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Lower Ambitions

They were still home and on their break. Soon enough, they’d have to go back to school. Then she’d be alone with Isaac. In the meantime, she could continue her work here at home…both his and hers. Their families had changed. The women had learned what they could accomplish, all thanks to Hannah (Isaac was also there, but he was a boy so his contributions didn’t really count).

“What are we doing here?” Isaac asked when she held his hand and brought him to his front door.

“We should spend more time with your father.”

“What? Why?” Isaac asked.

She slapped him across the face, jerking his head back.

“I’m sorry!” Isaac called out.

“How many weeks do you want to spend in chastity, slave?”

“I’ll be good,” he promised.

“Yes,” she agreed, her tone cold despite the smile curving along her pretty face. “You will.”

Hannah had always carried a unique and intellectual spark inside her, but college had brought out something truly special in this girl. That spark had grown into something fierce and incandescent. She had arrived on campus with a quiet confidence, yet within months she had transformed into someone who felt the world unfolding before her like a map she had every intention of conquering.

That was the point. Their school existed to foster female supremacy.

She had been an ambitious young feminist whose beliefs had guided her through each decision, each lecture, and each late-night debate in the dorm common room. She had wanted to contribute something meaningful to the world, and she had believed she could. That belief had made her unstoppable.

But now, “conquering” had become more literal.

Hannah had grown up hearing about ceilings that women struggled to break, but once she had stepped into her first political science seminar, she had felt that ceiling crack. Each professor who challenged her, each student who pushed against her arguments, had thrilled her. She had loved learning with a kind of hunger that surprised even her. When other students complained about the reading load, she had felt energized by it. When others dreaded exams, she had treated them like opportunities to prove herself. Her ambition had not been a quiet thing. It had been a flame that burned hotter with every piece of knowledge she absorbed.

This girl was evolving. Like so many of her classmates, Hannah could feel herself grow and adapt to a new perspective even as the boys around her surrendered.

She had devoured classes in law, economics, philosophy, and gender studies. These subjects had not simply interested her. They had called to her with a promise: power came from understanding the structures of the world, and she intended to understand them completely. Hannah would own them. She would subjugate the boys around her.

She had spent nights outlining arguments, revising essays, and imagining the future with a clarity that seemed to sharpen each time she wrote another paper. She had not been afraid of big goals. She had wanted to be a lawyer or a CEO, and she had believed she could shape the world in either role. To her, both paths had led toward influence, and influence had mattered more than anything.

With each day, Hannah had walked across campus with her head high and her pace quick, as if she couldn’t wait to get to the next moment in which she would learn something new or accomplish something else. She had thrown herself into student government because she had wanted to practice leadership. She had joined voluntary debates because she had wanted to sharpen her mind.

Despite her youth and inexperience, Hannah had pushed her way into advanced seminars normally filled with juniors and seniors because she had believed she belonged there. Each step she had taken reinforced her sense that the world was opening to her, welcoming her, almost daring her to push harder.

Her feminism had been the start, but now she became a female supremacist.

Women deserved more than just equality. They had the right to conquer and rule. This new ideology had shaped her sense of purpose. She had believed that women should take up space unapologetically, and she had done so with intention. When she had raised her hand in class, she had done it with confidence. When she disagreed with someone, she had spoken with precision and passion. She had not wanted to overshadow her female classmates, but she had refused to shrink. That refusal had become part of her identity. She had felt that every time she asserted herself, she honored the women who came before her and strengthened the path for those who would come after.

This belief had also fed her hunger for power. She no longer saw power as something corrupting or selfish. She now saw it as a tool that could shape society. She had believed that if good people did not hold power, then those with worse intentions certainly would. She had wanted a seat at the table where decisions were made, not because she craved status for its own sake, but because she had felt that influence was essential to creating real change. Yet she had also been honest with herself.

Owning Isaac had changed everything. By now, she enjoyed the idea of power. It exhilarated her. The image of herself as a lawyer, commanding attention in a courtroom, had thrilled her. The idea of herself as a CEO, directing a company with clarity and ambition, had excited her even more.

Her friends often teased her for her restlessness. They had watched her bounce from class meeting to meeting with the energy of someone who had been fueled by ambition alone. Hannah had laughed with them, but she had not slowed down. She had felt like she was racing toward something important, and she had feared losing momentum. Her ambition had not isolated her, though. People had been drawn to her enthusiasm. They had admired her drive and her sense of direction. She made others believe that change was possible simply because she acted as though it already was.

Despite her confidence, she still wasn’t arrogant (unless it came to Isaac, in which case that didn’t count because he was her property now). Hannah liked to believe she had always been self-aware, thoughtful, and deeply committed to learning. She had known that she still had much to understand about the world. That awareness had made her hungry. She had devoured books, recorded lectures, and articles with a kind of reverence. She had believed she had been standing at the edge of a vast world filled with ideas, systems, and histories that demanded exploration. Every discovery had made her feel more alive.

There had been moments, late at night, when she had paused and realized how profoundly her life had changed. Before college, her world had been small, shaped by family, school, and routine. After entering college, she had felt as if the horizon had stretched open, offering her possibilities she had never imagined. She had felt almost dizzy with excitement when she thought about her future. Unstoppable was the word she had used…sometimes jokingly, sometimes seriously. She had believed that nothing could hold her back. She had believed that she had been born to rise.

Nothing could hold the women of the world back, especially now.

Hannah’s newfound ambition wasn’t some ephemeral or fleeting phase. It was a grounded, burning certainty within her. She had envisioned a life in which she wielded influence and used it wisely. She had pictured herself shaping policy or steering a major organization. She had imagined herself changing the world in ways that would ripple long after she left any position. That belief had guided her every step. She had not known exactly where she would end up, but she had known she would not settle for anything less than a position of impact.

In everything she had done, Hannah had embodied momentum, purpose, and unapologetic ambition. And now, she intended to cement this certainty in Issac’s childhood home.

She thought of his father.

She thought of that older man who was supposed to get respect by default.

Hannah thought of how she had just casually slapped Isaac across his face. She glared back at this young man. He was her chastity slave, her pet, her smoking toy, and so much more. She had used him as an ashtray…

“When we go in there, what do you think is going to happen?” Hannah had reached for the doorknob, brushing her fingers along the handle before pausing, stopping and looking back at her slave.

Her slave…Hannah had to love the fact that that phrase wasn’t hyperbole. It was genuine, real, and utterly inescapable for him.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Guess,” she commanded.

Her slave bit down, locking his jaw. His lips hardened and he stared at her for just a few fractions of a second before dropping his gaze down to the concrete steps. Isaac drew in a slow breath as he thought about this.

As she watched him, Hannah had to wonder whether or not he was going to try to defy her. That happened occasionally. For the most part, she had broken him and tamed him back at school, especially since he was always wearing his chastity cage. Unless she specifically wished to ride him and use him, he had to feel the weight of that obligation. He had to sense the contours of the device and remember that he was thoroughly owned.

“Do you want to take me back into my bedroom so you can use me? Maybe you want to enjoy another cigarette?”

“I’m definitely going to smoke,” she said. “But I’m not really interested in toying with you right now.”

“Do you want to take a nap?”

“No,” she replied. “Try  again.”

Isaac hated this game. That much was obvious. Then again, he could still feel the heat along his cheek from that spot where she had struck. Granted, that was nowhere near the most intense pain he had experienced by her hand, but it was the most recent. For that reason alone, he would be good. He would behave.

“You’re hungry? Would you like me to make you something to eat? Or I can go pick up something for you?” At that point, Isaac almost sounded hopeful. He was probably thinking about what a few minutes of freedom would mean, especially if he was allowed to wander around.

In this household as well as her own, Hannah was a woman, which meant she was in charge. Even if everything was changing here, he could still go out into the regular world and pretend that this new idea wasn’t sweeping across society. As a college student, he understood what it was like to grow up in a world where the trend shifted from week to week, day-to-day, or even by the hour. But now, he had never watched something shift all across society so totally. When he had grown up, there had been misogynist and sexist feminists and social justice activists. But now, he looked back at that beautiful girl, and he thought about how they had gone to school together.

She had been the smart one, the ambitious one, the girl who wanted to go change the world. Isaac could always believe she would be able to do it. After all, she had maintained her incredible GPA.

But now, Hannah watched him, and she could see his confusion. “I guess you could say I’m hungry, but I’m not interested in food,” she told him.

At that instant, he started to figure it out. “You want to play with me,” he said.

“Not you,” she said. “But you are going to get to watch.” That was when she casually lifted her hand and brushed her fingers down along the side of his cheek. She pressed a little harder, scratching her nails over his skin.

“Not me?” Isaac asked.

“No,” she practically purred. “I’m thinking about someone else. I’m thinking about someone who hasn’t gotten nearly enough attention yet, especially considering everything you boys need to learn and understand.” She smirked. She shook her head. “This is about more than learning. You need to feel it in the deepest recesses of your psyche. You need to feel it deep down at the very core if your being. It needs to be something that you carry with you wherever you go. Even if you’re not thinking about it, you need to understand that it’s always there. Do you know what that is? Can you guess, Isaac?”

He dared to glance up and to look into her eyes.

Hannah‘s gaze blazed. She was watching him with this incandescent hunger. She studied him with that intense thirst, like she knew exactly what she needed, but she was just waiting for him to figure it out.

“Mistress, you want me to feel subjugated at all times.” That was the kind of answer he would have given back at school.

She grabbed him and she kissed him. She had her hand on the back of his skull. She forced his head to the side, and there was no question about who was in control here.

Hannah let go, he stumbled back, and her hand shot out as she grabbed him by his wrist. Then she pulled him through his front door.

There she found her real target.

“Hello, Isaac’s Dad,” she said. Superficially, there was something immature and almost childish about the way she addressed him. She almost sounded like some little kid meeting the parent of a friend for the first time.

Isaac’s father, Timothy (Tim) was seated there in the living room. He had his tablet out, and he was looking down at an article. But now his head jerked up.

Like Isaac himself, his father had started to see how things could change. He had watched as this girl invaded and altered the basic foundation of how his home operated. Her ideas had infected his wife, as well as his daughter, not to mention his son. Maybe he believed that it was Isaac‘s fault; after all, he had chosen to go to that college.

But now this girl was right there.

“On your knees,” she said to Isaac.

Immediately, the chastity slave fell forward. He dropped down, and now she walked over to her new target. “Hello,” she said.

She reached out, and she stroked his cheek just as she had done with Isaac outside. But now, she was focused on this older man.

He swallowed.

Of course, he didn’t want to have that kind of gut reaction. As far as he was concerned, there was this adolescent girl standing above him. Consequently, he was supposed to be able to stand up, look into her eyes, and demand to know what she was doing.

But she was beautiful. She was powerful.

On some level, Isaac’s father was just like so many of the other men out in the world. Deep down, they yearned for female attention. They just couldn’t help themselves. Of course, he was an older guy, so he had grown up in a world where men had been able to do almost whatever they wanted. Obviously, there were still those social norms and laws that could restrict a man’s behavior, but the expectation was still there: men were in charge. Men were the ones who would be aggressive. They were the ones who would be most likely to break the rules and take what they wanted.

He started to stand.

As his son kneeled just a few feet away, Timothy pushed himself up to his feet, or appeared to, or at least he made the attempt.

That beautiful girl, with her shapely cheeks, her full lips, and her bright eyes just reached down and put her hand on his shoulder. She shoved hard, pushing her weight down. Maybe he could have forced himself up, but he hadn’t expected that pressure.

All at once, he fell back into his seat.

“No,” she said. “I didn’t give you permission to get up.”

Isaac’s dad didn’t know what to do, which certainly triggered something with Hannah. She arched her back, just a tiny bit, savoring that delicious tension that ran through her body, all because that girl stood above him. She wasn’t acting like some normal adolescent. Hannah understood this too. Instead, she let that new sense of authority flow through her body. She had learned this back at school, and now she wielded it like a weapon.

“You know how things are different, don’t you?” Hannah didn’t give that gentleman the opportunity to actually respond. Instead, she nodded to him, almost like he needed help. “Yeah, you do. You’re starting to figure it out. So this is what’s going to happen. You’re going to go get your wife and your daughter, and we are going to give your son another demonstration. But don’t worry. It’s going to be very useful for you. I’m sure you’re going to learn so much right now…”

“I, I…” Right as that man started to speak, Hannah reached down and she grabbed him by his hair. She jerked his head back with one hand. His eyes went wide.

Theoretically, he was supposed to be bigger and stronger. Hannah was a fairly petite girl. Maybe she was a little bit taller than some of the other young women, but he was the kind of guy who should have been able to pick her up and throw her over his shoulder. He should’ve been able to overpower her with raw strength.

But she still held onto his hair, and then she yanked, sending a spasm of pain down through his scalp. Worse, she brought up her hand, and she slapped him!

