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Sophia’s Boys


Sophia’s Boys

Occasionally, he fantasized about escape.

Of course, Alex recognized the irony. The idea was dumb and foolish, and it wasn't going to happen. Escape would’ve meant a different kind of failure and punishment.

When he first moved in with his sister, Alex thought he had gotten incredibly lucky. Sophia cared about him, so she let him crash on her couch. He didn't have to worry about rent or paying for food or anything else. And for a little while, it was great.

There was just one problem.

Simmering behind her beneficent smiles, Sophia’s frustration and rage continued to build. She said all the right things, and she seemed to genuinely okay with having her brother live in her house. Then again, he didn't help with any of the chores, and so her old ideology grew stronger and stronger. Even if he had helped, perhaps she would’ve made the same choices.

Over the course of her life, Sophia never told anyone about her secret desires or those unacknowledged fantasies. Instead, she had gone through the standard behaviors: she went to school and got a job. Eventually, she had a daughter. And yet, she had never quite let go of those other impulses.

Simply put, Sophia believed that men were inferior and deserved to be punished, broken, and tamed. Even as she navigated the modern world, Sophia had always understood that men were the inferior sex. On a daily basis, she had to put up with them. Fine. Whatever. She knew how to lie and dissemble when necessary. Even so, she always wondered what it would have been like to take one of her colleagues and slap him across the face or to shove him down onto his knees.

Because that wasn't socially acceptable, she simply swallowed back those urges. As far as she had been concerned, she carried this set of desires, but she could keep them locked up at the back of her personality.

And then Alex moved in.

Alex.

Perhaps she had respected her brother when he had his construction company. Back then, she could at least point to his accomplishments and them that as evidence that he deserved to make his own decisions. He could handle his life, so there was no reason to think about slapping him, caning him, or holding him down as she did...other things to him. Occasionally, those ideas made her smile. Sometimes, she would think about her brother, and she would wonder what it might take to shatter his spirit and transform him into a mewling slave.

Now she knew.

But when he first moved in, she had tried so hard to be a good sister. She had listened to the cultural expectations of modern society, and so she let him have a place in her home because he needed help.

He squandered the opportunity.

He completely wasted it.

For days and weeks, he didn't have to work. He didn't have to worry about anything.

Day by day, she had watched, and she had done her best to ignore his laziness. At first, she tried to make excuses for him, thinking about how he had tried so hard with his company. It had gone under, and that must've been incredibly traumatic for him. Even as she clung to those rationalizations, she could feel those old instincts pulse behind her eyes. Little by little, she stopped smiling at her brother.

And then—one day—she made her decision.

She took control.

She slapped him. She smoked in his face. She pushed him down, and she seized control because this was her house, and she wasn't going to tolerate this infestation. If he couldn’t handle himself, then he would be broken. Just as she had always wanted, she’d tame him.

It started with anger and morphed into something else. It became a certainty.

For a very, very long time, Sophia had contemplated what it might be like for a woman to take complete control within her home. And now, Sophia had done it. This was no longer a fantasy born of her frustrated adolescence. It wasn't something she thought about as a theoretical. It wasn't some mind game or a hypothetical either. She had felt it.

She knew what it was like to backhand her brother, to slap him across the face, to hold onto the paddle or the cane. She had watched as he squirmed beneath her.

"Where are we going?" Alex asked as he kneeled by the front door.

"Did I give you permission to speak?"

His lips parted. He quickly shut his mouth. Then he shook his head from side to side. Occasionally, he could be a smart boy.

Sophia grabbed her purse, her phone, and her keys. She walked through the door, and then she called out, "Follow."

She barked out that order, and Sophia didn't care if any of their neighbors were around. Maybe one of them overheard how she addressed this man. If so, she didn't care. As far she was concerned, more women needed to understand how men were meant to behave. Now her fantasies had shifted. At home, Alex cooperated. He obeyed every single command. She could snap her fingers and point to the floor, and he would kneel before her.

Better yet, there was still that flickering doubt and that rush of humiliation the played across his face. Each time he obeyed he must've thought about what his life used to be like. He had been in control once. He had commanded his employees, ordering them around as he navigated his business through one challenge after another.

Ironically, she still respected her brother, at least from a purely intellectual perspective. On some level, she could acknowledge that his company had failed because of a confluence of unfortunate events. Too bad. He had failed. The reasons didn't really matter, especially when she enjoyed this.

She walked out to her car, and she opened the trunk.

He sucked in a breath. "Get in," she commanded.

He obeyed, and she slammed it shut.

From there, she started driving.

Just a few minutes later, she pulled up in front of a larger, older home.

She thought of her mother and father.

Sophia still fantasized about female supremacy. She loved the idea of this lifestyle spreading out across the country. For a moment, she tilted her head to the side and ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth. She contemplated what might happen next.

"Alex, you're in trouble," she whispered.

Drawing in a slow breath, she got out of the car, she popped open the trunk. "Come on," she said.

He climbed out, scrambling to move quickly. Then he stayed back because he obviously didn't want to risk her wrath.

She started to walk up the steps to the front door, only then she stopped. That made her several inches taller than him. Now, she spun around, and she slapped him across the face. Hard. There was that crack of sound, and it cut across the air.

"What, what was that for?" Alex asked. Surprisingly, he didn't summon any jolt of anger. In theory, he should have been big enough and strong enough to fight back. And yet, he had been tamed. After everything she had done to him, he didn't know how to resist. Good, she thought. He needed to be committed. He needed to be broken over and over again.

Perhaps that was her favorite part of this dynamic. She could make him cry or she could make him scream out, and he would make any promise she demanded. At the same time, however, she understood what a boy's ego could do to him. She watched it, both with Alex and with her father.

Mike.

