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Shared Values

"Should I be concerned?" Danielle asked. At first glance, she didn't appear to be anything special; at first glance, she didn’t look like an exemplar of a totally different ideology, one few people could truly comprehend. In her pink socks, snug jeans, and T-shirt, Danielle looked like a woman who was eager to relax on a Sunday morning. The only difference came from the tone she used with that sharp edge slicing down through the air to the man at her feet.

Kneeling, naked, collared, and with his hands held tight behind his back, Mark considered his answer very carefully. His backside was already a bright shade of red from the paddling he endured. She had spotted some dirt in the bathroom, and it had been his responsibility to clean it, so she had taken him by the back of his neck, bent him over the edge of the bed, and wielded her hairbrush. She swung down hard and fast, delivering one blow after another. With every smack of the solid wood against his skin, Mark had attempted to remain stoic. Even now, after several years of marriage with his young wife, he still attempted to hold out.

It never worked, of course.

If this woman expected to hear him cry out or scream, she’d get her wish. If she intended to make him whimper and cry, then those tears would run down his face, no matter how hard he tried to hold out. This girl knew how to inflict pain.

It was just one reason why she was in charge. In this household, she was the owner in every sense of the word. The property belonged to her, his paycheck went into her account, and he deferred to her as the sole authority figure. If she didn't like something, she punished him.

Before they had gotten together, he had sensed his own subservience. Before they started dating, he had sometimes fantasized about losing control to a powerful woman like Danielle. Even now, he glanced up at her from his degraded position on the floor, and he had to admire what she did to him. It wasn't just the pain. Instead, it was her beauty. There was something about the shine in her hair and the shape of her face, the way her T-shirt clung to her skin. Like some middle school boy, he could see the curves of her bra underneath her top, and it made his mouth water, like he just wanted the chance to please her, whatever it took.

"Concerned about what, Mistress?" Mistress. The word still echoed inside of his head. While they had dated, Danielle had started his training, putting him in his place again and again. She teased him, she mocked him, and she punished him severely. It started out subtly enough. On their first date, she had no problem controlling the conversation. On their second date, he leaned in to kiss her, but she touched her finger to that spot right between his eyes, bringing his movement to a stop. On our third date, she kissed him, only they were watching movies and she climbed on top of him to hold him down. On their fourth date, he made some sexist joke, so she had told him she was going to punish him. When he protested, she had given him an opportunity to leave. If he didn’t accept her authority right then and there, they could break up. They didn't have to date, and he never had to see her again. At first, Mark had balked, thinking she was joking. Whenever together, they could have so much fun. More than that, her mere presence seems to bend and warp reality around her. Just as importantly, he would have to leave for work or whatever, and he would miss her. He would want to get close to her, to hold her hand, to kiss her, to run his fingers along her body, whatever treat she might give him. He couldn't break up with her. Most of all, he always wanted to make this girl happy!

And she knew it, so she trained him. With every date and through their proposal, she showed this boy exactly how the relationship would work: she was in charge, and he obeyed. It was a simple algorithm, when he learned to obey. When he didn't, he was punished. Even when he obeyed, there were those moments when she decided to give him a dose of discipline, "Just because I feel like it". It didn't have to be fair.

In this household, he was property. He belonged to her.

That was why he addressed her properly: Mistress. This meant that she really did own him. She was in charge, she issued commands, he obeyed them to the absolute best of his ability.

When he didn't, she made him regret it.

Determined not to fail her, he waited patiently for her to clarify what she meant. He hoped this wasn't a silly question. Apparently not, because she smiled down at him, she raised her foot, and she brushed her toes along his cheek. He could feel the soft fabric of her sock glide down the length of his face and over the curves of his jaw. She grinned, she smirked, and she said, "I'm thinking about our trip this afternoon."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"You're different with your family," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," he answered diplomatically without really understanding what she meant. "I still do my very best to behave for you." "Behave". On some level, he hated that word, if only because it made him sound like a pet or some little kid. Inside, he bristled because it was about to get worse because she reached over for the table next to the couch, and she casually picked up a small packet along with a lighter. He knew what the package contained, so his shoulders tightened.

Even now, he tensed at the idea of watching his wife smoke. This had happened on countless occasions before. Each time was torture. It wasn’t just like the spanking, slaps, paddling, and whipping he had endured. Theoretically, he could go through those sessions again and again, yet those pain receptors would always activate. It was the same with his instinctive aversion to smoke.

Gently pinching the cigarette between her fingers, she inhaled, savored the taste, and blew out a silvery cloud onto the air. She did this again, enjoying her next drag before exhaling it down into his face.

"Inhale," she said, obviously able to tell that he had locked his lungs and held his breath in order to avoid the worst of the effects. She knew his tricks, and she wouldn't allow them.

Despite his obvious reluctance, Mark obeyed his wife just as she had known he would. He inhaled, filling his lungs with that secondhand smoke. It burned his taste buds, and it stung at the back of his throat, so he started coughing almost immediately. She laughed. "I'm never going to get tired of watching you fight it," she said.

He started to answer right as he got the coughing under control, only his wife reached down and grabbed him with her free hand. Her fingers slid through his hair, her grip tightening along his scalp before she pulled him forward. Simultaneously, she bent down, and she kissed him.

For a fraction of a second, his body reacted. There was that instinctive desperation, especially because he loved it when she kissed him just like this. Only then, he remembered the trick, and how it worked because she blew smoke right into his mouth.

He was coughing again, down on his hands and knees now with that collar around his throat. Every time his lungs spasmed, he could feel the pressure at the base of his neck, and it reminded him of the leather band and everything it represented. He wore it as a symbol of his dedication to his wife. She owned him, and so he wore it. She owned him, and so she could smoke in front of him, no matter how badly he hated it.

At work, he had discussed smoking with a couple of his colleagues on a few different occasions. There, no one understood what kind of life he lived at home. At work, he could be competent and capable. He went through the standard routines and rituals of making small talk, making decisions, and informing his colleagues about what they needed to do. Just as importantly, they respected him. That was why he could clearly express himself, pointing out that smoking was a disgusting and filthy habit, one that probably should have been outlawed everywhere a very long time ago. (Okay, so he did believe in personal freedom, but he still hated the habit!)

With his wife, however, he didn't get to express himself. In this household, he wasn't entitled to an opinion.

Eventually, Mark recovered, and he stared back up at her. His vision had blurred as the tears filled his sight, only now he blinked away the moisture.

"Yeah," she said. "I think I'm still concerned."

"About what? What are you concerned about, Mistress?" Mark asked, careful to keep his tone, humble and deferential.

"You," she said.

"What about me?" He gulped and realized that the question may have been impudent, so he glanced down again and quickly promised her, "Mistress, I will always do my best to serve you and please you."

"I know," she said. "But boys make mistakes, don't they? Boys can get so, so stupid."

He bristled, his brows tightening. Reflexively, some part of him yearned to argue, like he really thought he could win if she had already made up her mind. At best, he may have been able to nudge her just a tiny bit in any given direction. Ultimately, however, Danielle would be the only one to make the decision. He knew better than to try to manipulate his wife. Within these walls, her power remained absolute.

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"And what does that mean?"

She had raised these questions before. He tightened up. He was thinking about that afternoon and where they were headed and what could happen. "Mistress, I am a boy, so that means I mess up. I make mistakes. I sometimes forget my place."

"When  was the last time that happened?"

"At the mall," he replied. She had felt like shopping, so she had taken him out, and it had been his responsibility to pay for her purchases and carry her bags.

"And what did you do?" Danielle asked, her eyes bright. Clearly, she enjoyed that memory.

He didn't.

"I didn't refer to you appropriately in front of one of the clerks," he said.

"Exactly," she said. "So what did I do?"

"You took me home, you chained me against the wall, and you whipped me."

"And does that help you remember? Was that a useful reminder?" Danielle asked.

Clearly, there could only be one possible answer. Even though he gulped and hesitated for a moment, Danielle didn't seem to mind. If anything, she enjoyed the way the fear spread across his face. He did his very best to hide it, yet that wasn't enough. It wasn't even close to enough. "Yes, Mistress! It helps me remember!"

"Are things going to be even more difficult for you this afternoon?"

"I'll do my best," he promised her.

"I'm sure you will," she said. "But that doesn't really answer my question, does it? Will you remember your place? Will you behave appropriately?"

The mall had been difficult enough, if only because he had those automatic instincts for how he was supposed to behave. He had grown up, he was an adult, and so he thought he could go into a shop, pay for her purchases, and follow her around while remaining quiet. He had never really imagined that she’d expect such an intense level of obedience and subservience. Then again, she was the one who dictated the terms of their relationship, so he didn't get to complain. And when he messed up, he still had to endure the punishments, no matter how extreme or severe they seemed.

"Yes, Mistress," he said. "I’ll do my best. Considering the punishment I have already received today, I'm confident I won't disappoint you."

"I'm not convinced," she paused, then smiled. That scimitar smirk made him quiver before she commanded, "Grovel. Beg."

With his head bowed down, he glared at the floor for just a few seconds. After all, he understood that this wasn't a game, not for either of them. To her, this was genuine discipline. She intended to control him. That meant putting him in his place. For him, the pain was real. He couldn't pretend, he couldn't ignore it, and he couldn't hold out either.

If he didn't do this right, then he’d regret it.

His breathing came a little faster, and he glanced up at her, his eyes wide and filled with desperation. "Please, Mistress. Please, I swear I won't embarrass you. I won’t make any mistakes. I’ll be an eager and obedient husband for you! I'll do whatever you say, and I’ll always put your desires first."

"And what about Molly? What about Carla? If your little sister sees you and starts teasing you, what are you going to say? If your big sister makes some remark about how you’re such a good husband, will you point out that you still wear the pants in this household?" That was an old phrase, but he knew exactly what she meant, and his shoulders tightened to just a tiny bit.

Mark probably hoped that the reaction was imperceptible. Then again, this was Danielle, and she knew exactly how to read her boy. "I won't react," he said. "Or if I do, I will just blush a little bit or something like that. I promise, I won't embarrass you. They can tease me all they want."

"Because that's what the sisters do?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"Keep going."

"Mistress, I will defer to you appropriately. I will make sure that they see me, and they will know that I'm a husband who is completely and absolutely dedicated to my wife!"

"What if they tease you about being pussy whipped?"

"I don't care," he said. "They can think whatever they want!"

"Good," she said. "But you know, I think you still need a reminder. Go grab the red paddle from the headboard in the bedroom. Bring it back, get on your knees, and tell me that you need a reminder."

Mark hesitated for just a microsecond, but then he behaved appropriately, telling her, "Yes, Mistress." As he hopped to his feet and strode through the house, he desperately hoped she would call out and laugh to tell him that she’d changed her mind.

He practically rushed into the bedroom, if only because he hoped his speed might get her to change her mind. Within seconds, he found the paddle, he carried it back, and he extended it to her.

Danielle took it, grinned at him, and said, "Walk behind the couch, put your hands on the frame, and get ready."

"Yes, Mistress," he answered. At the same time, he decided this could technically be viewed as good news. If she got this out of her system here, then it seemed unlikely she’d play with him when they were with his family. At least, he could only hope.

The last time they had hung out with his mother, father, and two sisters, Danielle had taunted her husband, leaning over and whispering little points about how he was such a good slave, such a well-trained husband, and such an obedient boy. The others hadn’t been able to overhear her. He had bristled, blushing hot as he worried any of the others might pick up on a stray word. Fortunately for him, they didn't. Maybe they picked up on a single syllable here or there, but it wasn't enough to tell anyone in his family what his life had become.

As far as he was concerned, they wouldn't have understood. In so many ways, they were very traditional, especially his mother. His little sister might have laughed, only then she would have seriously questioned how he could tolerate something like this. She would have questioned him endlessly. Then there was Molly, his older sister. She probably would have just looked at him with disgust written across her face. Maybe she would have even stopped talking to him after that.

Danielle was an aberration, he thought.

She was unusual; the vast majority of women wouldn’t have understood her perspective, her beliefs, or her values.

His wife took her time. She enjoyed herself as she sat there. She had pulled out her phone, and now she started to scroll through her feed as she considered her favorite content creators. At one point, she was watching a video, and she started chuckling.

For his part, Mark knew better than to interrupt. He remained right there, bent forward with his hands braced against the solid frame. His fingers pressed down, and he desperately hoped that this would be a test. She intended to see if he really could stay quiet and obedient. If he didn't question her, then there was a good chance she’d simply tell him to take the paddle back to the bedroom.

That thought sustained his patience.

It happened on several occasions. It was rare, but they were also running low on time before they had to jump into the car to head over to his family home.

Danielle got up. She slipped her phone back into her pocket, and she walked behind him. Then she touched the paddle to his backside. "Who's in charge?"

"You are, Mistress!"

"Who is always in charge?"

"You are, Mistress!"

"And what does that mean?"

"It means I defer to your authority, Mistress. I do as you tell me. I always have to be an obedient boy."

As he gasped out those words, one after another, he had to desperately hope they'd be good enough. He believed he struck the proper tone. "Good," she said.

For several seconds there, Mark began to believe she wouldn't do it. She wasn't going to strike. She wouldn't deliver that burst of pain.

He was wrong.

Mark couldn't predict what she would do. She tightened her grip, swung down, and the blast of agony surged across his nerves. He was thrown forward, his chest banging against the solid wood beneath the couch's soft lining. He pushed himself back up, he braced himself harder, and his fingers dug down. He tried to do his best.

She struck again, going for a different spot. Another burst of pain exploded along his nerves. His eyes watered. He couldn't help it. "This is just a reminder," she told him. "I'm doing this to make sure you don't forget. You don't want to forget, do you? No, you don't. You want to be a good and obedient boy for your wife. It doesn't matter who sees you. You want to do as you're told."

"Yes, Mistress!"

"And even if you're not wearing a collar in front of your sisters or your mother or your father, is it still there?"

"Yes, Mistress!"