It stung!

A blast of pain snapped across his face. But now, she was watching him, and there was that serene smile on her face.

Hannah stepped back, she crossed her arms over her chest, and she towered over both of these men. Father and son found themselves both trapped underneath her authority.

Isaac‘s father didn’t want to believe it; he didn’t want to accept it. And yet, there was that frustration simmering at the pit of his stomach. There was the knowledge that his wife had already bought into this.

“Go,” she said.

Hannah smiled as she watched the man rise up. Even now, he was taller than her, and maybe he could have overpowered her, but he couldn’t match the strength of her personality. There was something about the charisma she wielded. It was irresistible, especially because both of these men understood that she could do whatever she wished.

Just a few minutes later, Isaac’s father and mother came back. They weren’t alone. There was his little sister as well.

Hannah walked over to Isaac‘s mother. She started to whisper something.

At first, his mother swallowed, like she wasn’t sure she could really be a part of this. Maybe she had participated before. Certainly, she had thought about how everything was changing, but this was different. The immediacy made it harder for her to make a decision. Hannah recognized this, so she nodded. “It’s fine. You can just watch. I’m going to take care of everything.”

Hannah turned back toward the men. She reached it down into her purse, and she pulled out a pack of cigarettes. She took her time. First, she looked at Isaac. Then she glanced at his father.

Both of those boys had opened their mouths. They wanted to say something. They needed to confront her. That much was obvious. And yet, they didn’t dare.

“Smart,” she said to them. “You don’t get to interfere when I want to enjoy myself. I get to make the decisions. And what do you do?” She turned back to her chastity slave. “What do you do, Isaac?”

“Mistress, I obey.”

“Good boy,” she said. Then she turned back to his dad. “Did you hear that? You have to obey. You have to be good. You have to do as I say. That’s how it works now. That’s the new order. Tell me you understand.”

Isaac‘s father, Timothy, glanced over to his wife. Both of them were trying to understand how this could happen. They were both trying to comprehend exactly how much the world could change. Granted, the laws had remained the same, but there was still something about this girl.

As Hannah stood there, she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. “On your knees. Get on your knees and tell me you understand.”

As far as he was concerned, he wasn’t supposed to do this. He was the man of the house; he was Isaac‘s father. He had his daughter and his wife, and he did everything he could to take care of them and protect them. But now, there was that teenage girl in front of him, and his chest compressed. His heart pounded faster.

First, he needed to tell her that she couldn’t smoke in here! Second, he wanted to lecture her, to tell her that it was a disgusting habit. But Hannah seemed completely at ease. She was patient as she watched him fall forward. He didn’t know exactly how he made that decision, but he dropped down in front of her. Then he heard the snap of the lighter. There was that click, and the spark ignited into a flame.

She brought the cigarette up to her lips. Then she lit it, letting the flame dance along that tip.

Bending her knees, she crouched down. Hannah didn’t say anything for several seconds as she enjoyed herself.

Smoking felt incredible. There was that rush of nicotine, the wild sense of relaxed enthusiasm, and something else. It was almost impossible to name. Maybe it was the authority she derived from holding onto that cigarette, especially in a room like this. She had something to do with her hands. But more than that, she knew how she looked. She was sophisticated; she was powerful.

This girl was unstoppable, especially when it came to a pair of men like these two. She inhaled, filling her lungs. Then she puffed out her cheeks for just a moment before parting her lips, and she sent a sharpened jet of smoke right into that man’s face.

He held his breath.

Inevitably, the smoke dissipated. Maybe his nostrils flared slightly as he breathed in again. If so, Hannah found that to be highly disappointing. She clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side. “No,” she told him. “That isn’t how this works. Open your mouth and get ready to inhale. We’re going to try that again. And if you don’t do it right, I’m going to punish you.”

“You don’t have the right to punish me,” he insisted.

She leaned forward just a tiny bit. That man blinked. He gulped. At that instant, he could sense her authority.

He didn’t even glance over at his wife. He wasn’t going to ask for any kind of clarification. After all, it was so obvious. This girl was in charge. She could do whatever she wanted. For that reason, he kneeled right there and he opened his mouth as Hannah took another breath. She filled her lungs with another dose of smoke and let her eyes roll back for just a moment as the ecstasy pulsed through her frame.

Then she exhaled again, shooting another dose of smoke into his face. Only this time, his lips were parted, and he didn’t want to breathe in, but something about her compelled him to do it. He didn’t want to be punished. He didn’t want to be humiliated, not when his son and his wife and his daughter were all there in the room.

Whether it was a mistake or not, that man made the mistake of inhaling. He breathed in, he filled his lungs, and the smoke scraped along the inside of his chest. There was that vicious taste.

Instantly, he wanted to start coughing. He wanted to exhale and spit it out.

Hannah jerked her hand up, as she pressed her soft palm against his mouth. “No,” she said to him. “You’re not done. Hold it. Hold it. Hold it.” She repeated that phrase again and again as the seconds ticked by.

His eyes watered; his lungs burned!

This had to be psychosomatic, but Isaac‘s father could easily imagine the toxins stabbing into the soft meat of his lungs as he kneeled there in front of this girl.

Finally, she pulled her hand away, and he exhaled, instantly coughing as hard as he could to get it out as fast as possible. “That was disgusting!”

“First, no one said you could speak.” Hannah smacked him across the face again! There was that burn over his face. “Second, I didn’t give you permission to exhale either. I think we’re going to have to try that again. Open your mouth, boy.”

Boy. She wasn’t supposed to use that term with a man like him! He was older and stronger! He had a lifetime of experience above her.

None of that mattered because she was a girl. She was a beautiful girl, and she knew exactly how to manipulate him. Perhaps this vulnerability had always lurked just be beneath the surface of his psyche. Maybe, deep down, he had always been susceptible to her kind of influence. None of the women in his life had ever been bold enough or brave enough to confront him like this, not his wife, and not his little girl either.

Because he was Isaac’s father, Timothy glanced at both of his children. His insides froze. He didn’t want to believe it, but they were both watching this.

“Isaac, go ahead and strip, naked.”

“What? What are you talking about?” demanded his father. “You can’t be serious!”

“I think it’s a good idea for all of the women in the family to see him locked up in his chastity cage. Obviously, Isaac is being a very good slave right now.”

“He’s not a slave!”

Hannah walked over to Isaac’s father again. She still had that cigarette held tight in her mouth. Her soft, pink lips held it right there. “Yes, he is,” she said “Isaac is a slave. He’s my slave. Everyone here understands that, right? You understand that, don’t you, Isaac?”

His father stared back at that young man. Perhaps it was unfair, but he was hoping that Isaac was going to shake his head or insist that he was still entitled to his freedom. Maybe Isaac would pick that moment to rebel, jumping to his feet and insisting that this girl couldn’t get away with any of this.

Instead, Isaac swallowed. “Yes, Mistress. I’m your slave, Mistress. I belong to you, Mistress.”

Mistress. He kept using that word. At the same time, Isaac’s father and mother and little sister could all feel it. This was a new term. Weeks or months ago, they would have heard a word like “mistress” and thought it referred to a secret lover. Maybe it was supposed to be part of an illicit liaison. Except now, that term came with a different kind of meaning: power and strength and authority.

She was his mistress because she owned him.

“Isaac, I gave you an order.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress!”

Mistress. Again, she reveled in that term. For Hannah, she loved hearing the honorific. Technically, it wasn’t necessary each and every time he spoke, but she enjoyed that reminder nonetheless. Most of all, she savored the way it made his father flinch. Isaac’s dad hated this with every fiber of his being. That much was obvious.

Then again, he was still learning.

In time, they would all accept this. This was the new order. It was a new social structure, stronger and superior to the old one. This was how things were supposed to work. This made everything better…

Isaac stripped. He removed every article of clothing in quick succession, kicking away his shoes, peeling off his shirt, and sliding out of his pants. Pretty soon, his underwear followed.

Hannah glanced over at his little sister. That young woman glanced away at first, like she was embarrassed. But then a different kind of curiosity seemed to overcome her. Tentatively, she glanced in his direction. Most of all, her gaze slid down toward the chastity device he wore.

Although she didn’t address that younger girl quite yet, she would soon enough. In the meantime, she still had to work on his father. “It’s your turn. Strip.”

“I’m not going to get naked in front of my whole family,” he insisted.

She slapped him again, backhanding him hard. That wasn’t the end of it, however. One jolt of pain was enough to get his attention. Then she slapped him harder. She brought her arm up, swung down, and struck! His head jerked to the side, and his eyes watered.

No, that man told himself. This couldn’t be happening. It wasn’t possible. He was a man, and he was bigger and stronger, but he was already on his knees. Worse, there was that after taste of the smoke at the back of his throat.

She brought the cigarette up to her lips, she inhaled, and then she exhaled, sending a cloud smashing into his face. He started to cough again. But then she grabbed him by his neck. Her hand was small, but her nails dug down into the skin along his throat. “Strip,” she ordered again.

“I’ll do it!”

That man didn’t want to believe it. He still didn’t want to accept it. He thought he was supposed to be stronger and smarter and better than this. He thought he was supposed to be able to resist.

Unfortunately, for him, that wasn’t how this worked.

Like Isaac, he started to pull off his clothing. He moved slower, but at least that girl had withdrawn her hand. In the meantime, she was smoking, and he kept waiting for some rush of inspiration. At some moment, he was supposed to have this really good idea. At the very least, he was supposed to be able to find the strength to resist, rebel, and show this girl that he was the man of this house!

He couldn’t.

Worse, Isaac‘s father made the mistake of glancing over at his wife, then his daughter. Both of those women were smiling at him. They weren’t just encouraging him; they were enjoying this!

Timothy pulled off the last layer of clothing. He was down to just his boxers, but he yanked them down along the length of his legs and tossed them aside with the rest of his clothing.

There. He was naked. It was done.

Hannah told him to open his mouth again. He barely registered those words, but then he cooperated, parting his lips, and she blew another jet of smoke right up along the roof of his mouth that went all the way to the back of his throat.

“Hold it,” she commanded. “If you start coughing, I’m going to make sure you regret it.”

She put her hand over his mouth, making it easier and harder for him. Isaac‘s father didn’t know how to react. He didn’t know how to respond. His eyes watered.

For her part, Hannah smirked. She didn’t think of this man or his actual name. Instead, she thought of him in terms of his position within this family. She shook her head from side to side and enjoyed that look of panic that burned across his features.

Under normal circumstances, she would’ve thought of this man as fairly attractive. He was older, obviously, but he still looked pretty decent. At the same time, there was something special about getting to own him like this. it wasn’t just a question of teaching the other women in the household. It was more than that. It was the knowledge that he probably overestimated himself while underestimating her. He probably saw her as nothing but a young girl. She was a young woman, so she was supposed to be an object of the male gaze. She was supposed to smile and flirt and do what she was told.

But that wasn’t how things worked.

The world had changed.

Feminism hadn’t been enough. Instead, it was time for this. It was time for this flavor of female supremacy!

Finally, she pulled her hand away, and that man started coughing again. His face was red, and he glared at her for just a moment. That was probably a mistake, especially because it told her exactly what she should do next

“Let’s do that again, shall we?” She grinned. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as the curves of her mouth lifted.

He opened his mouth to say something, but she exhaled, blowing the smoke right down his throat.

This time, he was coughing almost immediately. He fell forward. He was down on his hands and knees, naked, and on display in front of the women of his life.

Hannah grabbed him by his hair, and she yanked him back to his feet. There was that quick jerk of momentum, the pain that shot down into his scalp, and the disorientation that came from flying back up onto his feet so fast.

She grabbed him, manhandling him.

If he had been able to brace his feet and utilize his strength, this man would have been able to stop her quickly and easily. Unfortunately, for him, she knew how to manipulate a boy even if he really was twice her size. In that next moment, his chest slammed up against the wall. She had shoved him hard, pushing every ounce of strength and weight she possessed into that push.

“Stay,” she ordered, almost like she was addressing a dog. Next, she turned back to her chastity slave. “Isaac, go to your bedroom and get the antenna.”

She had given it to him several days before to keep as a reminder. More than that, it would be a convenient tool. Of course, she had other implements she could have used at home. This time, however, she wanted this boy to understand that she could use the worst kind of discipline whenever she’d liked. A question of convenience wouldn’t be enough to stop her.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

He jumped to his feet, scurried off, and disappeared.

Hannah looked back at Isaac’s sister and mother. “This is going to be very good for him. It doesn’t matter what kind of man he might be. It doesn’t matter how many times he has been punished before. Guys always need reinforcement. Men really are very dumb animals.”

