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The Slave of the House

As Tony pushed the lawnmower across the yard, he didn't look reluctant. In fact, he secretly hoped any one of his neighbors might decide to stop by to talk. After all, the sun was setting, and the yard was almost done. He only had a few more patches to take care of before he had to go back inside. He was taking his time, meticulously working every inch of the yard. For a long time, mowing the lawn had been a chore. It was just one more thing that he, as an adult and homeowner, needed to take care of.

Only now, he stopped, lifted his arm to his forehead, and wiped away some of the sweat with his sleeve. Then he glanced over his shoulder, and he saw the steps and doorway, so something inside of him tightened.

When they first moved in, he thought of this place as his castle.

What had it become now?

His prison.

Tony came to that conclusion far, far too quickly. The idea felt automatic and utterly inescapable.

He locked his teeth together, and he indulged in a stupid fantasy. Even as he dipped his head down and closed his eyes, Tony understood the foolishness. He thought he could go to his daughter first. He’d confront Jordan; he would look into her eyes, and he’d lift his finger and wag it at her like she was some little girl while he said, "This nonsense stops here and now. I am your father, and you will respect me! You will do what I say from now on. I am the head of this household. I am the man of this house!" He itched so badly to say those words.

But then, even if his fantasy, the reality of his situation crashed down on him. Some images weren’t simply implausible. They couldn't happen. They couldn't exist in the world as he knew it. Besides, he could still feel the bruises and abrasions along his back, between his shoulders, and especially along the curves of his ass. He tried to fantasize about putting the women in their place, yet it was all too easy to imagine Jordan laughing at him, grabbing him by his finger, yanking hard, and shoving him up against the wall. In that daymare, she could yank down his pants and pull out a whip, a crop, or a spiked paddle. He could imagine the leather handle, the curves, and the edges…

And then she’d slam it down against his skin. Somehow, this girl could keep him frozen there, locked in place by fear. If she didn't punish him, then his wife would.

Caroline.

When he first saw her, he thought that woman was practically angelic. But then, he hadn't known the real version of his wife.

Forcing himself back to reality, he glanced upward. The sun was setting, and he knew he needed to go back inside. His heart started beating faster. Adrenaline pulsed along his veins, and he wondered if he could really do it. He wondered if he would be brave enough.

He had no choice.

If he tried to stay out here, they’d come for him, and then there’d be consequences.

Still, he could wait just a little while longer…

"Hi, Daddy," came a voice.

Lost in his thoughts, he hadn't noticed as Jordan snuck outside, down the steps, and right up behind her father. And now, she was on her tip toes as she playfully uttered those words into his ear.

He pushed the lawnmower forward, spun around, and looked back at her.

"Jordan," he said, gasping her name.

"I was thinking you and I could play catch," she said. Sure enough, she had a tennis ball in her hand. She tossed it up into the air, only to catch it a second later.

"Catch?"

"That's right," she said. "Do you want to play with me?" Even as she spoke, they both knew the truth, of course. Jordan was the one who would play with Tony. She could torment him and tease him however she wanted, and there would be nothing he could do to resist. At some point, he had been the adult in their relationship. He had been the man, and he had been able to assert his will. It had been his responsibility to discipline her, only all of that had gone away now.

He swallowed, and he glanced back at the house again.

Out here, he could at least pretend.

At the same time, however, Tony wasn't a fool.

"Come on," she said, tossing her hair back and laughing. "What do you say?"

When she’d been a little girl, they played out on the front yard all the time. But now, Jordan was older—a young adult. He found himself staring back at her. He didn't know how to respond to something like this. "Let's do it?"

"Good boy," she purred. In that moment, her eyes narrowed, and she smiled again, only this time, she seemed to reveal her teeth. Before he could try to figure out what any of this meant, she turned around, strode over to the other side of the yard, tossed the ball up into the air and snatched it again. From there, she cocked her arm back, and she threw the ball toward him.

The tennis ball sailed through the air, and he caught it easily.

"Nicely done!" Jordan called out to him.

He still stared back at her. He didn't understand. Only then, a possibility occurred to him. He didn't know if this could actually be happening, but maybe she had changed her mind…?