"And why is that?"

Without giving him the opportunity to answer, she struck again and again and again. With every blow, she scattered his thoughts, making it impossible for this young man to answer her. Even so, she didn't care. He couldn't see her face while he bowed his head forward, yet he heard those chortling giggles slice across the air as she enjoyed herself. She was laughing as she vented all of those sadistic impulses. Again and again, she struck. Each time, he grunted or groaned, whimpered or moaned. With every mewling noise he made, she enjoyed herself!

"I have to do what you say because I'm your slave! I'm your obedient husband, and you've trained me to do whatever you wish!"

"Good boy," she said, offering him that rare compliment. "Now get on your knees and lick my pussy," she said. She tossed the paddle onto the cushions.

By the time he recovered, she was already on the other side of the couch, her legs spread, her back straight.

He started to walk. "Crawl," she called out to him.

He obeyed, falling into position right before he started to lick her pussy. It was time to worship his Mistress.

Mark tightened his grip on the armrest as Danielle’s sleek black sedan carved through the winding countryside roads. Her hands were relaxed on the wheel, her crimson nails drumming a lazy beat to the thrum of the engine. She hummed a pop melody, as carefree as if she were driving to a picnic, not escorting her husband into the lion’s den of his own family.

“Relax, Mark.” Danielle cast him a sidelong glance, her lips curled into a mischievous smile. “You’re so tense. Aren’t you happy to see Carla and Molly? It’s been, what, six months?”

Mark nodded stiffly. His stomach churned. His little sister, Carla, just had her birthday. He still stayed in contact and saw her texts, most of which were brimming with excitement about her life: friends, guys, and more. Molly, ten years older, had a commanding presence that often made him feel like a boy even now in his thirties. The thought of both sisters seeing through the cracks of his carefully constructed normalcy with Danielle made his chest feel like it was caving in. What if they figured it out? What if they understood? What if they saw the truth?

That wasn’t going to happen, he promised himself.

“Of course I’m happy to see them,” he muttered, staring out at the darkening sky. “I just don’t want…you know…any drama.”

Danielle’s laugh was light, almost musical, but it sent a cold blast down his spine. “Drama? Me?” She gasped theatrically. “You wound me, Mark.”

He didn’t respond, which only seemed to encourage her.

“Although,” she mused, tapping a finger against her lips, “drama can be entertaining, can’t it? Imagine their faces if they knew the truth. Sweet little Carla and no-nonsense Molly finding out just how obedient their big brother really is. Oh, the scandal. How would they respond if they knew the truth?”

Mark’s throat tightened. He could feel the blood rushing to his face, shame and anger wrestling in his gut. “Danielle, please. Just…don’t.” He gulped and tried again. “Please, Mistress?”

Her smile widened. “Don’t what, Mark? Speak hypothetically? Or are you worried I might accidentally let something slip? Maybe when Carla’s telling me about her new boyfriend, I could mention how you have to be good and obedient. I could tell her all about enslaving men.”

His jaw clenched, but he didn’t dare answer. Danielle’s playful tone masked a razor-sharp edge, one he was all too familiar with. Any protest would only fuel her amusement. Silence was safer.

Danielle chuckled softly, as if savoring his discomfort. “You’re no fun, you know that? You really should lighten up. It’s a family visit, not an execution.”

Mark bit back the urge to argue. In a way, it did feel like an execution. Each mile brought them closer to his childhood home, where his sisters would be waiting, oblivious to the twisted dynamic that had consumed his life since marrying Danielle.

He still loved her. Mark never questioned that underlying truth. Her confidence, her wit, her beauty—they all dazzled him. But it hadn’t taken long after the honeymoon for her true nature to reveal itself. The playful teasing had turned cruel. The affection had morphed into her fierce control and unbreakable authority. And now, he was little more than a puppet on her strings.

Danielle reached over and brushed a strand of hair from his forehead, her touch deceptively tender. “You’re so cute when you’re nervous. It’s almost endearing.”

The car hit a bump in the road, and Mark used the jolt as an excuse to shift away from her hand. Danielle didn’t seem to mind. She turned her attention back to the road, but her smirk lingered. “You know,” she said after a moment, her tone conversational, “I’ve been thinking. Carla’s at that age where she’s probably starting to date seriously. Wouldn’t it be nice if I gave her a little advice? Share what I’ve learned about keeping a man…in line?”

Mark’s head snapped toward her, his eyes wide with alarm. “You wouldn’t.”

Her grin was wolfish. “Wouldn’t I?”

He stared at her, searching for any hint of bluff, but Danielle’s expression was unreadable. His heart pounded. The thought of Danielle planting even a seed of suspicion in Carla’s mind was unbearable.

“Please,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Don’t involve Carla in this.”

Danielle feigned a pout. “Oh, don’t be so dramatic. I’m just teasing.” Her smile turned sly. “Unless, of course, you give me a reason not to.” Mark swallowed hard. He knew better than to ask what she meant. Danielle’s games always had strings attached, and they were never in his favor.

The car fell into a tense silence, broken only by the soft hum of the engine. Outside, the sun was dipping below the horizon, casting the fields in shades of orange and gold. But the beauty of the scenery was lost on Mark. All he could think about was the impending visit and the potential landmines Danielle might lay along the way.

As they neared the turnoff for his family’s driveway, Danielle spoke again, her tone deceptively casual. “You know, I’ve always wondered…does Molly still think of you as the golden child? The responsible one who never messes up?”

Mark didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. Danielle’s smile widened, as if his silence were confirmation.

“She’s going to be so disappointed if she ever finds out the truth,” Danielle said, her voice laced with mock sympathy. “Imagine her face if she knew her perfect little brother isn’t so perfect after all. That he’s actually quite subservient. In fact, what do I call you? What are you?.”

Mark’s hands curled into fists. He wanted to lash out, to tell her to stop, but the words stuck in his throat. Danielle thrived on his reactions, and he couldn’t give her the satisfaction. “I’m your slave, Mistress.”

“Good boy,” she said. Danielle pulled into the driveway and parked the car. She turned to him, her expression unreadable. “Remember, babe,” she said softly, “family is everything. Let’s not give them any reason to worry about you, hmm?”

Her words were laced with a subtle threat, and Mark nodded stiffly. Danielle’s smile returned, bright and sunny, as if the entire conversation had been nothing more than idle chatter.

They stepped out of the car, and Mark forced himself to take a deep breath. The house loomed ahead, its familiar shape both comforting and suffocating. Inside, his sisters were waiting, their laughter already audible through the open windows. Danielle looped her arm through his and gave it a squeeze. “Shall we?”

His childhood home waited only a few steps away, but it felt like miles. Danielle’s grip on Mark’s arm was firm, almost proprietary, as she guided him toward the door. His heart pounded in his chest, each beat louder than the last. He couldn’t let this happen. He couldn’t let Danielle destroy his carefully guarded facade.

As they reached the porch, Mark stopped abruptly, pulling Danielle back. She turned to him, her expression a mix of curiosity and amusement.

“What is it, babe?” she asked sweetly. “Having second thoughts about the visit?”

Mark glanced toward the door, then back at her. He could hear Carla’s laughter inside, light and carefree, a stark contrast to the weight pressing down on his chest. He lowered his voice, not wanting to risk being overheard.

“Danielle,” he began, his voice shaky but determined, “please. Don’t tell them.” He knew this was a dumb idea. Even so, Mark couldn’t stop himself.

Danielle raised an eyebrow, her smile twitching at the corners. “Tell them what?” she asked innocently, though her eyes sparkled with mischief. “I haven’t decided on anything yet.”

Mark stepped closer, lowering his voice further. “You know what I mean. Don’t say anything about…us. About how things are between us.” He gulped and tried again. “Please. Please, MIstress? I know you own me. I’ll always be good for you, Mistress.”

Danielle tilted her head, feigning thoughtfulness. “Hmm. I don’t know. It’s such a juicy little secret. It almost feels wrong to keep it all to ourselves.” She leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Don’t you think your sisters deserve to know the real you?” She smirked again, “Besides, I think more women should know what men are really like.”

Mark flinched, his cheeks burning with shame. He looked down, unable to meet her gaze. “Please, Danielle,” he said, his voice cracking. “I’m begging you. Don’t do this.”

Her laughter was soft, but it cut through him like a knife. “Begging already? And we haven’t even started the visit yet. You’re making this far too easy, darling.”

Mark clenched his fists; his nails dug into his palms. He hated and loved how easily she unraveled him, how powerless he felt in her presence. But he couldn’t give up. Not when so much was at stake. “I’ll do anything,” he said, desperation creeping into his voice. “Anything you want. Just…don’t say anything to Carla or Molly.”

Danielle’s eyes lit up at his words, and Mark immediately regretted them. She took a step closer, her voice low and teasing. “Anything, you say? That’s a very dangerous promise, Mark. Are you sure you’re ready to make it?”

Mark hesitated, knowing he was walking into a trap but feeling he had no choice. “Yes,” he said finally. “Whatever it takes.”

Danielle smiled, slow and predatory. “Cute. It’s almost like you think you’re in control. Then again, I don’t make decisions based on desperation. I prefer incentives.”

Mark frowned, confused. “Incentives?”

She nodded, her smile widening. “Exactly. If you want me to keep your little secret, you’ll have to give me something in return. Something worth my while.”

Mark swallowed hard, his mind racing. He didn’t trust Danielle—not even a little—but he was out of options. “What do you want?” he asked warily.

Danielle tapped a finger against her chin, pretending to think. “Oh, I’m sure I’ll come up with something. But for now…” She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “I think I’ll enjoy watching you squirm.” She laughed and said, “Or maybe I’ll just do whatever I feel like.”

Mark stiffened as fresh cold stabbed into his torso. “Danielle, please—”

His wife stepped back, cutting him off with a wave of her hand. “Relax, babe. I haven’t made up my mind yet. Maybe I’ll tell them, maybe I won’t. But here’s the thing…” Her eyes gleamed with wicked delight. “If I do decide to spill the beans, you’ll just have to accept it. No arguments, no sulking. Understood?”

Mark’s heart sank. He shook his head, his voice trembling. “I can’t. I—”

Danielle’s smile vanished, replaced by a cold, hard stare. “You can,” she said sharply. “And you will. Because if you don’t…” She trailed off, her expression softening into a mockery of concern. “Well, let’s just say the consequences won’t be pleasant.” He thought of the whips, the paddles, the rods, and those burns along his tongue or elsewhere on this body.

Mark’s stomach twisted. He knew better than to ask what she meant. Danielle’s “consequences” were always designed to cut the deepest, to exploit his weaknesses and leave him feeling more helpless than ever. She knew how to aim; she knew how to strike deep and to cut away his defiance.

“Danielle,” he said weakly, his voice barely audible. “This is my family. Don’t ruin this for me.”

Her smile returned, bright and saccharine. “C’mon, babe. Don’t be so melodramatic. I’m not ruining anything. I’m just…keeping things interesting.” She smirked. “Or maybe I’m just curious.”

“Curious?” he whispered.

“Curious to see if we have any shared values.”

Mark opened his mouth to argue, but the sound of the front door creaking open cut him off. Carla appeared in the doorway, her face lighting up at the sight of him.

“Mark!” she exclaimed, bounding down the steps to hug him. “You’re finally here!”

Mark forced a smile and mechanically wrapped his arms around her. Carla’s warmth and enthusiasm felt like a strange contrast to the cold knot of fear in his chest. Even as he held his younger sister, he glanced over at Danielle. His wife watched the reunion with a bemused expression, her hands clasped behind her back. When Carla turned to her, Danielle’s smile widened.

“Danielle!” Carla said, extending a hand. “Hi!”

Danielle took Carla’s hand, her grip firm and confident. “It’s good to see you,” she said smoothly, her eyes flicking briefly to Mark.

Carla beamed, oblivious to the tension crackling between her brother and his wife. “Come on in,” she said, gesturing toward the house. “Molly’s inside. She’s dying to see you.”

As Carla led the way, Danielle turned to Mark, her smile as sharp as a blade. “Shall we?”

Mark nodded mutely, his legs feeling like lead as he followed her inside. He knew he couldn’t stop her. Not really. And the worst part was, Danielle knew it too.

The living room was a warm, familiar cocoon of memories. The walls were lined with family photos, the coffee table stacked with magazines and a half-finished puzzle. Mark’s mother, Linda, bustled in from the kitchen with a plate of cookies, her face lighting up at the sight of him.

“There’s my boy!” she said, pulling him into a tight embrace. “It’s been too long.”

Mark hugged her back, the comfort of her presence briefly dulling the edge of his anxiety. But when Linda turned to Danielle, offering her a welcoming smile, his stomach clenched.

“And Danielle, it’s wonderful to see you!”

“It’s lovely to see you too,” Danielle said, her tone light and playful. As always, her smile was radiant and disarming. “It’s so nice to see everyone!”

Mark sat on the couch, flanked by Carla and Molly while Danielle took the armchair, her posture regal. She looked perfectly at ease, as though she were hosting them rather than the other way around. Mark’s mother took the seat across from her, her expression warm and curious.

“So,” Linda began, “how’s married life treating you two?”

Mark opened his mouth to answer, but Danielle beat him to it.

“Oh, it’s wonderful,” she said, her voice smooth as silk. “Mark is such a good husband. So attentive, so obedient.”

Obedient. She had really used that word. Mark’s heart skipped a beat. He glanced at his sisters, but they didn’t seem to catch the weight behind Danielle’s words. Carla giggled, and Molly smirked.

“Obedient, huh?” Molly said, her tone teasing. “What, do you have him doing the dishes and folding laundry every night?”

Danielle’s smile widened. “Oh, he does much more than that,” she said. “You see, in our household, I’m in charge.”

The room fell silent. Mark’s face burned, and he stared at his hands, willing himself to disappear. Linda’s brow furrowed, and Carla looked confused.

“In charge?” Molly repeated, her tone skeptical. “What do you mean?”

