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   The Brody War: 
 
    An Erotic Parody 
 
      
 
    “Boys!” Mike Brody shouted out from the living room. He glanced up the stairs then at the door leading back to the kitchen. “Come down here!” 
 
    Greg, the oldest, appeared at the landing upstairs first. “What is it, Dad?” 
 
    “Family meeting,” he said. “Girls! I need you down here too!” 
 
    One by one, the children in the family started to appear. Greg came down the stairs fairly quickly while Peter and Bobby appeared a few seconds later. 
 
    “Girls!” Mike called out again, his voice booming against the walls. 
 
    None of the females appeared. 
 
    Mike gave a dissatisfied shake of his head. Seriously? Were they really going to choose this moment to be stubborn? He had something important he needed to tell them. 
 
    “Bobby,” he said to his youngest. “Can you go get the girls forming? They’re probably listening to music and braiding their hair or something.” He turned back to Greg, “And you, can you go get Carol for me?” 
 
    “Sure thing, Dad,” Peter said. Both boys, his youngest and oldest, scurried off. 
 
    As far as Mike was concerned, that was how the world was supposed to work. He was the man of this house, the patriarch, so he wore the pants here. The girls, on the other hand, did seem to understand the hierarchy. 
 
    Well, it was time for them to have a long conversation about how things would be working from now on. And if he had to lay down the law, but he would do it. 
 
    “Dad?” Peter said from his spot on the couch. 
 
    “What is it, son?” 
 
    “What are you going to talk about?” 
 
    “The future,” he replied. “I’m going to be talking about the future.” 
 
    “Neat,” he said. 
 
    “You have no idea, son.” 
 
      
 
    Greg rushed back into the kitchen, and he found his stepmother at the table. She had a magazine out and was casually flipping through the different spreads. Greg glanced down, saw the shiny paper, and admired the beautiful woman posing there. 
 
    Only then his brows creased when he saw the rest of the image. 
 
    The woman wore a simple blue dress that hugged her waist and showed off her cleavage. The skirt was short, definitely more risqué than Greg normally saw in these kinds of magazines. He focused on the woman for another second as a rush of excitement burned through his body. 
 
    But then he saw the rest of the image: there was a man on his knees in front of the woman. 
 
    “What are you reading?” Greg asked. 
 
    She casually closed the magazine, “It’s nothing you need to worry about, dear.” She looked up at him and smiled. 
 
    His step-mother was also a beautiful woman, he reflected. In fact, she seemed to hold his gaze for a moment, only he couldn’t read her expression. Her eyes twinkled, and there was something almost condescending about the way the corner of her mouth rose up into a little smirk. 
 
    It was strange, especially because she was more of an adult. She had maturity on her side, but she was just a housewife. Greg, on the other hand, was growing up, which meant he would be getting started with his career. He could become a manager, a leader, and people would respect him. 
 
    His stepmother? She would never be anything more than a housewife. Yes, she was beautiful, and yes, she was lucky to have a successful architect for a husband, but she would always be held back by her sex. 
 
    Good, thought Greg. 
 
    “What is it?” Carol finally asked. 
 
    “Dad has something he wants to say to you girls.” 
 
    “Girls?” She raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Yes, she was beautiful with her shortcut hair, her perfectly made up face, and that incredible body of hers. Even so, Greg straightened his back a little bit more because he wanted to tower over this woman. 
 
    “You and the others,” he said. 
 
    “Do you think it’s really appropriate to call me a girl? A girl is a child,” Carol said. 
 
    Greg’s brows creased with confusion as his lips hardened because he didn’t know how to answer that. Like so many other young men, he didn’t think much about gender or even women’s lib. As far as he was concerned, the girls were just whining because they didn’t want to do any real housework. 
 
    Besides, women and men all had the same chances to succeed. If women couldn’t get real jobs, it was because they didn’t know how to work hard enough, or they couldn’t get smart enough. Why hire a woman when a man could do the job better? 
 
    “It’s just a word,” Greg said after another second or two. 
 
    Carol stood up. She pushed her chair back, rose, and walked over to him. 
 
    Greg may have been taller, but she looked right into his eyes, and he suddenly found himself retreating back a few inches. 
 
    “Let’s go see what your father has to say,” she said. 
 
    When she walked by him, Greg had to ignore that shivering sense of intimidation which echoed through his chest. She wasn’t stronger or smarter than him, he told himself. In fact, he didn’t understand how she could be so assertive at all. 
 
    It was just a fluke. 
 
    It didn’t mean anything. 
 
    He followed his stepmother back out into the living room. 
 
      
 
    In the meantime, Bobby sprinted up of the stairs, and he raced down toward the bedroom at the end of the hall. He didn’t bother knocking. Instead, he just grabbed the doorknob, turned, and pulled it open. 
 
    “Peter!” 
 
    “You can’t just barge in here!” 
 
    “Get out!” The chorus of irritated girls’ voices bellowed down against him. 
 
    The youngest Brody boy didn’t step back even as he confronted Marcia, Jan, and Cindy. The three girls, all blonde and pretty, were spread around the room. 
 
    Marcia, the oldest, sat in front of the mirror and brushed her hair. Jan had a magazine, and Cindy was seated next to her as she craned her neck and looked over at the different pictures and blocks of text. 
 