At first, Hannah didn’t expect an answer. Both of those women were still adapting. For Isaac’s mother, it was probably going to be the most difficult and strenuous. After all, she had grown up in an entirely different world, one where the expectations for women and men might have changed over the last few decades, but she still remembered the foundation from which she came. Men had always enjoyed all of these different advantages. The idea that they could be enslaved seemed alluring, but bizarre.

That didn’t bother Hannah; she would show both of them. She would show these women exactly what could be accomplished.

Only seconds later, Isaac returned, and he gave her the antenna. She pulled it open. She still had that cigarette suspended there between her lips. She breathed in, extended the antenna, and she grinned.

“As a father, I’m sure you’ve considered the question of discipline before. What’s your philosophy about how you should train your children to be good and make correct choices?” She used a clipped and unnecessarily precise tone as she spoke to Isaac’s father, Timothy.

Of course, he still didn’t want to respond. He didn’t want to answer. Most of all, he probably told himself that he didn’t have to play her game.

About that, he was completely and utterly wrong.

When he didn’t answer, Hannah continued, “I think about discipline a lot as well. I think about it in terms of men and how they can be trained and tamed. It’s an important lesson to consider. I mean, men make these dumb choices. Like right now, you could cooperate. You could be a good example for your wife, your daughter, and your son. You could show Isaac how he should behave as a man. You could show your wife and daughter what they should expect from members of the opposite sex. But you’re not going to do that, are you? You’re going to try to defy me again and again. Even if, deep down, you know it’s completely futile, you’re still going to try.” As she spoke, she sounded like some pretty, over-educated college girl.

Then again, that was exactly what she was becoming.

She loved it! She loved the authority she now possessed, especially because she watched this man tighten and tense as she touched the extended antenna to his backside. “This is going to hurt. It’s going to be much worse than a spanking. It’s going to be so much worse than a paddling. You understand that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, his breath quivering. “I understand that.”

“Good,” she said. She bit down on her cigarette, exhaled, and raised the antenna for less than a second. Then she swung down with as much force as she could muster.

It struck! It was just like her hand, only this tool delivered a wild flash of agony. He grunted. His eyes widened and his vision blurred. That was just the first blow.

She raised her arm again. “Did you enjoy that taste? Are you ready for some more?”

That male specimen attempted to hold out. He was fighting hard, sucking in one ragged breath after another, despite the taste of smoke along the roof of his mouth and at the back of his throat. He wanted to believe that this was going to be something he could tolerate, like he would be able to handle the pain. After all, he was supposed to be a competent and capable man. He had overcome so many different challenges over the course of his life to build his family with his son, wife, daughter and this home. He had a lot to be proud of.

Only now, he faced a girl he had never imagined. He was up against someone who understood his weaknesses. Worse, she knew exactly how to use them against him.

“I think you’re ready for more,” decided Hannah. That was when she swung down once, twice, three and four and five and six times in quick succession. Hot red lines appeared along the curves of his naked ass. At the same time, the pain exploded through his body, rushing down and crushing his defiance. Pretty soon, he was whimpering and moaning. He was crying out and screaming.

Before she could get to that tenth strike, she turned back to the other women. “What do you think of this?”

That was supposed to be the moment when his wife and daughter started to plead with Hannah, telling her that this was completely and utterly unacceptable. They couldn’t do this to him. He was the man of the house; he was the father of this family. They had to respect him. More than that, they had to worry about him and care for him. He was part of their family!

“I think a little bit of punishment is good for him,” said his wife. She sounded uncertain, like she wasn’t really sure how she could articulate those points. And yet, one idea remained: she approved.

“I want to try it someday,” said his daughter.

What? No!

That was exactly what Hannah wanted to hear. All of her hopes blossomed as she turned back to that young woman. Isaac‘s little sister was a lot younger, cute, sweet, and seemingly innocent. But now she demonstrated a new streak. Of course, she had heard about Hannah‘s college. She knew all about their school, female supremacy, and so much more.

Despite what the critics and traditionalists had hoped, the girls at that school had posted a lot of content. There were pictures of men on display, their cocks imprisoned in their chastity devices. There were videos (so many videos) of those same college boys, collared and serving. They cooked, they cleaned, and they performed tricks. Basically, they did whatever their keyholder wanted.

“Why wait?” Hannah asked.

That girl blinked. At first, she just stared at Hannah. Maybe hope laced her innocent face, but then a cruel smile started to curve along her mouth. “Are you serious?”

“Why wouldn’t I be serious?”

“That’s my father?”

“He’s still a man,” Hannah replied. “As a man, he needs to understand how things work now. You’re a girl, and that means you can do whatever you want with him. If he doesn’t want to get punished, then he has to obey you. He has to please you. And right now, if that means you want to punish him, then that’s your right. It’s your prerogative.”

At that moment, Hannah didn’t think of this girl in terms of her name. Instead, she was an icon and a representative of the future. Technically, Hannah was still young, but there was a possibility there would be some kind of backlash. Maybe young women like Isaac‘s little sister would decide that Hannah and the other girls had gone too far. Maybe they would decide that they wanted more traditional relationships, ones built on equality.

Or maybe they would make a different choice altogether, a better choice…

Hannah didn’t say anything as those thoughts swirled behind her eyes. More importantly, that girl was still thinking. She was pondering the different possibilities.

Isaac’s little sister turned toward her brother, then her mother, her father, and finally Hannah again.

“Give it to me,” she said, extending her hand.

Hannah handed the girl the antenna.

For just a couple of seconds, she seemed to look down at that slender rod. Obviously, she was thinking about how it was surprisingly light. Then she swept it down through the air, and the antenna whistled. There was that buzz of sound before she smiled again.

Technically, Isaac‘s little sister could have decided that she wanted to be kind. Maybe she wanted to be nice or sweet or wholesome, more innocent just as most people would have expected. After all, there was something about her lustrous hair, her sharp features, and her big eyes. She had that cute nose. According to society over the last couple of decades, a girl like her was supposed to be kind and largely ineffective. She was supposed to be the nice girl, the sweet girl, the kind of girl who would try to help those around her. She wasn’t supposed to get aggressive.

Except now, Hannah was offering her a choice.

That girl made it.

She walked over to her father, and she touched the cool metal to his backside.

Her father tried to argue; he tried to manipulate her. “Look, I am still your dad. There’s no way you can do this.” Perhaps his words would have carried more authority if he had spoken while wearing clothing. But he was naked, and those red welts already lined his backside. His rump had been abused, but he still thought he could talk. He still thought he had the right to express himself to his daughter.

He didn’t, and she was about to prove it.

She swung down, but she didn’t have Hannah’s power. It wasn’t a matter of physicality. It wasn’t a question of strength or physics either. Instead, it was her determination.

Distantly, she saw herself as his little girl. She was thinking about her dad and how she had grown up with this man. Maybe she was picturing some moment when he had been particularly kind or considerate. It could’ve been that time when she had been so scared about losing her teddy bear, and he had found Mr. Rumkins in the laundry. Or maybe she was thinking about how he had dragged her outside to play softball.

Those same kinds of memories were mirrored inside of his head. He told himself that she wasn’t really going to do this because he was her father, and he had disciplined her. He had spanked her when she was little. Not only that, he had been the one to make sure she completed all of her math homework back in elementary school. He had been a good father, so she respected him.

She had to respect him!

Apparently, that wasn’t actually true. Despite all of his expectations, this girl could do whatever she wanted. With Hannah, right there, his little girl could discipline him as she saw fit. After all, the expectations and requirements of their relationship were different now.

She was a young woman. Maybe she was immature in a lot of different ways, but she still outranked him!

Maybe he didn’t want to believe it. Maybe he didn’t want to accept it.

Too bad.

“Daddy, this is going to be good for you. Frankly, I think you have always been mistaken. I couldn’t prove it before, but now I can!”

The naked man braced against the wall but couldn’t actually articulate exactly what she meant. He couldn’t summarize the precise idea. All at once, thinking became even harder because she swung down, delivering one blow after another. The pain exploded along his senses.

If he tried to come up with some reason why she had to stop, he failed completely. After all, he couldn’t think. Every thought and idea inside of his head scattered. Suddenly, there was nothing but the jagged agony tearing across his senses as this girl used that impromptu tool. She swung down harder and faster, unleashing that untamed barrage.

His knees buckled, and he collapsed.

He had started to turn to face her, but now he tried to brace himself. Instead, he extended his hands and shoved his knuckles down against the floor. When he lifted his head, he was down on all fours. He felt like a dog, only he found his gaze sliding up from his daughter’s shoes to her tights, along the hem of her skirt, to that studded belt and along her blouse. He saw the curves of her breasts, the slender lines of her neck, and that smile…

His little girl was smiling down at him.

“Get up,” she said.

He recognized that ferocity. It sounded exactly like Hannah.

This man had known Hannah for a long time, of course. She was close friends with his son. Consequently, he had always assumed that Isaac and Hannah would start dating. He had never, ever envisioned some relationship like this, one where his son could be owned by this girl. And yet, Isaac was still over there, his shaft locked up, his bare body on display.

Tightening his lips together into that furtive line, he still tried to find some kind of strength. Despite his best efforts, he failed all because of one very good reason. The pain had burned away his ability to resist. Whether he liked it or not, he was at the mercy of these women. It wasn’t just Hannah, not anymore. Now his little girl was a part of it. She was becoming a female supremacist.

No, he didn’t want to believe it. No, he couldn’t accept it. He kept thinking that he couldn’t allow this to happen, but he had already surrendered in so many different ways. With his wife and his daughter standing right there, he could feel their eyes on him. More than that, he understood what this meant. He realized exactly what he was losing.

When he got up onto his feet, he thought he was going to confront her. Maybe he truly believed he was going to be able to look down into her eyes, intimidate her, and show her how things really worked.

Instead, she grabbed him by his shoulder. Technically, she wasn’t supposed to be that strong. She wasn’t supposed to have that kind of force, but she didn’t need to overwhelm him, not with simple muscle. Instead, she had the same advantage Hannah had employed so perfectly: Charisma, identity, and femininity. Just by being beautiful and alluring, unstoppable and confident, she showed this man how easily he could be broken. At that next moment he was shoved up against the wall just like before. He raised his arms and embraced himself, but that wasn’t enough to protect him.

She touched the rod to his backside, she pulled it back, and he found himself gushing. He was desperate for her to stop. “Please, don’t. Please, you can’t. Please, I’m begging you!” The words jumped from his mouth, one after another. Worse, he could hear that manifest desperation in every sound he made for her.

His daughter answered by laughing.

When she had been a little girl, she had laughed at her silly cartoons, childish jokes, and dumb little sounds. Now he heard those notes of her amusement once again, but there wasn’t any innocence there.

She laughed, and she struck. She jerked the antenna up into the air, and maybe it wobbled. Maybe it vibrated. It didn’t matter because she swung down, using that strip of metal like a whip. It slammed down against him, sliding across his skin and delivering another smack of pain. It felt worse than rope or leather.

Then she drew it back again.

“Daddy, I want you to tell me that you are an inferior boy.”

Where had she heard that phrase before? Where did she get that idea? It might have been Hannah. Just as easily, a girl like this would have been able to learn all about female supremacy online. She could have studied the different forums, watched the videos, and absorbed that messaging with hardly any effort.

Ultimately, he wasn’t going to be able to stop her.

Her father had to wonder whether or not he should have been able to speak with her first. Maybe if he had intercepted her and talked to her and prepared her, she never would have fallen for this kind of ideology.

Then again, his daughter was going to respect a smart college girl like Hannah. Hannah was beautiful and cunning; she was everything a girl like his daughter would want to be.

Before he could come to any kind of conclusion, his little girl whipped him again with the antenna, striking down over and over. Every blow delivered another sharp lance of pain. Every bolt raced through his body, overwhelming his senses as he tried to fight it. He wanted to win. He wanted to show this girl that he could take it. If nothing else, he was a man. He was her father, so he was supposed to be able to endure this!

Instead, she kept striking again and again, and his eyes watered. Those tears rolled down his cheeks. He felt so pathetic. He had become such a loser.

“I’m inferior!” he practically shouted out those words. “I’m inferior, and I’m going to do whatever you say!”

She stopped using the antenna. Instead, she leaned forward, and she grabbed him by the nape of his neck. Her fingers pushed down. “That’s right,” she said. “So do I have any chores in this house anymore?”

It sounded ridiculous, but there could only be one answer. “No. You don’t have any chores in this house anymore,” he said, practically parenting her.

“No,” she agreed. “I don’t get chores anymore. I get to do whatever I want. Do I have a curfew?”

“No, you don’t have a curfew,” he said.

“And if I tell you to do something, what are you going to do?”

“I swear, I’m going to do it,” he told her.

“Good boy,” she said. “But you know, I think I have gotten excited. Do you know what that means?”