He remembered seeing the glee on her face as she punished him. He had watched as his son, Connor, had been utterly humiliated in front of Jordan, Caroline, and Liz. But maybe this girl had an attack of conscience? Maybe everything had changed? It seemed possible.

Right?

Distracted as he considered the different possibilities, Tony threw the ball back to her. It went long, and it bounced along the grass before hitting the sidewalk. It rolled a few more feet, and she called out, "Go get it!" It sounded like the kind of command an owner might issue to a dog. Tony moved automatically, jogging down along the grass until he made it over to the cars. He spotted the ball, snatched it up, and turned back toward his daughter. Jordan laughed, "Go get back into position!"

She had been closer to the ball, but she had given him the order, and he had obeyed.

"By the way, that's one!"

"One?" Tony called back to her without really understanding. "One what?"

"One," she repeated. Jordan didn't tell him what she meant.

He still had the ball. He was back in place now, so he cocked his arm into the air, and he launched it forward again. The ball shot up into the sky, only to land right between her hands. She grabbed it, grinned, and said, "Not bad!" Then she threw him the ball. Her throw was off. It was just a little bit too weak. The tennis ball arced through the air, only to land hard against in the grass a few feet in front of him. He tried to grab it, but he missed.

"Two!" Jordan flashed two fingers for him as though he may not have understood.

Technically, he didn't.

He threw the ball. She caught it. They went back and forth like this. Three. Four. Five. Six. Whenever he made a mistake, she added to the tally.

And then the ball landed just a few feet away from her. That's when she called out to him. "Come get it!"

Again, he hated that humiliating command. At the same time, he was trying to figure out what she had in mind. What was all of this about?

Tony jogged forward and grabbed the ball. Even though it was only a few feet away from her, he still held it out to her. She grabbed him by the collar of his shirt, and she forced him up onto his feet. "Seven. If we hit ten before we go inside, you're going to be in trouble."

"What, what’re you talking about?"

Jordan cocked her head to the side. She flashed a seemingly innocent smile. "Really? You can't figure it out? Think about it. How could I punish you? How could I make you scream?"

They were out in public, and the color drained away from his face as he stared back at her. He remembered holding her when she was a baby, squeezing her when she was little, telling her bedtime stories and doing his best convince her that monsters weren't real. Only now, he peered into her eyes, and he could no longer believe that last part.

Tony didn't say anything. In that moment, he forgot how to speak. His lungs tightened, his stomach clenched, and he stared right back at her. "If you want, I can make sure Mom watches. Is that what you want, Daddy?"

His insides twisted. He pushed his fingertips down against the palms of his hands, and he opened his mouth. "Or if you want, I can call Liz to see if she can bring Connor around. There’s something she wants to try with you. Maybe we can have fun with both of you boys?" She grinned at him before she reached down into the pocket on her dress. She casually pulled out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter.

Instantly, his expression hardened. He couldn't help it. Now fear and anger mixed together. More than that, he wished he could chastise her. She longed to tell this girl that smoking was such a filthy habit and he wouldn't tolerate it.

Only there was a problem. What he was "willing to tolerate" had become utterly irrelevant. The women of this house made the decisions. That was how this new home order worked. He had been the man of the house. Now he was the slave of the house. As such, he had to accept that this girl could make her own decisions.

"That's another one," Jordan told him.

"What?"

"I can see you judging me," she told him.

"I know, but…"

"What? You thought you could just make whatever expression you wanted without any repercussions? Come on. We’re just playing game. Do a good job, or I might have to make you scream. I mean, you don't want to cry in front of your little girl again—do you? Doesn't that just make you feel completely pathetic?" As she spoke, she lit her cigarette, and she relaxed. In the orange light of the setting sun, this girl looked so sweet and demure. She seemed almost innocent.

Tony could almost forget about everything else that happened.

He shut his eyes, and he remembered seeing that girl at the different phases of her life and what kind of relationship they used to have. “You’re making me wait,” she called out to him.  She didn’t shout.  She hardly raised her voice at all, yet those words flew across the air, hit his eardrums, and inspired that next jolt of fear.

When he looked back at her, he saw that girl, but she wasn’t sweet, innocent, kind, or compassionate.  Rather, she was watching him, and she was waiting for him to mess up.

