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Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I charge one cent per word. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.
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Ascension Days

Timothy Sherbin, formerly Timothy Kress, heard his wife's voice as she called out his name, so he abandoned the laundry and quickly rushed into the living room where he found her.

"Yes, Ma'am?" Over the course of their marriage, he had been trained. It started with a seduction and ended with her claiming him on their wedding night. As was her right as a woman, she spanked him, teased him, and humiliated him whenever she liked. He didn't know it yet, but things were about to get much worse.

"I wanted to see you," she said from her spot on the couch. She was gorgeous with her reddish-brown hair and vulpine features. She pressed her lips together, and her eyes slid along his body as she inspected him.

"Is everything okay? Do the kids need anything?"

"No," Morgan Sherbin said with that same confidence. "Emma is up in her room doing her homework, and Derek is outside, raking the leaves."

Perhaps he hoped to minimize whatever she had in mind by demonstrating his dedication to serving her as he got down on his knees, held his hands behind his back, gazed downward and asked, "How may I serve you, Ma'am?"

"So far, I think we've done a really good job of raising our children," she said, which made him glance up, his eyes tightening with confusion. She smirked at his display, but she didn't stop. "Both Derek and Emma understand how our family works, don't you think?"

"Yes. I think so." In actuality, he was very proud of both of his children, especially Emma. She was only nine, but she always impressed her teachers, she had lots of friends, and she was growing up to be a confident young woman, much like her mother. Every parent told their children that they could grow up to do whatever they wanted, whether that meant being an astronaut or President of the United States. When Timothy said that to Emma, he really meant it.

"And how does our family work?"

"In this household, women are in charge," he said.

"And that's why I think it's time for Emma to see you down on your knees and actively serving me."

He jerked his head up. He couldn't help himself. Yes, he deferred to his wife, especially when the kids were around, but this was completely different, and now his chest seemed to constrict as he recognized those words. "What, what are you saying?"

"In a minute or two, I'm going to call Emma in here, and I'm going to demonstrate my natural, female superiority over you."

Stunned and silent, Timothy didn't know what to say. His thoughts turned to static as he stared up at this woman. His breath came quicker, and he asked, "What, what does that mean?"

"You're going to acknowledge your inferiority, and then I'm going to spank you as a demonstration of my power over you."

"What? No…"

The kids were young enough that the threat of spanking persisted. The idea that his little girl would see him like that sent shivers of dread spinning through his body. He looked up at her, and he had to try. "Please, Ma'am. Please, you don't have to do this."

"I think I do," she said. "Our little girl is growing up, and yes, I think we have served as excellent examples of a good relationship, but we can do better."

"Please…" Timothy tried again. He had such a good relationship with Emma. She looked up to him. And yes, it was obvious that Morgan was the boss in their home, but she would never see him the same way if he had to stay down on his knees in front of his little girl.

"Are you arguing with me?"

Cold dread blasted through his body. "What? No!"

"Good," she said. She sat up a little bit, smiled down at him, and said, "You knew this was always an inevitability. Now, go yet her."

Timothy gulped. In that moment, perhaps his wife, Morgan, wondered if he would actually obey. Over the course of their relationship, she had trained him thoroughly, but she understood how males could backslide at any time. They could mess up and make mistakes. They could forget who they were and who they were meant to be.

Obediently, her husband rose to his feet, and he headed up the stairs to the second floor.

For her part, Morgan leaned back, and she relaxed. She still had her glass of wine, so she took another sip.

About a minute later, Timothy and Emma returned.

Her daughter was very pretty with her strawberry blonde hair cut short near her shoulders. She had on a dark blue dress with her favorite cartoon character, a princess wielding a sword.

"Dad said you wanted to see me," Emma spoke clearly and confidently.

"That's right, Emma. You see, we need to have a little conversation. Timothy, get down on your knees for this."

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered, but his fingers tightened into fists as he barely controlled himself. In the end, however, he obeyed his wife because he recognized her strength, authority, and superiority. On their wedding night, he had surrendered to her, so now he couldn't break those rules of the house or betray his promises to the woman he loved.

Emma glanced at her father. Yes, she had seen him defer to her mother on countless occasions, but this was different…

"There's something I want to teach you about today," Morgan said. "It's an ideological concept."

"Like freedom or justice?" Emma asked innocently.

"Yes," Morgan replied. "But an ideology is usually more refined. That was a really good concept you just brought up, but an ideology is usually more practical."

"What does that mean?" Unlike their son, Emma had no problem questioning the adults around her.

"Basically, it means that an ideology can come with specific rules."

Emma narrowed her eyes slightly. Like so many other kids, she was suspicious of new rules, especially because they would probably apply to her. Morgan smiled at her daughter's naïveté, especially because this girl was about to discover an entirely new world, a new way of seeing how things were truly supposed to work.

"I still don't think I understand," Emma said carefully. Then again, she had never seen her father down on his knees like this. Perhaps the strange positioning made her feel unsettled.

Again and again, Timothy glanced over at his wife as he tried to get Morgan's attention. With every moment, he hoped that some glance, some twitch of his lip might be enough to convince her to change her mind. He had always been deferential to his daughter; he had always respected her autonomy. He knew that she would grow up to be an adult and thus his superior. But it wasn't supposed to happen, not here, not yet!

"This is a household based on female supremacy," Morgan told her daughter. "Basically, we believe that women are superior to men in every way. This is based on our observations, but it is also based on science. Study after study indicates that women are better at data analysis, emotional intelligence, and we are physically stronger."

"In every way?" Emma asked.

"Not every way," Morgan conceded. "It's true that men are going to be able to generally lift heavier loads and they have more upper body strength, but that is about the extent of their superiority. For everything else, for everything that really counts, men are inferior. And so, that's how we run this household."

"Is that why you're the boss?" Emma asked sweetly.

Timothy had never lied about that, not when she was a baby, not when she was a toddler, not when she was a child. But now, this precocious little girl glanced over at her father, and he couldn't meet her gaze. It was ridiculous, yet Timothy experienced something else: intimidation. Hot fear coursing through his body as he worried about what all of this meant.

This little girl would become his superior; she would have authority over him! It seemed impossible to believe, yet he could see something shift in her body language. Was there a hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth? Did her eyes narrow imperceptibly as she reconsidered the man who had helped raise her?

"Exactly," Morgan said. "I make the most important decisions because I'm the head of this household. Some day, you will be the head of your own household. Right now, it's important for you to understand that your father is under my power because he belongs to me."

"Like a slave?" Emma asked, sounding so innocent.

Morgan glanced over at her husband, and his lips parted. When two women were talking, he knew better than to interrupt, especially if no one asked for his opinion. He needed to be quiet and obedient.

"Not exactly like a slave," Morgan replied. "But he is my husband, and that means he will do whatever I say."

"But what if he doesn't?"

"There are a variety of punishments I can employ," Morgan replied.

"You punish Daddy?" Emma asked. Then she blinked, apparently embarrassed. More recently, she tried to call him Dad or even Father. Like other young girls, she tested the boundaries of her identity as she tried to figure out how she related to the rest of the world, which included her own family.

"I do," Morgan said with smooth confidence. "He's a man, and sometimes they need to be disciplined. It's for their own good."

Timothy squirmed on his knees. Moment by moment, he hardened his grip on his own hands as he stared at his wife and then his daughter. He couldn't meet their gazes whenever they glanced at him, but he had to watch the exchange while his heart hammered away at the bars of its cage.

"How do you punish him?"

"We can talk about that more when you're a little bit older. For now, let's just say that sometimes men need to be put on a timeout or spanked."

"You spank him?"

"I do," she said. "Would you like to see?"

"Yes!"

"Ma'am, are you sure you want to do this? Are you sure it's necessary?"

"Absolutely, especially now. Did anyone give you permission to speak, boy?"

Emma's eyes went wide as Morgan talked down to her husband. The little girl watched as her father accepted that demeaning language. It was humiliating and degrading. All of his independence was stripped away as she asked one question: Did anyone give you permission to speak, boy?

Those words seemed to echo along the air as he searched for the strength to answer, to serve, and to obey. "No, Ma'am."

"Before, it was just going to be a demonstration. Now, I think it's going to be necessary. Get across my lap, Timothy."

Emma must've marveled at the sound of her father's name. More astonishingly, he crawled forward, and he climbed up onto her lap as Emma watched, marveling at his obedience. This man had always seemed so strong and powerful. In some ways, he remained so, but he clearly had no authority, no social capital. As a little girl, she loved horses. She thought they were astonishing, beautiful creatures. Even so, they were still livestock. They were animals, pets, creatures to be owned, trained, tamed, and even broken.

Now she started to see her father more like a pony or some stallion. More importantly, she was impressed with how her mother had saddled him and trained him.

He was across his wife's lap, and Morgan smiled as she ran her hand along his backside. "When we spank a man, it's important that he understands what he did wrong. You want to correct behavior. Yes, pain is important, but that's only part of it. There's also the sense of humiliation and the need for correction. What did you do wrong, Timothy?"

"I, I spoke out of turn," he confessed.

"That's right," she agreed. "You did." Without another word, she brought her hand down hard. She struck at his backside, once, twice, three times.

Seated a few feet away, Emma watched all of this. She pressed her hands together, shifting her weight unsteadily as she watched.

"What are you?"

"I'm a man, and I’m your husband, Ma'am."

"So what does that mean?"

"It means I have to obey you."

"And if I haven't asked you a question, should you speak?"

"No!"

"And now, are you ready to get on your knees back in front of me? I think we need another reminder of your status."

He inhaled, perhaps aware of what would happen next. By this point, Emma had shifted to the edge of her seat as she waited. She watched, she learned, and she absorbed as much as she could.

Timothy got down on his knees once again.

Morgan reached over, opened the drawer, and she pulled out a pack of matches and a small box of cigarettes. She slid one of the white sticks out onto her hand, brought it to her lips, and she struck the match. The flames ignited, and she took a long, slow breath. She looked down at her husband, and she explained, "I want you to know that I understand. I realize why you were reluctant to let this happen. But that's the whole thing. You don't get to decide, Timothy. You are a boy, and boys obey. When a woman gives you a command, you listen. When you're on your knees, you don't speak out of turn. When I decide that it's time for my daughter to understand the truth, you don't get to object. You don't get to argue or resist." She took another drag on the cigarette before lowering it. Then she exhaled slowly, blowing the smoke right in his face. After that, she put the cigarette out, and Timothy knew what he had to do. He opened his mouth like an obedient boy, just as he had been trained. Morgan tapped the end of her cigarette and knocked some of the ash into his mouth.

"Do you have any questions, Emma?" Morgan asked.

The young girl glanced from her father to her mother, and she slowly shook her head. Like other kids, she had learned something important today, but she would need some time to absorb it and to start to think about what all of this meant.

"Then I think your father has something he wants to say to you."

Timothy crawled over to his little girl, he bowed his head down, and then he looked up at her. "You're a woman, and so you are my superior. I recognize this. I acknowledge this."

"What about Derek?" Emma asked, referring to her big brother.

"You're both children, so it's obvious that you need to be treated differently, but you won't take control until you are an adult. After that, you'll learn how to assert yourself. Then there's going to be something else special when you turn nineteen," Morgan explained.

"Something else? Something special?" Emma asked, probably because she was young enough that she couldn't envision what it would be like to be a teenager, let alone nineteen.

"I think that's enough for right now. You have homework to finish, don't you?"

Years later…

"Derek!" Emma shouted.

No matter where her older brother was or what he was doing, he would hear her voice and come running.

Sure enough, he darted down the stairs and into the living room. He saw his mother sitting off to one side, but Emma stood there with her arms crossed.

"Down," she said and pointed to the spot in front of her feet.

Her big brother opened his mouth, only a glance at his little sister's hardened features made it clear that this wasn't a time for debate or discussion. He was a boy in this household, which meant he had to obey. If he failed to please any woman in this house--whether it was his mother, sister, or even a guest--the consequences could be intense.

Obediently, Derek lowered himself down to his knees in front of her.

For a moment, she seemed to hesitate before glancing back toward the corner. Her mom gave her an almost imperceptible nod, so Emma straightened her back and got started.

"What were you doing?"

"I was cleaning your room," he replied.

"How?"

"When you called me, Miss, I was folding your laundry putting it away for you," he said.

Outside of this house, Derek did seem like any other boy his age. At nineteen, he was young and fit. He exercised, going odd jobs and lifting weights from time to time. He hung out with his friends, and he seemed normal enough, only he experienced a very unusual home life. Here, the women ruled. His mother and his younger sister were in charge.

As a little boy, he had followed his father's example, deferring to his mother's authority in all things. He couldn't remember a time when he didn't have a little sister, not when he was only eleven months older. Perhaps that made it easier for him to accept the double standards.

In this household, his little sister had always been encouraged. She could run off, explore, and go on adventures. She was expected to be tough and powerful, independent and aggressive. They might be at a park, and Emma could run off and start playing on the swings or jumping down the slide, while their mother would hold his hand. He might try to talk his way free, but she would tighten her grip, and he would have to look up at her. "What do you say?" she would ask. Then he would have to be polite, deferential, and humble as he asked very, very nicely. Most of the time, she would let him run off and play with his little sister. Occasionally, she would make him wait a few minutes, if only to demonstrate her authority again.

Emma had freedom; her older brother, on the other hand, had been thoroughly trained to follow orders and to accept his mother's authority.

As a little boy, he hardly noticed. This was simply the way of things. Emma received encouragement to stretch out and assert herself while he received encouragement to be a good boy. He had to be quiet. He had to be obedient. It was simple. Of course, he was still a child, so he and his sister would occasionally go off and have little adventures, first in the backyard, and then on their bikes as they grew up.

Inevitably, they hit their teenage years. Derek may have been attractive by most standards, especially with his chestnut brown hair, his strong jaw line, and his broadening shoulders, but he had never been able to really relate to girls his own age. It was difficult, especially because when he went to school, and he saw what the other boys did and how they behaved, but he couldn't match their hijinks or antics.

Those boys could get aggressive. A boy might grab a girl's scrunchie and run off with it. He might tug on her hair to distract her or tease her about some comment. Not only that, the boys knew how to flirt with the girls. At the same time, the young women in his classes always seemed confused by Derek's attitude. He would always seem timid in front of them. Yes, he could speak with them, but it was obvious that he saw them as authority figures even if they were in the same class.

But when Emma turned nineteen, everything changed.

While she was legally a child, she received much more respect in their household. That much had always been obvious, but then their mother made an announcement. As he kneeled in front of his little sister, Derek didn't dare peek up, yet he still saw her. He remembered what had happened and the formal announcement…

"Derek, we need to have a little chat," his mother said to him. Morgan Sherbin had never been overly cruel with her son, but she believed in a strict hierarchy. As far as she was concerned, males were necessarily inferior. She saw problems all across the world, and she knew that many of them (not all) would have been fixed if women had been in charge. Whether it came down to public health crises, pollution, or war, she knew that men routinely failed.

It wasn't a simple binary, she knew. It wasn't like women were better than everything than men, just as not every woman would be better than every man. But in aggregate, when looking at general trends, she believed strongly in female supremacy.

Her parents had taught her this structure, and now she passed it onto her children.

When she had been a little girl, it had been extremely difficult, especially when it came to the tacit sexism that seemed to affect every aspect of society from pop culture to business and government. In spite of all of this, she learned from her parents. She watched as her mother controlled and managed the household, both in terms of her own choices, plus her husband's behavior. As a little girl, there was so much she didn't see. That made sense. They were adults, and they had issues and concerns which weren't appropriate for her.

But then she became an adult, and it was the first time she punished a man.

Morgan's mother had brought her out, and she said, "We have talked about female supremacy many times." At that point, Morgan probably rolled her eyes. After all, it wasn't just a matter of exemplification; her mother had discussed all of this with her many times before. Even her father had been occasionally allowed to contribute. He talked about how many men secretly needed to be controlled and so on. Deep down, they understood female superiority. But due to the social conditioning, they couldn't accept it. They didn't have a good way to surrender. In fact, her father had been disrespectful and disobedient when they first met. Morgan haven't been able to believe it, but her mother explained. Yes, she met him and yes, she could see his potential, but he hadn't known the truth about himself. It had taken a beautiful woman with a strong hand to tame him.

And now, over the course of Morgan's life, her father had been an obedient, subservient male. He wasn't weak; this was an important distinction. Too often, contemporary men assumed that subservience and subjugation meant weakness or cowardice, but this was simply wrong. A man could serve a woman diligently. He could be dedicated, honest and honorable. He could take pride in the fact that he would always do his best to please her. At the same time, he could fully acknowledge that she was better equipped to make good decisions for him. Women and men were fundamentally different, and they needed to accept the simple truth. Women were born to lead and take control; men were created to obey.

When the time came, Morgan explained all of this to her daughter.

Emma learned about it during those occasional outings when she and her mother went out for dinner. While the boys stayed home and cleaned, Emma learned everything she needed to know from Morgan.

Obviously, Morgan wasn't going to neglect her son either.

At various points, she talked to him, explaining that he was a boy, and this could be incredibly difficult and confusing. He would go to out into the world, and he would see movies or advertisements and TV shows. She even taught him about the bandwagon fallacy; specifically, just because a bunch of people believed something was true, that doesn't make it so. For any number of reasons, women and men had become misguided. Too many women underestimated themselves. Conversely, too many boys assumed that they were supposed to be in charge. Little by little, Morgan explained to her son, all of this would change. Throughout society, women had started to assert themselves. They were taking control. Women earned more money, political influence, and power. Eventually, the boys would learn to settle into a subordinate position, and that was a good thing.

She took her son by the hand, and she said, "I love you so much, and I want to make sure that you find a good woman who can take care of you. She's going to be strong, and she's going to make sure you get everything you need. She will take care of you, love you, and train you."

At the time, he had looked back at his mother, he had asked, "Am I ready?"

"You are," she said before hugging him. She wrapped her arms around his small body, and she said, "You’re amazing. You are my special little prince. And this might be difficult for you to understand, but that's okay. You see, training isn't something that happens all at once. It's a process. You have to work on it every day. It's like an athlete. She might be skilled right now, and maybe she just won her last game, but that's not good enough. What does she have to do?"

"She has to train," he said.

Morgan reached up and tapped the tip of Derek's nose as he said that. "There we go. There's my smart little prince." She gave him another hug, and this had been the way of their relationship.

Day by day, month by month, and year by year, he accepted the double standards because he was a boy and Emma was a girl. She may have been younger, but it was obvious that their mother trusted her more. Even when Emma messed up, her punishments were usually less severe. When Derek might make a mistake and throw a tantrum, he could end up grounded for a month. If Emma did the same thing, she would only be punished for a couple of days. Not only that, their mother seemed much more willing to send him to the corner for a timeout.

Once or twice, he complained about this, but neither his mother nor his father had any interest in listening. "Punishments are going to be different," Morgan explained. "The situations are different."

As a little boy, he hadn't understood. As he grew up into adulthood, those points started to make more sense. Perhaps a parent couldn't impose a universal system of discipline, not when the circumstances and children were so different. Just as an easy example, a mother might see her son disrespecting her, so she could pull him off of the football team. Obviously, that kind of punishment wouldn't work for her daughter if she wasn't an athlete. On the other hand, maybe her daughter would be an artist, so some time away from her sketchpad could qualify as a punishment.

Just before Emma turned eighteen, he had another conversation with his mother. Morgan sat him down while Emma was out with their father. "Emma is about to turn eighteen. She's going to be an adult, so her rights, responsibilities, and privileges in this house are going to change. Up until now, you and Emma have been peers."

Sitting up straight, his eyes downcast, Derek listened to all of this. He nodded along like a good, obedient boy. "That's about to change. Look, I know this might be difficult for you. You grew up together. She's always going to be your sister, and she's always going to love you, but she's going to become your superior now."

"My superior?"

"That's right. Up until now, I have been able to put you on a timeout, spank you, or punish you however I saw fit. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. He didn't always use that as her horrific, but one part of being a boy was recognizing when this kind of respect was expected and demanded. In this moment, his mother was serious, so he had to give her the respect she deserved, both as his parent and also as a woman.

"It's almost time for your sister's Ascension Day," she said.

"What, what does that mean?"

"Don't worry. You'll find out," she promised. "All you have to do is behave. And how should you behave?"

"I must be obedient, differential, and humble?" He probably meant those words to sound like an answer, but there was that little note of confusion at the end of his response.

"Good boy," she said. "And it's right. You need to be obedient. You've always been very good for me, and now I expect you to do the same for your sister."

"For my sister?"

"She's an adult now. That means she is your superior."

He started to stand up, like he didn't know how to react.

"Sit," Morgan ordered.

Derek only hesitated for a second. Considering how things were about to change for this young man, Morgan was feeling indulgent. Besides, he sat down, and he didn't say anything. His eyes kept jumping from the floor back up to her face and back down again, like he wasn't sure how to process this.

"It's going to be strange, especially at first. Your sister is going to need your support," Morgan said.

"But, but you said she's my superior?"

"That's right. She's not a little girl, and she's not just your sister. What else is she?"

"She's a woman," he said.

"And how should men relate to women?"

"Women are superior," he said. He had been raised as a female supremacist, meaning that he fully acknowledged female superiority. But as he said those words, he sounded confused, probably because he didn't know what the Ascension Days were supposed to be or what they might mean. At the same time, he remembered his little sister as being small and immature. Then again, those days had vanished; Emma was a beautiful young woman, strong and capable.

"Good," Morgan said with a nod. "I know you're older now, but I can still bend you over this table and spank you or paddle you or cane you depending on what you need."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said quickly. He gulped nervously, and she reached out, touching his cheek with one hand. She brushed her thumb along his skin as she explained, "Your sister is going to need your support because she's going to have to figure out what it means to be a woman and what it means to be in charge. She's probably going to want to test herself against you. You know what that means?"

Timidly, he looked up at Morgan and answered with a quick shake of his head.

"In time she's going to want to punish you. She's going to be looking for your mistakes. Sometimes they will be genuine. Sometimes she will simply be asserting herself. Either way, what should you do?"

"Obey," he said.

"That's right. You should obey women. You always need to be respectful." She didn't need to go into the finer details; if a random stranger told him to jump off a bridge, he obviously wouldn't do it. But his mother? His sister? They knew what was best for him, and he would have to listen. More importantly, he would have to comply.

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

That night, Emma and her family celebrated her birthday. Derek and his father spent the day cooking Emma's favorite foods: salad, ribs, sides of broccoli and rice, plus a cake. Fortunately, the boys had all day. Emma and her mother went out to go buy her a car. When they came back, they were famished, and Derek started serving.

For the most part, it was a pretty standard family celebration. Emma seemed really excited as she worked her way through her dinner. They brought out the cake, she blew out the candles, and she made a wish. Everyone was smiling; everyone was laughing.

For the most part, Derek hadn't been able to notice any tectonic shift in the family relationships. If he was resentful about not getting a car when he became an adult, he quickly suppressed those feelings, especially because he understood the need. Emma would be attending a university on the other side of the city, so she needed that personal transportation. Besides, he didn't even have his driver's license.

Nothing changed until it was almost time for her to head out. She wanted to show her car off to her friends. They were just going to hit a movie and maybe go for a walk around the local park, but she was practically bouncing in her seat with excitement.

"Emma, before you leave, is there something else you want to do?" their mother asked.

"Oh yeah," Emma replied. She turned her attention to Derek. All at once, heat gathered along the back of his neck. He felt like he was in trouble, although he couldn't understand why. After all, this girl was supposed to be his little sister. When they were little, he was the one who stood over her, and yet she now straightened her back with this newfound sense of confidence. Her eyes practically sparkled with mischievous delight. "Derek, come over here."

The command was light and breezy. Even so, he knew he had to obey.

With his throat tightening, some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, but he rose to his feet. He walked around to the other side of the table, and that's when she pointed to the floor. "Kneel in front of me, boy."