Unlike other little girls, Sophia had never idealized that man. Yes, she cared about him, and he had never been especially cruel or heartless, yet she hadn't been able to summon that automatic and instinctive affection that so many little girls seemed to carry for their daddies. Instead, she saw him as another male. Consequently, he needed to be tamed. He had to be broken.

"I felt like it," she said, savoring the heat that flashed along her body.

He sucked in a breath, and his lips hardened. At the same time, Sophia felt like she was going to have to listen to her brother argue, whine, or complain. That's why she did it again.

She slapped him! She brought her hand down hard against his cheek. Another crack of sound burst across the air, and his eyes widened. They moistened. She could see that shine in his gaze.

"Do you have something you want to say to me, boy?"

All at once, she could imagine the words tumbling out of his mouth. Maybe he wanted it to unleash a monologue, something like, "Sophia, I don't know what has changed between us, but you can't do this to me. You can’t treat me like this. I'm supposed to be your brother. You're supposed to respect me!" He wanted to utter those words so badly. He wanted to argue with her, to somehow defeat her in a verbal contest.

But for this boy, there was just one problem: he couldn't do it. There wasn't anything he could say.

After all, this was primal. It was his role.

When it came to her understanding of the world, she could look at this man, and she understood where he belonged: on his knees or crawling, whimpering, his eyes wet as the tears ran down his face, broken and tamed.

That was what every male deserved, Sophia had decided. Occasionally, she would smirk, recognizing that maybe there would be a few exceptions here or there. She didn't want to think of herself as some virulent extremist, yet she could also follow these intuitive desires.

"No…"

"That's what I thought," she said. "Get inside." She snapped her fingers and pointed toward the door.

Right away, he bowed his head down, and he rushed after her.

Then, Sophia glanced around the rest of the neighborhood. The homes were nice with their manicured lawns, their clean cars, and their freshly-weeded gardens. At first, she didn't see anyone. But then, Sophia spotted them. There were a couple of girls who looked like they were in high school, and they were watching. They were two houses down, on the opposite side of the street, and she kept staring.

Sophia waited for some flash of embarrassment, some jolt of concern deep within her gut, like she thought there might be an incident. Instead, she smiled, she waved, and she turned around, before walking inside. From the very corner of her eye, she wondered if those girls had started to smile or laugh. If so, it might have been just nervous embarrassment on their part. They had witnessed something, and they didn't know what it meant, so they just started giggling. That was a normal enough reaction.

Or perhaps it was something else…

Although Sophia couldn't be certain one way or the other, she made her way into the house and contemplated the possibility that those young women had just discovered something new. They saw a man get slapped, and maybe that would awaken some secret desire hidden deep within them. Without any real background in sociology or psychology, Sophia had no idea how likely that might have actually been. Perhaps it was just her imagination. Either way, she could hope.

When she made it into the living room of her parents' house, she found her father on his knees. He had his hands held behind his back, his knees bent, his face down. He looked so timid, she thought.

"Hello, Mike," she said, casually using his first name.

He jerked his head up. He looked right at her, and it was obvious he wanted to say something.

"Did I give you permission to move?" Lori asked. She had her legs crossed, and she leaned forward.

Mike gulped. "No," he said. At the same time, he pulled his gaze right back down to the floor. He stared at some random patch of carpet.

"This can't be happening," Alex muttered.

"Why not?" Sophia asked.

Alex said nothing. He remained utterly silent. At the same time, his body went rigid. His cheeks were probably still stinging from what happened outside.

His sister strolled up to him, and she grabbed him by his shirt. She looked into his eyes. With that one quick, sharp and yank, she sent another rush of fear running along his body. Sophia had no problem reading this boy. He was so easy, so pathetic. They all were.

"I asked you a question," she reminded him.

He gulped. He coughed. He tried hard to get his vocal cords to work. At the same time, he must have had to navigate through that storm of embarrassed frustration. After all, he was supposed to be better than this, wasn't he? He was supposed to be strong, independent, and capable of making his own decisions. All of those ideas must've sounded so incredible inside of his head at that moment, especially because this woman could obviously control him however she wished.

Perhaps she had started out as his sister, only she had become something more: his owner. Clearly, he hated that idea. Every time it crossed his mind, he bit down, frustrated, infuriated, humiliated. The heat would surge through his body, only there was nothing he could do about it. Again and again, she demonstrated the ease with which she could control him.

Besides, he didn't have anywhere else to go, not anymore.

Worst of all, her ideas seemed to have infected every part of the family. He thought of Haley. She was off with her friends that weekend, and maybe that was for the best. At the same time, he had to wonder what she told her friends. Did they know about him? Did she casually mention how her uncle had been enslaved?

"I don't know," he said. "I'm sorry. I messed up," Alex said, finally answering her. "I didn't mean to say anything. I'm sorry." Even as those words left his lips, he could only hope that they were enough.

She reached up. She grabbed him. Her fingers tightened around his throat. She squeezed and his knees weakened, only he didn't fall. He somehow managed to remain on his feet as that powerful girl looked right up into his eyes. She pressed down on his throat, making it impossible to get air down his nostrils or between his teeth.

"You're a boy in this house, and you will always obey. Isn't that right?"

He brought his hands up to his neck. He was trying to push her away. He couldn't. Maybe in some hypothetical sense he had the strength to shove this woman back. And yet, Alex couldn't to do it. She scared him, after all, with good reason. He knew he had to obey. He had to do whatever this woman said.

Finally, she let go, and he stumbled back.

He glanced back at Lori.

His mother smirked. Then she made it even worse, "You really do need to learn to behave yourself, Alex. I mean, your sister has every right to punish you if you're going to speak out of turn. Now, crawl over to her and tell her that you're sorry for all of your bad behavior."