Tony opened his mouth.  He wanted and needed to say something.  Still, he couldn’t do it.  He already understood what would happen if he tried to address that girl in any way she might not like.  She could go to her mother.  Or worse, she could punish him herself.

“Let’s just add that the list, shall we?”

His just tightened, his shoulders locked, and yet Tony still forced himself to move his arm.  He threw the ball again.  She caught it.  They tossed it across the yard again and again.  He concentrated hard.  Not only that, he made sure he didn’t miss as they “played”.

Only then, he watched the ball soar into the air, and it was a perfect throw.  This should have worked beautifully, only Jordan let the tennis ball fly through the air and land at her feet.  “That wasn’t very good,” she said.

“What’re you talking about?  That was a great throw!”

“Are you contradicting me?”

Instantly, Tony recognized his mistake.

Jordan strode across the yard.  She had left the tennis ball on the grass, yet she still held her cigarette as it glowed that bright shade of beautiful orange.

She walked right up to him, and she took a long and slow breath.  She inhaled from the cigarette, and he watched helplessly—like always.  She relaxed.  He hated this.

Before Caroline had changed everything, Tony would have been able to punish this girl for her bad behavior.  Smoking was disgusting!  It was a terrible and awful habit, so he had an obligation to break her of it.

Only right then and there, he knew he couldn’t do it.  His wife outranked him.  His daughter outranked him too.  In this family, there was a new hierarchy, and he was at the very bottom of it.

He wasn’t the man of the house; he had become the slave instead.

Tightening her pretty mouth into a narrow slit, she inclined her head and exhaled, sending a thin jet of silvery smoke out onto the air and right into his face.

His lungs spasmed, and he was coughing.  He couldn’t help it! “Get down on your knees and apologize for messing up,” she ordered.

“Jordan…” Tony breathed out.  He looked down first, and then he dragged his gaze back up to her beautiful face.  Like this was some secret or something she may have missed, he whispered, “We’re outside.  Our neighbors can see all of this.”

For her part, Jordan kept that cigarette lit and dangling between her lips now.  She had her hands on her hips, and she glanced around.  She let her eyes sweep across the other houses and yards, along the cars and the road between the two sidewalks.

“So what?”

So what?  It was such a simple question, yet it seemed to reverberate between his ears.  Hot shame burned across his face.

Again and again, he envisioned those scenarios where he would be bold enough and brave enough and aggressive enough to retake control.  He was an adult, and this girl would yield to him!

Only she wouldn’t.

Every drop of gravitas and respect he had once wielded so casually had been stripped away.  “Get down on your knees,” she ordered again.  “Now!” She raised her voice.  She practically shouted!

The fury and ferocity of those words broke him.  He dropped down onto his knees, falling before her. He did this in public, on their law, and in full view of anyone who happened to look.

“Good,” she said. “Now stick out your tongue.”

He obeyed.

“You know, that’s still not good enough,” she commented, making the decision easily.  “You still have to beg.  Beg for forgiveness.  Tell me you messed up.  Tell me you’re sorry.”

He couldn’t do it, he thought.  He wouldn’t!

But even as that thought pulsed in the meat his brain, Tony could feel something crack.  His defiance, his ideals, and his beliefs all started to break apart under her watchful gaze.  She smirked, she enjoyed herself, and she knew what would happen.

His pulse sped; every half second brought another boom against his skull as he stared up at her.  In so many ways, she had become his superior.  He didn’t want to believe it.  He didn’t want to accept it.  That denial still rippled behind his eyes.

“I’m sorry,” he said.  As he spoke, he silently fumed.  Hot rage pulsated along his body.  He was supposed to be better than this!  But he wasn’t.  He was a plaything for this girl.  His wife had transformed him.  She had changed everything within their relationship.  In this house, the rules were simple.  The hierarchy was clear.  He kept coming back to his diminished status.

He had been demoted.

He wasn’t the man of the house.  He was the slave of the house.

Tony didn’t know how to escape that reality.  He didn’t know how to fight back or win!

“I’m so sorry. I’m sorry I messed up.  I made a mistake.  Please, can you forgive me?  I’m sorry I screwed up!”

“Tongue out,” she ordered casually.

“Please…”

“Tongue out,” she commanded again, yet now her gaze hardened as she looked down at her father.