    “Dad wants to talk to everyone in the living room,” Bobby said. He made this sound really important. 
 
    “He can wait,” Marcia said dismissively. She smiled at her sisters. “It’s good for men to have to wait sometimes.” 
 
    Bobby blinked, not really understanding. This sounded like some of the silly nonsense the girls would pick up from their different magazines. 
 
    “Now,” Bobby said. “He’s the man of the house, and he said he wants to talk to everyone, so you girls have to go downstairs right now.” 
 
    “Oh? Really?” Marcia asked. She still held the brush in her hand, and she slid those tines through her soft, silky blonde hair. She was very pretty, Bobby knew. He tried not to think about it, but it was almost impossible to ignore. 
 
    Then again, all of his stepsisters were pretty. Even Cindy, although she could be pretty annoying sometimes, looked adorable. Every time she turned her head from side to side, her pigtails would bounce. 
 
    Bobby used to think Cindy would stop wearing her hair in pigtails, but she really seemed to like the style. Every time she tilted her head to the side, those pretty yellow tresses would bounce and sway. 
 
    “Yeah!” Bobby insisted. “You have to come downstairs right now.” 
 
    Marcia brushed her hair three more times before sliding off of her seat and walking over to him. She wore simple jeans and a shirt. It was weird seeing her in pants, but Bobby didn’t say anything about it as she approached him. 
 
    Then she looked down at her little stepbrother, “Are you going to make us?” She wore an almost confused pout. 
 
    “I’m just saying what Dad told me,” Bobby replied as he held onto what little authority his father gave him. 
 
    “You could try to make us,” Cindy said. She slipped off of the bed and skipped over to her brother. Jan followed a few seconds later. 
 
    Bobby didn’t know what to do, especially with these three girls surrounding him. 
 
    His heart started to beat faster, and he didn’t know if he could fight them. 
 
    Then again, he was a boy. He knew he would win because he was stronger. Everyone knew boys were stronger than girls. And yet, they had him outnumbered! Not only that, Marcia seemed a lot stronger, more powerful, and confident than he had ever seen her before. 
 
    “Should we do it now?” Jan asked. 
 
    “Do what?” Bobby needed to know. 
 
    Unfortunately, that question wasn’t intended for Bobby, so the girls just ignored him. 
 
    Marcia smirked down at her little stepbrother again even as she addressed her sister, “No. It’s not the right time. Besides, we have to wait for Mom.” 
 
    “I’m getting tired of waiting,” Cindy said. 
 
    “Waiting? Waiting for what?” Bobby demanded. 
 
    “Don’t worry your little head about it,” Marcia said. Casually, she placed her hand on the top of his head and ruffled his hair. He glowered at her, his expression turning flinty and angry. Even so, he resisted the temptation to smack her hand away. Again and again, he remembered what his father and brothers had told him. Even though he was stronger than the girls, he couldn’t use that power against them. 
 
    Men had a responsibility to take care of women even if the females could be silly and ridiculous sometimes with their focus on dumb stuff like fashion, makeup, and hairstyles. 
 
    “Are you sure we shouldn’t do it now?” Cindy asked. She was older now, but her voice still sometimes took on that whiny, singsong cadence of a little girl. 
 
    “Yes, Cindy,” Marcia said. 
 
    “The boys don’t need to know, not yet,” agreed Jan. She and her sister often fought, but not this time. In fact, the two older girls glanced at one another and smiled. They were looking forward to revealing themselves, but they knew the time wasn’t right. 
 
    Besides, that would be a decision for their mother to make. 
 
    Bobby still wanted to know, “What? What are you talking about?” 
 
    When Marcia grinned down at him, he actually retreated back a step. His sister wasn’t supposed to be able to intimidate him like this, but he was still younger. Besides, he remembered what it had been like when they first met and she seemed so much older and more mature. She had practically been an adult herself, while he was just a little boy. 
 
    As hard as he tried, he couldn’t meet her stare. In fact, he found himself looking down at his feet. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Marcia said. “He will find out soon enough.” 
 
    Then Marcia strode right by him, Jan followed, and Cindy came last. The three young women headed down the stairs to meet with their stepbrothers and learn what their stepfather had in mind. 
 
     
 
    Mike looked over his family as a pulse of excitement thrummed on the air. With six kids hanging around the living room table, this made perfect sense. His wife, Carol, was the only one to recognize the serious and solemn expression on his face as he looked out at his family. 
 
     “Everyone, I have an announcement to make,” he said. Mike inhaled, filling his lungs as he basked in this moment. After a long and fruitful career, it was finally time to slow down and relax. 
 
    He glanced over at his wife. Yes, he loved Carol, but he couldn’t ignore that pulse of resentment that sometimes struck when he looked at her. 
 
    Carol. Yes, she was beautiful with her lovely breasts, her flat stomach, and her tight, toned legs. He thought of how much he enjoyed having her naked beneath him. And yet, she didn’t do anything. Yes, she was a housewife, but they had a housekeeper. 
 
    Or at least, they had employed a housekeeper. 
 
    “What is it, Dad?” Greg asked. 
 