His eyes widened. He stared at her.

On some level, he couldn't believe it.

Over the course of his childhood with Sophia, maybe he vaguely remembered getting some sense of her independence and fury. Perhaps he had intuitively recognized that she wasn't quite like the other girls. At the time, he had probably assumed it just came down to a question of their relationship. She was his sister, so of course he would see her differently. That was normal. That was natural. Only now, he started to discern the truth. She was different from so many of the other women.

And yet, wherever she went, and whoever she interacted with, Sophia seemed to trigger something else in the females she encountered.

This time, his knees bent, and he fell to the floor.

He thought of Lori again. He glared back at her for just a moment, yet he also understood the risk. Even as frustration granted him some small measure of strength (at least within the privacy of his own head), Alex also understood the danger. Still, he searched Lori's features for some sign of sympathy, mercy, sorrow, something or anything he might have been able to use as leverage.

Despite his best efforts, he only saw her hunger for power. It was the same expression he found on Sophia's face whenever he looked at her. These women weren't interested in dealing with the men in their lives as equals. On the contrary, they held onto the same instinctive belief: men needed to be broken.

Boys needed to be tamed.

He had never been the target of this kind of feeling or that sort of drive. As hard as he tried, Alex didn't know how to comprehend it. And yet, he had no choice, so he crawled. He crawled across the floor, and he could feel Sophia watching him. Her eyes ran along at the contours of his shoulders and down his back. At the same time, she must've been thinking about what she would do to him next.

"When was the last anyone went into your bedroom?"

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

Ever since he lost his place, he had been sleeping on her couch. After that, she would relegate him to a spot in the corner. He didn't have a bedroom…

"You still have a room here, don't you?"

"I, I…"

"Don't worry about it," she said. "Let's hear that apology first."

He was down on his hands and knees in front of her. He couldn't believe it. At the top of his vision, he saw the contours of her expensive shoes. He didn't know much about women's footwear, yet it hardly mattered. There was something powerful and pricey about the shine of those black flats. She conveyed her authority simply by standing over him.

Alex knew he was supposed to be better than this. Again and again, he searched for some way out. There had to be something he could do or say to retake control.

And yet, he couldn't do it. He tried so hard, only to fail again and again, so now he lifted his head, and he looked up along the length of her body. She had on dark stockings, a black skirt, and a matching blouse. He could see the light of each button glistening before his eyes met hers.

"I'm sorry for my disobedience. I'm sorry I messed up."

"Don't worry," she said. "You're going to get the chance to pay for each and every one of your mistakes."

The moisture drained away from his mouth. His tongue pressed against his teeth, only he couldn't speak.

"Mike, do you think we should go to his room?"

"Yes," Mike said, his voice low and quiet. Clearly, a lot had happened here.

Alex glanced back over at his father, but he didn't see the virile, powerful man who had once been in charge of this household. Instead, there was a broken man, an individual who had lost his ability to control his own destiny...just like Alex.

"Go upstairs!" Sophia chirped, clapping her hands together. She turned, and she headed for the stairs.

Alex followed her command and scurried after his sister. Her words still echoed inside of his head, "Come on. Let's go! Let's see what we have ready for you."

He didn't want to know what and he didn’t want to see it.

Fresh shame rippled across his chest and deep down into his gut. He followed his sister, and then he heard those footsteps. Mike trailed after him. Behind him, came Lori, his wife. The four of them were going up into his childhood bedroom. Why?

By the time Alex made it there, the door was open, and Sophia stood with her arms crossed.

Alex didn't know what he had expected to see. He breathed in that old aroma. He had spent so many hours here, playing video games, hanging out with his friends, watching TV, doing his homework, relaxing. He had grown up here.

His twin bed remained off to one side. The bookshelves were still covered in old novels he hadn't touched since high school. A couple of models adorned his desk. He especially loved the spaceship posters by the window. Those were the obvious and easy details, the ones that distracted him for just a few seconds as Sophia strolled into the middle of the room and brushed her hand down along the center of the spanking bench.

He saw the four legs, the smooth and shining leather, plus the rings embedded in the four legs.

Alex turned back to his sister. He was about to ask, only then it was Lori, who chuckled. "It took a couple of beatings, but I was able to get your father to make this for us. He did a good job, don't you think?"

Alex turned back to Mike. Didn't their father understand what was going to happen if he built something like this? Yes, Mike had always been a decent carpenter, and now Alex witnessed the kind of product he could produce all over again. Alex needed to say something, to condemn that man, only then he knew that it must've been hard. After all, it wasn't like either Sophia or Lori would have given Mike a choice.

"Strip," came the command.

Alex heard it, and he already knew it had been aimed at him, yet something held him back. He froze in place. Then, tentatively, he turned back to his sister. "You, you can't be serious," he said.

"Strip," she said again. "The longer you wait, the worse it's going to get." Somehow, she didn't seem to mind that idea. If anything, the notion excited her.

This boy could resist. He could argue. Perhaps he could even throw a tantrum, yet his defiance wouldn't change anything. One way or another, he would be naked, chained to that bench, bound and helpless, and then they could get started.

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat, but Alex knew he had to try something. He couldn't simply allow this to happen, so he approached his sister, dipped his head down, lowered his voice, and said, "Please? Wouldn't you rather send me back home? I can walk. I can go back to your place, and I can clean everything. I can make sure that the place looks really nice for when Haley comes home."

Sophia slapped him. She struck even harder than before. She channeled most of her energy into her arm, and she left a red handprint blowing across his cheek. He could feel it. Worse, his eyes watered. His teeth crashed together. And now, he stumbled back.

"Strip," she said again. This time, the order hit the air with the full force of her personality.

Everything other than compliance felt like an impossibility.

