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As he stared up at his daughter, he didn't know how he had gotten into this position. He had his hands cuffed behind his back, he was naked, down on his knees, and utterly transfixed by the expression on Jordan’s beautiful face. "I know what I want," she said.

A few feet away, seated on the couch with her legs crossed and a wineglass in her hand, Alison simply asked, "And what is that, dear?"

"I want to make him lick my pussy before I piss down his throat."

Jim processed those words. His eyes widened, and part of him itched to laugh. It was a ridiculous, stupid response, especially because of everything this woman had already done.

They had taken him. They had taken control. They had already humiliated and degraded him. Not only that, he could still taste the ash along his tongue and at the back of his throat. The cigarette burns along his body made it clear that they could be merciless.

Just one day, that was all it took for these women to reveal themselves. He didn't want to believe it. Even then and there, after everything he had endured, Jim couldn't accept any of this. His heart thundered in his chest, and Jordan stepped forward.

She was supposed to be his little girl. Even as he looked from her flats to her tights, her black skirt, white blouse, every detail reminded him of the little girl she had been. They had played ball together; he had worked so hard to be close to her.

None of those experiences changed what she had become.

"Are you ready, boy?"

Boy. She uttered that word with so much disdain. When she glared down at him, it was obvious that Jordan didn't and couldn't respect him. He was a boy, a male, and that made him a member of the inferior sex. As far as she was concerned, she was his superior, and she effectively owned him. He was a member of her family, so she could do whatever she wished with him. She could punish him however, she saw fit. He didn’t need to mess up, not if she felt like hearing him scream.

"You, you don't mean it," he said.

That's when she grabbed him by his hair and forced him to straighten his back. With her other hand, she slapped him across his right cheek, then his left. His eyes watered, and fresh waves of pain showered along his skin.

On some level, Jim tried to figure out how Jordan could have transformed like this. She had always been so sweet, so innocent. She had always seemed like a little girl, his precious little princess, the one he’d always have to protect.

But now, she struck again.

“Do I? Do I mean it?” Jordan taunted him.

"Yes!" Jim called out. His eyes were wet, and he hated that syllable even as it jumped from his mouth. He wished he could have taken aback. More importantly, he wanted to argue with her. He needed to defy her.

He couldn't.

After everything he had already endured, Jim was ready to yield to these women.

That's when she kicked off her shoes. She pulled down her tights. She peeled away her panties. Layer by layer, she stripped off those garments. He watched those pieces get discarded as they dropped onto the floor. Then she shoved him to his back. With his hands still cuffed behind him, Jim couldn't stop her.

"Lick my pussy, boy." She made the demand.

Normally, this girl could be so sweet and eloquent when she spoke. Back in high school, she'd defeated the best students in her grade to win a public speaking contest. She knew how to pick the best and most appropriate terms. She could easily adopt the academic language of scholars and politicians as she sliced down her rivals.

But now he was on his back, and she straddled his face. "What are you going to do for me?" Jordan demanded.

"I—I’m going to lick your pussy," he promised. He hated how the words seemed to get ripped from the back of his throat, yet he couldn't stop any of it.

"That's exactly what you're going to do, Jim," Alison said from her spot on the couch.

Jordan didn't need permission for something like this. She saw what she wanted, and now she intended to take it from him.

"For way too long, you’ve talked down to me. You always thought I was your little girl. Do I look like your little girl right now? Think about that as you lick my pussy. Think about that as you get me off," she ordered. With her legs spread, she pushed her sex down against the tip of his nose, his lips, and then she began to ride his face, grinding gently against his mouth as she forced him to pleasure her.

At first, he kept his mouth shut. Only then, she reached back, and she grabbed his cock. She squeezed as his eyes widened under the dark of her skirt.

A girl like Jordan wasn't supposed to be able to treat him this way! She should have been nervous and intimidated by his presence. Despite those expectations, she had been given permission from her mother; that was all that counted. These women were only interested in one another and what they thought. As a boy, he didn't get to have a valid opinion. He could argue if she liked, but that would just mean more pain.

Without even trying, he thought back to the burns along his shoulders and legs, plus the tingling stinging at his cheeks.

"Lick," she ordered again.

His lips parted, and he tasted her sex. Before this, he only had to smell her. There was that warm aroma as it brushed the insides of his nostrils. He could almost taste her juices at the back of his throat. But now, his tongue slid upward, and he really did taste her. It wasn't some projection or a construct within his imagination. This was real. It was actually happening.

He was licking that girl's slit like a thirsty dog. As a well-trained mutt, he lapped at her sex. He hated himself for doing it, but he didn't know how to stop. There was this wild, desperate, and pathetically needy enthusiasm that raced across his body as he worshiped her.

Like an obedient slave, Jim satisfied her cravings; she knew what she desired. Most of all, she understood how fragile boys could be.

Back when she was younger, she had tormented her brother. He may have been older, but that didn't matter. Jim, as her father, was obviously so much older and more mature.

Too bad. Those attributes didn't save him. Breaking him was even more delicious than playing with Connor had been!

She rode his face, sliding forward and back. She used his tongue for her pleasure. At several points, he whimpered; he made these desperate little noises. None of that changed anything. After all, she loved hearing those sounds. Plus, he squirmed beneath her.

Although he had to know it was futile, Jim still tried to break away. He fought to free himself from those restraints.

He couldn't do it.

Each time he jerked against the metal shackles, he could feel them dig down into his wrists. His muscles tightened, and he attempted to tear away, but she had him. There was no way for Jim and to escape.

Both of these women could do whatever they liked with him. Again and again, he came back to that reality. "More," she demanded. She reached back again and gave his cock another squeeze. "More!" Her demand lanced through his body.

She rubbed her sex on him, gliding forward then back. She used his face. She enjoyed the soft feel of his mouth, and the delightful motions of his tongue. She had turned him into a sex toy.

Finally, she threw her head back, and her hair slapped down against the nape of her neck and down between her shoulders.

Face red, Jordan pulled back. She peered down at her father. "How was that?"

"No more," he whimpered.

Again, she hit him across the face. There was that snap of noise, and he jerked his head to the side. "What's wrong? Are you going to cry? Are you going to cry, Daddy?" She burst out laughing, and then she positioned herself again. "Swallow," she ordered. She shifted her spot there on his face, but she was still mounted their right above his cheeks.

She was ready.

She could feel the tension.

She could unleash the stream.

Jordan closed her eyes, she relaxed, and the stream shot down. At first, he had maybe hoped that she’d forget about this. Better yet, he needed her to decide to do something else. Maybe she could’ve just gotten up, smoothed her shirt, walked back over to her mother, and they could talk. In the meantime, he would be able to recover and think about what he would do next. There had to be some way for him to get out of this.

And yet, he knew his wife and just how ruthless she could be. There had always been those moments in their relationship when he saw her, and her expression sharpened or tightened into something unyielding. At those instances, Jim had sensed her power and authority. He had sensed what she could do, not just in the bedroom, not when they were simply playing games. This was the reality of her strength, and she had always been able to crush him.

She had simply chosen not to...until now.

If Jordan had released a just a few droplets, then she could have fulfilled her fantasy or satisfied this twisted desire without actually degrading him so thoroughly.

His daughter had something else in mind. With her eyes closed, she allowed that relief to flow through her body. At the same time, the jet of tangy heat hit the back of his throat. Suddenly, he was gargling and desperately struggling to swallow it down. He had to concentrate, to fight through his revulsion. Of course, another part of him wanted to turn away. He couldn't. She held him locked in that position. Every time he jerked his head to the left or right, he just managed to push his cheeks against her inner thighs.

Finally, she finished.

She pulled back, only for him to jerk his head to his right as he kept coughing.

Droplets soaked into the carpet.

"Lick it up," Alison said.

He turned back toward her. The bottom half of his face was wet, and that salty, tangy aroma clogged his nostrils.

His wife repeated the command, "Lick it up. If you don't, you know it's only going to get worse for you."

Jim wished he could argue. He didn't really want to believe it. He didn't want to accept anything his wife told him.

And yet, he saw the ferocity and her expression, and he realized right away that she was telling the truth. She wasn't playing with him, she wasn't toying with him, and this wasn't some joke from one of their bedroom games. She really meant it.

His daughter was even less sympathetic. She grabbed him by his hair, her fingers shooting down before she latched onto his scalp. She yanked, and there was that spasm of pain along the top of his head. His eyes watered again, and she had rolled him over. Somehow, he braced himself against his knees, only now she pressed his face to the wet carpet.

He licked. He tried to suck it up. He felt pathetic.

"That's right, boy. You know your place, don't you?"

Jordan laughed. Alison joined in. Minute by minute and second by second, he had to endure this torment. Neither woman would give him any other option…

Of course, his life hadn't always been like that. Only a very short while before, Jim thought he lived a regular life with two women who loved and respected him. He had been wrong, so very wrong.

Before the women revealed themselves, Jim grinned as he looked up at his wife. He was tied down, naked, and staring up at that beautiful, naked woman. His eyes roamed along Alison's beautifully firm breasts, her flat stomach, the curves of her hips, and the contours between her legs. His eyes shined. She had slapped him across the face, and now, her expression darkened.

With his arms and legs spread and the shackles around his wrists and ankles, Jim should have been frightened. He wasn’t, not when they had played these games before. In fact, it felt right to him. After all, he knew that this was just a fantasy. They had talked about it extensively, first when they dated, and now that they were married. Over the course of those incredible years together, they had raised two children, and now he could just relax.

Of course, their daughter was still living at home, but Jordan was out for the time being. She’d be off with her friends on this delightful Saturday afternoon. In the meantime, Jim could enjoy this time with his wife.

"Maybe you need it harder?" Alison asked. "Is that it? You need it harder, boy?"

"No, ma'am," he said, almost smirking. He couldn't help it.

She slapped him across the face. It was a light strike, something that just left this delicious heat along his cheek. From there, she scratched at his chest. Her nails scraped down toward his stomach. Then she rubbed his naked cock. He was stiff, and her fingers encircled his member. She played with him, toying with him. From moment to moment, she stimulated her husband, touching him exactly the way he liked most. In fact, he arched his back, his muscles contracting as he pushed down. His elbows, buttocks, and heels shoved down against the mattress as his wife taunted him.

She touched him and teased him, gliding her hands up and down along his leg. She knew exactly what he desired. She knew precisely how to keep him excited just like this. More than that, she knew how to bring her husband to the edge of release.

"Yes. Please, give it to me. Yes. Please, I can't take this!" Jim called out.

"It's always fun when you beg," she said.

While his heart hammered and his lungs pumped, Alison considered the man spread out beneath her.

In that moment, she thought of something else. The idea had been bothering her for quite some time. She couldn't remember exactly when it began. Months ago? Maybe even years ago?

They could play, of course. In fact, they had been playing for so long that it almost felt routine. Maybe, as she touched him, he could lose himself in that delicious bliss, but something had shifted for her.

Fucking her husband like this felt fake.

Not only that, other images had started to cavort in her imagination. She had started to think of something else, a different approach they could take.

But that would be wrong—right?

She wasn't supposed to think in those terms. She wasn't supposed to entertain those approaches. Even if she had already made the purchases, she knew she wouldn't use any of those toys. She’d always have to be gentle with him. She would always have to respect his limits and boundaries.

At least, that was what she told herself. But even as she played with him, Alison had to work hard to keep that look of seductive interest playing across her face.

In fact, she could only get wet when she thought of what she really craved: the chance to unleash her brutality.

"Please. You can't do this. Please!" he pretended to beg.

Alison still held the truth back, yet she wished she could hear genuine, actual, desperate pleading from this boy.

"Yes, I can," she said. "I can do whatever I want with you."

In that moment, she was tempted. She was tempted so hard to slide off of the bed and go to the closet, to pull away some of her old outfits and to reveal her secret stash. Alison yearned for the chance to pull out the mask, the real shackles, the paddle, and the razor strap.

Again and again, she told herself that it would be wrong. She reminded herself that she couldn't do something like that. This man was her husband. He had helped her raise two children.

And yet…

And yet…

And yet…

Those other urges continued to sing through her veins. With every kick of her heart, she knew what she really wanted.

That's when she grabbed him, and she pulled him into position. She aimed his cock with one hand. At the same time, she lowered herself down. At first, Alison used the tip of his shaft to pleasure herself. She used him like a toy as she brushed his erection along her pussy. Delicious heat flared along her body. Then she lowered herself down all the way, and he felt the tension.

"Don't you dare come without permission," she ordered.

"No, ma’am. No, I won't!" He sounded so desperate.

She enjoyed his touch, of course. There was something simple and easy about this intimacy.

Even so, Alison threw herself into those other fantasies. She closed her eyes, she leaned forward, and she pushed her palm down against his mouth. He probably viewed this as some sign of subjugation, but she really wanted to lose herself from that moment. She could still ride his cock and fuck him hard, but she needed to think of something else.