Boy. The word jabbed into his psyche. Yes, he knew that he was just a boy, but that was usually how their mother referred to him, not his sister. Not only that, he recognized the shift in her tone.

His chest contracted, and she grinned at him. "Can I do the other thing too?" Emma asked, speaking obliquely because she obviously wanted to keep this as a surprise.

"You're an adult now," Morgan answered while her husband remained appropriately silent.

Emma turned around, grabbed her purse, and she pulled out a pack of cigarettes. She opened it, lifted one to her lips, and she raised the lighter with her other hand. She clicked it, the flame ignited, and she touched the orange blaze to the tip. In that next moment, she inhaled, filling her lungs as she casually held the cigarette in one hand.

"You've done this before," her father said, sounding dismayed.

"It's okay," Morgan said. "Girls will be girls."

Derek watched all of this from his spot on his knees. He had been in this position before, usually in the living room, usually next to his father. And yet, those commands always came from the matriarch. Now Emma, his baby sister, was ordering him around, and he had to obey.

She exhaled slowly, blowing the smoke in his face. He tried not to cough. His lungs froze as he attempted to hold his breath, but the ache spread, and he lost control. He started coughing, and Emma just laughed at him. She took another puff, and the tip of her cigarette glowed a vibrant shade of orange.

"Derek," she said, "We have always been partners in crime. We've always been friends and siblings, and I don't want that relationship to go away." She blew another cloud of smoke against the bridge of his nose, his eyes, his cheeks and his mouth. This time, he managed not to cough, not that anyone noticed. He was a boy in this household, which meant dignity wasn't something an expected for him. "But now, I'm an adult, and that means on your superior. Say it."

"Emma, you're my superior."

"Actually, from now on, at least when we’re being formal, I want you to address me as Miss."

Miss. Like "boy," the term seemed to dig down into him. He tensed up. The muscles along his torso, his arms, and his legs flexed even as he stayed right there on his knees. Maybe the others noticed. Perhaps they didn't. Either way, they were waiting for him to acknowledge her order.

Derek dipped his head down, "Yes, Miss."

As brother and sister, they seldom touched, especially after they hit puberty. Maybe in elementary school or preschool, they had hugged all the time. They could cuddle up, but some gaps had opened up. Despite this, she reached down and touched the underside of his chin with two fingers. Her fingertips were so soft even as she seized control. She forced him to look up, through the hazy cloud of cigarette smoke as she blew into his face again. The slow pulse of gray flared between them until she was done. Absentmindedly, she tapped the tip of the cigarette, putting it out, yet the ash remained right there on the tip.

With her fingertips still poised under his jaw, Emma glanced back at her mother for a second. There it was again, that little imperceptible nod, encouragement from one woman to another as Emma entered adulthood. "Open your mouth."

His brows creased; he was confused. He didn't know what to do, and he tried to turn away, to look to his parents, but Emma didn't let him go. "I gave you an order, boy."

"Yes, Miss," he said. That's when Emma lifted the cigarette. She had put it out already, but now she tapped the tip just above his open mouth, and the ash fell against his tongue. His eyes widened, but he didn't pull away. He couldn't.

"Good boy," she said, patting him on the cheek. "But you know, I don't like the way you hesitated. I think you're going to need a caning."

He froze.

After another second, Derek had to ask, "What?"

She giggled; she couldn't help herself. After all, Emma had looked up to this boy for a very long time. Even if they had grown apart since becoming teenagers, she still remembered what it was like to defer to this boy because of his height and experience. Back when he was six and she was five, that single year seemed like an enormous chasm. But now, Emma had done more than simply catch up to her big brother; as a woman, she had exceeded him. She was smarter, stronger, and more empathetic. She had potential to lead him, but first she needed to make sure that he would always recognize her authority.

"Go get the cane from the closet," she said.

Automatically, he rose up onto his feet. He moved without thinking. Yes, she was a woman, and yes, she could force him to do whatever she liked. Those were simple, foundational facts of his reality. And now, he came back just a few seconds later, and he held up the cane.

She lifted the rattan and swiped did through the air. Her mother had already tutored her on its use and implementation.

"Derek, I want you to know that I wasn't planning on giving your bare bottom a caning, but I think this is going to be better for you. So put your elbows on the table, drop your pants, and get ready to be disciplined."

"Miss?"

Emma didn't answer right away. Instead, she seemed to take her time as she rose from the table. Second by second, he obeyed. Even if he was an adult, it didn't matter. He was still a boy and at best subject to her authority. He pulled down his pants, leaned forward, and rested his elbows on the table. He didn't dare look up at either of his parents since he assumed they would be gazing proudly at their daughter.

Eventually, she responded, "What is it, boy?"

"Miss, is this because I hesitated?"

"Yes and no," she said. Emma glanced over at her mother and realized that she needed to give an explanation to this young man. Theoretically, she could have let him figure it out for himself, but since she had offered an ambivalent response, she needed to make sure he comprehended exactly how all of this worked. Anything less wouldn't be fair to him. "Think of this as a lesson and as a reminder. I know that you're a good boy. I watch you cook and clean here every day. You do as you're told, and we're all very proud of you for that. But right now, this is going to be different, isn't it? I'm taking control because I'm not your little sister anymore."

"Yes, Miss," he said, acknowledging her newfound power.

When they were kids, both Emma and Derek were children. They were subordinate and were expected to obey. Perhaps the dynamics could get confused; she was a girl, but he was older. Now, the hierarchy had become far more clear-cut.

Taking a grip on the cane, she touched it to his backside. He didn't react. He didn't flinch, not yet.

She raised it into the air, swiping it upward, and then she brought it down hard, striking his left butt cheek. Immediately, and a red line appeared. She didn't break the skin, but his knuckles had tightened, and his fists trembled.

"You didn't like that, did you?"

"No, Miss!" Derek called out with the taste of her cigarette ash still vivid against his tongue.

"Why do I get to punish you?"

He inhaled and quickly answered, "You're a woman, you're in charge. You're my sister, and I must obey you. I will honor the women of this household with my service and subservience."

"Perfect," she said. "Three more."

If he didn't think this was fair, Derek didn't dare argue.

She caned his backside four times in total, two on the left, two on the right. Hot pain blazed through his body. At moments like this, he was reminded that the human body was capable of more than he expected. The hot, stinging bite of each strike made his eyes water as he struggled to remain appropriately quiet and deferential as he endured his punishment.

Each time a blow landed, she almost wished he would cry out or misbehave. She wanted to see him try to stand up to her. But he was an obedient boy, and he wouldn't make that sort of mistake.

When she finished, she told him to pull his pants up. He obeyed again, and that's when she pulled him into her arms, and she hugged him, embracing him and squeezing him tight.

"I'm very proud of you, Derek," she said. She gave him one more squeeze, she let go, and then she grabbed the keys to her new car.

That had been a year ago. Over the course of that time, Derek had settled into his new role. Really speaking, much of his normal routine remained the same. When they were children, both Derek and Emma had learned the basics of maintaining a home: some easy recipes, how to wash the dishes, how to clean the clothes, and more. But as Emma started applying to colleges, she was released from those obligations.

Derek took over. He and his father were responsible for maintaining a clean household. Morgan went out, worked, and earned an impressive paycheck. When her husband needed to purchase something, he asked nicely. She went over the shopping lists with him, and he handled everything.

But now, it was time for her birthday again, and something else was going to change. He still didn't understand, but he kneeled before her.

Emma seldom wielded her authority like this. Something was different and about to change.

He thought of that phrase again, and he wondered what it meant: Ascension Days?

Timidly, he looked up at Emma, and he wondered precisely what was going to happen. "Strip, boy."

"You, you want me naked?"

"I'm a woman, you're a boy, and I gave you a command. So what should you do?"

"Obey," he said.

"Exactly," replied his sister. But at that moment, he needed to recognize his own inferiority. That's why his hands flew up to the sides of his shirt. He pulled off the garment and glanced down at it. "You can just drop it on the floor," she said. "Don't forget your socks, shorts, and underwear."

"Miss?"

Short-circuiting him, she said, "No. You can't ask me what this is all about."

That's when he started to understand. It was a test of his obedience.

Determined to succeed now, he stripped as quickly as he could. He removed his socks, his underwear, and his shorts. Suddenly, he was naked in front of her, and he looked up along the length of her body. She wore sneakers, snug jeans, and a tank top that revealed just a hint of her midriff.

With a twinge, he realized something: she was gorgeous. There was something about her strawberry blonde hair, the rare freckles along her cheeks, and her vivid blue eyes. He tried to push those thoughts aside, but she was beautiful and powerful.

"Crawl around the floor for me, boy. You know, like a dog."

He bit down. Although he recognized and acknowledged his status in this household, he could sometimes forget about it, especially when he had permission to go online or watch TV. Occasionally, maybe he even indulged in fantasies where he might be his sister's equal.

Shoving those thoughts down, he forced himself to crawl. After all, this was some sort of test, and he couldn't fail it! First, he needed to protect himself from any sort of punishment. But just as importantly, Derek didn't want to disappoint any member of his family.

Naked and down on all fours, he crawled in front of these women. He didn't dare glance up at his mother even though she may have been wearing the shadow of a smile. Even when he came back to Emma's feet, he didn't lift his head. Instead, he waited, wondering exactly what she might have in mind.

"Go again," she instructed.

His mouth opened with his lips parted, he knew he should say something, but what?

Over the last year, she had punished him on several occasions. He told himself that he was supposed to be used to it, but he wasn't, not really.

Would he ever become accustomed to following her commands? No, he told himself, probably not.

And yet, he pushed his knees in close down against the carpet as he circled the couch and made his way around the room all over again. Naked and humiliated, he surrendered because he had no choice.

Derek crawled around the room under his sister's watchful gaze.

When he finally came back around to the couch, she stood up, and she tapped the cane against her side. "You know what? I think you need another round."

"No. Please, Miss. Please, not that. Not again!"

"Oh? Do you think you should have the right to decide how you get punished or when?"

"No, that's not what I meant!"

"Put your elbows on the couch," she ordered.

He glanced around like he hoped he might be able to find some salvation, but that wasn't how this works. He was a boy in a household controlled by female supremacists. Whether he liked it or not, whether he understood it or not, he had to follow those commands. That's why, within seconds, he found himself in position, and now his little sister touched the rattan cane to his backside. She brushed the cane to the left, to the right, gliding it gently before she got ready to bring it down hard.

"For the record, it's okay if you cry," she said. "I won’t punish you for that."

"Why are you doing this?"

"Should boys question their superiors?"

He opened his mouth, inhaled, and he was about to answer, but she destroyed his response. With a flick of her wrist, she brought the tip of the cane up, only to slam it down hard against his unprotected backside. Another red line appeared as he hissed through his teeth.

"No," Emma answered her own question. "Boys don't question their superiors. So right now, you're going to be quiet while I discipline you."

He almost agreed, automatically saying something like, "Yes, Miss." At the last second, he locked his teeth together, and then he faced the next onslaught.

She caned him hard, bringing that implement down again and again. She made sure the lines crisscrossed. She made little patterns. Like an artist, she explored and played. Pretty soon, the welts spread across his flesh, and he finally cried out. He whimpered, moaned, and he tried to stand up at several points, but Emma quickly "helped" him by putting her hand on the back of his neck and shoving him down into place again.

"Three more," she said. "Same spot."

He shook his head, and he whimpered again, but she wouldn’t be deterred. She picked a spot, touched the cane to his reddened skin, and then she pulled the rod up into the air before striking. Once. Twice. Three times, just as she promised. With each blow, he cried out again and again.

Emma marveled at all of this. At first, she didn't make him say anything, especially because she wanted to bask in this moment. Like other female supremacists, Emma had learned the truth. This was good for him. In the short term, he might not like to be punished, but he needed it. It would help him. It would improve his disposition and show him exactly where he belonged. Out in the world, too many men suffered from their own delusions. Either they were dissatisfied because they failed when competing against women, or they just seemed lost. They knew that they needed something, but they couldn't articulate it. They had never been taught to obey, to surrender, and so they threw themselves into alcohol, games, cars, or some other distraction. It never worked, not when they really needed to be owned.

"How do you feel?"

He sniffled once. "It stings," he admitted. Belatedly, he added, "Miss."

"Get back on your knees and thank me," she instructed next. She sat down, crossed her legs, and she rested her hands on her lap.

He looked back at her, and his eyes were wet.

Within seconds, he was kneeling before her again. He looked up at her, and he pressed his knuckles to his knees as he tightened the muscles along his back, "Thank you, Miss."

"For?"

"Thank you for punishing me," he said. "Thank you for training me?"

"You sound uncertain," she told him playfully. "Try again."

"Thank you for training me."

"I think you should be more enthusiastic than that, Derek."

He gulped, glanced from side to side, and quickly focused on her. She was beautiful, imperious, and aristocratic. When they had been children, she always seemed so young and fragile, but now she asserted herself as this powerful young woman. In another era, she would have been a princess or a queen.

"Thank you, Miss! Thank you for training me. Thank you for reminding me of my inferiority," he said.

"Very good," she said. "Now, you can get back to your chores."

Just like that, he jumped onto his feet, and he scurried away.

Emma watched him go, and she smiled.

"That was the first one of your Ascension Days," Morgan said.

"How did I do?"

"You did great, sweetie. I'm very proud of you. At this rate, your brother is never going to step out of line."

Emma grinned ferociously, grateful for the opportunity as she proved everything she had been raised to believe.

Other families celebrated specific moments in a young woman's life.

Pageants. Ballet recitals. Birthdays and graduations. Maybe an occasional debate for some presentation.

In the Sherbin household, they followed those traditions, but they had something else as well, something that was unique to a family of female supremacists: the Ascension Days.

After her eighteenth birthday, Morgan took her daughter aside, and she said, "I've mentioned this a couple of times, but I've never gone into specifics. Now it's time."

"Ascension Days?"

"Ascension Days," confirmed Morgan. While the boys were out in the front yard, raking leaves and making the house presentable, Morgan looked at her daughter and said, "First, I want you to know that I'm incredibly proud of you. You're an amazing young woman, and I can't wait to see what you accomplish with your life. But along the way, it's important that you understand what it means to be a woman."

"I'm better than the guys around me," she said eagerly.

"You have the potential to be better," Morgan said. "Yes, I’m impressed, but that doesn't mean you can just relax or coast. Remember, arrogance is a male trait, and you don't want to succumb to that particular temptation. Instead, you should focus on taking control and keeping it. That's why we have the Ascension Days."

At this point, Emma sat back, and she listened quietly.

Morgan continued, "There are going to be three tests. It's up to you to demonstrate your ability to control the men in your life. Right now, that's your brother and your father. I want to see what you can do. You'll show me, and you’ll prove that you really are their superior. You will demonstrate that you are better than them and that you know how to control them."

"How?"

"That's up to you. How will you discipline them? How will you shape them and mold them? How will you remind them what it means to be male?"

After that conversation, Emma considered the possibilities for quite some time.

"Hey, a couple of my friends bailed on me because they had to study. But you know, I still feel like dinner."

"Would you like me to cook for you, Miss?" Derek asked obediently. He was in front of the sink already, washing the dishes by hand.

"No," she said. "In fact, I was hoping we could talk about something else."

"Like what?" As he spoke, Emma couldn't help but notice the way his shoulders tightened up.

"Do you remember Alicia?"

"From school?"

"Yes."

He was still washing, but he glanced back at her. "What about her?"

"Well, I have some news. And it's relevant to you."

"What is it?"

"Come over here and kiss my shoes and ask very nicely, and I might decide to tell you."

At moments like this, she knew she could just command him to obey, and he would have been obliged to follow her every order. And yet, she enjoyed these moments where he seemed to have a choice.

He turned off the water and walked over to her. Seconds later, he was down on his hands and knees, and he looked back up at her.

Maybe she was thinking about her first Ascension Day. As she watched him yield, she loved this easy power and authority.

He kissed her shoes, first the right, then the left, and then he looked up at her. "Please? Please would you tell me what this news is?" Excitement ran through his voice. Maybe he always had a little crush on Alicia. She was younger than him by a year or two, but she was very pretty with her long, straight blonde hair, vivid blue eyes, and petite frame.

"Apparently, she had a little crush on you," Emma said.

His mouth fell open. At school, he had always been very timid and reserved. Obviously, that was a consequence of his home life.

"If you're a very good boy, I might decide to help you." She patted him on the head then pointed back to the sink. "Now, get back to work."

"Yes, Miss!" He scurried back into position and continued his chore.

Tilting her head to the side, she marveled at how easy it could be to motivate a boy like her brother.

For her first Ascension Day, she had her brother crawl around the room—and she caned him. The second of her three days would need to be something special.

Pain could be simple enough, but now Emma needed to figure out what she would do for her second Ascension Day. She wanted it to be good. She wanted it to be memorable, to affect him. It needed to be the kind of day that this boy wouldn't forget.

It took her a little while, but she came up with a plan.

That's why she put on a powerful outfit. It was a black dress, dark gray tights, and shining black boots. She did her makeup, applying a little bit of foundation, some lipstick, and eyeliner. She felt good as she blinked and checked herself out in the mirror. Other women did their makeup and got dressed up to impress the boys around them. She only wanted to impress herself. At the same time, she recognized the power of clothing.

Emma finished by tying her hair back into this elaborate French braid. The strawberry blonde of her hair slid back and stopped in a sleek point between her shoulder blades.

She found her mother, asked her to meet her in the living room, and then she called out her brother's name.

"Derek!"

Almost instantly, both women could hear his footsteps as he rushed down the stairs to come see his sister. On most days, this usually meant that she had some chore or task for him. Today shouldn't have been any different, he probably assumed.

Then again, he didn't know about the Ascension Days. He didn't understand this tradition or what it meant. As a boy, he didn't need to worry about women or how they viewed the world. So long as he obeyed it, he would be fine.

But then he saw her, and he froze. His sister was gorgeous. That much was obvious, yet he tried not to notice. They were related, after all. Still, there were those instances where he couldn't deny the luster of her hair or the shine along her lips.

"Get on your knees," she said. That's when she sat down on the couch once again. Not only that, she opened up another pack of cigarettes, she lit one, and she smoked, slowly taking one breath, exhaling, and occasionally gazing down at him.

For the most part, Derek was smart; he kept his gaze aimed toward the floor. He didn't attempt to challenge her. He didn't ask any questions, nor did he draw any attention to himself. If there was something else he wished he could do, he didn't let it show.

Her lips tightened, and she let out a narrow breath. The beautiful gray smoke shot out onto the air before dissipating. Then she finished her cigarette, she touched it to the ashtray, but not before she told him to open his mouth.

This time, Derek understood what was going to happen. Even so, he didn't hesitate. He opened his mouth, and he could only watch helplessly as she tapped the tip of her cigarette, dropping little flecks of black ash against his tongue.

"How does that taste?"

"Bitter, Miss," he said.

"Good," she replied. "Now, I expect you to be a docile and obedient boy for me, especially when our visitor arrives."

"Visitor?"

"Did I give you permission to ask any questions?" Emma asked.

All at once, some of the color dissipated from his cheeks.

"No, Miss," he replied right away.

She loved this. After her mother had demonstrated her father's subordination, Emma had occasionally wondered whether or not she would have the initiative and drive to seize control. She wasn't completely naïve, after all. She saw how women acted in movies and on TV shows. Not only that, she understood that some women were meek. Secretly, she feared she might fall into that same category.

But now, her brother glanced up at her, and there was something so delicious about the fear playing across his face.

"Strip, boy," she said. "I want you naked."

He gulped and then he obeyed. He pulled off his shirt, his shoes, socks, pants, and then he was down to his boxers. "Lose the underwear," she instructed.

Obviously, he didn't want to do this. He was scared, but he didn't see any other choice.

"How does it feel when you know you have to obey the women around you?" Emma asked, sounding genuinely curious. A pleasant purr reverberated through her every word.

"I don't know," he said.

She reached down, grabbed him by his hair, and she forced his head back so he had no choice but to meet her gaze. "Really?" She tightened her grip, and he flinched as she held on to his hair. Little strands of pain shot down into the roots of his scalp.

"I, I don't know, Miss," he said.

"Well, right now, I'm thinking we should do something about that. If you don't know how you're feeling, then maybe you need some help." She didn't mention her guest or how she would arrive in the next few minutes.

Clearly nervous, Derek licked his bottom lip, "What, what would you like me to do, Miss?"

"Touch yourself, boy," she said.

At first, he didn't understand, but then she glanced down toward his crotch. In a moment, she didn't think of him as her brother. Instead, he became something else: her toy, her plaything, and she wanted to see exactly what he would do for her.

Nervously, he reached down between his legs, and his fingers started to slide along his shaft.

"Squeeze," she said.

He gulped, nodded, and obeyed.

"And look at that," she said. "You're getting excited. Does that mean you enjoy listening to me? Do you enjoy obeying me?"

"I don't like this," Derek protested.

"But you're excited," she retorted.

"Yes, Miss," he said, unable to retort with anything else, especially because his body made it clear. Even if the frustration played across his features, he continued to stroke his cock. He was stiff right there, on his knees in front of his little sister, and he couldn't stop. From one second to the next, he continued to run his fingertips along his manhood.

Finally, she called out, "Stop."

"Can I, can I get dressed?"

"No," she told him, flashing a smile down at this boy. "Move your hands away."

He obeyed.

"What are you thinking about while you were touching yourself?"

"I, I don't know," he confessed.

"Were you thinking about how you have to do whatever you’re told? Were you thinking about how you have to be an obedient boy for me?" Before he could respond, she leaned back and nodded to herself. "I think you were. Now, use your left hand. Wrapped your fingers around your cock, and stroke yourself. Gently squeeze. Make yourself nice and hard."

"Do I, do I have to?" Derek asked, practically pleading with her.

"Yes," she said. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she watched him. His left arm trembled a bit, but he raised his hand, he wrapped his fingers around his length, and he squeezed before gently rubbing his fingers up and down along his manhood.

"Tell me when you feel like you're about to come," she said breezily. Those words could have been taken as crass or inappropriate, but she enjoyed talking down to him. It was so easy, so simple. At the same time, she straightened her back and gazed down at him.

Emma had been thinking about the Ascension Days for a little while now. In particular, she contemplated what they meant. It wasn't just one day. That was important. There had to be a plurality; she needed to advance between these intermittent days as she learned to take control. After all, she still recognized that instinct to play along, to surrender, and to let the boys do whatever they liked. Granted, the idea made her throat clench with disgust, but she still saw it with some of her friends.

Emma promised herself that she would never be that weak.

At the same time, she contemplated a different question as her brother continued to degrade himself for her amusement. She wondered about those other young women out in the world and whether or not they could be educated. Could they be taught? Could this become some kind of movement?

Honestly, Emma didn't really know. She was young, spent a lot of time online, and saw different social movements coalesce, roar, dissipate, and vanish altogether. She watched as memes got popular before fading into obscurity. The internet was made up of these disparate groups, none of whom were connected to one another. Occasionally, Emma wandered around, marveling at how the different dynamics worked. From one social network to another, one thread, one group, one clique to another, everything seemed to change. The rules were different. The assumptions and beliefs about how the world functioned were completely different. It wasn't even just a question of politics.

Emma smiled as she remembered a conversation with her mother about ideology.

"I'm a female supremacist," she whispered.

Derek glanced up at once, and he obviously wanted to ask what she had said.

This time, his sister decided not to indulge him. Instead, she continued to watch. His fingers moved along his body, and she realized something. She wasn't disgusted by having her brother naked on his knees in front of her. If she wasn't repulsed by seeing a naked animal, why should her brother be any different? She chuckled, thinking that maybe his status really would change to that of livestock…

Or maybe that wasn't fair and boys belonged somewhere between barnyard animals and actual people. Clearly, they didn't deserve the same kinds of rights. And yet, that also meant they needed to be protected. They needed to be trained, subjugated, and defended.