Danielle leaned forward, her voice calm and measured, as if she were explaining a simple truth. “Exactly what it sounds like. Mark understands that our marriage works best when I take the lead. He follows my rules, does what I say, and trusts me to make the decisions.”

Linda’s eyes darted to Mark. “Is that true?” she asked, her voice soft with concern.

Mark hesitated, his throat dry. Before he could answer, Danielle spoke again.

“It’s not as shocking as it sounds,” she said, her tone reassuring. “Think about it. For centuries, men have controlled everything—politics, business, even the household. But where has that gotten us? Wars, greed, inequality. Isn’t it time for a change?”

Molly crossed her arms, her expression guarded. “That’s a pretty sweeping generalization.”

Danielle nodded, acknowledging the point. “It is,” she admitted. “But it’s not without merit. Men are often driven by ego, by the need to dominate and compete. Women, on the other hand, are natural caretakers. We think about the bigger picture. We prioritize stability and harmony. Doesn’t it make sense that we should be the ones in charge?”

Mark’s mother frowned, but she didn’t interrupt. Danielle’s words hung in the air, and Mark felt the room shift. The initial shock was fading, replaced by curiosity. Danielle had a way of commanding attention, of twisting logic into something almost persuasive.

“Look at Mark,” Danielle continued, gesturing toward him. “He’s happier this way. Aren’t you, babe?”

Mark looked up, his mouth dry. Danielle’s eyes bored into him, daring him to contradict her. He forced a nod, his voice barely above a whisper. “Yes.”

Linda’s frown deepened, but Carla tilted her head, her curiosity piqued. “But…isn’t that kind of…demeaning?” she asked. “For him, I mean.”

Danielle smiled, her tone patient. “Not at all. It’s liberating. He doesn’t have to bear the weight of decision-making or the pressure to prove himself. He trusts me to handle everything, and in return, he gets to focus on being the best husband he can be. It’s a partnership, just with clearly defined roles.”

Mark’s hands trembled in his lap. He wanted to scream, to tell them it wasn’t true, that he wasn’t happy, that Danielle’s version of “partnership” was a prison. But the words wouldn’t come. Danielle’s gaze pinned him in place, her smile daring him to challenge her.

Molly leaned back, her arms still crossed. “It sounds…unconventional,” she said carefully. “But I guess if it works for you…”

“It does,” Danielle said firmly. “And it could work for so many others, too. Imagine how much happier marriages could be if men let go of their egos and allowed their wives to lead.”

Linda shook her head, her voice hesitant. “I don’t know, Danielle. It sounds…extreme.”

Danielle’s smile softened, and she leaned forward, her voice earnest. “I understand why it might seem that way at first. But think about it. Don’t we, as women, often end up doing most of the emotional labor in relationships anyway? Why not make it official? Why not embrace our natural strengths and take charge?”

Carla looked thoughtful, and even Molly’s skepticism seemed to waver. Mark’s chest tightened. They were listening. They were considering it. “You really believe this is the best way to live?” Linda asked, her tone a mix of disbelief and curiosity.

Danielle nodded. “I do. And Mark does, too. Don’t you, babe?”

All eyes turned to him. Mark felt like a rabbit caught in a trap, every instinct screaming at him to run. But there was no escape. Danielle’s gaze was relentless, her smile a warning.

“Yes,” he said finally, the word tasting like ash. “It works for us.”

Danielle’s smile widened, triumphant. “See? It’s not about control; it’s about trust. Mark trusts me to lead, and I trust him to follow. That’s what makes our marriage so strong.”

The room fell silent. Linda looked troubled, but Carla and Molly seemed intrigued, their expressions thoughtful. Mark’s stomach churned. The horror wasn’t just in Danielle’s words or her control over him. It was in the way his family was starting to accept it.

Linda broke the silence, her voice tentative. “Well, if it works for you, I suppose…who am I to judge?”

Mark felt the blood drain from his face. Danielle’s smile was dazzling, her victory complete.

“Exactly,” she said warmly. “Every marriage is different. This just happens to be what works for us.”

Mark sat frozen, the weight of his family’s acceptance crashing down on him. Danielle had turned his worst nightmare into reality, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

Despite Danielle’s confident delivery, a ripple of skepticism lingered in the room. Linda’s frown deepened as she toyed with the hem of her sweater, her motherly instincts at odds with the polished argument Danielle presented. Molly remained seated with her arms crossed, her expression hard to read, but the occasional furrow in her brow betrayed her unease. Even Carla, who had initially seemed intrigued, glanced at Mark with a hint of concern, as if sensing the tension he tried so desperately to hide. While Danielle’s words were persuasive, a faint, unspoken doubt hovered in the air—a subtle resistance to fully embracing her unsettling vision of marriage.

"You don't believe me, do you?" Danielle said. Despite everything she had told them, she sat there, completely at ease.

“It’s not that,” Linda said quickly.

“Mark, get on your knees.”

The three other women watched and wondered where or not he’d really do it.

He did.

Despite everything, he dropped to the floor without thinking.

Braced in position, degraded and humiliated, he started to wonder if maybe his family would come to his rescue. Of course, they couldn't reverse the course of his life. It was far too late for anything like that; Danielle had trained him and effectively owned him. More importantly, he knew that she would always be the one person who could issue a command and expect his instant obedience.

"It’s okay," Danielle continued. "I get hit. Female supremacy? It's not exactly a common phrase. Besides, it is pretty antithetical to everything else we learn. Even if we don't say it, men always get the advantages, don't they? We finally labeled it: male privilege. But just being able to talk about it doesn't actually change anything. If we want to change anything, then we need to modify our shared values." Eyes glimmering, she looked over at Molly and Carla. She considered both of those young women, she grinned, and she asked, "Would you like to see him get punished?"

Dropping his voice to a whisper, one he hoped his sisters wouldn't be able to hear, he said, "Mistress, that isn't necessary. Please, you don't have to do this."

She casually dropped her hand down to his mouth, covering his lips with the palm of her hand.

Of course, he recognized the signal for what it was. She was no longer going to allow him to speak. Technically, he could have yanked his head back and shouted as much as he wished. Despite that theoretical possibility, Mark wasn't brave enough for anything like that. After all, Danielle had essentially told the truth. He belonged to her. He was her property. Whether he could admit it easily or not, he also believed in female supremacy. He couldn't help it, not after succumbing to a marriage where his wife was in charge and he had become little more than chattel.

The others remained quiet now. That gave his wife the opening she needed.

"I think a demonstration is in order," Danielle announced. She grinned, and then she glanced over at her boy. "Go back to the car, pop up in the trunk, and bring me back my black backpack."

"Yes, Mistress," he said, leading to his feet.

He rushed through the living room, out onto the porch, then down the steps. He glanced over his shoulder, and he saw his father trimming a bush near the property line. His father waved and called out something about how women were always forgetting something. It was a silly, trite, and easy joke.

Mark didn't even acknowledge it. Instead, he kept his head bowed down as he found the black backpack. He threw over his shoulder, spun around, and raced back inside.

Only a few seconds later, he gave her the bag.

"What do you think, ladies? A paddle? A whip? Oh, and what kind of restraints should he be wearing while all of this happens?"

His family members didn't say anything. Having gone pale, his mother just sat there, her hands on the armrests, her fingers digging down. Second by second, he almost expected her to interject. Then again, his mother, Linda, had always been a fairly timid individual. Given the right circumstances, she could become quite fierce. And yet, she was a traditional woman. She had grown up in a family where men were largely expected to take control. It was the man who sat at the head of the table, the man who made the important decisions, and the man who earned the money. He was ultimately the one who seized control for any emergency.

Only now, her husband was outside, she had learned about this new possibility, and she didn't know what to do with that information.

"A whip," said one of the girls.

Mark jerked his head up, and he stared at Carla, his little sister. He saw her cherubic face, that little bit of pink along her cheeks, and then she grinned. She looked back at the other women in her family and shrugged, "What? I've never seen one before. I just thought it would be interesting."

"It's definitely interesting!" Danielle called out. She pulled a neatly bundled and tied whip from her bag. She removed the ribbon, stood up, and glanced around. "Yeah," she announced. "I think there's plenty of room. Oh, and should he be naked for this?"

"Mistress, please," he begged. "No."

"Yes," said his older sister.

Everything happened too fast. Molly? He stared at his sibling, his eyes wide, his face tight with shock and that sense of betrayal.

Surprisingly, she turned back to him, leveled her gaze on him, and said, "I want to see what happens. You say you're in charge? Okay. Prove it. Humiliate him."

No…

Danielle didn't need any more encouragement. She grinned, revealing the edges of her teeth as she turned her attention back to her boy. Instantly, he gulped as the fear pumped through his chest and along his limbs. Moment by moment, he tried to figure out what he could do or say or how he was supposed to respond. He struggled to come up with some real words, only they stubbornly refused to to materialize anywhere inside of his head.

Feeling playful, Danielle coaxed her husband, "You heard her. Strip. Take your time. Go slowly. We want to see you. We want to be reminded of your status, boy."

"Yes, Mistress," he whispered.

"Louder," she demanded.

"Yes, Mistress!" Mark called out, louder this time. On the other side of the room, his two siblings giggled. He glanced over at Carla first. She watched him as though this offered a new option, something she had never known could have possibly existed before. To him, she always seemed so young, so naïve. But now, this girl was learning about the world. She saw a new possibility, and she smiled just as Danielle had. Her lips separated only a tiny bit, revealing the tips of her canines. When he glanced over at Molly, his big sister, he didn't know what he expected. Perhaps, on some trained level, he secretly hoped that his older sister would interject and try to help him. When he had been very young, he’d routinely turned to his older sister for help. If he didn't know how to cook something or needed help reaching something on one of the taller shelves, she had been available while he was a child. At some point, obviously, he had grown taller than her. Still, they usually had a pretty good relationship.

None of that mattered, not right then or there. She tilted her head to the side, pressed her lips into a contemplative line, and nodded to herself as though this perhaps proved something she had always suspected.

Despite his obvious reluctance, Mark stripped. He worked the buttons on his shirt first. Next, he loosened his belt. From there, he slid it free and dropped it to the floor. After that, he lowered the zipper on his pants before freeing that single button. He yanked off his trousers and kicked away his underwear. He hated doing this. He hated it with every fiber of his being, especially because he couldn't ignore how his mother and two sisters watched him. More than that, he waited for the revulsion to play across their faces.

If nothing else, he was their sibling. He was Carla and Molly's brother, yet they seemed intrigued as he removed one layer after another. Soon enough, he was naked.

"He looks better than I would have expected," Carla said.

"Do you make him work out?" Molly asked. She sounded genuinely curious.

"I do!" Danielle told them. The girls giggled. "I mean, there are lots of guys who aren't in very good shape, but that usually comes down to their wives, I think. Men don't make good choices on their own. But when a woman is in charge, they can be far more successful. Isn't that right, Mark?"

"Yes, Mistress," he answered automatically.

"Good," she replied. "You see, it just takes a little bit of discipline to make sure a boy knows his place. So let me ask you something important. Have either of you ever considered this approach?"

"No," Carla said. Molly agreed. Then again, he wasn't sure whether or not he believed them.

"Right," Danielle said as though she needed to remind herself of her audience. "It's an unusual idea. I get it. Then again, I think it's really important for you to recognize just how vulnerable boys can be. They don't like to think about it, and they don't like to admit it, but they are completely reliant on us. They need us far more than we need them. They might deny it, but it's true. Isn't that right, slave?"

Slave. He hated how she used that word. Worse, he despised how apt it sounded. Worse than that, the girls were giggling again.

"Slave," Molly said.

"Slave," Carla agreed. It sounded like both of those young women needed to test out the term to see if it really fit.

Then again, he knew his place. More than that, he had now stripped completely, removing every layer of clothing.

"Who’d like to collar him?" Danielle asked.

At first, she glanced over at Linda. The other woman remained off to the side, seated and watching but unwilling to say anything. Danielle turned back to the other women.

"I'll do it," Molly announced.

Danielle casually reached into the backpack, pulled out a leather collar, and held it up. Then she whispered something to his sibling. Molly grinned, stepped over to him, and she commanded, "Raise your chin for me." She spoke with unnecessary drama, as though she did this in front of a group of people, and she wanted to make sure those seated in the back would still be able to hear her.

Mark should have hesitated. Or better yet, he should have jumped to his feet, lifted his hand, and poked one finger up toward her face as he insisted, "I am your brother, so you can’t treat me like this! I'm a man, and I can make my own decisions! I'm a man, and there's no way I'm going to wear a stupid collar!"

Only there was just one problem: she was a girl, and he was a boy, and he had learned how to behave. Danielle’s training had resculpted something vital within him.

If he had to fight her, then maybe his sibling would have retreated back. His sister would have realized that this wouldn't work. After all, she didn't have Danielle's confidence. Then again, she didn't need it, not when his wife was right there.

Reluctantly, Mark lifted his head right before she slipped the collar around his neck, tightened the strap, secured the clasp, and then he flinched when he heard a sound.

"What was that?" Carla asked.

"Show him," Molly instructed.

He hated how she could give him the order. He hated how easily he bent and broke for these women. Just as she expected, he tilted his head, and he exposed his neck.

"That's a lock," she said.

It was.

He could no longer remove the collar on his own. Naked and with that leather band around his neck, he made it abundantly clear to these women that he was owned, but he couldn't fight back, and that he’d bend and yield again and again.

"Come up to each of us, thank us for the collar, and remind us that you’re a slave," Danielle said, her voice just as playful as before. Even so, he knew what would happen if he messed up. In fact, she still held onto the whip. Part of him hoped that maybe she would forget it, like she might decide that he didn't really need to be punished at all. It was a cute idea, only it wasn't going to work. To make it worse, she added, "Start with Linda."

Mark honestly didn't know whether or not he could do this. Only then, she ran her finger along the whip. The implicit promise stepped into him, so he moved forward. He fell to his knuckles, and he began to crawl. He made his way across the living room floor. Within seconds, he was right there in front of his mother.