“No…” Isaac said. That was a mistake. Hannah‘s boy spoke out of turn, so now there had to be consequences. His keyholder strolled over to him, smacked him across the face, grabbed him by his hair, and forced him to open his mouth. She tapped the tip of her cigarette, dropping some of the ash right there onto his tongue.

“Your turn,” she said, turning back to Isaac’s father.

He hoped that either his daughter or his wife would intercede on his behalf. But then, Hannah walked over to his wife, and she took the cigarette. She brought it to her lips. For a moment, she paused, perhaps thinking once again about how much her husband despised the notion of smoking.

For him, it was more than just a terrible habit. Nicotine was addictive, toxic, and it cost so much. For him, there was absolutely no reason why anyone would ever smoke willingly!

And yet, his wife understood the simple pleasure. She brought the cigarette to her mouth as his eyes got big. He blinked back his tears and studied her. She took that puff. Then she looked down at him. “Stick out your tongue,” she said.

He obeyed without even thinking. She took that cigarette, and she put it out on the flat of his tongue, twisting it, and rotating it, first to the left, and then to the right. Then she sat down. Up until now, she had been standing, but then she was on the couch, and she shimmied out of her loose jeans. She dropped them to the floor after kicking off her shoes. Next, she removed her panties.

“You can’t do this,” he said. “You can’t do this here. Please, can’t we just go back into the bedroom? Can’t we find some privacy and talk about this?”

“No,” said his wife. With that one word, she made her position definitive and clear. She made her position undeniable.

Then she ordered him to crawl toward her.

Isaac’s dad hated doing this. He despised lowering himself down onto his knees, especially because his little girl was still watching. Like so many other fathers, he thought of himself as this guardian and protector. Maybe it was sexist, but he viewed himself as someone who had to defend his little girl from the world. She was supposed to be precious. She was supposed to be vulnerable. She was supposed to be meek and timid.

None of that was true, not at that moment.

Even if this man still didn’t want to believe it, he saw the kind of power and authority she could command.

He started crawling.

Despite everything he wished to believe about himself, he made his way forward, shuffling on his knees and knuckles until he was right in front of her. Then he saw his wife again, and he studied her shins, her knees, her inner thighs, and…

As he opened his mouth to speak, his wife reached down and brushed her fingers through his hair, took a firm grip on his scalp, and yanked him forward, pulling his cheeks up along the curves of her inner thighs until his mouth was right there in front of her pussy. “You never liked going down on me,” she said. “But I don’t have to worry about that anymore.” She was laughing and chortling as she waited for him to yield.

At first, his wife didn’t mind as he hesitated.

Inevitably, however, her patience wore away. She looked down at him again. “Lick. Lick my pussy. Lick my pussy, slave.”

His tongue still ached from the burn, but that didn’t matter as he slid forward. He opened his mouth and swiped his tongue along her pussy.

She was wet! She was excited!

Her skin was hot, and her heart probably pounded wildly with that anticipation. When it came to this kind of oral service, lots of women felt stuck. They felt like they couldn’t have whatever they wanted. At this point, however, his wife could enjoy herself. She kept her legs spread, and she braced her hand along the back of his skull.

Then Hannah was there, just a few feet away, and she lit another cigarette. She filled her lungs and blew a jet of smoke down into his face.

Timothy didn’t allow himself to start coughing. That was smart, especially since his daughter still held onto the antenna, and his wife probably wouldn’t have tolerated any kind of mistake.

He needed to do a good job. If he failed, the consequences would be severe for him.

Those fumes filled his nostrils but he resisted the urge to wretch. Still, the tension splashed along his throat while he continued to lick. He serviced his wife, going down on her hard and fast. He had bobbed his head up and down despite the burning from her juices. They hit the raw spot on his tongue, and he wanted to howl out.

This man didn’t dare. Understanding that these women could tame him however they liked, he had to do better. He had to show them that he was going to cooperate and service them. He would give them whatever they wanted, so they could minimize the pain he endured.

It was a nice idea, but he didn’t know if it was going to work.

In the meantime, it was his only option.

Hannah watched. She smoked and enjoyed herself. Then she strolled over to Isaac, and she leaned down, whispering something to him. It was time for that boy to go back to his room and get another tool. The antenna had been a good start, but now she looked over at his little sister.

Hannah had her suspicions. She had a pretty good idea of what that girl would like to accomplish next…

After Hannah had whispered another set of instructions to her chastity slave, the boy hopped up onto his feet, and he rushed back to his bedroom. She had other toys there. He would retrieve one. And then, if his little sister wished to do so, she could play with it. She could play with it and her father.

Taking a slow puff, Hannah enjoyed herself. She watched as Isaac‘s mother lifted her head, closed her eyes, and moaned with satisfaction. For her, it must’ve felt like this incredible revelation. After all, she could be selfish. She could enjoy everything she wanted, and this man couldn’t stop her. In fact, he couldn’t even stop himself…

He had to do it.

He had to serve her.

He had to worship her!

Even with the pain that came from every licking swipe of his tongue, he continued to push up against her pussy. He licked, going in deep. He gave her exactly what she wanted, and he couldn’t stop it. He couldn’t stop himself.

“This is what a marriage should be,” said that woman. She moaned again, savoring the heat and desire that rushed through her.

Then Isaac came back, and Hannah took the harness from him. It was in the shape of a pair of panties, and it came with a toy. Hannah leaned over, and she whispered to Isaac’s little sister.

That girl listened. At first, she was nodding intently, but then she sucked in a quick breath. “Are you serious?”

“You can do it if you want…” Hannah said, making it sound like such a tantalizing proposition.

Isaac‘s little sister glanced to her left, then her right, almost like she wanted to find the correct answer, whatever it was supposed to be. Still, she couldn’t decide, not at first. For her, this probably seemed remarkable, amazing, and so incredibly weird all at the same time.

She nibbled on the inside of her mouth before finally making a decision. “Yes. I want to do it.”

“Then put it on,” Hannah said.

The girl unzipped her skirt, she kicked away her shoes and slid off her tights. Within moments, she had removed her skirt, and then she was naked from the waist down. She put on that harness, and then she dropped her hand to the toy that now extended from between her legs.

She had the silhouette of a cock. There was that fake shaft, right there, and she pivoted, shifting her weight, almost like a ballerina. She turned to her right, then her left as Hannah watched. Still smoking, the college girl enjoyed seeing someone like Isaac’s sister embrace this new approach.

“Fuck him,” she said. “Put him in his place. Show him who he is exactly where he belongs.”

“I will,” she promised.

Hannah almost expected to hear something else, like Isaac‘s little sister was going to make a bold declaration about everything she could accomplish. Instead, she glanced down at the toy. It had already been lubricated. For that, Timothy probably needed to be grateful, not that he would recognize the kindness for what it was.

But then his daughter came up behind him, crouched down, aimed her fake cock, and she shoved forward. It didn’t matter, whether or not Isaac‘s father had his eyes closed or not. His field of vision was severely compromised. He couldn’t see past his wife’s pubis or the sides of her legs.

But then he felt it!

Even as he continued to lick, Isaac’s dad had to understand what was happening when that toy shoved up against his ass and penetrated him.

Hannah stepped over to the newly tamed slave. While Isaac watched, she leaned down. First, she blew fresh smoke at him. From there, she told him, “I want you to know that that’s your little girl. I want you to know that you are getting fucked right now because you are a man, and this is how it works. You do as you’re told. You will be ours. And if you piss us off, we punish you. So right now, you’re going to take it. You’re going to take it like a good slave. You’re going to get fucked nice and hard because this is who you are now.” She chuckled as he whimpered. “Whether you like it or not, we are going to break you. We are going to use you. All of the men like you are going to surrender. So take it. Take it like a slave. Whether you believe it or not, that’s what you are!”

Isaac‘s father probably didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to embrace this new truth, yet he didn’t know how to argue with her either!

After all, that toy pushed into him, just a few inches at first, but then his daughter drew back. After that, she slammed forward, grunting as she made him take the full length of that toy. It rubbed against the inner lining of his ass. It violated him. Humiliated him!

Despite everything he wanted to believe, he was getting used. Worse, he had whimpered. He had moaned, and now he was licking. Both of these women, arguably the two most important females in his life, were taming him, and there was nothing he could do about it!

“Yes. She’s right. She’s right about everything,” said his wife. “You’re going to be a slave! We are never going back! We are never going back to the way things were! This is better. This is so much better!” She gasped one breath of air after another, calling out those words because this had to be her new life.

He made her come!

Like a very good husband, Isaac’s father made his wife climax hard. She squeezed, and there were the sounds of his daughter, grunting and laughing. Then there was the aroma of these cigarettes, plus he could still feel his son’s gaze on him.

They worked on him.

They broke him.

The next morning, before anyone else in the house awoke, Timothy opened his eyes in the dark. He pressed his lips together, he bit down, and he clenched his hands. remembering the sensations as the images darted through his skull. Over the course of the night, he had dreamed about that girl and his daughter and his wife. He had even dreamed of his son: kneeling and obedient, naked and locked in chastity.

It was all that one girl‘s fault.

Hannah.

He wanted to hate her, yet there was that spark of fear. It rampaged through his chest. Although he didn’t want to believe it or accept it, he understood the truth.

And when he tried to fight that idea, a fresh wave of shame washed over him. It was mixed with something else. His skin tangled, his heart beat faster, and there was that twist in the pit of his stomach.

As quietly as he could, he slipped out of his bed. He glanced over at his wife. She was curled up, and she seemed so completely and undeniably relaxed. Just a few weeks ago, he would have been able to look at her, and he would have known that their life was stable. They were married. They had that amazing family together. This was their house, and he could be proud of his career.

But now, he crept out of the bedroom. He quickly got dressed in the hallway, and he listened intently, terrified that he was going to hear his daughter.

His wife was asleep, but his little girl could have gotten up early. Maybe she wanted to play on her phone, or maybe she was thirsty.

If she confronted him, he didn’t know what he was going to do.

At first, he told himself that he could talk to her. He could have put his hand on her shoulder, and they could have discussed what had happened between them. He was going to be able to tell her that she had done something wrong, but he was willing to forgive her. He could have told her that she was confused.

Even as those ideas flashed behind his eyes, he could remember the violation deep within the contours of his ass. At the same time, the burn on his tongue hadn’t healed yet, and there was still the phantom flavor of his wife’s pussy.

His little girl had watched that.

More than that, his daughter had enjoyed seeing him down on his knees, naked. Worse, she had punished him!

He wasn’t supposed to be scared of his own daughter! And then again, he glanced to his left and right. He was thinking about what it would be like if she pulled out that rod again.

It wasn’t her fault…

It was Hannah. Hannah had done this.

At some point, he was going to figure out a way to reverse all of this. “Female supremacy” was a ridiculous idea.

As he tried to cling to that notion, he got dressed. Then he headed downstairs, and…and saw the light in the living room.

“Hello, Isaac’s Dad,” Hannah said.

“What, what are you doing up? What are you doing here?”

“I wanted to spend some time with Isaac, but then it occurred to me that I maybe should see what you do at your job.”

“What? Why?”

Hannah didn’t answer the older man’s question. Instead, she rose to her feet, she walked over to him, and she smiled.

He was driving alone to work. For that, he could be incredibly grateful. She had asked him where he worked, and he answered. She had asked him a few other questions as well. Each time, he told her the truth, largely because he didn’t know how to lie to her. This man hadn’t been prepared for this kind of questioning. He wasn’t prepared for this kind of interrogation.

Eventually, she dismissed him. “Fine. You can go now,” Hannah said to him.

He scurried out of the kitchen, down the hall, and through their front door. Once he closed the door behind him, he braced his shoulders against the solid surface as though he expected her to knock it down.

Then again, she wasn’t an actual monster. She wasn’t chasing him. And yet, there had been something about looking into her eyes and her face.

Hannah was the future.

Instantly, he tried to conjure some kind of argument against that idea, yet this man couldn’t do it. Despite his best effort, he couldn’t come up with something clever or witty. He couldn’t come up with a coherent or logical argument for how or why she and her movement were doomed to failure.

When he looked into her eyes, he saw the same passion that inspired his daughter. He saw the same determination and dedication that his wife could understand.

Hannah really was the future. Hannah and the other girls like her were going to take over. They were already doing it. She had already done it in his freaking house!

For the time being, however, he didn’t have to worry about that. He could just go to work, sit at his desk, issue orders, read reports, write emails, and do his job. At the end of the day, he was going to have to worry about that girl. But while he was at the office, he would be safe.

Of that, he was sure.

When he made it to his car, he locked the doors, leaned back, and exhaled so slowly. As his breath slid past his lower lip, he tried to release the tension. He tried to let go of the exasperation. But it was more than just that.

It was fear.

He didn’t like to acknowledge it, but it was there, swimming, and swirling at the pit of his stomach. It was a constant reminder of what Hannah could do to him. Hannah. Again, and again, he came back to that girl. Part of him wanted to get angry at Isaac, like his son should have been able to do better.