As both Sophia and Lori watched, Alex pulled off his shirt. He removed his shoes. He yanked off his socks and pulled down his pants. Soon, he was down to just his boxers.

"You're not done," Sophia said with just a hint of scorn in her voice. At the same time, he thought he heard something else, this amused lilt. She was having fun with him. Even if this could be counted as one of the worst moments of his life, she didn't care. On the contrary, she enjoyed it! She forced him.

He pulled down his underwear. Then she grabbed him by the back of his neck. Her fingernails dug down into his skin, and she shoved him forward, taking him over to the bench. She shoved him down, and then he suddenly found his chest and stomach pressed to the soft leather.

His legs bent, and his ankles and wrists were near the legs of the spanking bench.

"Are you ready? Are you ready for us to break you?" Sophia asked.

"I, I…"

She smacked his naked ass. Her hand flew down, and she struck with twice as much force as she had used to slap him. The angle was better, and she enjoyed that leverage.

The pain darted along his nerves. Biting down, he told himself he could handle it.

In truth, he had no idea whether or not that was right. Still, Alex had to hold onto some idea or ideal. He needed to distract himself. If he didn't, the fear would have consumed him.

"Are you ready for your shackles?"

"Shackles aren't necessary!" Alex protested, doing his best to sound as diplomatic as possible. After all, he knew he couldn't risk genuinely annoying or angering this woman.

"Are you sure about that?"

He pulled in a slow and sedate breath. Second by second, Alex tried really hard to make sure that he could remain composed. It was a nice idea, and it required all of his focus, only it didn't work. He started panting as his sister approached. She crouched down and looked right into his eyes. She said, "I want you to know that this is your last chance to try to run."

"Why, why would I run?"

"You know why," she promised. "This is going to hurt."

At the same time, he already knew it wouldn’t work. He could have pushed himself off of that bench, straightened up, and turned, but he had nowhere to go. That was the underlying reality. He had messed up, so now this girl was in charge. That simple truth reverberated through his body. Again and again even as he tried to consider some other option, some alternative.

He didn't move.

She slipped the first shackle around his right wrist, then another around his left. She attached them to the legs of the spanking bench. Then she got up, and she was humming to herself. He heard those playful little notes as they wafted out onto the air. She crouched down behind him, and she finished restraining her brother.

There. It was done.

He tugged.

Mike had done an excellent job with the spanking bench, ensuring that the balance had been perfectly executed. Alex could yank or twist from the left or right, and it still he couldn’t get loose.

"What shall we use first? My hand, a whip, a crop, the paddle, or the cane?" Sophia asked.

"You, you don't have to use any of them," he insisted, his voice trembling.

His sister shrugged. "Technically, you might be right about that. But guess what? I want to use them." She stepped in front of this boy, she grinned, and she asked, "Do you want to try to beg? Maybe if you start pleading, I will change my mind. Maybe there's something you want to say? Go on. Try it."

It didn't matter what he told her. It didn't matter how he begged or pleaded with this girl. She was merciless. More importantly, she was looking forward to hearing him cry out.

Right then and there, he made a decision. He tried to pull free from the bench. He yanked against the shackles, and the slender chains jingled and rattled. Even so, he couldn't break free. There was no way this boy could tear away from polished iron or steel.

"Let's start with a whip," she announced, the corners of her eyes crinkling with amusement.

She stepped away. He was allowed several seconds to consider what might happen next. Alex tried to ignore the fear, only he was cognizant of what she could do. She had punished him before. She had effectively broken him.

With Mike and Lori standing back and off to the side, Alex couldn't see them, but he was certain they were there. They were watching.

They were about to see what could happen next.

And then Sophia was right there behind him, and she touched the curved strands to his naked ass. She dangled the tool along the small of his back. She brought it up between his shoulder blades and down again. He shivered. Little bumps appeared down his neck and along his flanks. His nipples stiffened even as this cold raced through his body.

A flash of heat cut across his flesh. She struck once, twice, three times. With every blow, he heard that telltale hiss as the whip cut across the air. Then it crashed down against his naked skin, leaving one red line after another.

Balling his fingers into fists, Alex fought hard to remain relaxed. He didn't want to let go, didn't want to lose control. Perhaps there had been a sharp gasp here or there as she unleashed those torments, but this boy didn't cry out. He didn't scream or shout. He didn't give her what she truly craved.

Could he hold out?

Was it possible for him to hold out long enough for her to eventually get bored?

He loved that idea. It granted him some small modicum of extra strength. And yet, he sensed the truth. He would break way before she did.

The whip came down against his right side, then his left. She went for the small of his back. After that, she focused on his right butt cheek. Pain. Intense, agonizing jolts of sensation ricocheted through his body.

He was breathing faster now, harder. And then he broke. He didn't know exactly when the acidic agony finally melted through his defenses, yet he made those noises without thinking. His willpower shattered, and he could hear both of the women laughing. It was so easy to imagine Lori clicking her tongue and shaking her head with disappointment, as though she thought he would hold out longer. In truth, she enjoyed the show just as much as her daughter.

Sophia unleashed another torrent. She brought the tip of the whip down five, ten, fifteen times! Soon, the tears ran down his cheeks. He was panting, crying out, and he knew how pathetic he sounded.

Then she stopped.

She dropped the whip. "Mike, be a good boy and give me that paddle," she said, probably indicating a box or some other container.

More than anything, Alex wished he could be brave enough to call out something like, "Don't do it! Don't you dare!" Technically, he was supposed to respect that man, only Alex understood how influential these women could be. With just a few words, they could issue their commands, and the boys around them would obey. They would bend. They would break. They would surrender every ounce of dignity.

Resistance became an impossibility.