    He breathed out and said, “I’m going to retire.” 
 
    “What? Really?” Carol asked. She had her knees together and her feet off to the side. With her back straight and her hands demurely placed on her lap, she looked like a model housewife. “Are you sure we can afford it?” 
 
    “They’re going to have to be some cuts,” he said. “Starting with Alice.” 
 
    “Alice? No! Who will do the housework? The chores?” Carol wanted to know. 
 
    “That brings me to another point,” Mike said. He looked first at Cindy, then Jan, followed by Marcia and his wife. His eyes settled on Carol. 
 
    When they first got married, she would have had a hard time looking right back at him. Back then, she had respected him a lot more, he knew. 
 
    Mike didn’t pay that much attention to his wife. As far as he was concerned, most of his time and attention should go to the outside world, his career, his firm, and his accomplishments. Women needed to be the ones who focused on raising children and worrying about clean floors and laundry. 
 
    But now, there was something about her expression. She wasn’t disrespectful, not exactly. She hadn’t said anything outwardly rude. 
 
    And yet, she exuded a different kind of confidence and certainty. 
 
    “From now on, you girls are going to have to start pulling your weight around here.” 
 
    “Pulling our weight?” Carol asked, sounding both prim and proper with each enunciated syllable. 
 
    “Frankly, I’m sick of how you girls have been behaving.” 
 
    This time, Carol said nothing. Instead, she simply leveled an icy stare in her husband’s direction. 
 
    Her daughters, however, fidgeted and shifted nervously, especially when they looked over at the boys. Mike may have seemed very serious and solemn, but Greg, Peter, and Bobby were practically jumping up and down in their seats as they kept glancing back and forth at one another. A couple of quick whispers were exchanged. 
 
    The boys were enjoying this. 
 
    Carol turned her attention away from the children and focused on her husband as Mike continued, “Ever since these families came together, you girls haven’t been pulling your weight. You don’t cook, you don’t clean, frankly, you don’t do anything a girl is supposed to do. And I’m sick of it.” 
 
    “What about the boys?” Cindy demanded. “It’s not like the boys do anything.” 
 
    “The boys are learning to become young men,” Mike replied. “They are studying.” 
 
    “Hey,” Jan shot back, “We have to go to school too!” 
 
    It was Peter who leaned forward and chuckled, “Yeah, but it doesn’t really matter if a girl learns math or history or whatever. You just have to know how to cook and clean.” 
 
    “And you girls definitely haven’t been getting enough practice in that department,” Greg added. 
 
    Mike beamed as his sons echoed his thoughts. “That’s exactly right.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” Mike asked as the smile fell from his face. 
 
    Carol stood up and looked right into her husband’s eyes, “I said no.” 
 
    “Don’t say something you’re going to regret,” Mike hissed at her. “I’ve worked hard for a long time so you can sit around and complain with your feminist friends. Even acting like a lazy, spoiled princess, Carol, and I’m not going to put up with it anymore.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    All the snickering came to a stop. The angry rejoinders, the hushed whispers, and every other sound seemed to vanish from that living room. Even Cindy and Bobby stayed completely silent as everyone waited. 
 
    “Marcia, Jan, Cindy,” Carol said. 
 
    A smile tugged at the corners of Mike’s mouth because he thought this would be the moment when the girls finally acquiesced. 
 
    In some ways, Mike actually thought all of this might be his fault. He had been too indulgent with his wife. He hadn’t been strict or severe enough. Yes, she was an adult, but she was still a woman, which meant she had to be subordinate to his authority. As a man, he had a responsibility, both at work and at home. 
 
    He had indulged her, so this was the consequence. And yet, Carol and her daughters were all good girls, so they would give in. They would start cooking and cleaning, doing the laundry, and serving the boys as they should have been doing all along. 
 
    “Come with me,” Carol declared. She turned and walked back toward the staircase. The girls jumped up and rushed after their mother. Carol paused by the banister and turned back to Mike. “This conversation isn’t over.” The girls headed up the stairs, and Carol followed a few seconds later. 
 
    Mike shook his head and started chuckling. 
 
    “You told them, Dad!” The boys high-fived one another. 
 
    “Yeah! You put those girls in their place!” 
 
    Mike felt pretty good about himself. But what was that last part, about this conversation not being over? 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe what those boys are expecting!” Jan called out. 
 
    Carol stood off to the side with her arms over her chest. She knew her daughters would need a couple of minutes to vent before they came up with a plan. After all, this was an important decision, and it couldn’t be made lightly. 
 
    “It’s ridiculous,” Marcia said with a dismissive shake of her head. “It’s absolutely ridiculous. I swear, you would think they wanted us to be slaves.” 
 
    “Those boys should be slaves,” Cindy said as she brought her arms up over her chest and pouted. 
 
    “I agree,” said Marcia. “Those boys need to be put in their place. Did you hear how they talked to us? Did you hear what Mike said too?” 
 
    “It’s unacceptable,” Jan agreed. “Totally unacceptable.” 
 
    “Girls, you all know how the world works.” 
 
    “The world needs to change!” Cindy snapped. 
 
    “Is it time, Mama?” Marcia asked. Of the three girls, she was the most mature and understood where her mother might be going with this. 
 
