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Painful Status

There was this blissful moment when Derek opened his eyes, and he still felt like the Lord of his domain. That phrase always felt so accurate; he had owned his company, and his subordinates had listened to him. He had been a benign dictator, the kind of leader who did his best to ensure the prosperity of everyone who worked for him. Obviously, he still had to make those hard decisions, but they were his to make.

Then came that other detail: his cascading failure.

Derek occasionally wondered whether or not he would have preferred one grand error. There could have been some vivid, unstoppable mistake that he made at one point or another. Perhaps it would have come down to angering the wrong regulator, or maybe he would have done something, resulting in some lawsuit that could have stripped everything he owned.

Only then, there on his bed, on his back with his hands at his sides, Derek almost wanted to smile. He wanted to laugh sardonically, like this was some kind of silly joke. But it wasn't because it was his life, and then he found it: that one mistake.

Her name was Lucy.

On her own, she didn't have anything to do with his profit margins, his revenue streams, or his relationships with his clients and suppliers. Instead, she was just a girl...an incredibly beautiful girl. Even at that moment, as he awoke, Derek allowed himself to indulge in that vivid sensation she provoked whenever she came near. He remembered hiring her, the way she had challenged him, how she had teased him at work in front of all of his staff…

Each image came back, and he waited for the revulsion, yet he didn't know if he could ever get truly angry at that young woman.

It didn't seem fair.

She was just a girl...a woman...a female. Even so, there was something about the sound of her voice, the shape of her eyes, the hue of her hair, the contours of her chest, and the curves of her ass. Whenever she approached, he wanted to stare. Whenever she walked away, he yearned to let his eyes glide along her dark red tresses to her shoulders, the contours of her waist, then down along the texture of her pants.

"What are you thinking about, slave?"

Derek started blinking right away. A jolt of nervous energy shot through his body like lightning. He gulped, and then his wife rolled onto her side, she propped her cheek up against her knuckles, and she watched him.

For just a moment, he opened his mouth, and he wanted to say something like, "I am your husband, and you will not address me that way." The words echoed brash and confident inside of his head.

Only then, his lips parted, and Derek tried to speak, but his wife was watching him, and she knew the truth…

She had been there. She had participated!

He clenched his eyes shut, and that was the moment when she pounced. She scrambled up off of the bed, straddled him, shoved him down by his shoulders, and grinned ferociously. Her hair was a tangled mess after a night of sleep, yet her eyes twinkled with mischievous delight, like they were just flirting or playing a game.

"Please," he began. "Can we talk about this? Can we talk about this as equals?"

"Equals?" Jessica asked, making that word sound as though it came from some foreign language. "Are you still confused? Are you confused about how this works now?"

"I, I…" Derek began twice, only to stop himself. Then his voice trailed off, and Jessica slowly shook her head from side to side. That was the expression so many women adopted when talking to some little kid or maybe a dumb dog.

She touched a finger to his mouth, silencing him. "We aren't equals," said Jessica. "What's wrong? Did you forget?" She pursed her lips with mock sympathy. She was definitely teasing him, but there was nothing he could do about it. She let out this sympathetic purr, but she was still taunting him. "You did, didn't you? You forgot all about our little conversation from before."

It hadn't been a little conversation. He thought about every blow, every burst of pain, and the abject humiliation of getting degraded in front of the woman he had vowed to love. Unfortunately for him, those wedding vows didn't mean anything, not anymore.

Again, he wanted to speak, but that gentle pressure of her digit along his lips was still enough to keep him quiet. Jessica didn't have that problem. She continued, "we talked about this, didn't we? You messed up. You messed up by hiring that girl. You messed up by getting your company into a bunch of debt. You messed up by selling out to Julia Vega." She clicked her tongue and shook her head. "I know. I know…" Another flash of fake sympathy spread across her beautiful face. "You're probably thinking you can do something, but you can't. I'm sorry, but you already had your chance. What are you now?"

She pulled her hand away.

Clearly, Jessica expected a response.

He started to speak. He was going to protest, to argue, and to try so hard to get her to change her mind. Throughout their marriage, Derek had always believed in his ability to lead. Technically, Jessica had been a feminist; she was the kind of woman who believed in choice for the members of the fairer sex. It just happened to be a coincidence that she had chosen to marry this man, have a child with him, and settle into the easy choice of domesticity. But now he did his best to retake control.

She slapped him!

She moved fast and without any kind of doubt or hesitation. At one moment, she had braced her palms against his shoulders, and then he tried to speak, when she smacked him hard across the face. His head jerked to the side, so the heat soaked into the cool pillow cover.

"No," she said. "You don't get to talk your way out of this, Derek. You're going to be a good boy for me. And what does that mean? What were we talking about again?"

His wife already knew the answer.

"Please, don't make me say it," he answered her, and Jessica was kind enough to let Derek actually finish the sentence.

She smacked him again! She slapped him hard across his face, and then she was laughing as his eyes started to water. He still needed to argue with her, but she obviously wasn't going to give him the opportunity.

Apparently she did have some patience remaining, however. That was when she casually reached over, opened the drawer on the nightstand, and then she pulled two items out.

Derek wished he could have been surprised; he didn't want to already know exactly what she was doing and what she had in mind. Unfortunately for him, Jessica's plan was clear. She opened a pack of cigarettes, she dropped one of the white cylinders into her hand, and then she tossed the small box aside. That other item was a lighter, and now she raised it up. He could hear the click, and the flame sparked.

She lit the cigarette, and he could hear those thoughts sputtering at the back of his mind. He couldn't even get his mouth to move, not at that moment, not when he understood what was going on here.

He was going to say it; he was going to admit the truth. But first, she was going to give him another little reminder.

"Do you still hate this?" Jessica asked.

"Yes!"

Jessica's enslaved husband yearned to say more, but she brought the cigarette up to her mouth, she inhaled, and then she filled her lungs with that silvery smoke before she tightened her lips and blew a thin jet down against the tip of his nose, along his nostrils, and right into his mouth. He jerked his head to the side, but Jessica grabbed him with her free hand. Her fingers pressed against the sides of his cheeks as she jerked his head forward again.

"Open your mouth, slave."

Her husband wasn't bound. There weren't any shackles around his wrists or ankles, yet he still found himself obeying. His lips separated, and then she took another breath before she dropped her head down, and she pressed her lips to his. She was kissing him!

It felt incredible, and he craved more despite knowing exactly what was going to happen next.

Then, just as he guessed, she blew the smoke along the roof of his mouth, up against the back of his throat, and down right into his lungs. It felt like some twisted parody of CPR as those toxic fumes burned along with the insides of his chest.

She let go, and he was sputtering, coughing, and wheezing for fresh air.

"Tell me what you are," she said between drags on her cigarette.

This time, he didn't hesitate. He didn't when he was over the coughing, the smacks across his face, or her position on top of him. Jessica still straddled him as he looked up. "I'm your slave."

"And what does that mean?"

He didn't want to do this. He didn't want to say this. He didn't want to admit any of it.

Those desires, however, couldn't alter the basic foundation of his new reality.

"It means I have to do whatever you say," he said.

"Stick out your tongue," she said.

He began to protest. He knew what that meant and how it was going to burn. But he made a different mistake. Although he technically disobeyed her, Derek still started to talk, which meant opening his mouth. She casually pinched the cigarette between her fingers, and then she shoved it down between his teeth. Immediately, his eyes widened, and Derek tried to spit it out.

She didn't let him.

Jessica put her hand over his mouth. It burned, just as he had expected. His tongue shoved the cigarette around in his mouth. It was revolting. He thought about the noxious chemicals, the tobacco, and the smoke that had drifted from this addictive little cylinder just a few seconds before.

With her hand still on his mouth, she looked into his eyes. "You're right, slave. It means you have to do whatever I say. Because here's the thing, Derek. I trusted you. I trusted you to run your company and to make your choices, but you fucked it up, didn't you? So guess what? You don't get to make your own choices any longer. You belong to me. You belong to me and to any woman who gives you an order. That's why we’re going back into the office today. You're going to sign the paperwork, you going to give up your company, and you're going to accept your fate as my property. From now on, I get to do whatever I want with you and to you. If I decide to break you, then that's my prerogative. Now, nod your head like a good slave."

He nodded.

She pulled her hand away, and then she repositioned herself a few inches to his left. On her knees, she watched as he rolled over, spat out the cigarette, and wiped at his tongue with his fingertips.

"Service me," she commanded.

As those words left her lips, she pushed him down onto his back again, only now he realized that she was wearing a nightgown without any panties. He looked up at his wife, and his eyes widened.

Before Lucy had broken him in front of his wife, he hadn't gone down on Jessica. He hadn't believed in that kind of oral service. It had never been anything ideological, not explicitly anyway. It wasn't like he was one of those digital sexists who love to talk about the natural state of women or whatever. Instead, he had simply found the idea to be somewhat distasteful, so he had skipped it. Jessica had never really seemed to mind, only now she shoved him down, she braced her legs over his chest, she spread her thighs, and she pressed her pussy to his lips.

"Lick, slave."

With those two words, she stole away another sliver of his independence, freedom, and dignity. He opened his mouth and obliged right away. He couldn't stop himself; he couldn't help it!

Perhaps those servile instincts had always lurked somewhere deep within his psyche, but now she exploited him. She rode his face, and he licked. Simultaneously, he was thinking about those women: Lucy, Jessica, Gabby, Miranda, Julia, Annie, and so many others. Most of them didn't even know about his new status, yet the names and faces still fluttered through his imagination.

In the meantime, his tongue darted along her pussy. He tasted her excitement, he went in deep, and he pleasured her with everything he had. There were those burns along inside of his mouth, and the flavor of smoke still clung to his taste buds. Despite all of this, he pleasured her.