Emma nodded to herself as she drew these different conclusions. But then she remembered that this was one of her Ascension Days, and so she cocked her head to the side, and she told him, "Stop."

He pulled his hand away.

"Use your right hand," she said.

He gulped, "Yes, Miss."

He brought his right hand up, and he began to touch himself again. Not only that, he had to bite down. It was clear that he didn't know exactly what he was doing. Yes, he had probably touched himself before, but he had never been on his knees, and he had never been in front of his sister like this before.

"How often do you touch yourself like this?"

"Miss?" Derek asked, perhaps hoping for some clarification, like that might change the nature of her question.

Leaning forward and enunciating very clearly, she asked again, letting every syllable pop onto the air, "How often do you touch yourself?"

Another nervous gulped ran down his neck, "I, I don't know."

"Guess."

He glanced down, to his left, to his right, up, anywhere but at his sister. Emma enjoyed his trepidation. Perhaps he thought he would be punished if he gave an incorrect response. But even in that moment, his hand continued to play between his legs, and she watched him, almost like she was studying some alien species.

"Once or twice a day?"

"Good. You see, it's not hard to be honest with me. I'm in charge, and if I ask you a question, then you have to answer it. Don't you?"

"Yes, Miss."

"Stop."

He pulled his hand away from his shaft. His body shook. He had obviously been coming close to an orgasm, but her voice had cut through the pleasure, robbing him of that satisfaction which he needed and craved. Unfortunately for this boy, she wasn't feeling especially merciful.

"You know, I could buy you a chastity cage," she said. "I could lock you up. At that point, you’d have to ask for permission to masturbate."

"No!"

"No, you wouldn't have to beg?" Emma asked as she played with him.

Just as panicked as before, he squeaked out, "No. No, that's not what I meant…" He took a breath. "Please. I’m begging you. Please, don't do that."

"Why not? You're a boy and cute boys need to be kept under control."

"I can be obedient."

"You can also be quite rambunctious. You’re a boy, after all. Males always have such a hard time learning to control themselves. It's why you need to be on your knees. It's why this is so important."

"Yes, Miss." His shoulders slumped, and he knew that there was only one truly correct answer. "I will obey you. I will do whatever you want, Miss. You are in charge. I acknowledge your authority. I'm just a boy." The words came out, one after another. They were the logical extensions of everything he had been taught.

"Close your eyes, hold your balls in your right hand, twitch your shaft to your left, and relax. Touch yourself. Enjoy yourself."

"I, I don't know if I can."

"You're still hard," she told him. "Clearly, you are enjoying yourself. Deep down, you know that you belong on your knees. You understand that this is who you are, Derek." She didn't know where those words came from. She hadn't planned on saying them, yet they felt so natural, correct, and true.

Her chest tightened with excitement as she leaned forward. Yes, she was turned on, but it wasn't in the way that she had expected, not really.

His little sister continued to study him as he stroked and massaged his manhood. Then he let out this little moan; he didn't climax, not yet. Obviously, something like that would require her permission.

"What are you thinking about?"

His eyes flew open and he said, "Just a girl."

"Who?"

His shoulders tensed, and he obviously wanted to keep this secret to himself, but his sister was in charge, and Emma wasn't going to tolerate his hesitation for much longer.

"Who?" Emma asked again, her question quiet and dangerous.

"Alicia," he said.

"Really?" Emma asked. "And what you thinking about her? Are you imagining her holding a whip, standing over you, taking control?"

He gulped again. That audible sound hit the air, and now he froze for just a moment.

"It's okay," she said. "You can be honest."

"No, Miss. That, that isn't what I was thinking about."

"Tell me about your fantasy." It was obvious from her intonation that she wouldn't tolerate anything but the truth. More importantly, he was already naked on and on his knees. Yes, he could attempt deception, but what would the consequences be if he messed up? She had already said that the chastity cage was a possibility, and Derek was smart enough to understand that once the cage went on, it might not ever come off…

"I, I guess I was just thinking about what would have happened if I asked her out when we were both in school together." He clenched his eyes shut, like he hated to admit all of this, "I was thinking about walking up to her, feeling strong and confident, and maybe telling her that I was going to take her out. I could just step up to her, kiss her, and push her against her locker. I'd feel her clench for a second, but then she would start to relax into it."

"That sounds like a lovely fantasy," she said. "Stop."

With obvious reluctance, he pulled his hands away from his shaft. The tip of his manhood was damp with his excitement. She studied him, and then she said, "Gently touch your balls with your left hand."

Again, he demonstrated his capacity for obedience. That deliciously warm feeling of power and authority pulsed through her body all over again. At that moment, she did her best to keep her expression neutral, like she didn't want him to see just how much she enjoyed this, yet she allowed the corners of her eyes to crinkle as she smiled.

Moment by moment, she gave him his commands.

Use one hand. Use both. Use just a couple of fingers.

Each and every time, he obeyed until his bottom lip shook, and his back was rigid and straight. The tension was right there, she could see. She loved this, but he craved more. He needed to climax so badly!

By this point, she was wondering whether or not her guest was going to be late.

"Who are you thinking about?"

"Alicia."

"Do you think she's pretty?"

"Yes," with the arousal pumping through his body, he wouldn't be able to lie to her. Boys could be so controlled like that, Emma reflected. All of the blood drained away from his brain, and now he couldn't think clearly. It was adorable! She leaned forward, resting one elbow on her knee and her chin against her knuckles as she studied him.

"What would you do to please her?"

"I, I don't know," he said.

"When you go out, are you appropriately deferential? Do you give women the respect they deserve as your superiors?"

"Yes! Yes, Miss," he promised. In that next moment, he couldn't help himself. He had to ask. He had to beg. He had to plead. Hot anticipation coursed through his body, and he ached for this. He needed release as he stared up at her, his eyes wide. "Please, please, I can't take this. Please, may I come? Please?"

With perfect timing, their doorbell rang.

"Would you like to get that or should I?" Emma teased.

The color dissipated from his cheeks, his mouth opened, and he tried to say something, only an incoherent squeak got out past his lips. Then she reached out, pinched his cheek, and laughed, "Don't worry. I'm not going to make you present yourself like this to some stranger."

He dipped his head forward, obviously grateful. "Thank you. Thank you, Miss."

She patted him on the head, got up, and walked away.

"Put your hands behind your back, boy," she instructed.

Grateful that he wouldn't have to humiliate himself in front of a stranger, Derek quickly obliged. He crossed his wrists, and he sat there on the floor, now like a statue waiting for his owner to return.

Emma skipped forward for a few seconds, and then she slowed, bringing herself to a stop because she didn't need to rush. Soon enough, she was at the front door.

Back in the living room, Derek kept his gaze down. He was thinking and worrying, wondering and floating in a different kind of sensation, something most boys his age didn't understand. At this point in his life, he spent most of his time at home, with his family. He cooked and cleaned, serving. Occasionally, he interacted with a repairperson, yet his life revolved around the home. According to his family, this was how things were supposed to work.

It was different for other people, he knew. Other boys went off to college or found jobs, but that wasn't appropriate for him. It didn't fit. At the same time, he knew where he belonged.

Then he closed his eyes, and he started thinking about the wider world. Instead, he pictured Alicia. He had always been so shy at school. Yes, he had friends, but he never knew exactly what to do or say around the girls. It wasn't the normal teenage awkwardness either. He knew that they were better than him. So what was he supposed to do? How was he supposed to address them?

His heart started pounding faster when he recognized something else, another sound.

Footsteps.

Emma was coming back, but she wasn't alone…

Not only that, he could make out the faint traces of conversation as she talked to someone.

Right as he looked up, he heard another voice, "Derek?"

It was Alicia…

Emma glanced back at her friend. She waited, wondering exactly how Alicia was going to respond to seeing this boy down on his knees, naked, his hands crossed behind his back, his shaft stiff with obvious need. Seeing an aroused boy like this might have been unnerving in some other place or at some other time. Men, aroused, could seem more like predators.

In that sense, at least, she respected the boys around her. They were like animals. And like animals, they possessed certain instincts. Once aroused, those drives could push them in the wrong direction, and they could be dangerous. In that sense, she certainly "respected" them. And yet, she also knew that those boys could be bridled; they could be tamed and trained.

As a prime example, Derek remained down on his knees. Yes, he looked up, and his eyes were huge, but he didn't dare say anything.

"You were joking," Alicia said, yet her voice trailed off, like she knew there were supposed to be other words.

Emma didn't respond right away. Instead, she studied her friend. She watched Alicia and wondered if this young woman would freak out and run off. It was certainly a possibility, but Alicia remained in position. Then, rather than look upset or annoyed, she sounded intrigued as she glanced back at her hostess. "What, what is this?"

"I told you before," Emma said. "In this household, we're female supremacists. We believe that women deserve to rule while men should be trained to obey."

"But, but…"

"This wasn't what you are anticipating, was it?"

"No!" Alicia chirped.

Emma walked over to her friend. Although she seemed utterly placid, Emma experienced this surge of nervous energy deep within her chest. After all, she wasn't used to this kind of dynamic. She had never introduced someone else to female supremacy before, and she didn't want to mess it up.

After all, she understood how so many feminists had failed out in the wide world. For one reason or another, many women have been able to convince other women that they deserved equality and a fair approach to both business and politics. Some of the most ardent sexists were women; for one reason or another, these were the females who pushed hard to maintain the status quo, one where the default assumption was that men belonged at the center of the world. It always seemed completely irrational to Emma, but she saw it again and again.

Would Alicia be the same?

They had talked about this idea before: female supremacy. And yet, it was impossible for her to guess exactly what her friend might think.

"It's okay. He's been trained. He understands that he needs to obey. Isn't that right, Derek?"

His mouth opened, and it looked like he might want to say something unusual or inappropriate, but then he remembered his place. He dipped his head down, "Yes, Miss." At the same time, his cock twitched.

"So he's your brother, but you basically own him? You treat him like a slave?"

"In this household, every boy is a slave."

"But, but is that wrong?" Alicia asked. She was younger, but she still seemed intrigued by the concept. Even so, she needed some time to adjust her worldview.

"Why would it be wrong?" Emma asked. There were obvious answers, and she was interested in hearing them, so she plowed forward, just as her mother had taught her to do when it came to this kind of conversation. She had been coached; this was one of her Ascension Days, after all, and she couldn't mess it up. "If you look around the world, they're all of these problems, problems caused by short-term thinking."

"Don't all people fall into that trap sometimes?"

"Probably," Emma conceded. "The boys are so much worse. They get upset. They get emotional. They can't control themselves. Really, that is why they need this. They need to be bound. They need to be trained. They need to be taught how to behave. We can do that for them. Besides, doesn't he look cute right there on his knees?"

Again, he opened his mouth like he wanted to speak, but then he remembered his place.

Alicia seemed to see all of this, to recognize those signs for what they meant.

Her fingers pushed down into the palms of her hands, and she started to turn around, but then she glanced down at Derek again.

"He does look cute," she said.

"And just think, you can make him do whatever you want."

"I can?" Alicia asked, making it sound like the possibility had never occurred to her.

"Well, it is a hierarchy," Emma acknowledged. "Our mother is the matriarch of this household, so she's in charge. Below her, I’m the next woman that he must obey as a blood relative. But you're a woman, and so he will acknowledge your superiority."

"I don't believe it," Alicia said, only her tone wasn't harsh. It was curious?

"Go on, Derek. Tell us what you've learned."

"I'm a boy. I'm a boy, and that makes me inferior."

"Does that mean I'm better than you?" Alicia asked.

He looked up at her, and his body tensed, like he didn't want to say this. After all, this young woman had been a part of his fantasies. Perhaps he wanted to hold onto that power. If nowhere else, he should have been able to reign supreme within his imagination, but now this beautiful girl had stepped out into his reality, and she possessed all of the advantages of his mother and sister.

Again, his shaft twitched. Perhaps there was another, deeper and hidden instinct that he didn't know how to acknowledge.

"Yes, Miss," he said. "You're better than me."

"Could she own you someday?"

His eyes widened, and it looked like he might start to shake his head from side to side, but then Derek realized what kind of mistake that would be. He dipped his head down and nodded. "Yes, Miss." As the silence stretched, he must have understood that he needed to say more. Two words wouldn't save him, not this time. "Like my father before me, I will be an obedient househusband. I will defer to my wife and acknowledge her authority as the matriarch of our household. She will be in charge, and I will do whatever she says."

"You’ll work hard to support her, to give her the home like she deserves, won't you?"

"Yes, Miss," he answered.

"What do you think?" Emma asked, turning back to Alicia.

"It...it sounds pretty wild," she replied. Clearly, she didn't want to say what she was really thinking, yet she started to nibble on her lower lip. That seemed like a good sign.

Of course, this wasn't a complete surprise. Emma had spent time with this girl, preparing her little by little. It started with a couple of hints. Later, they talked about their fantasies and what the world would be like if women could take over. Maybe the rest of the nation, perhaps the world, still enjoyed the delusion that men deserved equality, but Emma and Alicia could giggle over what a female dominated family might look like. In this household, the boys would obey. The boys would surrender completely, crawling, naked, forced to follow every command. The women could be treated like goddesses, and the boys would be little more than servants and chattel.

"It is wild," Emma agreed carefully.

Second by second, she expected some burst of surprise, like Alicia might just shake her head from side to side, hold out her hands, apologize, and say that she couldn't do this.

Instead, this sly smile spread across her lips, and she asked, "Can you make him do anything?"

"I can make him do anything," Emma agreed breezily. "But you're also a woman. He's obliged to obey you as well. Isn't that right, Derek?"

"Yes, Miss," he replied, careful to keep his head down.

"Wow," Alicia said. That's when she walked forward, and she started to circle the boy down on his knees. Then she glanced over at Emma, and she almost sounded like she was talking about a pet dog or cat as she asked, "Can I touch him?"

"Whatever you like," Emma said.

This was what she had chosen for her second Ascension Day; she was interest using another young woman to spread the idea of female supremacy. Unfortunately, the concept seemed to remain hidden all across the world. Emma understood that there were women in small pockets in one community after another who believed in the sort of hierarchy. Maybe they didn't agree about everything, but they could come to the same conclusion that men were silly, dumb, inferior creatures who needed to be controlled and owned. But again, they lacked the cultural momentum to take over.

For now. Maybe someday.

Emma smiled and shook her head from side to side as Alicia tentatively reached down. She really did look like a young woman who was about to pet a strange animal. Her fingers brushed along his hair, and she tensed up for a moment. Alicia jerked her hand back, and Emma was about to encourage her, but then the blonde puffed out her cheeks, crouched down again, and now she stroked his shoulders, his back, and she even reached for his buttocks.

"Are you her inferior?" Emma asked.

"Yes, Miss."

"And how can you tell?" Emma loved going through this repetition. She knew the boys need to be reminded again and again of their inferior status. Too often, they allowed themselves to fall into silly, ridiculous little delusions.

"I'm a boy," he said.

"This is incredible," Alicia said.

"You know, you can do much more."

"Like, like what?"

"Would you like him to kiss you?"

"Yes," Alicia answered, only to blink, like the words surprised her. Then again, perhaps she hadn't been prepared for this kind of honesty.

"Where?"

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Well, you could have him just make out with you. You could have him kiss your feet. Or maybe you'd like into service you."

Alicia's eyes widened again. "What? Here?"

"I should be able to observe him, but yes. Here."

Alicia glanced around the room like none of this made sense. Then she quickly said, "I, I think I need to sit down."

That's when Emma reached back for a pack of cigarettes, popped it open, pulled one out, and lit it. "Would you like one?" she asked, not sure if the other girl smoked.

"Hell yes," she said, her vocal cords taut with nervous energy, which made sense. Before this, she probably viewed Derek as this shy, quiet young man who might be able to one day sweep her off of her feet. But there he was, erect and naked, on his knees and willing to obey her every order.

She took the cigarette, Emma lit it for her, and she enjoyed one long slow pull. Actually, Emma was somewhat impressed.

"You know, it's perfectly okay. There's nothing wrong with wanting to be greedy. There's nothing wrong with deciding that you want to take advantage of the boys in your life. We take care of Derek. We make sure that he has food and shelter. His service and obedience is a way for him to demonstrate his gratitude."

"But what if he isn't grateful?"

"Then we punish him," Emma said. "Isn't that right, Derek?"

"Yes, Miss."

"How?" Alicia finally asked. Now that she had a cigarette in her hand, she seemed to relax. The golden orange at the tip flared bright as she took another relaxing breath.

"There are quite a few possibilities. Sometimes, if he says something wrong, we wash his mouth out with soap. Once, I made him hold some hot sauce on his tongue. He really didn't like that, did you, Derek?"

He answered with a timid shake of his head.

"He can be spanked. And of course, there's always the quarter punishment."

"Quarter punishment?" Alicia said.

"Do you have a quarter?" Emma asked.

The younger woman tilted her head to the side, but then she reached down into her small pocket, and she pulled out a quarter. Emma held out her hand, took it, and then she looked down at the boy. "Here's your quarter, boy. Go."

Alicia was about to ask what was supposed to happen, but then she watched, fascinated and enthralled as he complied. Derrick rose to his feet, still naked, he walked across the room, and he picked an arbitrary spot on the wall. Then he held the quarter, and he leaned forward. He pressed his nose to the wall, and he stood there. At first, he crossed his hands behind his back, but that's when Emma called out, "Use your left hand to stroke your cock. I want you to stay nice and hard. And remember, no orgasms."

His voice trembled as he answered, "Y-yes, Miss."

Emma didn't know if it was the humiliation of having this pretty girl watch him, knowing that he had to obey, or something else entirely. "How long does he have to stay like that?"

"Until I let him go," Alicia replied.

"Wild," Alicia repeated. She leaned back in her seat, and she took another long breath off of her cigarette. Finally, she put it out, and Emma did the same. For nearly a minute, the silence stretched out between them, but Emma didn't mind. After all, she understood what it meant to be patient. At the same time, she knew that a girl like Alicia would probably need some more time to adjust. She grew up in a "normal" household, one with pretty twisted ideas. Her father was probably entitled to argue with her mother.

Ridiculous.

"I think I want to kiss him," Alicia finally said.

"Right now, or do you want to see him stay there?"

That's when Alicia lowered her voice.

Across the room, Derek strained to eavesdrop, but the two young women started whispering back and forth. He could pick up on little snippets of their conversation, but he couldn't make out entire words or sentences. Then the girls started giggling, chortling, and laughing.

"Do it," Emma encouraged the other young woman.

Tentatively now, Alicia rose to her feet.

Derek desperately wanted to turn around, but he understood how severe the consequences could be if he allowed the quarter to fall from its spot against the wall. Holding it in place with the tip of his nose, he couldn't turn away. He detected movement in his peripheral vision, and he knew that this girl was coming close, but what did she want to do? What did she have in mind?

His heart pounded faster, and he squirmed, yet years of training held him in place. These women were in charge. They could do whatever they wished with him.

Then he nearly jerked away from the wall when Alicia brushed her fingers along his naked buttocks. With his left hand, he continued to stroke his cock. Fresh desire pulsed through his body. Not only that, he inhaled, and he picked up on the scent of her perfume. It was a gentle aroma, like strawberries and cherries mixed together. Or maybe it was something else, something sweet and wholesome.

Then Alicia leaned forward, and she whispered into his ear, "I love seeing you like this. You're so handsome, but damn, you look amazing as a slave." She uttered those words like a revelation.

Again, his lips parted, like he desperately wished he could say something, only then he stopped. Perhaps he was experiencing some strange sense of dislocation. The last time he saw Alicia, they had probably been at school, meaning that he had been right there. Yes, he had to be deferential, especially because he couldn't act out or get into trouble, lest he faced the women's wrath at home, but this was different. She never would have called him a slave outside of this house…

She was here now, and it changed everything.

Next, Alicia pinched his rear end. She brushed her fingers up along the small of his back to his shoulders, over his biceps, and down toward his waist. It was fascinating, she thought. He was so warm and soft and firm all at the same time. There was something so amazing about having this sort of power. No, Alicia didn't own him, but it was clear that she enjoyed this sort of power and authority. Like so many other young women, She had been objectified by countless boys. Lots of guys, in school, in class, at work, out on the street, anywhere and everywhere, seemed willing to stare in her direction, checking her out. With their hungry gazes, they may not have said anything, and maybe they didn't defy any particular rule of etiquette, but it was obvious what they were thinking about.

Now, she could play with this young man. She pinched his ass again, stroked his arms, and she watched as he continued to touch himself. He was on display! Clearly, every inch of this boy had been tamed and controlled.

"I want him to kiss me," she said.

"Do you think he's been punished enough with the quarter?"

Derek tensed, probably because he didn't think he had done anything wrong. Then again, he was a boy, and that was sufficient reason for him to be chastised every few days or every few hours…

He didn't have to make a specific mistake; he didn't have to lash out for these women to decide that he needed discipline.

"Let's give him another couple of minutes," Alicia said casually. She watched as his muscles flexed. He probably did his best to keep his reactions minimal, but this young man couldn't help himself. That much was obvious…

With that, the girls sat down, and they chatted back and forth for a little while. In the meantime, the boy remained there, upright, with his nose pressed against the quarter. Every few seconds, he stroked himself. At the same time, his flesh echoed with Alicia's touch. She had been gentle with him, brushing her fingers along his body as she explored him.

It made sense.

As a young woman, she had never been given the opportunity to fondle a boy like this. Maybe she had gone out on dates. Maybe she had hooked up with one guy or another, but this was different. He was powerless and on display. She didn't need to worry about what he might think, do, or say. He had become a toy…

"Come back," Emma finally called out.

Very carefully, Derek brought his hand up, and he took the quarter. He pinched it between his fingers as he approached the women. Then he got down on his knees once again. They may have been seated on the couch, yet they towered above him, comfortable, capable, and confident as they looked down at this chattel.

Whenever he got especially nervous, he had to ask, "How may I serve you?"

"Alicia would like you to kiss her."

"Yes, Miss," he said. "But, but I've never really done this before."

"Where would you like him?" Emma asked.

Alicia seemed to consider this. In fact, that exact question must have been swirling through her head for the last few minutes. Even as she chatted with Emma, those other questions lingered.

"Come up here and get on my lap," she said. "You can act like a stripper!" She giggled, glanced over at Emma, and saw the approving nod.

Derek's chest seemed to tighten, but he obeyed. He climbed up onto the couch, straddled this beautiful girl, and that's when she reached up. She put her hand on the back of his head and forced him to lower his face. Then she gently leaned up and kissed him.

She tasted like that cigarette. The flavor of ash hit his tongue, and he tried not to enjoy it, but her lips were firm and sleek. Within seconds, she started to moan. Not only that, she got aggressive. She reached down with one free hand, and she found his cock. She started stroking him, brushing her thumb along the underside of his shaft.

Desperate, incoherent and uncontrollable growls of frustration vibrated from within his chest, but she only pulled away long enough to smile. With a ferocious grin, she pressed her lips to his, and she savored the sensations. There was something so amazing about having this naked, controlled beast on her lap. She stroked him and touched him and loved how he twitched.

"Get off," she said. She didn't actually want to stop, but there was some part of her that wanted to test this dynamic. She yearned to see if he would obey. In past encounters with other boys, there had been those moments when she worried it might go too far, like they wouldn’t be able to control themselves.

Somehow, she didn't have the same worry when it came to Derek. That made him even more amazing.

He lowered himself back down onto his knees, and that's when she leaned forward. Just because she was curious, she glanced down at her short, leather boots. "Lick my shoes," she commanded.

This time, she didn't glance over at Emma. She didn't need any kind of encouragement at all.

Despite the stiff resistance inside of his chest and along the core of his being, Derek nonetheless dipped his head down. Again and again, he reminded himself of his lessons. He was an obedient boy, and he had to do as he was told. He may not have known Alicia very well, but she was his superior. He glanced up at her for just a moment, perhaps hoping to see some sign of sympathy or mercy. And yet, he only found amusement. He only found that shine of delight as he dipped his head down. Then he brushed his lips and the tip of his tongue along her boots, first the left, then the right, all under her watchful gaze.