    “That’s a decision we have to make together. We have been practicing. We have been training. We are ready,” Carol said. She looked at her girls one at a time. Marcia, so poised and beautiful. Jan, fierce and feisty. Cindy, sweet and precocious. Her girls were ready, she knew. 
 
    They could do this. 
 
    “Let’s show those boys who’s boss!” Cindy cried out. 
 
    Jan seemed to somewhat more circumspect as she nodded, “I know we can do this.” 
 
    Marcia added, “We are with you, Mom. If today is the day, then let’s do it!” 
 
      
 
    Downstairs, the boys glanced at one another. 
 
    Mike had his pipe out, and he was enjoying a warm puff as the scent of tobacco filled the living room. Carol hated this, but he wanted to assert himself and prove once again that he was in charge. Since he paid for this house, he could do whatever he wanted in it. If his wife didn’t like that, then she had to learn her place. 
 
    He smirked at the thought. He wondered what it would be like to manhandle Carol. 
 
    When they first got together, he remembered one night when he had thrown her down onto the bed, pinned her, and held her down. She told him to let her up, but he had refused. He had been so aroused, and she had been so weak… 
 
    He loved the way she had struggled underneath him, kicking and flailing. It had been so adorable! 
 
    Afterward, she said he would never do that to her again. 
 
    Mike hadn’t said anything, but he did focus on his career, so sex became a much lower priority anyway. 
 
    Only now, the girls were shouting and making a lot of noise. 
 
    “What do you think they’re doing?” Greg asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Peter said, equally confused. “It sounds like they’re fighting or something. Did you hear those shrieks?” 
 
    It was Greg who said, “I bet the girls are arguing amongst themselves right now. They’re probably trying to figure out who to blame and how they are going to apologize to us.” 
 
    “I think the girls should get down on their knees and beg for forgiveness!” Bobby chirped. 
 
    “Now, now son,” Mike said as he puffed on his pipe. “You don’t want to be too cruel. It’s not the girls’ fault, not completely. I let them get away with misbehaving for a long time. 
 
    “Yeah, Dad,” Greg said, “But they should still be able to understand that they have to contribute something. I mean, Marcia keeps spending all of her time brushing her hair, and Jan studies like she thinks she’s going to go to college or something!” 
 
    The men looked around at one another and chuckled at the thought. 
 
    The only reason a woman should go to college, they all knew, was to meet a husband. Even then, Jan was cute enough that she didn’t need to bother with something like that. 
 
    “I still think the girls should come down here and apologize to us. They should beg for forgiveness,” Bobby insisted. 
 
    “That would be fun,” Mike allowed. 
 
    Just as he was about to add something else, he realized something: the silence had come back. He looked at his boys, but they didn’t say anything. The house had gone utterly silent. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs, the girls got ready. 
 
    They had made their decision, and they would make sure the boys learned how things really worked. For too long, the male half of humanity had believed itself to be superior. Those guys all across the world really thought men ruled because they were somehow smarter or stronger. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    Up until this point, women like Carol and Marcia allowed the boys their little delusion. But now, it was time for all of that to come crashing down. 
 
    Before they headed down, Carol took a moment to enjoy her reflection. 
 
    At thirty-nine, Carol had the body and shape of a girl in her early twenties with her flat stomach, long legs and perfect bosoms. Not only that, all of her training had toned her muscles and made her strong. She was ready to fight. 
 
    When she glanced over at her daughters, she couldn’t help but be proud of them. Marcia threw on an orange wrap-around skirt with yellow flowers and tied the short skirt on her left side with the slit going up to her thigh. The material was really thin and her crotch could be easily seen. From there, she put on a white buttoned shirt which she rolled up above her belly. Marcia became an awesome form of femininity who was ready for battle.  
 
    Beside her, Jan wore only blue cotton briefs, which molded to her bottom perfectly, then she slipped on a pink tank top which was tight and exposed her belly, with the words GIRL POWER printed in black and the female symbol below the lettering. She looked like a wildcat ready for action.  
 
    Last, Cindy wore a blue and light grey checkered school uniform style mini skirt with a plain white t-shirt which, fit her loosely. The pretty little girl resembled a relaxed schoolgirl on her lunch break. 
 
    The girls were ready to kick some ass! 
 
      
 
    They came down the stairs like a group of Valkyries, blonde and beautiful, determined and ready for battle. 
 
    This wasn’t what any of the boys were expecting. 
 
    In fact, each of the boys looked up, and they tried it to see these girls as just a bunch of females. Sure, they were pretty or whatever, but they weren’t supposed to really look fierce or intimidating. 
 
    But Greg looked right at Marcia, and he gulped. That nervous swallow ran up and down his throat as she came closer and closer. 
 
    Greg was a good-looking guy and got lots of attention from the girls at school, but he had never seen a woman carry herself like this before. 
 
    Beside him, Peter looked over at Jan. They had fought and argued plenty of times. What siblings hadn’t? But now, his heart kicked faster because he wondered what it would be like to lose a fight with her. What if she slapped him across the face and held him down? 
 
    No, he told himself. That was ridiculous. She was a girl. 
 
    Bobby saw Cindy. She looked cute in her schoolgirl uniform, especially as her pigtails bounced up and down with her every step. 
 