She rode his face, rocking her hips forward and back as she used him. Then she climaxed. She cried out, throwing her head up and moaning through the satisfaction.

When she finished, she pulled away and looked down at him. "I like this new arrangement," she said. "Now go make me some breakfast before you go to work."

He had washed out his mouth, brushed his teeth, made breakfast, gotten dressed, and eaten with his wife. At one point, while they sat at the dining room table together, Jessica had looked right at him and said, "You know, if I want to, I can make you get down on your knees, and I can just feed you scraps."

"I know…" Derek had replied.

Her eyes had narrowed slightly, and then she smirked. "Mistress."

He gulped.

Even if he had been able to figure out what she meant, he didn't want to acknowledge it.

"From now on, you will address me as your Mistress. And why is that again?"

"Because I'm your slave, and you own me," Derek responded. When he talked to her like that, he wished that there could have just been some deception or active manipulation, like he just told her what she wanted to hear in order to minimize the punishments he received. But that wasn't the truth. When he addressed her as his Mistress, he could feel it. He could sense the truth of her newly claimed title.

"Good boy," she replied.

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

After that, she dismissed him. He had driven back to the office, and he rode the elevator to his floor. Again, he thought of how this had been his domain, but he made his way between the different desks and over to his office.

He had stepped in front of the door, reached out, touched the knob, and turned it, only to feel the lock. The doorknob wouldn't turn; he couldn't get in.

This wasn't his office, not anymore.

That was when he heard a familiar voice, which he hadn't expected here.

"Hello, Derek."

Previously, she had always addressed him as "Sir". It was Chelsea, his old assistant. Derek swallowed, he turned around tentatively, and then he saw her.

She was the same woman. That much was obvious. Neither her hair, nor her facial features had changed. In fact, he had probably seen her in the office in that white blouse and those dark gray pants before. Despite the similarities, she radiated a different kind of energy. It had to be the smirk on her face, he realized.

"Yes," she said. "Lucy already told me all about your new status."

His new status. She was talking about how he was about to sell his company. He had already agreed to it, but the lawyers would require real paperwork.

His previous status had been clear: owner, boss, manager and CEO. Now he thought about what his wife called him.

"Come along," she said.

Previously, Chelsea had followed him. He wanted to ask her what she was doing there, especially since she had left the company months before.

Instead, he found himself chasing after her. She guided him into the conference room, and then she snapped her fingers and pointed to one of the chairs. "Sit."

She knew…

She knew about what had happened, and it wasn't just a matter of the company or how he was about to officially sell out to a woman he despised.

Clearly, Chelsea knew all about his subjugation.

For a second there, Derek actually opened his mouth again, like he thought he could argue with her. This was Chelsea, after all. She had been a loyal subordinate; she had been the girl who would fetch his coffee, drop of his laundry, answer his phone, and deal with every other little office task that had been beneath him.

Reluctantly, he sat.

Chelsea stepped away, leaving him there like he was just another piece of equipment. The door closed behind her, and then he was alone.

Without trying, Derek immediately remembered all of those echoed conversations in this room. He remembered talking to lawyers, negotiating with suppliers, and even the interview that brought Lucy into his life.

Right as he thought about that beautiful girl, the door opened, and she stepped inside. He focused on her. He knew that was a mistake. She stared right back at him, yet there was just that little smile tugging at the corner of her mouth.

He had hired her himself. She had impressed him in the interview. At first, he had underestimated her, thinking she was just another pretty, poised feminist girl who wanted to make her mark on the corporate world. At other points, she had known precisely how to manipulate him. She had laughed at his jokes, taken careful notes, and brought him coffee just the way he liked it. He had assumed she admired him.

She wasn't alone.

Lucy walked into the room. Chelsea was right behind her, and then he saw Julia Vega.

Julia sat at the head of the table. She wore a dark suit and crimson lipstick. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction. She did not stand when he entered. Lucy sat to her right, legs crossed, tablet in hand. She looked up and smiled at him. The smile did not reach her eyes.

“Derek,” Julia said. “Glad you could join us.”

He said nothing. His throat itched, but he refused to cough or clear it.

"You don't mind if we smoke, do you?" Julia asked. On cue, all three of these women pulled out packs of cigarettes, and they lit them up. Fresh clouds of silver smoke hit the air, all while he watched.

Childishly, Derek tried to hold his breath. Within seconds, however, he inhaled through his nostrils. Resisting the urge to cough, he tried to focus. He tried to think of this as just another business task. “I assume we’re here to finalize the paperwork,” he said.

Julia raised an eyebrow. “Eventually. But first, there are a few details we need to review.”

He stared at her, waiting. As he did so, he tried so hard to intimidate her, like he could still think of himself as her rival.

He wasn't.

After this, Derek was going to walk out of this office and never return. He would go back to his house, and his wife would...train him. He didn't know how long those resentments had simmered beneath the surface of her vivacious personality, but now he saw the truth. They both did. She could smell the weakness on her husband, so she didn't have to act like she respected him, not when she could just own him instead.

That concept should have sounded ridiculous. As a notion, it was supposed to be utterly absurd.

But it wasn't, not in their relationship, or in their home.

“You understand, of course,” Julia said, folding her hands together, “that this acquisition comes with a transition period. Our firm prefers to keep the existing leadership on board for a few months to ensure continuity.”

When he coughed, he told himself it had nothing to do with the smoke in the air. All three of these beautiful women were enjoying the easy relaxation as the nicotine swam through their veins. Despite those fumes, hope expanded in his chest. “You want me to stay on?” he asked.

“Yes,” Julia said. If she let him stay here for just a little while, he wondered whether or not he could reverse the transaction. Maybe he would be able to form some alliances with former customers and suppliers…It seemed so unlikely, but this was a lifeline! It was his chance to get his old life back! It wasn't much. It was incredibly tenuous, but Derek didn't care! Then that hope died just as quickly, because she added four more words, “In a new capacity.”

He frowned. “What kind of capacity?”

Julia smiled. “You’ll be reporting to Lucy and Chelsea.”

His blood turned cold. He turned to look at Lucy, who was watching him with a calm, knowing expression. Then he made the mistake of glancing over at Chelsea. His former assistant smirked at him.

"Don't worry," she said. "I will be gentle with you."

“You want me to report to my former assistants,” he said. Again, he uttered those words like some deadpan joke, one with a terrible punchline.

“No,” Julia said. “You misunderstand. You are no longer the CEO. You are no longer on the board. You are no longer an executive. You're an assistant now. You'll report to Chelsea and Lucy, but every woman here will have the authorization to give you any command she likes.”

Derek’s voice dropped. “Any command?"

"Absolutely," Chelsea told him.

Lucy added, "Don't worry. I'm sure it's not like any of the women here would want to take advantage of you." When she grinned, she revealed her teeth.

“On paper, the main goal here is for you to have the opportunity to help out," Julia told him. “In practice, that means you’ll be assisting Lucy and Chelsea with any tasks they deem necessary during the transition period. Chelsea will be overseeing the integration process.”

He stared at her, unblinking. “You can’t be serious.”

Julia leaned forward slightly. “I am entirely serious.”

“This is a joke," he protested even as he searched for some slender thread of hope.

Julia’s tone sharpened. “You agreed to the sale because your company was collapsing. The only thing keeping you out of bankruptcy court is our willingness to honor this transaction. If you refuse to cooperate, we can revisit that conversation.” She cocked her head to the side. "Is that what you want? You want to lose everything? I mean, I'm sure your wife would simply divorce you. You’d be homeless, wouldn't you? Because yes, we would take every penny from each and every one of your accounts. You would have nothing left." She snapped out that single word again, "Nothing."

His chest tightened. He looked to Lucy again. She was enjoying this. Her lips curved in the slightest smirk. He could see it in her eyes. She had known this would happen. She had walked into this room already triumphant.

“This is your fault. You lied to me,” he said.

Lucy tilted her head. “I never lied. You assumed things about me. I let you.”

“You spied on me. You stole proprietary information.”

Julia raised a hand. “Let’s not get dramatic. Lucy did her job. She was recruited because she could offer insight. You failed to notice. That's not her fault.” The private equity analyst smirked and shook her head. "Besides, it doesn't matter. The only choice you get to make is whether or not you will serve. Are you ready to accept your demotion? Are you ready to take your new status?"

He rose to his feet. “I should walk out of here.”

“Don't be dramatic," Julia said. "Now sit."

His hands curled into fists at his sides. He felt humiliated. He had spent years building this company. He had poured himself into it. He thought of those sleepless nights, those deals, every sacrifice and how it was all gone.

He glared at Lucy, yet she met his gaze without fear. The girl he had once thought he could control was gone. In her place sat a woman with sharper teeth than he had ever seen.

“I want a different title,” he said quietly.

“No,” Julia said.

“I want something that doesn’t make me look like a joke.”

“You're not here to look important,” Julia said. “You are here to assist. You are here to cooperate. That is the only reason we are giving you this chance.” Then she smirked and said, "If you want, I could give you the title of Office Slave."

His eyes widened, and he shook his head. At that moment, something inside of him broke because he was outnumbered by these women. Not only that, he had to acknowledge that they were smarter than him too. After all, they had outmaneuvered him.

Throughout his career, he thought he had this tactical insight. Perhaps he had been able to see a few special opportunities here or there when he first started his company, but now he had failed completely and utterly.

He sat down again. He stared at the smooth wood of the table. For a moment, he imagined flipping it over, shouting, walking out and never looking back. But the numbers in his bank account told another story.

He swallowed the bile rising in his throat.

“How long,” he said.

Julia leaned back. “Six months. After that, we will evaluate your future.”

“I assume Lucy gets a vote.”

Lucy smiled again. “I’ll be observing your performance closely.”

He hated her. He hated the way she smiled. He loathed the way she sat in his old chair as if she had earned it. He hated the way she never raised her voice, never looked flustered, never apologized. He had been blind to her ambition. He had thought she was just clever enough to be useful. He had not realized she had been carving a path beneath his feet.