"This is so amazing. I love having him like this. It's wonderful!" Alicia let those words burst from her mouth before she turned back to Emma. "Before, you said he could kiss me somewhere else?"

"He can service you sexually. He can go down on you right here and right now."

"But you'd be here too?"

"He's my brother. Think of me as a chaperone."

It wouldn't just be Emma, yet that hardly seemed to matter. In that moment, Alicia seemed to mull over the different possibilities. At the same time, she must've wondered if another opportunity like this would ever present itself. In that moment, she couldn't anticipate some scenario where she would be able to have a boy like this. That would take some time, some patience, and yet she could still enjoy herself right then and there.

Couldn't she?

Finally, Alicia came to a decision. She glanced down at this boy, and she was about to change her mind. She could have said no, thanked Emma for her time, and walked away. And yet, he gave her this little tiny shake of his head, like he thought he might be able to influence her.

Irritation flared through her body, and she glanced back at her friend, "Yeah. Let's do it."

That's when she rose to her feet, and she felt strange as she started to pull down her jeans, but he was already naked. She remembered to yank off her boots, her socks, and then she was down to just her panties. Sitting there on the edge of the couch, she slid her underwear down along the length of her thighs, past her knees, and then she dropped that thin garment to the floor.

Right as she spread her legs, she realized something.

She was turned on.

Yes, she had made out with other boys before, but this was completely different. Fresh waves of excitement seemed to roll through her body. This was what she wanted. This was what she craved and needed.

Emma watched all of this and enjoyed the show. She couldn't help herself, not when there was something so fantastic about getting to bring someone else into this ideology. It wasn't a religion, and there weren't any specific tenets beyond the most obvious. Still, there was something magical about convincing another girl that she deserved to rule.

Very tentatively now, Alicia parted her legs, and that's when he looked back up at Emma. Perhaps he was silently pleading, like he thought his expression might be able to change her mind. At any moment, his younger sister could tell him that he had passed. It was just an obedience test. They weren't really going to make him go down on a stranger.

And yet, he should have known better.

"Service your superior," Emma instructed.

"Service me, boy," Alicia intoned, and that's when he started to stretch forward. He braced himself on his elbows and his knees, and he slid his face between her legs. His cheeks brushed along her soft skin right before he inhaled, and he caught the aroma of her desires. She was excited. Her slit already glistened.

But then he closed his eyes, and he kissed her.

First, Derek pressed his lips to her sex. But that wasn't good enough for her. As she embraced her newfound supremacy, Alicia reached down and grabbed him by the back of his head. She pulled forward, shoving his mouth against her sex.

"Lick," she commanded. The word may have sounded more tentative than she intended, like she couldn't quite muster the strength to own him as completely as she would have liked, but this was what she had to do.

Better yet, he obeyed!

Even if she sounded uncertain, and even if she didn't really know what she was doing, Derek understood his place in that household. That's why he served this girl, gliding his tongue up along her pussy. Then he pushed forward, thrusting into her with the tip of his tongue. There was the heat of her body, and the slick texture of her sex, and the taste of her excitement. All of this overwhelmed him, but Alicia knew what she wanted. For once, she didn't have to think about him or his desires. She didn't need to worry about what he might do or say. He was a captive, and he would obey. He was a slave, and he would serve.

Derek held onto his status as he slid his tongue up and down, left and right, forward and back. At the same time, he knew that he couldn't just mindlessly swipe his tongue up and down. He needed to listen, to focus on her, to do his best to make this feel good for her. Anything less would make him disobedient, and he understood how disobedience could be punished.

He continued to serve her, desperate for her approval. He went in deep. He could feel the curves of her clitoris and he worshiped her body. His tongue played along her opening, going faster and faster. Hot desperation coursed through him, but he couldn't think about that. He needed to focus on her and nothing else.

This girl became his entire world.

He licked faster!

Soon, she tightened her grip on the sides of his head it, pumping him. She used him like he was nothing but a sex toy, but he tried to follow her rhythm, to let her guide him until he brought her to that point of completion. While satisfaction burned through her body in the next moment. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and maybe she forgot about the other women in the room. Or maybe they made her feel safer.

Either way, Alicia came so hard. She squeezed the sides of her thighs against his cheeks, and then she finally pushed him away. Bending forward, she held her knees together, panting and gasping while she tried to catch up.

"It's amazing when you have a slave service you, isn't it?" Emma asked.

"Yeah. Yeah, that was incredible."

"If you like, we can go out at some point. I'm sure Derek would love to spend some time alone with you. Isn't that right, boy?"

He licked his bottom lip, uncertain. But then he glanced over at Alicia, and she was so beautiful, and he nodded. "Yes, Miss. I, I would like that very much."

For a girl like Alicia, this must have seemed so strange. Yes, she had modern preferences and desires, but she occasionally indulged in some of those Regency romances, stories and novels from the 1800s where manners and proper etiquette dictated the rhythms of life. An important component of every book was how people paired up. What were the ideal matches? Which women stepped out of line, and which men proved to be unreliable? But in that moment, she cocked her head to the side, and she got to experience the vicarious thrill of being a man from a bygone era where males automatically controlled and dominated every aspect of life. This boy would follow along, eager to please. It would be her decision to make, and she would enjoy every advantage as she made her decision.

"That sounds like a lot of fun," Alicia said. Then she remembered she wasn't wearing her jeans or her panties, so she pulled them on sheepishly.

Emma said nothing at all as she watched her brother squirm on the floor. No, they didn't allow him to climax. After all, he was just a boy. His pleasure didn't matter.

"You did an amazing job with your second Ascension Day," Morgan told her daughter later that evening. "I'm so proud of you." She reached up and slid her fingers along Emma's hairline, gently caressing those strands and tucking a few behind her ear.

"Thank you," Emma said somewhat formally.

"Take your time. You have one more Ascension Day. You prove yourself, and then you will be ready to find your own boy and to train him. You'll be able to have the confidence to turn him into the docile plaything you want."

Emma had been thinking about this for some time. They were both at the dining room table, and Derek stood off to the side, dressed but with his hands behind his back. He wasn't restrained, yet he waited there like a butler or some other domestic servant. When they called out his name or raised a glass, he would rush over and refill their drinks or offer any service they required.

In this family, boys were expected to serve. Since he was an adult, he didn't need to worry about homework or anything besides the chores they assigned.

After his time with Alicia, he seemed to be especially timid and docile.

Perfect.

Males might have been strong, but they needed to be intellectually and psychologically malleable.

Because she didn't need to worry about her brother, Emma focused on her mother. She leaned back in her chair, raised her chin, and Derek twitched for a moment, perhaps wondering if his little sister required something. Like a dedicated servant, he would do everything in his power to please her.

But at that moment, she had something else in mind.

"What's going on?" Morgan asked her daughter.

"I, I guess I'm just worried."

"About what?" Morgan asked. "Both of your first two Ascension Days when perfectly. You just have to do one more, to be ready."

"I know," she agreed. "You already told me. But…"

This time, Morgan waited patiently, although it was harder than she anticipated. Like so many other adults, she wanted to lean forward and just tell her daughter that everything would be okay. She would give her little girl all of the right answers, and everything would be fine. But of course, there was a lot that Emma would have to figure out herself.

"I guess I'm just worried that I'm not going to be able to find the right guy."

"How so?"

Again, Emma paused as she did her best to sift and sort through her feelings. As a young woman in this household, she normally exuded easy and almost effortless confidence. She knew she could be powerful, but now she licked her bottom lip, "It's just that things are different out there, you know? I mean, you found Dad, but what if I can't find the right guy? What if I can't find someone to train?"

Morgan dipped her head down and smiled.

"What?" Emma asked indignantly. Like most teenagers, she hated it when adults just chuckled, laughed, or smiled at her concerns.

"It's just that I had the exact same thoughts and fears when I was your age," Morgan said. Then she held up her hands, "I'm serious. I’m not just saying that. I understand what it's like. Right now, you go out into the world, and you see the patriarchy. I get it. And yes, I can tell you that things are so much better now than they were before and that they will continue to improve as women wake up, but that doesn't really help you. I get it."

"I'm glad you understand that part," Emma said, sounding just a little churlish.

"You're a beautiful woman, you know what you want, and you'll be able to take it. When the time is right, you'll see a man, and he probably won't know it, but he will be ready for you to enslave him."

"What if he disagrees?"

"He probably will," Morgan agreed. "But that's why I have taught you how to control these boys. You might not believe it, not yet, but they're pretty much all the same. One way or another, they all need a firm hand. They all need to be owned. They all need to be controlled."

"Are you sure?"

"There are always exceptions," Morgan conceded, "But yes. I'm sure. Like I said, you're a beautiful, intelligent, confident and capable young woman. Before you know it, you’re going to have a boy down on his knees, ready to follow your every command."

"But what if…?" Emma allowed the question to trail off, probably because she couldn't finish it. There were answers this young woman didn't wish to face.

Reaching across the table, Morgan took her daughter's hands, squeezed them reassuringly, and looked right into her eyes, "It's not fair for me to tell you that everything is going to be okay. You're young, and you can't know what's going to happen one way or the other. Technically, neither can I."

Flashing a wan smile, Emma actually appreciated her mother's honesty. Too often, the adults around her insisted that everything would be okay when they couldn't possibly know it. Granted, they were trying to help, but Emma could still resent that certainty, either because things have turned out fine for them or because they couldn't face the truth and the uncertainties life would always bring.

"Thanks," Emma finally said.

"Sometimes, boys need to be coaxed. Sometimes, they need to be taught and led along for a bit. That said, I can guarantee you that there is something primal in every boy. They can't help themselves. Tapping into that desire, that drive is what will enable you to seize control."

"You make it sound so easy," Emma complained.

"It's not easy," Morgan replied. "Not really. But it is possible. That's what you need to remember. Take your time, learn about the boy, and coax him alone. Maybe that means seducing him. Maybe it needs threatening him. But as you learn and mature, you will get better at it."

"Thanks."

"So what about your third day? What are you going to do to your brother?"

"This time, I wasn't really thinking about Derek. I was thinking about someone else."

"Who?"

"Natalie," Emma replied.

Morgan cocked her head to the side, "That would be very…" She allowed her voice to trail off as she considered different possibilities. Yes, she had tried to encourage her daughter only a few minutes ago, but now a different sort of uncertainty welled up in her chest.

"Ambitious?"

Emma's mother smiled, "That’s one way to put it."

"What happened between them?"

"It's complicated," Morgan answered.

"I get that," Emma said. "But I mean, does she know? Does she know how all this works?"

"From what I understand, your father tried to tell her, but she didn't want to listen. I guess they come from a more traditional family, so our arrangement was a big deal." By "arrangement," Morgan was referring to her husband's enslavement and complete subjugation.

"I want to try with her. I want that to be the goal for my final Ascension Day."

"That's an incredible challenge. How would you feel if it doesn't go as planned?"

"It will be fine," Emma answered. "Look, I won't do this without your permission. I want your blessing, Mother. But I know I can do it. Please? Please, just give me the chance."

"It's your Ascension Day," Morgan replied after several more seconds. "If you think you can do it, then by all means, you have my support."

In that moment, Emma launched herself forward, and she wrapped her arms around her mom's shoulders as she embraced her.

"Thank you!"

"Don't thank me yet," Morgan answered. "Your aunt can be very stubborn."

Emma kept nibbling on the inside of her mouth. This was a crowded restaurant with lots of people all around. There were young women out on dates with boys, married couples, and groups of friends. A couple of lone individuals that had tables played on their phones as they waited for company or relaxed on this Friday night.

When Emma saw her aunt, she froze for just a moment.

Of course, Emma had done as much reading as she could, finding Natalie and reading through her socials. There had been a couple of tentative messages back and forth, but there wasn't anything concrete. At this point, Emma couldn't even explain why a woman like Natalie would want to meet with her. And yet, she had agreed to the proposal, so this could be the start of something amazing.

Or maybe she would fail the task she set for her last Ascension Day.

Puffing out her cheeks, Emma shook her head. No, she wasn't going to allow that kind of doubt to penetrate her psyche. Yes, she understood how cruel and vicious people could be, especially online. And yet, she wasn't going to back down. She could do this.

"Emma?" Natalie asked.

For just a second, Emma looked up at the woman, and she tried to see some familial resemblance. Maybe she tried to see something in her own features, like there was some hint or detail that would mark these two as related. As hard as she tried to, Emma didn't spot any telltale signs. Even so, she got up, and she was wondering if she should stand or just politely wave or maybe try to appear more businesslike.

Finally, she decided she was going to do this right. She got up, she stepped around the table, and she held out her arms as she leaned in. Theoretically, Natalie could have leaned back or stepped away, but she didn't. The two women embraced, and Emma took this as a small victory.

Now she just needed about a thousand more, and everything could be good.

"It's so good to see you," Emma said. "I've been wondering about my extended family for quite some time. Thank you so much for coming out and meeting with me."

The two women sat down, and Natalie seemed to consider the girl in front of her for several long seconds.

"I must admit," Natalie said. "I was surprised when you first reached out."

"Why? We're related. We're family," Emma said, although she didn't know if those words were sincere or not. Part of her wanted to form additional connections, especially when it came to a woman like Natalie. Although she wasn't an attorney herself, she owned a significant stake in a local law firm. Apparently, the dividends were enough to support her. More importantly, she ran a nonprofit that helped purchase school supplies for underfunded schools. Despite her respect for this woman, however, Emma considered herself to be a realist, and she understood that blood didn't mean anything, not inherently. A parent could be a jerk, a kid could be a monster, and siblings could decide that they hated one another.

"We might be, but your mother and father believe in some unusual practices," Natalie said.

Emma wondered if she should just let that comment slide, but she knew she needed to confront her one way or another. She decided honesty might be the best approach, "Female supremacy."

"Yes…"

"You think it sounds evil," Emma pointed out. She was just guessing, but Natalie didn't contradict her right away.

"Look, you seem like a really nice girl, and I would love to get to know you, but I don't know if we can talk about your parents or their beliefs."

"You could consider this to be an opportunity to teach me," Emma said as she cocked her head to one side.

Natalie narrowed her eyes slightly, "Somehow, you don't strike me as the kind of girl who could be easily persuaded."

"Is that a challenge?" Emma replied with a smile.

"You're good," she said.

"Seriously, try me."

"Tell me, is your father still a slave?"

"Yes," Emma replied.

"Slavery is wrong. It's immoral. It's unethical."

"But he's happy, and he willingly gives himself up to my mother."

Natalie flicked her bottom lip. With her dark hair pulled back into that ponytail, she seemed so sleek and put-together. She was the kind of woman who could clearly walk into any conference room and take control with just a few words. In that moment, she seemed irritated, and Emma knew she had to be careful here.

Slowly, her aunt said, "I don't think that's possible."

"Is that a fair judgment for you to make?" Emma asked. "Yes, he gets humiliated sometimes. You should have seen the look on his face when he first had to bow down to me."

"To you? But you’re his daughter. You should respect him."

"Should I?" Emma asked glibly, only then she read the expression playing across Natalie's face, and the younger woman instantly realized what her mistake had been. Holding out her hands diplomatically, she said, "Look. I understand how this might seem from an outside perspective, but my brother and I are happy."

"Is your brother a slave?"

"He's a boy," Emma said.

"So he's been brainwashed? He thinks he's happy as a servant?"

"Again, there's a little bit of embarrassment from time to time, but I think that's just a function of the male ego. After a while, he will grow up, and he will start to accept things the way my father has."

"Maybe this was a bad idea," Natalie said as she started to rise.

"Tell me something," Emma said, her tone determined. "Do you believe that women and men should be equal?"

"Yes. Absolutely."

"What about when equality is impossible?"

"What are you talking about?"

"I understand the concept," Emma acknowledged. "If the universe were a mathematical equation, then two individuals could be equal with one another, but that's not how the world actually works. Someone always has to take charge. Someone needs to lead. Others have to follow. Just as importantly, it's not possible for everyone to be in control. Frankly, I don't think most people want to be in control."

"But you're talking about enslavement on the basis of sex," Natalie replied.

"I am," Emma agreed with a nod. At that moment, Natalie blinked, perhaps thinking that this girl never would have admitted it, like she would rely on euphemisms or some other explanation. "But there's nothing wrong with that. Tell me something, at that law firm, are women treated equally?"

Natalie opened her mouth. Clearly, she wanted to strike back with a quick retort, but there weren't any easy or obvious answers she could give, not without lying.

"Based on what you told me before, you said that the female lawyers are actually more skilled. They take their time, they don't get emotional, and they know how to be thorough. It's the boys who get aggressive. They think that diatribes and tantrums will win their cases. Is that true?"

"Boys can be excitable," Natalie said, only flinching after she realized how she referred to the males at the practice.

"They can," Emma replied. "I saw it a lot at school. I still see it in some of my classes. But little by little, I can tell that these boys need to be tamed. They could be so much happier if they found a better spot for themselves. Or better yet, we could help them. We could guide them to a stronger understanding of the world. There is nothing wrong with being support. There's nothing wrong with being a helper."

"We are not talking about helpers. We are talking about slaves."

"Willing slaves who understand where they belong," Emma told her. "That's something I actually find really fascinating. When we think about slavery, we usually think about the institution in the United States." Emma shook her head from side to side. "Even then, it gets debatable, doesn't it? Some people want to deny the brutality and inhumanity of what happened. They don't talk about the mutilations, the forced breeding, or the other horrors that transpired in this country."

"No, they don't," Natalie agreed.

"But that's not what I'm talking about. Even when it comes to corporal punishment, my mother is very judicious. She prefers other forms of discipline, and they work. They work on my father, and they work on my brother, and they’re happier."

"How could you possibly tell, especially if the boys will be punished for thinking something you don't like."

"Can we ever be completely and absolutely sure?" Emma asked. "No. You're right about that. But then, you can never really know what someone is thinking. Is there coercion involved? Yes. Is there coercion involved in pretty much every human activity? Actually, there is. If you don't work, you don't have any money, and you'll end up on the streets. You’ll probably die early, shivering and hungry. If that isn't slavery with extra steps, then I don't know what is."

"Look, you're obviously a very bright girl, but I don't think we're ever going to agree on this. I don't think this was a good idea. I never should have come," Natalie told her niece. Then she started to get up again, only now Emma didn't know what to say.

Her aunt stepped away from the table.

Emma bit down, and she wondered exactly what she could do or say.

Soon, Natalie would be gone. Maybe they could continue to talk online, but those messages would be intermittent and sparse. Natalie wouldn't listen, not really. If Emily wanted to do this, then she had to succeed right here and right now.

Morgan's daughter jumped onto her feet, and she strode after her aunt even as she tried to think of the right thing to do or say. She had to get Natalie to change her mind—luckily, she had one tool, one trick, one last shot.

Emma had prepared for this; she just had to hope it would work.

Before she met with Natalie, Emma considered her plans. She could be clever and persuasive, except that didn’t always work. If the audience decided they hated her, she probably wouldn’t be able to get them to change their minds. The same could hold true for her aunt…

So before Emma met up with Natalie, she spent some extra time with Timothy.

"Father," she said.

The moment he heard her voice, Timothy knew he was in trouble. He knew he had done something wrong, and this wasn't going to go well for him. Morgan had used that exact same intonation on countless occasions. Maybe she had a hard day at work or she saw something annoying on TV or maybe some random guy on the street had called out to her or behaved inappropriately. Fine. She couldn't control the rest of the world, but she could certainly take what she wanted from her husband because he was also her slave…

And now his daughter could use him as a scapegoat as well. For the most part, she seemed intent on taming Derek. And yet, he still had to obey.

Despite his experience over her, Emma was a young woman, and she deserved his respect and obedience.

"Get on your knees, boy," she said, echoing words her mother had uttered many times.

Timothy quickly scurried over to her. They were in the middle of the hallway on the second floor of their home, but now he got down on his knees in front of her. At this point, he only saw her toes as they peeked out from her sandals, those dark brown straps, her ankles, and her shins. Simultaneously, a strange shiver ran down his spine.

"You're going to apologize," she said. "Come with me. Crawl, boy."

For just a second, Timothy desperately wished he could growl at her. He remembered what it was like to be a young man, to face a woman, and to enjoy his physical superiority. He was taller, he had broader shoulders, and he would have been able to wrestle her to the ground. If he had been a different man in a different house, maybe he even would have spanked his daughter when she was little.

With an aristocratic glare, she sauntered off, and he crawled after her, heading down the hallway.

They passed his son’s small bedroom, his daughter's much larger bedroom, and the double doors leading into the room he shared with Morgan. They went to that final room, the last bedroom on the right. He had spent a lot of time in there; that's where Morgan took him to punish him…

With casualness, Emma pulled out the key, and she unlocked the door. She opened it, and she motioned for him to go inside, like she was being considerate or something.

"May I, may I ask what's going on, Miss?" Right then, he made sure to keep his gaze aimed downward. He didn't dare look at his adolescent daughter or consider what she might do with him in there…

Morgan never called it a "dungeon," but that's what it was. Equipped with a St. Andrew's cross, a spanking bench, shackles on the walls, and shelves covered with different implements, this was the space where she enjoyed taking her time. When she needed to unleash her most potent impulses, she brought him here.

"You and I need to have a conversation," Emma said it. "Get on the spanking bench."

The bench was probably his least favorite part of the furniture. Three padded beams, one wide in the center, two more that were narrower on the sides, it allowed him to crawl into position. With shins and forearms pressed down to the two sides, it would raise his ass and leave his back and buttocks exposed and ready to be in position.

"Oh, get naked first," she said.

"But, but…" Timothy scrambled in that moment. He struggled to think of what he had done wrong or how he might have messed up. He searched for different possibilities, yet he couldn't come up with anything. He had cooked her meals perfectly, done her laundry, put everything away. He didn't come up with a single error or mistake, not in relation to his wife or to his little girl.

"You're only going to make it worse," she promised him. "What should we use? A cane? A whip? A traditional paddle? Or maybe a hairbrush. I used this one this morning," she said, pulling it out and holding it up for him to see.

Both Morgan and Emma loved brushing their hair, sliding those teeth through their strands again and again until their reddish-brown manes were soft and flowed along the contours of their face and down their necks. For them, it was always relaxing, an easy ritual, one Timothy had observed on many occasions.

Only now, she tightened the grip on the brush, and she walked over to him.

"You're not naked," she told him.

Quickly, he stripped. Over the course of his relationship with Morgan, Timothy had learned how to remove those layers in the span of only a few seconds. Soon he was naked, just as she had commanded, and now she snapped her fingers and pointed to the spanking bench. He climbed into position, but she didn't stop there. She grabbed the leather restraints, she looped them around his wrists, over his ankles, and she trapped him.

His heart started beating faster.

Although he was used to getting gagged, he asked, "What, what is this about?"

"Consider it to be an interrogation," she said.

That's when she reached down, and she touched his backside with the paddle. He felt the cool surface slide along his skin for just a second, maybe two. Then she pulled her arm back, winding up for that first strike. She brought the paddle down hard. The back of the brush struck, and the pain flared to his frame.

After all of the punishments and discipline he had received, Timothy had occasionally hoped that maybe he would develop some tolerance for this kind of agony.

He didn't. Before he could help himself, he yanked and jerked against his shackles, like he thought he might be able to escape.

But no, he couldn't. He wouldn't be able to break free. He wouldn't be able to get away from this beautiful young woman or what she had in mind for him…

Timothy should have known better. Perhaps he would have crumbled faster in front of Morgan. Maybe, even after all of this time, Timothy still secretly harbored some hope that he might be able to earn his daughter's respect, like he was more than just a boy and a servant and a slave…

She struck again, harder and faster. Her brush came down, and the pain lanced through his body, sparking along his nerves and shooting into the rest of his frame. He swore he could feel it in his legs, his arms, his torso, up his neck and straight into the recesses of his brain. She pulled back and struck over and over. The pain wasn't rhythmic; he couldn't try to lose himself to some pattern.