Reluctantly, he obeyed.  He stuck out his tongue, and she took her cigarette.  She held up in front of him.  First, she lowered her wrist, and she tapped the tip.  Little flakes and ash fell down along his tongue.  Hot pain sizzled up into the back of his throat.

“Good,” she said next.  That’s when she pushed the tip of the cigarette down against his tongue.  She put it out.  He heard a hissing sound, and he thought it was the embers going out.  It wasn’t.  It was his cry of pain as his daughter laughed.

“I forgive you for screwing up,” she said.  Then she tossed the spent cigarette down onto the grass.  As he looked up at her, he tried to let his vision clear.  Tears had clouded his sight; he needed to get himself under control.  He didn’t.  He couldn’t.

That beautiful girl grinned at him, “I know.  I know.  You used to be this big, strong man, and you thought you could get away with whatever you wanted.  Can you?  Can you get away with whatever you want?”

“No,” he said.

“No,” she agreed with a chirp.  “That’s why you’re going to crawl over to the tennis ball, and you’re going to pick it up in your mouth.  You’re going to bring it back to me.”

“You…you’re joking,” he protested.

Jordan smacked him hard across the face.  She used her open palm, and she struck his left cheek.

His vision blurred again.  He couldn’t help it.  He didn’t know how to deal with that kind of stinging.

If another guy had dared strike him, Tony would have jumped up onto his feet and started throwing punches.

But with this girl, he couldn’t.  He couldn’t even envision that kind of scenario.  Instead, this girl had control.  She wielded the power and authority here.

“Go do it,” she ordered.

His heart kicked even faster now.  The blood pulsed in his ears as he threw himself forward.  He had only mowed this lawn a little while ago.  The grass felt sharp against his knuckles as he crawled.

A car drove by.

Was it one of his neighbors?  Did that driver see him?  Did they notice him?

Maybe.  Maybe not.

He approached the tennis ball.

He wanted to pick it up.

Tony glanced back over his shoulder at his daughter.

Jordan smirked.  She had her hands on her hips as she watched him.  More than that, she studied him with perfect confidence because she knew exactly what was going to happen.

She knows I’m going to break.  She knows she can do whatever she wants with me, and I can’t stop her.  As that realization hit him, Tony dipped his head down, and he opened his mouth.  He tried to grab the ball between his lips.  They weren’t strong enough.  He had to bite down.  He could feel that fuzz along his tongue now.  The texture aggravated the burn from before.  Doing his best to ignore the discomfort, Tony turned around.

“Over here,” she said, snapping her fingers and pointing to a spot right in front of her.  Then she laughed.  “This is a little bit like playing catch, don’t you think?”

He scurried poured her.

When he arrived at her feet, he dropped the ball in front of her.  He was still down on his hands and knees.

“You can get up,” she said.

His brows tightened, especially because he just realized that he had actually been waiting for permission. New waves of shame and fury pumped into him. This girl wasn’t supposed to outrank him!

…But she did…

“Let’s go inside for your punishment, shall we?”

“Strip,” she said once they came back into the living room.

Tony didn’t obey right away.  Instead, he turned back to her.  He knew this was futile.  He had tried before.  And yet, he couldn’t resist the temptation.

It was foolish.  It was silly.  It was ridiculous.

Both Jordan and Caroline had demonstrated their capacity for cruelty.  Both of these women knew what they wanted from the slave of the house.  Still, his heart kicked faster, and he looked back at her.

“Please,” he said.  “Please, Jordan.  Please, you don’t have to do this.”

She seemed to enjoy those first couple of words, only then she heard what else he intended to say.  After just a couple of seconds, Jordan recognized that this was going to be another plea for mercy.

She struck him across the face, backhanding him hard.  His head jerked to the side while his cheek simmered with red heat.  “This isn’t about what I have to do.  This is about what I want to do.”

He knew that was true.

Even so, he still turned back and faced her.  He searched for some sign of regret or remorse.  He searched for some element to show him that she didn’t really crave this.  He had to believe that she was still his little girl.

As he searched for those signs, she slapped him again, even harder this time.

At this point, his knees buckled.

He collapsed to the floor, his head bowed down, his vision blurring all over again.

“You know, I was thinking about something.  I found an interesting item.  Tell me, Tony.  Do you think the universe provides?”