“I’ll do it,” he said.

“Good,” Julia said. “Lucy will forward you your onboarding materials this afternoon. You'll take a desk outside of Lucy and Chelsea's offices."

He nodded once. It took all his strength not to stand too fast.

"Stand," Julia commanded.

Reluctantly, he obeyed. He did as she wished, and he rose to his feet, straightening his back. Simultaneously, he did his best to disassociate; he just wanted to free himself from his body and the reality of that conference room.

Only then, Chelsea looked at her compatriots. "Should we give him a taste of what happens when he disobeys?"

"I want to see this in person," Julia said. "A recording just isn't good enough."

"Derek, take off your belt and pull down your pants."

Not this…

Not again...

Even as those thoughts flashed behind his eyes, Lucy hopped up onto her feet, making her dark red hair bounce against her shoulders. She came closer and closer. With every step, she injected fresh panic along his veins. He quickly slipped his belt from his pants, and she grabbed it from him, snatching it away and doubling it up. His pants fell down around his knees, and she helped things along, grabbing him by his neck with her free hand. She pushed him over the side of the desk, and then she yanked down his underwear as well. His bare ass was now on display.

"These bruises are healing nicely," she said as she stroked the curves of his ass. "Let's add a few more, shall we?"

Chelsea laughed. "I used to respect him!" Somehow, that was supposed to qualify as a joke.

Lucy, however, didn't comment. Instead, she was focused on making him suffer. She raised the belt into the air, she grinned as fresh triumph surged through her body, and then she swung down hard. The folded leather struck his backside. A blast of pain rocketed across his nerves. He cried out immediately. There were probably other people in the office who could hear what was happening right then and there.

Without trying, he ran through the catalog of people he had once supervised. Maybe they would be on the other side of those walls, snickering or laughing.

Then those images disappeared because another burst of pain shot across his body. His nerves sang out as she jerked her arm up in the air, slapped her impromptu whip down, going for his right butt cheek, then his left. Red strips of heated flesh lined his posterior as she continued to make him cry and then scream.

Finally, it stopped, and Lucy stepped back. "Turn around, get down on your knees, and open your mouth. Hold your hands behind your back and just act like a good ashtray."

There. She had told him exactly what she was going to do, and there was no way for him to stop her.

As his rival, his former assistant, and this beautiful girl stood over him, he buckled underneath the pressure. Derek honestly wished that it really had been only a question of the pain. He wished that those sensations had overridden every other iota of strength he had wished to cling to. Instead, it was their proximity, their casual confidence, and the knowledge that they outgunned him. Again, he came back to that other conclusion: they were smarter than him.

Despite everything he had once believed about his own business acumen, these girls had him.

So now he fell to his knees, he opened his mouth, and he looked up at that redhead. She grabbed her cigarette again, enjoyed another breath, blew it out above his face, and then she looked down and grinned. "Stick out your tongue, slave."

He obeyed, sliding his tongue along his bottom lip. She put out the cigarette, and he groaned. Those desperate little sounds vibrated at the base of his throat, but she twisted the cigarette from side to side. Then the three women got up and left. The door closed behind them, and he scrambled over to the garbage can, spitting the ashes from his mouth.

After that, he sucked in one breath after another.

At some point, he was going to have to leave. He knew that, but Derek allowed himself that brief respite. He tried to hide from the reality of what was coming next.

While he had rested, he tried to rebuild his defenses. He tried to search for that aggressive attitude he had once enjoyed so effortlessly.

He got up, and he told himself he could do this. He tried to believe that these women were overconfident, so they would make a mistake. Even if they knew how to manipulate him, that wasn't enough because he was still smart! He still had a chance!

As he left the room, he did not look back, but he still heard those women as they talked over by one of the other desks. There was the soft sound of Lucy’s quiet laughter, and the amused murmur from Julia. They were enjoying it. They were basking in his defeat.

This was not the end, he told himself. It could not be. He had built something once, so he could do it again.

Someday, he would make them regret this.

But for now, he would nod. He would smile. He would take notes and fetch coffee and say yes ma’am.

Most of his former employees didn't know what to do with him. Apparently, most of the men had already been fired. A few of his female staff walked by, yet none of them spoke to him. Instead, they saw him, and they smirked, or shook their heads, like they couldn't believe it.

Whenever one of those women saw him, he felt like an animal on display.

Then again, that was the point. That was why he had been positioned right outside of Lucy and Chelsea's offices. At first, he had smiled timidly. But now, he just did his best to ignore everyone else. Instead, he had a new checklist with different tasks, all of which were beneath him. Make coffee? Prepare folders? Proofread emails? These were tasks best suited for an intern, not a man who had once been the CEO of this entire enterprise.

The chair creaked as he shifted. His back ached. He had not yet found a comfortable way to sit. A stack of forms waited on one side of the desk, but he had no desire to read them. A small paper sign taped to the door read “The assistant.” He had not placed it there. He had found it when he first sat down as he faced his immediate future.

Only a few hours had gone by, but he silently fumed.

Even so, Derek knew better than to cause a scene. He couldn't argue with any of the women here.

For the time being, they were superior to him in every way. Unless he wanted to get belted again, he had to cooperate. Not only that, the burns along his tongue perpetually reminded him of his new painful status at the bottom of this hierarchy.

His cell phone buzzed. He reached for it without enthusiasm, expecting an alert or another reminder from Lucy. Instead, the screen displayed a name he had not seen in a few days. His daughter was calling him. He thought of Annie, her darkened straight hair, her rounded cheeks, and her bright smile. He knew he had made some mistakes as a father, but he also assumed that was the universal experience of parenthood.

Unsure of himself, he didn't know what to do, even as the phone continued to buzz for his attention. He stared for a moment, then answered.

“Hi, sweetheart,” he said.

“Hi, Dad,” she replied. Her voice sounded cheerful, but uncertain. “Are you busy?”

He looked at the checklist. He closed the tab.

“Not really,” he said. “What’s going on?”

There was a pause on the other end of the line. Then she spoke again. “Mom said something weird,” Annie said. “She said you sold the company. Is that true?”

He leaned back in the chair and looked up at the ceiling. He had been expecting this call, though it came faster than he had expected. He had hoped it might take longer to reach her. He had underestimated how quickly bad news traveled.

“Yes,” he said. “It’s true.”

“What happened?” she asked. “I thought things were okay. You never said anything about selling.”

“They haven't been okay, not for a while." Then he was going to ask her how her classes were going, but he stopped. She was a college student and lived out of state.

“You didn’t tell me,” she said.

“I didn’t want to worry you,” he said. “You’re in school. You don’t need to carry my problems.”

“I’m not a kid,” she said. “You could have told me.”

“I know,” he said. “I just...I thought I could fix it. I thought I could turn things around before it came to this.” Even as he spoke, he considered what "this" meant. His little girl didn't need to know about to the smoking, his subjugation at home, or the fact that he was now a plaything for a bunch of women at the office that once belonged to him.

She was quiet for a moment. He could hear a soft mechanical hum in the background.  “So you really sold it?” she asked again.

“Yes,” he said. “Julia Vega bought it.”

“I think I’ve heard that name before,” Annie said. “She’s some big investor, right?”

“She’s a corporate raider,” Derek said. “She breaks companies down and sells the pieces.”

“Wow,” Annie said. “She must be intense.”

“She’s cruel,” he said. “And she’s not alone.”

“What do you mean?”

He let out a slow breath and rubbed his forehead. “My assistant,” he said. “Lucy. She was feeding information to Julia. That’s how the sale happened so quickly. They had everything lined up before I even knew I was vulnerable.”

“Wait,” Annie said. “Lucy? The one you hired?”

“Yes.”

“Dad,” Annie said slowly. “That’s...awful.”

“It is,” he said. “I trusted her. She knew everything. My schedule, my calls, my strategy. She sat in every meeting. I never thought she would turn on me like this.”

Another silence stretched between them. He wondered what expression Annie had on her face. He pictured her sitting on her bed, legs crossed, holding her phone to her ear with her knees drawn up, the way she always had when she was little.

“I’m sorry,” she said finally. “That must feel terrible.”

“It does.”

“I just didn’t expect this,” she said. “I always thought you were invincible or something.”

“I used to think that too,” he said.

“What happens now?”

“I’m still here,” he said. “Technically. But not as CEO.”

“Are you staying on to help or something?”

“I’m working under Lucy now,” he said. “They gave me a fake title and stuck me in a box. I’m her assistant. That’s what I do now.”

There was a beat of silence.

Then he heard her laugh.

It started as a soft giggle. Then it grew into a full laugh.

He blinked. “What’s so funny?” Even as he spoke, Derek hoped that maybe her roommate had come into her dorm room to share something silly. Maybe she was looking at a meme or something.

“I’m sorry,” she said between gasps. “It’s just...Dad, come on. You? An assistant?”

He waited, letting the laughter continue. It wasn't cruel, not exactly, but it hit something raw in him.

“I guess I deserved that,” he said.

She caught her breath. “It’s just so weird. You were always the boss. You were always talking about leadership and vision and responsibility. Now you’re fetching coffee?”

“Not yet,” he said. “But I have a feeling it’s coming.”

She giggled again. “You always worked so hard. You missed recitals. You missed birthdays. You were always at the office. And now this.”

“I know,” he said. “I’m not proud of how much I missed.”

“I used to resent it,” she said. “I used to wonder if the company was more important than me.”

He closed his eyes.

“It wasn’t,” he said. “I just thought I was doing what I had to do. I wanted you to have everything.”

“I know,” she said, though he wasn't sure whether or not he could believe her. Annie wanted to sound like an adult, but she was still so young and so inexperienced in so many different ways. As her father, he was probably always going to underestimate her. “But maybe it’s kind of satisfying to see that you’re not untouchable.”