That wasn’t how it worked, not when a man had to confront a girl like her. It was her confidence. It was her authority. It was her beauty and charisma. Even at that point, Isaac’s father closed his eyes and remembered the sharp angles of her cheeks, her small nose, those vibrant eyes, and the way one corner of her mouth could fork up into that condescending smile. 

“Damn it,” he breathed out. He let out that contemplative breath as he thought about what this was and what it meant. Even now, Timothy could still feel the burn on his tongue, not to mention the welts and bruises along his backside.

At work, everything was going to be okay. Maybe everything has changed at home, but everything would be good at work. In the office, he would be safe. In the office, he would be able to assume his regular position of authority. There, people would listen to him. They would respect him.

Each time he came back to that idea, he forced himself to believe it.

A little by little, Isaac‘s father succeeded, all because he was back on the road. He was driving, he had his hands on the wheel, and he navigated through traffic. It was just another normal morning. He streamed music from his phone onto the stereo, and he was once again in control.

If anything, he started to smile, all because he didn’t have to worry about some random girl grabbing him and deciding to humiliate him in front of his daughter, his wife, or his son.

Around him, the other drivers got annoyed with traffic. At one point, someone came to a stop and paused too long even after the light turned green again. Behind that vehicle, someone else slammed on the horn, honking obnoxiously. The car had rolled forward.

It was so normal. It was so average. It was so boring.

Isaac’s father loved it!

By the time he made it to work, he was practically jubilant.

He got out of his car, slammed the door, locked it, and headed inside. He walked past the receptionist.

Of course, Timothy was always going to be loyal to his wife (especially now). And yet, there was that tension buried deep in his chest, so he stopped by the receptionist’s desk.

“Good morning, Mandy,” he said to the cute blonde seated there. She was technically still in college, but she spent her days at the office and took a couple of night classes. Fortunately for Isaac’s father, he hadn’t been part of the hiring process. With this girl, it was always going to be challenging.

Sure, she seemed competent enough. She was the kind of receptionist who knew how to smile at clients who visited the office. She knew how to fetch coffee, answer the phone, and respond to emails in a mostly professional manner.

But that probably wasn’t why she had gotten hired…

She had short, straight blonde hair, these vivid blue eyes, and that incredible body. Technically, she dressed perfectly appropriately for an office setting. She never showed too much skin, but there was something about those black or denim dresses she seemed to favor. The skirts were just a little bit too short, although this was probably fine since she also wore tights or leggings. Still, no one complained. If any of the women in the office disliked Mandy, they didn’t say anything.

And the men certainly weren’t complaining.

Isaac’s father leaned against the counter in front of Mandy. “How are you doing today?” When he had first started driving here, the idea of hiding at his work sounded amazing.

But now, there was that cute blonde in front of him, and he wasn’t so sure.

“Good morning!” As always, she sounded enthusiastic. She sounded cheerful. That was definitely part of her job. “How are you doing? Did you have a good night?”

Officially, he hadn’t been a part of her hiring process, and he wasn’t her supervisor either. Then again, he had an important position in the office, so he outranked her. If he wanted to go talk to her supervisor, he would have been able to get her fired. As far as he was concerned, that made him one of her bosses.

Even so, she asked such a simple and innocuous question, and some of his confidence dissipated.

The blonde receptionist was watching him. She was waiting for an answer. She was patient, and she didn’t push, but he had to shake his head as he tried to dislodge the memories from before: his wife, his daughter, Isaac, and Hannah…

Hannah…

For just a moment, he stood up and rubbed at his eyes as he tried to dislodge that memory. He didn’t want to think about the college girl. She was just a girl. She was just a student. She wasn’t a threat to him. Moment by moment, he did his very best to convince himself of those details.

He didn’t succeed, not really.

Instead, he opened his eyes, and he focused on Mandy again as the receptionist tilted her head to the side. She looked genuinely worried as she asked, “Are you feeling okay?”

This time, it was his turn to smile. “I’m fine. And yeah, I had a decent night.” That was a lie. It wasn’t great, but it was good enough.

“How’s your daughter doing?”

His daughter. He thought about his little girl. He thought about her and how she had put on that strap-on. At the same time, he remembered his wife guiding his head between her inner thighs.

“She’s fine,” he said through clenched teeth.

“Are you here a little bit early today?”

“A little bit,” he said. “I have a bunch of reports that need my attention. I also didn’t get a chance to catch up on email yesterday.”

“You’re always so busy,” she remarked. “It’s very impressive.”

“I’m just doing my job,” he told her.

“I know I couldn’t do it,” she said, giggling just a tiny bit. As he watched her, he had to wonder whether or not she really was this ditzy. Was she genuinely just an airhead? Or was it something else?

As a guy, he didn’t want to fall into that old trap: assuming that a woman was interested in him just because she was being polite or cheerful. Too often, guys would go to a restaurant or a store and see some clerk, and she would smile and be vivacious. She would focus on him for a few seconds. All at once, he would conclude that she was interested in him. After all, she sounded so cheerful, so happy and enthusiastic to see him. It was almost like she really cared when actually she was just doing her job. Her manager told her to smile. Her employer insisted that she be as friendly as possible.

It was an intoxicating idea, especially because this girl was cute. She was cute and pretty, and he had found himself studying the way her short dresses swished and swayed along her slender thighs. When she dropped something and needed to bend over to pick it up, he often found himself studying the contours of her body.

He indulged himself for a few more seconds.

It felt good. It felt easy.

At the same time, he knew he could fire this girl. He wasn’t going to do that, yet the idea that he could reminded him that things might have changed at home, but the rest of the world remained the same. Here, he was a boss. He was in control. He could issue commands. This was how the world was supposed to work…

Finally, he smiled, headed back to his office, and closed the door again. There, he turned his laptop back on, and he started  to work. He hadn’t been lying; there were reports and emails waiting for him. His subordinates needed him to make important decisions.

One by one, he worked through the different choices. He helped with the strategy, and he lost himself to reading those messages, responding to concerns, and ultimately guiding those underneath him.

After that first hour, he fell into a normal rhythm.

Mandy brought him a cup of coffee, and he thanked her. He enjoyed the bitter taste. But then, it reminded him of the flavor of the smoke as it danced along his tongue. He remembered coughing and choking, and the look on Hannah‘s face.

Revulsion rose up through his torso as he thought about that cute girl smoking. At the same time, he was thinking of the way she had held that cigarette, how she had breathed in, how the tip had flared that beautiful shade of orange…

That man shook his head from side to side as he tried to dislodge the idea.

Someone knocked on his door a while later, snapping him out of his work-induced routine.

“You have a visitor,” said the receptionist.

It was probably Jenkins. That guy had a bunch of questions, and Isaac’s father rolled his eyes, but smiled indulgently. “Sure. Send him in,” he said.

“It’s someone else,” Mandy said.

As he rose to his feet, the door opened wider, and then he saw her. It was Hannah. She was standing there, and she was holding onto Isaac’s hand.

Immediately, Timothy flashed to an old memory. Isaac had still been in elementary school, but he had asked his dad about what he did for a living. That little boy had pestered him, asking all these questions. Technically, a few responses about making executive decisions and answering emails should have been enough. It hadn’t been. Instead, that precocious little boy wanted to know more and more and more. Finally, Isaac‘s father had relented, allowing his son to take a day to come visit him at work. Once there, he kept asking questions. It had been fascinating, especially when all the women gathered around Isaac. For them, he was this adorable little boy.

His father had stood off to the side, arms crossed, incredibly proud. And of course, all of the women in the office thought that Isaac was so smart. He was so cute and enthusiastic as he tried to figure everything out.

But now he saw Hannah and her chastity slave, and he didn’t know what to do.

That man jumped to his feet. He would have behaved the same way if some vital client had walked through the door.

“Hannah,” he said, his eyes locked on her. Then he remembered his son. “Isaac.” He licked his bottom lip. He could still feel the echoing pain from their last session. “What can I do for you?”

At that moment, he tried to remind himself that this was his domain. This was his territory. He was in charge. He was in control.

Those ideas sounded good, but he couldn’t make them feel real. Instead, there was this sense of disconnection, like it couldn’t be true. After all, Hannah held onto her slave’s wrist, and he followed as she stepped forward.

“I was thinking we could have a conversation,” she said. “Think of it as a review lesson.”

“I’m sorry, but I’m very busy,” he said. That sounded diplomatic. That sounded polite and appropriate. Most of all, it sounded professional.

He had to use that against her. At home, he didn’t have any kind of authority or status. But this was his office, and he could tell her what to do. After all, she was just a girl. She was just a college student. She didn’t understand how the world really worked.

Timothy had to use that against her.

“Too bad,” she replied. Right there, at that precise second, he heard it again. Outside, he had chatted with Mandy, and that girl knew her place. She understood that she was a young woman, while he was an accomplished man, which meant she owed him respect. She had to listen to him. More importantly, when he made a decision, she had to follow his instructions.

But Hannah was different.

Immediately, he thought about how she was his superior.

No, he tried to tell himself. That couldn’t and wouldn’t be true. She was just manipulating him. She was toying with him, but she wasn’t really in control. She couldn’t be!

“Are you confused?”

“What? What are you doing here?”

“Are you confused?” she asked again as she walked through that door and now stood there in front of his desk. She had let go of Isaac‘s wrist.

The college girl watched him. She had that brilliant gaze, like she could see through him.

Ridiculously, he flashed back to middle school. He was thinking about his first crush on this random girl, when he had approached her, eager to talk to her. With every step, he had wondered whether or not she would be able to understand how he felt and what kind of power she had over him. After all, a smile could have made his day incredible. But if she sneered at him, he would probably be feeling that wound for days or weeks or even longer.

Hannah glanced back at her chastity slave.

For a moment, that man thought that Isaac was going to be able to help him. It was a fleeting thought; it was foolish, and he tried to dismiss it immediately. Still, there was that bolt of shame.

He didn’t need his son to protect him!

Isaac’s father tried to stand tall. He looked down at that girl. “Look, this is a place of business. I can’t have you messing around.”

“Messing around? Is that really what do you think this is?” Hannah reached down. She had her purse dangling from a strap, and she opened it casually, pulling out the packet of cigarettes along with a lighter. At the same time, she continued to watch him.

She had her eyes on Isaac’s father.

Moment by moment, he searched for the willpower to defy her. It wasn’t supposed to be difficult, especially here! Despite his best efforts, the words refused to come. Finally, he coughed once, and he said, “You can’t do that. You can’t smoke here.” With each second, he tried to pack as much authority as he could into that declaration.

If nothing else, he could make it sound like this was a rule. It wasn’t his fault.

She brought the cigarette to her lips. She lit it. She inhaled, and she continued to watch him.

He didn’t want her to be that beautiful. He didn’t want her to be that enticing. After all, he knew that she was dangerous. Although his outward appearance remained somewhat stoic and completely professional, Timothy could still feel that tension that shot through his body, all because this girl had no problem flagrantly defying him.

“You’re confused,” she said. “You are still a man at this office. If anything, you should be even more humble and more grateful here.”

“Humble? Grateful?” He stuttered out those words as though he didn’t understand.

His son’s owner flashed a devilish grin. “Absolutely,” she said casually, and with the practiced ease of a college girl. “Your wife still lets you work. She lets you leave the house. I think that’s very kind of her. You should probably get down on your knees and thank her when you get home tonight.”

“I’ll take that under consideration,” he told her.

“Of course, just because you’re here, that doesn’t mean you’re safe. Strip.”

“What? No! I’m not going to strip!” Timothy wanted to shout. He needed to raise his voice, yet something stopped him. If anything, he started to whisper those sharpened sounds, almost like he was worried, Mandy or one of his associates would be able to overhear this conversation. He thought of his neighbor in the office next door.

From a distance, it probably looked like they were fairly collegial. They worked well together. In actuality, he didn’t like her, and she didn’t like him. He thought she was lazy, the kind of girl who just didn’t do a very good job. She thought he was incompetent and came up with the worst ideas. They frequently argued back-and-forth, writing passive aggressive emails to one another. Still, he had to reluctantly acknowledge that she knew what she was doing. She was useful (when she could actually concentrate).

“Actually, you are,” she said. “And if you defy me again, it’s only going to get worse for you.”

That man opened his mouth to answer. Immediately, he wanted to say something like, “I don’t know who you think you are, but there’s no way you were going to get away with this. Seriously, get out. Get out right now!”

But he didn’t dare.

Those words refused to actually form. His vocal cords couldn’t vibrate, and his tongue couldn’t move to shape those sounds.

As his nostrils flared, Timothy tried to think of something he could say. He wanted something diplomatic, something that actually had a chance of working.

“Strip. I’m not going to tell you again,” she said.