Tony lifted his head.  He hated it when his daughter smoked.  He hated that just as much when she used his first name.  It was disrespectful.

At some other place for time, Tony probably would have started laughing over the concept.  Seriously, this girl wanted to punish and enslave him, yet he still worried about how she addressed him?

Still, that gnawing annoyance refused to go away.

“I don’t understand,” he said.

“Okay then,” she replied.  “Let me show you.  Strip.  When I come back, I expect you to be naked and on your knees with your hands behind your back.”

Jordan turned around and strolled away.

For one or two or three seconds, Tony didn’t move.  Reluctantly, he stayed right there as he tried to figure out what he might do or say.  He tried to come up with a plan, just as he often did.

At some point, those instincts would fade, he knew.  There would come a moment when he broke completely.

He had felt it before, these instances here or there where the women of the house made him cry or scream or whimper or beg, and he really meant every syllable of it.  He understood his own inferiority.

But right then and there, Tony still hoped for something better.

Despite his reluctance, he began to strip. He pulled off his shirt, his pants, shoes and socks.  He stripped down one layer after another until he was naked.

He kneeled there, stripped bare.

And then Jordan reappeared.

“Hello,” she said with that vicious smile on her face.  “I found something.” That’s when she lifted up the antenna before she telescoped it out, pulling one tip and extending the metallic rod.

“What are you going to do with that?” Tony had to ask.

“Don’t be stupid,” she shot back.  Then she looked around the room, and she made her decision.  “Stand up, put your hands on the wall, and get ready.”

“You don’t have to do this,” he started to say even as he complied.  He rose to his feet, and he started walking.

In that moment, he felt the strange push and pull of obedience and fear.  Part of him knew that he had to do exactly what she expected.  If he didn’t, he’d regret it because she would make it hurt even worse.  At the same time, he had to delay the inevitable for as long as possible…

Within just a few more heartbeats, however, Tony found himself in position.

He hated this.  He hated everything about it.

Still, he had no choice.  Exposed and powerless, he leaned forward, he spread his fingers, and he pushed his palms against the wall.

Then she sauntered up behind him, and she said, “I know we have punished you before, but this is different.  I think the universe sent this to me.  I found it on my way home the other day.  I saw it glinting on the ground, and I just knew it would be perfect for you.”

“Don’t do this,” he said.

“Why not?”

Tony blinked, suddenly uncertain.  In truth, he didn’t know what to say.  Was she actually willing to listen to him now?  He doubted it.  And yet, he still had to cling to that little hint of hope.  There was that sprout of possibility deep within his psyche.  He could feel it blossom as he spoke, “Jordan, please.  I am your father.  You have to respect me.  Deep down, you know this is wrong!  You know this is—”

THWACK!

Her father heard that sound an instant before she swung her hand down while holding onto the extended antenna.  It struck hard against his skin, leaving this bright red line.

“What was that?” Jordan asked.  “Did you say something?”

Bristling, he couldn’t believe it.

Tony wished he could spin around, glare at her, loom over her, intimidate her, and take control.  More than anything else, he ached to show this girl that he was in charge.  He was still the man of the house!

But there was a problem.  No, he wasn’t.  He wasn’t the man of the house.  He had become something else.

That phrase echoed inside of his head.  He didn’t even remember if either of the women who controlled him had used it.  Maybe he came up with it all on his own.  He didn’t know which possibility would be better or reassuring.

The slave of the house.

That was who he had become.  That was what they turned him into!

Despite his longings, Tony couldn’t turn around.  He couldn’t face that vicious girl.

“Don’t do this,” he said into the wall.  “Please, you can’t!”

“That’s a very interesting theory,” she told him.  “Let’s test it!” The sounds of her laughter reverberated across the air right before she swung down hard once, twice, three times.  She struck his right butt cheek, then his left.  She left the crisscrossing patterns.  At the same time, he locked his teeth together.  With his eyes clenched shut, he tried to hide from the tears.  He wouldn’t allow himself to succumb.  He wouldn’t break!

He was better than this.

“Can I?” Jordan asked.

He didn’t understand.

She struck three more times.

He hissed again, making that animalistic noise like some trapped beast.