He winced, but he didn't interrupt her.

"Okay," she said. "I should probably go give Mom another call. She wasn't done talking to me, but I really wanted to check in with you."

"Wait," he said.

"Yeah?" And she sounded confused on the other end of the line.

He didn't want her to talk to her mother. He didn't want her to get the complete story.

"Nothing…" Derek finally said. After all, he knew he wouldn't be able to keep them apart for long.

"Bye, Dad," she said. She hung up, and he set his phone on his desk.

Just a few seconds later, Chelsea appeared in front of him. "Go fetch me the Peterson report."

"Yes, ma'am," he said.

"And Derek?"

"What?" he snapped.

"Remember to smile," she said, turning and walking away without checking to see whether or not he obeyed.

The women allowed him a lunch break; he took the opportunity to escape the office and flee to a nearby convenience store. There, he bought a damp sandwich and tried to hide from his new status.

When he got back to his desk, the afternoon began with a calendar alert that read simply: “Report to Julia’s office — 3:15 PM. Sharp.” Derek stared at the message for a long moment. He felt the now-familiar tightness in his chest. He had never reported to anyone inside this building before. Not truly. For over a decade, his name had been on every door, his voice the final word in every meeting. That era had ended. Now, he belonged to them.

"Fuck," he muttered as he dipped his head down outside the office.

But then he had to go back. The hallway outside Julia’s office was quiet. The air smelled of fresh carpet glue and floral disinfectant. Apparently, she had already ordered some redecorations. The cloying scent of fresh paint drifted across the air.

Julia’s door stood open, and her voice rang from inside. He stepped through because it was 3:15 and time to talk to his new boss.

Derek couldn't help but feel that twinge. Jagged spikes of shame seemed to pierce him from every angle all at once. Although he did his very best to keep his expression unreadable, he had no doubt that Julia Vega knew exactly what she was doing to him. He contemplated his new boss, his new status, and what he could do about it.

His daughter had laughed at him.

More and more, he thought about that, and the bright sounds of her amusement made him shiver. Luckily, she was off taking classes, flirting with guys, and enjoying herself. She was a young woman, so she didn't need to worry about his issues or problems.

Even so, Derek still couldn't ignore that sound. Part of him wanted to chastise her...only he didn't dare.

It was silly.

She was still basically his little girl.

Perhaps that was the strangest paradox of dealing with a young woman. As a college student, she was technically an adult. She could vote, she worked a part-time job, and she handled her responsibilities. Despite all of this, she still seemed so young and immature to him.

He couldn't think about Annie, not right then and there.

Rather, Derek needed to focus on his opponent: Julia Vega.

Julia sat at her desk in a white suit, legs crossed, perfectly still. Her lips were painted a shade of plum that made her look more severe than usual. Lucy stood beside her, holding a folder. On the couch sat a third woman he did not know. She had strawberry-blonde hair and wore a fitted pink blazer over a black skirt. Her smile stretched wide when she saw him.

“Derek,” Julia said without looking up. “You’re early. I appreciate the enthusiasm.”

Everyone there knew that "enthusiasm" wasn't the right word, but he didn't dare correct her.

Lucy handed her the folder. Julia flipped it open, then closed it again without reading. Her attention shifted to the woman on the couch.

“Derek, this is Monique,” Julia said. “She’s a senior strategist from our New York office. She flew in to help smooth the transition.”

“Pleasure,” Monique said. Her tone was light, but her eyes gleamed with anticipation.

“Good morning,” Derek said. He kept his voice measured. Before his complete and utter defeat, Derek would have made a point of smiling. He would have leaned forward, extending his arm to shake her hand. At that moment, he remained still with his hands at his sides.

Julia gestured to a small chair across from her desk. It looked like something plucked from a waiting room. He sat.

“We brought you here,” Julia said, “to give you a few additional assignments for the week.”

Derek nodded.

“We’ve decided,” she continued, “that the best way to maximize your contribution is by giving you a hands-on support role. You’ll be assisting all three of us as needed. That includes errands, clerical tasks, and document delivery.”

He waited, hoping she was joking. She was not.

“Starting this morning,” Julia said, “you’ll begin by alphabetizing the client files in the lower archive room. Lucy has the key. She’ll walk you down.”

“That room is a mess,” Lucy added. “No one’s touched it in years. You’ll want gloves.”

He forced himself to nod, yet he could feel his body betray him. Although he still sat there, his back straight and rigid, his bottom lip actually started to shake. Worse, he could feel the heat play along the nape of his neck.

This wasn't fair.

Previously, his body had always listened to him. Even when he had gone into tense and important negotiations, he had been able to keep his voice steady. But this was a different kind of combat, one where he wasn't allowed any kind of leverage.

These women were now in charge. They could do whatever they wanted with him, and he couldn't stop them. It was as simple as that.

Monique giggled. “Be careful with the spiders.”

Derek didn't flinch, but he felt fresh heat rise behind his ears.

“That’s not the only task,” Julia said. “We’re also going paperless. So once you’re done organizing, we’ll need you to begin scanning all physical contracts from the past six years. That should keep you busy through the end of the quarter.” Again, this was an assignment fit for an intern: brainless and repetitive.

That was the point. They were telling him something. Even if he understood this and could have explained it easily, he still despised the reality of his situation.

Fighting hard to control his vocal cords, he managed to keep his tone steady. “Understood.”

“Oh, and one more thing,” Monique said, standing. “Would you mind grabbing us coffee? Three oat milk lattes. One for each of us. They’ll have them ready downstairs if you use my app. Lucy will text you the code.”

They were watching him. They were waiting for an answer. Reluctantly, he gave it to her, "Yes, ma'am."

His nostrils flared, and another jab of heat seemed to rush across his body, all because he had to use that terminology. As an employer, he had gotten used to people calling him "sir." Whatever that happened, he had mostly smiled and held up his hands, insisting that the formality wasn't necessary.

With these women, it was.

People had called him "sir" to acknowledge his power. Now he had to do the exact same thing for the women arrayed around him.

Derek stood slowly. “Is that all?”

“For now,” Julia said. “Come back before you leave to check in. We’ll see how much you’ve finished.”

He had to check in. He had to deal with those demeaning tasks.

Every instinct in his body told him that he needed to seize that opportunity to strike back. He had to shout or snarl at them. He had to tell these women that they couldn't mock him like this because he had founded this company. Even as Derek stood there, he contemplated the different numbers and decisions he had made. Over the course of years, he had built something incredible. And even if it had turned out to be more precarious than he had originally believed, it didn't matter because it was still supposed to be his…

"Supposed" didn't mean anything in the business world. As much as he hated it, it all came down to those objective numbers. And whether he liked it or not, he had failed. His company would have gone into receivership, and his assets would have been seized.

Reluctantly, Derek turned and walked out without another word. Behind him, the women were snickering.

Even then, he wasn't alone. He couldn't just hide in his thoughts because Lucy followed. She fell into step beside him, holding the key to the archive room between two fingers. She looked at him with amusement. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s not keep your new responsibilities waiting.”

They walked in silence until they reached the elevator. She pressed the button, then leaned against the wall.

“You used to look so confident,” she said. “It’s strange seeing you like this.”

He did not answer.

“I mean, you really thought you were untouchable. You thought I was just another assistant, didn't you? To you, I was supposed to be another pretty girl with a calendar and a smile. That was your mistake.” He knew it, yet her words still stabbed into him.

The elevator doors opened. She stepped out. He followed.

“I watched you,” she said. “I studied how you worked. I learned about your tactics and how you thought, but you never really paid attention to me, did you?"

"That's not true," he said.

The walls of this nondescript hallway passed them by as they continued to stride ahead. "That's right," she said with a little and menacing chuckle. "You were attracted to me, weren’t you?"

Ridiculously, he blurted out, "You knew that?"

The gorgeous redhead stopped right in front of him. He came to a quick halt, but even then he almost bumped into her. She crossed her arms over her chest. She inclined her chin, and she looked right at him. Derek was taller by several inches, yet that somehow became irrelevant. "I think you and I are going to need to have another conversation before you get started. After all, I know exactly what you had been thinking."

Derek opened his mouth to respond.

She didn't give him the chance, "You wanted me so badly." She smirked and lazily shook her head from side to side. "I know. I know. You're married, and you will be loyal. I guess you deserve a few points for holding back. But it didn't really change anything, did it? It didn't change the final outcome, did it?"

"No…" Derek forced himself to say.

She slapped him across the face. Her hand flew up in a blur, the pain snapped across his cheek, and his head actually jerked to the side. In his life, there were women who were just learning what it meant to take control. Lucy already had the experience; she already enjoyed that knowledge.

Tentatively, he turned back to her as she said, "Ma'am."

"No, ma'am," he corrected himself.

“I wonder,” Lucy continued, “what you would have done if you had found out sooner."

"Found out?" Derek asked as she stepped past him and continued to lead. In truth, he wasn't even sure if he had ever been to this part of the building. Then again, he had always been the strategic thinker for his company; he had never been especially worried about the paperwork or administration. That was why he had hired women like Lucy and Chelsea.

"About me…" Although she was ahead of him, he studied the shine of her hair, and he hated how he could still experience that tug of attraction. It was ridiculous and insane. Even so, some part of him still wanted her. He craved her approval. He wanted to see her smile at him.

She wanted to own him; she wanted to train him. More than that, she intended to break him!

"If you had known about me and the fact that I was acting as a corporate spy, what would you have done?"

"I would have fired you," Derek said. Even as he spoke, he wasn't sure he could really believe it.