Sure enough, Mike obeyed that younger woman. He gave her the paddle, and she slapped it hard against Alex's ass. She didn't hesitate, nor did she taunt him. She didn't take any time to tease him. Even though the red lines continued to glow along his tortured flesh, Sophia still played with her new toy.

A different kind of pain exploded along his nerves. There was the sharp crack as be solid wood crashed down.

The first impact made him whimper. The next one made him moan. The third made him scream.

He hated how he sounded, especially because he blinked rapidly, and the tears ran down his cheeks, granting him just a little bit more clarity. This was his bedroom. He had grown up here. He had started to fantasize about girls here. He had contemplated being brave and powerful in this room. He had fantasized about everything he would accomplish.

Instead, his sister tormented him, torturing him as she worked to break him!

"Switch to the cane," she said a few minutes later.

At this point, he couldn't even see through those tears. Everything had become an incoherent blur.

Then she stopped.

Coming from behind him, he could hear the laughter. He could hear the snickering. They were enjoying this, of course. For them, it was a game. They were just playing with him. They were messing with him.

Alex waited to hear something from Mike. Certainly, that man would be strong enough to defy the women in the room. Right?

Wrong.

Even if he had wanted to idealize that man, Alex already knew the truth. They had both been trained. They had both been punished and humiliated. As they endured one degradation after another, they had to accept it. These women were in charge. They could do whatever they wanted, and the boys couldn't stand up to them.

Hot frustration flared through Alex’s chest. Halfheartedly, he jerked against his bonds. He didn't know how much more time, he had. Maybe a couple of seconds. Maybe several minutes. It was impossible to know one way or the other, especially because Sophia followed her most sadistic instincts.

Then, right as he started to think maybe he could recover, she struck.

She had the cane, and she used it with brutal efficiency. She struck down hard, making sure that rod delivered the hot burst of agony. He cried out. The pain burst along his nerves. He screamed. He couldn't help it. The noises ricocheted against the walls. Even as he whimpered and moaned, he could hear those other noises: chuckling and laughter.

Both Lori and Sophia enjoyed it. This. They were watching as he tried to break free. Instinctively, he had jerked against his bonds with all of the strength his muscles could produce.

On some level, Alex knew he was just entertaining them. He was playing the game they expected. He jerked from left to right, from side to side. He tried so hard to free himself from the bonds. It didn't help. Nothing helped.

His heart was hammering faster and faster inside of his chest now. Despite all of this, Alex still couldn't tear himself free.

"What's wrong? Are you trying to get away? You think you actually stand a chance? Come on, Alex. You know how this works by now, don't you? I know you're just a dumb boy, but you should be able to figure it out. Maybe some extra pain will help? Is that what you need? Yeah, I think that's what you need," Sophia said it.

She struck once, twice, three times. For the first blow, he managed to remain silent.

Alex didn't even know why he tried to remain stoic. On some level, he had to know it made no difference. And yet, he was still a man, so he attempted to maintain some veneer of dignity and self-respect. Right then and there, he fought hard to believe that he wasn't really a slave. He wasn't really a toy or a plaything for these women. Just because his sister had taken control, that didn't mean he couldn't fight back!

She struck again and again!

Soon, he lost track.

Along his buttocks, hot pain blazed over the curves of his skin.

He was weeping now. He knew how pathetic he looked.

He sniffled. He tried to breathe. Then, to reclaim some iota of control.

Instead, she came over, and she leaned down, "What's wrong? Are you worried I'm going to break you? You should be." The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement even as she reached down into her pocket. She pulled out a pack of cigarettes. He saw the slender container, and then she removed a cigarette. She placed it lightly between her lips.

"Tell me something, how do you feel about smoking?"

"I, I don't have an opinion," he lied, mostly because he understood how this worked and what she really wanted from him.

"Are you sure about that? Because I remember your rants. I remember how you used to love to go on and on, especially when Haley was little. You thought it was the most disgusting, repellent habit a person could have, didn't you? Well, I’m your superior, and I'm smoking. So what does that say about me?"

"Nothing," he insisted. "I don't have an opinion."

Next, she took out her lighter. She triggered it, and that flame jumped into existence. She lit her cigarette, she breathed in, and then she blew a puff of silvery smoke right into his face.

He held his breath as best he could. But after everything he had endured, he could still taste the smoke as it shot up along his nostrils. It burned at the back of his lungs, but that was just a brief taste, especially compared to what she had in mind for her slave.

"Stick out your tongue," she said.

His body quivered, but he obeyed. She put out her cigarette right there on his tongue and his eyes watered all over again. Fresh tears dribbled down his cheeks before they hit his chin and fell to the carpet.

"Good," she said. "Hold onto that feeling. You know that you’re pathetic, don't you? You know that I have you, and I don't ever have to release you. I can keep you just like this for as long as I want and no one is going to help you. No one is going to help you because you are mine. You belong to me. You're a boy, and I can play with you again and again. And if I'm not playing with you, then maybe Haley would like to? What do you think of that?"

"You've ruined your daughter," he growled back despite the pain along his tongue. Speaking required special effort, but it only got worse because she slapped him. She slapped him across the face once, twice, three times.

She probably got his tears on her hand, but she didn't care.

"My daughter is better than you will ever be," Sophia said. "But since you're still trying to think for yourself, let's use another approach." She reached up, ran her fingers through his hair, took hold, jerked, and sent a spasm of agony down into his scalp. "Let's give you what you need. Let's give you what you deserve."

She struck again, hard and fast. With every blow he cried out. Those pathetic little yelps escaped his mouth. Every time he tried to swallow them back, he failed completely.

But that was just another caning; this wasn't what she meant, nor was it what she had intended. She stepped away, and he turned his head to the left, to the right. He tried to figure out what Sophia had in mind for him. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. Then again, he was exhausted. Although he had barely moved, every excruciating jolt of sensation had drained some of his strength, leaving him hollowed out and empty.