“Let me answer that for you,” she said playfully.  “Yes.  I can.” Before Caroline had revealed her true self, Jordan never, ever would have dared to address her father like this.  Only now, he didn’t have any choice.  He couldn’t fight back against a girl like Jordan.

Most of all, they both knew it.  He was helpless.

“You can,” he breathed out.  At the same time, he hoped she might stop.

She didn’t!

“Let’s see how long it takes before my arm gets tired,” she said, chortling.  That playful, almost innocent sound darted across the air.  He could barely hear it, however.

His daughter struck again and again with one rapid blow and swipe after another.  She didn’t stop at three blows.  Instead, she kept going again and again, harder and faster.  He couldn’t see her face.  With his eyes shut and his hands locked against the wall, Tony couldn’t see anything at all.  And yet, it was so easy to imagine her wicked smile, the cruel glinted her eyes, and her lips parted as she laughed.

He cried out.  He screamed.

He still couldn’t help it.  Maybe he maintained a sum been veneer of stoic detachment for those first couple of strikes.  But now, he screamed.

“What are you doing?” came another voice.

Caroline.

A few minutes before this, Caroline had been in her bedroom.  At one point, she had had shared with her husband.  Most of the time, she commanded him to other sleeping spots.  That might mean sleeping on the cold, kitchen tiles, out in the living room, or in the garage if she felt especially mean.  Occasionally, she ordered him into the bedroom.  There were moments when she liked to bend him over the bed and fuck him hard with her favorite strap-on while she explained how their dynamic snow worked.

Caroline loved those lessons!

There was something so perfect and alluring about training this boy.

She could teach him the truth.  At the same time, she reveled in her newfound authority.

She only had one regret, of course; Caroline had waited far too long.  Those urges had been there, of course.  She had fantasized about different dynamics where she would be able to own her husband.

Not only that, she wanted to think of him as more than some beloved pet.  Rather, he could become a genuine plaything, a chew toy for her to use and punish and break whenever she saw fit.

Out in the wider world, Caroline had to behave herself.  There were certain expectations and norms she always had to follow.  Fine.  Whatever.

But here, at home, she could break every single one of those rules.  She could make him scream!

She had been reading a book when she first heard his shout of dismay.

“Jordan,” Caroline said with mock surprise.

At first, she intended to let her daughter have her fun with her father.  There was nothing wrong with that.

Initially, Caroline had wondered whether or not Jordan would really be able to handle the mantle of responsibility.  But over the last few weeks and months, she had done a remarkable job.  Working together, they had shown one another what they could do.  Along the way, they made Tony scream until his voice became raw and hoarse.

But for now, she opted to read her book.  She had her tablet on her lap, her knees up, and she touched the screen as she tried to focus on the heroine of her story.

Despite her best efforts, she couldn’t really concentrate.  Instead, Caroline found her mind wandering.  It didn’t help that she kept hearing the cries coming from the living room.

She leaned over, grabbed some of her favorite toys off of the nightstand, and set her tablet aside.

When she came into the living room, Caroline placed her hands on her hips and asked, “What’re you doing?”

“Look at what I found,” Jordan answered, practically trilling from one syllable to the next as she held out the extended antenna.  “I really like using it!”

“You found this?” Caroline said.  Then she shook her head and smiled.  “You know, I already have several others.”

“But this one is different,” Jordan pointed out.  Right then and there, she definitely sounded a lot younger, sweeter, and even more innocent than usual.

“Oh?” Caroline asked.

“Totally,” Jordan replied.  “I mean, this one just came to me.  I think that has some meaning.  You know?” She dropped her head down.  “Or am I just being silly?”

“If it feels special to you, then it’s special,” Caroline said.  “So do you want to show me?”

“I can’t take much more,” Tony protested.  His breathing came in one sharp gasp after another.  Not only that, his face was flushed.  Best of all, Caroline saw the red lines along his back and buttocks.  Clearly, his daughter had worked hard to put him in the proper frame of mind.

As far as Caroline was concerned, that was amazing.  There was something so incredible about seeing this girl punish her father.

“You know, Tony,” Caroline began.  “I don’t think you give yourself enough credit.  I think there’s a lot you can take.  I mean, you’ll pass out eventually.  But that might take hours.”

“Hours?” Tony squeaked.  Normally, his voice was so deep, powerful, and resonant.  When he asked that question, however, he sounded truly frightened.