    Finally, Mike looked back at his wife, and he didn’t know what to make of her expression. He nearly choked on his pipe, and his wife smirked for just a moment. 
 
    As he tried to recover his dignity, he called out the girls, “Are you ladies ready to apologize?” 
 
    “We definitely need to talk,” Carol said. “And more.” 
 
    “Are you girls ready to start telling us about the chores you are going to be doing around the house? Cindy, I think you should be responsible for making my lunch and polishing my shoes!” 
 
    Cindy just stuck her tongue out at her stepbrother. 
 
    “Now, now,” Mike said. “There is still a hierarchy in this house. I’m in charge, followed by your stepmother.” 
 
    Greg couldn’t help but smirk. As the eldest, he knew he wouldn’t really be under his stepmother’s authority. He was practically an adult himself, which meant he could override anything she did or said. 
 
    Yeah, it was good to be a man. 
 
    “Well?” Mike asked. “What’s it going to be, Carol? Have you all come down to apologize?” 
 
    “Just so we’re clear,” Carol said, her voice crisp and precise, “what do you think I need to apologize for?” 
 
    “Lounging around, being lazy, wasting your time, and failing to pull your weight,” he said. As he listed off of the alleged infractions, he waited for the color to drain away from her face. And yet, she seemed to just as confident as before. 
 
    “And now, you want to be lazy, correct?” 
 
    “I’m going to relax. I’ve earned it,” he said. 
 
    “No,” she said. “You haven’t.” 
 
    That’s when she walked right over to his chair. 
 
    Mike looked up at her. When he studied the contours of her body, the curves of her face, and the set lines of her lips, he experienced a shiver of intimidation as it ran down his spine. At the same time, he could feel himself get excited. He shaft hardened, but he wouldn’t be humiliated in front of his sons! 
 
    Mike jumped to his feet. Now that he stood taller than Carol, he expected her to back down. 
 
    “Mike,” she began, “You think you’re bigger and stronger. You might be taller than me, but you are a boy, and boys need to be put in their place.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Mike asked. Then, as though his wife couldn’t speak for herself, he looked out at the rest of the family, “What is she talking about?” 
 
    Carol smacked him across the face. Her hand shot up and slapped his cheek. Hard and fast, the movement came and disappeared before he could even process it. Now the echoing sting of her palm reverberated along his cheek. 
 
    Mike stared at her. “What did you just do?” 
 
    “I smacked you,” she said. “It’s time that you got put in your place, Mike. So unless you want me to kick your butt really hard right here and right now, you are going to get on your knees and apologize for being such a chauvinist jerk.” 
 
    His lips parted. He breathed in and out, but he couldn’t really believe anything he had just heard. 
 
    “Have you gone crazy?” he started to ask. 
 
    She slapped him across the face again. 
 
    Like so many other men, Mike needed to believe he was a real fighter. At the very least, he could take on his wife, but she just slapped him a second time, and his eyes actually started to water. 
 
    “Dad, are you going to put up with that?” Greg asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Peter called out. “Put her in her place!” 
 
    “Give her a spanking!” Bobby suggested with a wicked grin. As the youngest, he still remembered how humiliating and demeaning a fierce spanking could be. 
 
    Peter and Greg looked back at Bobby and smiled. Yes, their little brother could be silly sometimes, but all of the boys really liked this idea. 
 
    What would it be like to see their stepmother get spanked in front of everyone? 
 
    “Maybe you should do it,” Greg said, his voice quiet. 
 
    “What you think of that, Carol? You need a spanking?” 
 
    “Try it,” she said. “Fight me.” 
 
    Mike turned away for a second. Just as he did, she slapped him across the face for a third time. 
 
    Again, he hadn’t been fast enough. 
 
    He wanted to believe that if she tried that again, he could grab her wrist, yank her arm back, and make her struggle. He would be able to hold her and manipulate her easily. He was a man, so this should have been simple. 
 
    But she was so fast! Her hand was a blur. And now his cheek glowed a bright shade of red. His boys didn’t say anything about it, but they could almost see the outline of her hand right there on his face. 
 
    “I’m not going to fight a woman,” he said. 
 
    “Is that because you know you’re going to lose?” Carol asked. 
 
    “I’m not going to fight you, Carol. We both know how it would end.” 
 
    “With you down on your knees, begging for forgiveness?” Carol taunted. “Come on, Mike. Show these boys that you are a real man. Or what’s wrong? Are you scared to fight a girl? Is that it? Are you worried a girl is about to beat you up in front of your boys?” 
 
    “No way!” Peter called out. 
 
    “He’s not scared!” Bobby agreed. 
 
    “How about it?” Carol asked. “Can you fight me? Go on. Prove it. Show me you are a real man. Because if you don’t, I’m going to show you who’s boss!” 
 
    She laughed and started to turn away. 
 
    Mike couldn’t take it. A red tint fell over his vision as his fingers tightened into fists, and he really, really needed to put this woman in her place. His wife couldn’t speak to him this way! She had slapped him! 
 
    The gall of it seemed insane, almost impossible to contemplate. But now, he threw himself forward, and he reached out to grab her. 
 