She wanted to envision that scenario where she would show him the truth, where she could hold up her cigarette, let the smoke drift around his face, press the burning tip against his skin, hear and cry out, watch the tears run down his cheeks, and more. She yearned to really slap him across the face, to bend him over the side of the couch, and take honest control.

For a moment, Alison almost smiled. Despite those images and the effect they had on her, she still wanted to laugh. After all, it had been Jim who made the initial requests. When they first got together, he looked up at her sheepishly, and he said that he had these fantasies. He asked to be tied down. He wanted to feel helpless. He wanted to be used in humiliated.

He had no idea.

Adrenaline burned across her body. Alison shook her head from side to side, letting some of her hair fall down around her shoulders. She didn't bother to tuck those rebellious strands behind her ears. Instead, she rode him, gliding her hips forward, back, undulating with every moment as she enjoyed the friction of his body against hers. Pleasure and need rippled through her.

She stopped thinking about her real husband. Instead, she thought of walking through the door, seeing him on his knees, naked and ready to service her. She would be able to do whatever she craved, and he wouldn't be able to stop her. If he tried to stand up to her, either literally or figuratively, she’d smack him across the face. If he questioned her authority, she could grabbed him by his throat, shove him up against the wall, and see the fear play in his eyes as she showed him where he belonged.

She needed to rule. He had to obey. She would take control, and he would give up everything.

She wouldn't need to consult him. She would simply give orders.

His fear.

That was what she desired. This primal thirst seemed to linger somewhere deep inside, like she couldn’t escape that longing. That was what she thought about as she rode him in real life. As their bodies connected and she savored the friction of his cock sliding along the walls of her pussy, Alison contemplated what it would be like to look into his eyes and to find terror. It would be constant; he would never know if he had just messed up. Worse, she would be able to make up new rules for whatever she like.

Alison wouldn't have to consult him.

She thought of those minor disagreements over the course of their marriage. They had discussed what to do with Jordan's bad behavior back in middle school, Connor's disrespectful attitude when he was a freshman in high school, and those other questions that seemed to pop up every few weeks or months. Each time, they had told their kids that they would step aside to discuss it.

She didn't want to discuss it. Alison wanted to give the command. She wanted to straighten her back, cross her arms over her chest, and look out at her family with a new directive, one that would be enforced base don the strength of her will alone.

Even when she thought of Connor, she knew what he deserved. Even if he had already moved out and now lived with a sweet girl named Liz, Alison still thought he should be under a woman's thumb.

What did Jordan think about men? What did Liz secretly believe?

How many women had her same urges yet remained too shy or apprehensive to express the truth?

Still sliding forward then back, Alison almost smiled. She thought of the women around her.

Had she sensed something similar in her daughter? Did Jordan secretly fantasize about controlling the boys around her?

Oddly enough, Alison hoped so.

Of course, Alison could still look around at the rest of the world. She understood how things worked. Women were still at a disadvantage in so many different ways. But here, in this house, they could seize control.

She hadn’t though—not yet.

Alison opened her eyes again, and she peered down at her husband. Her gaze swept along his face. At this point, he had closed his eyes, but his lips were parted as he panted. He threw his head back, and he wanted to lose control so badly, but she had ordered him to be silent.

It was part of the game, and he didn't want to break the rules.

Alison smacked him. Her hand flew down, and she struck him across the face. Again, it was a light blow—closer to playful than cruel or vindictive. His eyes widened. He had been in some fantasy; he had been thinking about her or maybe someone else, but now she had pulled him back to their shared reality.

Alison could hardly believe it, but she threw herself forward, and she braced her hands against his wrists. She shoved down hard. Her grip tightened.

For just a moment, she saw fear splash across his face. The excitement rushed through her body, and she knew what she craved: more. It was simple. It was primal and animalistic. Most of all, she couldn't deny that intoxicating allure. This explosion of searing heat ran through her body, and it coalesced into her orgasm. Her muscles tightened, she cried out, and then she screamed. In an instant, she didn't think about Jordan and whether or not she might have come home early. She didn't think about her husband or what he wasn't feeling. Instead, Alison owned that moment. She had him strapped down with those toys from the sex shop. They weren't real shackles, and he could have gotten out. Still, her nails dug down into the skin along his wrists, all while the ecstasy surged through her. It was a flood of lightning, a storm of wildly intense perfection as her muscles tightened because the pleasure pumped through her body.

Distantly, she recognized that he had climaxed too.

Alison pulled back. She looked down at her husband.

"You can take care of yourself," she said. That's when she slipped off of the bed, and she went to go take a shower.

Alison moved automatically. Yes, the orgasm felt intense, only something had shifted inside of her. When she went to the mirror, she glanced up at herself. Her chest expanded as she breathed in. Before long, she turned away, started her shower, and washed off.

With the hot water splattering down along her body, she wondered if she could actually do it.

"No," she whispered.

But then, Alison considered her husband again. And now, she envisioned to something else. She wanted him with a collar around his neck, a leash leading to her hand, his knees bent, and his face bowed down before her.

Most of all, it needed to be real.

She was tired of these games.

Exhaling slowly, she shook her head again. She finished with her shower and toweled off. When she headed back into the bedroom, she was glad to see that Jim was gone. He didn't tell her where he was going, and he didn't ask for permission either. She smirked, thinking that it would have been fascinating to see him glance up at her, his eyes hooded with dread as he wondered what kind mistake he might make next.

As far as she was concerned, there would always be another mistake.

Technically, they didn’t need to be more than minor mistakes on his part. Sometimes, he would make a joke or say something, and she would experience that flash of irritation. It would snap through her body, and it would be followed inevitably by something else, something she wanted to let go.

Not only that, she knew something else.

He would break.

When she sat on the edge of her bed, Alison knew she needed to get dressed. Instead, she spread her legs, she slipped one hand between her inner thighs. With her middle fingers, she started to touch herself. She wasn't sure exactly what she was doing, and she didn't know how she would react if her husband opened the door and stepped back inside. Maybe he would have been turned on. Perhaps he would’ve gotten angry, insisting that she wasn't allowed to have sex of any kind without him there.

But if he tried that, she knew she’d break. The last of her patience would burn away, so she would slap him across the face, showing him who he was. Not only that, she wouldn't hold back.

That was the most important part. She wouldn't hold back.

She would strike hard, and his knees would buckle, and he’d collapse to the floor, his face now red as the heat and need permeated his flesh. More than that, he would look up at her, and he would see her as an entirely different person now.

Alison would be in charge.

She could lean down and grab him by his throat. She could tell him that he didn't get to enforce any of his stupid little rules. She could do whatever she wanted, and she wouldn't have to hide anything from him any longer. She would be in charge. She would be the owner, and he would be nothing but a slave.

Those thoughts intrigued her. They ensnared her focus. Once or twice, she tried to go to a more wholesome fantasy.

She couldn't because she didn't really want to.

Alison had to face that fact.

As she touched herself, she didn't know where this would go. With every few seconds, other flashes continued to shoot across her imagination. More importantly, Alison refused push against those fantasies. For once, she embraced who she really wished to be and everything she craved.

Better yet, she kept envisioning her husband down on his knees. He wouldn't be alone. She thought of Connor. In so many ways, she loved her son, but he was still a boy...inferior...in need of training. Alison almost smiled as she thought of his wife. Better yet, it could be the three of them: Alison, Jordan, and Liz, all working together as they showed the boys where they belonged.

She was hot. She was wet. Her fingers slid along her sensitive sex as the excitement continued to roil through her. Every few seconds seemed to bring another jolt of desire and need.

This was what she craved; this was what she would take.

Her eyes opened, and she cried out again.

Then she finally stopped. She pulled her hand back, and she glanced down at her glistening fingertips.

Alison couldn't remember when she had climaxed like that before. Jim couldn’t inspire that kind of need.

She breathed out, got dressed, and stepped back into her regular life...or so she expected.

Alison could smell it. There was that delicious tangy, the sharp bite, and she instantly knew what it meant.

Today? Really? Today of all days?

Alison made her way through the house. Just as she expected, she saw an open window in the kitchen. She stepped outside, and there was her daughter, Jordan. She was seated on the bench out in the backyard, her legs crossed. She was relaxing, and she had a lit cigarette embraced between two fingers. She brought the tip up to her mouth, inhaled, and relaxed as she savored the flavor along the roof of her mouth, the flat of her tongue, and at the back of her throat.

"You know, if your father sees you like this, he's going to be very upset.

"Mom!" Jordan squeaked out before jumped to her feet. Panicked, she started to look for an ashtray or somewhere where she could put out that afternoon treat.

"Don't worry about it," Alison said. She sauntered over to her daughter, sat down, and spotted the pack of cigarettes along with a lighter. She picked them both up.

"What are you doing?" Jordan asked, sounding utterly bewildered.

"I'm joining you," Alison said.

"What? But what about…?"

"I'm not worried about what Jim thinks," Alison said. Even as she spoke, she realized the truth. Only then, she hesitated for a moment. She peeked over at Jordan; she had been so close with her father when she was younger. They had drifted apart a little bit, but they still cared about one another. At the same time, Alison had to wonder whether or not Jordan would decide to be loyal to her father at that moment.

Instead, she took the lighter from her mother, held it up, and ignited that cigarette for her.

When Alison brought the cigarette up to her mouth, she relaxed. So much of the tension drained away from her body. It felt incredible. She inhaled, and she savored that rush. A different kind of satisfaction seemed to play across every inch of her skin.

"How long have you been smoking?"

"A couple months," Jordan admitted.

"And Jim doesn't know about it?"

"He doesn't," she said.

"Do you think I should tell him?"

"But he would be so upset!" Jordan protested instantly. “He hates smoking!”

Alison leaned back against the bench. She drew in another breath. She reveled in the taste, the texture, the feel of every moment. Of course, she knew that this was about so much more than just a single cigarette. It wasn't about the ecstasy of sneaking around or getting away with something either.

"Do you think you would be able to control your brother?"

"What?"

"It's just a hypothetical," Alison said. Then she repeated the question. "Do you think you could control your brother?"

Surprisingly, Jordan didn't say anything for a little while. Initially, Alison had expected her daughter to balk and say something like, "No. What? Of course, I can't control Connor!" Instead, Jordan remained quiet for the next few seconds. Rather than interrupt her daughter or disrupt her thoughts, Alison enjoyed another drag on her cigarette.

"I…" Jordan threw her head back, smirked, and finally snorted, "I shouldn't be talking about this."

"Talking about what? Like I said, it was just a hypothetical."

Jordan glanced over at her mother again. "Are you serious about this?"

"I am," Alison said.

"Okay…" Jordan left out her cheeks, exhaled, and stared down at the glowing orange tip of her cigarette. Then she lifted her head, and she looked right back at her mother. She had made her decision, "I'm not sure if you and Dad know about this, but Connor and I used to fight a little bit. But whenever we did it, I won."

They fought? Of course, there had been those momentary arguments here or there when they were kids, but Alison always remembered them as getting along surprisingly well.

"I won," Jordan said again. "I'm not sure exactly when I figured it out. I mean, he was always older than me, so he was bigger than me, but that didn't really matter." Now she smiled. Clearly, she couldn't help herself as she reveled in those memories of power and authority. "Maybe we were both in elementary school? I'm not sure. Anyway, there was this moment when I smacked him." Jordan smiled. "I smacked him, and he was about to run off to you guys, but I told him he wouldn't do it. I don't know where that voice came from, but I just ordered him to get down on his knees in front of me. I had no idea what I was doing, but it felt right." Jordan stopped. She blinked. She looked around, almost as though she couldn't believe she had just admitted all of that.

"You took control…" Alison nodded. As a smile curved along her lips, she made her decision, "Let's go inside."

"Right now?" Jordan asked. With just a hint of trepidation. "I mean, we’ve both been smoking. We don't want Dad to know. Right?"

"You can call him Jim," Alison said. "And I don't think it really matters. Let's go inside and enjoy ourselves. Shall we?"

It may have been late in the afternoon, but Jim still wanted to get some stuff done. After having sex with his wife, he had gotten dressed and headed downstairs. He said hello to his daughter, but then he decided to go take care of mowing the lawn. It would take a while, but he could relax as he did it. He didn't have to think. It wasn't like facing any of the difficulties he faced back at the office.

He worked for a while. And when he was done, he glanced around, satisfied with what he had accomplished.

"Not bad," he whispered to himself. Then he headed back inside. Initially, the aroma of freshly cut grass had filled his nostrils. Only now, he stopped right as he opened the front door.

Jim inclined his head, and he sniffed like some animal out on the hunt. Then his eyes widened for just a moment. They narrowed. At the same time, his fingers tightened into fists.

Jordan.

He couldn't believe it. His daughter was actually smoking inside of his house? No. That wasn't acceptable. That wasn't permissible.