And now, Sophia returned. Her eyes were bright with excitement as she stepped to his left. "Tell me you need to get punished. Tell me you need to be broken."

Surprisingly, Alex managed to growl back at her, "I'm not going to do that!" If those words felt like some miniature triumph, he was wrong, especially because she had only needed him to open his mouth. With his supposed defiance, he had given her exactly what she wanted.

She stuffed the gag into his mouth. He could feel that tube as she shoved it all the way into the back of his throat. The mouthguard shoved up against his lips, and then she drew the straps tight along his cheeks before connecting the clasp just above the nape of his neck. She pulled the straps tight, making sure there was absolutely no way he would be able to stop this.

"Pain is one approach," she said. "But there is something else we can use, isn't there?"

He looked at her. He tried to say something. Just as importantly, Alex struggled hard to understand what was happening. What was this tube? Why had she strapped it into his mouth?

He was gasping with his nostrils now. Then he tried to breathe into his mouth, and he found that he could. That was surprising, yet he still couldn't comprehend what was going on.

Then he heard something.

It was the shifting sound of fabric.

He waited, forced to be patient because he couldn't do anything else. Every few seconds, Alex tried to squirm against his restraints, yet none of that helped.

And now, Sophia stepped back in front of him.

At first, he didn't understand. He saw her shins, her knees, her muscled thighs, and then there was that fake cock braced between her legs. "What are you going to do?" Alex tried to ask despite the gag in his mouth. The tube made it impossible for him to say anything coherent. Instead, he just made these garbled noises as she watched him.

The worst part had to be her smile. It grew slowly along her lips. The corners of her mouth rose up, and then she looked down at him. Her eyes slid over to her fake shaft. She wore a dildo and a harness, and now she tilted her hips to the left, then the right. "Are you ready? Are you ready to get fucked hard?" Sophia asked him.

He didn't understand, but then she brought her hand up, and she licked her palm, gliding her tongue up along the length of her hand. Then she rubbed that fake cock. "I wouldn't want it to be too rough on you," she said with a chuckle.

A little bit of saliva wasn't enough, it wasn't anywhere near enough.

And yet, she stepped back behind him, and that's when he panicked.

With the gag in his mouth, he jerked. He tried to break free. He threw his weight forward and back. He squirmed, twisting against the shackles as best he could.

None of it helped. He remained trapped right there, utterly powerless as his sister positioned herself. Then she placed the tip of her shaft, and she shoved forward, ramming it into his ass! At first, he tried to clench down, like that would have been enough to block it all out.

It wasn't.

This girl knew what she was doing, and she rammed him hard, shoving the tip of her fake shaft deep into his opening. She pummeled him hard, burying the cock, yanking back, only to do this again and again.

Hot waves of shame coursed through his body. She drew back and pumped into him. She fucked him as he cried out. The pain flared from his opening even as she continued to use him. He cried out. He tried to hide it. He attempted to conjure some strength.

Despite his best efforts, he failed completely all over again. This girl knew how to use him, teaching him how to take him. She knew how to strip away his defenses, leaving nothing behind.

And now, she was laughing. Worse, she was moaning. Those sounds vibrated through his body. It wasn't right! It wasn't fair! She wasn't supposed to be able to do this!

And yet, there was no way for him to stop her…

Again and again, he twisted against the shackles. He tried to yank, to pull as hard as he could.

Nothing helped!

He raged against his captivity, moaning, only then he listened as she inhaled. She stopped.

With the dildo still wedged deep in his ass, she pulled out another cigarette, and she lit it, and now the smoke wafted along the air. Before, he had vaguely been aware of the tube, only he hadn't been cognizant of how it might be used. But now, he started to understand. Now, he started to realize what this girl could do with him.

Frantic, animalistic desperation pumped into his body as she brought the other end of the tube up to her pretty mouth, and she grinned with vicious intent.

She drew in a long breath; her lungs filled with smoke. Then she brought the tube up to her pretty mouth, and she exhaled, blowing it down and straight into his mouth.

Right as he realized what was about to happen, Alex tried to get the gag out. Fresh fear slammed into him. It seemed to burrow down into his chest.

Despite his pathetic attempt, he failed. And now, the smoke rushed up along the flat of his tongue, and up to the roof of his mouth. Instantly, he was coughing. He was crying out.

"You like that, don't you? Yeah, you do. You know that I’m your superior, so I can make you smoke, can't I? Yeah, I can." She was laughing. She pumped him.

She forced him to take another breath of smoke.

She could blow it into his mouth as many times as she wanted, and there was no way for this boy to stop her!

Again and again, she forced him to take it.

He could exhale it out of his nose, yet he still had to breathe it in. She forced it down into his lungs, making him cough, making him cry, making him whimper and beg even as he tried to get her to stop.

She didn't. She wouldn't. She kept laughing as she thrust into him, inhaled, and forced him to breathe it all down.

Then, right as he felt like he might actually pass out, Sophia jerked back. Then she laughed, and she ran her fingers through his hair again. She jerked, and she forced his head back, straining the muscles along his neck. Sophia looked down into his eyes, "Are you going to be an obedient slave?"

He nodded just a tiny bit. The gesture was almost imperceptible, yet it could satisfy her nonetheless.

"That's what I thought," she said as she chuckled.

Sophia released him. She pulled off each of the shackles, and now he could theoretically move.

At first, he remained in place, exhausted by his ordeal. That wasn't good enough for Sophia. She shoved him off of the bench, and then she looked back at Mike. "What do you think of that? What did you think of seeing your son get fucked hard by a girl in his childhood bedroom?"

"I, I didn't like it," he said.