    Carol shocked him. She ducked down through, threw her forearm up, blocked his attack, and came back at him with an uppercut. Her fist jab went right into the base of his stomach. 
 
    At the last moment, he managed to tense his muscles, thereby protecting himself, but he still stumbled back and fell into his chair. 
 
    “Now, girls!” Carol called out. 
 
    Mike jumped back up, and he tried to rush at his wife. He wanted to tackle her, to throw her down onto the floor, and to put his shoe right against her neck. That would show these arrogant females who was in charge! 
 
    She stepped aside, kicked out, and tripped him. 
 
    It was laughably easy, she thought. Carol and her girls had hidden their training, but now she had to wonder if they really needed to have waited so long. 
 
    Five years of training was about to pay off, but maybe they could have revealed themselves sooner. 
 
    Exultation surged through her body as she watched her husband stumble forward. For so long, he had believed himself to be her superior. Mike, like most men, saw themselves as inherently more intelligent and capable than the women in their lives. 
 
    These males had no idea. 
 
    But as he jumped back up onto his feet, turned around, and braced himself with his shoulders down and his arms out, Mike seemed to be getting a good idea of just how competent his wife could be. 
 
    “Last chance,” he grunted at her. “Tell the kids you’re going to behave yourself like a good little wife.” 
 
    “Get over here,” she shot right back. 
 
    Like an angry bull, he raced toward her. 
 
    Bobby jumped up onto his feet, jerked his fist into the air, and called out, “You get her, Dad! Show that bitch who is boss!” 
 
    Cindy popped up onto her feet. “You can’t say that about our mom!” 
 
    “Just try and stop me,” he said. 
 
    She may have been dressed like an innocent little schoolgirl, but she threw herself forward, drew her arm back, and swung out, catching Bobby right in the cheek. Her fist crashed against his face, throwing his head to the side as he spun around and fell back. 
 
    When his vision cleared, Bobby found himself on his back. Cindy was poised above him, only Peter grabbed her and threw Cindy off to the side. The cute blonde hit the wall, but Jan wouldn’t tolerate that kind of behavior. 
 
    She threw herself forward, tackling Peter and knocking him to the floor. Jumping up onto her feet, she pulled her foot back and kicked him hard in the balls. 
 
    He doubled over, so she kicked him again right in the stomach. 
 
    By this point, Bobby jumped back up onto his feet. 
 
    Horrified, Greg could hardly believe what he was seeing. This all seemed so impossible! And yet, these girls were trying to beat up his brothers. 
 
    Greg would stop Jan. 
 
    Before he could intervene, however, Marcia gently tapped him on the shoulder. He spun around. For a second, he believed the eldest girl might be willing to talk sense into the others. Maybe Marcia, always the most beautiful and smartest of the four, would be able to convince them to settle down and behave like real women. 
 
    Instead, she threw an uppercut. She brought it right up into his stomach. 
 
    Eyes bulging, he stumbled back. He exhaled through his teeth, yet his lungs could barely move. The pain washed over him, destroying every thought in his head as the melee continued all around them. 
 
    With another grunt, Mike tried to grab a Carol. In his fantasies, he thought he would be able to grab her by her arms, twisting them behind her back, and hold this woman. Or better yet, he could fling her up onto his shoulder and carry her around. He could be like a Viking, turning this woman into a helpless little plaything, a bobble or a treasure to be owned. 
 
    But when he came for her, she grabbed his arm, spun him, using his momentum against him, and threw the architect up against one of the walls. 
 
    Stunned and dazed, he tried to follow the stars spinning around his peripheral vision. 
 
    Carol wasn’t done with him. She kicked out, bringing her foot up between his legs. She crushed his balls against her shin. 
 
    He stumbled forward, wheezing just like his son. 
 
    By this point, Bobby reached out, and he tried to grab Cindy by her pigtails. He thought he might be able to yank on her hair and throw her against the wall. Yeah, that would show her! 
 
    The youngest boy, however, couldn’t even get close. 
 
    When he reached for her, she ducked to the left, bobbed down, and jumped back up. She slammed her knee into his stomach. She brought her elbow down against his shoulder. 
 
    Pain blossomed through his body as he tried to flail out and grab her. For a moment, it felt like he got his fingers around her wrist, only she twisted her arm out of his grasp and danced away like a ballerina. 
 
    It was Peter who finally got up and looked at the other guys, “How? How are they doing this?” 
 
    It didn’t take a genius to see just how thoroughly the girls were beating up the boys. 
 
    This shouldn’t have been possible! It had to be some kind of bizarre nightmare. 
 
    And yet, the women just grinned. Each one wore a predatory smile as they stepped forward. 
 
    “What? You haven’t figured it out yet?” Carol asked, her voice loaded with condescension. 
 
    “What happened to you?” Mike demanded. He held onto his stomach as he nursed the different throbbing pains pulsating throughout his body. His wife had been brutal with him, beating him up and demonstrating her physical superiority with ease. 
 
    “Haven’t you figured it out yet?” Cindy asked, making it sounds so obvious. 
 
    “No!” Peter said earnestly. 
 
    Jan chuckled, “It should be so obvious, even to a bunch of boys.” 
 
    “How are you doing this?” Peter demanded again. “How?” 
 