He sniffed again, and that revolting bile flared up along at the back of his throat. At the same time, he started thinking about how he was going to lecture that woman. Technically, she was an adult. Too bad. As he strode through the house, he even entertained some scenario where he would pull her across his lap start spanking her. He didn't care how it looked. He didn't care what anyone said. If that girl needed to be treated like a brat, then he would do it.

"What's going on here?" Jim demanded as he strode through the house. He made it to the family room at the back of their home. That’s when he saw them.

He saw both of them.

Jim stumbled to a stop. He didn't know what to do. First, there was that disgusting reek of smoke hanging on the air. But more than that, he found both of them together: Alison and Jordan.

They were on the couch, relaxing as they enjoyed the evening treat. Alison even brought her cigarette up as she watched him, practically daring him to say something. She drew in a slow breath as she relaxed. She enjoyed at that puff, and he froze in place.

"Hi, Daddy," Jordan said with exaggerated enthusiasm. She had her knees bent, her feet up on the couch. She was curled up in the corner there, and she looked completely at ease.

This time, he sounded genuinely baffled, "What's going on here?"

"We're enjoying ourselves," Alison replied. "Do you have a problem with that?" As she spoke, Alison sounded so sweet, so innocent and playful. She was just talking to him as though she didn't know all about his feelings when it came to smoking. Cigarettes, tobacco, cigars, and everything else associated with nicotine absolutely repelled him. He thought of it, and his stomach twisted. More than that, he experienced this rush of hot anger. He didn't know how anyone could smoke. He thought it was the most repulsive habit he could imagine. And now, he found both his wife and his little girl in the living room, smoking like it wasn't a big deal?

All at once, Jim strode forward. "This is not going to happen, not here, not in my house!"

"Stop," Alison called out to him. Her voice sharpened, and that simple declaration made his feet push down against the floor and stop. He froze. Only a few seconds before this, he had that righteous anger on his side, yet now she triggered something else within him.

Alison glanced over at her daughter. "Honey, they're all the same."

Jim didn't understand, but he still didn't know what to do. As the fury pumped through his body, his fingers pushed down against his palms, and he felt like he needed to break something. He wasn't normally a violent man, but he couldn't contemplate what all of this meant. Simultaneously, she had ordered him to stop, so he froze. Paralyzed in place, Jim didn't know how to react. He couldn't vent any of the feelings now swirling and storming through his chest and out to every corner of his body.

His wife approached him. She rose up slowly. She took her time. Not only that, she stopped just a few inches in front of him.

Jim began to speak, only Alison shook her head from side to side. She cut him off with one word. "No." That was it. That was all it took.

Besides the anger and confusion, another sensation started to play through his body. This woman knew him, of course. She knew all about his secret desires. And yet, they had already fooled around. They had played through their fantasies, so their games weren't supposed to invade this room, especially not in front of his daughter!

As he watched, Alison brought the cigarette up to her mouth. She drew another breath, hollowing her cheeks as she filled her lungs. Then she relaxed for a moment, inclining her head, closing her eyes, and savoring the potent chemicals. From there, she parted her lips and exhaled, blowing not smoke right in his face.

"I don't know what's going on here, but this is completely unacceptable," he tried to say.

Alison smiled at him, she blew another puff of smoke into a silvery cloud over his right shoulder, and then she finally seemed willing to address him. As he vibrated with frustration, she stared into his eyes. That's when she raised her hand. She stroked his cheek with her knuckles.

In a flash, her hand pulled away, only to swing right back against his cheek. He heard that smack. It reminded him of applause. She struck once, twice, three times, and he staggered. He felt back.

Alison was right there in front of him again. She looked into his eyes. "No, Jim. I'm sick of pretending that we’re equals. You know what we are?"

Eyes wide, he stared back at his wife. As hard as he tried, he couldn't figure out what he was supposed to say. His thoughts were scattered, every idea broken as he continued to fall back. He was retreating while his wife strode toward him, cutting the distance between them. Finally, he banged up against the wall behind him, and now she pushed her knuckles forward, trapping him. She stared into his face, and she told him, "We are superior to you. That's why I'm not going to put up with this nonsense any longer. For so long, I have pretended that you and I could be the same. We aren't. I'm better than you. I'm smarter than you and stronger than you, so if I decide that I want to smoke, guess what? I'm going to do it. You don't get to whine, and you don't get to complain."

Jim tried to straighten his back. He wanted to reach out, take his wife by her hands, and nudge her away.

Instead, she let her arms fall for just a moment. Then she reached up, and she backhanded him with one strike starting along the bottom left of his chin before gliding up along the rest of his face.

He touched his cheek. He couldn't believe it.

"You're a slave from now on," she said. "Before, I was willing to play pretend for the sake of the kids. But guess what? Jordan and I agree. You are a boy, and you are pathetic, and you will do whatever we want."

"No, this is a mistake," he began to say.

She struck again, slapping him harder this time. His head was jerked to one side, and his vision blurred. Then he realized something.

His eyes were watering; he was on the verge of crying.

Over the course of his life, he had forgotten that sensation. Perhaps it had been common enough when he had been a little kid, but decades had gone by, and he was supposed to be better than that.

Most of all, he didn't think that a woman like Alison could possibly intimidate him.

They had played their games, but this was different.

"Strip, you stupid boy," she ordered.

There was something about her voice. There was something about her tone, the words, each one sharp and relentless. They sliced through everything he had yearned to believe about the man he could be. Instead, he saw his face reflected in her eyes, and he knew that he would break.

They had been able to play because he always had these fantasies. But this wasn't a fantasy, not any longer. It had become something cruel and unyielding.

For just a second, he wanted to turn around and stride out of the house. If nothing else, he could just run away. Right?

Wrong.

She wouldn't let him go. He saw it.

Still, he needed to try.

"Last chance," she said.

His breathing came faster. The traces of smoke hit the roof of his mouth. Even as they burned along the inside of his nostrils. He hated it, and maybe that sensation was enough to give him some extra strength, only then she grabbed him. She yanked on his shirt. More importantly, she pushed him down. His knees moved, and he fell forward, right in front of her.

"This is where you belong," she told him. "On your knees. Now, I'm going to make it hurt, Jim. You need it. You need the pain because you don't know who you are or what you're supposed to be. You don't recognize your superiors. But right now, you can make this go just a little bit easier on yourself." She paused. She gave him one or two or three seconds to think through the different possibilities. Then she made the command, "Strip."

She stepped back, crossed her arms, she watched.

He broke.

Alison’s husband didn't know what it was. In that moment, he forgot about his job, his neighbors, his friends, even his son and daughter. For that moment, there was just Jim and Alison and no one else. At the same time, the gravity of her personality seemed to crush any defiance he might have been able to summon.

That was why he pulled off his shirt and shoes, his pants, even his boxers. He glanced up at his wife after each garment. If he had thought about Jordan, then he would have stopped. At some corner of his mind, he had to know that she was watching, only he still couldn't react.

He had to continue. He stripped. Soon, he was naked, and that's when Alison turned back to her daughter. "Alison, can you go into my closet and find a black bag in the corner?"

"Sure thing," chirped their daughter.

Alison turned back to him. She smirked. Her eyes darkened, and she asked, "Are you ready? Are you ready to be subjugated?"

"What is this? What's going on?"

"Quiet," she ordered. That's when she turned around, and she sauntered over to the packet of cigarettes still sitting there on the coffee table. She picked it up, pulled out another, and turned back toward her husband. She watched him.

His wife was daring him, he quickly realized. And yet, he was naked and on his knees. Despite his best efforts, he wouldn't be able to challenge her. He couldn't argue or contradict this woman, not even as she picked up at the lighter, snapped the flame into existence, and brought it to the tip of her cigarette. The edge lit, and she raised the tube into her mouth. She breathed in again, and then she walked over to him.

She was holding her breath, he understood.

Again and again, Jim struggled for the words. He fought to break through the fear that clouded his mind and rendered him speechless. But then again, it wasn't just a matter of dread or terror. He had to face the truth; this woman intimidated him. Right then and there, she knew exactly how to break him with a look.

He was supposed to be better than this. He was supposed to be stronger than this!

Those old expectations didn't matter; they didn't change anything. And now, her brows tightened as she pursed her lips and exhaled. A thin jet of silvery smoke splashed down against his mouth. He tried to turn his head away. With her free hand, she grabbed onto his scalp again. She forced him to face her, to accept the smoke as it blew against that spot between his eyes, down his nose, and all the way to his mouth.

Jim made the mistake of coughing. He inhaled at the wrong moment, so now those spasms wracked his lungs. With every fiber of his being, he hated this. He hated cigarettes, he hated the smoke, and he hated this feeling even as that lightheaded intoxication swam across his vision and up to the back of his forehead.

"Pathetic," Alison said.

He finally got his coughing under control as he glared at her again, "Please. This isn't you, Alison."

"That's the problem," she said with a smirk. "You don't know me. You have never known me. Like so many other men, you blunder through life. And yeah, I was willing to settle for you for a while, but I want everything to change now."

"Everything?"

"Everything," Alison confirmed, her tone merciless. She drew in another breath. She held onto her cigarette, and he understood what was happening.

At the same time, Jim tried to coax the words out of his mouth. He thought he was supposed to be able to speak. He needed to talk to her, to convince her to change her mind. Although he channeled every ounce of intellectual fortitude he possessed into this singular challenge, he failed. And then she surprised him.

Alison grabbed him, and she tilted his head to the side. With her palms pressed against his cheeks, she leaned in, and then she pressed her mouth to his.

For just a second, it felt like a genuine kiss, soft and alluring, passionate and undeniable.

Then she exhaled. She directed that smoke right into his mouth. It shot up along the back of his throat as he fought to expel it.

Alison still didn't let him go. Worse, he could almost imagine her laughing as she clutched him.

She wouldn't let go. She wouldn't let him pull back.

She was having too much fun!

Finally, she let go, and he drew back.

That's when she grabbed his hand, and his fingers were spread. She's grabbed the cigarette, and she pushed the burning tip right down at the center of his palm. His eyes widened, he let out a pathetic yelp, and then she released him.

Jim spun and faced her again. He stared down at the angry red blotch on his hand. Pain throbbed across his flesh. He couldn't believe that this had just happened. He opened his mouth, and he glowered at her again with as much ferocity as he could manage. It wasn't enough. With casual ease, she examined her naked husband. "Are you starting to understand?"

"You burned me," he said. Jim tried so hard to turn those words into some kind of unstoppable accusation.

"I did," she said. "And I'm going to do it again."

Finally, someone interrupted. "Is this the bag you wanted?"

Both Alison and Jim and turned back toward their daughter. Jordan stood there in her ballet flats, her tights, and her short skirt. She looked so proud of herself as she held up the black bag.

"That's exactly what we need," she said. Then she grabbed Jim again. Alison’s hand locked around his wrist. Halfheartedly, he tried to pull away. Naked now, he didn't feel as though he could take control of the situation. Over and over again, he tried. Still, there was something about these women. They had changed. He had never seen them like this before, but just a glimpse of their strength and confidence was enough to make his defiance shrivel.

Alison forced him to follow her. Every few steps, she yanked, so he stumbled forward. Then she pushed him down against to the back of the couch. "Can you grab the handcuffs?"

"Handcuffs?" Jim squawked out. He felt pathetic even as he asked, especially because he realized the original question hadn't been aimed at him.

Jordan reached into the bag, and she took them out for her mother. He saw them for just an instant. The metal gleamed; the jagged edges looked unbreakable.

Alison took them and moved fast, snapping them into place around his right wrist, then his left. Before he knew it, both of his arms were trapped near the small of his back. By now, he managed to recuperate some of his equilibrium, so he attempted to free himself.

It was pointless.

"What do you think of that?" Alison asked.

Jim was about to answer, only Jordan spoke up first. Then he understood; the question had never been aimed at him. Alison wished to know what her daughter bottom of his captivity, his powerlessness…

"It's exciting," she said.

Exciting? How could she feel like that? Hot confusion spread through his body. At the same time, Alison shoved again, and he fell to his knees. His nostrils flared, and he jerked his head up. He longed to say something, to argue with her. At the same time, something inside of him seemed to bend or break.

"Want to see something fun?" Alison asked.

"Always," replied their daughter.

He heard those words; they rippled out along the air, but he didn't know what to do. With the paralyzing confusion still pumping through his chest, Jim stayed right there. He bit down, locking his jaw. In his everyday life, this man usually knew what to do. When it came to his family, he thought he understood how everything worked.

Clearly, he had been wrong.

Like some wild animal, he jerked against his handcuffs. His muscles tightened, and he felt the metallic bite every time he jerked with his arms.

Only then, Alison grabbed him by the back of his head. Her fingers slid into his hair, and she took an unrelenting grip on his scalp. She yanked, and fresh pain shot down into the top of his head. Then she pushed him down against the couch. "Give me the bag," she instructed.