"I'm sorry!"

His little girl tittered behind him, "Sorry? What are you sorry for?"

That's when he realized he had the wrong answer, but he still needed to be honest because she was a woman and deserved his respect. He didn't dare try to lie, deceive, or manipulate her. "I, I don't know."

"Are you scared of me, Daddy?"

Daddy. The word felt like this cold slap against his face.

He clenched his eyes shut, jerked against his restraints, and he remained tight and clenched as he tried to think of an answer.

"Yes, Miss," he finally conceded because he had to tell her the truth.

Quiet. He could still hear the pounding of his heart, but there weren't any other noises. Timothy could have tried to turn around, to see her over his shoulder or something, but he didn't dare move.

Then she touched the back of her brush to his backside again, and she asked, "What's your biggest regret?"

"I, I don't understand," he confessed.

THWACK!

The brush came down again, slamming hard against his skin. He jerked forward, held in place by the restraints. His eyes watered as the pain spun through his body, but there was nothing Timothy could do.

"First, there's nothing wrong with being scared of me," Emma said. "In fact, I think that's good. I think that's healthy." She didn't say anything about how women had been nervous around men for so many years, decades, maybe even centuries or millennia. Men had behaved like predators, but it was time for evolution to shift the dynamic. "I'm a girl, you're just a boy. You can be scared because that will help you be obedient."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"Now this is your chance to tell me about your biggest regret," she told him. "What is it? What did you mess up?"

"I had to fight your mother," he said. "But she has punished me, and everything is fine now."

THWACK!

THWACK!

THWACK!

The improvised paddle came down again and again, striking hard against his unprotected backside. His ass glowed a shade of red by the time she stopped. But then she reached up, and she stroked the small of his back before sliding her fingers down. "Strange. I don't believe you. Don't get me wrong. I'm sure you regret disobeying. Disobedience never feels really good, not deep down for a boy like you. But that's not your biggest regret."

"I, I don't know what you're talking about."

THWACK!

THWACK!

THWACK!

"Are you sure about that?" Emma asked. "Are you sure you don't want to think about this really, really hard. Maybe you'll come up with a better answer. Maybe there's something else. Maybe there’s someone else. They could be in school. It could be a family issue. Go on, tell me. You know you want to."

Timothy was about to say something, only she decided that he had taken too long. He needed another dose, so she struck hard, just like before. She didn't show any sign of mercy; there was no doubt or hesitation in any swing. The back of the brush came down again, smacking hard against his flesh. Fresh ways of pain roiled through his body, he pulled against the leather restraints tight around his wrists and ankles. He tried to pull free, but he knew that he would never be able to escape the spanking bench, not while a woman demanded his compliance.

THWACK!

Timothy braced himself for another blow, but it didn't arrive.

"Tell me."

"Natalie," he whispered.

"And who's that?" Emma asked as though she didn't already know.

"My little sister," he said. After that, Timothy braced himself for another dose of pain, but the young woman standing behind him decided to let him speak. "She's my little sister, your aunt, and I messed up with her."

"How?"

"I, I was supposed to convince her…" Timothy didn't know how to finish. This was one component of pain that he had never been able to handle. When he was whipped, caned, spanked or paddled, He couldn't think clearly. He couldn't put the ideas together and argue coherently.

"Of what?" She touched the paddle to his backside as a clear warning. "What were you supposed to get her to believe?"

"It wasn't an order, not exactly. I, I don't know. I guess I wanted her to see that female supremacy is a good thing?"

"That's not your biggest regret," she said.

"I, I guess I don't have one? I guess I don't know what I'm supposed to say," he confessed.

"Think," she said. "Maybe it does have something to do with my aunt." As she spoke, she did her best to keep the excitement out of her voice.

A nervous gulp ran down his throat, but he still didn't know what to say, not until she touched the brush to his backside. "Let's switch."

"What, what are you talking about?"

But by that point, she had already turned around, and now she sauntered over to the shelves. She considered the handcuffs, leashes, shackles, and other implements. She laid the brush down, and that's when she picked up the cane. She slashed it through the air, and they both heard the cutting whistle.

"Are you ready, boy?"

Again, he knew it was futile, yet some instinct compelled him to try as Timothy struggled against his restraints. He pulled and twisted, fighting as hard as he could. His little girl sauntered up to him, and she touched the cane to his backside. "Daddy, I used to respect you. But now, I think you're lying to me. Tell me your biggest regret. What did you do? How did you kiss her off?" She kept her questions intentionally vague even as she tried to guide him toward one possibility.

Then again, she smirked outside of his line of sight; for all she knew, this wouldn't work. Maybe she was completely wrong.

Either way, she was about to find out.

Readjusting her grip on the cane, she pulled the thin strip of wood into the air, and then she brought it down hard. There was that delicious sound as it struck. She caned her father, making sure each blow landed perfectly. Red welts appeared. The lines crisscrossed his body, starting along his buttocks and moving up toward the sides of his back. Each time she struck, he cried out.

When she first took control of her father, Emma had halfheartedly wondered if maybe she would start to feel some kind of regret or something. But now. This was delicious. It was so much fun. She loved knowing that he had once been in charge, but she had now surpassed him. She could do whatever she liked to this male, and he would serve and accept his punishments because she was better. She was smarter. She was stronger!

"I messed up. I messed up when we were younger," Timothy cried out.

At this point, she sauntered in front of him, touched the underside of his chin, and she looked down into his eyes.

"What did you do?"

Defeated by his daughter, Timothy confessed.

Timothy Sherbin was in the kitchen as he washed the dishes. At the same time, he contemplated the rest of his evening. He needed to vacuum the bedrooms upstairs, put away his daughter's laundry, and he presumed that Morgan would like some extra time with him.

"Timothy," came his wife's voice.

At once, he turned off the water, dried off his hands, and he rushed back out into the living room.

"Yes, Ma'am?"

"The kids are out tonight. Well, Emma is off having dinner, and Derek has already gone to bed." As her son, she had given him a bedtime, one which hadn't gone away even if he had legally reached adulthood.

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered dutifully. "How would you like me to serve you?" His eyes sparkled for a moment. "How would you like me to pleasure you?"

"On your knees," she said casually, pointing to that spot on the floor. Even as he obeyed, Morgan approved of his deferential attitude. Just as importantly, she savored the ease with which he followed her commands. He lowered himself down before her, and he gazed up at her like she was his goddess.

Slowly, she rose to her feet, only now she lifted the black hem of her dress, and she pulled down her panties. He's mouth started to water as she kicked off her shoes and dropped the rest of her clothing to the floor. Underneath her skirt and down along the length of her legs, she was completely naked.

"Stroke me," she said first.

At once, he obeyed, lifting his hands and sliding his palms along her calves, up to her shins, along her knees, and over her thighs. His fingertips connected with the hem of her skirt for just a moment, but she kept her knees together, so he couldn't see her sex, nor could he tried to guess how aroused she might have been in that moment.

Perhaps she simply wished for a massage. Maybe she intended to tease him. Maybe she craved sex. Either way, Morgan could enjoy herself however she saw fit. In the meantime, he would obey.

"Very nice," she said. "I love it when you're down on your knees, Timothy."

"Yes, Ma'am. Thank you, Ma'am."

She chuckled at that note of subservience in his voice. In some ways, he was a very diligent servant.

"What was your last conversation with Natalie like?"

He jerked his head up, his lips parted, and that's when he quickly said, "Ma'am?"

"You heard me," Morgan replied smoothly.

His insides tightened, his chest seemed to constrict, and he didn't know what to say. Finally, he started out with the obvious answer, "You, you were there."

"I wasn't there for your last conversation."

Timothy clenched his eyes shut and bowed his head down. Yes, he remembered that night. He was on his knees while Morgan and Natalie "talked". As a boy, he wasn't seated at the table, nor did he offer his opinion or perspective. By that point, he had been thoroughly trained. He loved this woman, and he intended to serve her as best he could. He had learned of his own inferiority; more importantly, he had accepted it.

His little sister?

Not so much.

For several long, uncomfortable minutes, Morgan and Natalie had batted back and forth. Both women were strong, vibrant, and intelligent. Even so, Natalie still came from their family, one where women were traditionally assumed to be inferior. Of course, their parents never said anything along those lines, not directly. And yet, if he had misbehaved, then "boys will be boys". If she misbehaved, then she had to be thoroughly punished to make sure she learned her lesson. If he wanted to go to a science camp, then it would have been perfectly acceptable. When Natalie asked for the same thing, her parents suggested that maybe she would be happier at a different kind of camp, maybe one dedicated to selling or horses or something.

Looking back, he could search his memories and find dozens of examples of the unfair advantages he had received. Natalie still had trouble with it.

As a boy, he was never quite sure how to disagree with a woman. He understood that females obviously weren't infallible, omnipotent, or omniscient. At the same time, he never wanted to appear to be disrespectful. Of course, he could always pick his words carefully, but the point would remain. Did he think he was smarter than a woman? Did he think he had a better idea?

He had asked Morgan about this once, and she had consoled him, pointing out that women disagreed. Some might be right, others were wrong. The most important part was for him to recognize that he had to serve. So long as he did that, he would still be her good, obedient boy.

"Thank you for having me over," Natalie had finally said, her tone icy and brittle. "You have been an excellent hostess, but I can't put up with this. He's my brother, and I can't believe that you’re enslaving him." With those words punching out onto the air, she pushed her chair back, got up, and she left.

As she strode away, Morgan just shook her head a little bit.

"May I go talk to her? Please, Ma'am?"

Morgan didn't hesitate, "You may."

He jumped to his feet, and he rushed after her. By that point, Natalie was already outside and halfway to her car.

"Wait!" Timothy had called out, but his sister kept walking. She could be stubborn, especially when she thought she was right. That was a trait he had noticed in her niece as well.

It was cold out and might start raining at any moment. The streets already shined red with earlier precipitation. He jogged up to her, and that's when he reached out, grabbing his sister by the shoulder. She spun around to look at him, and that's when he jerked his hand away because he realized he had touched her without permission.

"What?" Natalie snapped.

"Please, please, you can't leave, not like this."

"What? Are you going to grovel? Are you going to get down on your knees and beg? Is that the kind of man you are?" Even in the dark, he could see her expression harden, like she couldn't imagine anything worse.

"I…"

She jerked her hand up toward his face, one finger pointed out. "This isn't who you were supposed to be. This isn't the kind of man you were raised to be."

"I love her," he said. "I love her, and I…" He tried to explain it, the feelings she provoked, not just affection or arousal, but it was something else, something deep, primal, and powerful. "I know where I belong."

"Be a man!"

"I am," he said. "I'm a man, and I'm honest about who I'm supposed to be. I know that I belong on my knees before her."

"I'm a woman," she said, blinking. "Would you get down on your knees in front of me? Come on, Tim. Think back to when we were little kids. You used to bully me. Don't you remember that. We would wrestle. You were strong. I looked up to you."

His eyes narrowed slightly as he tried to comprehend how she could see those as good things. Yes, he had been assertive, but he had also been wrong on so many occasions. And yet, this young woman couldn't see it.

"Please, just come back inside? We can talk about this?"

"No…" Natalie replied, her tone bitter. "I'm not going to do that. Look, I know you think this is something you have to do, but you don't, not really. You could be better than this. You could stand up for yourself."

"I know who I am," he said. "I'm a boy, and boys are meant to obey." Even as he spoke, it felt strange to contradict her. At the same time, this almost felt like a test, like the universe had thrown his sister back into his life in order to see whether or not he could handle it. When he surrendered to Morgan, was it just a game? Was it something silly and playful?

No…

He believed in this ideology. He believed that he belonged bowed down before his superiors.

"Whatever," Natalie threw her hands into the air, like she just couldn't bother with this any longer. She stomped off, got into her car, and she drove away.

"What was it like?" Morgan asked again, snapping Timothy back to the reality of his place on his knees as he stroked her legs. She always enjoyed this, he could tell. It was one of her favorite spots, just to cross her legs or part her knees, and feel the soft touch of his fingers as they slid along her skin. "What happened between you two?"

"We got into a fight," he said. He didn't need to remind his wife that this was the last time he had spoken with Natalie. "It was rough. I mean, I love my little sister, but I just don't understand why she can't see…" His voice dissipated as he tried to find the words, but he failed.

"She can't see why this is better? She can't see that this is something you need and deserve?"

Timothy glanced up at his wife, "Yes, Ma'am."

"It's difficult," she acknowledged for him. "I get it. There's a lot of social programming out there. Boys aren't the only ones who have to go and watch those movies and TV shows and listen to the songs where the boys are trained to be aggressive and silly."

"I know, but…"

"I'm speaking, boy."

"Yes, Ma'am!" Timothy quickly called out.

She smirked at him, clearly reveling in her authority. Even after years of marriage, Morgan loved knowing that she could take her husband and control him so easily, so thoroughly. Then again, she meant everything that she had said to her daughter. Men could be trained. So many of them have that spark of obedience. They simply needed to be coaxed, trained, and shaped.

She glanced off into space for a moment, considering precisely what she wanted to tell him, and she continued, "You came from a very traditional family. I get that. So did your sister. It always raises that old question, doesn't it? How are we shaped? Is it just nature? Is it nurture? Is it some combination?"

"I don't know, Ma'am," Timothy said in a small voice when his wife went quiet for several long seconds.

"I know," she said with an amused chuckle. "Don't worry, boy. I'm not expecting you to solve an ancient question in just a few minutes."

"May I ask you something, Ma'am?"

"Go ahead," she said absentmindedly.

She leaned back into the soft embrace of the couch, crossed her arms over her chest, and her thoughts were clearly elsewhere.

For a moment, Timothy continued staying quiet. After all, he knew his questions weren't really that important. He was just a boy, so he had to serve. Pleasing his wife mattered. Satisfying his curiosity didn't. But since he had permission, he decided to try nonetheless. "Ma'am, what brought her up? Why were you thinking of her?"

Morgan grinned. "It's Emma."

"What about her?" Even as he asked, he experienced that surge of pride. Yes, his daughter had already surpassed him, but wasn't that how the world was supposed to work? Then again, he still experienced little twinges of pain when he remembered what their relationship had been like, back when she still saw him as an equal or maybe even as someone in power because he was an adult and she was just a child…

Timothy quickly worked hard to quash those regrets. After all, his daughter was a young woman, and she was destined to grow up, to assert herself, to take power and to be the kind of person she wished. She could make those choices, and it was his job to support her to the best of his ability. He didn't get a vote; he didn't get to express his opinion. He was just a boy…

"Emma is growing up. We are coming close to her third Ascension Day. After that, she will be a full-fledged adult as far as we're concerned." Maybe the rest of the country handed out little bits of adulthood at intermittent points, but things would be different in this home. For most people, adulthood started at eighteen, but there were those other steps: turning twenty-one and being allowed to drink, starting a career, getting married, or buying a house. Eighteen really seemed like the first step.

"Are you thinking about what kind of boyfriend or husband she might find?" Timothy asked.

"Yes, and…"

"Is there something else, Ma'am?" He continued to stroke her. Down on his knees, he seemed so obedient and respectful, especially as he stroked and massaged her bare legs. He gulped, not sure if he was about to step out of line, but he reminded her, "You can trust me. You can tell me whatever you're thinking."

Obviously, she didn't have to share. And yet, she glanced down at this boy, and she trusted him. Perhaps that was one of the best parts of owning a slave; she didn't need to worry about her husband's perspective. She could talk to him the same way some people spoke to their dogs or other pets.

"I guess I was just worried about Emma," she said. "Our daughter is young, inexperienced, and she is smart, but it's always hard to figure out exactly what you can do and what you can get away with."

"Are you thinking of something in particular?"

"Her third Ascension Day," Morgan replied. "I guess I'm just hoping she doesn't bite off more than she can chew." Timothy's wife closed her eyes again, and she pictured that enraged expression as it a played across Natalie's features all those years ago.

Her lips hardened into a frustrated frown. It was an old concern, one that feminists and activists had dealt with for a very, very long time. Yes, female supremacy was a powerful ideology with so much potential for good, but Morgan considered herself to be a realist, so she understood the difficult political implications. Most importantly, she recognized the general lack of unity among the women of the world. If they could come together, work toward this common goal, and train the men around them, society would be a better place. She knew this, but she was still aggravated by the simple fact that so many women seemed comfortable living in a patriarchy, like they saw themselves as secondary insubordinate.

How? How could that be possible?

Then the standard answers flickered through her mind: economic structures, sociopolitical ideologies, pop culture, tradition, and so much more. For millennia, men had existed at the center of the human experience. She smirked as she thought of how humanity once been referred to as "mankind".

Her nostrils twitched, and she glanced back down at her boy. For just a second, she thought about punishing him, grabbing him, shoving him down against the coffee table, and maybe using a crop, a whip, or just her bare hand. Just as she was about to use her boy as a scapegoat for the problems in the world, the front door opened.

He perked up immediately, glancing past the couch and towards the entryway.

That's when he heard the footsteps, solemn and uncertain.

Emma appeared first, and Morgan was about to say something to her daughter, to console her. She was going to point out that they could always try for another Ascension Day. She had set an ambitious goal for herself, and it made sense that she would have trouble. There wasn't any shame in that. They were female supremacists, but they didn't expect perfection.

And then Emma's guest stepped out from behind her.

Natalie?

Yes. It was her. It was definitely her, but she seemed uncertain as she stood there.

Morgan marveled at the fact that her daughter had even been able to get her aunt to come here. It seemed so impossible, especially after that last dinner so long ago.

"Mother," Emma said. "Father." She glanced down at the man on his knees, and he gulped. He focused on his daughter because she was a woman and she had spoken to him, so now he couldn't be rude or disrespectful. At the same time, it was obvious he wanted to look over at his sister.

She was younger than him by several years, still quite pretty, and she narrowed her eyes as she watched him. Obviously, Timothy wished he could jump up onto his feet and maybe say something to her. Perhaps he had even envisioned this moment at different points. Maybe he had anticipated what he might be able to say.

"Tim," she said.

"Natalie…" He uttered her name like this word came from some foreign language, and he could barely make his tongue shape the right sounds. "What, what are you doing here?"

"She convinced me I should come," Natalie said.

Eyes lit with pride, Morgan looked back at her daughter. Although her mother didn't say anything, Emma basked in her silent approval.

"She also told me about the room upstairs. She said that maybe we should go up there and have a little conversation."

His eyes widened. He glanced back at his daughter, and maybe he put the pieces together, but Emma couldn't tell. Better yet, she didn't care. Whether he was surprised here or up there, it wouldn't matter to her, so long as he broke.

"What?"

"You heard the woman," Morgan said. She rose to her feet, and she looked back at Natalie. Something unspoken seemed to pass between these two women, and Timothy did his best to understand what was going on.

He failed.

Maybe it came down to women's intuition. Maybe it was something else, something communicated beforehand. Either way, he wasn't privy to the details, so he obeyed.

He followed these women up the stairs, down the hall, and she glanced at their room.

"Do you think your son should join us?" Emma asked him.

Confronted by his daughter, he froze in place. He stopped, stood there, and he was obviously struggling to come up with the "correct" response. But he didn't know what to do. He didn't know what to say.

"Later," Morgan said. In the meantime, she took her husband by the hand, and she guided him down the hallway and to the final door.

Emma opened it for them, and everyone stepped inside, including Timothy.

Morgan stepped back and picked up a pack of cigarettes before opening the box and lighting one for herself. She took a slow breath, and it was clear that she was going to observe, at least for the time being.

"Strip and get on the spanking bench," Emma ordered.

Timothy glanced back at his little sister. He expected some kind of protest from Natalie, like she was going to insist that this was sick or wrong.

Instead, she crossed her arms over her chest, straightened her back, and she watched, her expression cold and impassive. Clearly, she had no interest in helping her brother.

What had happened? Why was she here?

Those questions drummed through Timothy's head, but he couldn't come up with a coherent or logical answer. He quickly summoned and dismissed one possibility after another, yet nothing fit, not perfectly, not completely.

Despite his confusion, his training kicked in. He had been an obedient male for a very long time, and now he heard a female voice give him a command, so he followed those orders. He pulled off his shirt, his pants, shoes and socks. He even removed his boxers, and that's when Natalie seemed to consider him. As children, nudity had always been forbidden between them. Maybe when they were very, very little it wasn't a big deal, but then adolescence hit, and now she saw him naked for the first time in decades.

She smirked.

Morgan exhaled slowly, enjoying the smoke, the nicotine, the power and relaxation of knowing she could enjoy herself while her husband was degraded in front of her.

"Get on the bench," Emma commanded.

Pliant and obedient, he started to walk toward the spanking bench, only then he froze. There were two now. Apparently, a new one had been purchased and set up.

With a nervous gulp, he randomly picked one, hoped it would be enough to please her, and he lowered himself down onto the padded piece of furniture. His elbows and knees supported most of his weight, and that’s when Emma stepped in front of him. She smiled down at her father, but she didn't offer him any advice. She didn't provide any hints about what would happen either.

Soon enough, he was strapped down, powerless, and then she lifted the underside of his chin. "This is going to be good."

For her. For the women here. Not for Timothy…

"What did you do?" This question came from Natalie.

She was off to his side, and he kept his gaze forward, so he couldn't really see her, yet her voice cut through the air.

"What, what do you mean?" Timothy asked. He knew he probably should have added an honorific like Ma'am or Miss, but he didn't know which one would be appropriate. Besides, he may have been naked in strapped down, but he still didn't know why she was here.

"What did you do?" Natalie asked again.

Then a possibility occurred to him.

He remembered his confession. He recalled exactly what he told Emma…

No. She wouldn't share something like that, would she?

"I, I still don’t know what you're talking about," he said, suddenly frightened. At the same time, he was acutely aware of his wife and daughter; they were watching him, studying him.

"He's lying," Emma said. "Would you like to punish him? Would you like to coax him a little bit? I'm sure a little bit of pain will help him remember exactly what he needs to say."

"No!" Timothy called out. For once, he wasn't just embarrassed to be enslaved in front of his little girl. With his younger sister standing there, watching him and studying him, Timothy didn't know what to do or say.

He knew that he was supposed to be honest and open. That was an important component of slavery. Morgan had taught him this, and yet the fear pumped through his body like cold water, and he couldn't focus on his lessons.

"Are you trying to tell women what to do?" Emma asked. "Because you know, that would be a very, very bad idea, don't you think? You don't want to forget your place. You don't want to step out of line, do you?"

He inhaled, sucking air between his teeth, and his lips suddenly felt cold and dry. The rest of his body seemed to take on this otherworldly chill. Little bumps appeared down his neck and along his shoulders. "No. No, Miss."

"Miss," Natalie said the word. "That's how you address your daughter, isn't it?"

It seemed easier now. "Yes."

"But you're lying to me. You know exactly what I'm talking about, don't you? Don't pretend. Don't lie."

"I…"

"Are you sure you don't want to coax him, Aunt Natalie? I think you could have a lot of fun. It doesn't even require a lot of work. You could try this." She pulled something off of the wall. It was an expensive implement, and electrical prods were designed for human usage. Twin prongs ended the device, and Natalie held it in her hand. At first, she seemed uncertain, like she wasn't really sure whether or not she could do this.

Natalie swung the device through the air like it was a magical wand or something. After another couple of seconds, she glanced down at the three buttons built into the handle, each one colored a different shade of red.

"Darker is more powerful. Lighter is less powerful," Natalie said.

Natalie's thumb played along the controller, and she pushed the lightest shade of red. Then bolts of electricity darted between the prongs. She tried the next button. Then she glanced back at her brother.