    The boy clearly expected some sort of answer. Feeling vindictive, Jan said, “Oh, you ridiculous males.” 
 
    Males? She made them sound like animals. But then, as far as these women were concerned, that is exactly what these boys were. They were dumb animals. They may have been bigger or physically stronger, yet it hardly mattered because they were so dumb. They couldn’t handle the real training these women had mastered, and so they would fail again and again. 
 
    Even though the fight had only lasted a few seconds, the boys could barely stand while the girls moved with feline grace and predatory agility. 
 
    “Tell us the truth,” Greg demanded. 
 
    It was Marcia who grinned and said, “Just think about all the training we have received.” 
 
    He blinked, confused. “Training? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Every Tuesday and Thursday,” replied Carol, giving him a hint. 
 
    “Your ballet classes?” Peter asked. 
 
    “This isn’t ballet,” Mike said darkly. 
 
    “Then what is it?” 
 
    “Self-defense and martial arts,” said Marcia. She looked right at Greg and said, “For the last couple of years, we have been training hard. We’ve been working out and learning exactly how to beat up silly boys just like you.” 
 
    “We aren’t boys,” Mike snarled at his eldest stepdaughter. “We are men, and we will put you down if that’s what it takes.” 
 
    “Really? You couldn’t beat up Mom. In fact, it looked like she was kicking your ass.” 
 
    She brought her hands up rather demurely, giggling as she realized she just used some profanity. 
 
    The boys, however, hardly noticed. 
 
    They had backed up against the wall. They couldn’t admit it, yet their expressions made it quite clear; they were scared. They couldn’t deny the anxiety pulsating within their chests. 
 
    It was Mike who mumbled, “Boys, we have to do this. I know it’s not right to hit girls, but these women need to be put in their place. No mercy.” 
 
    With that, he rushed forward. 
 
    Foolishly, his sons followed suit. 
 
    They ran forward like barbarians determined to ransack a city. 
 
    Unfortunately, the girls were ready for them. 
 
    Carol easily dodged and wove around Mike’s lazy punches. His fist flew forward, down, to the left, then the right. He kept hitting air, which threw him off balance. Even so, she had no problem jumping and dodging out of the way each and every time. 
 
    Usually, he loved the sound of her laughter, only now she giggled at him. “What?, Mike? Is that the best you can do? Come on. I thought you were a fighter. I thought you were a real man. Come on,” she commented. “Show me what you can do! Is that the best you’ve got?” 
 
    He grunted through the effort and tried again and again. 
 
    “Pathetic!” Carol called out. Then she kicked him hard. She slammed her heel up against his gut, knocking the air from his lungs. She didn’t even stop there. She raced forward and slammed her fist into his stomach. Then she jerked her arm back and aimed lower. 
 
    Her knuckles crashed into his balls. She punched him in the crotch once, twice, three times. 
 
    His mouth opened, and he cried out. 
 
    His eyes watered, and he stumbled back. Somehow, he managed to stay up on his feet. 
 
    The sound of her laughter reverberated through his body. 
 
    Next to Carol, Marcia grinned at her brother. 
 
    He was about to run forward with the others, but she decided to have some fun with him. She grabbed the edge of her blouse, lifted it up, and exposed her perfectly shaped breasts. He saw her puckered nipples, the curves of her mounds, and he froze in place. Not only that, his shaft got hard. 
 
    Somewhere deep down, he knew it was wrong. This girl was his stepsister! 
 
    And yet, that desire had always been there. Although he had never been able to admit it or acknowledge it, some part of him always wondered what it would have been like to press his lips to her mouth, to run his fingers along her naked body, to pinch her ass or slide his fingertips down between her legs. 
 
    Now he stared hard. 
 
    She dropped her shirt, he blinked, and he tried to get a grip on himself. 
 
    Unfortunately, Marcia didn’t allow him those precious seconds he needed to regain his footing. She raced forward, jumped down, and stamped her heel on his foot. Bright pain flashed through his body, but this was only an appetizer. 
 
    She slammed her knuckles into his throat. Gasping, he stumbled back. That was just the beginning, however. She brought her knee up into his crotch. 
 
    Again, he cried out. 
 
    Then she retreated back for a moment. 
 
    He tried so hard to remain on his feet. He wobbled from side to side as the others continued to fight. 
 
    “You can stay up if you want,” Marcia said. “I kind of like watching you suffer. It’s adorable. You thought you were this big man. You thought you were unstoppable, didn’t you? But guess what, Greg? You’re going to be a slave. You’re going to be an obedient male who understands his place in the world.” 
 
    He only vaguely heard the words. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t get past of the throbbing agony. It came from his throat. It came from his crotch. 
 
    Next to Mike, Peter and Jan wrestled with one another. He threw himself forward, and his superior weight knocked the middle daughter down onto her back. The carpet cushioned her fall, but then she rolled off onto the side, and she managed to get on top of Peter. Then she shoved his wrists down against the carpet. 
 
    Peter thought he would be able to just shove her away. He should have been able to knock her off. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, this girl was toned and lean with muscle. More importantly, she knew exactly how to hold a boy down, which meant he uselessly pushed up against her wrists and flailed with his legs, but he remained trapped. Pinned like a bug to the floor, he threw his head from side to side. 
 