He was almost hyperventilating now as he started to move. For one glorious instant, that man thought he was going to step forward, grab this girl by her arm and drag her out of the building.

He was strong enough to do it. Physically, he had the capability.

But something about the way she was watching him made him stop. He could still hear those words echoing inside of his head. “Strip,” she had ordered. “I’m not going to tell you again.”

Isaac’s father removed his tie, he worked the buttons on his shirt, and then he shrugged off his jacket. He slipped his shoes off, and then he shrugged off his shirt. He loosened his belt, and he dropped it to the floor. Next, he lowered his pants and his underwear. After that, he clenched his eyes shut, almost like he thought he could hide from her.

He couldn’t.

Hannah‘s intoxicating voice invaded his eardrums. Like so many other men all around the country, Isaac’s father was learning that the girls from their university really could do this. They could take charge. They could seize command, and the boys were helpless to stop them.

It didn’t matter what Timothy thought he had accomplished. It didn’t matter who he thought he could be. That girl still had this effect on him.

Within moments, he was naked, and she stepped forward. “Hold your hands over your head,” she ordered.

He was naked and on display. He was naked and powerless. She could speak, and he would obey.

Even if Timothy didn’t want to believe or acknowledge it, he couldn’t hide from that fundamental reality. It wasn’t fair!

And yet, he obeyed her, and so she scratched him. She slid her nails down along his forearm to his bicep, along his chest, then down toward his cock.

Finally, that man managed to open his eyes, so he saw her standing there. She was small, but she breathed in. She smoked, and then she exhaled, blowing it into his face.

Once again, he struggled so hard not to breathe in those fumes. He didn’t want the smoke to slide up his nostrils or burn against the back of his throat. He didn’t want it to scratch at his lungs, but this girl knew what she was doing.

She grabbed his nose, pinched hard, and leaned forward.

At first, that man didn’t understand what was about to happen.

But then he opened his mouth to breathe in. He should have seen this coming; he should have understood exactly what this girl was going to do. Her grip was so tight on his nose, and his lips parted, leaving him vulnerable. She blew smoke right into his mouth. It was close to a kiss. It was almost a kiss.

It wasn’t a kiss.

Instead, that silvery jet of smoke shot right up against the back of his throat, and then she giggled. She pulled back, inhaled again. “Breathe it in,” she said.

Reflexively, he obeyed. Isaac’s father didn’t know what else to do! He swallowed that smoke, and he could feel it glide down into his lungs. She let go, and suddenly he was coughing. He fell forward. He landed on his hands and knees, striking the industrial carpet underneath his palms.

“Grab me his belt,” Hannah said to her chastity slave.

His son obeyed, scurrying over and picking up the belt. Then he brought it to her. She took it, folded it, and she looked back at him. “Isaac, go get that cute girl from the front. Oh, and if you see any other women along the way, get them too.”

Isaac remained clothed. He would have no problem approaching any of those women.

“Yes, Mistress,” Timothy said, dipping his head down.

He coughed hard, desperate to get the last remnant of the smoke out. Even after several more seconds, Timothy didn’t completely succeed. But then he raised his head, and he looked back up at that girl. “What, what are you doing?”

“I want to make sure all of the women here understand,” she said.

“Understand? Understand what?” Even as he asked, that man could figure it out. Still, he tried not to believe it. He didn’t want to accept that. This girl had just told him exactly what she had in mind. For him, it seemed impossible to believe or accept. After all, he couldn’t tolerate it. He wasn’t going to be able to take this.

“And while we’re waiting…” Hannah said. She walked over to him, and he remained down on his hands and knees. Then she slapped his ass with his own belt!

The pain exploded along his skin. That sound reverberated, slamming through the air and vibrating along the walls.

She wasn’t satisfied with just one blow, however.

Hannah struck again and again, unleashing a torment of agony. The pain burned through his body, and his eyes watered. Not only that, he didn’t feel as though he had really recovered from the previous day. It wasn’t as though he had been able to rebuild his psychological defenses.

The belt flew down again and again. It cut through the air, slammed against his skin, and delivered those bursts of pain. Isaac‘s father tried so hard to speak. He tried to talk to her, to negotiate, to do or say something or anything that would get her to change her mind.

Nothing helped.

Nothing worked.

Then it was done, and she stopped. She grabbed his ass, squeezing, if only to prove that she could. She had complete access to his body, and there was nothing this gentleman could do to stop her. Maybe she was just a college girl, but that didn’t matter.

Whether he was at home or here at the office, she could still overpower him with the full force of her personality.

“Tell me you’re just a dumb boy who wants to do as he’s told.”

“I’m just a dumb boy who wants to do as I’m told,” he repeated. He spoke quickly and automatically. He didn’t even think about those words. On some level, he understood what he was giving up, but he still couldn’t help himself.

“Tell me that your wife should own you.”

“My wife should own me.”

“Tell me that you should do whatever any girl tells you.”

“I should do what any girl tells me!”

“Tell me that every girl is better than you.”

Isaac’s father was huffing and puffing as he tried not to respond. Of course, that girl was still smoking. She was enjoying one puff after another on her cigarette as she waited for him to break.

“Every girl is better than me,” he uttered those words like a confession. He was breathing hard, but she still wasn’t satisfied.

Still, she didn’t get the opportunity to make her next point because she glanced up. Then she said, “Welcome.”

Isaac‘s father didn’t understand what was happening, not until he lifted his head. He was still down on his hands and knees, but he saw his colleague. He saw the receptionist. He saw Isaac standing there. They were clustered in the doorway.

“Come in,” Hannah said.

Isaac immediately stepped forward. The receptionist and his colleague, however, glanced back-and-forth at one another. Hannah didn’t seem to mind.

“I know this might seem unusual, but I want you to consider the possibilities. This man has been working here for quite some time, and I’m sure he’s very good at his job or whatever. But he’s still a man. That means he should be considered your inferior. Would you like to see? Would you like to see what I can make him do?”

Before they could respond, Hannah snapped down with the belt again. Another jolt of pain exploded through his body, snapping along his skin. He didn’t want to cry out, not in front of this audience.

He had to remain stoic. He had to show them that he wouldn’t be affected by anything Hannah did. After all, she was just a girl. She was just a college girl, and he was capable of holding out.

As much as he wanted to believe that, he failed within just a few more seconds.

It wasn’t fair! That girl was fast and brutal as she snapped the belt down. That black leather shined as it slashed through the air and snapped hard against his backside. The pain burned. The agony swam through his body, dancing just beneath the surface of his skin. He tried to grab onto something, and his fingers splayed through the carpet, but he couldn’t stop her.

“Tell us that you’re a dumb boy who will do whatever we say. Tell us that every woman here should have the right to punish you however she likes.”

He couldn’t. He wouldn’t!

If he hoped that maybe Hannah would be annoyed by this, he had to be disappointed. Then again, he glanced up, and he realized something.

His son and those two other women were watching him. That girl, Mandy, was cute and sexy. She had her hands at her sides, but there was something about the way she was watching him. There was something close to a distant smile on her face. It wasn’t the fake enthusiasm from before. This was different. A different kind of excitement seemed to have consumed her as she watched him.

Her cheeks were flushed, and maybe she even wanted to participate.

No, that wasn’t going to happen, he told himself. Realistically, he couldn’t come up with a good reason, but he still held onto that idea. He tried so hard to cling to the notion that he was going to be able to hold out. These women would respect him. They had to respect him!

Hannah disagreed.

The belt came down, snapping hard against his skin. With every blow, another storm of agony washed over him. He cried out. He hated those sounds, but he couldn’t take them back. On some level, he still thought about his job, his profession, and his status here.

But that was gone.

There was no way his colleague or that receptionist were going to take him seriously after everything he had done and said.

“Tell us that you’re a dumb boy who will do whatever we say,” Hannah ordered again.

She dropped the whip, stepped forward, grabbed him by his hair, and yanked hard, forcing his head up.

He was looking at those women. He saw that blonde with her straight hair. He saw his colleague, the one he had argued with on so many different occasions. But now, he wasn’t Mandy‘s superior. He wasn’t his colleague’s equal either. He had just lost something.

“I’m a dumb boy who will do whatever you say,” he told them.

He waited for the cries of indignation. After all, they were all supposed to be on the same team. Isaac’s father and the others often chatted about how they were working toward the same goals. That was supposed to be a part of the workplace culture here.

Ultimately, however, they had no problem taking this promotion.

“Does that mean I can make him do whatever I want?” Mandy asked.

“Absolutely,” Hannah said with a grin.

“Anything?” Mandy didn’t even seem to realize what she was saying.

“Absolutely anything. Would you like him to kiss your shoes? Would you like him to go down on you right now? Maybe he can go down on you while your associate here punishes him?”

“I’d like that,” said the woman who came from the office next to his. “I’d like that a lot.” Something akin to mouth watering anticipation seemed to vibrate through her voice.

“Let’s do it,” Hannah said. Then she leaned down and whispered to him. “Go over to that girl. Beg her for the chance to lick her pussy. Tell her that you want to be a good little oral slave.”

He dropped his head and looked back up at Hannah. He was hoping for some kind of mercy. Maybe he was silently pleading with her. If so, it didn’t work.

Timothy crawled. He made his way across the office floor, and he bowed his head down in front of that blonde. He kissed her shoes. With every second, he expected her to start giggling and to say that she didn’t really want or need this. After all, it was ridiculously inappropriate!

She didn’t care.

That much became obvious as she glanced around. Then she slipped her feet from her shoes, and she grabbed onto her tights. She lifted her skirt, and she pulled them down along with her panties.

She was doing this. She was really doing this…

Only a few days ago, Isaac‘s dad would have assumed that this would be completely and utterly impossible. But now he knew the truth. Hannah had that impact on these women.

Or maybe it was something else. Perhaps it was something worse.

Mandy giggled, “I want you to go down on me. I want you to kiss my feet and serve me. Can you do that?”

“He can do that,” Hannah answered for the subjugated man. “Because if he doesn’t, the consequences are going to be severe. Isn’t that right?”

She drew a breath, inhaling on her cigarette. Then she exhaled, blowing the smoke down into his face again. This time, he got lucky and held his breath at the right moment.

Isaac’s father crawled forward. As his son watched, he bowed his head down, and he kissed Mandy’s foot, then her ankle. His lips brushed along her soft skin. At the same time, he breathed in. There was the aroma of smoke, but there was something else as well hidden under that biting scent. It was the smell of her body wash.

He was close to that girl.

Only a little while ago, he had walked into the office, and he had felt like her boss. But now he made the mistake of glancing up along the length of her body. He saw the hem of her skirt, her blouse, her shoulders and her neck. Most of all, he saw that smile on her face.

It was different from the one she usually used to greet him. This time, she wasn’t going to refer to him as an authority figure. Instead, he was a hapless male, which meant he needed to be trained. He needed to be tamed. Between those heartbeats, she was figuring out what kind of power she possessed. She was starting to understand exactly the lesson Hannah wanted to teach her.

“You can grab him by the back of his head,” Hannah told her new friend.

The receptionist didn’t hesitate. Somehow, she had the confidence to reach down, grab onto him, pull him up between her inner thighs, and force his mouth against her pussy, exactly as his wife had done on the previous day.

He didn’t want to do it. He didn’t want to get used like this.

Part of him wanted to say something about how this would count as infidelity. He was basically cheating on his wife. That would be enough to make them stop tormenting him. Right?

Immediately, Isaac‘s father dismissed the idea because he knew the truth. These women didn’t care about that. As far as they were concerned, he was nothing but a tool. He was a toy to be used, which meant that they could use him however they liked.

He licked her. Even though this girl was just supposed to be a receptionist, he worshiped her body. A girl like Mandy was cute; she probably got a lot of attention from the guys around her. Then again, they always wanted something specific from her. They weren’t interested in reciprocation. They weren’t interested in anything beyond what she could do for them. They were probably immature and selfish.

Only this time, she could take exactly what she wanted as she planted both of her palms along the back of his skull. She pressed him down and used him. She scooted forward onto the edge of that seat as she adjusted the angle of her slit, making it even easier for him to shove his tongue down into her open opening.

“Yes. Yes, that’s right. Yes, this feels so good. I love seeing you like this. You’re not the boss of me anymore , are you?” There was something so pathetically immature about the way she taunted him.

And yet, she could do it. She could play with him, and there was nothing Isaac’s father could do to stop her!

Fresh shame burned across his body. It was almost worse than the pain of getting whipped by his belt…almost. 

Right as that thought occurred to him, the other woman picked up the belt. She touched the smooth contour to his backside. She stroked it along his vulnerable skin.

“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time,” announced his colleague.