"No, I didn't think he would," Sophia said with a chuckle.

"You might not like it, but it's good for you, Mike," Lori said.

Her husband, drew in a breath, like he wanted to answer, only he couldn't bring himself to do it. After his own training sessions, this man knew better than to try to contradict her. Even so, his silence wasn't enough. It didn't save him because Lori glanced back at her husband, and she said, "You know? I think I want something from you, Mike. I think I want you to service me."

"I, I understand. Would you like to go back into the bedroom?"

"I want you to do it here," Lori said.

"But, but…" Mike began.

Lori reached down, and she put her hand on his mouth, silencing him.

By now, Alex had dropped down onto his knees. He was still naked, and every muscle in his body ached. At the same time, some of his newly acquired bruises continued to draw pain, reminding him of just how capable his sister could be. That girl knew how to inflict pain. She had demonstrated that today, and she could do it again.

In fact, she would.

For Alex, it was just a question of time. How many hours or days would Mike and he get between one session and another? How long would he be allowed some sliver of peace and solace? Considering everything he had already endured, he didn't think he would get very much time at all. And now, he had to endure something just as bad.

"I'm going to sit down on that bench where your son just got fucked, and you are going to service me. Alex, I expect you to watch. After all, you need to understand your place, don't you, boy?"

Alex drew in a breath. His lungs expanded, and he started to cough. With the bitter, acrid taste of the smoke still lodged in his neck, he could barely speak. But then, just a glance from his sister was enough to make him try twice as hard. "Yes!" Alex gasped. "I, I know my place!"

"And Mike should know his place, don't you think?"

"Yes…" Alex said.

"There. You see," Lori said. "Even this boy understands who you are and what you're supposed to be. And to think, I wasted so much time treating you like an individual. That was a very foolish mistake on my part, don't you think?"

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

"Say yes," Lori commanded.

"Yes."

"Tell us that you deserve to be enslaved, just like every boy in every family," Sophia ordered.

Deep down obviously, he hated those words, and he silently raged at the requirement. Even so, he understood his helplessness. Consequently, Mike swallowed again, and he confessed, "I, I deserve to be enslaved. Just like every boy in every family, I deserve to be enslaved." He repeated those words one after another as ordered.

"Good boy," Sophia said with a snide smile.

Now Lori rose to her feet. She shimmied out of her jeans. She let the denim pool around her feet, and then she kicked the pants away. Next, she pulled down her panties. She sat there on the bench, her legs spread. And then she beckoned her husband.

Mike gulped. He started to walk forward.

"Crawl," Lori demanded.

He paused for just a moment. Then his resolve fractured, and he dropped down onto his knees. He leaned forward, and he crawled, just as Alex had done.

With every second and every movement, he must have understood what this meant. Crawling was more than just a humiliation. He was sacrificing something. He was sacrificing his dignity, and he wouldn't be able to get it back.

In that next moment, she allowed him to rise to his knees. That's when she reached down and grabbed him, her fingers bracing at the back of his neck. She pulled forward, and suddenly his face was poised right there in front of her pussy.

"Are you ready?" Lori inquired. "Are you ready to show us who you are and where you belong?"

"Yes," he agreed because he had no choice.

Lori flashed a wicked smile. Alex saw it, and he couldn't help but think of his sister.

Lori pulled her husband's head forward, and she watched as he started to lick. "That's right," she ordered. "You know how to serve, don't you? You know who you are, and you know where you belong. Yes, you do. Good. That's right. Lick. Go in deep. Show me what you can do. Show me who you are. You love licking my pussy now, don't you?"

Alex flinched, mostly because he remembered how traditional his family had been, especially back when he had been a child. That kind of language was supposed to be forbidden. But now, he heard that woman use those words, and something inside of him tensed. It became brittle. It cracked and broke as he watched.

In fact, Alex couldn't take it, so he closed his eyes. He tried to hide.

Sophia grabbed him, her fingers tight in his hair. "Watch," she instructed.

Watch. That was all she said to him, yet it was enough to force him to see what was happening. No, she wouldn't allow him to flee from this.

As a trained and obedient slave, Mike licked and lapped. His tongue slid and darted, dancing across her pussy. He went up and down, from side to side, everything for Lori's pleasure and satisfaction. He went in deep. He lapped at her pussy, gliding his tongue over her opening again and again. As he serviced her, the shame and humiliation burned across his body.

He was braced on his knees, yet his fingers flexed.

Alex couldn't be certain, yet it was so easy to guess what that man was thinking and what he experienced from one moment to the next.

Throughout his life, Mike had been a competent man. He had been the kind of guy who could set goals and achieve them.

But right then and there, he had been reduced to the status of a sex toy.

Worse, he had always been fairly reserved when it came to sex. But now, he was licking his wife, servicing her right there in the middle of Alex's childhood bedroom. He must have hated it. With every fiber of his being, he must've wished he could pull back.

And yet, neither of these men were strong enough. They weren't capable of defying these women.

"Is Mike trying hard enough?" Sophia asked. She made it sound like a simple and innocent question.

Lori's face had turned a bright shade of pink. Even as her cheeks burned bright with passion, she wobbled her head from side to side. With exaggerated disdain, she said, "No. I don't think he has done a good job, not yet. But I think we can help him with that."

"I agree," Sophia replied. That's when she grabbed the whip.

Mike sucked in a breath. He wanted to tell her she had to stop it. She couldn't do this. It was wrong!

Concepts like "right and wrong" no longer applied in this family. Or rather, only the women could make those kinds of determinations. Mike and Alex were slaves. As men in that household, they couldn't argue. They couldn't assert themselves at all.

And now, Sophia called out, "Mike…You get one chance. Can you do better? Can you make her moan in the next few seconds?"