"Really? Is that what you think?" She paused, and he froze. She glanced over her shoulder. The vivid color of her eyes seemed to shine a spotlight on him, like he had so many people watching, and he didn't know what to do. "I disagree," Lucy continued. "You can tell yourself whatever you want, but I know exactly how you see the world. You would have told yourself that you could change things. You would have believed that you could convince me to work for you. That's the thing about a guy like you, Derek. That's one of the big weaknesses so many men suffer from. You overestimate yourself. You think that you are smarter or stronger or whatever, but that just isn't true."

"I was trying to be humble," he said.

"Not yet," she answered. "But you will be."

They stepped out onto the basement floor. The hallway smelled of dust and old paper. She led him to a heavy door at the end and unlocked it. Inside, rows of metal filing cabinets stood covered in dust. The air was stale and thick.

“Good luck,” she said, tossing him the key. “Oh, and when you finish, wipe everything down. We’ll be sending Chelsea down to inspect later.”

"Yes, ma'am," he answered. The words left his mouth automatically even as he looked at the massive array of containers.

"Oh, and Derek?" She turned around and faced him.

Again, he could feel that magnetic attraction. It was like gravity or some other primal force of nature. It pulled him toward her and made him crave her approval. Even now, after everything she had done, she melted his defiance simply by standing there.

"Yes?"

"Give me your belt and pull down your pants."

"No…"

"You're going to get ten," she said.

"Ten?"

"Twenty," she corrected herself.

"No, you can't!" He thought of how it had hurt before. There had been the shame of getting punished in front of those other women, only now he faced to this beautiful girl, and he still couldn't believe that she could do this to him. For a second, he wanted to believe that he could overpower her. Perhaps he had the musculature. Then again, there was a looming gulf between his physical capabilities and his willpower, especially when it came to a girl like her.

Standing there in front of her, he searched for the strength to defy her. Despite his best efforts, Derek couldn't find it.

Thinking of her power as simply being a question of beauty seemed trite and ridiculous.

It was something else, something even more basic, something lodged deep within the center of his being. She was a beautiful girl, but she also understood the kind of influence she could have over him. It made him wonder exactly how long it had taken her to understand his weakness. Perhaps she saw him and understood the truth at that first glance. Maybe she had studied him over the course of a few days to realize that he was the kind of guy who didn't know how to fight against an assertive girl like her.

"Thirty," she said.

His breath came in one quivering gasp after another as he pulled his belt free, just like before. Then he turned and he placed his arms on the wall. She yanked down his pants, and then she had that view of his ass. "You know, by the time we’re done, you're going to have some difficulty sitting." She grabbed his hair, jerked his head back, leaned forward, and whispered, "That's fine with me."

This time, when he cried out, he screamed and shouted but there was no one down in the basement to hear those sounds of desperate agony.

Thirty blows. She had counted them out, one after another. As those last bursts of pain beat into him, Derek forgot how to count. For so long, he had focused on those spreadsheets, tracking different numbers as he determined the success or failure of any given business decision. But now, with droplets of sweat running down his face, he lost himself.

There was just that pain.

He didn't get used to it; he couldn't adapt.

Each blow landed, and he cried out again and again.

Thirty blows.

Distantly, he could hear the sounds of her chuckling and giggling and laughing.

Then she was done, and he dropped his head forward and asked, "May I turn around?"

"No," she said. "You're going to stay right there, exactly as you are."

Exhausted by the thirty snapping lashes of his folded belt down against his ass, he didn't argue. He remained there, leaning forward. Then he heard the click of her lighter. She was smoking again, and he still wanted to stop her. At some other place or time, he might have started laughing. It seemed ridiculous, especially after everything he had already gone through. Even so, that disgust lingered. His revulsion when it came to smoking and cigarettes simply wouldn't disappear just because she had made him beg for mercy.

He remained in place, and then she came up to him, and she was in his peripheral vision. That beautiful, redheaded girl pinched her cigarette between her thumb and forefinger. Then she made him watch as she brought it over to his hand.

"Think of this is a test," she said. It was going to be a test of his obedience because she had given him a command, so now she watched and waited to see whether or not he would cooperate. She pushed the cigarette down against the back of his hand, and he instantly wanted to jerk back. It was a mammalian instinct. The pain burned across his senses, so he needed to jerk away.

But he couldn't…

This girl, his superior, had given him an order. Her command bound him to that spot. Even as she rotated the cigarette, putting it out on his skin, he didn't jerk back. He fought all of those instincts, and he lost himself to the pain again.

"Not bad," she said. Then she turned around and walked away.

Derek stood there a long moment. He surveyed the room to see the dozens of cabinets with hundreds of drawers and thousands of folders. The task before him was daunting, but he needed it to distract himself from the pain simmering along his backside or down on the back of his hand.

Because he was alone, Derek whispered, "I can do this."

He took off his jacket and got to work.

Several hours later, he had filled three boxes with alphabetized files and cleaned off one row of cabinets. His hands were dry and scratched, but this was a start.

A while later, he left. He walked out of the office because he received the text message indicating that the ladies wanted their coffees soon. He stopped at the coffee shop in the lobby and retrieved their drinks. The barista smirked when he saw the order under Chelsea’s name. He said nothing.

When he stepped into Julia’s office again, the three women were laughing. Chelsea had her shoes off. Lucy had her feet up on the coffee table. They quieted when he entered.

He handed each woman her drink.

Julia sipped hers, then frowned. “No cinnamon?”

"I...I didn't know you wanted cinnamon," he told her.

“You have to ask,” she said. “Next time, remember that.”

Lucy took hers and raised it in a mock toast. “To the assistant.”

Chelsea grinned. “I’m going to call you ‘errand boy’ from now on. You don’t mind, do you?”

Derek said nothing.

“Come on,” Chelsea continued. “Don’t be such a sourpuss. You’re lucky we let you stay. Most men in your position would be out in the cold.”

“Consider this your second career,” Julia said. “Only now, you do not have to make decisions. You just follow instructions.”

“I always wondered what you would look like taking orders,” Lucy added. “It suits you. You even carry coffee like you were born for it.”

Of course, he itched to argue. He could have pointed out his achievements. He could have talked about his time as a CEO. Then again, these women would have laughed. And if they weren't amused, they would have punished him instead.

He stood there, gripping the paper drink tray. His jaw felt tight. He wanted to leave. He wanted to scream. He wanted to break something. But he remained still. Although he hated this about himself, he could simply brace himself and take it. The women were laughing as they chatted about him, and there was nothing he could do.

Chelsea tilted her head. “Look at that. I think he's starting to learn some humility."

“He has no choice,” Julia said. “Humiliation is the only tool left to shape him.” She spoke as though she had done this before, so now he was wondering if other men had been shaped or tamed by this corporate raider.

Lucy leaned forward. "I think it's all good for him."

"Definitely," Chelsea agreed.

Julia stood and brushed imaginary lint from her blazer. “Enough talk. Go back downstairs. We want the second row done by the end of the day.”

Derek turned and left. He didn't speak, nor did he slam the door. Instead, he carried the empty tray with him and did his best not to feel like a server. Once he was back out in the main office, he saw those other women he had once employed. At this point, he got lucky. They didn't mock or tease him. Still, he could see the amusement in their eyes. They liked this. They liked knowing that he had tried his best, but he had failed.

Back in the archive room, he resumed his work. He moved slowly, methodically. The documents blurred together. Contracts, vendor agreements, and old receipts all started to look the same. Worse, each paper reminded him of what he had lost. Each drawer reminded him of how far he had fallen.

As the evening started to encroach, he heard footsteps in the hallway. Chelsea appeared in the doorway. She looked around with an exaggerated frown.

“I thought you’d be farther along,” she said.

He didn't respond

“You know,” she said, stepping inside, “I was thinking about you, and I was thinking about how you used to talk to me."

"What? I was always respectful," he said, slamming the drawer shut and finally turning around to face her.

"You never harassed me, not directly, but you always liked to check me out, didn't you?"

His lips parted, yet he said nothing.

"Women can tell," she said. "I'm sure you're the kind of guy who likes to sneak peeks whenever you can, especially if you see a pretty girl. But I knew it when you were looking down my blouses or checking out my ass. You can lie about it if you want, but you always wanted to have sex with me, didn't you?"

"You are my assistant," he said. "I never would have taken advantage of you…"

"Fascinating," she replied. "Because I don't feel the same way. In fact, I was thinking I should finally give you what you wanted for all these years."

Despite everything, his shaft hardened in his pants. "What, what are you talking about?"

"This," she said. That was when he noticed the pack she was wearing. At first, he assumed it was just a purse, only now she pulled out something sleek and black. He saw the light shine across the contours. Panties?

Only then he saw the opening. "You know what goes in here?" She said as she pointed to the plastic ring built into the harness.

"No…"

"Yes," Chelsea replied. "You loved having me as your little assistant for all those years. But then I met Julia, and she helped me understand. I talked to Lucy, and I saw that there could be a better way." That was when she slipped her feet from her shoes, and then she yanked down her tight pants. She pulled off her panties as well, only to replace them with that other garment.

Then she reached into her pack again, and she took out the dildo. "Come here," she said, beckoning him with a single finger.

He didn't want to do it. He didn't want to submit to her authority, yet he didn't know how to respond.

He stepped closer and closer to her. With every movement, he could feel the bruises along his ass, plus the burns on his hand and inside of his mouth. But now, she casually reached up and put her hand on the top of his head. She shoved him down, and he fell forward. Technically, he was probably strong enough to maintain his stance, but this woman wanted something else in particular, and she wasn't going to tolerate his defiance.

His knees bent, and he fell in front of her. Then she slid the dildo into the harness, and she adjusted it, shifting to the left, then the right. "You had better do a good job, or I'm going to give your wife a call."

"What? Why?"

"I told you. I'm going to fuck you. But if I don't enjoy myself with the sounds you make, I'll tell her, and she might want to give it a try."

"No!"

"Yes," she said. "But for now, we need to get it nice and wet. Suck it."