"Thank you for watching me get collared," he said. "I'm a boy, and that means I deserve to be enslaved." Those words would have come out easily if he had been talking to Danielle. Over the course of their entire relationship, she had taught him how to behave. She had trained him, breaking down his defenses and reminding him of his place over and over again. With his mother, it was completely different.

For her part, Danielle watched and enjoyed the show. She knew her husband, so she could sense the fizz of rage and frustration playing off of his body. He stared, and he waited for Linda to say something.

Danielle was actually grateful for that particular detail. Finally, Linda said, "I think this might be good for you." It was tentative, uncertain, and devoid of any real strength. Even so, it wasn't what he had hoped. His mother wouldn't give him any kind of salvation. On the contrary, she was still thinking about this.

"It's okay if you're undecided," Danielle told her mother-in-law.

Linda glanced back at his wife, and she nodded. With her lips pursed, she was clearly trying to evaluate the situation to figure out how she was supposed to feel.

He turned away from his mother, and he crawled over to his older sister. He looked back up at Molly. "Thank you for the collar," he said. "I'm a boy, so I need to be trained. Men make stupid decisions all the time, so we shouldn't be entitled to make our own choices."

"Does that mean you need to be owned? Does that mean every boy should be owned?"

He must have tried to come up with an appropriate answer, one that might have been able to protect the dignity of his sex. If so, he failed completely. "Yes," he said. "All men deserve to be enslaved."

"That's female supremacy," Danielle said.

"I think I might like it," said his sibling. From there, he crawled over to Carla. "Thank you for helping me get collared," he said. "It serves as a symbol of my subjugation." The words sounded rehearsed and practiced. That didn't bother Danielle; the others didn't even notice. After all, this was completely new for them. When they thought about men, they thought of them as foolish and immature but also more than capable of asserting themselves. There was just one problem. All too often, the male half of the species went unchallenged. When boys faced a real opponent and a woman who actually knew what she was doing, she could tame them. Danielle believed that with every fiber of her being. Maybe there were exceptions out there in the wider world, but she suspected that they would fall in line, especially as their sons and brothers and friends learned to embrace female supremacy as well.

After all, she respected her husband in quite a few different ways. He was a boy and inferior, but he still knew how to work. He was still capable of pleasuring her, and she loved the feel of his strong hands running across her naked body. Simply because she expected him to be a good and obedient slave, that didn't mean she couldn't recognize his positive attributes.

He crawled up to his wife, and he lifted his head, and he started begging, pleading for acceptance as he insisted he was just a boy and deserved slavery. Casually, she reached down, ran her fingers through his hair and stroked his bare shoulder. "Do you mind if I ask you all a question as his family?" Danielle asked, focusing on his sisters and mother.

"What is it?" Carla asked, her voice growing tighter with a different kind of enthusiasm.

"When you date, are the guys you see willing to go down on you?"

Carla and Molly looked back at one another dubiously. Apparently, they had already had this conversation before at one point or another. Danielle glanced over at Linda. She turned away, apparently unwilling to admit how things work. Then again, she came from another generation, one where ideas about sex always revolved around the male libido.

Danielle couldn't help herself. "Would you like to see what a trained man can do?"

"I would," Carla squeaked out.

"Me too," Molly said.

"Do you mind?" Danielle asked, turning and addressing Linda.

The other woman swallowed. She still had her arms braced against the sides of her chair, and she required a few more seconds. Even so, she shook her head. No, she wouldn't mind. Yes, she wanted to see this.

With hardly any sense of modesty, Danielle rose to her feet, she shimmied out of her pants, and she kicked off her shoes. Then she pulled down her panties as well. Half-naked now, she clearly didn't care about her bare skin or partial nakedness. If anything, she became even more powerful, like she could reveal something vital as she sat down and spread her legs.

"He's not going to do it," Molly said, her voice little more than a whisper.

"I think he will," Carla said.

"Guys just hate doing this," Molly said. "For them, if they don't get to shove their dicks in something, it doesn't count as sex." Before meeting Danielle, perhaps Mark would have expressed those exact same sentiments. Maybe he would have laughed at the idea of going down on his wife like this, especially when there was an audience. Only now, he had to face the truth. As an enslaved boy, he had to be an obedient husband. As an obedient husband, he had to focus on her pleasure. Nothing else mattered as he crawled forward, positioned his head, and embraced the weight of those other women as they watched him. They had their eyes on him. More importantly, they were about to learn something important about how women and men could interact.

Grinning ferociously, Danielle put her hand on the back of his skull, she shoved his face forward, and he immediately had his lips pressed against her pussy.

"Service me, boy. Service me in front of these women so they can see where a boy can be most useful."

He didn't answer. Instead, he simply complied with her wishes, opening his mouth, sticking out his tongue, and licking her pussy exactly as expected.

Unsurprisingly, she was already wet.

Before this, she had seemed excited by the idea of revealing the truth about his status to the rest of his family. Heat and desire next together, triggering something powerful and impossible to stop. His tone moved up and down as he worshiped her, going in deep and fast. He could already feel the swollen contours of her clit as he worshiped her.

“Good boy,” she breathed out. “That’s right, babe. Show me what you can do!”

A quick moan vibrated in her chest, only then she suppressed those reactions as she looked back at his family, "This feels incredible. There's just something so amazing about having a boy and knowing he will do whatever you want. Personally, I think that the divorce rate is so high because men get too many choices. They’re allowed way too much freedom, and they just mess things up. This way, they know where they belong. And if you ever decide to have sex with them or touch them, they are grateful for it. That is how a real relationship is supposed to work."

"Female supremacy…" Carla said, whispering the phrase.

"Female supremacy," Danielle agreed. Only now, she dipped her head down, closed her eyes, and panted through her nostrils. Seconds later, her mouth fell open as she gasped through those sensations. They darted and danced along her nerves, lighting up her senses even as the rest of the world started to fade away. Despite everything, she could still sense her audience. She knew that those other women were watching. They were learning. They were beginning to understand exactly what a good relationship could look like when a boy like Mark learned his place and obeyed. He surrendered to his superiors. He didn't argue or try to fight back. He didn't resist. His head rose and fell as he licked and lapped at her sex. Deep down, he would learn and understand at the very core of his being how his inferiority rendered him as a servant. It turned him into a slave. All he needed was a strong-willed woman to show him the way.

Continuing to lick, he kept moving his head up and down as he pleased her. He serviced her in front of his sisters and his mother. Even if the humiliation burned all along his bare body, he couldn't stop it.

Danielle cried out, squeezing her inner thighs against his cheeks, throwing her head back again, gasping and moaning.

Face red, she grinned.

Then she turned back to the others. Apparently, she didn't mind climaxing right in front of his sisters and mother. "That was incredible," she said.

"And you can have that whenever you want," Linda said, speaking out. She sounded so impressed, like she didn't understand how this kind of reality could exist.

"It's very doable," Danielle assured her. "Just put a boy in his proper place. Make sure he is in the correct frame of mind, and you can wrap him around her little finger whenever you want."

"But you have to punish him," Carla said. She definitely sounded excited now.

"That's true," Danielle said. "Mark, stand up and walk over to the wall. Put your hands right there. Palms flat."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"He calls her Mistress!" Molly said, giggling at her sibling.

He bristled. Red heat coursed along his cheeks. Embarrassment, however, wouldn’t be anything compared to what his wife had planned for him.

Worse, he knew it.

He had felt the bite of this tool before; he knew how bad the whip could sting. He understood how the pain could flash along his skin, especially when she got determined. His wife may have been smaller, but she knew exactly how to strike with angry ferocity.

More than that, she now intended to show off.

By her command, he walked across the room. He positioned himself.

"Spread your legs," Danielle ordered without rising from her seat.

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"Head down," she ordered next. Again, he obeyed. Then she rose to her feet, and she grabbed her pants. She pulled them on along with her underwear, although she kept her feet bare as she stepped behind him.

She dropped the tip of the whip to the floor, and then she raised her arm. She prepared herself, aimed, swung, and struck it hard. He grunted. A red welts appeared along his skin, and Molly couldn't help herself; she started giggling and clapping.

Danielle was just getting started. She unleashed a barrage, sweetie forward, striking hard and quick, one blow landing after another. The most important women in his life watched.

"You know, I think I really need a smoke for this," Carla announced. He glanced over at her. She saw the look of revulsion on his face. Anger contorted his features, but that didn't matter. The next moment, the whip struck again, and he grimaced. He cried out. He lost control of himself as the pain overwhelmed him.

"You know, I think I need one of those as well," Linda said, extending her hand. She grabbed a cigarette, lit it, and enjoyed herself.

He was panting hard, which meant sucking in the ambient smoke. In the meantime, Danielle could continue to strike, dropping one blow after another. Those red lines appeared along his skin, crisscrossing his flesh as his wife marked him.

Pretty soon, he was crying. He was whimpering. Only then, he received an unwanted respite.

Danielle glanced over at his sisters. "Would either of you like to try?"

"Me!" Carla jumped up, she walked over, and she grabbed the whip once Danielle held it out for her. After that, Danielle gave her sister-in-law a few hints about how to effectively wield the whip. Carla listened intently, nodding along. She chewed on the inside of her mouth.

In the meantime, the other women were smoking, enjoying that rush of relief. It felt incredible to have the nicotine run through their veins even as they watched what was about to happen next.

Second by second, Mark was probably trying to figure out some way to make this stop. Despite his very best efforts, however, he was stuck, and he knew it. Trained and obedient, he didn't dare question his wife for any of those other women. If he had been alone with Linda or Carla or Molly, then maybe he could have tried to negotiate with them but that wasn't how this worked, not any longer…

His sister grabbed the whip, she grinned, and then she got ready. She threw her arms forward and held on tight to the handle. The tip flew forward, slashing across the air before it struck his right shoulder. Next, she adjusted her aim. That next blow hit his other shoulder. After that, she struck the small of his back. Again and again, she practiced, her lips held tight together as she focused.

"What do you want from him?" Danielle asked his sister.

That young woman grinned, instantly aware of what she had in mind. "Hey, Mark! You remember when we were little and you used to tell me that you were smarter than me?"

"Yes…" Mark forced himself to admit.

"Are you?"

It was a childish sibling rivalry, yet he still had to succumb and surrender. Bowing his head forward, he pushed his forehead against the cool drywall in front of him. "No," he said. "I'm not smarter than you."

"Tell me how you ended up in this position?"

"I'm a weak willed male. I'm weak, and my wife trained me. She broke me, so now I do whatever she says!"

"So…is she the only one you're going to obey?"

"No, Miss," he said as his mother and his other sister continued to smoke. He should have been able to grab the cigarettes, to put them out, and to snarl back at them, reminding them of how bad a habit smoking really was. Unfortunately for him, that wasn't an option. Deep down, he already knew it would never be an option ever again.

"Exactly," she said. "Now ask me to punish you for lying to me all these years."

"I'm sorry for lying to you, Miss! I'm sorry I lied about being smarter than you!"

"Tell me you're nothing but a dumb boy," she instructed.

Again, he obeyed. "I am nothing but a dumb boy!"

"That's right!" She laughed, each sound splashing against the air as she threw her arms forward and watched one strike after another. The tip of the whip bit down into his right shoulder, then his left, the small of his back, his ass cheeks, and even his thighs. Pretty soon, he was whimpering again, gasping and crying out. He screamed. It was a miracle that their father didn't overhear all of this and come running in to see what was going on. Apparently, the insulation within the walls was better than any of them could have expected.

"Okay," he said to his sister. "I think that's enough for now." She gave the whip back to his wife.

"Ladies, what do you think? Are you interested in becoming female supremacists?"

They wanted to think about it.

That made sense.

He didn’t like it, but he understood.

Allowed to get dressed again, Mark quickly retreated from the room while the women talked. He disappeared into the kitchen and grabbed a glass of water. He gulped it down; after that, he didn’t know what to do.

Minutes went by. He tried to hide there. He took out his phone and checked his favorite apps. After a little while, he put his phone away. The women were talking? Or they had broken apart to consider their choices and options? He didn’t know. He didn’t want to know.

Mark stood in the kitchen, his hands gripping the edge of the counter as he stared out the window. The familiar sights of his childhood home—the oak tree in the backyard, the swing Carla used to play on—did little to calm his nerves. The visit was spiraling into a nightmare. Danielle’s earlier revelation still hung heavy in the air, a poisonous fog clouding his family’s perception of him. He knew she wasn’t done yet. She never was.

Footsteps approached behind him, and he turned to see Molly. Her expression was guarded, her lips pressed into a thin line. Mark forced a smile, though it felt brittle.

“Hello, Molly,” he said with an extra trace of formality in his voice. “Can I do anything for you?”

She leaned against the doorframe, crossing her arms. “I was actually hoping to talk to Danielle. Is she around?”

Mark’s stomach twisted. “She’s still in the living room. Why?”

Molly raised an eyebrow. “Why do you think? She’s…different. Very different. I like it. I want to understand her better. And you.”

Mark’s throat tightened. “Molly, please, just…don’t.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Don’t what? Ask questions? Have opinions?” She snorted. “You’ve changed, Mark. And not for the better.”

Before he could respond, she pushed past him, heading toward the living room. Panic bubbled in his chest, but he stayed rooted to the spot, too afraid to follow.

In the living room, Danielle sat on the armchair, flipping idly through a magazine she’d found on the coffee table. She’d unleashed a lot on the women within this household. Still, she remained confident. After all, they had those shared values.

She looked up as Molly entered, her smile warm and welcoming. “Molly,” Danielle said brightly, setting the magazine aside. “Come in. What can I do for you?”

Molly hesitated, her confidence wavering under Danielle’s sharp gaze. But she straightened her shoulders and sat on the couch across from her, clasping her hands in her lap.

“I wanted to talk to you,” Molly said. “About Mark.”