Hannah watched all of this. She couldn’t help herself. As she smoked, she chuckled. And then she said to him, “How does it feel? How does it feel knowing that you are outclassed by the women around you? Because you know, this isn’t going to stop. This is just a new way of life for you. I fixed your home life, and now I can fix your work life. You’re going to serve that receptionist. You’re going to obey your colleagues. As far as everyone here is concerned, you might be able to do your old job, but now you’re ready for new tasks, aren’t you? Think of yourself as the office slave! At home, your little girl can tell you to do the dishes for her because she can give you whichever chore she wants. At work, these women can tell you what to do just as easily.”

He ached for the chance to argue.

Then again, that wasn’t going to happen. His mouth was already busy. He licked and tasted that girl. The blonde still had her hands on the back of his head. She grabbed onto his hair, and she was using him, manipulating him, adjusting the angle and shifting his lips just a tiny bit to the left or right or up or down. Each time, she did it to satisfy those urges. These longings probably spread through her like tantalizing tentacles. She could savor this. She could revel in those reactions.

Like so many other girls her age, the receptionist usually thought of sex in terms of pleasing a man. But at this point, that wasn’t a concern for her. She could be selfish and greedy. She could take what she wanted. She didn’t have to think about him. He would give her everything!

He was already naked and on his knees. Better yet, she had watched as he had gotten punished.

And now she was about to see it again.

“You’ve had this coming for a long time,” said his colleague. 

Hannah grinned. She inhaled and watched.

Obviously, there was a great deal of pleasure to be gleaned from breaking a man like this. Isaac’s father really was successful; he had a lot to offer. But now she got to enjoy something even better.

She could watch other women do it!

He kept licking the receptionist’s pussy. He went down on her hard and fast, sliding his tongue up and down as he did everything he could to satisfy that girl. Even if he was supposed to be her superior, that didn’t matter, not here or now.

Then it was time for his colleague to strike.

She had never done this before, but she figured it out. She snapped the belt down through the air just once. She decided how it was going to work, and then she struck, going for his right side, then his left, a spot near the small of his back, then his ass.

He cried out!

It was an amusing, muffled sound that came from deep within his chest, even as he continued to lick that other girl. He served one of the women from his office while another watched.

At the same time, his colleague paused just long enough to look back at Hannah. “I think this is pretty amazing. I’m going to be honest. I saw some of the videos online, but I never thought they were real. I never imagined a guy like him could be tamed like this.”

“They can all be tamed,” Hannah said emphatically. She brought the cigarette back up to her lips. She drew another lungful of smoke as she reveled in the satisfying warmth that spread through her body. For a moment, she glanced over at her slave. She studied Isaac, and she could still see the frustration play across his face. Even after all of this time and all of this training, he still hated smoking!

Too bad for him.

Obviously, there was nothing he could do to stop her. He was a slave, and he remained locked up. Just because she could, she took another puff on her cigarette, strolled over to him, sauntering and sashaying like a model on a runway. She grabbed her boy, and she tilted his head back. She pushed her mouth up against his, kissed him hard, and exhaled, blowing the smoke right into his mouth.

He must’ve known something like this was coming, but then she drew back, and she touched a finger softly to his mouth. “Hold it,” she said.

Isaac obeyed.

Even if he hated this with every fiber of his being, he held the smoke in his lungs. He didn’t dare exhale.

In the meantime, the belt flew down, striking with the vicious cruelty of a cobra. Fresh redness appeared along the curves of that man’s ass as he endured the blast of agony. He cried out. He whimpered. From one second to the next, he made those desperate little sounds.

“Now you can exhale,” Hannah said to her slave.

Her boy coughed out the smoke.

That was when she grabbed him and pushed him down onto his knees. He was braced in front of her. “Don’t look away. I want you to see this. I want you to watch your father. Look at him, Isaac. You used to respect him, didn’t you?”

Of course, Isaac’s father could overhear all of this. Despite the pain inflicted by one woman while servicing another, that man still understood exactly what was going on. He could still hear Hannah as she addressed his son.

“Yes, I used to respect my father.”

“What about now?”

Isaac’s father probably tried to tell himself something about how this boy only told her what she wanted to hear. Hannah didn’t care, especially because his thoughts soon shattered as his colleague punished him. The belt came down again and again, striking hard and fast. Each time it connected, it left another crimson welt along his naked flesh.

That man could hate this. He could despise it with every fiber of his being, but he still couldn’t break her hold over him. The women here were in charge; they could do whatever they wanted, and he simply had to take it. He had to endure it. There were no other options, not for him.

“I don’t respect my father. I can’t. I know that he’s a slave just like me!”

“And how should a slave behave?” Hannah asked.

“A slave always has to do everything the women around him say!”

“Good boy,” she replied.

Perhaps Hannah continued to taunt both of them. Maybe she played with Isaac and his father, questioning the boy and forcing him to make one degrading comment after another.

If so, his father couldn’t hear those words. Instead, he was trapped in that torrent of pain. The storm of agony swirled along his body as the belt came down again and again. He kept licking. He sucked and nuzzled, bobbing his head up and down as his tongue probed deeper. He found her clit, and he worshiped her without even understanding what he was doing, all because he couldn’t think clearly. The belt snapped down again and again, overwhelming him.

The receptionist came!

That orgasm exploded through her body, and then Hannah asked her a question. “Was that good enough? Does he deserve a respite? Should we let him get back to work?”

Isaac’s father drew back. His lips were wet and shining with the receptionist’s juices that glimmered off of his lower lip.

The receptionist looked down at him. She was studying him and considering exactly what she wanted to do. “I guess that depends. Are things going to be different now? Are you going to behave? Are you going to do every little thing I tell you to?” Despite her recent orgasm, she had no problem talking down to him. She leaned forward. As she held her knees together, she looked positively demure.

Even though his son was right there in the room, Isaac’s father bowed his head down. He couldn’t meet her gaze as he said, “I’ll do everything you say. I swear. I’m going to be a good slave for you.”

Just like that, he admitted it.

Hannah snapped her fingers, she grabbed her slave by his wrist, and she decided that it was time to go back home. Playing with Isaac’s father had inspired something else within her.

“Come on, slave. It’s time to go home.”

When Hannah mentioned the idea of going home, she wasn’t talking about Isaac’s house.

Instead, they drove back to her home. They got out of the car, and she grabbed onto his hand again.

“What are you thinking?” Hannah asked.

Her boy seemed so contemplative, like he was trying to figure something out. The idea didn’t bother her. As a college girl and an intellectual, she wanted to understand him. That meant he had to be honest with her. It also meant she needed to interrogate him from time to time.

Considering how long he had been locked up and kept in his chastity cage, she knew that he was going to be malleable.

That particular point was always going to fascinate her. It seemed so strange. As a young woman, she understood her own arousal and desires. Then again, she also knew those instincts would never be enough to control her.

But the boys…

Both on campus and now back in their hometown, Hannah saw the truth. She watched Isaac. She learned all about him and considered how the cage affected him. Just being locked up and denied the excitement of arousal or the relief of an orgasm was enough to reshape him.

Boys really were pathetic. They were silly creatures, easily manipulated, and even easier to own.

As she thought about that, she was thinking of her own home life. She opened the door, and then she heard that cry of dismay.

“No more. Please, no more! I can’t take it! Please!”

Hannah didn’t get annoyed. She didn’t even look particularly surprised as she stepped through the door.

Her slave was scared. That much was obvious. One glance back at his handsome face made it abundantly clear that Isaac didn’t want to be there, especially because he recognized what each of those sounds meant.

A man was getting punished. A man was getting trained. A man was getting tamed and broken by some woman.

In this case, it just happened to be Arnold, Hannah’s father.

He was already naked and down on his knees. He had his hands held behind his back, and he braced his forehead against the wall. Then there was his wife and Isaac’s mother. Not only that, Aunt Janine was there. That last detail surprised Hannah just a tiny bit, but she could appreciate having more witnesses. Not only that, Addie stood just a few feet away, her arms crossed with a similar smirk on her face.

“What did you do wrong?” Hannah’s mother demanded again. At that moment, right before that man could answer, she glanced over her shoulder to see Hannah and her slave standing there.

Hannah’s father turned just a tiny bit as well. Hot blush curved along his cheeks. His face was wet. He didn’t want to admit it, but he could hardly tolerate what was happening. Under normal circumstances, Hannah’s father probably saw himself as the kind of guy who could endure a lot. He was supposed to be strong. He was supposed to be an exemplar of what a man could be.

Instead, Arnold found himself whimpering on his knees, naked, and on display in front of these women. Even his little girl was right there, watching with that smile on her face. Addie loved this!

Even if she had generally enjoyed a good relationship with her dad, she was still a teenage girl. There had still been those disagreements, conversations and arguments over what she could wear, who she could hang out with, or where she could go.

Obviously, her father no longer had that kind of authority. As a man, he didn’t get to regulate her behaviors. He didn’t get to tell her where she could go or what she could do. She made those decisions on her own!

If he didn’t like them or if he disagreed with them, then he was the one who needed to be punished. He was the one who needed to be corrected!

Arnold’s wife held up her new favorite implement. It was a cane. It was vicious. Each time it struck down, it delivered another blast of pain. Each time it struck, it was worse than a hand, a whip, a belt or even an antenna. It was the kind of vicious tool that could knock him out.

“Mom, it looks like he’s having a really hard time. Maybe you should let him take a break?”

“You think?” She turned back to her daughter and smiled. There was something particularly maleficent about her gaze.

Then again, those two women could share a moment. This was mother and daughter taming a man who needed it.

“I think so. But I am curious. What did he do?”

“Tell them. Tell everyone here what you did and why you’re naked and getting canned,” said his wife.

Hannah’s father bit down for just a moment. But then he looked around. He had to comprehend that this could be a pivotal moment. After all, he might make a mistake, and his wife could continue to punish him. If she didn’t, then it could have been either of his daughters.

The moisture drained away from his mouth for a moment, and he gulped. He blinked quickly and turned back to the others. “I questioned her.”

“Louder,” ordered his wife. Hannah marveled at this. Her mother had grown so much. It was a strange thought, especially considering Hannah herself had been raised here, but she was learning to humanize her parents. She was starting to understand that they could grow and adapt as well. Her mother proved as much.

While Hannah had been growing up, her parents had been fairly traditional. They believed in equality. At least, that was what they had claimed. Then again, her father had always been the one who acted like the head of the household. He always made it sound like his wife had to consult with him.

But those decisions were no longer Arnold’s to make.

Hannah’s father drew a breath. He clenched his eyes shut. Even so, he still forced himself to speak. “I messed up. I messed up because I was talking to her, and I asked her if this was really necessary. I asked her if we could go back to the way things were!”

Hannah walked over to him. She had let go of Isaac’s hand, and now she was standing over her father.

At that moment, the pain was still simmering across his flesh. His wife had caned him brutally, using that implement again and again. Those red marks wouldn’t go away for a long time.

Hannah considered all of this right before she slapped her father hard across the face. She backhanded him. Then she gave him an open palmed slap across his face. His head jerked from side to side as he took it.

At one random instant, he glared up at her as though he thought he could argue with her.

But this wasn’t a fight about a curfew. It wasn’t some discussion about where she was going to go to college either. Instead, this girl had instituted a new policy in their home. She had convinced her little sister and her mother. Aunt Janine was there now as well, and these women knew exactly what this man needed.

More importantly, they were going to give it to him.

They would make sure he never forgot. They would make sure he never escaped!

“Would you like one?” Hannah asked, her eyes turned toward mother. She had taken out her pack of cigarettes.

Better yet, she still saw that flash of the irritation play across Arnold’s face. Despite everything he had endured, her father still hated smoking. She smirked and enjoyed that look on his face, especially because it reminded her of Isaac.

“That sounds lovely,” her mother replied, taking a cigarette.

“Would you like one?” Hannah asked, first addressing the aunt, then her little sister. Both of those women took cigarettes, and they all lit up. Isaac and Hannah‘s father were the only two individuals in the room who didn’t have cigarettes.

Hannah’s father glared at her. His entire body radiated unconcealed frustration, especially because this was supposed to be his house, and he was supposed to be capable of telling these women what they were allowed to do. No, they couldn’t smoke! There wasn’t supposed to be a trace of tobacco in this entire house! Even if their neighbors had started to smoke outside, he would have stomped over to them to tell them to cut it out.

But right then and there, he didn’t have those options. His authority had been stripped away. These women could do whatever they wanted. Hannah knew that, so she inhaled. She enjoyed herself, pulling the cigarette back to her lips, breathing in, and letting the tip flare with another beautiful orange glow.

All around him, those women were smoking. Even his daughter was smoking! He watched as Hannah‘s little sister inhaled, filling her lungs, smiling, and slowly breathing out.

She looked like an expert. Perhaps that was the worst part.

Her father wanted to believe that his little girl was innocent, like she was never going to know how to hold a cigarette, how to breathe in the smoke, how to hold it, or how to relax in the flash of chemical bliss.