Moment by moment, he opened his mouth. He needed to protest, to argue, to get them to change their minds. With Jordan and Alison watching, he didn't know what to do or say. Every time he tried to form an idea or some coherent sentence, it seemed to break apart. Every concept had become brittle and indistinct.

Alison pulled something out. She held it up, right there on the edge of his peripheral vision. He started to turn his head, only she drew implement back.

Then Alison leaned down, and she whispered into his ear, "This is a razor strap."

He didn't know what that meant; he was about to discover it.

As these women watched, he squirmed. Somehow, he didn't dare stand up. Technically, only his arms remained bound, but he knew that Alison could simply place her hand on the back of his neck to stop him from getting up or getting away.

"What do you think if we make it hurt?"

Again, he longed to protest. Again, that question hadn't even been directed at him. Jordan tittered; he registered that sound, and a blast of frustration rocketed through his body. He couldn't help it, especially because he could already guess what she’d say. He didn't want to accept it, and he could barely believe it, yet he had no choice.

"Make it hurt," Jordan said, her voice dropping. He heard the passion in her voice.

"There’s my girl," Alison agreed.

"You, you don't mean it. You can't mean it," he blubbered out onto the air.

His little girl hopped forward with her usual grace. She stepped right up to his side, and then she grabbed his hair, just as her mother had done. He turned his eyes in her direction. That’s when he saw something, something he had never expected. Something close to vicious glee darkened her otherwise innocent features. In so many ways, she could appear so sweet and innocent. But as she grinned, Jordan revealed at the edges of her teeth, and she told him, "I want to see you cry."

His brows creased with confusion. He couldn't believe it. He still wanted to contradict her.

She kept going, "I want to hear you scream. I want to watch your struggle. I want you to know that you can't get away."

"Where, where is this coming from?"

"Let's just say I’ve been lying to you for a very long time," she told him.

All at once, he understood: the potential had been there. The concept had existed somewhere deep inside of her, but she had always pretended. She was young woman, after all. He had listened to different scholars and thinkers who had made that claim before: women were often angry and had to hide it. They had to play these games. They had to perform to expectations in a way so many men simply failed or refused to understand.

And then he felt the first bite.

Alison didn't give him any kind of warning.

He heard that slap, he experienced the pain, and the agony twisted through his body. Heat burned across his skin; his cheeks turned red, his vision blurred, and he didn't know how to deal with any of it.

That was just one blow.

"No more!" Jim screamed out. He couldn't help himself.

At some other place or time, he would have assumed that he would be able to maintain his dignity. He would have been able to answer this kind of sensation with stoic detachment. But he was wrong.

Alison laughed. The sound of her excitement bounced against the walls. She wanted this; she needed it. Most of all, she would indulge those long-suppressed urges. Best of all, she wasn't going to argue with him. She didn't even say anything. Instead, she simply pulled her arm back into the air. Holding onto the strap, she got ready. She tightened her grip. She picked her target.

Then she swung.

Pain!

That singular concept overwhelmed him; it swamped every other idea and concept. He couldn't think. He was breathing, sucking in one desperate gasp of air after another. He became a purely physical being, something trapped as his nerves cried out for him to somehow make it stop.

Jim tried to pull away. Then he felt Jordan's soft, dainty hands on his shoulders. She positioned herself on the couch with her knees bent. She shoved down, making sure he wasn't going anywhere.

Right as the pain morphed to confusion, fresh agony struck asked the strap came down again. With that impact, Alison delivered another blast of agony.

"No more. Please, no more. Please, I can't take it. Please, don't! You can't!" He had never experienced this kind of stinging bite before. It seemed to drill straight to the core of his being. She struck once, twice, three more times. Then she paused. She inspected the damage. She laughed.

"Stay," Alison ordered.

He obeyed. With the tears trickling down his cheeks, and his breath coming in one frantic gasp after another, he obeyed. In that instant, Jim couldn't think of anything else.

Then, distantly, as he sniffled, Jim could hear they were lighting up again. They relaxed, they smoked, and he hated it. He twisted there on the edge of the couch, his torso still braced against it the armrest. With his hands locked behind his back, he knew he could have theoretically moved. He could have jumped up onto his feet to try to run away.

"He's thinking about escape," Jordan pointed out.

Damn it. She wasn't supposed to be able to read him so easily.

"He's not going anywhere. He's learning his place. He's figuring out what it really means to be inferior," Alison said.

More than anything, Jim itched to contradict her. He couldn't. And then those two women were suddenly at his side again. He didn't know how many seconds or minutes had actually elapsed.

"Look at that," Jordan said with a smile. "The ashtray is all the way over there on the coffee table. Oh well." That's when she put her cigarette out on his shoulder. He cried out again. It was a different kind of pain as she twisted and rotated that slender tube. He learned about this new and different kind of excruciating burn. Even so, he could only watch as his wife picked up the strap again. She swung it through the air. He flinched. His eyes already started to water. "Are you ready for another dose?"

He started begging again. He pleaded with her, letting the words tumble out onto the air, one after another.

"No, please, don't!" He howled out those final sounds right before she struck. He imagined he could hear the strap as it cut down through the air and struck at his naked body.

He twitched. He screamed.

And then it was his little girl who leaned down and whispered to him, "This is good for you. I love watching this. I can't wait to do it myself."

"Look at that, honey. Right now, I think he has something else he needs to do."

"What? Anything! I'll do whatever you want!" Jim called out.

She grabbed him by his hair. She knocked him down to his knees. Suddenly, he was right in front of her, and he noticed something. Over the intervening minutes, Alison had kicked off her shoes and pulled down her panties. She was still wearing her dress, only now she spread her legs, and he saw her moistened sex.

She was turned on.

He should have expected this; he didn't know why, but it seemed inevitable. She did this, and it triggered something deep within her.

Jim glanced up at Jordan, and he saw that same kind of eager hunger on her face. If she had pulled down her panties, what would he have found…?

He didn't want to know. He didn't want to think about it.

His chest tightened, but now Alison reached forward, and she grabbed him by the back of his head. Her fingers dug down against his skull, and suddenly his face was braced between her legs.

"Serve me," she demanded.

In that isolated second, Jim felt it. Something shifted inside of his chest and behind his eyes. His entire universe seemed to melt around him as it transformed into something else. After this, he wouldn't be the head of the household. He wouldn't be the husband who occasionally played those games with his wife. Instead, both of these women would own him. Jordan would watch, and she would see exactly what his wife could make him do. Alison would understand that she could always take control.

He still had his hands locked behind his back. Naked and with that hot pain still resonating across his skin, Jim understood the truth.

Nothing would ever be the same again. In this family, there was a new structure, a new way of seeing things. The women outranked him. They became his superiors.

She pulled him in the position, and Jim had no choice. He started licking. His tongue went in deep. At the same time, he realized something: she had never been this aroused before. Of course, he had touched her and serviced her in the past. But then, it had always been part of the game. He had been able to excite her and get her off, except now his tongue darted and played along her crevice. With every second, he brought her closer and closer.

Eventually, she cried out.

"My turn," Jordan said.

His body went cold.

She dragged him into position. Now she was seated, and she was wearing a skirt as well.

"I'm going to break you," she promised. Her eyes shined bright, especially because he knew there was nothing he could do to stop her.

After they broke him, they left him alone.

They let him lay there on his side, his hand still cuffed behind his back. At some point, Jordan came over, and she crouched down beside him. She touched the side of his jaw, and she looked right at him. "Would you like me to let you out of the cuffs?"

"Yes," he said. Simply getting that syllable out of his mouth seemed to require extra effort. Then he glanced up. He saw that she was smoking again. She had another cigarette in her hand, and she casually blew a silver cloud down into his face. He started coughing again, but she just smirked as she enjoyed the discomfiture playing across his face.

Even after she released him, Jim didn't know what to say. He peered back up at that girl, and then she grabbed him by his hair, and he should have been able to shove her back. At the very least, he should have lifted his hands and wrapped his fingers around her wrists as he told her to respect him.

She didn't. She wouldn't.

He saw that all at once.

Over the next couple of days and weeks, his life transformed. More than that, these women revealed the truth to him.

Just as his wife had promised, he wouldn't be a father or a husband any longer. Rather, he had become something else. At first, he didn't want to use the word. Both Alison and Jordan were comfortable with it. They didn't mind. As far as they were concerned, it was obvious.

He had become the house slave.

In this new home order, there was a specific hierarchy, one where he found himself at the very bottom. Alison had become the matriarch. Yes, she was still his wife, only she saw him after that first session. She walked up to him, and he could feel that rush of fear spurt through his body. He hadn't wanted to acknowledge it. With every desperate kick of his heart, he sensed the adrenaline. He could almost taste it at the back of his throat. But then she grabbed him by his neck, and she shoved him up against the wall.

"When I walk into a room, you get down on your knees. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am!"

"Good," she said, finally releasing him. Then she ordered him to go make dinner.

He obeyed right away.

The next day, he had made breakfast for his wife and daughter. Although Alison was now in charge, he knew he had to do whatever his daughter said. When he saw her again, there were those strange, conflicting flashes behind his eyes. Yes, she was his little girl. But at the same time, she had morphed into something else.

Or…

He didn't like to think about it, yet that other reality smacked into him again and again. She had always been like this. She had always been capable and confident. Most of all, she had always held onto this talent to for cruel control. Something held her back. Maybe she worried what her parents would have done. Maybe she didn't think this was socially acceptable.

Only now, Alison had shown Jordan exactly what a woman could accomplish. In the privacy of their home, they owned him so completely.

More bizarrely, he still went to work. He still had his responsibilities. He could still walk down the street, wave to the neighbors, and no one else had to know that anything else had changed.

But behind that front door, in his bedroom or living room, Jim had to do exactly as they commanded.

Whenever he messed up, he was punished.

The first time this happened, he thought he would be able to hold out. It had been Jordan who walked into the living room, and he had been cleaning. Alison had given him one order or another, so he couldn't remember if he had been polishing the coffee table or wiping down the TV. Either way, he had his back to the hallway, and he hadn't heard Jordan.

"Boy, why aren't you on your knees?"

Instantly, he spun around, and he found his daughter there. She had her hands on her hips, and she watched him, her expression tight with barely concealed aggravation.

"I, I…" Normally, Jim could be a well-spoken guy; he was articulate and intelligent. At least, that was how he saw himself. Only right then, this girl stunted his speech. He stood there, baffled and uncomprehending. Different ideas swarmed through his skull, yet he couldn't piece any of them together into a real response.

He needed to tell her that he didn't belong on his knees. Jim wanted to insist that she had to respect him. He needed to saunter up to her, to look into her eyes, and tell her that this game of theirs had come to an end. He wanted to break Jordan’s confidence before he turned back to his wife.

Despite those urges, he couldn't do it. Something inside of him continued to bend to their will. It was the sound of their voices, the expressions on their faces, and the easy confidence with which they addressed him. Or maybe it was the sharpened undercurrent of anger. These women knew what they desired, they knew what they expected, and they knew they could win each and every time. When he resisted, they made him suffer.

"Go over to the couch, pull down your pants, and bend forward."

"I'm your father!" he squawked, indignant.

"Are you sure about that?"

Jim opened his mouth and inhaled. His chest expanded, and the tension flared along his body. In the next moment, he had no choice but to gulp back his shame.

He couldn't remember making the decision; he didn't know when or how he chose to react like this, yet his legs started moving anyway. His feet carried him through the living room and over to the couch. Then he loosened his belt and dropped his pants around his knees.

"And your underwear," she said with casual indifference.

Jim wanted to maintain some thin veneer of self-respect. Even so, he complied again. It didn't matter how much younger she was. It didn't matter how inexperienced she had been in comparison to him. He still yielded to her authority.

"You're lucky. I'm in a rush," she said as she dipped down and yanked his belt from his pants. She held it up, and then she doubled the strip of leather as she got ready.

"What, what are you going to do?"

"You're supposed to be smart," she said. "You tell me."

He couldn't do it.

When she touched the curved contours of the black leather to his skin. Fresh fear shot across his body. Somehow, he managed to argue with her, "You can't do it. You won't. I, I'm your father!" For just a second, he felt so proud of himself for getting those words out. In some flash of fantasy, he honestly believed this would be the start of something important. He could argue with her. He could stand up to her.

His little girl wouldn't be able to intimidate him!

Then she struck.

The belt split the air as he flashed down in a sharp blow. It slashed through the air, smacked down, and delivered that hot jolt of pain. His fingers pressed down against the armrest with his fingers digging into the cushion. At first, he didn't react. His eyes may have watered, and maybe his mouth hardened, but he didn't let her hear anything. From her vantage, he remained impassive.