Danielle tilted her head, her smile softening. “Of course. What’s on your mind?”

Molly hesitated again, her fingers twisting together. “It’s just…I’ve been thinking about what you said earlier…and what we saw. About how you’re in charge, how Mark…follows your rules.”

Danielle nodded, her expression encouraging. “Go on.”

“Well,” Molly continued, her voice growing steadier, “it reminded me of something. When we were kids, our dad was the one who made the rules. He didn’t put up with any nonsense, and if we broke the rules, there were consequences.”

Danielle’s smile widened. “Sounds like a strict household.”

Molly shrugged. “It was. But there was this one time…I got into trouble. I’d taken some money from Dad’s wallet to buy candy. Mark found out, and instead of covering for me, he went straight to Dad and told him everything.”

Danielle’s eyebrows lifted, her interest piqued. “Did he, now?”

Molly nodded, her jaw tightening. “Dad was furious. He made me apologize, give the money back, and then…” She hesitated, her cheeks flushing. “Then he took the hairbrush to me. I was thirteen. It was humiliating.”

Danielle leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. “And Mark? How did he react?”

“He didn’t care,” Molly said bitterly. “He was always the golden child. Perfect little Mark, never doing anything wrong. He didn’t get why I was so mad at him. He thought he was just following the rules.”

Danielle’s smile took on a predatory edge. “And you’ve held onto that grudge all these years.”

Molly hesitated, then nodded. “I guess I have. And now, seeing the way you handle things…it got me thinking.”

Danielle’s eyes gleamed. “Thinking what?”

Molly met her gaze, her voice steady. “I want him to feel what I felt. The shame. The humiliation. I want him to know what it’s like to be on the receiving end of that kind of punishment.”

Danielle’s smile was dazzling. “You want me to punish him for that infraction?” She smirked, “You don’t think the whipping was enough.”

Molly hesitated, but the words were already out. “Yes, I want to see him truly punished. And no, I don’t think it was enough.” Molly straightened her back and stared right back at Danielle. She was challenging her brother’s wife.

Danielle leaned back, considering. “That’s a very bold request, Molly. Are you sure it’s what you want?”

Molly nodded. “He deserves it.”

Danielle’s laughter was soft, but it sent a chill down Molly’s spine. “I like you, Molly,” she said. “You’ve got spirit. And I think you’re absolutely right—Mark does deserve to understand what it feels like.”

Molly’s eyes widened. “So you’ll do it?”

Danielle’s smile didn’t falter. “Oh, I’ll do it. But I think it’ll be much more satisfying if you’re there to watch.”

In the meantime, Mark paced the kitchen, his anxiety mounting with every passing second. He couldn’t hear what Danielle and Molly were talking about, but he knew it couldn’t be good. When Danielle finally entered the kitchen, her expression calm and composed, his stomach dropped.

“What did you talk about?” he asked, his voice strained.

Danielle smiled sweetly, stepping closer. “Oh, just some old family stories. Molly’s quite the storyteller, you know.”

Mark’s heart pounded. “Danielle, please—”

She held up a hand, silencing him. “Hush. Molly and I have come to an agreement. We think it’s time you learned an important lesson.”

Mark froze. “What…what do you mean?”

Danielle’s smile sharpened. “Let’s just say it involves a hairbrush and a little trip down memory lane.”

His blood ran cold. “No. Danielle, no.”

Her eyes narrowed, her voice turning icy. “Yes, Mark. Molly wants this, and frankly, I think it’s overdue. Now, are you going to cooperate, or do I need to make things even worse for you?”

Mark shook his head, backing away. “You can’t do this. Not here. Not in front of—”

Danielle grabbed his arm, her grip like iron. “I can do this,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. “And I will. Now, are you going to be a good boy, or do I have to drag you?” Her eyes shined like icy gems as she watched and waited for his defiance to break apart.

Tears burned in Mark’s eyes as he stared at her, his mind racing for a way out. But there was none. Danielle always got her way.

“Please,” he whispered. “Don’t do this.”

Danielle’s smile returned, bright and cruel. “It’s late for that, babe. Molly’s waiting.”

Back in the living room, Molly sat on the couch, her expression unreadable. Carla and Margaret had gone out for groceries, leaving the house eerily quiet. When Danielle and Mark entered, Molly’s gaze flicked to her brother, her lips curving into a faint smirk.

“Everything ready?” Danielle asked, her tone chipper.

Molly nodded. “Ready.”

Mark’s knees felt weak as Danielle guided him to the armchair where she forced him to sit. She pulled a hairbrush from her bag—a sleek, wooden instrument that gleamed ominously in the light. “Now, Mark,” Danielle said, her voice sweet but firm, “Molly wants you to understand how she felt all those years ago. And I think it’s a wonderful opportunity for you to reflect on your actions.”

Mark’s voice trembled. “Danielle, please, I’m sorry—”

“Oh, I know you are,” she said, cutting him off. “But this isn’t just about you. It’s about Molly. She needs closure.”

Molly crossed her arms, watching with a mix of satisfaction and anticipation. Mark felt like a bug pinned under a magnifying glass, every shred of dignity stripped away.

Danielle gestured toward the couch. “Molly, would you like to sit closer? I want you to have the best view.”

Molly hesitated, then moved to the armchair opposite Mark. She leaned back, her expression smug. “Go ahead,” she said. “Make him pay.”

Danielle’s smile was radiant. “With pleasure.”

The room filled with the sound of the hairbrush meeting flesh, a sharp crack that echoed in the silence. Mark’s face burned as tears spilled down his cheeks, his body wracked with humiliation. Molly watched, her satisfaction growing with every strike, while Danielle’s expression remained calm, almost serene. The whipping had been bad for her boy; this was worse.

She slammed the brush down over and over.

Then she made him apologize.

He begged. He said he was sorry. So sorry!

When it was over, Mark collapsed onto the couch, his body trembling. Danielle set the hairbrush aside and turned to Molly, her smile triumphant.

“Feel better?” she asked.

Molly nodded slowly, her smirk fading. For a moment, she almost looked guilty, but the emotion passed quickly. “Yeah. I think I do.”

Danielle clapped her hands together. “Wonderful. I’m so glad we could resolve this.”

Mark said nothing, his head buried in his hands. The room felt colder, the air heavier. Whatever semblance of normalcy had existed before was gone, replaced by something cruel and vivaciously twisted. With another bright smile, Danielle commanded her husband, “Mark, go clean up the kitchen, then vacuum the floors, and wash the windows. I’m sure you remember where all of the cleaning supplies are.” It wasn’t a question.

The streaks on the window shimmered in the late afternoon sun, mocking Mark as he wiped furiously with the cloth Danielle had handed him. He’d already scrubbed the kitchen counters, vacuumed the living room, and folded a mountain of laundry under her watchful gaze. Now he stood on a stool, the rag in one hand and a bottle of cleaning spray in the other, trying to make the glass sparkle to her impossible standards.

The sound of footsteps broke his concentration, and he glanced over his shoulder. Molly stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame. Her arms were crossed, her head tilted as she watched him work.

“You’re really going at it,” she said, her voice light but laced with curiosity.

Mark stiffened and turned back to the window. “Yeah. Danielle likes the windows clean.”

Molly stepped closer, her sneakers scuffing against the hardwood floor. “Does she? Or does she just like making you do it?”

He flinched at the question, his grip tightening on the rag. “I don’t mind,” he mumbled. “She’s…particular.”

Molly snorted. “Particular? That’s one way to put it.” She paused, her gaze burning into his back. “How did you end up like this, Mark?”

He froze, the question hanging in the air like a blade poised to strike. Slowly, he turned to face her, his expression guarded. “What do you mean?”

She gestured to the stool, the rag, the spray bottle. “This. All of it. How did you go from being my annoying brother to…Danielle’s personal servant?” He wasn’t sure if he could hear any sympathy in her voice. Instead, there was this hungry curiosity, like she needed to know how it worked.

Then again, that could’ve just been his imagination.

Mark’s face reddened, and he looked away. “It’s not like that.”

“Oh, isn’t it?” Molly pressed, her tone sharper now. “You don’t even deny it. She snaps her fingers, and you jump. She tells you to clean the windows, and you do it without question. That doesn’t happen overnight, Mark. So, what gives?”

He sighed and leaned against the stool for support. For a moment, he considered brushing her off, but the weight of her gaze compelled him to answer.

“I love her,” he said quietly.

Molly raised an eyebrow. “Love her? Mark, love doesn’t mean giving up your spine.”

“You don’t understand,” he said, his voice growing firmer. “Danielle…she’s amazing. She’s smart, confident, beautiful…I’ve never met anyone like her. When we first started dating, I felt lucky just to be around her.”

Molly crossed her arms, skeptical. “So you let her walk all over you because she’s pretty? You’ve let her enslave you.”

“It’s not like that,” Mark snapped, then took a deep breath to steady himself. “She knows how to get what she wants. She can be persuasive, you know? When she smiles, or when she looks at me a certain way…it’s hard to say no to her.”

Molly’s lips curled into a smirk. “So, what? You’re a lovesick puppy, and she’s holding the leash? Or maybe you think she’s right about this whole female supremacy thing?”

He needed to take this opportunity to correct his sister, especially because he didn’t think he’d get another chance. Then again, he knew this could’ve been a trap.

Mark winced, her words cutting deeper than he expected. “It’s more complicated than that. She makes me feel…needed. Like I have a purpose. And yeah, sometimes she pushes me too far, but it’s worth it. For her.”

Molly studied him, her expression unreadable. “You don’t sound too convinced.”

He shrugged helplessly. “What do you want me to say, Molly? That I hate it? That I hate her? I don’t. She’s my wife, and I chose this life.”

“Did you really choose it?” she asked, her voice softer now. “Or did she choose it for you?”

Mark opened his mouth to reply, but no words came. He looked away, his throat tightening. He didn’t have an answer—at least not one he wanted to say aloud.

Molly stepped closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “You know what I think? I think Danielle’s lucky she found you. Most guys wouldn’t put up with this. But you? You’re perfect for her. You’re obedient. Loyal. Just what she needs.”

Mark’s chest tightened, shame and confusion warring within him. “Molly, stop.”

But she didn’t stop. Her smile widened, a glint of something dark in her eyes. “It’s true. Danielle hit the jackpot with you. And you know what? I think she’s onto something.”

He blinked, caught off guard. “What are you talking about?”

Molly leaned against the counter, her smirk never faltering. “I mean, look at you. You’re miserable, but you’re still doing what she wants. That’s…impressive. Honestly, it’s kind of inspiring.”

Mark stared at her, his stomach sinking. “Molly, don’t—”

“No, really,” she interrupted, her tone bright and almost cheerful. “I’ve been thinking about this since last night. Danielle’s got the right idea. Why waste time arguing and fighting with your partner when you can just…take control?”

He stepped off the stool, shaking his head. “This isn’t funny.”

“Who said I was joking?” Molly shot back. “Look, I’m not saying I’m ready to settle down tomorrow. But when I do, I want someone like you. Someone who listens. Someone who doesn’t talk back. Someone…obedient.”

Mark felt the world tilt beneath him, his sister’s words like nails driving into his skull. “Molly, this isn’t a joke. This isn’t something you want.”

“Why not?” she asked, tilting her head. “It seems to be working out for Danielle.”

He clenched his fists, his anger bubbling to the surface. “You don’t understand what it’s like. The pressure, the humiliation, the—” He stopped himself, realizing he’d said too much.

Molly’s smile softened, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “I get it, Mark. It’s hard. But you love her, right? And she loves you, in her own way. That’s all that matters.”

Mark’s shoulders sagged, the fight draining out of him. “You don’t get it,” he muttered. “You’ll never get it.”

She straightened, her tone turning serious. “Maybe not. But I’m happy for Danielle. She saw what she wanted and went for it. And if I ever find someone like you, I hope I have the guts to do the same.”

He stared at her, his mind reeling. Molly had always been the fiery one, the rebel. But now, in her words, he heard something darker—an echo of Danielle’s philosophy, twisted and dangerous. Without another word, Molly turned and left the kitchen, leaving Mark alone with his thoughts. The rag slipped from his fingers, falling to the floor as he sank onto the stool, his head in his hands.

Through the window, the sun continued to shine, its light streaking the glass he hadn’t finished cleaning. But Mark didn’t care. All he could see was the reflection of himself, trapped and powerless, as the world around him began to shift in ways he couldn’t control.

Mark had continued to clean. He did those chores even though he no longer lived here. In the meantime, the women were off. He didn’t get another chance to speak with his mother or either of his sisters alone.

Then again, he’d been given one opportunity, and he had failed completely and utterly.

“Mark!” for a second, he didn’t recognize who had called his name.  Carla.  The youthful enthusiasm rippled through her voice, and he quickly tossed away the dampened paper towel.  From there, he rushed back into the living room.

There, he found the most important women in his life: Linda, Carla, Molly, and Danielle.  Instantly, his insides froze in a way that seemed deeply familiar.  It was a strange contrast.  After all, this was supposed to be his childhood home, a refuge and a place of safety.  Instead, he looked back at the different women, and a fistful of fear rushed through his body.  It started with a little shiver that started near the nape of his neck; those muscles clenched right before the dread pulsed down his spine to the small of his back.

“Mistress,” he said, looking at his wife.  He did his very best to concentrate only on Danielle.

It didn’t really work.

That beautiful woman rose to her feet, and he saw the cigarette locked between her fingers.  She took a slow breath, enjoying the taste.  And she walked over to him, and she exhaled, blowing the smoke up against his mouth.  It splashed into his forehead, against his eyes, along the ridge of his nose, and some of it even ran up his nostrils.  Within seconds, he was coughing again, only now the other women were laughing.  At this point, he saw that both his sisters were also smoking.

Before Danielle had revealed the truth about him and their relationship, he never would have allowed this.  Maybe this wasn’t his house, and maybe he wasn’t a patriarch or anything like that, yet he still wanted to believe in himself.  As a man, he was supposed to have some fierce determination and a sharp will.