"Tell me the truth. What did you do?" She stepped in front of him, and now she touched the baton to his shoulder.

"What are you doing? What's going on? I didn't think you believed in this," he protested. A second later, his eyes widened as he realized how he was challenging her. Even after so many years, it was hard for Timothy to remember his place as he faced this girl, someone he had teased and tormented.

"I, I…"

Natalie's patience evaporated as she jabbed his shoulder with the baton, she hit the middle button, and suddenly he cried out. The pain flared through his flesh, lighting up his nerves all along his body. Maybe it was most intense right there against his shoulder, yet the agony swept along his arms and legs, over the course of his back, all the way to his toes. With animalistic freight, he tried to pull away from the spanking bench, but there was no escape.

"What did you do?"

He opened his mouth, and Natalie shook her head. Her nostrils twitched, and she jabbed the baton into his side. She poked him, hit the button, and fresh waves of electricity flared through his frame. The shackles' chains went taut as he yanked and twisted, but the spanking bench had been well-balanced, so it didn't move even as he thrashed.

"What did you do?"

"I'm sorry!"

He still hadn't made the acknowledgment. He still couldn't tell the truth.

While Morgan smoked off to the side, Natalie circled him. She brushed the tip of the baton along his calves, up to his thighs, along his back, then down his flanks. She touched him and caressed him before stopping in front of him. That's when she grabbed him by his hair. This was the first time she had seen him in a very, very long time. She touched the baton to his cheek, and she tapped the lightest red button. He tried to twitch away, but Natalie refused to release him.

"You should tell her, Daddy. It's obvious that you're going to break. You’re just a boy." She may have been an adult, yet she assumed the childish affect of a little girl who knew she was going to enjoy watching someone else get punished.

His breathing came faster, and that's when he said, "Your application."

Natalie's eyes narrowed, her vision blurred for a second, and she pushed the baton up against his right side, and she hit the button hard. She went for the dark red shape, so the worst storm of pain he could have imagined suddenly consumed him. As he yanked and twisted, Timothy didn't know what he was doing. Everything else, all thoughts and ideas disappeared. He couldn't hear the noise of his own shouts or cries as the agony distorted everything. He couldn't see or feel anything beyond this one impulse: excruciating pain.

Then it stopped, and he tried to speak, but he finally heard Emma speak.

"Go on. Tell her. Tell her what you told me."

His heart was pounding, and he knew he had no choice. His body drooped as he surrendered, "We got into that fight, and I don't remember what you did or said, but I was angry. I was so ridiculously, stupidly angry. I'm sorry."

Tightening her grip on his hair, she pulled against his scalp and looked down into his eyes. "What did you do?"

"I pulled your college applications out of the mailbox," he said.

She let go and stumbled back.

Natalie, however, recovered after a few more seconds. Then she looked down at him, and she said, "Why? Why did you do it?" At the same time, she must have been thinking about that blow to her ego. Of course, she had tried to contact the universities, to figure out what had happened, but she had been so nervous. She came from a conservative household, one where young women seldom went to college. What was the point? Most girls were going to get married anyway, right? Wouldn't a degree just be a waste of money?

"And?"

"I tore them up. I threw them away."

"Why?"

Natalie didn't give him the chance to answer. She brought the baton down against the small of his back, and she hit the dark red button again. She pushed it down, shoving the prongs against his skin even as the batteries unleashed their payload. Jagged electricity shot through his frame. He tried to twist away, to free himself, but the captive male couldn't escape. He was trapped, forced to confront all of this excruciating pain on his own, and then she pulled away.

"That affected me for the rest of my life. I was already so nervous. I wasn't sure I could do it. Then they didn't tell me anything."

"But, but you eventually went to college," he said.

That's when she slapped him across the face. "You're going to pay for this. You're going to pay for this, I swear."

"I was actually talking about that with my mom," Natalie said. "Apparently, there's something very special that my dad has never endured. Now might be a good time, if you're up for it."

"What?"

Because she didn't want to ruin the surprise, Emma scurried over to her aunt, got up on the tips of her toes, and she carefully whispered into her ear. In spite of everything that had transpired, Timothy strained to overhear the exact words. He couldn't pick out a single sound.

"Yes," Natalie said.

But first, she stepped back up to him, and she looked down into his eyes. "I want you to know that you finally changed my mind. This was what it took. You're right. Men can't be trusted. Men aren't competent or capable. They're not smart enough to make their own decisions. You've only been in charge because you throw tantrums like that. No more. I'm not going to let you be anything more than a slave."

That's when she stepped back behind him, beyond his line of sight, and Morgan started to help her get ready.

"Do you want a standard harness or something with two heads?" Morgan asked. Unlike her daughter, she didn't mind allowing Timothy to try to guess and figure out precisely what would happen next.

"Can I go get Derek?" Emma asked before Natalie could say anything.

"I think that would be lovely," her aunt finally said.

Emma scurried out of the room, leaving Timothy alone with his little sister and his wife. Breathing faster now, he clenched his eyes shut, and he must've known this would be foolish, but he had to try something. "Natalie. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. You're right. I was stupid."

"Yes, you are right. Men are so, so stupid," Natalie agreed. "And now, you're going to pay for it."

"I can take it. I can take any kind of pain," he said. "I deserve it."

"Shut up," Natalie snarled. "I don't need your permission."

At that moment, he pressed his tongue against the bottom of his mouth. He clenched his jaw, and he stopped speaking. She was right. He had nothing to say; there was no way for him to get her to change her mind…

That was the moment when he understood that he needed to be quiet. The women had made up their minds, so he had to do his best to accept all of this.

And yet, he recognized his own failure. He was supposed to be a docile, obedient slave who put the needs of his wife and the other women in the household above his own. And yet, his daughter had coaxed that secret from him, only because he didn't think it would be used against him. He had never believed that Emma would be able to use that detail in any meaningful way. After all, Natalie had her own life, and he had been gone for so long.

He had put his own needs above those of his wife and daughter. He had failed to serve the women around him.

Before he could try to formulate an apology, the door opened again, and Emma pushed her brother forward. He was already naked, and he marched as his little sister kept her hand on the back of his neck. "Down, boy," she said, indicating the second spanking bench. He obliged, and Timothy wanted to close his eyes and look away, but some perverse curiosity forced him to watch. Soon enough, the leather restraints were tight around his wrists and ankles as well.

The two males were both trapped.

Emma stepped back toward the other side of the room, and Timothy could hear the sounds of fabric shifting and clothes getting dropped to the floor.

Seconds later, Emma stepped back in front of her father, and that's when he saw the tip of her artificial cock. She wore a black, leather harness and a strap-on. Playfully, she twisted her hips from side to side, making her toy bounce back and forth. "Daddy, I want to show you something special. You're going to watch me take Derek over there." She leaned down, looked into his eyes, and then she said, "But first, I want you to get this nice and wet for me."

He opened his mouth, like he thought he might be able to protest, but she grabbed his hair, jerked his head back, and forced his mouth open. In the next second, she ran the tip of her toy into his mouth, almost all the way to the back of his throat.

Timothy nearly choked, but then his little girl laughed, "Remember to breathe. Breathe through your nostrils, and I'm sure you will be fine."

His fingers pushed down into fists, and he knew there was no escape, so he licked and sucked just as she commanded. He inhaled and exhaled through his nostrils, and he managed to relax the muscles along his throat.

After nearly a minute of forcing him to suck her toy, she pulled back, and then she walked over to Derek. "Are you ready, boy? Are you ready to get fucked? I think every boy needs this."

This was her third and final Ascension Day. As she positioned herself behind him, Timothy still tried to close his eyes, to turn his head, to offer his son some sliver of dignity. And yet, that wasn't how this worked. The women had decided what needed to happen, so he had to cooperate. He couldn't argue, he couldn't protest. There was nothing for him to do.

Emma pushed down, and she started to slide the tip of her cock into Derek's tight opening. He grunted. He growled. He whimpered like some pathetic little animal, but he didn't dare argue with his sister. Unlike his father, he had learned more about female supremacy. He knew how to obey.

She shoved forward, pulled back, and savored the pressure against her pelvis. Better yet, she adored it the way he gasped. Each little sound he made proved how he needed this. At the same time, she pumped into him, setting a steady rhythm at first before speeding up.

Soon enough, she was pumping into him. Then she pulled back, and she dipped her head down. "Wow. That was amazing. But you know, I think I'm going to need a second." Her heart was pounding. Pumping into this boy had proven to be more of a challenge than she expected.

That's when Natalie stepped in front of her brother. He saw her dildo, only now she stepped in front of Derek, yanked on his hair, and pumped into his face.

He groaned and whimpered as he was taken from both sides. By that moment, Emma had decided she had rested long enough, so she shoved back down into her older brother. She pumped him slowly, making him groan, grimace, whimper and he probably tried begging even as he was forced to suck on Natalie's artificial cock. His lips were tight around her shaft as she used his face.

Then she drew away, and her toy was glistening.

"Are you ready, Timothy?"

He had never been penetrated like this before. He thought he was supposed to be a real man. He thought he was supposed to be protected from this kind of treatment.

Wild, primal panic played across his features. He tried begging. He called out one incoherent sound after another, but Natalie wasn't going to be dissuaded, not after what he had done.

She mounted herself behind him, reached down, spread his cheeks, and then she shoved into his tight opening. The walls of his ass tightened against her, but she wouldn't be dissuaded. She took her time, going in slowly. Then she pulled back, only to shove down again. She rammed her big brother, making him pay.

"You're a boy," Emma called out. "Both of you. It doesn't matter what you do or how much experience you have. You're just a dumb boy, and you will both obey."

Both Natalie and Emma pumped into these boys. That's when Morgan sauntered between them, and she leaned down. First, she caressed her son's cheek before she blew a long breath of smoke into his face. He whimpered, bowed his head down, and he acknowledged his inferiority.

From there, Morgan stepped over to her husband. She caressed his cheek, just as she had done with her son, only then she pulled her hand back, slapped him across the face, and looked down at him. Disgust played across her features. "I can't believe you kept it secret from me." She inhaled, puffed out another cloud of smoke into his face, and then she leaned over and whispered, "You think this is bad, but I'm going to break you, boy. I'm going to make sure you relearn every single lesson."

Timothy tried to say something back at her, but he wasn't allowed to speak. In the next moment, Natalie slammed down again, pushing her toy deep into his body. He cried out, desperate to make it stop, but these women were laughing now. The sounds of joy and ecstasy vibrated along the air.

Both Derek and Timothy struggled, but it was useless. They had to take it, second by second. Minute by minute.

Finally, the women pulled back.

"What do you have to say for yourself, boy?" Emma asked her brother.

"I’m an inferior male, and I will serve."

"And what about you?" Natalie asked.

"I, I messed up. I deserve to be enslaved. I'm a fool. I’m a dumb, foolish boy. I, I'm sorry. I'm sorry messed up so badly!"

"Don't worry," Morgan said as the matriarch. "Both of you are going to get lots and lots of time and attention. We will mold you into the ideal specimens of masculinity." With that promise hanging on the air, the two men both swallowed nervously as they realized things were about to get so much worse...

The End


I hope you enjoyed Ascension Days! I had so much fun writing this story. The second portion of this anthology was requested by a different reader, so the kinks are a bit different. That said, I hope you still enjoy the next story as we continue.


After Ascension

It was done; Emma had successfully completed her Ascension Days. She had asserted herself as an adult. In the process, she had shown the boys in the Sherbin household that they really were inferior. Both her father and brother had surrendered completely to this young woman. From one day to the next, she had shown them and the rest of her family, plus one of her closest friends, what femininity really meant.

Out in the wild world, maybe people were still mistaken. Perhaps they still viewed femininity as the gender based on weakness. Girls were supposed to be cute, soft, compassionate, sweet, and nurturing. This was a grand mistake. Sometimes Emma's mother, Morgan, actually wondered about the source of those dynamics. For her, it seemed almost inconceivable, especially when she understood the true strength and power of femininity.

Perhaps men tried to derive their authority from wild aggression. Men could throw themselves at their projects, channeling this barely controlled fury. For women, it was different. They possessed a different kind of strength. They had the capability to seize control, to look into men's eyes, to snap their fingers, and force those boys down onto their knees.

As far as she was concerned, this was the one true ideology. Yes, she could respect other women and their right to decide how they wished to live their lives, but Morgan also believed that every woman needed to experience female supremacy. As a female supremacist, she wanted to see a world where women took control.

And tonight, she felt like she had done an excellent job. She had been so proud as she watched her little girl, Emma, humiliate and degrade the men in their household. Yes, she loved both her husband and her son, but she also understood that these men needed to be put in their place. Too often, boys could look out at the rest of the world and pick up on the silly ideas of independence and freedom.

Derek, her son, was a very sweet boy. She loved him more than anything, but Morgan wanted to see him succeed and be happy. Pursuing some independent agenda wouldn't work for him. He would be most satisfied once he found a girlfriend, then a wife, who would take care of him and tame him. Lots of parents probably would have been horrified by this prospect. And yet, Morgan understood the historical precedent; maybe the dynamics needed to be reversed, but she thought of those fathers all across the world who decided they should be protective of their daughters. These were the same men who thought they should make the most important decisions for their little girls. If it worked for them, then why not Morgan and her boy?

After all, she was a woman. She was smarter and stronger than the men around her.

And now, she finished showering and stepped out of the bathroom. She was naked and hadn't bothered with a towel. Her skin was still a little bit damp, and yet she had her hair pulled back. She glanced down, and she saw her husband.

Timothy was down on his knees, exactly where he belonged.

He kept his eyes locked on the floor, and he had his arms held behind his back.

"Are you feeling guilty?" Morgan asked.

In some other place or time, maybe the woman was supposed to feel nervous while naked. Perhaps she was supposed to send some kind of inner vulnerability. Not here. Not in this house. As a female supremacist, she knew what her nakedness gave her. She understood the core vulnerability that existed in the male psyche. Even now, Timothy was struggling hard not to glance up. He wanted to see this woman, to slide his gaze along her naked toes to her bare shins, thighs, stomach, and breasts. Despite those urges, he remained right there on his knees, exactly where he belonged.

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"Good," she said. "I want you to know that I haven't forgotten about your behavior today. Emma comported herself beautifully. I have never been more proud of my daughter. Even Derek ultimately did a reasonable job. I could see it in his eyes. He's grown up in a female supremacist household, so he knows his place. You, however…"

Timothy opened his mouth. It was pretty clear he wanted to argue with her. He could have said something about how it wasn't his fault that he had grown up in a mainstream home. When he had been a little boy, he had been taught incorrectly again and again that he had the right to make his own decisions. He had never imagined that he would be subordinate to a powerful woman like Morgan, but did that serve as an excuse?

No. Morgan was in charge. She was the one who made every important decision in this household, including the training and oversight of this boy. Sure, he was the father and the patriarch of this house, but that didn't mean anything as far as she was concerned. His authority, if he had any at all, would always be secondary when compared to her own.

"What, what is going to happen?" Timothy asked instead of trying to defend himself.

"Obviously, you will need to be corrected," she said. Still naked, she circled him. Her voice sounded out onto the air. She brushed her fingers along his shoulder, along his head, then down toward his ear. She just barely touched him, and he clearly enjoyed the sensations, yet there was something else: the threat of punishment.

"How may I please you? What can I do to make this up to you?"

"Right now?" Morgan asked. "Nothing. There's nothing you can do to make up for your mistake. Right now, you can try to avoid compounding your error by messing up again, but that's really it."

His lips parted, and he was about to speak. Then he thought better of it, shut his boy mouth, and nodded instead. After another moment or two, he agreed, "Yes, Ma'am. I will do everything in my power to please you."

"Good," she said. "Now, give me a massage, boy."

Boy. She smirked as she climbed onto the bed and remembered what it had been like the first time she used to that diminutive term on him. They had been dating, and she had called him a boy, and he had bristled for just a moment. Then, he had come to see the truth.

As she slid down onto the mattress, he scurried up into position, and he started massaging her. For several minutes, his fingers maneuvered along her back, between her shoulder blades, down to her flanks, and along her buttocks.

Then she rolled over. She reached out casually, gliding her fingers along his neck until she had her hand at the back of his skull, and Morgan tugged him down. She brought his mouth to her left nipple. "Lick," she commanded.

Unable to question her decision, he parted his lips and started licking. For this boy, maybe it felt like a reward, which would be doubly confusing. If so, she didn't care. Right now, as always, she concentrated on her own pleasure and satisfaction. His lips tightened around her nipple, his teeth grazed her skin, and she savored those sensations as they ran through her skin. She closed her eyes and basked in the two facets of this experience: the physical impulses, plus the knowledge that she had control over this boy.

She arched her back, her muscles tensed, and her bottom lip trembled with delicious need.

Intent on delaying her satisfaction for as long as possible, she grabbed his neck and pulled him over to her other nipple. "Suck," she commanded.

He obeyed, latching on, hollowing his cheeks, and serving her.

"Rub me," she said next.

He didn't stop licking; he knew better than that. As his mouth moved, he braced his weight on his right arm. With his left hand, he reached down between her legs and started to slide his fingertips along her pussy. He gently touched her, maneuvering his fingertips along her opening. She was already damp, which was unsurprising.

Over the course of their marriage, he had spent a lot of time in this position, pleasuring his wife. She was a woman, after all. Sex was intended to pleasure her. As far as they were both concerned, intimacy like this started and ended with female arousal.

His fingertips dipped down into her, first one, then another. He rubbed her, penetrating her. She savored those seconds even as she kept her eyes closed and told him, "Oh, that's good. You’re doing a very good job. But no, I don't want you to get your hopes up. You're still going to be punished. Maybe it will be tonight or tomorrow or the day after. You don't get to know when I'm going to bring you back into this room, tie you up, and punish you. You're not going to enjoy it, Timothy. You're not going to enjoy it at all…" She lowered her voice to trail off, then this quick moan escaped her body.

In spite of his best efforts, Morgan could sense the fear radiating off of her husband.

Soon enough, she came hard. The pleasure burned through her body, exploding along her limbs. She savored those lightning bolts of sensation as they made her tense, arch her back, and moan with delicious ecstasy. Those pleasures swirled through her body, and then she pulled her husband down onto the bed. She held him tight, and soon she fell asleep with her obedient husband in her arms.

For the next few days, he had to wonder what was going to happen. When would his punishment commence?

Over the course of the next day, he kept waiting for his wife to snap her fingers and to order him back into the bedroom.

It didn't happen.

The day after that, he tensed, waiting again.

Still nothing.

He tried to tell himself that this was part of her game.

His punishment didn't simply include the restraints or whatever toys and she decided to use. His punishment also meant soaking in this worry, dread, and anticipation. Yes, he cooked and cleaned, serving alongside his son. But every time Morgan walked into the room, he had to wonder if now would be the moment.

Two more days went by.

Three more went by after that.

Little by little, he started to think that perhaps she had simply forgiven him. Maybe there wasn't going to be any grand crescendo of pain and sensation. There were several nights where he went down on her again, licking her pussy. Afterward, she smoked and blew those silver clouds into his face or his mouth.

Every time he glanced back at Morgan, she seemed quite content.

Maybe she had forgotten? No. He knew his wife better than that. Perhaps she had forgiven him? This seemed like a possibility. Again, however, he went back to the other theory: she wasn't ever going to discipline him. Instead, she just wanted him to dread the possibility, knowing that it could come at any time. Not only that, there was nothing he could do about it.

More than a week went by when she had finished eating her dinner. Derek was off in the kitchen, doing the dishes, Emma had wandered off to her room, and now she glanced back at Timothy. "Come with me," she said. She got up, and he quickly scurried over to her. She held out her hand, and he took it. Or rather, she yanked, guiding him forward. Morgan escorted her boy back to their room.

Today, he had been allowed to wear clothing, but she revoked that privilege. "Strip," she commanded.

A nervous swallow ran down his throat, yet he had been well-trained, so he obeyed. He pulled off his shoes, socks, pants, shirt, and boxers. Naked now, he stood there with his back straight and his wrists crossed just above his buttocks.

Morgan went to their closet, and she pulled out a crop in one hand and a paddle in the other. She tossed them both onto the mattress. Next, she walked right up in front of him, raised her hands, and slid her fingers down along his face. She started at his forehead before sliding down to his cheeks, then his neck.

Finally, she dropped her hands away before slapping him across the face. His eyes widened. "You disappointed me," she said. "You messed up. As far as you're concerned, you have one goal. What is that goal, boy?"

"I must please you. You're my wife, and I must be an obedient boy for you at all times."

"Exactly," she said. Her left hand flew up, and she struck him across of the other cheek. Pain and heat flashed along his face. At the same time, his eyes blurred for just a moment.

But really, this was only the beginning, and he had to know that.

She stepped behind him, grabbed Timothy by the back of his neck, and bent him over at the bed. His chest hit the soft sheets, and she reached down, gliding her fingertips along the back of his leg, then up to his buttocks. She pinched, he tensed again, and he had to know what was coming.

"What kind of example can you set for our children if you disappoint your wife?" Morgan asked. This time, she didn't expect an answer. Instead, she gazed down at her naked husband. Excitement flared through her body, but she resisted the temptation. Instead, she knew she had to concentrate on his punishment. Discipline, after all, was her responsibility. She took it seriously.

And now, she struck. Her hand flew down. She blurred her palm as she struck again and again.

"I'm sorry, so sorry I disappointed you! I, I will try harder. I will do better!"

"Yes," she agreed. "You will do much better in the future. After today, you're not going to forget. You're going to be a sweet, obedient husband."

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"Quiet," she snapped.

He shut his mouth, and she focused. She struck hard on his left cheek, then his right. She made sure that pain drilled through his psyche. But really, this was just a chance for her to get started.

Morgan grabbed the crop next. He couldn't see it, not exactly, but he bristled and flinched when she touched the tip to his right flank. Then she pulled the crop into the air, swung down, and let its leather edge bite down against his skin. Little red welts started appearing. They looked quite lovely next to the storm of crimson gathering along his buttocks. Morgan didn't stop. She struck again and again, swinging until her heart pounded, her breathing came fast, and this boy was trembling.

"Are you learning?" Morgan asked. As she spoke, she tacitly gave him permission to speak.

Even so, it took him a second to gather his breath and thoughts. "Yes, Ma'am. I'm learning to be a better husband. I'm learning to be an obedient boy. Thank you for training me. Thank you for disciplining me. Boys need to be trained. Boys need to be disciplined." Frankly, Morgan knew the truth about him. He was speaking, propelled by those bursts of pain. And yet, he told the truth again and again. Even if he didn't quite understand the words tumbling from his mouth, it hardly mattered so long as he understood his place. He reinforced his subjugation with every syllable, which was precisely what she expected.

Now she grabbed the paddle.

She touched that solid surface to his left butt cheek, and he flinched again. It didn't hurt.

Not yet.

She grabbed the paddle, lifted it into the air, just as she had done with the crop, and she swung down with all of her strength. She imagined she could hear the sound of whistling as the wooden surface cut through the air. She struck down hard, and he cried out. She did the same on the other butt cheek. Then she aimed for the same spot as she struck again and again. She paddled this boy, making sure he endured that wild burst of agony. It swarmed through his mind, stripping away every other thought and concern. Now, he didn't worry about anything but pleasing his wife. She was a woman; she was better than him, and so he always had to obey. If he didn't, he would end up in a position exactly like this...again and again and again.

This thought made her smirk for just a moment.

"Go get the cane," she instructed.

"Are you, are you sure?"

"Honestly, no, I wasn't until just now. I was thinking that maybe a spanking, the crop, and the paddle would be enough. But guess what? You’re questioning me now, which means you obviously need to be caned. Go get it."

With his backside a bright shade of red, he obeyed. He stood, took several unsteady steps, but he didn't see any other choice. Her boy scurried to the closet, he found the cane, and he brought it back to her.

"In position," she commanded.