And yet, that girl didn’t have any trouble whatsoever.

With every moment, he wished he could have been brave enough to jump up onto his feet. Like Isaac’s father, he wanted to break free of their hold, he didn’t know what to do!

Whether he wanted to face it or not, he was trapped, and these women could do whatever they liked with him.

“Can I cane him next?” That was Hannah’s little sister.

Hannah’s mother grinned. “Absolutely, dear.” She sounded so maternal as she made that point. She was just a woman giving her daughter something special to do. The older man heard that permission, and he shivered. He wanted to get up. He wanted to fight back.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t think of what to do. He didn’t know how to resist, especially because that little girl came striding over to him. She moved quickly, just like her sister. She carried herself with the same charismatic certainty.

That young woman took the cane, and she smacked it hard against the palm of her hand. Clearly, she wanted to look like a bad ass. The tool hit her palm, and then she bristled for a second. Obvious pain flashed across her features.

Her father glanced back at her. He tried to hold her gaze. He failed very quickly. “Please, you don’t have to do this.”

“Stand up. Put your hands on the wall,” said the girl.

Hannah watched this. Then she leaned over and whispered something to her little sister. She told her that she could do this. She told her that every man needed to be punished, and their father was no exception.

Standing off to the side and watching, Isaac was probably just happy that he didn’t have to get involved.

Janine continued to observe. She was enjoying her cigarette and savoring the look of fear on his face. For her, there must’ve been something sweet and amazing about this. After all, all of these women had come together to make sure that Hannah’s father suffered for his bad behavior.

Inevitably, that man rose to his feet and he pushed his hands against the wall.

Then that young girl came up behind him and she struck! She used the cane like a baseball bat, swinging down hard and fast. Not only that, she was relentless!

Maybe she wasn’t as strong as her mother or Hannah, but that girl wanted to prove herself. That made her cruel in a way the others couldn’t match.

Pretty soon, she was laughing. Her heart was pounding, and her lungs pumped. She had already put out her cigarette, but that didn’t stop her from making sure that this man suffered. Every second meant another rush of agony. The pain burned through his body. The sensations snapped along his senses. Every moment brought another burst of sound, followed by the flash of pain. It rocked across his nerves, making him squirm, yet he didn’t dare move.

Any mistake would just add an additional punishment.

“Tell me you deserve this,” said his youngest daughter. “Tell us all that you deserve this. Tell us all that you are just a dumb man, and dumb men deserve to be broken.”

“I deserve to be broken!” Arnold called out.

“Since you asked for it’s so nicely,” she taunted him right before she unleashed another wave. The next dose of punishment came down in one sharp burst after another.

But then she stopped. She was breathing hard.

“Isaac, go get the mask,” Hannah said.

That boy understood what this meant. More importantly, he knew exactly where to find it in her bedroom. He rushed off.

“No more,” Hannah’s father said. “Please. No more…” He was begging. His voice strained with that primal desperation, especially because he truly believed that his system couldn’t take this. At some point, something within his psyche would break. Despite that possibility, his youngest daughter grabbed him by his hair, jerked his head back, leaned in and told him, “I don’t care.”

That was all she needed to say before she let go, adjusted her grip, and swung down again.

The cane smashed against his naked ass. Then she went for his legs. She made sure every strike delivered fresh agony.

He couldn’t take it.

Arnold genuinely couldn’t take it!

She kept going, swinging harder and faster. By now, that girl had recovered, so now she channeled every ounce of strength she possessed into wielding the cane. His skin burned, and his senses were overwhelmed.

She struck one more time, and that was when he collapsed. He fell forward. He dropped onto his side. He was on his back.

“He passed out,” Hannah said. She looked at her little sister. For a few seconds, that girl actually looked nervous, like maybe she was worried she was going to get in trouble. Like so many other girls, she still held onto those old expectations.

Only then, her big sister held up her hand for a high five.

They smacked their palms against one another, and Hannah pulled her little sister into a big hug. “Nicely done! You want to make sure that they really understand what it means to get punished. You can’t be gentle. You need to be rough with them. You need them to really comprehend what it means when they mess up.”

That lesson may have been necessary, but Hannah pulled away from her little sister, she stepped over to her father, and then she straddled him. She smacked his face, striking from left to right and back again.

Her dad’s eyes fluttered open.

“Open your mouth,” said his wife.

He had to understand what this meant, but he still despised it. He understood how it was going to burn. Still, he wasn’t able to stop her. He stuck out his tongue, she came up to him, and she put out her cigarette right there. She used him like he was nothing but a human ashtray!

First, she tapped the cigarette, dropping some ash down along the back of his tongue. Then she pushed the cigarette down against that wet flesh. She rotated it, sliding it around across Arnold’s tormented skin.

The man whimpered. Her husband groaned. Desperation hit him as he tried to make those pleading little sounds, but she wasn’t interested.

“Get up,” she said. “Your daughter isn’t done with you.”

He rose to his feet because he had no other choice. If he hesitated or delayed the inevitable any longer, it was just going to get worse.

Hannah’s sister shoved him up against the wall, and he could feel those women watching him.

But now, Isaac came back.

He was holding onto something.

It was a black, leather mask. It came with a set of different tubes.

That man didn’t get the chance to think about what this meant. He wasn’t thinking about that small opening or how it would still allow him to slide his tongue free. At this point, he couldn’t think. He couldn’t plan.

There was just the reality of enduring what these women gave him.

His daughter shoved him against the wall just like before, and she was still holding onto the cane. She used it hard and fast. She was laughing. As the pain rushed across his nerves, he had to listen to the joyful chortles of that girl as she disciplined him!

Then she stopped, and Arnold collapsed.

“It’s time for the mask,” Janine announced.

“I couldn’t agree more,” Hannah said.

Hannah stood on one side. Her little sister took the other. They put their hands on his shoulders, and they pushed him right back down to his knees. Then Hannah held out her hand, and Isaac brought her the mask.

She pulled it over her father’s face, drew the straps tight, and then she made sure that there was that opening for his mouth.

She leaned down. “I’m thinking you’re going to show us what you can do with that mouth of yours. In the meantime, you know where the smoke is going, don’t you? Oh, and I’m thinking maybe Janine would like to have some fun with you? What do you think of that?”

Up until now, Aunt Janine had remained fairly quiet. She had been observing. She had been enjoying the show. She was close to Hannah’s mother, so the two of them could talk. Not only that, they could enjoy seeing this man disciplined and utterly broken.

“Are you going to get the harness?”

Hannah didn’t even respond directly. “Isaac, go get it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, hopping to his feet. At that point, he was probably just grateful that he wasn’t going to get punished himself. Hannah’s chastity slave disappeared down the hallway as he went to go get the next implement.

Hannah reached down and grabbed the tubes that led from the mask. She inhaled from her cigarette, and then she blew down. The silver smoke shot through the transparent tube, and it rushed up into her father’s nostrils. He had to breathe in.

He started to exhale. He started to cough.

She zipped his mouth shut, sealing the mask.

Immediately, he jerked his head from side to side as he searched for some way to escape.

He couldn’t.

The women watched. They were smiling, and now Janine, Hannah‘s mother, her little sister, and Hannah herself had lit up again. They had fresh cigarettes, and they started to blow into those tubes.

He had no choice. He had to breathe in the smoke. He had to hold it in. There was no escape, not while he wore that mask!

Laughing, Hannah mocked her father. “This must be so upsetting for you. I remember when you used to go on and on as you lectured me about smoking. But look at you now. You’re smoking more than we are!”

Perhaps he heard the words, she said to him. Maybe he didn’t. Either way, he had to continue to breathe in the smoke. He still couldn’t escape it. Even if he coughed, there was no way for him to hide from the fumes shooting down those tubes. Worse, the women were taking turns. Janine or Hannah’s mother would exhale. Maybe Hannah’s little sister would pick up a tube and blow down into it, sending fresh smoke right into his mouth.

As Isaac came back, Janine pulled away. She took her cigarette and put it out on his shoulder, pushing it down and rotating it just as those other women had done in his mouth. He howled. The fresh sounds of his desperate screams vibrated through his mask. For the most part, the restrictive leather swallowed the noises he tried to make. Still, these women were laughing and giggling as they enjoyed seeing him struggle through that rush of focused stimulation.

Then Janine slipped her feet from her shoes, and she loosened her jeans before shimmying out of them. She pulled off her panties.

She glanced over at Isaac.

He quickly looked away.

She pulled on the harness, and she adjusted the dildo. Then she ordered that boy to crawl over to her. Isaac quickly complied. She grabbed him by his hair, shoved the dildo into his mouth, and forced him to lick it until it was glistening with his saliva.

Luckily for him, that was all he had to endure.

After all, Janine really wanted to play with Hannah‘s father.

She came up behind him. She pushed him down. He was still trying to cough and free himself from the mask as she shoved into his ass.

She penetrated him, taking him hard. She shoved forward, and he screamed out again. Maybe it was from the indignity. Maybe it was that sense of violation. Maybe he was still trying to fight his way free from the smoke filling his chest.

Either way, Janine didn’t care because she was enjoying herself. She bumped into him. She humbled him.

She went at Arnold for one, two, three then four minutes. Then she drew back. Every second meant a fresh torment as he endured the feel of that dildo pumping into his tight ass.

“I think it’s time for me to enjoy myself,” said Hannah’s mother.

Like Janine, she stripped. She kicked away her shoes and peeled off her socks. She continued to work until she was naked from the waist down. After that, she sat, and the other girls shoved him forward. He was crawling, even though he had that dildo stuck up his ass!

She sat down, spread her legs, and suddenly he had his mouth pressed up against something wet and hot. He couldn’t smell the excitement of her pussy, but he had to understand what was expected of him.

Sure enough, Hannah’s father started to lick. He ran his tongue along her sex, giving her precisely what she wanted. Even if he hated himself for it, he couldn’t stop it.

“Good boy,” Hannah’s wife said to him. Perhaps he could hear her. Maybe not. It didn’t matter because she needed to say those words. She stroked his head. “I know. I know. You thought you were better than us. You never imagined that our daughter could do this to you, but we are all learning, aren’t we? We are all growing. This is who you are now.” 

“Exactly,” Hannah said. “These boys need to learn, but they aren’t the only ones. We need to figure out exactly how we can break them. We need them to understand that they are property. They are toys and playthings now. Men shouldn’t have rights!”

Janine laughed, even as she pumped her fake cock deep into his opening. “Men shouldn’t have rights!” She cackled as she enjoyed that idea.

Like so many other women, she had put up with those small insults. They had added up over the course of her life, so now she took out all of those frustrations on this man. She smacked his ass. She wanted to grab the cane, but the angle was awkward. Instead, she yanked on his hair. At the same time, he continued to serve his wife.

Then there was Hannah and her little sister. Both of those girls made a point of continuing to smoke. Every few seconds, they blew fresh smoke down into his mask.

For Arnold, fresh air became a memory.

Despite his discomfort, he had to lick. Despite the degradation, he had to worship his wife.

He gave her the raw pleasure she demanded. As a woman, she was entitled to it. As a man, he didn’t get to question her!

Even if he didn’t want to believe it, that reality continued to slam down into his psyche. Before his daughter left for college, he probably thought none of this could ever happen.

And yet, Hannah had made it a reality. She made female supremacy and into his reality!

As Janine slammed into him, his daughters continued to blow fresh smoke down into those tubes.

If he had been allowed to speak, then he probably would have begged. If his mouth wasn’t otherwise occupied, he would have called out something like, “I’m learning! I’m learning my lesson! Please, Hannah! Please, you don’t have to do this to me!”

The desperation could have flashed all along his body, but that didn’t matter, not here or now. These women decided what would happen to him. Pleasure flashed through his wife. Amusement hit Janine. The girls were laughing, and Isaac stood off to the side, fully aware of the fact that he couldn’t do anything to help.

They were men. As men, they were powerless. This was what happened when a boy was locked in a chastity cage, or a father was confronted by the most vicious version of his daughter.

“Everyone, enjoy yourself. We just need to remember that this is how the world is supposed to work everywhere, not just here.” Maybe Hannah felt silly for making that point, but she thought it was important. “This is what every man should fear. This is what every man should experience!”

She took her cigarette out of her mouth, and she shoved it down against his right wrist. He howled out again, and he kept licking.

That was the most important part.

This man knew that he was being broken. This was subjugation, and it was utterly inescapable. One way or another, these women were going to continue to work on him. They would work on all of the important men in their lives, breaking them down one by one as female supremacy spread.

In this family, it was all thanks to Hannah.

She grinned, she watched, and she loved knowing what she had spread.

The End
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The Verger Treatment

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

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

Jasmine’s Sissy

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

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

Black Widows

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

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

Bullied Cuckold

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

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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