If so, it had been rendered completely irrelevant by his wife.

She had told them.  These girls knew the truth.  He thought of Molly and Carla and how they seemed to see him now. Every woman in that room now understood his status.

Worse, he glanced around at them, and he still clung to the hopeful idea that maybe they wouldn’t really embrace this concept.  They couldn’t truly agree that men deserved to be owned.

When he gulped, he felt the collar around his neck, still locked there.  Now he asked, “How may I serve you?” if he had hoped that some fiance might’ve jumped from his mouth, he must’ve been so disappointed.  After all, he now looked like the model example of an obedient and properly trained male.

Danielle didn’t answer right away.  Instead, she inhaled from a cigarette again.  That look of ecstatic bliss raced across her face, and she nodded to herself before she sent another jet of silver a smoke shooting against his face. It got into his mouth again.

“Strip,” she said.  “These clever women and I were just talking about you, and we were curious about something.”

“May I ask what you were curious about?” Mark asked, his chest tightening.  There was that bitterly acrid flavor of the back of his throat.  Worse, the smell of the cigarettes continued to linger on the air, making it impossible for him to deny what was happening all around him.

“No,” she said.  “Strip and kneel.”

Seeing no other option, Mark obeyed.  Just like before, he removed his clothing, moving quickly.  He pulled off his shoes, socks, pants, underwear, shirts, and soon found himself standing there, naked in front of them.

Hot exasperation blasted throughout his body, but he was found naked in front of those women.

That was only the beginning, of course.

Mark remembered the second part of the command, so he dropped to his knees.

“Look at each of us,” Molly called out.

His nostrils flared, and he hated how he had to do this.  First, he peeked up at his mother, Linda.  When he saw her, he tried to connect with her.  He tried to find some mercy, some sympathy, or something else altogether.  He didn’t know how he was trying to manipulate her, not exactly.  He couldn’t have explained it.  Even so, there was that desperate urge deep in his chest.  He locked his teeth together, biting down as he struggled to get her to change her mind.

It didn't work.

Instead, he saw something else in the shine of her eyes.

Joy.  Curiosity.  Excitement.

For her, this was such a different vision of what a boy could be.  Even if she had helped raise him, that didn’t matter.  After all, his father had always taken the lead.  His father had been a traditional patriarch, someone who insisted that his wife had to do what he said.  He was a traditionalist in so many ways, yet now she could start to imagine a different scenario, especially when this boy was outnumbered like this.

More than that, he seemed incapable of fighting back!

That, more than anything else, must have truly intrigued Linda.  As an older woman, she had never really been exposed to this kind of possibility.  Even if she was aware of feminism, she had understood the backlash and recognized the danger there.

Only right there, in that living room, these women had complete control.  He was just a boy, and he would surrender to their authority.  Really, he had no choice.

Mark did his best to think of some way to override those ideas.  He needed to push back.  He had to fight back!

Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t do it.  He didn’t know how to accomplish anything like that.  After all, Danielle was right there, and she was so beautiful, so alluring, so charismatic and irresistible.  When she sat there, he didn’t know what to do.  He didn’t know how to contemplate any kind of genuine defiance for rebellion.

He was a boy.  She had taught him that boys had to obey.  And when he didn’t, it could hurt.

Next, he looked over at Carla.  He saw her youthful features and the way she smiled at him.  Instantly, he knew that she was truly excited by this prospect.  As a younger woman, she understood the elements of the patriarchy.  She knew all about male privilege, and she had no problem spotting the unfair advantages so many boys around her had enjoyed.  She had gone to her classes, and she remembered the asinine males who insisted on talking, all because they were enamored with the sound of their own voices.  It happened all the time, and even if the boys weren’t smart enough to recognize it, she was.  In fact, she and her friends had probably rolled their eyes repeatedly, thinking it was ridiculous.

Obviously, boys weren’t as smart as they had believed.  Then again, she had been exposed to feminism and understood just how much it was hated in so many corners of society.  Derisive terms seemed to come out automatically, as though the idea of fighting for equality and feminine subjectivity somehow qualified as an affront.

Only now, she didn’t have to deal with that.

Feminism may not have worked, so they could try something else.

Female supremacy.

Mark did his best to push down that idea.

Finally, he looked over at Molly.

She was his last hope, the last possibility that maybe he would see her face and she’d smile at him or stand up and announce that this was unfair.  It wasn’t cool.  It wasn’t right.  They couldn’t treat him like this.  As their brother and Linda’s son, he was entitled to some respect!

It was a nice idea, yet that wasn’t how any of these women saw him.  They watched him in the same way that Danielle did.  Their eyes seemed to glimmer with that acquisitive hunger.  They wanted to see him tamed and broken.

He didn’t want to believe it, yet Danielle’s ideas had shifted their perspectives.  Maybe she had articulated something completely new for them.  Or perhaps she had simply awoken something that had always been there.  Either way, they agreed with her.  They shared these values, and he didn’t know how to make them go back.

Instinctively, he understood that he couldn’t do it.  It wasn’t going to happen, no matter how much he wished otherwise.

Danielle seemed to understand what he had done and how he needed to go through this process.  She watched him, chuckled, and said, “Touch yourself, boy.  Keep your left hand behind your back, use your right hand, and caress your balls for us.”

“What?” he breathed out.

Danielle jumped to her feet, she walked over to him, and she slapped him across the face, her hands striking hard, knocking him to the side.  He stumbled, landing on one hand.  Then he peered back up at her.  Danielle stood over him now.  He was on his knees, braced in place, and utterly subjugated.

“I told you what to do,” she said.  “Do it.”

His nostrils flared, and another breath of hot aggravation dismay and worry left his mouth.  That didn’t matter.  Even if he contained some primordial rage, he already knew he wasn’t strong enough to confront this girl.  If he couldn’t have done it back at home when it was just the two of them, there was no way he would be able to take her on while she had the support of the rest of his family.

His family.

Suddenly, Mark started the hope.  He thought about one other person, and he wondered if that might be enough to change everything here.

“Do I need to grab the whip again?” Danielle asked him.  Her eyes sparkled, and a ferocious grin curved along her lips. Clearly, she liked the idea.

“No, Mistress!” he promised.

Naked and collared, he lowered himself to his knees just as she expected.

His chest pumped, his heart kicked, and he hated himself for succumbing like this, yet he didn’t see any choice.  At first, he kept his eyes closed as his fingers brushed along his scrotum.  He touched his balls just as she expected.

“Good,” Danielle said.  “Open your eyes.  Look at each of us.”

“I can’t,” he said.

She grabbed him by his hair, jerking his head back up.  His chin rose, his eyes opened, and he looked at her beautiful face.

“Are you sure about that?”

“No, Mistress!”

She let go, only he didn’t try to hide behind his eyelids this time.  As his fingers slid along his most sensitive body parts, the shaft stiffened.  Mark hated knowing that he was getting hard.  He didn’t want to believe that it was possible to get excited under circumstances like these.

Even as the humiliation burned through his body, the desires gripped him.  He opened his eyes, and he looked at his sisters.  First, he looked at his little sister, then his older sister, and then his mother.  These women outranked him. They had become his superiors. He made eye contact with each of those women, and he saw them smirking back at him as they enjoyed the show.

“Stroke your cock,” Danielle commanded.

Breathing hard and fast, he moved his hand up and down along his erection.  Fresh desire shot through his body.  Even with his cheek still stinging and even if the blows from his whipping kept burning along those spots where he’d been paddled, Mark couldn’t stop.  The pain pushed him, reminding him again and again of his diminished status.

His palm darted up and down again and again.

He was supposed to hate this, and he did.  He was supposed to love this, and he did!  The pleasure shot along his nerves.  Even if he did his best to ignore it, he couldn’t, not completely.  Instead, the anticipation raced through his body, only then he heard a voice.

It came from his little sister.

“Stop,” she said. Here was a casual command.

That wasn’t his wife.  For a second, he desperately needed to believe that he didn’t have to obey her.  After all, she was just a girl, and he was older, and he could make his own decisions.  Those were nice ideas, yet he understood the truth.  Deep down, he knew how this worked, so he jerked his hand away.  It required more self control than he thought he possessed, yet he drew his hand back, he flexed his fingers, and he pushed his knuckles down against the floor with his erection jutting out.

"He really does whatever we say, doesn’t he?” Molly asked.

“Absolutely,” said Danielle.

Some part of him desperately needed to argue and insist that they couldn’t control him.  They couldn’t do this to him.  Deep down, however, he knew the truth.  He couldn’t ignore it.

“Keep going,” said Carla.

Even though he knew it was going to feel good, he didn’t want to believe his sisters could subjugate him like this.  His older sister may have been able to influence him when he had been little, but he grew up.  He’d gotten taller and stronger.  He was supposed to have a man’s confidence.  Those ideas granted Mark some modicum of strength, yet it wasn’t enough, and everyone knew it.

Mark gulped before he broke.

As these women watched, he reached up, and he wrapped his fingers around his length again.  His fingers started to slide up and down as the stimulation raced along his nerves.

Heat burned just beneath the surface of his body.  Longing morphed into desperation.  Droplets of excitement appeared at the tip of his cock.

He wanted this.  He needed it.

“Use both of your hands,” Danielle ordered.

He obeyed again.

Despite the shame stabbing into him, he slipped his fingers up and down along his manhood.  As they watched, he pleasured himself.

Now it was Linda who ordered, “Stop.”

He complied.  He kept his hands right there between his legs, but he stopped.

“Mark,” Carla said with a playful lilt in her voice. “It looks like you got something on your hand. Lick it off.”

His eyes widened, and he jerked his head from side to side, only then he looked up, and he saw that woman as she took another drag off of her cigarette.  She inhaled, her expression blissful as she enjoyed the rush of sensation.  Smiling at him, she kept her eyes on his.

She broke him.  Just by watching him, she showed him exactly where he belonged.

Succumbing to her authority, he licked his hand.  He tasted it.  He hated it.

“Keep going,” Danielle said next.

They played with him like this for several more minutes, making this boy start and stop over and over again. With each compliance, Mark showed these women what they could do.

“Do you want to beg for something?” Molly finally asked him.

“Yes,” Linda said.  “I think you should beg for it.” He had never expected that had a ferocity from his mother, yet she addressed him, and he didn’t know what to do.  He couldn’t think for himself.  His heart pounded, and he hated every second of this, except he couldn’t deny the arousal pounding through his body.

“If you don’t do a good job, we might not let you come at all,” Carla announced.

In theory, he only belonged to Danielle.  Even so, he also recognized that he wasn’t brave enough or strong enough to resist any of these women.

Before, one person had been able to command him.

That number had grown.

He didn’t know what to do.  He didn’t know how to fight this.  Ultimately, however, he had to recognize the truth.  Despite his best efforts, these women had him, and they could keep him, and there was no way for him to deny their authority over him!

“Please.  Please, can I finish?  Please, I don’t think I can take this!  Please!”

His eyes widened as fresh waves of desperation rushed through his body, tightening his vocal cords.  He sounded pathetic, and he knew it.  Even so, he couldn’t make this stop.

“Hands behind your back,” Molly ordered.

Fresh frustration exploded along his arms and legs and straight into his core.  Again, it required so much self-control and discipline, yet he dragged his hands away from those spots between his legs.  Instead, he crossed his wrists behind his back.

Naked, collared, and on display, Mark breathed hard and fast as these women smoked around him. He hated seeing those clouds stretch into the air before vanishing. He hated the taste and the aroma. Still, he couldn’t hold his breath or hide.

For a little while, they didn’t say anything.  They were playing with him, he realized. Simply by enjoying themselves, they showed him just how far he’d fallen.

Each time he peeked at his mother, either of his two sisters, or his wife, he could sense the excitement radiating off of them.  They smoked, and he hated it with every fiber of his being, yet he couldn’t stop them.  That, on its own, would have been thrilling.  Still, he had been subjugated, and he couldn’t ignore it.  He couldn’t deny the kind of power they had over him.

For a little while there, they just basked in it.

He broke again. “Please, I can take this!  Please!  I’m begging!  Please, can I finish?  Please? You don’t even have to see it.  I can just go back to my old bedroom and do it right there.  I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

“Absolutely,” Danielle said.

“Thank you, Mistress!” his legs tensed as he started to get up.

“Do it right here,” she said.  “Do it right here in front of us.”

“In front of you?” Mark repeated the words as though he didn’t understand. “Please…Mistress. You can’t be serious!”

“Why wouldn’t I be serious?” Danielle asked him.  Her eyes sparkled all over again as she grinned.  She revealed the edges of her teeth as she watched him.  “Ladies, you don’t mind.  Do you?”

His mother shook her head.  His sister’s laughed and said they couldn’t wait to watch.

It wasn’t about titillation or enjoyment, he understood.  They didn’t really want to see him naked.  Instead, it all came down to a question of what this represented.  It was a matter of meaning.

For so long, he had been the favorite.  As a boy in the family, the expectations had been the highest for him.  He had also gotten some unfair treatment along the way as he grew up. Vaguely, Mark had known this. His sisters may have pointed that out here or there, but his parents had done their best, only they still held on to some of those older assumptions.  It was easy for them to shake their heads, laugh when he broke the rule and say something like, “Boys will be boys.” (Obviously, if it was a serious matter, he would still be in trouble.)

“Do it,” Carla ordered.

“Show us,” Molly commanded.

“You heard them,” Danielle said.

He was going to have to do it.  He didn’t have any choice.  They weren’t going to give him any other option.

Even as another dose of humiliation lanced through his body, his hand moved by their command.  With his left hand, he started to stroke his balls and he massaged that spot underneath his scrotum.  Hating himself for giving in like this, he showed these women just what kind of power they could have.  That mixture of shame, revulsion, and arousal flashed all along his body.

With his other hand, he squeezed his cock.

Sucking in one breath of smoky air after another, he gave them exactly what they expected and demanded.  He yielded to their authority.  He showed them just how much power and control they could have.