At the same time, he could feel that red band glow along with the curves of his ass. She yanked her hand back, and then she tittered. There was that excited little sound hitting the air, but Jim still didn't know what to do about it. Then she struck once, twice, three times in fast succession. Jordan landed those blows and laughed. His body hadn’t completely healed from the last round of punishment, so pain exploded along his nerves. At this point, his bottom lip trembled. He made those pathetic sounds. He whimpered. He yelped. At the same time, this girl savored every second of it.

"What's wrong? You can’t take it? Come on. I thought you were supposed to be a real man. I thought you were supposed to be a role model for me." She laughed again before unleashing another barrage. This time, she went for the same spot again and again. His skin turned from pink to blazing red. Excruciating heat washed over him.

"Say it," she ordered.

That's when she grabbed her pack of cigarettes. She pulled one out, she lit it, and then she enjoyed herself. In the meantime, he had to stay there, on his feet, his hand still braced on the armrest that she enjoyed herself.

He hated it. He hated every second of it. Yes, the pain lingered, but now it competed with his revulsion. After all, smoking with such a disgusting habit. Just as importantly, Jim honestly believed he should have the right to spin around, to grab the cigarette, and put it out right in front of her. It would be an important lesson, one she wouldn't forget. Even so, he couldn't bring himself to confront this girl.

He already knew what would happen if he tried.

"I can take it!" Jim called out as he yielded to her authority.

"No, you can't." She had her cigarette lit by now, and she inhaled. Then she grabbed him by his hair, shoved into his knees, and he still had his pants pathetically bunched up around his thighs. He felt ridiculous as he stared up at her. But even that was a mistake because she blew another cloud of smoke right into his face.

"How do I look when I'm smoking?" Jordan asked.

Jim knew what the wrong answer would be. His mouth opened, and then she looked down at him. With one hand, she casually held her cigarette. She looked so graceful and confident. The tip glowed orange, and there was that beautiful girl clutching that cylinder right between her fingers.

In a flash of movement, Jordan struck. Her hand shot down, and she smacked him across his face. Fresh pain drilled into him, but now she looked down at him. "Stick out your tongue."

He hated himself for obeying, but he yielded. He stated there, in position, down on his knees with his back straight and his hands at his sides. In that moment, he wasn't cuffed or trapped, but he didn't need to be either.

Because she could, Jordan put the cigarette out on his tongue.

Jim could only helplessly watch as it happened. She finished with her cigarette, and then she aimed it down against the wet curves of his tongue. His eyes widened, and there was that trembling shake of his head from side to side as he tried to communicate something. In that moment, he became her living ashtray. He didn't get to speak or argue. He could only quiver, understanding exactly what was about to happen.

The burning heat exploded along his tongue, down into his throat, and all along the rest of his body. The sensations of seemed to warp reality for those few seconds. When she finished, she walked away.

Jim hadn't even known whether or not he had been given permission to get up.

Eventually, he rinsed out his mouth. Even then, the water burned along his tongue.

But this was his new life. He obeyed those women. Day by day, he kneeled before them. He deferred to them because they were in charge.

They owned him.

When it first started, he assumed, settling into this new existence would have been impossible. After all, he had become a captive and a slave in his own home. More than that, he knew these women could entice him. After all, there were those moments when Alison looked right back at him, and she simply gave a command, and his will broke.

She couldn't run. He couldn't resist. He could only endure and obey and hope that his behaviors would be good enough to satisfy these women.

Most of the time, they didn't really acknowledge him. They would tell him what to do—get a drink or clean something for them—otherwise, they could ignore him. But then there were those moments when his wife would look at him and order him to his knees. Maybe she would lift up her skirt and pull down her panties. She would stare into his eyes and make it clear what she wanted, "Service me."

"Yes, ma'am," he'd say.

Then he would crouch down and lick her pussy, worshiping her until she came hard, again and again.

All at once, she became voracious. Her appetite seemed to know few limits. He would service her in the morning, then again at night, five or six or seven times, all because she wouldn’t be satisfied with just one climax.

Pretty soon, he realized the truth: he had never been able to truly satisfy her. At several points, he had wanted to ask about this. He wanted to talk to her, like her husband, only his status had changed. She was the owner; he was the slave. She could do whatever she wished, and he had to follow all of her commands. The new dynamics wouldn't change just to satisfy his curiosity.

Only now, it was about to get worse.

He was already on his knees, but at least he was fully clothed. He could feel like some version of his old self. Both Alison and Jordan were in the living room with him. Jordan had her feet up on the coffee table, and Alison kept her legs crossed. At some point, his wife had ordered him down onto his knees. When he asked if there was anything he could do for her, she told him to shut up.

So now, he kept his mouth shut. He also had his head bowed down.

For his wife and daughter, it was easy. They could relax into the silence as they played on their phones. For Jim, he had to contend with that boredom. Then again, it wasn't just boredom. A different sense of trepidation seemed to buzz at the back of his neck. The fear only grew, especially because they rarely did this to him. Most of the time, they were content to dismiss him or to tell him to go find something useful to do. Maybe he’d mow the lawn, do the laundry or change the oil in the cars. It was all so easy, but now, he wasn't sure what was going on.

It was getting late into the afternoon.

At several points, Jim searched for the bravery to lift his head and to confront these women. He wanted to ask something like, "Is there anything you want me to do?"

He didn’t dare.

Admitting that, even if only to himself, he grated against his psyche.  After all, Jim still held onto that core idea of who he was supposed to be.  As a man, he wanted to believe he could take control.  After all, he thought he was supposed to be the head of the household.  He was supposed to wear the pants in this family.  There were so many silly little clichés that he could have used, only to none of them fit, not anymore.

He had been demoted. That was the simplest way to put it.

Again and again, he contemplated that reality as he kneeled there.

And Jim drew in one slow breath after another as he waited.

Then he heard it.

Someone had knocked on the door.

Initially, Jim told himself that it was just a delivery person.  Yeah, that had to be it.  He didn’t think it would be anyone important.

Only then, Jordan glanced down at him.  “Go get that,” she instructed.  “And when you’re done, come back here and kneel in front of me.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he told her automatically.

Jim jumped to his feet, and he rushed through the house.  At the same time, he sincerely believed it would just be some random package for either his wife or his daughter.  Maybe Jordan had ordered some more makeup.  Perhaps Alison had decided to treat herself with a handbag.

Before all of this, they had to talk to him about their purchases.  Even his wife needed to negotiate those different spending decisions.

No more.

At this point, she could get whatever she wanted.  He didn’t get to say anything.  Technically, he still had access to their accounts, but what good did that do when she could pull out but the razor strap?

He opened the front door, then he stopped.  Jim stared.  He saw his visitors, and he should have been happy.  After all, this was his son.  That was his son’s wife, Liz.

“Connor…” Jim breathed out.

“Hey,” said his son. “How’s it going?” He leaned forward, and he gave his dad a half-hug.  Then, without waiting for permission, he walked inside. He had grown up here, of course.  Consequently, he felt at ease.

“Jim!” Alison called up from the living room.  “You know what you have to do, don’t you?”

Instantly, he remembered what she expected from him.  His heart kicked faster, and he glanced back at Liz.  Maybe she completed the nervous expression on his face.  If so, she didn’t know what to do with that, especially because the color vanished from his features.  He couldn’t help it.  Then he turned, and he strode back into the living room.  Within the next few seconds, with both Alison and Jordan watching, Jim lowered himself down onto his knees.

He was supposed to be better than this.  If he was supposed to be stronger.

Those expectations didn’t matter.  They broke apart as he gulped and dropped himself to his knees.  He had passed his son, but now both Connor and Liz walked into the living room.  Worse, they saw him.

It was Liz who spoke first, “Is everything okay?”

“Did you drop something?” asked Connor innocently.

“No, he didn’t drop anything,” Alison said.  With a smirk on her mouth, she glanced over at her son and his wife. “Connor, can you to wait outside for a second?”

“Wait outside?”

“Yeah,” Jordan said.  She smiled at him, and she seemed sweet and innocent.  “We’ve really wanted to have a talk with your wife or just a couple of minutes.  Is that okay?” he sounded genuinely sincere, like she didn’t believe this would be a big deal one way or the other.  At the same time, Connor wanted to be reasonable.

“I guess,” he said.  He glanced over at Jim one more time.

In that moment, Jim knew he had to say something.  He had to warn his boy! He needed to get those words out onto the air.  And yet, he tried again and again, only to fail every single time.  Hot frustration flared through his body, only he watched as Connor left.

Jordan and Alison slipped back down onto the couch, and then they motioned for Liz to come over and sit down between them.

Jim’s daughter-in-law looked both confused and intrigued.  She walked over, and she sat down.  She looked back at them.

“What is this all about?”

“Subjugation,” Alison said.

“Ownership,” Jordan agreed.

Liz peeked down at Jim.  At this point, he bowed his head down, and he near he should interject.  He wanted to jump to his feet, look into her eyes, and shout something like, “These women have gone absolutely insane.  You have to get out of here.  Get out of here with your husband right now!” he didn’t call out those words.  He couldn’t.  He wasn’t brave enough.  After everything he headed toward of the last few months, he wasn’t strong enough.

Even so, those other instincts continued to persist.  They seemed to float in his chest, but he kept waiting for that courage to materialize.

But it didn’t.

When he faced these women, something inside of him simply broke or shattered, and he didn’t know how to repair the damage.

“Ownership?” Liz asked.

Alison reached over and took one of her hands.  Jordan did the same.  Together, the two women were looking right at her.  Alison explained, “This might be a little bit of a shock, but we do things differently in this household.”

Jordan agreed, “I think this is going to be really good for you.”

“Really good for me?  How is this supposed to be really good for me?”

“Female supremacy,” Jordan said.

Jim flinched when he heard that phrase.  He felt as though he had been slapped—again.

“Female supremacy,” Liz said.  She seemed to test out those syllables.  At the same time, she didn’t and couldn’t really understand precisely what they meant.  To her, the words sounded strange and alien.

Alison smiled, “Basically, it means that men should be subjugated.  They need to be owned.  They need to be broken, tamed, domesticated.”
Looking back up at that young woman, Jim pressed his lips together as he contemplated what he might be able to do or say to inoculate her against those concepts.

Liz was already listening.  She had inclined her head, and she seemed to be intent on contemplating exactly what that would mean.  Only then, she glanced down at Jim, and she seemed to see him again for the first time.  “Is that why he’s on his knees?”

“Exactly,” Jordan said.

“How does it make you feel?” Alison asked.  “When you see a man like Jim down on his knees, what does that do for you?”

He gulped.  With his head directed downward, he silently hoped that Liz would smile nervously, shake her head and say something like, “Look, I’m not sure exactly what you want me to say, but I don’t think this is going to work.  I should probably leave now.”

Instead, Liz listened.  She seemed intrigued.

Jordan added, “It’s incredible.  I don’t know about you, but I look around the world, and I see a bunch of problems.  There are too many guys who make mistakes and get away with it.  They think they should be able to boss us around.  I don’t think they should.  I think they should start listening.  Better yet, they should start obeying.”

“But that’s not really possible,” Liz said.

“Are you sure about that?” Alison asked.  As she spoke, he could pick out the excitement radiating across her voice.  There was something about the tempo and pitch that made it clear: she loved exploring this idea.  Then Jim’s wife turned back to him.  All at once, he knew he wasn’t going to like this.

Alison smirked.  “Jim, strip for us.”

Liz sucked in a breath.

“I hope you don’t mind,” Jordan added.  “I mean, he doesn’t look too bad. Besides, it’s really fun when you can have a man do whatever you say!”

“Whatever I say?”

“That’s the point,” Alison confirmed.

Liz started nibbling on her lower lip.  At the same time, she watched him.  She studied him.

Jim exhaled slowly.  For him, time seemed to slow down, yet he still brought his hand up to a shirt.  He grabbed onto the fabric and told away from his chest.  He could feel the fabric rush over his head and shoulders.  He closed his eyes.

In that moment, he wished he could be wrong.  He wanted to look out at the living room again and to see an empty couch in front of him, as though he had hallucinated the entire thing.

The shirt came off.

Next, he went for his shoes and socks, his pants and even his boxers.

“Tell her that you have been trained.”

“Ma’am, I’ve been trained,” he confessed.

“Tell her that you were nothing but a slave.”

“Ma’am, I am nothing but a slave.”

“Tell her what that means,” Alison commanded.

As Liz watched, she must have been able to spot the different bruises and burns along his body.  Neither woman had ever inflicted anything permanent.  Even so, it would take a while before those blemishes healed.  In the meantime, they served as a good reminder of exactly what these women could accomplish when they felt like it.

He had to tell her what that meant…

Jim contemplated the words.  He stared down.  He studied some random spot on the carpet.  At the same time, he remained on his knees, and he wondered exactly how he could do this.  Most of all, he ached for the chance to plead with this newcomer.  The household slave wished he could peer up into Liz’s eyes and plead with her.