Mike must've understood exactly what was going to happen. He hadn't turned around, yet his tongue moved faster. He lifted his body, bending his tongue again and again as he worshiped Lori's sex.

Still, it wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough.

"Mike, get naked,", Sophia ordered.

At first, he pretended not to hear.

"You heard the girl," Lori said. "Get naked, boy." He pulled back, and his lips were wet. His mouth was slick with Lori's juices.

Reluctantly, he pulled off the layers of his clothing. He peeled away his shirt and pants, his shoes and socks and underwear. Then he was naked, and Lori grabbed him again.

"Lick, boy," she ordered. As he obeyed, Lori laughed. She moaned. His tongue went in deep, and she still had her hand on the back of his skull. She set the rhythm for him, pumping his face as she turned her husband into nothing but a sex toy. He could provide pleasure, both with his suffering and with his service.

Lori laughed because she didn't know which she enjoyed more!

In the meantime, Alex bit down, frustrated by the simple truth that these women could always alter or modify their expectations whenever they wished. Since they were in charge, they would determine how this worked, what happened, and what it would take to satisfy them. If they simply felt like punishing these men, they could do it.

Mike and Alex didn't get to argue. They didn't get to protest. They didn't get to do or say anything at all. They only had to suffer...

Over and over again, Alex tried to think of some way to convince these women to stop. He yearned to believe that the right words in the correct order would have been able to get them to change their minds. And yet, Sophia had believed in this for so long. She had spent years fantasizing about seizing control and making the men around her suffer.

And now, she had spread that same ideal to Lori.

"This is going to sting," Sophia announced.

She struck Mike's back. The whip came down in one tight arc.

Alex flinched.

His sister glanced back at the boy on his knees. As Mike continued to worship his wife's pussy, Sophia told the other boy, "You still have to watch." That was all she said. That was all she needed to say to him.

Suddenly, his body seemed to freeze, but he couldn't regain control. He watched, knowing full well that every instant would get branded into his memory. Even if Alex had tried hard to forget, he wouldn’t be able to excise those details. Every second in that childhood bedroom would be forever locked behind his eyes and between his ears. He would go to sleep, and he would remember. He would be walking around, and he would know exactly what had happened. No matter what he did, this would always be a part of him.

Laughing, Sophia began another barrage. She crisscrossed redlines along his back, down his flesh, all the way to his ass.

Mike tried hard not to break. He tried not to yield. Moment by moment, he continued to lick. He had to concentrate on service. If he could continue this, then he would be fine. That would do it. He could block out the pain so long as he kept licking his wife. He tasted her excitement. The tang of her pleasure hit his tongue, making him, tense and clench, growl and moan, grunting again and again, all while she brought the whip down.

Finally, he pulled back. He couldn't help it. Lori had relaxed her grip, and now he turned around, and he faced Sophia.

Alex instantly recognized that this had been a mistake for Mike. He didn't want to confront that girl. Doing so would only enrage her.

"Did your wife say you could stop? Did that woman give you permission to pull back?" Sophia demanded. She didn't even wait for him to answer. Instead, she slapped him hard. She brought her hand down against his right cheek, then his left. She struck two, three, four, five times!

By the time she finally pulled her hand back, Mike blinked, disoriented and dizzy. He had never taken that kind of punishment before, and now he didn't know how to recover.

"That woman is your wife. She is your superior. She owns you. Now lick her. Lick her and make her feel good. If you pull away again, I swear I'm going to make sure you can't walk for a month. Do you understand me, boy?" Sophia demanded.

"Yes, I understand!" Mike hollered out. Even as he spoke, he must've felt as though he lost something important. These women stripped away his dignity, his self-respect, and every iota of independence he must have once possessed. Just as importantly, he had to feel the subjugation deep inside. After all, he would remember this.

The pain etched every second deep into the meat of his brain as Sophia whipped him. She delivered one flurry after another. The implement crashed down, sending spikes of pain straight up his spine and into his skull.

"Yes. Yes, more. Just like that. Keep licking faster!" Then Lori laughed. "Sophia, you are doing such a good job. Make him suffer!"

That beautiful woman didn't need encouragement. She redoubled her efforts, pouring all of her strength into her arm as she beat that man.

Finally, Lori cried out. Wild excitement exploded through her body. She grabbed onto the bench, clenching as her fingertips turned white. The color dissipated from her knuckles as her body clenched. And then she shoved the slave back. He fell down, and he was crying.

Sophia casually put her foot down against the base of his throat. She leaned down just a tiny bit. He couldn't breathe. In the meantime, she popped open the pack and pulled out a pair of cigarettes, one for her and one for her mother. They both lit them up.

"That was incredible," Lori confessed. "I'm so glad we can do this."

"Me too," Sophia said.

For the next few minutes, they talked about these boys and how they had broken so easily. They had tried to fight back. They had tried to hold onto some iota of dignity, yet they failed each and every time. For these women, it was great! There was always that constant sense of triumph. For Lori, the resentment had built up over the course of years. For Sophia, she could indulge her worst instincts, taking control and enjoying every minute of her newfound supremacy. In fact, she straightened her back, rolled her shoulders, and glanced over at her slave. "Alex. Come here. Stick out your tongue."

Both Sophia and Lori watched. They were wondering. They were waiting to see how he might respond or what he would do.

Alex demonstrated his subservience all over again. He came forward, bowed his head down, stuck out his tongue, and waited for the inevitable.

When she finished with her cigarette, she tapped the tip then let the ash fall on his tongue. He flinched. Then she pushed it down, extinguishing the flame with his saliva even as he whimpered.

For several seconds, Alex couldn't feel anything but that hot flick of torment. Then it faded, and there was just the sound of Lori and Sophia's laughter.

The End
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