The girls were laughing.  His mother watched with a beneficent smile on her face.  His wife studied him, her expressions serious as she made sure he cooperated.  After all, she had an important point to prove here.  She intended to make sure that the women in his family never forgot this lesson.

He came hard, his cock pulsating as he squeezed.

As the orgasm throbbed throughout his body, Mark had secretly hoped he would be able to let go of his expectations.  He had desperately yearned to believe that all of this would happen, it would be done, and he would lose himself completely to the pleasure.  It was supposed to be physical, instinctive, and utterly overwhelming.

Only then, he made the mistake of opening his eyes, and he watched as they studied him.  Carla and Molly were leaning forward.  Danielle had that playful smile on her face.  His mother grinned as she enjoyed the way he surrendered so completely.

Then it was done.

“Clean up that mess,” Danielle ordered.

Even though his heart was still pounding and his breath came in one drag a gasp after another, Mark jumped to his feet.

Still naked, he rushed over to the kitchen, found the carpet cleaner and some rags, and came back on wobbling legs.  He sprayed the splashes of ejaculate and started to scrub the carpet.

Down on his hands and knees, he worked.

Danielle, seated close by, lifted up her feet and rested them on the small of his back while he continued to scrub.

From there, the ladies started to chat about the boy in front of them.  He had to listen as they discussed the broader questions of female supremacy.  At first, they were just talking about Mark, only Carla asked, “Do we really think this is something we can impose on all men?”

“While I do love that idea, you shouldn’t get ahead of yourself,” Danielle said as she enjoyed another puff of her cigarette.

“That makes sense,” Molly interjected.  “This is a nice idea, and I really like it, but I guess I’m still skeptical?”

“What if Mark's special?  What if he’s different?”

“Female supremacy is universally applicable,” Danielle said emphatically.  “I honestly believe that any man, given the right circumstances, can be trained.”

“Seriously?  Any man?”

“Seriously,” Danielle said.  “Just think about your brother.  What was he like before he met me?”

Each member of his family glanced back and forth and grinned.  They remembered what he had been like.  Now they saw him, subjugated and obedient.  Clearly, they liked this version so much better.

“But what about his father?” Linda asked.

“That’s a good question,” Molly said.

“Agreed,” Danielle replied.  “And you know what?  I think we can have some fun with him as well.  Is he still out in the garage?”

“Tinkering out there as usual,” Linda said.

“What do you think of us bringing him in here? We can have another conversation.”

“I think that could be a lot of fun,” Molly said.

“Do you think it would work?” Linda.  A second ago, she looked thrilled by the idea, only now got started to creep into her voice.

Danielle looked over at her mother-in-law.  “I won’t push you to do this if you don’t want to.  But if you want me to go out there and talk to him and to bring him back inside for a real conversation, we can do this.  I’ve met him before.  I can sense his weakness.  He’s not that much different from his son.”

“Are you sure about that?” Linda needed to know.  “Are you really sure?”

“Female supremacy might not be common in the mainstream.  Maybe you don’t hear about it online or on TV or whatever, but it is a good system, and it works.  These boys like to try to convince us that they are all strong and brave and unstoppable.  That’s not true.  Deep down, they’re vulnerable in ways they don’t even know.  Isn’t that right, Mark?”

Immediately, he gave her the appropriate answer.  He had mostly finished scrubbing the carpet, only now he glanced up at her.  For half a second, he wished he could have been brave enough to try to defend his father.  Ultimately, however, he knew what he had to say.  He recognized that there was only one genuine possibility.  “Yes, Mistress.”

“Are men weak-willed?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Are men vulnerable?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Turning back to Linda, Danielle asked, “Do you see?  I think it’s very possible.  More than that, I think we’d have some fun.  And if you’re really interested, I have something special to help both of these boys.  I wasn’t sure exactly when I was going to get to use it, but I’ve been working on it for some time.” She shrugged.  “Well, I had a craftsperson online make it for me, but I think it’s going to work.”

“What is it?”

“A training mask,” she said. “Would you like to see me use it?”

“Absolutely,” Linda said.

This was happening.  This was really going to happen.  Despite their doubts, reticence, insecurities, and more, these women were really going to do it.  Second by second, Mark tried to convince himself that they were going to fail.

After all, he thought of his rough father, and he remembered what kind of man he had been.  He remembered how he could be strong and powerful, independent, and almost ferocious.  He was a traditional patriarch, someone who had always been in control of his family.  He wasn’t one of those guys who laughed about a “happy wife, happy life”.  Instead, he knew how to assert himself.  When necessary, he could take control and put these women in their place.

Then again, Mark had considered himself to be an independent man.  Then he swallowed, felt the collar again, and looked down along his naked body.  More than that, he watched as his wife walked away, and he turned back to his sisters and mother.

For several seconds, Mark tried to think of something he could say.  He fought to come up with some reason why they had to stop all of this.

Nothing. Devoid of ideas, he looked back from Molly to Carla and over to Linda. He thought of the different things he might have been able to say. Half-formed ideas popped into his head, he already knew they wouldn't work. After all, he could sense something about all three of those women. From his mother to his older sister, then his little sister, he could tell that they weren't going to change their minds. In fact, they had already figured out how the world was really supposed to work.

"Please, don't do this," he said.

"Shut up," Carla shot back at him. His eyes widened. His sister wasn't supposed to be able to talk to him like that. Even so, that familiar sense of subjugation crept through his body. Without Danielle there, Mark honestly started to hope that maybe he would be able to assert himself. Perhaps he would have been able to look up at those women to tell them that this had all been one giant mistake. If he talked fast enough, then maybe he could have convinced them that he was better than everything Danielle promised. Then maybe Danielle would have walked back into the room, only to learn that her husband was now respected once again within his family.

That hope burned away.

"I think you should just stay there and be quiet," Molly agreed.

"That does sound like the best idea," Linda said flatly. She leveled her eyes on him. He tried to stare back. It didn't work. Whether he liked it or not, he couldn't intimidate those women. In this household, everything had changed. A new set of shared values had taken over.

Mark tightened his fingers, he bunched up his shoulders, and he stared down at the floor. Simultaneously, he searched for the bravery to confront those women. Being naked and collared made that impossible. "Come on," he wanted to tell himself, yet he didn't even dare to mouth those words. He couldn't shape the syllables, no matter how hard he tried. Although he kept his head bowed down, the urge to speak continued to vibrate through his body.

Finally, Molly spoke up, "I think this is going to be good. I think this is going to be good for all of us."

"Maybe not him," Carla said, nodding toward her brother.

"Maybe not," Molly replied. "But I think that's a price I'm willing to pay." All three of the women started laughing at that.

A few seconds later, he heard footsteps.

Danielle.

His wife walked in, grabbed by his hair, jerked his head up, and leaned down. "I expect you to stay right here and be quiet. Don't say a word. Don't move." She whispered those words to him, like this was a secret or something.

Only then, he heard another set of footsteps.

"What's going on?" Jim asked. "Danielle told me that you guys needed to talk to me right away. You know, I was busy in the garage."

He approached the living room, but Mark couldn't tell whether or not his father would be able to see him from that angle. Part of him wanted to glance up. Another part of Mark ached to call out something like, "You have to get out of here! You have no idea what they’ve done!" Despite his best efforts, he again found himself unable to speak. His mouth didn't want to work, no matter how hard he did his best to push out those sounds. With Danielle here now, Mark knew he had zero chance of defiance. It had been hard enough when only surrounded by the women of his family.

Despite these developments, Mark bowed his head down again, and he started to wonder how his father would react. Most of all, there was that nascent little hope, and the idea that maybe, just maybe, Jim would be able to resist. In truth, Mark hadn't understood exactly how or why he had surrendered so completely to his wife. There were all of those different explanations, of course. He could have rattled off a dozen various reasons, only he had never been able to lock any single one down with absolute certainty. After all, he had been raised to behave as his own man. Even if he loved his wife and even if she was beautiful and even if she wielded the confidence most people couldn't imagine, he still didn't know how to explain her complete power at home.

And now, it wasn't just at their home. Danielle and these other women had seized power here as well...unless Jim could fight back.

Jim started to look around. Before he saw his son, naked and tamed on the floor, Danielle stepped over to her father-in-law, and she grinned at him for just a moment. Right when he began to ask her another question, she raised her hand, and she backhanded him.

SMACK!

She struck hard and fast, leaving a red patch along his cheek. His eyes widened, his lips pulled back, and red heat flashed across his face. He raised his hand like he thought he was going to attack this girl in the next second.

Before he could move, she gave him an open-palmed slap against his other cheek. Her hand slapped downhearted, and he stumbled back, his eyes wet.

CLAP!

"On your knees," she ordered.

"What is this? What the hell is going on?" Jim demanded.

If given another moment or two, he would have recovered and started roaring. Instead, disbelief tightened his vocal cords, making it hard for him to raise his voice.

Danielle didn't give him the time he needed to recover. Instead, she struck again, slapping him harder than before. This man wasn’t prepared and didn’t know how to react or fight back. His knees buckled, and he fell to the floor.

"No…" Mark whispered to himself. None of the women noticed.

"You see," Danielle said as she grabbed Jim by the back of his head. Her fingers slid into his hair, and she yanked, sending a spasm of pain along his scalp. "Boys are all the same. Just because you have let him get away with whatever he's wanted for so long, that doesn't mean he can't be trained."

"What is this? What's going on?" Jim asked, only the mounting frustration from before had disappeared, to be replaced by fear now.

"Molly, would you like to explain?"

"Danielle has been talking to us about Mark. She told us that guys can be trained pretty easily. And judging by what I'm seeing right here, I think he's right."

"No," Jim said. He started to reach up for Danielle, only she yanked on his hair again, sending another lance of pain down into his flesh. He twitched, and his arms fell back down. And now, Carla stood, and Jim looked up at his little girl, but he could only watch, his horror growing as she lit another cigarette. She inhaled as he saw the orange glow flared to life.

He started to say something.

Molly grinned, and she brought the cigarette down. She pulled it from her mouth, pinched between her fingers, and aimed perfectly. She put the cigarette out right there against his tongue. Nothing had ever prepared Jim for something like this!

He shouted. He screamed. Surprisingly, Danielle was strong enough to hold onto his hair. Even as he thrashed there through the mixture of pain, frustration, shame and fear, Danielle still held on!

"You’re a boy," she told him. "You are a boy just like your son, and I trained him, so we can train you too. There are four of us in just one of you. Face it, Jim. You’re outnumbered. You're outgunned. There's no way you can win here. So I expect you to get naked, just like your boy over there."

"What is this?"

"Do it," came another voice.

Linda.

His wife, and the love of his life, stared hard. Her expression turned flinty.

He opened his mouth, but there was still that burn along his time, and he didn't know how to do any of this. Besides, his wife had never been easily cowed. Even if she had deferred to him on so many different questions, he now saw a new ferocity behind her eyes and in the way she sat there on the edge of her seat.

"If you don't, she's going to make it hurt."

"I'm going to make it hurt anyway," Danielle promised. "It's just a question of how bad it needs to get," she told him. "So how bad does it need to be, Jim? Are you going to cooperate? Are you going to do as we order?"

Mark needed to intervene. He couldn't believe this was happening. Alone with Danielle, it had always been easy to surrender. She was beautiful and charismatic. More than that, she could stare him down. She knew exactly how to intimidate her husband, bending his will to make him obey. Even when she had shown him off to his sisters and his mother, he had surrendered. But now, he watched as the man he had respected most over the course of his life broke in front of her.

Ridiculously, Jim's bottom lip started to tremble. "I'll do it!"

"Yes, you will," Danielle promised.

She let go, and he fell forward, landing hard on his knees and elbows. When he raised his head, he stared across the carpeted floor to his son. Both men made eye contact. In that instant, they each knew that the other wouldn’t be strong enough to resist. These women had revealed something, something these men had never truly understood.

So now, they had to accept the next fact: there would be no escape for either of them.

"You know what you have to do," Carla said to her father.

He raised his head, and he looked up at that young woman. Perhaps he was searching for some sign of mercy or sympathy just as Mark had. If so, he found none. He glanced over at Molly next. Like the others, she enjoyed her cigarette. She breathed in and smoked. She basked in the way those silvery clouds could reach deep into her lungs. Excitement welled up inside of the women; both of the boys could sense it. They understood how much was changing right here, even if they hated what it meant.

"This, this is ridiculous," Jim stuttered out. He tried to make his voice sound deeper and gruffer. He fought so hard to get their attention and to make these women understand that he was the man of this house. He was older; he was in charge!

Danielle laughed. That beautiful sound rang across the air, and he bristled when he started to stand up.

Right as he reclaimed his feet, she smacked him across the face again. That was when something happened. As a man, he had probably believed he would be capable of defending himself. As a guy, he had watched so many action movies. He saw all of these different and violent sequences on different streaming services or in movie theaters, and he had instinctively assumed that he’d be able to fight. In fact, he had thrown a couple of punches back in high school or college. Only now, there was this girl right in front of him, and she grinned, curved her lips, and revealed the sharp edges of her teeth. Instantly, something within him withered. Despite his best efforts, he took a step back, and that was when she reached out and grabbed him by his shirt. She yanked him closer, and then she gave one order. "Strip."

"You're joking," he said.

She let go, and she slapped him again. "Strip," she repeated.

He broke.

In that moment, Linda and Carla and Molly and Danielle could all see it. There was just something about his body language, that expression on his face, or maybe it was the way he opened his mouth and tried to say something, yet he couldn't do it.

"Get on the floor and strip naked," Carla ordered.

"You heard her," Molly said.

"Do it, Jim," Linda added.

In some abstract sense, those words and the sounds of their voices weren't supposed to have this kind of impact on him. Like Mark, Jim must have believed that he was strong enough to withstand something like this. Then again, he had never been prepared for this type of onslaught. The full force of their personalities pressed down on him, crushing his defiance. His knees buckled and he soon found himself on the floor, just a few feet away from his son. His daughter-in-law towered over him, and then she reached down before touching her fingers to his throat. She held out her other hand, and one of the girls understood the gesture and handed off her cigarette.