Suck it?

He didn't want to believe that; he didn't think he could accept it.

"Do it," she ordered. "You don't want me to tell you again."

Tentatively, he leaned forward, he licked his bottom lip, and he opened his mouth. That was when she extended her hand forward, and she grabbed him by the back of his skull. She pulled him forward and impaled his mouth with the silicon contours of her fake shaft. She shoved forward it, thrusting her member into his mouth and all the way up against the back of his throat. He felt like he was going to choke.

That lovely young woman laughed.

He remembered hiring Chelsea and thinking about how appearances mattered. Officially, he never would have admitted that he hired a girl because she was beautiful (he made the same mistake with Lucy). But at that moment, he looked up at her, and his eyes slid along the flat of her stomach to the curves of her breasts and down along to her smiling face. She grinned viciously as she enjoyed watching him in that subjugated position.

"Make it nice and wet," she ordered. She slid the shaft forward then back. Finally, she let go. "Hands on the wall," she said.

"No. Please, you don't have to do this."

She grabbed his hair again. Her hand shot down, she latched onto his scalp, and she yanked. He rose to his feet, if only to minimize the pain glancing down into him.

"Hands on the wall," she said. "And remember, if you don't do a good job, I’m going to tell your wife all about this. I'm sure Jessica would have fun."

She knew his wife's name. Theoretically, that could have just been a consequence of working for him. In that instant, he wasn't so sure.

He tentatively turned around, splayed his fingers, and pushed them up against the wall.

She grabbed him, aimed her glistening shaft, and she shoved into him.

His eyes widened, and his lungs froze for just a second. Hot humiliation surged along every inch of his body from his toes up to his ankles, along his legs, and stabbing into the center of his psyche. His muscles clenched, almost like he thought he could keep her out.

He couldn't.

Laughing now, Chelsea shoved into him, thrusting hard, yanking back, only to pummel him again and again!

"This is what you wanted, wasn't it? This was what you craved?" She laughed again and the echoes of her amusement reverberated against the air and along the walls.

"This is who you are now, Derek!" She laughed again. "What are you? You're a slave! Julia and Lucy told me all about your family. They told me all about your little girl, Annie. They told me all about your sister, Gabby. They told me all about your sister-in-law, Miranda!" Her voice took on this singsong quality as she pumped into him again and again, going harder and faster. "You have so many women at home, and I bet they all want to see you broken and a humbled."

"No, that's not true!"

She grabbed onto his hair again, jerking so he forced his chin up. He clenched his eyes shut, which meant there were just those sensations as she pumped into him. Not only that, the sound of her voice seemed to absorb all of his focus. "Yes, it is. I bet you thought you were the grand patriarch. You were supposed to be the provider for your family, and every woman around you was supposed to look up at you, all adoring and respectful. Am I right?"

She was!

This time, he didn't speak. He didn't acknowledge the truth of her words.

"Now they see the truth. They know that you aren't the powerful leader you wanted to be. What are you again?" She jabbed the tip of her dildo forward, pumping into him as she forced him to enjoy it. "You're the slave. You serve. You obey! Every girl in your family now outranks you!" She laughed. "Even here, the interns tell you what to do!"

He knew it was true. And then she made it so much worse for him. She had pulled down his pants to expose his ass. But now she reached forward, sliding her arm past his hip, and she found his shaft. She grabbed his hardened length, and she squeezed.

His eyes widened. "No, don't!" Derek tried so hard to call out those words, but this woman wouldn't be denied.

She wasn't just going to degrade him. She wasn't just going to force him to take that dildo deep into his ass. She was going to make him enjoy it!

She squeezed, moving her hand up and down along his length. She jerked him off, and he couldn't help it. Even as he hated this, there was that surge of bliss, mixing with everything else she made him experience.

He blew his load, coming hard, and then she finally jerked away.

"Good luck going home," she said. She patted him on the back of his head, and then she added, "Clean that up." As a woman, it was her right to give him that sort of order. “Carry on, errand boy.”

When the door closed behind her, he sat down on the floor. He felt the ache in his back again. He rubbed his hands together. They were red and dry. He stared at the boxes he had filled. There would be more tomorrow.

He had no illusions left.

The women upstairs controlled everything. They had taken his company, his office, and his dignity. They laughed at him. They reduced him to a servant. They treated him as a living reminder that even kings could fall.

The sun had already fallen below the hills when Derek pulled into the driveway. Obviously, the house looked the same as it always had. The porch light flickered once before steadying. The windows glowed softly from within. From the outside, it looked like peace. It looked like stability. It looked like the life he used to control. But even as he sat there in his car, he knew that wasn't going to be true.

At work, he had dealt with Julia, Chelsea, and Lucy.

Derek had no idea what he was about to face at home.

He sat in the driver’s seat for a long moment, gripping the steering wheel. His wrists ached. His back hurt. Dust clung to the sleeves of his button-down shirt. He had brushed off most of it, but some still clung to the creases at his elbows and cuffs. He had spent all day buried in file cabinets and decades-old contracts. His mind throbbed with the spiked weight of humiliation.

Then he noticed something. The house may have looked the same, but he saw extra cars parked around on the street.

Was that Miranda's sedan? What about those other cars? He couldn't be sure, but he tightened his brows, dropped his keys into his pocket, and pushed his fingernails down against his palms as he made a pair of fists and braced himself.

One way or another, he had to go inside. Not only that, he had to confront his wife.

The last time he saw her that morning, she had humiliated him all over again. She had asserted her authority, yet Derek still clung to the idea that he could turn this around again.

The walkway smelled of gardenias. Jessica always kept the flowerbeds neat. She had hired a landscaping team years ago. She said appearances mattered. As he reached the front steps, he heard laughter inside. A woman’s voice rang out, followed by another, then a chorus of giggles.

He opened the door.

The moment he stepped inside, the laughter stopped.

The entryway was warm and clean. The scent of lemon polish hung in the air. His eyes adjusted to the interior lighting. Four women sat in the living room. All of them turned to look at him at once. When he saw them, his breath caught in his throat. His mouth was open, only he couldn't find the words. His vocal cords refused to vibrate, and he couldn't even put words together behind his eyes or in the meat of his brain, not when he saw them.

Jessica. Miranda. Gabby. Annie.

He blinked a couple of times, and the women just watched him, their expressions neutral at first. Maybe they had been laughing before, yet now they studied him like a bug pinned to the wall. Finally he and his little sister started to grin. Miranda actually waved as a bright smile curved along her mouth.

Jessica stood first. She wore a navy blouse and cream trousers. Her dark hair was pinned back. She looked poised and completely in control. Not only that, she seemed steady, like she wasn't going to become overly emotional.

Miranda, her younger sister, lounged on the couch. She wore leggings and an oversized sweatshirt. Her feet were tucked beneath her, and she held a glass of wine. She continued to give Derek a slow, deliberate smile.

Gabby, his little sister, perched on the arm of a chair. She wore jeans and a loose sweater, her hair in a ponytail. She looked younger than the others, but no less confident.

The final woman made his chest tighten.

Annie stood in the corner, holding a mug of tea. She wore a college hoodie and yoga pants. Her hair was tied back, and her eyes shone with something more than amusement. She had come home early. He had not expected that.

Jessica stepped forward.

“Hello,” she said. Her voice was smooth, but it held something new. "How's the household slave doing today?"

Household slave.

His chest clenched, and his heart started beating faster. Immediately, he wanted to chastise her. He needed to tell her that she wasn't supposed to use that kind of language, not in front of his little sister or his daughter! Instead, a few dumbfounded words left his mouth before he remembered how to speak. “Hi,” Derek said. He set his keys on the entryway table. “I didn’t know everyone would be here.”

“We decided to catch up,” Jessica said. “It’s been a while since we were all in the same place.” On some level, he recognized that as the truth. He understood what his wife was telling him even though there was nothing he could do about it.

He nodded once. “That’s nice.” His own voice sounded as though it came from far away, like he couldn't think.

He walked farther into the room. The women watched him as he moved. Their gazes were calm but focused. It felt like walking into a courtroom. Not only that, he could sense their amusement. They were having fun with him as they waited for him to face the truth.

“I hope everyone’s well,” he said. “I could use a shower.”

Jessica tilted her head slightly. “Before you do that, maybe we should talk.”

He froze. “Talk about what?”

Jessica folded her arms. “About your new position at work.” There was no kindness in her tone.

He looked around the room. Miranda sipped her wine. Gabby raised her eyebrows slightly. Annie met his gaze without blinking. Then again, he knew how to read his little girl; he had missed a lot due to work, but he liked to believe he could understand her. At that moment, she did her best to keep her expression neutral just like the other adults in the room, only there was that smile, that mischievous little glint dancing across her pretty features.

She already knew. That much was obvious.

Then again, there was a big difference between getting a demotion and being enslaved.

Derek glanced toward the hallway, and he desperately wanted to escape. Despite this, he forced himself to talk. He had to address these women and show them that he was still the same man he had always been. He was just as smart, strategic, strong and determined. “I don’t know what you’ve heard,” Derek said. “It’s complicated.”

“We’ve heard enough,” Jessica said. “And it doesn’t sound complicated. It sounds humiliating.”

“It wasn’t my choice,” he said. “You know that.”

“But you agreed to it,” Miranda said. Her voice was light, almost teasing. “You signed the papers.”

“I didn’t have a better option,” he said. “It was that or bankruptcy.”

“Still,” Gabby added, “you went from CEO to...assistant.”

That last word lingered in the air.

"And of course, there are the changes that are taking place at home," Jessica reminded him. Instantly, he knew what that meant. He thought of her hand, the way she could strike, of the pain and the loss of control.

Choosing not to acknowledge any of that, he focused on work instead. “I’m helping with the transition,” he said. “It’s a temporary arrangement.”