After all, she wasn’t like Alison; she couldn’t be like Jordan either.

When this all started, he had secretly wonder whether or not they just needed therapy or something.  And yet, it didn’t matter.  In this new household order, these women issued commands.  If he defied them, then he regretted it each and every time.

At first, Liz didn’t want to look at him.  She seemed shy.  She seemed nervous.  Only then, something seemed to compel her.  At the same time, Jim knew he had to speak.

If you waited longer, he’d be disciplined.  He would be punished.

That’s why he drew in a breath, and he glanced up.  He looked back at Liz.  Even if he had to say exactly what Jordan and Alison expected to hear, he could still try to be something else, something different, something rebellious.

Even if he just tried to look timid and hopeful, maybe that would be enough to get her to consider all of this very carefully.  Maybe it would be enough to keep her from deciding to join them.

In the first moment, he tried to read her expression.  He tried, and he failed.

Yielding again, he gave up. “I’m on my knees because I belong to them.  They’re training me.  They’re teaching me that I am just a piece of property for them to use exploit however they see fit.  They’re in charge.  They own me.  They can do whatever they want.”

“And?”

“And I’m inferior.  They own me because I’m inferior.  Women are better than me.  Women are stronger, smarter, and more capable than I could ever be.  They deserve to rule every house.  I, I’m just a dumb slave!” Behind those obedient words, he silently seethed against everything they forced him to say.

“Touch yourself,” Jordan ordered.

He raised his head again, and he looked over at his daughter.  His torso constricted.

“You heard her,” Alison said.

“I know, but…”

“And this is where the discipline comes in,” Alison said to her daughter-in-law.

His wife rose to her feet.  Instantly, he regretted it.  At the same time, he tried to back up, only Jim wasn’t fast enough.  His wife grabbed him by his hair with practiced ease.  Our fingers dropped down to his scalp, and she locked her grip in place.  With her free hand, she backhanded him.

“Do it,” Alison whispered once she leaned down.  With her mouth just a few inches away from his year, he heard her voice as a booming command.

Pain and shame vibrated across his body, draining away everything he had.

His nostrils flared, and he wished he could jump up and take her.  He wanted to grab her, to show her exactly what he could do.

Right there, Jim was outnumbered.

More importantly, they were stronger than he was.  They could force him to do whatever they wanted.

Then, before he could even make a decision, she struck again.  And that he heard something else.

At first, he thought it was just his imagination. He glanced over, and he saw his daughter grinning.  She had this eager expression written across her face.  Only then, he peeked over at Liz, and then he saw his daughter-in-law.  She had her hands over her face, and her eyes were crinkling with amusement.

“I shouldn’t be laughing,” Liz insisted.

With that pain simmering across his face, he knew he couldn’t say anything.

“Touch yourself,” Alison ordered again.

For all of this, Connor still waited outside.  He was back on the porch, and he had no idea what was happening inside.  He had no idea what the both Alison in Jordan intended for his wife were how she might be different when he saw her again…

Worse, Jim felt something else inside of him break all over again.  There was always that strange sensation of surrender as his hands started to move.  He raised himself up onto his knees, he straightened his back, and he used both of his hands.

With one, he fondled his balls. With the other, he stroked his cock.

Stripped now, he was masturbating in front of them!

And although he hated it, fresh excitement started to burn across his body.  He could feel the ecstasy deep at his core.  He tried to fight.  He tried so hard to deny it, yet he couldn’t escape.

Desire rose up from the center of his being, and it spread into the rest of his torso.  It seemed to expand, drifting out toward his limbs.

Again and again, he fought to push those urges away.  He needed to ignore them.

He didn’t.

He couldn’t.

“That’s right,” Jordan said, laughing.  “Keep going. You know you don’t get to make these kinds of choices anymore, do you?  But hey, I’m probably going to let you finish this time.  Isn’t that generous of me?  Aren’t you a lucky boy?”

Alison’s husband wished he could have growled something like, “I’m your father!  I’m your father, and you can’t talk to me like this!”

Of course, she could.

In this household, she was his superior.  In this new home order, she ruled, and he had to obey.  The dynamics were simple, and he couldn’t escape, no matter what he wanted to believe about himself or the man he had been previously.

That was gone.

Even if those thoughts boomed behind his eyes and between his ears, Jim couldn’t really make himself believe any of it.  That toxic hope lingered.

It didn’t matter.

He tried to hesitate.  He failed.

His hand started moving, seemingly on its own.  With those automatic instincts seizing control, Jim stroked himself. His fingers slid along his cock with one hand. With the other, he fondled his balls. He stroked and caressed his tender flesh as the sparks of desire danced along his nerves.

Naked, he understood what he was losing.  At the same time, he made the mistake of glancing up at Liz.

She saw him, and she smirked.  There was no other way to read her expression.  She smiled.  This time, she didn’t even try to hide it!

Hot dread flashed through his body, but now Liz glanced over at her mother-in-law and sister-in-law.  “We’re really going to make and finish?”

Jim couldn’t help himself this time. He jerked his head from side to side as he looked up at those women.  The hope seemed to spread across his face.

“Yes,” Alison decided.  “I think that is exactly what we should do!”

“Did you hear that?” Jordan asked as she leaned forward.  She pressed her elbows down against her knees, and she looked right into his eyes.  From one moment to the next, he kept going.  At the same time, this boy hated himself for giving them what they wanted. “Keep going, Jim. Touch yourself. Enjoy it. Come nice and hard before the next part.”

“Next part?” he whimpered.  He didn’t mean to do it.  Those two words simply dropped from his mouth, only he couldn’t take them back now.

Jordan laughed louder, “Exactly!  What?  Did you think this was the end of it?”

He didn’t know; then again, he couldn’t really comprehend exactly what these women were thinking.

While they watched and enjoyed the show, he had to keep going!

Alison reached out with the tip of her shoe, and she pushed it up against his shoulder.  She was rubbing him with the bottom of her shoe, if only to humiliate and degrade him.

It worked.

They didn’t matter, he tried to tell himself.  Instead, he struggled to focus on Liz.  When he glanced up at her again, he didn’t get to see any kind of reluctance or revulsion.  Rather, she still seemed intrigued, like this was also fascinating to her.  She got to witness something new, yet she didn’t know exactly how she felt about it.

“Come for us,” Alison ordered.

This boy tightened his grip; he couldn’t help it! Right in front of them, he lost control.  This woman had given him a command.  When the dulcet sound of her voice the air, he broke.

Jim tightened his grip.

He squeezed.

He came!

Shuddering pleasure ran through his body, and he had to endure the humiliation of one spurt after another. Thick globs of ejaculate hit the carpet.

At first, Jim shut his eyes, and he did his best to hide.  He tried to block out every other sensation.  The pleasure lingered for a few seconds, only then his climax came to an end.  At the same time, it was replaced by something else: fear.

Distantly, he could sense Jordan.  She stayed close.  If he peeked up at her, she would look so imperious, so domineering and controlling.

“What do you think?”

“I’m intrigued,” Liz confessed.

“It’s amazing,” Alison shook her head from side to side.  “For a very long time, I could just play pretend with him.  But now, I see the truth.  He needs to be claimed.”

“He needs to be broken,” Jordan insisted.

“Maybe,” Liz said.

Maybe?

That reply gave him just a taste of hope, only now Alison leaned over, and she whispered something to her daughter-in-law.

Although he tried hard, Jim couldn’t catch anything his wife and just whispered.

Liz’s eyes widened, and she nodded quickly.  “Yes.  Yes, please.  I want to see that.”

Jordan smirked.  Apparently, they had already planned this.  Even if she hadn’t been able to overhear the specifics of the conversation, she still knew what she had to do.  She knew what she had to retrieve.

That girl got up and left them alone. The silence stretched.

When Jordan reappeared in front of him, he saw the strap.  His eyes widened, and he looked back up her.  At the same time, Alison reached over, and she grabbed a pack of cigarettes.  She took one out, lit it, and enjoyed a puff.  Then she glanced over at Liz. “Care for one?”

“Absolutely!” Liz chirped.

Both women were now smoking.  Liz lit up, and they enjoyed the relaxing taste even as Jordan grabbed her father by the back of his neck with her free hand.  She shoved him down hard.

“Are you ready?  Are you ready for something rough and dry?”

Jim needed to respond.  He had to answer.  He kept thinking that if he could just find the right words and put them in the correct sequence, he would be able to make all of this stop.

But then, magic didn’t exist, and he wouldn’t find that incantation, no matter how hard he searched.

Whether he acknowledged it or not, he had to suffer.  These women understood what they wanted, and they wouldn’t settle for anything less.

His daughter knocked him down onto his hands and knees.  With his ass in the air, she admired him for a couple of seconds.  Not only that, she glanced over at Liz.

This daughter-in-law chuckled.  She was definitely enjoying this.  She was excited to see what kind of punishment might come next.

Worse, Jim hadn’t misbehaved.  He hadn’t argued or attempted to defy these women.  Still, they intended to punish him.  They would make it hurt.

They wanted to hear him scream.

Jim couldn’t explain it, but he still tried to hold out.  He fought so hard to keep his mouth shut right as Jordan swung down. 

The strap struck, crashing down hard against his naked, unprotected skin.  She made him scream.

His defenses shattered instantly.  They broke apart, only for her to draw her hand back.  At the same time, he could feel that heat along his backside.  She went for one spot, then another.

Laughing hard, she swung down again and again.  The strap cut through the air, and then it slammed down against his sensitive skin.

Part of him wished to believe that the pain would overwhelm him, that he might just pass out.  He didn’t.

His toes curled, and he shoved his knees into the carpet.  His palms dug down, and his fingers crossed between those fibers.

None of this helped.

Even if he didn’t want to admit it, Jim had to endure this no matter what.  Worse, his daughter was laughing.  Jordan left and those rockets noises hit the air as she stopped, letting this boy catch his breath.

Right as he thought she might be done, she unleashed another barrage.  She channeled all of her strength and power into his suffering.  There was just blur, the explosion of pain, and the knowledge that he couldn’t escape her wrath.

He wasn’t brave enough to jump up.  Worst of all, he glanced up.  Through his tears, he made eye contact with Liz.

When he saw her pretty face, he couldn’t see any sympathy or mercy.  She didn’t look disgusted by this.  Instead, her eyes glowed with something animalistic.

She loved this!

Jordan finally stopped, and she reached down, grabbing her father’s ass.  “How does it feel to go from pleasure to pain?”

“I hate it,” he breathed out without thinking.

“Good,” she told him right before she started again.  She struck once, twice, three times.  Her strap kept flying down, striking hard with every blow.  Each time, another burst of agony shined behind his eyes.

Each time, he tried so hard to stay silent.  He failed.  He couldn’t be stoic or defiant. By the time he finished, his throat was dry.

“That was incredible,” Liz said.  “He lets you do it.  Jim really lets you break and just like that?”

“He’s a boy,” Alison said.  “He’s not strong enough to resist.”

Again, Jim wanted to argue with her.  Again, he failed.  And because he failed, he proved that his wife right.

He wasn’t strong enough to beat this household.  He couldn’t fight back.

“And you can have this too,” Jordan pointed out.

“I can have this?” Liz asked.  To her, the entire idea seemed like a fantasy, something someone else might be able to enjoy.

“Absolutely,” Alison reassured her.

“That doesn’t feel right,” Liz said.  Then she smirked.  “I mean, I get it. He’s been trained.  But I don’t think I could ever do something like this to Connor.”

“I know how to break him,” Alison said.  “The three of us can work together.  Right here.  Right now.  What do you say?”

Even as the pain continued to buzz along his skin, Jim forced himself to look up. He watched Liz.  He studied her, thinking about everything he might be able to do or say to get her to change her mind.  Even if he couldn’t protect himself, maybe he could defend Connor. The desperation flared inside of his head, but he didn’t know what to do.  He didn’t know how to make this argument.

He had to protect Connor, but there was nothing for him.  He was a slave.  Then he drew in a breath, only to exhale.

He had been defeated.  He hadn’t even tried, yet Jim had still been defeated.  These women were right.  He really was just a slave.  He belonged there, naked and on his hands and knees.

Then Jordan grabbed him by the back of his neck, and she forced his face down into the carpet.  Suddenly, he could feel the cooling ejaculate against his nose and mouth.  “What?  Did you think I was going to forgot about that?” She was laughing all over again.

In fact, all three of the women burst into raucous amusement as Jordan taunted him.

Finally, she let go.

“I’m going to go get Connor,” Jordan said.

Jim had several more seconds.  He had those moments, and he could have confronted Liz.  Obviously, Jim wasn’t strong enough to defy his daughter or his wife.  But Connor would be better than him.  That was what he longed to believe.

“Come here, boy,” Alison ordered.  She spread her legs, revealing her pussy. She wore that purple dress with the black ribbon just below her chest. She looked incredible as he crawled toward her.