    “No! You can’t do this!” 
 
    “Tell me you’re nothing but a pathetic boy who needs to be enslaved.” 
 
    “Screw you!” Peter called out. 
 
    That’s when she jumped to her feet. 
 
    Peter started to scramble up himself, only she jumped down. Before he could straighten his back, she let the momentum of her fall carry her down. A moment later, her knee slammed between his legs. 
 
    All of that force sent a tsunami of pain blazing through his body. He cried out, practically screaming, but the other boys didn’t hear any of it. 
 
    A few feet away, Bobby tried to grab Cindy by her pigtails again. 
 
    Those pigtails were so sweet, sleek, and cute. They were supposed to mark her as an infantile girl, someone who never really grew up. She should have been immature, incompetent, and completely incapable. 
 
    But five years of training had given her an excellent edge. Just like her sisters and her mother, she knew exactly how to put this boy in his place. 
 
    He kept swiping at her, trying to grab her. 
 
    At one point, he got his hand on her shoulder, only she pivoted to the side, punched out, and caught him in his forearm. With a gasp of pain, he let go of her. Then she kicked him in the butt. He flew forward. He spun around, rushed at her again, and she jumped up before slamming her elbow down against his shoulder blade. 
 
    This time, he fell hard, and his face crashed into the carpet. 
 
    She put her foot on the back of his skull. 
 
    “You can stay down if you want,” she said playfully. 
 
    “Never!” 
 
    Cindy shrugged and actually let him up. He slapped his hands against the floor, leaped to his feet, and swung out immediately. 
 
    This time, she decided to come at him from the side. She ducked down, easily avoiding his fist. Then she brought her chin up, and she kicked him right in the balls. When her leg slammed into that soft spot between his inner thighs, he howled out. 
 
    He stumbled and fell back. With his heart pounding, he rolled his eyes, and that’s when she decided to slap him once across the face, just as Carol had done with Mike. 
 
    Then she kneed him again. She forced him up against the wall, and she kept kneeing him. With every slamming burst of pain, he cried out and whimpered. He begged for her to stop. Or at least, he tried to, only by this point, he couldn’t get any oxygen into his lungs. 
 
    With a wicked and triumphant grin on her face, Cindy let him fall. 
 
    On the other side of the room, Carol grew tired of playing with her husband. By this point, he had retreated against the wall as well. He had nowhere else to go. She punched out twice, once to the side of his neck, another blow to his throat. 
 
    Then she launched three quick uppercuts in quick succession. Her fist slammed into his groin again and again and again. 
 
    His lips formed an O of surprise because he still couldn’t comprehend how this woman had controlled him and beat him down so easily. 
 
    Then she let him collapse to the floor. He fell to his knees. 
 
    He tried to say something. 
 
    Carol grabbed at this man by his hair, jerked his head up, and demanded, “What? What was that?” 
 
    “We surrender,” he mouthed. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t shape any real words. 
 
    “Then fall down,” she said, and he obliged, dropping to his stomach. Face down, he felt his wife place her foot on the back of his neck. All around the rest of the room, Marcia, Jan, and Cindy did the same. 
 
    “Do you think the boys have learned their lesson?” Carol asked. 
 
    “Not quite yet,” Marcia said. 
 
    “I agree,” Carol replied. “Cindy. Go get the rope.” 
 
    “Sure thing, Mom!” 
 
    The youngest daughter pulled her foot away from Bobby’s head, but he didn’t dare get up or move. If he had been older and angrier, then maybe he would have summoned the bravery to try to take on one of the other women. But with his body throbbing, he stayed down like a well-trained animal. 
 
    Cindy came back a minute later with the rope. “Boys up,” Carol added. Then she glanced over at her daughters. “Just for fun, get naked.” 
 
    Before the fight, these boys would have balked at in order like this. Now they knew they had no choice. 
 
    They stripped off their shirts, their shoes and socks, their pants, belt and boxers. Soon, they were naked, and Cindy started to tie them up. While Marsha held one end of the rope, Cindy skipped around them with her pigtails swinging and the hem of her skirt bouncing up and down with every stride. 
 
    Within a minute, the men were all tied together. 
 
    Carol allowed Mike and his boys to remain standing. 
 
    By this point, he had caught his breath and tried to negotiate. “Okay,” he said. “Okay. I will hire the housekeeper again.” 
 
    Carol put her hands on her hips and snorted, “Really? You still think that’s what this is about?” 
 
    Confused, he just stared at his wife. 
 
    Carol leaned forward and looked right into his eyes. Their noses almost touched as she explained, “You silly, stupid man. You still don’t understand what’s happening do you? All across the world, women are fighting for independence and liberation. But did you think we would stop at equality?” She threw her head back and laughed. “No,” she told him. “We are fighting for supremacy. All across the globe, women are going to take over. We will assert ourselves in business, medicine, education, government, everywhere. And you know what the men are going to become?” She purred just one word, “Slaves!” 
 
    As if on cue, the girls stood right in front of the boys. Then they grabbed them, kicked them as hard as they could in the balls, and watched as the boys fell like dominoes. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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    Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email. 
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