Jessica walked around him and took a seat. She crossed her legs and gestured for him to do the same. He hesitated, then sat in the empty chair near the fireplace.

“Derek,” she said, “we’ve been talking.”

He looked at her.

“You’ve always thought of yourself as the leader,” she said. “You've always acted like you're in control of your career, of this household, and of every conversation. You were proud of being decisive, confident, and commanding.”

"It was cute," Miranda said, "...when it wasn't annoying."

“I still am,” he said.

“No,” Jessica corrected him. “You were. That version of you failed. That version of you miscalculated and trusted the wrong people. You were so busy believing you were untouchable that you didn’t notice the walls closing in.” She smiled and shook her head from side to side. "Then Julia Vega outsmarted you, didn't she? She used Lucy, and here you are, in front of all of us, and we are going to make sure that we are all honest from now on."

He opened his mouth to speak, but Jessica held up a hand. "We’re going to make sure that you understand your new reality. No matter how painful it might be, you have a new status at work and at home."

He looked at Annie, hoping for some expression of sympathy. Her face remained calm above that swirling amusement she surely felt as she watched her vaunted father flounder before them.

Right then, Annie spoke up, and her expression hardened. The glint from before vanished, “You worked hard, Daddy. But you weren’t here. You missed so much. I grew up thinking you were always just too busy. Too important.”

“I was building something for us,” he promised.

“And now it’s gone,” she said. “So what does that leave?”

He swallowed. “I’m still me.”

Jessica leaned forward. “That’s what we’re talking about. Who is ‘you’ now?”

He looked down at his hands.

“You’ve spent your whole life expecting people to defer to you,” Miranda said. “Now it’s time for you to try a different posture.” She leaned back and chuckled. "Personally, I think you look a lot better on your knees."

Gabby spoke up now. This was his little sister, yet she still told him, "From now on, you’re going to be more deferential at home...just like you are at work.” She wasn't supposed to know about that. He hadn't told her anything.

Then again, it didn't matter because these women could communicate. Jessica and Lucy could be friends. Chelsea could stop by and check in from time to time. For all he knew, Julia, as his new boss, could send progress reports back to the women in his family.

“That’s absurd,” he snapped. “This is my house.”

Jessica’s eyes narrowed. “Is it?”

He hesitated.

“The mortgage is in both our names,” she continued. “But your income has dropped. You have no say at work. You answer to a twenty-nine-year-old woman who used to take your lunch orders. The illusion is over, Derek. It’s time to adjust.” She cocked her head to the side. "At work and at home, you are going to cooperate. You are going to be a much better version of yourself for all of us."

"Gabby, you can't believe any of this," he said, turning toward his little sister.

She got up, she walked over to him, she hugged him, and she said, "You have always been my big brother, and you've always done your best to protect me." Then she let go, and she dropped her hands down toward the sides of his neck before squeezing his shoulders. Again, she stared into his eyes. Then she backhanded him!

He didn't see it coming.

She raised her hand and her fingers slapped across his cheek.

He opened his mouth. "Don't," she said. "You always talked down to me. You always thought you were smarter than me. Then, as adults, you made more money than me, so you thought that made you better? Tell me something, Derek, how's that working out for you?"

Across the room, Miranda was giggling. Not only that, she reached over and grabbed a pack of cigarettes. She opened the box, pulled one out, and lit it.

"Oh, can I try one?" Annie asked.

In that instant, he thought about his wife and his little sister. Instead, he glanced over to his daughter and couldn't believe it. He opened his mouth, but Annie looked right at him as she picked up the cigarette. "Don't worry," she told him. "I know what I'm doing."

Clearly, she did. She knew exactly how to light up, how to take that first, smooth breath, and how to exhale the jet of smoke through her nostrils and down onto the air.

She was smoking.

His little girl was smoking!

Derek took a frantic step forward, “You can’t just—”

“Sit down,” Jessica said.

Her voice wasn't loud, but it carried weight. He obeyed without thinking.

“From now on,” she said, “you will be respectful and humble here. No more barking orders. No more walking through the door and expecting attention. You will listen when we speak. You will offer help without being asked. Understand? In my house, this is how a slave behaves."

In her house…

This wasn't his property any longer. It wasn't his domain.

“You can’t talk to me like that,” he said.

“But we can,” Miranda said. “And we are.”

Gabby leaned in. “You’re not in charge anymore, Derek. It’s obvious to everyone but you.”

Annie enjoyed another puff. “I never saw you as someone who could be told what to do. I guess I was wrong.”

“I’m still your father,” he said.

“And I still love you,” she said. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t see the truth.” This time, she grinned. "And it doesn't mean I can't tell you what to do, slave."

Slave. And she just used that word, and now he couldn't force her to take it back.

“I built that company from scratch,” he said. “I gave everything to keep it alive.”

“And now it belongs to someone else,” Jessica said. “The women in your life stepped up. Lucy outmaneuvered you. Julia bought you out. Even Chelsea is keeping you busy. You’re not the man you were. So tell us, what are you?"

"A slave..." Derek answered automatically. The words slowly left his lips, but they were out there now.

"It's funny," Miranda said. "You don't even know what that means yet. But we've been talking about it, and we've been figuring it out for you."

He searched for the courage to argue. It should have been easy.

There had been other challenges over the course of his life, moments when he had to confront those in power. (Right then and there, he hated to think of his sister-in-law, his little sister, his wife and daughter as holding any kind of real authority over him, yet he couldn't deny it, not while they watched him and smirked.) Derek kept searching for the right words, yet they refused to form.

"Tell us," Annie said.

His little girl just issued that command, and he still didn't want to believe it.

"I'm not a slave," he began.

That was the moment when Gabby held up her cigarette. He saw it and she had it poised right there between her two fingers as she took a slow drag. She let her eyes rise up, and then she exhaled through her nostrils. She rose to her feet, and she walked over to him.

"What, what are you going to do?" Derek asked, his words stuttering out onto the air. He did his best to convey some sense of strength, but he was the man he always wanted to be. And yet, there was this petite woman coming right up to him, and she didn't slow, nor did she stop until she had invaded his personal space. Derek stumbled back, eventually bumping his shoulder blades against the wall behind him.

She didn't say anything for several more seconds. Instead, Gabby took another breath. She enjoyed the feel of the cigarette smoke deep within her lungs as the chemicals laced her bloodstream.

He tried to slip away, taking a step to his right. Before he could even move a few inches, Miranda barked out just one word, "Don't!"

That was enough to stop him.

And now Gabby looked up at him. "Open your mouth," she said.

"Please, you're my little sister," he protested.

"Open your mouth or I'm going to tell your daughter to spank you. It will be hard, and she will make you cry."

"Can I? Can I really?" And she chirped, making it sound like she was about to receive permission to go see her favorite K-pop group.

"Not yet," Gabby called out.

Adorably, and she crossed her arms over her chest and pouted as though a treat had just been taken away from her.

She seemed so mature, so powerful, so young and innocent all at the same time. He didn't know how to contend with those conflicting responses. Then Gabby grabbed him by his cheek, and she forced him to look down. "Tell us," she said, echoing his daughter.

A slave…

"I belong to my wife," he said. That was a sentence he had never envisioned leaving his mouth. But now, he kept talking. "I belong to my wife because she is in charge." There. He had said it. Right away, he hoped that would be good enough.

It wasn't.

All four of these women were watching him. Not only that, they were smoking in front of him! He watched as they inhaled, the tips of their cigarettes glowing that pretty shade of orange he had nonetheless learned to despise because he knew exactly what it meant. The room filled with the acrid taste of smoke, and he hated thinking about that aroma soaking into the walls or the carpet.

Despite all of this, there was nothing he could do to stop it; there was nothing he could do to stop them.

They were women. They were in charge.

Even if he wanted to think of himself as someone capable of making difficult decisions and conquering the world, he wasn't, not anymore, not since he had made the mistake of hiring Lucy. (Even then, he couldn't only blame that girl. Julia Vega had worked with her. Together, they had destroyed his company!)

"Not good enough," Gabby said.

"I'm a slave because she can punish me however she wants, whenever she wants. For whatever reason she wants!"

There. He said it, and now he was practically panting, even though he hadn't moved.

Gabby enjoyed another puff on her cigarette, and then she started to turn away. Right as he relaxed and exhaled, thinking this part of their game was over, she spun, leaned forward, grabbed him, and pushed her mouth right up against his. They weren't kissing, not exactly. Instead, she exhaled, blowing the smoke hard into his mouth. It raced past his tongue and battered against the back of his throat.

It took less than a full second, but he made the mistake of inhaling. The jagged needles of smoke ran down his throat and into his lungs before he started coughing. Then she let go, and he stumbled forward.

Derek landed on his knees.

"There's something I want to try," Gabby announced. "You don't mind, do you?"

Still coughing as he tried to regain his composure, Derek didn't and couldn't answer. Then again, that question had never been intended for him anyway. Gabby had spoken to her sister-in-law. Jessica must have motioned for her to continue even as she said, "Go for it."

Derek didn't know what kind of permission his little sister now had, but she seized that moment. He was on his knees, his face red, when she lifted her foot and kicked out. She shoved the ball of her foot right up against his chest, and she knocked him down. In the next instant, he was on his back.

"Stay, slave."

Ridiculously, some part of him actually wanted to answer with, "Yes, ma'am." These women had only been in charge for a short while, yet he could feel it along every inch of his body. It wasn't just an intellectual or emotional decision. This was different. It was something that burrowed down into the center of his psyche. This was the kind of subjugation that poisoned every thought, because he wouldn't be able to think of himself as anything but Jessica’s slave. And as Jessica's slave, he had to do what each of these women said.

Even his own daughter outranked him. For so long, the hierarchy had been unspoken. Not only that, she was his freaking daughter! As the man of the house, he was supposed to be in charge! He remembered holding her hand when she had been little, especially during those moments when she got scared. She had looked up to him, respecting him easily and automatically.