As he made his way forward, Jim wished he could hate her.  He yearned to rage against everything that had occurred.  And yet, she was still beautiful.  She was still smart, intriguing, and alluring in so many different ways.

“Punishing them is fun,” Alison said.  “But there’s more to it than that.  You also need to make sure that he exists for your pleasure.  Do you exist for my pleasure, Jim?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said in a small voice.

“Louder,” she ordered.

“Yes, ma’am!” He practically shouted the words this time.

“And you can’t wait to lick my pussy, can you?”

“Connor almost never does that for me,” Liz said in a small voice.

“Do you want him to?”

“Yes,” she said.  “Absolutely.”

“Then let’s make that happen, shall we?” Alison said.  The corners of her eyes stretched with amusement, and her irises seemed to glimmer with animalistic glee.  But now, she grabbed her husband by the back of his head, and she forced to move forward.

This was going to happen.  It didn’t matter how he tried to fight or resist.  He wouldn’t be able to win.  That much was obvious to him.

Still, the temptation lingered.

There it was again, that toxic hope.

Only now, he had his cheeks brushing along her inner thighs. Not only that, he could smell her arousal. The scent existed beyond the smoke still hanging on the air.

“Do it,” Alison ordered.  Then she let out a gasp as his tongue started to play along her pussy. He licked, swiping his tongue up and down.

At first, he envisioned a situation where he might protest by failing to pleasure her. He could’ve moved halfheartedly, like he wouldn’t expand any kind of real effort.  But if he did that, she’d use the strap.  She would bring it down again and again in one vicious arc after another.  She could make him scream.

Despite everything he had once believed about himself, he wasn’t brave enough for anything like that.

His defiance sprang into existence as some vague hope.  It broke apart just as fast as he serviced her.

Connor. He thought of his son, and he knew that boy would see him like this.  For so long, Jim had been a role model.  Only now, that wouldn’t matter.  He would become something else…

Jim licked. He slid his tongue up and down as he lapped at her pussy.

“Dad?” Connor asked.

He tried to pull back.

He couldn’t let his son see this!

Even if he knew it was an impossibility, Jim still tried to assert himself.  He wanted his son to see him as a real man, someone who could make his own decisions.

“Tell your boy what you’ve learned,” Alison ordered right as she yanked on his hair.  Suddenly, he was free to speak.  He was sitting upright, his back straight.  Worse, his gaze jumped over to the young man standing only a few feet away.

With his heart pounding his chest, Jim stared back at Connor.  Then his mouth started to move.  “Connor…”

His voice faltered.  As hard as he worked, he couldn’t finish.

After all, Jordan was standing next to her brother.  At the same time, she winked at her father.  He saw that quick little gesture, and he knew what it meant.  With that simple movement, she conveyed everything he’d ever need to know.

Jim drew in another breath.  Then he said, “I’m a slave in this household.  I belong to these women because they’re my superiors.  And now, you’re going to become your wife’s slave.”

Jordan stepped behind her brother, and she lifted her hands.  She shoved her palms against his shoulder blades, knocking him forward.  He stumbled ahead, only to drop down onto his knees.

He was about to stand, only Jordan came up behind him.  Still resting her palms on his shoulders now, she nudged him back down into place.

“What is this?  What’s going on?”

“We made some mistakes when we’re raising you,” Alison said.  She sounded wistful, like she really regretted it.  “To be honest, I raised you to respect women, but that wasn’t good enough.”

“I don’t understand…”

“I know,” Alison agreed.  “And that’s why we’re going to educate you right now.  In fact, this is going to be better for both of you.”

“Liz?” Connor focused on his wife.

“I agree,” she announced.

He stared at her. He didn’t understand.

Liz nibbled on the inside of her mouth, but now she looked back at her husband.  “I have been talking to your sister and your mother, and I think this is a really good idea.  It is definitely something we’re going to try.”

She wasn’t asking for his opinion.  She didn’t want to know what he thought.  Instead, it was a simple declaration.  This was going to happen, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

“But...”

“Quiet,” she ordered.

He shot his mouth.

Liz beamed.  She couldn’t help it.  She loved what she had just accomplished.  “I want you to see something.  Alison, would you mind having your husband do it again?”

“Absolutely,” Alison agreed.  She smirked down at Jim again.  “Are you ready to do it?  Are you ready to service me right in front of your boy?  He needs to see where a man’s proper place is.  And where is your proper place?”

He opened his mouth, and the words tumbled out, “My proper place is on my knees in front of you.”

“Exactly,” Alison said, triumphant.  She grabbed him again, and she pulled them in the position.  Suddenly, his mouth was braced against her pussy.  Just as she expected, he started to leak again.  He serviced her, worshiping her body.

Tendrils of heat flashed through her frame.  She arched her back, squeezed her inner thighs tight against his cheeks, and relaxed into that delicious satisfaction.  While the heat gripped her.  We’re stronger and stronger with every moment.

Pretty soon, she was right there on the verge.

He probably hated this.

Too bad.

If anything, his humiliation only added to her satisfaction.

Like so many other men, he thought he was entitled to respect.  He thought he deserved her adulation and adoration.

He was wrong.

They were all wrong.

And now, her son would start to figure it out too.  He would begin to learn because he didn’t get a choice. For their family, this was just the beginning!

Alison basked in the pleasure.

Then she grinned again, and she promised, “This is how you serve a woman.  This is how you show me where you belong.  You belong on your knees.  You’re subservient.  You are inferior.  Isn’t that right, boy?”

She pulled his head out from between her legs.

His lips were coated with her slick excitement; his mouth glistened.  Gulping back is frustration, he had no choice but to agree. “Yes, ma’am!”

“Good slave.”

Up until now, Connor had remained fairly silent.  Despite the command his wife had given him now, he started to stand.

Jordan didn’t allow it.  She tightened their grip on his shoulders, and she knocked him down to the floor.

“Tell us all about how boys are inferior,” Alison ordered again.

Jim gulped back his dignity.  He looked at her, and then he dropped his gaze down toward the floor again.  He couldn’t face his daughter, his wife, or his son.  He didn’t want to think about what he was giving up.  Again and again, he surrendered to his superiors.

“Boys are inferior because we aren’t capable of thinking clearly.  We don’t know who we are or what we’re supposed to be doing.  We have to obey.  That’s the only thing we’re good at.”

“Sometimes,” Alisson said. “Boys are good at obeying sometimes.” His wife seemed to revel in the ease with which she had corrected him.  After all, she could make whatever decision she liked, and he would have to accept it!

“It’s your turn,” Jordan said to her brother.

She grabbed him by his hair.  She yanked hard.  He let out a little yelp of disbelief.

If he had been able to focus, then maybe he would have been able to overpower his sister.  That didn’t work, however.  She dragged him across the room, and he looked back and watched as his mother took another puff off of her cigarette.  She was enjoying it.

Fresh confusion stabbed into him, but now his sister shoved him up against the side of the couch.  He put his hands on the armrest, just as his father had done countless times before.

A second later, he started to stand up.

His sister slapped him.

The first strike disoriented him.  It confused him.  His thoughts scattered, and he didn’t know what to do or say.  He couldn’t react.

“Poor boy,” she said. “You don’t understand. Not yet. But you will.”

That’s when she struck again.  Her hand moved up in a flash.  Without blur, she inflicted another dose of pain.  At the same time, his eyes watered.

She pushed him back and position, and now his mother leaned over.  She grabbed him by his wrists, and she stared right into his eyes.  “This is going to be good for you.”

“But it is going to hurt,” Jordan promised.

Jim couldn’t intervene; he wasn’t brave enough or strong enough to take control. With fresh shame burning beneath his skin, Jim could only watch helplessly as Jordan yanked down her brother’s jeans. His boxers followed.

Then she touched the strap to his backside.

In that moment, Connor probably assumed he would be able to handle it.  He must have believed it would be easy enough, like he could grit his teeth and deny the sensations pulsing across his nerves.

He was wrong.

His sister had the strap in hand.  She grinned at the wicked contours, and a playful chuckle vibrated at the back of her throat.

Then she used it.

A howl of pain shot out from Connor’s throat.  He hadn’t expected anything like that!

Jim stared down again.  At first, he told himself that he couldn’t and wouldn’t watch.  Only then, he heard the next burst of sound, and he knew what it meant.  There was that sympathetic flash of agony across his own skin.  After all, he knew just how vicious that strap could be.

As her father whimpered with sympathetic pains, Jordan laughed.  She didn’t even bother trying to hide it.  She basked in those sounds, especially because her brother whimpered.

By now, the tears started to roll down his cheeks.  “Pathetic,” she told him.  “Your wife is right here, and she’s watching, and you can’t even keep yourself from groveling like a little loser?  What’s wrong with you?”

Connor didn’t answer.  He couldn’t.

She struck again and again, going higher then lower, to the left, then the right. Each time, he howled!

Even so, she loved those sounds.  She couldn’t help it.  Wild excitement raced across her skin as she kept going.

Then she turned to Liz, “Wanna try?” Her eyes shined with excitement.

“What?  No!”

“No one was talking to you,” she pointed out.

He tried to say something else.  She came up behind him, and she slid her fingers along his tormented flesh.  Every instant of contact seemed to send a sensation stabbing straight into the center of his being.

“Definitely,” Liz said while this eager look crossed her face.

She walked up, and she took the strap from Jordan.  Then she glanced down and examined the implement.  “This is brutal,” she said.  “Are you sure he can take it?”

“That’s the really fun part,” Jordan said.  “It doesn’t matter.”

Liz grinned that she discovered something inside of herself.  She could feel it, and now she had no intention of letting go.  She tightened her grip on that tool, and she got ready.

Both Jordan and Alison watched.  At the same time, they could sense that hungry desire.  This young woman would experience something new, and she would never be able to go back.

After this, their relationship would never be the same…

She smiled, she picked her spot, she raised her arm, and then she swung down.

For his part, Connor did everything he could to pretend that this wasn’t really going to happen.  He couldn’t even brace himself.  He had to understand that there would be more pain, that it would burn across his body, that he would be desperate and helpless.  Even so, his tormentor had already decided what she’d do.  He wouldn’t be able to stop her.

At the same time, Connor’s father watched.  He had no choice; he had to remain there, on his knees as he witnessed all of this.  Frustration flooded through his body.  It was a different kind of helplessness and shame, but those around him tight control; they could do whatever they wished.

Jim was on the edge of crying again.  Even if he hadn’t been tormented at this point, he knew what was going to happen.

He had become nothing but a prop.  That simple knowledge scraped against his psyche; it stripped away his defenses, leaving him exposed and helplessly raw.

“This is for every argument, every disagreement, every piece of ‘helpful’ advice,” Liz sneered.

She struck!

The strap snapped down, and he howled again.  Worse, he tried to pull away.  His sister grabbed him, and she shoved him back down into position.  After everything he had already experienced, he wasn’t strong enough to fight back.  He couldn’t simply twist away, run, or escape.

Jordan was all it took to stop him.  Like some cruel warden, she kept him right there.  Not only that, she casually slid her hand between his shoulders and up to the nape of his neck.  Then she tightened her grip as she trapped him.

In the meantime, Liz got ready.

Jim could tell that she was breathing heavily, that this simple exertion seemed to draw on something deep within her.  Or maybe it just awoke something, something she didn’t know how to articulate on her own.

But now, she got ready.  She raised herself, and then she struck again!

He howled! He screamed! He cried out through that agonizing shame.

Just like his father, Connor had those beliefs about the world.  He thought he was understood how things were supposed to work.  But right then and there, his understanding collapsed.  All of those night eve ideas fell away, leaving him stuck as the women seized power.

His voice trembling, he started pleading, “No more.  Please, you can’t do this.  Please, stop!  Please, I can’t take it!” Tears dribbled down his cheeks as she got ready.

Surprisingly, Liz didn’t answer him.

Why not?

Jim stared up at his daughter-in-law as he attempted to contemplate what she had in mind.  From one second to the next, how did she experience that first taste of control?

She laughed!

Jim should have expected it; he should have comprehended precisely what was going to happen next, only he still didn’t want to believe it.  Maybe, deep down, he still tried so hard to cling to those old ideas about what a woman was supposed to be.

None of those women were supposed to be like this; none of them were supposed to embrace those sadistic impulses. Their instincts should’ve told then to the caring and nurturing.  Instead, Alison and Jordan watched.  Not only that, Connor’s wife tittered as she tormented him.

“I want to hear him scream,” Liz finally announced.

“Go for it,” Jordan said.

“Dear, I’m sure you can do it,” Alison agreed.

Stealing the limited opportunity, Connor tried to argue with her.  “You can’t.  Please, you can’t.  Don’t you remember?  We’re married!  We’re supposed to be partners.  We’re supposed to be equals.  Please, don’t!  Please, you can’t!”