He pushed his elbows down against the mattress as he bent forward. She took the cane from him, used it to stroke his back, and then she struck. She aimed for his left thigh first. It bit down. A red line appeared, and she laughed. She started with another barrage, striking different spots as she punished this boy.

By now, he was trying so hard not to make any noise, but he couldn't help himself. Desperate little sounds flared onto the air as he cried out.

She struck again and again, swinging hard. Panting, she savored the strikes as they played across his skin. Excitement ran through her body, and she felt it.

As her boy whimpered and begged, she came hard. The pleasure exploded through her. He didn't have his hand or tongue between his legs, but that didn't matter.

As she finished, she tossed at the cane down onto the mattress.

"Wow," she said. "We're going to have to do that again at some point. Right now, I think I want some more. Get your head between my legs, boy."

One orgasm hadn't been enough.

After having successfully completed her Ascension Days, Emma thoroughly enjoyed being a true adult in this household. While other girls measured maturity in terms of getting to go out, abandoning their curfews, securing jobs, or something as basic as driving, Emma had a different set of ideas. As a young female supremacist, she knew this was a better world.

True maturity for a woman meant taking control of the men around her, including her hapless father.

Although he had never really been able to assert his authority over her, he had still been an adult, and she remembered what that difference in their ages and sizes had meant while she was a little girl. Only now, she had decided to watch TV and give her father a nice reminder.

He had first been busy in the kitchen, cooking or cleaning. She didn't really care which. "Come here, boy," she called out.

He had tensed up, perhaps surprised. That tone of hers didn't feel natural to him, not yet. When Morgan asserted her authority, it felt right and normal, like there couldn't be any other possibilities. But Emma? There was still that conflicting sensation. He had held her when she was a baby. In some ways, he would always see her as a child, and yet…

It didn't matter how he "saw" her because she was a woman, and he was a boy, which meant she would always be his superior.

He scurried out of the kitchen, and she sat down, crossing her legs. She wore a tight little black T-shirt and denim shorts. Her legs were on display as she crossed them. In her sandals, she wiggled her toes as she pulled out a pack of cigarettes plus her lighter.

"Kneel," she ordered, indicating the spot next to her. At the same time, she reached out and turned on the TV. She started scanning through her different options as she decided what she wished to stream.

Perhaps her father intended to say something about how he had chores to do. In this household, this could be one of the most difficult decisions for a boy to make; what was he supposed to do when two different women gave conflicting orders?

Morgan wasn't around, but Emma was, so he dropped to his knees.

"Good boy," she said with just a hint of mockery in her voice. She opened up her pack of cigarettes, took her time, and brought one to her lips. Using her lighter, she snapped a flame into existence and lifted it to the tip of her cigarette.

Her father watched, his expression neutral. For the next few seconds, she continued to scan through the different offerings. Ultimately, she settled on a teen drama with hot guys and beautiful women. She selected her favorite episode and said, "I love this one. Basically, there's a competition between the girls and boys. Guess who wins?"

"The girls," he said automatically.

Emma glanced at him. A look of irritation flashed across her face, but she inhaled, savored the rush, and breathed out slowly.

The puff of air hit her father's face while he kneeled there before his imperious daughter. After less than a second, he turned his head away, pursing his lips and closing his eyes.

"What was that?" Emma asked. The show had just barely started, but she hit the mute button.

"Nothing," he said.

"No," Emma replied. This young woman cocked her head to the side, letting her hair play along the contours of her ear. A slow smirk tugged at the corners of her mouth. "It wasn't nothing," she told him. "You turned away. What's wrong? You don't want to be my ashtray?"

"I will do whatever you want. I'm a boy, and it's my obligation to serve you, Miss."

She inhaled slowly, nodded to herself, and then she grabbed the controller again. This wasn't a good sign, he realized. She turned off the TV and said, "I think we need to have a little conversation about what it means to serve me. When I'm smoking, you know what you are?"

"I'm your father and an obedient boy," he said automatically.

This callow girl slowly shook her head from side to side. "No, that's not what I'm talking about. That might work with Mom, but I'm going to turn you into my ashtray." She nodded slowly, dipping her head down before lifting it again as she taunted him. "Hold your hands behind your back and lean forward. No flinching this time," she said with a flirtatious smile.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't meet her gaze. Even so, he still obeyed. He crossed his wrists, and he leaned forward just as she had commanded. She took another pull on her cigarette, filling her cheeks. Then she exhaled out slowly. A narrow line of silver smoke shot out from between her beautiful lips and smacked him right in the face.

"How does that feel, boy?"

"I will obey you," he said.

"Not good enough," she replied. "Keep your mouth open."

Maybe hot frustration played along his insides. If so, he did a pretty good job of hiding it. Then again, he had been married to Morgan for a very long time. But this wasn't Morgan. This wasn't his wife. This was supposed to be his little girl, and he should have been able to hold on to some semblance of dignity.

Nope.

Emma grinned at this man as he parted his lips. She took another long pull on her cigarette, and this time she leaned forward, almost like she was about to kiss him. She came closer and closer, tilted her head to the side, and she breathed out again. She pushed that smoke right up into his mouth. He could taste it at the back of his throat now, and she touched the underside of his chin, forcing him to close his mouth and hold it right there.

"One," she started to count. “Two. Three. Four. Five. Six…" After that, she let her voice trail off. It burned at the back of his throat; he wanted to cough it out so badly, especially when his eyes started watering, but Emma didn't allow that. She was having so much fun, he could see. This girl was on the verge of laughing at him. Despite the amused crinkling at the corners of her eyes, she grinned ferociously and watched.

Savoring his discomfort, she made him stay right there in that position. He couldn't breathe despite the smoke in his mouth.

"Open your mouth," she said next.

He quickly coughed out the smoke, and Emma gave him a slow shake of her head. Obviously disappointed, she asked, "Really? That's the best you can do? I guess we have to help you practice, now don't we? Open your mouth again."

As she prepared another breath of smoke for her father, Timothy obviously wanted to argue with her. Maybe he thought he could beg or plead. One glance from this beautiful girl, however, convinced him that would be a bad idea. He had already provoked her wrath. Did he really want to make it worse? Maybe he was thinking of the punishment he had recently endured up in his own bedroom with his wife…

Either way, he opened his mouth, and he prepared for this.

"Good," she said. She exhaled again slowly, blowing the smoke right in his face. It hit his eyes. It drifted up into his nostrils. Most of it, however, went right into his mouth. She touched the underside of his chin, forcing his mouth shut. "Hold it," she instructed. "You know, you should be grateful for this. I bet there are a bunch of boys who would love a chance to get close to me like this."

It didn't matter, especially since she wasn't going to let him speak. He didn't get to have an opinion, not here, not now.

"Good," she said. She took another drag off of her cigarette. Reveling in the chemical reactions, she relaxed. Of course, there was something else happening here. Not only did she get to enjoy her smoke, she could also exercise her control over this man.

"That's right, boy. You know where you belong, don't you? I get to relax up here with my legs crossed, and you stay there on the floor exactly where you belong. Why is that again?" As though she needed to think about it, she snapped her fingers and came to the only possible conclusion, "That's right! Your wife has trained you, hasn't she? And now, your little girl gets to do whatever she wants!"

His eyes narrowed as the humiliation cut through his defenses. Despite anything else he may have wanted or hoped to believe, Timothy had to drift back to that one truth: she was right. Everything she said was completely right.

She let him open his mouth, and now she grinned. "Oh, look at that. There's a lot of ash on my cigarette. That's not acceptable, now is it?"

He understood what was about to happen. He shook his head from side to side, but she ignored his silent protests, "Open your mouth."

Reluctance played across his features, but he didn't have any choice. He opened his mouth.

"Stick out your tongue," she said next.

Again, he obeyed this young woman. He stuck out his tongue, and she tapped the end of her cigarette. Sparks of glowing orange ash hit his tongue, and he tensed, flinching. His shoulders locked up, but he didn't pull away.

"There we go," she said. "That's right. This is what you are good for. This is what you have to do. When a woman gives you a command, you have to obey. I could ask you a question, but then you would have to talk, and I'm not interested in hearing what my ashtray has to say."

His eyes watered as the pain continued to play across his face. Second by second, he obviously wanted to spit out the hot ash. He wanted to run up, grab some water, and rinse out his mouth.

Too bad.

A woman had given him the command, so he had to obey. He relied on all of the training he had received from his wife. At the same time, maybe he thought about Derek, a boy who had been raised in this household and understood that men always needed to comply. Boys didn't need to think for themselves. They didn't need to resist. They could only accept the commands of their superiors.

And that's what Timothy did. No matter how young or inexperienced she may have been, she was still better than him. She was stronger and smarter. She would be the kind of girl who would always assert herself. She would take control.

Maybe those thoughts helped him as he embraced his status.

"Okay," she said. "I think I want you to stay there just like that while I watch my show."

His eyes widened.

Yes, the pain had started to fade a little bit, but the horrible taste remained. Even so, his daughter didn't seem to care. She watched her show, smoked, and occasionally blew those silver pulses right into his face.

He had to kneel there. He had to take it. This boy didn't get any other choice. There were no other options, no other alternatives.

After several more minutes of watching the show, she paused it again, grinned, and she said, "I'm almost impressed. I guess you deserve a reward, don't you?" She uncrossed her legs, leaned forward, and reached out with her free hand. She pinched his nose shut. He inhaled through his mouth. What was she doing? What was she thinking?

"Take it, boy. Take my smoke, boy!" With that, she pulled on her cigarette, filled her mouth, and then she leaned forward again, blowing right between his lips. The smoke filled his mouth, only this time she pushed his jaw up, making sure he had to hold it in place. Simultaneously, she placed her soft, petite hand over his lips. "Hold it," she instructed. "That's right. Hold it. You have to, don't you? Yeah, you do. This boy doesn't get a choice." She giggled and watched as he struggled so hard. His eyes watered. The tears were right there, straining against at the corners of his vision.

"Remember when you used to be in charge? Remember when you used to get to tell me what to do? Those days are long gone," she told him.

Timothy nodded obediently. Yes, those days were gone. And even though he couldn't speak, especially with her hand pressed against his mouth, his eyes conveyed that sense of surrender. One way or another, he would be a good boy, both for Morgan as well as his daughter. He would obey her every command.

"Very nice," she said, nodding to herself. "You're on your way to becoming an excellent ashtray!" She giggled, pulled her hand away, and he coughed desperately. As the tears streamed down the sides of his face, she grinned and told him to open his mouth again. At once, he obeyed this young woman.

Emma and Morgan sat in the front seat of the car. Emma was driving, and Timothy found himself in the back. As the two women talked, he had no choice but to sit there and wonder why he was here. Normally, when the women of the house wanted to go out, they just left him and Derek back at home. They had plenty of chores to keep them occupied. Besides, both males had been thoroughly trained, meaning that they wouldn't get into any trouble or mischief.

Of course, Timothy glanced out through the windows. He saw familiar buildings pass by, and then his stomach started to tighten as a possibility occurred to him. It seemed unlikely, especially because Morgan could be incredibly territorial. And yet…

Emma made another turn, and now he knew there was only one person in this neighborhood who they could be visiting: Natalie.

"Have you figured it out yet?" Emma asked from the driver's seat.

At first, either out of some lingering sense of defiance or maybe because he didn't want to believe or accept the truth, Timothy couldn't bring himself to answer.

"Timothy…" Morgan chided him from the passenger's seat. "Your daughter asked you a question. You want to answer, don't you?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, remembering himself. He sucked in a slow breath, and his daughter glanced at him from the front seat. Her eyes darting over to the rearview mirror, and she saw that dread as it radiated from the corners of his eyes out into the rest of his face. At the last second, he licked his lips and continued, "Miss, yes. I, I think I have figured it out."

"Well?"

"We're going to see Natalie."

Natalie. Emma's aunt.

She already knew everything about their household. In fact, Natalie was a female supremacist as well. She had come to the logical conclusion that men were inferior. Yes, boys had taken control, but only because women had messed up. Women made the mistake of treating males like equals. Then, somewhere along the way, the same boys started throwing tantrums. Consequently, women stepped aside, but that tradition would come to an end. Maybe it wouldn't happen today or tomorrow, but in the coming years and decades, women would secure more and more resources. They would take positions in business and government. They would secure their assets and ensure that the boys around them learned to be respectful.

As far as women like Morgan, Emma, and Natalie were concerned, it was a historical inevitability.

"We thought there should be someone to babysit you," Morgan said.

"Yeah, Daddy," Emma added with mock concern. "We thought you might be bored at the mall. This way, you can spend some time with someone who wants to enjoy your company. I'm sure you will have plenty of opportunities to serve. What do you think of that?"

He sucked in another breath, and his first instinct was to beg, plead, and protest. He could have said something about how they should have left him at home. Of course, if he uttered words like those, they could have been misconstrued as criticism. As a boy, it wasn't his place to comment on the decisions these women made.

Inevitably, Timothy pushed away his concerns. After all, he couldn't risk upsetting these women. "I, I will be a good and obedient boy for her."

"Yes, you will."

Only a few seconds later, their car rolled up in front of Natalie's home. Emma and Morgan got out. Timothy hesitated for a few more seconds, but he followed. He puffed out his cheeks and followed his wife and daughter up the steps to the front door. Morgan knocked, and the door swung inward almost immediately.

When he saw Natalie, his spine stiffened. At the same time, he bit down. Fear pulsed through his body.

"So, what do we have here?" Natalie asked.

"Thank you again for doing this," Morgan said as she reached out and hugged Natalie. The two women embraced. From there, Natalie turned back to her niece.

"Emma, you're getting more beautiful every single day," she said.

"Thank you, Aunt Natalie," said the young woman.

"So, what are you all going to be doing?"

"Lunch, shopping, maybe a trip to the salon," Morgan said as she wobbled her head from side to side. "Really, I think we just want to relax and have some fun."

"Thank you for taking care of my father," Emma said. She glanced back at Timothy. "I know he's supposed to be tamed or whatever, but he can be pretty disobedient sometimes."

"I'm sure we can work on that," Natalie said. "Isn't that right, boy?"

All three women turned back to him. Their gazes bored into his psyche. Again and again, he tried to force himself to speak, but the words failed to vibrate at the base of his throat. He coughed once, glanced up timidly, and tried again. "Yes, Miss. We can do whatever you want. You're in charge."

"I like it when the boys understand how things are supposed to work," she said.

"Be careful though," Emma said with more wisdom than a young woman at her age should have possessed. "Boys can be deceptive."

"I'm not lying!" Timothy called out.

The young woman chuckled, "That's exactly what I would expect a deceptive boy to say."

He opened his mouth again and thought better of trying to contradict her. Clearly, he wouldn't be able to win this argument.

"Anyway," Natalie said. "You two should have fun. I know I'm going to enjoy some time with this boy."

She reached out and grabbed him by the wrist. She pulled hard, practically yanking him through the door even as Emma and Morgan headed back to the car.

Natalie guided him to the center of her living room, she stood there, crossed her arms, and cocked her head to the side. Then she nodded to herself as she made a decision. "Yeah…Clothes on a boy should definitely be a privilege. Strip."

"But, but…"

Natalie smacked him across the face. He didn't see her hesitate, nor did he notice her beginning to raise her hand. In one instant, he was starting to speak. In the next, his vision blurred as the tears coursed along his eyes. The pain flared along his cheeks, and he couldn't speak.

"You need me to say it again?"

"No, Miss!"

"Then strip," she commanded.

Like a good boy, Timothy pulled off his shirt, pants, shoes, socks, and even his boxers. Soon, he was naked. He assumed that obedient position with his wrists crossed behind his back. And now, Natalie circled him. "Very good. You see, I'm going to be showing you off this afternoon."

"What?"

When he looked back at Natalie, he couldn't help but notice her short, pleated skirt and her white, collared top. It was cute with those quarter-sleeves and the buttons moving up along the length of her torso. Her outfit seemed to convey this contradictory sense of sensual innocence. Then his gaze locked onto her face, and she smirked. When she smiled, she revealed the edges of her teeth.

"Don't worry about that," she said. "But right now, I want to show you something."

She stepped forward, reached out, and grabbed him by his arm. She pulled one limb out from behind his back, and he didn't know what was going to happen. His muscles only tightened as his fingers and knuckles brushed along at the hem of her short skirt. Then there was the warm, soft give of her inner thighs as she parted her knees. His fingers were right there, close to her pussy.

"Touch me, boy," she instructed.

"What? Why would you want me to do that?"

"Because I like knowing that this is hard for you," she said. "Right now, you wish you'd be back at home, cooking or cleaning, doing dishes or vacuuming. Am I right?"

"I, I don't know," he said.

"That's probably the smartest thing you've said all day," Natalie commented. Her eyes shined with glee. She could tease and taunt him as much and she liked, and there was nothing he could do about it. As she spoke, she held onto his hand, and she used it like he was nothing but a toy. With her knees slightly parted, she gave him access to her pussy.

His body tensed up since Timothy probably hadn't anticipated anything like this happening. It should have been completely impossible, but his fingertips moved along her crevice. She dampened almost immediately.

At first, he kept his eyes shut until he heard that next command. "Look at me."

He lifted his eyelids.

"Smile," she ordered.

His nostrils twitched. Clearly, he didn't want to do this. Trapped between confusion and frustration, he didn't get a choice. Ultimately, he smiled as though he enjoyed this. He tried to pull away at several points, but Natalie wasn't going to release him. In fact, she shifted her weight forward, and she almost impaled herself on two of his fingers. At the same time, she continued to guide him. Pinching his palm, she forced his hand back before pushing into her again.

"Why, why are you doing this?" Timothy had to ask, his tone desperate and pleading.

"Because it feels good," she said. "What? You're not enjoying yourself? You don't like touching me?"

Timothy started to answer, only to stop himself at the last second. He saw this for the trap that it was. If he said he liked touching her, then she could use that against him. Did that count as infidelity? Would that be reason enough for Morgan to punish him again? Remembering the sting of her palm, the bite the crop, and the excruciating pain of the cane, he didn't want to get in trouble! Fear flashed through his body. But if he answered Natalie's question with a no, then he might offend her…He couldn't win!

"Poor boy. You look so scared. You look so confused and frustrated." She giggled, and that's when she started moving his hand forward and back, faster and faster. She kept her eyes locked on him, only now she lifted her chin just a tiny bit. Her bottom lip began to shiver and tremble, and she grinned as her muscles tightened. At this point, he knew he couldn't speak. If he said something, he would probably regret it.

"That's right," she said, filling the silence. She seemed to enjoy taunting him, like she could revel in his powerlessness. At some other place or time, if he had married a different woman, then he would have been able to enjoy some semblance of independence and freedom. "You're getting used, boy. You're getting used. You're getting owned. What are you right now?"

His throat tightened, but he managed to get the words out, "I’m a toy."

"Right here and now, you are my toy," she told him. Her eyes blazed with amusement. If he wanted to argue or disagree, he didn't get the chance. Oh no, she was having fun with him, and they both knew it!

"On your knees," she said next. That's when she turned around and strolled back over to the couch. She sat down, gingerly grabbed the hem of her skirt, and she grinned as he lowered himself down into another subordinate position.

"Crawl," she said and pointed to the spot right in front of her.

He hardened his lips into a pout, but then he threw himself forward, and he obeyed her command. Just as she expected, he crawled across the living room floor. At the same time, her eyes blazed with fresh delight.

He stopped a few inches away, but she smirked. "You're not done," Natalie told him. "I expect more from you. I expect so much more." As she talked to him, she revealed her teeth again. He saw those bright, shining edges.

Then she reached out, and she brushed her fingers along the back of his neck.

She tugged him forward, and she pointed him toward that spot between her legs. This time, she spread her knees, and he probably wanted to argue. He probably wanted to complain, like he thought maybe he should be able to argue with her.

Suddenly, his lips were right there.

"I, I shouldn't do this," he complained. "This isn't right."

"You're a boy. How could you possibly know what's right?" Natalie taunted him.

Timothy remained quiet. Understanding that he wasn't entitled to an opinion, he gulped and nodded.

"Lick, boy," she commanded.

His nostrils twitched, but he followed her command. Like a good, obedient boy, he slid forward. His heart kicked wildly in his chest. The adrenaline burned through his body, yet he still did precisely what she wished. He brought his mouth right up to her pussy, he parted his lips, and he stuck out his tongue. With a condescending little smirk on her face, she raised her chin and gasped.

"That's right," she said. "Lick me. Lick me because you know I’m your superior. I'm better than you. I'm smarter than you, and I deserve all of your attention. When I tell you to do something, you have to obey, don't you? You are just like a well-trained animal!"

If he wished to argue or disagree, he didn't get the chance. Instead, he served this woman. Just as she expected, he licked, gliding his tongue up and down along her opening. He worshiped her body. His tongue darted up and down. He tasted her. Natalie lay back, he felt the tension as it played through her frame. Her inner thighs tensed against his cheeks, but he still didn't stop.

"That's right show me what you can do. Show me where you belong, boy. What are you again? Yes, you're a boy. And what is a good synonym for a boy?" With his head between her legs and his eyes blocked by her skirt, he didn't get to answer. He couldn't even see her face, yet it was so easy for this young man to imagine her telltale smile. She would feel so victorious and unstoppable. Confident in her abilities as well as her status, she would savor the movements of his tongue, up and down, again and again.

As he licked and served her, he tried to think of something he might be able to do or say. There had to be some way for Timothy to reclaim some small iota of independence or freedom, right? Yes, he had been with Morgan for a long time, and she had trained him, but most of their games were private.

With a woman like Natalie, he wished he could retain some semblance of traditional masculinity.

Then he almost chided himself. Traditional masculinity? Really? He was a boy. He had been taught to understand his place and his instinctive and natural inferiority. As a boy, he shouldn't have questioned anything these women did or said. They all outranked him. They were all superior to him.

Those thoughts flashed through his head as he licked.

"I'm almost there," she said to him. "I'm almost ready. Yes. Keep licking. Just like that. Use your tongue. You're a boy, and there's no reason for you to think for yourself. Just keep licking. Show me what you can do. That's right. Keep going. Lick. Faster. Yes!" Her body tensed, and she finally shoved him back as she squealed with excitement. The ecstasy flared through her body, and he stumbled back, landing on his buttocks.

"Not bad," she said, nodding to herself. "I'm almost impressed."

He glanced over at her, but he didn't know what to say.

"Come here," she beckoned him forward.

"Use this," she said, pulling out a lighter.

His eyes widened. He understood what was about to happen.

"No," he said with a frightened little shake of his head. "Not that."

Silencing him, she lifted one foot and braced against his shoulder. "Are you really going to try to tell me what to do, Timothy? You think that's a smart idea?" Right away, he needed to say something, only she kept talking! He would only compound his mistake by interrupting her. "Think about it. Really think about it. Should you interrupt a woman when she's talking?"

A little bit smarter now, he shook his head from side to side without speaking. She still had her foot braced against that spot near his neck. It was an effective reminder of his status and his inferiority.

"Good boy," she said. "Now, Emma told me how much fun she had using you as an ashtray. Let's see if she was right."

Casually, she pulled out a cigarette and held it up. That small, white tube was pressed between her fingertips as she lifted it out. He had the lighter, and he looked down at it. Part of him didn't comprehend what was going on. Another part of him understood perfectly well that she intended to make him participate.

Gripping the lighter tightly, he flicked on the rounded edge, and the flames sparked to life. Tentatively, he reached out, and he held that small fire up to the edge of her cigarette.

"Emma was right. You're good at this," she said.

Timothy had no idea whether or not that was true. Ultimately, it didn't matter one way or the other. If she gave him a command, then he had to obey. If she gave him a complement, then it may as well have been true.

"Do you like being of service to me?" Natalie asked.

His eyes narrowed, and he wanted to be honest. Unlike his son, Derek, Timothy hadn't been raised in a household of female supremacists. He could still remember what it was like to feel independent and free. But now, he watched as Natalie waited for his response. With a knowing, condescending smirk, she brought the end of her cigarette up to her beautiful lips, she tightened her mouth around those soft contours, and she inhaled, filling her mouth.