Danielle took it. She inhaled, breathing in the delicious gray. Excitement flared through her body, her nostrils flared, and she exhaled, blowing the smoke right into his face. "I'm going to show you something special," she said. "This is going to be good for both of you. I had to do a lot of research, and it took some time to find someone who could make what I really wanted, but the internet is a very big place. If you're willing to spend the money, there is pretty much always someone who’s willing to give you what you need."

Jim didn't understand. At this point, he couldn't keep up. She shoved, knocking him back. That girl kicked forward, and she pushed the ball of her foot and the edges of her toes and the underside of her shoe against his chest. She shoved him down onto his back. She pushed with a little extra force. Suddenly, he was looking up along the length of her body.

"What, what are you going to do?"

"First, we're going to watch you strip," Danielle said. "Then we're going to break you," she promised. "We're going to break both of you."

"Mistress, I want to be a good and obedient boy for you," Mark said without thinking.

After a little chuckle, Danielle nodded, "I know. But guess what? I still want to give you the maintenance you need. I want to make sure that you are properly trained and thoroughly tamed.”

He breathed in, heating the sound of those words, especially since he didn't know what they would truly portend. Unlike his father, he had been so thoroughly broken on so many different occasions that he reflexively gave in again, "Yes, Mistress."

"Good," she said, pressing a little extra weight against Jim's chest, making it hard for the old man to breathe. Then she pulled her foot away, and she tapped the tip of her cigarette. Some of the ash fell, drifting lazily down through the air before it hit his face. That sharp stinging shot across his exposed flesh as she scalded him. "You know what to do."

Mark glanced over at his father. Finally, he tried to offer Jim some kind of support, some kind of reassurance. And yet, Mark knew his place. He knew how to cooperate. Just as importantly, he understood the cost of defiance. Ultimately, he just wanted to see his father obey as he had done. They could cooperate, give these women what they wanted, and embrace these new, shared values. Female supremacy. Obedience. Dedication to their superiors. The ideas compacted behind his eyes as he considered exactly what his future would look like.

Before this, he had been able to talk to his sisters and his mother and father, all without anyone in his family knowing the truth about his complete and total subjugation. But now, Danielle had taken that away from him, and he could never get it back.

Worse, he glanced over at the girls, and he gulped. There was that nervous swallow of anxious energy that ran down his neck and dropped into the pit of his stomach, all because he could see it. He could see what they would want next.

Before this, dating had always been a problematic question for both of those girls. Carla and Molly had talked to a bunch of different guys, but they respected those boys. They believed in equality and partnership within any given romantic relationship.

That was gone now.

Danielle had altered to something fundamental with these women. His wife had shown them what they could have. And now that they knew the truth, they were not going back. They wouldn’t consider treating men as their equals, not when they saw just how vulnerable males could be.

Dipping his head down, Mark whispered, "Lick me." He was serving as an example. Even if he had tried to defy his wife, however, he already knew that he would have failed. There was always something so alluring, so overpowering, so intoxicating and inescapable about that girl. His wife always knew exactly what to do or what to say to break him.

This time, he saw what she could do to other men. He saw what she could do to his father.

Jim stripped just as Mark had done. His son couldn't watch; turning his head away and staring down at a random patch of carpet, Mark did his best to pretend that he was somewhere else, anywhere else. After all, this was the man who had taught him to throw a baseball, ride his bike, and drive. Even if they had argued a couple of times over the course of his life, Mark had always respected his father. Only now, Jim got naked in front of his daughters, his daughter-in-law, his wife, and now his son.

Danielle leaned down, and she whispered something to him. The color disappeared from Jim's face. She laughed, enjoyed her cigarette, inhaled, exhaled, and took her time. Then she walked over to the other side of the room.

When she came back, she had something special. At first, Mark couldn't understand what it was. She held onto some kind of tube or strap. It looked like it had been made from rubber, and then there were the black contraptions dangling from the sides. Bags? Masks? When he stared a little longer, he started to realize that they looked like they were big enough for his head. But there were two of them. He didn't understand why. Then he saw the other rubber hoses.

"What are those?" Mark had to ask. Apparently, after he got naked, Jim had lost something vital and primal. Despite his best efforts, the old man couldn't actually speak. Maybe he was trying to catch up, like he couldn't comprehend how much had changed.

"Boys, come to the middle of the room, kneel, hold your hands behind your backs, and raise your chins. I'm going to put these on you."

Mark had been right; these were connected masks. There were two of them, and they were joined by a series of rubber hoses. Other tubes stretched away and dangled toward the floor.

The two men obeyed. Even if they hated themselves for doing it, neither one of these abject males could force themselves to defy her. When she gave a command, something inside of them twisted, bent, and reformed. They were going to have to cooperate. They were going to have to surrender completely.

Within moments, they were both naked and on their knees and in the center of the room.

Right before she used the mask on him, she leaned down and whispered, "You're going to breathe in nice and deep. We're going to do this to break you. This is going to be so good for you. You need it. You don't need fresh air. You want this inside of my lungs, don't you? You want to feel the smoke as it runs through your body. You want to know that there's no escape." She laughed at him as he grimaced and actually nodded. He wasn't sure what he hoped to accomplish, yet he made that quick gesture, and she was laughing at him.

Without saying anything else, Danielle brought the first mask up and over Mark's face. She started along the curves of his jaw. From there, she pulled the mask up, and it was tight against his mouth, his nose, over his eyes and tight against his forehead. Worse, the mask completely covered his head. It. It was snug as well. She drew the strap along his neck. It was almost enough to cut off his her supply. Almost. When he inhaled, he could feel the air get sucked in through those narrow hoses. They didn't give him much, but it was enough. He wasn't going to asphyxiate.

She must've done the same thing to his father.

His heart pounded. The snug leather held the heat against his cheeks and forehead. Moment by moment, he waited for something. He wasn't sure exactly what was going to happen. In the distance, he concentrated hard, he thought he could hear the sounds of his sisters, his wife, and his mother talking or laughing. Then again, that may have only been his imagination.

"Ladies," Danielle said as she stepped away from her husband and considered him. She still held onto the main tube. Feeling playful, she squeezed down, and Mark immediately reached for the hose. He tried to grab onto it and to pull away from her. He couldn't help himself, of course. It was just one of those stupid, animal instincts. He needed air.

She chuckled, grabbed a pair of handcuffs, and slipped them around his wrists after she yanked his arms behind his back. With two clicks, she made sure he wouldn't be doing that again. Then she did the same thing for his father. Next, she pulled out another pair of restraints, one for the boy, and one for the dad. She locked these around their ankles. Now the boys were on their knees, their hands behind their backs, and their wrists locked to their ankles. Whether they liked it or not, they weren't going anywhere. They were going to interrupt either.

Danielle looked back at the sisters and his mother, "You always need to make sure these boys understand how their world works. We are in charge, and they are slaves."

"We're in charge," Molly whispered.

"They're slaves," Carla agreed.

Danielle grinned, glad to see that her ideology could spread so easily.

"Shall we begin?"

By now, each woman had her cigarette, and they enjoyed the rush of nicotine, the texture of the smoke along with the roofs of their mouths, and that beautifully sharp flavor. It really did feel incredible, a jolt of stimulation that only added to the excitement of enslaving these boys.

Together, the women reached out, they grabbed the tubes, and then they exhaled together, breathing down.

The men didn't know what was about to happen. Perhaps Mark and started to figure it out, but Jim had been sweetly naïve. His daughters probably laughed at that last point the hardest, all because he was supposed to be this gruff and cynical man, the guy who understood how the world really worked, and thus had no problem talking down to his daughters. Perhaps he was generally respectful yet, there was always that air of benign sexism, like he thought it was his duty to protect them from the world even if that meant making sure they didn't make decisions on their own.

Only now, the man tasted and smelled the smoke, and this was their only source of oxygen. The women exhaled; they blew.

The silvery clouds shot up into the masks, and there was nowhere for these boys to go.

These boys panicked! They jerked against the restraints, twisting and fighting as hard as they could. Around them, the women laughed.

They started taking turns, inhaling one low breath after another. The smoke filled the tubes, shooting up and into those masks. The boys were trying to cough. They were thrashing now, jerking against their costs, but they couldn't possibly escape. They couldn't break through those steel bands; the metal locks kept them trapped on their knees, right where they belonged.

Gasping, choking and coughing in their masks, they fought so hard to break free!

For Mark, every second burned. He had to inhale. He tried to fight that instinctive urge. Despite every ounce of willpower he possessed, he lost again and again. He had always hated the concept of smoking, yet this was so much worse. Unable to see and unable to hear, he just had to taste and smell it. He had to know that there was no way for him to get away. He bucked and thrash there, pulling and twisting, yet the restraints still refused to let go.

He had no idea how long he endured that degrading treatment. But finally, his wife pulled the mask off of him. He looked around, he saw those girls laughing at him.

"Tongue out," she said.

He’d become a human ashtray all over again.

At least, that was what Mark had originally assumed. Panting now to get fresh, clean air into his mouth and down into his lungs, he lifted his head and looked over at his wife. Right then, however, Danielle wasn't talking to him. Instead, she had her eyes aimed at Jim.

She had pulled away his mask as well, and his eyes were wet. He was gasping, panting with his own frustration. But now, he yielded to her orders. He stuck out his tongue, and she put her cigarette out on it.

"You can't do this," Mark found himself saying. The words shocked him. His wife, however, seemed more amused than anything else.

She cocked her head to the side and looked at him. "Oh?"

"You can't do this!" Mark howled out. "You can't get away with this! Even if you've trained me, I don't care. Even if you convince them, I still don't care! They're going to be women all around the world who won't put up with this!" He wasn't even sure why he cared about that point. Somehow, it seemed to matter, if only because of what he just watched his father do.

"Boys," Danielle said. "Are you serious? Do you really believe there are women out in the world who wouldn't want this kind of power?"

"Yes," he said.

"Let's conduct a little experiment, shall we?" Danielle glanced over at Molly, then Carla. "Outside of this household, are there any women he should be able to rely on?"

Right away, both of his sisters said the same name at the same time, "Mary."

"Leave her out of this," Mark snarled.

Danielle turned back to him. Her eye contact was all it took to shut him up. His surge of defiance couldn’t withstand the full force of her personality.

"Mary," Danielle said.

"You know, she still lives across the street," Molly said.

"I can go get her," Carla suggested helpfully.

"No!" Mark called out. Unfortunately for this boy, no one was interested in anything he had to say.

"That sounds like an excellent idea," Danielle decided. "Let's bring her over and see what she has to say. In the meantime, Mark, let's get you back on your feet. Your father can watch as you get paddled."

"No, Mistress," he said, remembering his place and his degraded status. "Please, don't! Don't! You can't!"

"Actually, I can," she said.

By now, Carla was already up, and Danielle crouched down behind her husband. She loosened the restraints, meaning that his feet were still cuffed together, and his hands remained bound, but at least he could stand. She grabbed him by his hair, just as she had done with Jim. In the next moment, he was on his feet and stumbling toward the back of the couch.

He knew it was going to sting. He knew it could hurt even worse than what she had done with the whip.

She shoved him down, and he almost wished he could just cover his ass. Trying would have been a stupid mistake, so he kept his knuckles pressed down at the small of his back, leaving his backside exposed and vulnerable.

Danielle struck hard. She swung her arm down, channeling as much strength that she possessed into that blow. It landed, the pain exploded along his nerves, and Mark instantly gushed out his apology. He told his wife again and again that he was sorry for messing up. He never should have contradicted her, and he knew his place. Then again, it was too late.

"Boys," Danielle said, more to herself than anyone else. "You really are bad at remembering, aren't you? We've been together for quite some time, but you still can't remember how things are supposed to work, can you? No. You can't."

She delivered blow after blow, striking hard and fast.

"What the hell is this?" someone else asked.

It had been several weeks since he last spoke with her, but Mark remembered that voice. In high school, they had been close to best friends. He had thought about asking her out a few times, yet he had never worked up the courage. Eventually, he met Danielle, only now he turned his head to the side, and he saw her. Mary.

His childhood friend stared, her eyes wide, her lips parted with disbelief.

"This, this…"

Danielle started to talk. She began to explain how the dynamic worked with her husband. She said that she was the owner and that he was the slave. She said that men were inherently inferior and deserved this exact kind of treatment.

In the meantime, Mark tried so hard to interject. He needed to interrupt his wife and to get control of the conversation. On some level, he must've understood that this was never going to happen, yet he still needed to try!

He didn't. He couldn't.

"Do you want to watch? After all, Mark here is going to tell you about how he loves being owned. He's going to tell you how he loves being a slave."

Panting harder and faster, Mark quickly recognized the implicit command for what it was.

Before he got the chance, she unleashed another barrage, swinging down again and again and again! Incandescent pain blazed across his body. That inferno of agony swept across his skin as she struck over and over.

Then it was done.

Mark had no idea how much time had passed. It might’ve only been a few seconds. Perhaps several minutes went by.

Either way, his eyes were wet, and he was panting, and he remembered what he had to do. "I love being owned," he said. He blinked, he looked over at Mary, and he knew that this was his only option. "I love being owned by my wife. Danielle trained me. She teaches me how to behave myself. I understand that I'm inferior. She teaches me everything I need to know! She makes sure I always remember my place!" The words tumbled out of his mouth, one after another, and then Danielle did something he hadn't expected.

She smiled.

"I want to learn more," Mary said.

"Perfect," Danielle replied. "Because we're just getting started."

The End
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The Verger Treatment

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

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

Jasmine’s Sissy

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

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

Black Widows

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

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

Bullied Cuckold

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

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

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Shared Values

		Want more?




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84






OEBPS/image_rsrcUX.jpg