Liz started giggling.  At first, she did her best to hide that sound.  But then she adjusted her grip on the strap and she brought it down hard.  She raised her hand over her head, and then she swung down.  Alison and Jordan both watched.  Jim stared.  In that instant, he wished he could turn away, but something compelled him to keep his eyes open.

Then he could only watch helplessly as the razor strap slammed against that boy’s skin, delivering another rough explosion of angry fury along his nerves.

He cried out.

Somehow, that wasn’t good enough for her.  She craved more.

“Not good enough,” she decided.  Then, almost as an afterthought, she told Connor, “I know.  I know.  This wasn’t what you were expecting.  To be honest, I wasn’t thinking this would happen either.  But here we are.” She shrugged like it wasn’t a big deal one way or the other.

Her husband whimpered again.  He made of those desperate little sounds as she giggled like some playful schoolgirl or cheerleader.  Then she tried again.

She practically jumped before yanking her arms down through the air.  With all of the frustration and fury she could manage, not to mention the sheer ecstasy from taking this kind of control, she struck and he screamed! That tortured sound escape his throat, and his wife laughed.  The two sounds mixed together, all while Jim watched.  Eyes wide, he stared, horrified.  He didn’t believe that anything like this could happen.  Even if he had been tamed, he kept thinking that he was supposed to be smart enough to jump to his feet and resist.  He should have been able to save his son from the same fate.

He wasn't that brave.  He wasn’t strong enough.  He couldn’t do it.

All of those different ideas spun and swirled inside of his head as he considered what he could do.

Inevitably, Jim came to the same conclusion whenever he confronted these women.

Nothing.  There was nothing he could do.  There were no other options, no other strategies that he could try…

“That was lovely,” Liz said as she leaned down and spoke right into Connor’s ear. “Shall I see if I can do it again?”

Pathetically and desperately, he jerked his head from side to side.  “No.  Please, don’t.  Please, you can’t!”

“Oh, I don’t like it when you tell me what I can or can’t do.  I don’t think that’s something you get to say anymore.” She dropped her voice to an angry hiss. “From now on, I’m in charge.  From now on, I make all of the important decisions.  Isn’t that right?”

Panicking, he tried to slip away.  Jordan still didn’t release him.

Desperate, he attempted to jerk his way free from her grip.

His sister shoved down, keeping him right there.  Then she laughed.  “You know, I think some time with a mask would probably help both of them.  Shall we?”

“First,” said his wife, “I want to use this.” She held up the strap again.  She grinned, reveling in every second as she contemplated what she could accomplish.

Connor still couldn’t get away.  That was why his wife could touch the vicious surface to his already ravaged flesh.

Clenching his eyes shut, he kept turning his head from side to side as he tried to deny the inevitable.  Still, he had to realize what she had in mind.

Jordan laughed.  Alison watched, her eyes glowing with pride.  After all, she got to see what both her daughter and daughter-in-law could do.  For so long, she had denied the truth.  She had tried to hide her real identity from the world.  Instead, she had relied on all of those old explanations.

But they were wrong.

She didn’t need to be kind.  She didn’t want to be easygoing.  She had unleashed this hidden version of herself, and now she grinned.

Liz slammed the tool down against his ass! She slammed it down and fresh pulses of red heat burned across his exposed ass. Not only that, he cried out again. There was that desperate yelp, and it morphed into something else.  He was so plaintive, so adorable and helpless as he endured the rush of agony.

Finally, someone let go of him.  He stopped thinking about the rest of the world.  He didn’t contemplate his mother, his sister, or even his wife.  He couldn’t notice his father either.

Jim understood that state of being.  These women had dragged him there before.  There were those moments when the pain seemed to overwhelm him so completely that he had nothing left.  At those times, he became nothing but a raw nerve, pulsing as the pain continued to flare across the entirety of his being.

They didn’t have to be merciful.  They didn’t have to be kind.

He contended with those realities.  There was nothing he could do to escape them, after all.

Finally, Jordan returned.  She pulled something over his head.  Through his blurred vision, Connor couldn’t even see what was happening.  Then he felt the snug leather encase his face.

For a second or two, he began to panic.  Only then, she grabbed his wrists, and she pulled them behind his back.  She wouldn’t let him go.  At the same time, Alison did the exact same thing to her husband.

She slipped the black leather over his face.

Both of these boys were blind and deaf.  They couldn’t see anything.  They couldn’t hear anything.  Not only that, they tried to breathe through their noses; they failed.  There was just that one tube that pushed between their lips.

That was the only source of the error.

Connor wanted to panic.  And yet, he knew, on some level, that these women wouldn’t let him go.  They had changed their minds.  They no longer cared about him as a man; they saw him as a plaything.  They saw him as a toy, something to be used and eventually broken.

As he contemplated all of this, he tried to get ready.

Then they both tasted it at the same time.

Beyond those masks, Alison and Jordan lifted up their cigarettes.  They inhaled together.  Then they grabbed onto the tubes, they leaned down, and they exhaled.

The silvery smoke shot into the tube and down both men’s throats.

For the first couple of seconds, both of these hapless males managed to hold out. They resisted that scratching and clawing at their lungs. The irritation pulsed along their bodies. Those reflexive urges grabbed onto their muscles, making it harder and harder to resist.

Inevitably, they both broke.

Each of these boys started coughing. They were hacking and wheezing.

Perhaps feeling generous, Alison and Jordan both pulled back. They allowed these boys to catch their breaths for a few seconds.

Then they did it again.

And again.

And again!

For those long, torturous minutes, these women tormented both boys. Huff after puff of cigarette smoke shot down into their masks. Instinctively, each boy tried to breathe through his nostrils, to jerk his head to the left or right, to do something or anything to escape those fumes. Each time, they failed. The silvery smoke shot down past her lips and deep into their lungs. Jagged tendrils of irritation scratched at them as they tried to escape.

Out in the real world, both Alison and Jordan glanced back and forth at each other. They were laughing. Then Liz joined in.

"Can they hear us?" Liz asked.

"Absolutely not," Alison told her.

"Can I say something? Can I say something bad?"

"Go for it," Jordan replied.

"This feels good," she said.

"If you want, we could do something else too."

"What?" Liz asked, instantly seizing the opportunity. "What are you thinking? What do you have in mind?"

Alison and Jordan grinned back at one another. There was that hungry, predatory expression mirrored on each of their faces.

"I want to do it," Jordan announced.

"Go for it, honey."

"It's going to be twisted," Jordan said with a laugh.

"I would expect nothing less," Alison agreed.

Still standing off to the side, Liz didn't really understand. At the same time, however, she wanted to see what these women did. Even if her own urges continued to simmer along her body, she craved something else, something powerful.

Jordan skipped out of the room. She was gone again for just a few seconds. In the meantime, both of these boys were still desperate to simply breathe. The smoke had left them coughing and gasping for air.

Jim, in particular, raged against his fate. He was not dumb enough to try to remove the mask, yet he instinctively tried to yank his head from side to side in search of clean, fresh air. It couldn't be found. Even when these women were tormenting him with fresh exhalations of smoke, he still couldn't get what he really needed. Instead, the aftertaste lingered. The burning persisted.

"What do you think?" Jordan asked right as she returned.

Alison nodded.

But it was Liz who looked and saw her sister-in-law. Her eyes widened, and she didn't know what to do or how to respond. Obviously, she was impressed, especially as her lips parted, and her mouth fell open.

Jordan stood there in her black bra and a matching pair of panties with something else. After another second, Liz realized that these were just panties. Instead, they had a special opening, and something else emerged from between that girl's legs: a dildo. Jordan now wore a strap-on.

Liz breathed out, "What are you going to do with that?"

"I'll show you," she said.

That's when she yanked the mask off of Jim's face. While his son continued to flounder, Jordan shoved him down to his knees, she grabbed his hair, and she into the tip of her fake shaft for his mouth. His eyes widened right as he realized what was about to happen.

"Suck," she ordered as she jabbed the fake cock right into his mouth.

After everything he had already endured, Jim didn't know what to do. His heart thundered, and the adrenaline burned across his body. She gripped him. He lost control. As she shoved forward, yanked back, only to pumped into him again and again. He hated this. At the same time, he kept his lips clamped around the contours of that shaft. He licked and sucked just as she ordered.

She was in charge, so he had to obey. The calculus was simple.

There would be no argument, no disagreement.

After one or two minutes, Jordan yanked back. Then she grabbed him again. This time, she had her hand on the back of his head. Like always, she pushed him into position. Manipulating him seemed so easy. He crawled, and Alison spread her legs. "Lick," she ordered. She didn't have to say anything more than that.

He started to service his wife again. But now, Jordan came up behind him. His ass was naked and on display. Despite the burns, abrasions, and countless bruises, she shoved forward, thrusting into him. His eyes widened. His eyes rolled as the disorientation grabbed him. She went in deep, thrusting harder.

She jerked back, only to do it again and again.

Liz watched.

"I want some," she said. Then Connor's wife blinked, surprised that her mouth had shaped those words.

At first, neither Alison nor Jordan seemed to hear her. Even so, Liz didn't mind. After all, she was intoxicated by the sight playing out before her. When she first met Jim, she thought he was a powerful and capable individual. He was the patriarch of this family, and he had intimidated her just a little bit. He had been friendly enough, but he was this tall, imposing figure.

And now, he was getting used so hard…

Liz smiled. She couldn't help herself as she reveled in the image playing out before her. It didn't matter how capable he had been. It didn't matter how many experiences he had or what kind of wealth he had saved up. His professional success and become irrelevant because he was down on his knees, subjugated and broken like a slave.

Still wearing the mask, there was her husband.

Connor.

Liz smiled. At the same time, she realized that she was moving. She stripped. She pulled off her skirt, her shoes, her socks. Pretty soon, she was down to just her panties, and she sat down on the other chair. She spread her legs, and she dipped her hand down between her inner thighs. Her fingers brushed along her panties. She was rubbing herself that she held onto that thin veneer of modesty.

But now, she pulled off her underwear as well!

Moaning, Jim had to hate every moment of this. Hot embarrassment and ragged shame stretched throughout his body, but there was nothing he could do about it. Imprisoned right there between his wife and daughter, he obeyed. He serviced both of them, one with his ass, the other with his mouth.

"Connor is next," Liz called out. Breathing hard, she blinked through her surprised. She pulled her hand away from between her legs.

Alison cried out. She moaned. She savored those sounds as they raced across her body. She gasped out, screaming now. The movements of his tongue made her climax hard. But even as she finished, there was that serene expression on her face as she looked back at the men in her life.

"Would you like me to help?" Jordan asked her sister-in-law.

"Yes, please. I want to break him hard."

For the last couple of minutes, Connor had remained quiet. Still wearing his mask, he had no idea what had just transpired. Only now, Jordan pulled it away from his face. She tossed it onto the floor, and then he saw his mostly stripped wife. Liz beckoned him forward. As he tried to stutter out some kind of answer, Jordan grabbed him. She had her hand on the back of his head, and she shoved him into position once again. He squeaked.

Alison watched proudly as her daughter-in-law grabbed Connor. Her hand was tight on the top of his head; clearly, she didn't care about those jolts of pain racing down into his scalp. Or maybe he enjoyed them as she discovered her own vicious instincts. Either way, Liz grinned ferociously, "You're going to lick. You're going to lick until you make me come hard. And in the meantime, your sister is going to break you."

Connor tried to shake his head from side to side, but Liz wouldn’t tolerate anything less than compliance as she forced him into position. She had his face wedged between her inner thighs now, and she barked out that order, "Lick!"

A single syllable was all it required to defeat him. His tongue shot out, and he started flicking and licking, lapping his tongue up and down along her sex, just as she desired. He worshiped her, and he probably hoped that nothing else would happen.

Foolish boy.

As he serviced her, Jordan knew she yearned for more; she wanted to break him! Yes, her sister-in-law was learning, but this was just the start. There was something else they needed to inflict on him. That's why she came up behind him. He tensed, but he didn't stop as her hands moved along his ass. She squeezed, delivering another jolt of pain. She didn't strike; at this point, she didn't need to, not after everything he had already taken. His skin was already sensitive and primed for additional punishment.

Then she took her wet phallus, and she shoved that hard member right between his legs. She pushed into him, violating his opening.

With his head between Liz's legs, his eyes widened. He cried out just as his father had done, yet he knew better than to stop licking. His tongue kept sliding up and down, again and again, all while Jordan started to pump him.

"Boys deserve to be trained," Alison stated. By this point, she had pulled out another cigarette. She lit it and glanced back at her husband. "Isn't that right, Jim?"

"…Yes, ma'am," he said as he watched the scene play out in front of him. As he watched this, he knew what would happen next.

He could see it. It was obvious. His future became clear.

Both of the boys in this family had been broken. Both of them had been tamed, and there would be no going back. This had become both of their lives. They served. They worshiped. They obeyed. They would never, ever be able to escape.

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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