This time, when she was ready to exhale, she breathed out. Her lips tightened, and it almost looked like she was going to play a musical instrument. The narrow line of silvery smoke cut across the air and off to the side.

"Yes, Miss," he finally said. When she didn't acknowledge his response, he continued, "I'm grateful to be of service to you." His nakedness supported his need to serve her. At the same time, however, Timothy understood something else. As he kneeled there before her, naked and with the aroma of smoke filling his nostrils, it was harder for him here.

With Morgan, or even Emma, he felt as though he had been thoroughly conditioned. Perhaps some part of him didn't like the idea that a young woman could boss him around, but Morgan had been training him for years.

But with Natalie, things were completely different.

"Interesting," she said. "I did enjoy having you service me." Her eyes sparkled and shined. It was obvious she meant something else, but he didn't dare comment. "Right now, let's see how else you can be useful. Let's test Emma's theories. Shall we?"

That's when she reached out and pinched his nose. It was an easy, casual motion. Suddenly, he couldn't breathe through his nostrils, so he opened his mouth without even thinking about it.

She straightened her back, inhaled deeply, savored the buzz of smoking, and exhaled again. Her lips tightened. She looked like she was about to play a flute, only this time the line of silvery smoke didn't go off to the side or up into the air.

She exhaled into his mouth.

Although she aimed for his opening, the tendrils of smoke lifted up both into his mouth and nostrils. He inhaled it. At the same time, Natalie smirked.

"Not bad," she said. "Let's try that again." Only now, she glanced down at her cigarette. "But you know, I think I need to get rid of some of this action. Open your mouth and stick out your tongue."

"Please, please, don't do this."

Rather than answer his plea with a statement, she used a question, "What are you?"

With the taste of her smoke still vibrant at the back of his throat, he bit down and said, "I’m a boy."

"Yes," she agreed. "You are a boy, and that means you must obey. You must do whatever you are told. And what am I?"

His nostrils flared, his lips hardened into a frown, and she giggled at that the mix of frustration and chagrin. Clearly, there was a lot more he wanted to say, yet Morgan had done an excellent job with this boy. He knew better than to defy this woman. Maybe Natalie wasn't his daughter or his wife, yet it hardly mattered. She was a female; females were superior.

As he had been taught, he knew that females deserved to reign supreme.

"This is really challenging for you, isn't it?" Natalie asked. Again, her eyes glimmered with that amusement. "Poor boy. I bet it's a lot easier at home. When you go home with your wife, your daughter, and your son, you can forget about everything else, can't you? But here, or just with me, you don't really understand, do you? What was that? Some kind of psychological defense mechanism? Maybe part of you doesn't really view your home life as 'real'?"

"I don't know, Miss."

"Exactly the kind of answer I’d expect from a boy. And since you can't stimulate me with an intellectual conversation, stick out your tongue." Her tone tightened. She sounded strict, like she wouldn't tolerate his hesitation or disobedience any longer.

Hearing a woman speak like that forced him to obey, so he stuck out his tongue. He braced himself for the stinging ash. Unfortunately, he didn't have to wait long. Natalie jerked her hand out, and she tapped the tip of her cigarette. The dark, bitter ash hit his tongue as this beautiful woman smiled at him. "There we go," she cooed. "That's right. You want to make yourself useful, don't you? You know, some of my friends and I have been talking about this. We have been wondering whether or not a boy like you was simply made to serve."

With his tongue out and flat, Timothy couldn't answer, and she knew it.

"That's right. You don't have to say anything. I mean, you're a boy. It's not like you have any opinions worth sharing. But hey, at this rate, I guess I won't have to punish you." The corners of her eyes crinkled with another thought. "Or maybe I will? I guess that depends on how you behave."

That depends on how you behave. Those words echoed inside of his head, and he couldn't help but think of his babysitters and teachers from when he was a child. Timothy was a fully grown adult, yet these women around him had no problem talking down to him. Yes, they acknowledged that he was a man, but that still put him on the same level as children and animals. Perhaps he could be taught or trained, but he would never, ever be respected. He would never be allowed to think of himself as an equal.

As a condescending smirk curved along her lips, she nodded to herself. "Oh, look at that. I have some more." She tapped the end of her cigarette again, spreading fresh ash along his tongue. He tried to ignore the snap of pain as the hot ash burned his tongue. Despite those discomforts, his eyes kept drifting back toward Natalie. Yes, he was in love with Morgan and ultimately loyal to his wife, but some instinct still prompted him to study this young woman.

Natalie was beautiful.

Maybe it was the contours of her breasts, the curve of her nose, or at the contours of her cheeks. It could have been something else entirely, like it was simply the sound of her voice or the knowledge that she was a woman. When he saw her, something inside of him tightened, like he knew he had to make himself smaller in order to make room to obey her. It was physical and psychological, primal and trained all at the same time.

Then the doorbell chimed. His brows creased, and he started to turn his head, only to stop himself. Timothy knew better than ignoring her.

Unfortunately, he lost focus for a few seconds, so he hardly saw her lift her hand. She brought the cigarette tip down against his tongue. This time, his fingers shoved down into the palms of his hands. As a boy, he endured pain, but the burning exploded along that damp appendage to the back of his throat, and up straight into his brain. His eyes watered, and she just grinned while she rotated the cigarette from one side to the other.

She discarded the cigarette, rose to her feet, and ignored the naked man on his knees.

Immediately, he ducked down behind the couch. Someone was obviously visiting her. It was probably just a delivery or something, but Timothy didn't want to be seen!

"Mother," Natalie said with just a hint of feigned surprise in her voice. "It's a pleasure to see you."

Mother? Emma's grandmother.

Timothy had encountered Margaret at several family gatherings, but he had never been in a position like this. All at once, the burn along his tongue seemed to fade away as he held his breath. Although he could still taste the smoke at the back of his throat, he didn't care about that.

He didn't want this matronly woman to see him. He didn't want her to understand what was really going on.

"Won't you come in?"

"I was just in the neighborhood, so I thought I would stop by. Are you sure that's okay?"

"Absolutely," Natalie said. "I was just working on training a boy."

"Training a boy?" asked Emma's grandmother. As he clenched his eyes, Timothy thought of her name: Margaret. He thought of her dark hair and those strands of silvery gray. She was an older woman, obviously, but she still looked quite fit. She was someone who had aged incredibly well.

"I'm sorry," Natalie said as though she had forgotten some important detail. "I didn't want to be rude. You know Timothy, don't you?" She knew they had met before, and yet she still wanted to draw this out as much is possible. Worse, she intended to make it sound normal or average, like this wasn't extraordinary.

"Timothy? Morgan's husband?"

He remained on his stomach, hidden away. He desperately hoped that Natalie wouldn't do this. She had already used him as a human ashtray! She had forced him to pleasure her. Wasn't that good enough?

In theory, Timothy was supposed to recognize his inferiority to all women, young and old. As a father, that had always been an awkward and difficult question. On the one hand, he couldn't be utterly subordinate to a toddler or a kindergartner when Emma was little, but she had grown up. There had always been that question of how and when she would be able to assert herself. That question had recently been settled, but what about the rest of the women of the world?

When he was out with Morgan, obviously, he deferred to her. Not only that, he could behave like an obedient boy for her. But then there were those moments when he would go out shopping, and other women would treat him with something approaching respect. He did his best to remain deferential. He stepped out of the way and yielded as much as possible. But still, it was different.

This was Natalie. This was Margaret.

He didn't live with either of these women. In fact, Margaret didn't even seem to know about his subjugation. His breath came cold and fast between his teeth as he panted while simultaneously fighting hard to remain silent.

"Yes, he's here. Apparently, Morgan and Emma wanted to go hang out at the mall for a little while, so they dropped him off to spend some time with me."

"He couldn't just stay at home?"

"Do you mind if I share something special with you?"

Timothy tightened up again. He didn't try to do anything, yet his body locked up. His muscles clenched, and he froze in place. Unable to think, unable to move, he knew he had to simply wait and listen as this played out. That helpless frustration grated against his psyche, but there was nothing he could do!

Without trying, he came to the obvious conclusion; he was just a boy, so he had to wait. One way or another, the women would settle this. He had no control. He simply had to wait.

"Okay," Margaret said with a hint of uncertainty.

"Timothy, present yourself," Natalie called out.

Those words beat against to the air, they vibrated through his body, and he knew that if he thought about this, he would make a stupid mistake. He would hesitate. He would try to assert himself as a person. None of that would be allowed, so he didn't think. As he had done with his wife and his little girl, he jumped to his feet. He found himself standing there. He raised his chin, rolled his shoulders back, stiffened his spine, and crossed his wrists. He was on display, and he stared ahead into the middle distance, as though none of this mattered because he was just a boy, and he had to do as he was told.

"Timothy?" Margaret asked.

He had always been respectful when it came to this woman. She was female, so he had to be deferential. And yet, he was now naked.

"Why don't you go ahead and have a seat?" Natalie asked.

"Why is he naked?"

"I will explain everything," Natalie said. Somewhere deep down, perhaps he hoped she would start to get nervous or uncomfortable with this situation.

At first, Timothy managed to keep his gaze in some random, neutral direction. Yes, he faced abusive women, but he didn't dare make eye contact. This was respectful, but it also allowed him to try to hide as much as humanly possible while also naked and on display.

"Let's go ahead and sit down," Natalie suggested. The two women positioned themselves on the couch, and Timothy tried not to notice, but one detail was inescapable: Margaret kept glancing in his direction. She was studying him. And maybe, just maybe, she seemed to enjoy the view.

A shiver of embarrassment ran down his spine. He was on display, and he knew it. Simultaneously, he was fully aware of the fact that he couldn't stop this. No, he wasn't chained down or restrained, yet that hardly mattered.

"Have you ever heard a female supremacy?"

"No…" Margaret said.

"Basically, it is the idea and the ideology that women are superior to men."

"That sounds…" Margaret started, her voice trailing off. After a few more seconds, she managed to finish the idea, "Interesting." Clearly, she was doing her best to be diplomatic even as she struggled to understand what all of this meant.

Natalie leaned over, took this woman by her hands, and she looked into her eyes. "This isn’t just interesting. This is a new way of life. I would like you to watch something. Is that okay?"

"Sure," Margaret said without any real conviction on her part.

Natalie turned her head, flashed a wicked smile, and said, "Kneel."

He lowered himself down onto his knees. He did this without question or hesitation. Actually, this command was easier to follow. More difficult orders were coming.

"Crawl over to the front door, touch it with the tip of your nose, and then come back."

He tensed for just a second, yet he obeyed again. At least this didn't really require any kind of thinking. Instead, he moved automatically, scurrying along on his knuckles and knees as the two women watched. He heard giggles; he couldn't tell whether they came from Natalie, Margaret, or both women.

He went to the front door, he touched it with the tip of his nose, and then he turned around. He crawled back to that spot before these females.

"He really will do anything you say, won't he?"

"He will."

"But doesn't this feel wrong? I mean, he's a man. Don't you want to respect him?"

Natalie chuckled. It was a sultry, amused sound. "No, not at all," she said simply. She made it sound like there were no other possibilities, not when one really considered all of this. "If you stop and think about it, you're going to see that men need to be owned. They need to be trained. Just look around at the rest of the world. There are so many problems. Men are shortsighted. They get angry and aggressive. They focus on the stupid goals, and they never really think about what's going to happen next. Women deserve to be in charge."

Timothy pressed his lips together. Although he did his best to maintain a neutral expression, he anticipated that moment when Margaret would shake her head. She was from another generation. There was absolutely no way she would accept an idea like this.

"Actually, it makes sense," Margaret said.

The color drained away from his cheeks, and he jerked his head up. For one moment, he made eye contact with her, and he tried to read her thoughts. He couldn't do it, and now Natalie glanced back at him. He returned his attention to the middle distance even as Margaret seemed to talk through the possibilities. "To be honest, I sort of suspected there was something like this going on with Morgan and Timothy. He wasn't like some of the other men I have encountered."

"Oh?" Natalie asked as if she didn't already know exactly what this woman meant.

"He was so polite. Thinking back, I guess when I looked at him, I could tell that there was something special going on between him and Morgan. I just figured that he was a different kind of man."

"She trained him," Natalie said.

"That sounds amazing," Margaret replied. Only then she blinked, like she was surprised by the words that just jumped out of her mouth.

"It is. We can do whatever we want with him. First, there are the most obvious aspects. He cooks and cleans. He takes care of all of the housework."

"That sounds incredible."

"And of course, he will follow every command, from crawling to stripping. You can even use him as a human ashtray." Natalie smiled, lowered her voice, and then she said, "You can even force him to service you."

"Really? Morgan allows that?"

Morgan allows that? This was the question she wanted to ask! Part of him could hardly believe it. Already, Margaret had stopped seeing him as an independent person. Instead, she viewed him like he was Morgan's property. In so many ways, he was, but he wasn't used to hearing other people talk about him like this.

"I already used him once today. Would you like to try?"

"I couldn't," Margaret replied automatically.

Both Timothy and Natalie, however, heard that little tickle of interest vibrating through her voice.

He closed his eyes and desperately hoped he wouldn't have to go down on this woman. After all, he was supposed to be loyal to Morgan. At the same time, Natalie and Morgan must have talked about this. His heart kicked faster, and Natalie cocked her head to the side. "If you really stop and think about it, he's basically just a toy. There's no reason not to let him service you."

Margaret pressed her lips together into a line. "This isn't what I was expecting when I decided to stop by," she said with a little giggle.

"You only live once," Natalie prodded.

"Okay."

"And look at that. You decided to wear a dress today. It's almost like you knew," Natalie replied. "Now, just remember that you can make him do whatever you want. It's not like back in the day when guys would get squeamish about licking. He knows his place. He knows he has to serve and obey every single command. Isn't that right, boy?"

"Boy," Margaret echoed as though she really enjoyed that single syllable.

"We always find it to be helpful to remind these males of where they really belong. In a hierarchy of society, women are on top, followed by adolescent girls, little girls, men, and then boys." Her eyes twinkled as she made that comment.

"Am I really going to do this in front of you?"

"I can give you some privacy if you like," Natalie said. "But really, he's going to do whatever you want. You should be proud of this. You should be able to relax and enjoy yourself because you deserve to have some fun with him."

Margaret had stood up, and now she lifted her skirt. Very modestly, she pulled down her panties. She dropped them onto the carpet, she spread her legs, and then she finally made eye contact with him. Surprising everyone in that room, she said, "Come here." Her voice lacked the easy confidence that Morgan or Natalie could have wielded, but she still issued the order.

He crawled forward. He closed his eyes. Soon, he had his lips pressed against her. Yes, she was already wet. It had only been a few minutes, but that hardly mattered. Perhaps, deep down, she had always held onto these fantasies. They could have remained unacknowledged and unspoken, yet that didn't matter, not here, not now.

"Tell him to start," Natalie suggested.

"Start," Margaret commanded.

This time, he couldn't mistake the authority in her voice as he started to lick. He moved his tongue up and down, again and again, just as she desired. In other relationships, men could have argued or said no. Here and now, that didn't apply. He was a boy, and he would be used however these women wished...

"Timothy, go into the bedroom and stay there until I come to you," Morgan commanded.

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. He didn't turn back, and he didn't look at his son.

Now Derek was there alone in the middle of the living room.

"Strip," Emma ordered.

Yes, she was younger than her brother, but that hardly mattered. By the grace of her gender, she was his superior, so she had every right to issue this order.

Derek obeyed. He pulled off his shirt, his pants, shoes and socks. Maybe he hesitated for a moment when he got down to his boxers, but he understood how this worked.

"Now," Emma said. "I have been thinking about you, Derek. I was considering whether or not I wanted to keep you for myself as a slave. I thought there would be something kind of sweet about it, you know? Like we grew up together, so you could just be my servant forever."

Because he had no choice, he said, "Yes, Miss." If he objected, he kept those thoughts to himself.

"But then I was thinking about Alicia. She likes you. She likes you a lot, and so there's a question of whether or not we should just marry you off to her." Morgan leaned forward. "Personally, I think that would be a great idea, but there's really just one big question. Can she handle you? When it comes to training you and owning you and giving you the discipline you need, would she be up to the task?"

That's when the front door opened. No one knocked and the bell didn't chime either.

Alicia.

He lifted his head and saw the young woman standing there. He didn't know how to read her expression or her body language. She seemed to be at ease, but there was something about the stiffness in her shoulders, like she wanted to make sure she could perform here. After all, he started to put the pieces together.

"Think of this as a little test," Morgan said. "We want to make sure she will be able to tame you."

"But, but I am tame," Derek said.

Neither Morgan nor Emma said anything. Alicia, however, strode forward. She walked toward this boy, stood in front of him, and he met her gaze. This was a mistake because her hand flew up, and she struck him across the face. Hard. With that slap, he stumbled back. "Did I say you could look at me?"

"No…" Derek said.

"And did I say get out of position?" Alicia asked.

"No, Miss!" Derek called out louder than he expected.

Apparently, that still wasn't good enough. She brought up her left hand and struck him across the face again. The heat played along his flesh. The stinging didn't go away, but then she reached up, grabbed him by the back of his neck, and shoved. His knees bent and buckled. He fell forward.

"Ladies," Alicia said, "I want to show you that I am going to be able to give this boy the discipline and punishment he deserves. Whether I simply need to make him suffer to remind him of his place or punish him for some indiscretion, I can do it." This young woman carefully enunciated each word, as though she had silently repeated and rehearsed these phrases again and again. She had known what it might take, and now she grinned down at the kneeling boy.

"Can I use a paddle?"

Eager to see her friend succeed, Emma grabbed one and held it out.

Alicia took it, lifted it, and smacked it hard against the palm of her hand. Since she had struck herself, the pain was muted. Derek wouldn't get that same advantage.

She snapped her fingers and barked, "On your hands and knees. Face down. Ass up, boy."

Determined to impress these women, Alicia strode forward as the boy trembled and obeyed. "What you think of that? What you think of becoming my property?" Alicia asked. "Because if I can get their permission, then I'm going to own you."

"I, I will do my best to be a good boy for you," he said.

"Your voice is shaking. You sound scared. Good."

Emma and Morgan glanced back at one another, obviously impressed. By this point, however, Alicia didn't even notice. This was authentic and performative, true to the person she was supposed to be but also a demonstration of her capabilities. Neither Morgan nor Emma tried to stop her.

The paddle flew down hard, striking. There was an explosion of sound. It burst through the air as she connected once, twice, three times. She paddled, swinging her arm as hard as she could. Vibrant red played along his naked flesh. He cried out. He gasped, moaning as the pain ripped its way through his body and along his nerves.

His toes curled, he shoved his elbows down, but he mostly stayed in place.

"Don't move," Alicia snarled.

The boy obeyed as best he could.

By now, his buttocks were a bright shade of crimson.

"Oh, and I have another visitor," Alicia said. She kept her hands around her mouth. "You can come in now!"

Another woman with dark hair appeared in the doorway.

Although Derek didn't dare move, he still heard the footsteps. He could hear their voices.

"This is quite an event," said Tanya, Alicia's mother. "When she first started telling me about it, I didn't believe her. But yes. It's really happening, isn't it?"

Why was she here?

Then Derek figured it out. Alicia wanted to show the other women that her mother could be an excellent in-law. Together, the two families could be joined. In doing so, female supremacy would spread. Little by little, it would move out into the rest of society.

Was this happening all across the country? All across the world? Were there groups of women coming together and uniting as they trained and taught one another? After all, this would be a learning experience, not just for Alicia, but Tanya as well.

The women embraced, hugging one another. They chatted for a few seconds, and now Alicia cleared her throat. "Can I resume?"

"You don't have to do that. You don't have to do that at all," Derek wanted to say. The words were right there at the back of his throat. They buzzed along the tip of his tongue and at the edges of his teeth, yet he was still a boy, and he had been trained. He understood that he wasn't supposed to utter a sound, not here, not now, not while women were talking.

"Can I continue?" Alicia wanted to know.

The boy froze up again, locked in place by his own sense of indecision and obedience. He concentrated on that one mantra: obey. Again and again, he told himself to stay quiet, to wait and obey. He would do whatever they said.

For the moment, that meant he simply had to endure.

Alicia crouched down beside him, and she brushed her fingers along his naked back, then down toward his buttocks. "Derek, I want you. I want you to be my boy. I want to know that I can come home to you every day and own you however I want. That's going to start with this paddle. It's going to end with something else." Her eyes twinkled mischievously as she considered the possibilities.

He didn't know what she had planned. He couldn't.

And then, it hardly seemed to matter to this boy. The paddle flew down again and again as she struck hard. She channeled all of her vicious energy. She did this for him because he needed it; she did it for herself because she wanted to!

The pain tore through his defenses, making it impossible for this boy to think of anything except enduring. He took one blow after another until she finished.

And then he heard a strange noise. It sounded like it was coming from far away.

Then he recognized the sounds for what they were: applause. The three women watching this were clapping for Alicia! As far as they were concerned, she had done an excellent job, so she deserved this.

"I think my boy is starting to learn," she said. "But we can do better. Can't we, Derek?"

The young man had to answer. His mouth moved automatically, "Yes,." He turned his head. Perhaps this was a mistake. Maybe he would have been able to brace himself. Yes, he could hear the sounds of shifting fabrics as she pulled off her shorts and put on something else. If he had looked, he would have spotted the little black pair of panties. No, they weren't panties, not exactly. This was a harness. Then she slid the toy into place, she took out the lubricant, and she squirted it onto her fingertips.

On some level, perhaps he knew he should look. But he was scared. He didn't want to see what was going to happen.

Finally, at the last second, he tilted his head to the side, and he saw this girl approach. She strode forward with that same easy confidence from before. Only now, there was a slender shaft emerging from her legs. He didn't know what it was, not exactly, not at first. Then he remembered something he had seen online. His throat tightened, and she lowered herself down between his legs.

She had a dildo! She was wearing it in a harness, and she was going to use it on him! As he put all of those pieces together, he had no choice but to remain there on his hands and knees with his face down and ass up as she came up behind him.

She touched of the tip of her toy to his opening.

With a ferocious grin on her face, she shoved down. Without trying, he clenched. He didn't really want to do this. He didn't want to fight her. After all, he had been trained. He understood that he was a boy, so he needed to comply.

Despite his best efforts, she pushed down, and she had no problem. Maybe there was a little bit of friction, but she didn't mind. Grinning wickedly, she pumped into him, thrusting slow and steady at first.

The other ladies clapped. Yes, they were clapping! They were applauding because they thought this was amazing!

She grabbed him by his hair just above the nape of his neck. She jerked his head up, and she called out, "Mine! Right here, right now, I want you to know the truth, Derek! You are going to be mine! You are going to belong to me, and I will do whatever I want with you because I'm a woman, and you're just a boy. Say it."

"You're a woman, and I'm just a boy!"

"What do boys need to do?"

"Boys, boys need to obey!" Derek cried out even as she slammed into him, thrusting forward and pulling back. She taunted him with every second of stimulation.

Not only that, they could hear it in her voice. Something else was happening, something different, something unique, something special.

While these women watched, she came closer and closer to release. Her breathing quickened, and it was obvious she wouldn't be able to hold out for much longer.

Finally, her body tensed, and she cried out, practically screaming at the top of her lungs.

When she finished, she jerked back. She turned slowly, and she faced her audience.

Morgan, Tanya, and Emma jumped up to their feet, applauding. None of the official plans had been made yet, but Derek could already guess what these women would decide. Maybe it wouldn't happen today or tomorrow, but he was about to get owned by this beautiful girl. From now on, he would be hers.

The End
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My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions.

My favorite games:

Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same.

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control.

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

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.

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com.
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Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email.


Other Works by Anna Ritter

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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