At this point, he made the mistake of making eye contact with her and saw that telltale smile on her face all over again.

She was enjoying this.

She wanted to see him broken and tamed.

He had understood the resentment before. Although he had done his best to be a good father, Derek hadn't been around as much as he should have. And now, he was going to pay for that mistake. At least, that was how she saw it.

Towering over him, Gabby started to strip. She kicked away her shoes, pulled off her socks, and removed everything else from the waist down.

"What, what are you doing?" Derek gasped out, yet no one bothered to answer him.

"Did you know it's been a long time since I have had a guy in my life? It's been a long time since a man went down on me." She laughed. "I think you will do nicely."

"He definitely knows how to use his mouth," Jessica called out.

Eyes wide all over again, he started to shake his head. He tried to come up with a dozen different reasons and excuses. None of those hastily uttered words mattered, however. The women weren't listening to him.

His little sister spread her legs, and she straddled his head. Moment by moment, time seemed to slow down even as he sucked in a breath. The aroma of smoke still clung to the air, only now he picked up something else. It was the fragrant scent of her sex. She was already turned on, already glistening and wet.

"Every man should be enslaved, just like you," she told him. There was that vicious determination in her voice as she rubbed her slit along his mouth!

His eyes went wide, and he wanted to move. He tried to get up, only she held him down. Already weakened by everything he had endured, he couldn't escape. Now, her slit rubbed along his mouth, yet he kept his lips sealed shut.

"You don't want me to punish you, do you, slave?" That was Annie, and she had just made it abundantly clear that there could be consequences if he disappointed them. These women wanted to play with him; they wanted to see him subjugated and tamed. That meant servicing Gabby.

His heart pounded frantically, he told himself he couldn't do it.

But really, that was just some psychological defense. In actuality, he opened his mouth, raised his head, pressed his lips to her slit, and he licked. He had gone down his wife just that morning, only now he did it for another woman while Jessica watched!

"This is so good," Jessica said. He couldn't see her, but it was easy to imagine her eyes alight with a new kind of excitement. She didn't think of this as cheating. On the contrary, it was a perfect demonstration of service. Besides, Gabby had already asked Jessica for permission.

He was licking. He was nuzzling, shoving his tongue in deep even as his nose rubbed along her flesh. At the same time, that twisted regret burned at the center of his being, all because he couldn't stop this!

Lucy had intimidated him. Working together, Jessica and Miranda and Annie and Gabby could simply break him. Through nothing but their closeness, they stripped away, his resistance, turning him into the slave they expected.

"Yes. Yes. That feels good. That feels so good!" She was probably clenching her eyes shut as she raised her chin and enjoyed the deluge of pleasure.

He didn't know how long it lasted as his tongue darted up and down, to the left, then the right, and in tight little swirls, all to enhance her pleasure.

Finally, she cried out.

She pulled away, and he blinked quickly. He had kept his eyes closed, so now his vision had to adjust again.

What he saw sent another stab of shame racing through his body because Miranda was right there, and she was stripping.

"My turn," she announced.

"No," he said, breathing out. "No. Please!"

"It's okay," she said. "You’ll get used to this. That's what slavery means, isn't it? You have to do whatever we say?" She wasn't asking a question, not really. Instead, she was simply reminding him; she was teaching him. "Yes, it is!" She laughed and giggled, and those girlish sounds wafted across the air even as his daughter enjoyed her cigarette and kept smoking.

More than anything, he wished he could have been strong enough to leap up, stride across the room, grab the cigarette from her, and put it out. After that, he wanted to punish her! He had to show his daughter that he was still the same man who had raised her.

But he wasn't…

That guy had been a successful entrepreneur.

And now, he was a slave.

Soon enough, Miranda was ready.

She enjoyed one more puff on her cigarette before she handed it off to Jessica. Then Miranda spread her legs, and she lowered herself down. She straddled his head. Just as his wife and his sister had done over the course of that day.

"No," he said. "Please, not again," he begged.

It was too late. She shoved her pussy down against his mouth. He licked. He started out tentatively.

"Beg," she said, surprising him.

Beg?

Derek didn't even understand what she meant, only then he figured it out. She wanted to hear him talk. She wanted his mouth to move and to feel the vibrations between her inner thighs. Her most sensitive spots would be right there. With her sex braced against his mouth, he would plead, and it would be futile, but she wouldn't care. After all, this was what Miranda wanted, so he was obliged to give it to her.

And if he didn't…

He remembered the burns, the slap of leather, and just how cruel they could be.

With the woman poised above him, her legs tight against his cheeks, and the heat of her frame radiating against his skin, Derek surrendered to her all over again. "Please, don't do it. Please, don't make me do it!" The muffled sounds on the air making women laugh.

"Keep licking, slave," she ordered. "Keep licking and begging."

This was his painful status now; this was his position. No matter how much he hated it, he couldn't escape!

Miranda loved it.

She was laughing until that moment when the excitement swam through her body, coalesced into that rush of satisfaction, and made her cry out. She gasped, she whimpered, and then she screamed as the other women clapped. They were actually applauding!

Miranda pulled away, and then Annie jumped to her feet.

"I want to use it," she said.

She put out her cigarette, and then she disappeared down the hall for just a few seconds. When she came back, she was holding onto something long and leathery. At first, he thought it was going to be a rope.

"Strip," Annie ordered.

Derek climbed up onto his knees. Then, without actually making the conscious decision, he started to strip. He worked the buttons on his shirt, and he yanked it off. Next, he slipped free from his pants. Moment by moment, he stripped until he was naked.

"Hands against the wall," she said, just as the other women back at work had commanded him.

This girl was younger and inexperienced. She was supposed to be timid and uncertain of herself, like she didn't understand her place in the world.

But within that room at that moment, and she knew exactly what she wanted.

"What is that?" Derek asked even as he turned around, leaned forward, spread his fingers, and pushed his palms against the wall.

"It's something I picked up earlier today while you are at work," she told him. "It's a whip!" Right as she said that word, she saw he was in position, so she jerked her arm back, threw her wrist forward, and sent the sharpened tip snapping through the air.

He had already endured so many different kinds of pain and punishment.

This was the worst!

It struck just below his right shoulder blade. A different kind of pain blazed across his skin. That storm of agony swamped his thoughts, and he wanted to turn around, only Annie's automatic authority kept him in place.

"Nicely done," Jessica said.

"I'm impressed," Miranda agreed.

"You really know what you're doing with that thing, don't you?" Gabby asked.

"This is my first time," Annie said modestly.

"Then you should practice some more," Jessica answered, making it sound inevitable.

"You don't need to practice," Derek protested.

"Quiet, slave," Jessica said to her husband before she turned back to her daughter. "Go for it."

Annie didn't need any more encouragement than that. She started to whip him, sending the tip flying forward. It struck one shoulder, that spot just above the small of his back, then his left butt cheek. At one point, she missed, so the tip snapped down against his thigh. It didn't matter. She always connected with his body. And maybe she was aiming for a slightly different spot, but he cried out each time.

Derek had been vaguely aware of the concept of whipping; he remembered seeing historical dramas or hearing antiquated phrases. But now, he was experiencing it for himself. Every time that girl connected with her tool, she made him scream. He couldn't help it. He didn't know how it could hurt like this. The stinging ripped through his defenses, leaving him utterly exposed and completely broken...just the way they wanted.

After all, Derek had a lifetime of experience as an independent man. These women were taking that away from him. They were training him, teaching him, and showing him what his new existence was going to be. With his newfound status, he would serve. He would obey. And even when he did his very best, he could still end up in this exact same position with a girl like Annie, smoking and whipping him because that was her right as a woman.

"Just a few more," Annie said.

Maybe she was getting tired. Maybe the red welts along his back looked sufficient to her. One way or the other, she gleefully threw the whip forward over and over again.

"Done," she said.

Jessica hopped up onto her feet. Like her daughter, she put out her cigarette, and now she walked over to him. Then she grabbed him by his neck and she shoved him down onto his hands and knees. He fell into that canine position without any kind of resistance. On the contrary, his muscles felt as though they had been completely and utterly drained of every droplet of strength he had once possessed.

"Stay," she ordered. It was the same commanded the other women had used.

Just like before, it worked again.

He could hear the rustling of fabric as she started to strip. "Your colleague told me about this, and I'm really excited to try it."

What?

No…

Derek started to figure it out. In that moment, he found a little bit of strength, raised his head, turned, and locked his gaze on her. That was when he saw his wife there, wearing the harness with the dildo pointing out from between her legs. She had already slathered it with lubricant, and now she came up behind him. "Our sisters and your daughter will watch," she promised.

He wanted to argue; he wanted to fight her.

Weakened by everything he had already experienced, he didn't. He couldn't.

She ran the cock right between his legs, shoving it down into his opening. Like before, Derek did his best to clench down to keep her out. The lubricated tip slid along the walls of his opening. She buried her shaft, filling him. She yanked back, only to pump into him again and again. In the meantime, she was laughing, and Annie had her phone out. She was recording this!

He got fucked right there in front of some of the most important women in his life!

"This is who you are now," Jessica promised him. "This is where you belong. You get down on the floor. You crawl. And whenever we feel like it, we punish you. Maybe you messed up. Maybe you didn't. Guess what? It doesn't matter because you do whatever we say!" The words pummeled into him, beating down everything he had once believed until there was nothing left.

"Yes, Mistress!"

She jerked back, raised her head, and laughed!

The women were plotting. The sounds of their clapping hit his eardrums and vibrated through his body as he was forced to accept this new painful status. Derek bowed his head down, utterly defeated and completely remade into a different kind of man: servile and obedient. This was his new existence, and he knew these women wouldn't let him get away.

The End
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If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

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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