Caroline loved it!

“Hours,” she repeated.  “But maybe if you do a very good job, you’ll be able to satisfy us beforehand.  I mean, we tried, don’t you think?”

Caroline not it over to her daughter.

Jordan didn’t wait for her father to acknowledge anything that had been said.  In that moment, he probably viewed this as some kind of debate or discussion.  It wasn’t.

Caroline swung down once, twice, three times, then four and five and six.  With each blow, he hissed or gasped or shouted.  His arms weren’t actually shackled to the wall, but he still cried out, gasping and almost sobbing.  And now, the tears started to run down his face.

“Tell us what you’re learning,” she ordered.

Right away, he knew what she meant.

“I’m learning to obey.  I’m learning about my own inferiority,” he began.

Apparently, that wasn’t good enough.

His daughter struck again.

“I’m learning that I have to obey because you’re better than me.  You’re better than me and stronger than me.  You know what you’re doing, and I have to do whatever you say.”

“What are you?”

“I’m the slave of the house,” he told her.

“Yes, you are,” she said.  She looked down at her dress.  She lifted up her skirt and yanked down her panties before dropping them to the floor.

“Service me,” she demanded. “Jordan, do you feel like having some fun?”

“I do,” she said, her eyes shining.  With that wild smile on her face, it was obvious she could do this.

“No,” he said, breathing out the word.  “No.  Please.  Don’t.  Please, you can’t.”

“You don’t even know what we have in mind yet,” Caroline purred.

“Please,” he said again, straining out that single word.

She walked over to the couch, sat down, and then she beckoned him, “Get over here, boy.”

Tony hesitated.  He couldn’t help it.  He knew this was a mistake.  He knew he would regret it.  Even so, he waited.  As the hot shame burned deep within his body, he finally turned around, and he saw his wife seated there.  She had spread her legs and leaned back.  Not only that, she had a pack of cigarettes in one hand, a lighter in the other.

Gently this time, Jordan touched his backside with the antenna.  Naked, he strode forward with as much dignity as he could muster.

It wasn’t much.

It wasn’t anywhere near enough.

And now, Jordan shoved him down onto his knees right in front of her mother.

“You know what to do,” Caroline said.

She wouldn’t give him another command; she wouldn’t make it easy for him.

He leaned forward.  He slid his head between her legs and up along the underside of her skirt.

“Pleasure or pain?” Alice’s asked him.

When he didn’t respond fast enough, she slid her hand down into his hair, took a solid grip, and yanked.  She forced him to look up along the curves of her knees and past her thighs, toward her breasts and then her face.  Eyes wide, he didn’t know how to respond.  He didn’t know how to answer or what this woman expected.  Most of all, he knew he couldn’t mess it up.  He couldn’t make a mistake.

“Pleasure or pain?” Caroline after again with that sly smile.

“Pleasure?” Tony said without any real certainty in his voice.

“Jordan, would you like to peg your father?”

“Absolutely!”

“What?  No!” Tony roared back.  He tried to turn around and to look back at his daughter, only that wasn’t a possibility, not while Caroline maintained that firm, unyielding grip.

“Yes,” his wife told him.

Behind him, Jordan grabbed the bag her mother had brought out from her bedroom.  She quickly opened it, and she pulled off her jeans and panties to replace them with the harness and dildo.

Within a minute, she was ready.

“Look at her,” Caroline said.

Tentatively, he turned around.  He saw his daughter.  She still had on her cute t-shirt, only now he saw the black leather and the matching curves of the fake phallus.  The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he looked back at her.  “Please.  Please, don’t do this.  Please, you can’t!”

Jordan giggled, “We both know I can!”

That much was obvious.  In this household, there was one rule: the women could do whatever they liked.

“You know, I think your father might need another explanation.  You want to tell him how things work while he serves?”

Caroline grabbed him by the hair again.  She pulled him between her legs, and suddenly there was just the dark and shadowed spot underneath her skirt.  At the same time, he breathed in, so he soaked in the aroma of her desire.  He knew what was going to happen.

More than that, he knew he had no choice.

He heard the lighter.  He could imagine the spark and the flame and the first traces of smoke hitting the air.

His wife lit up, and she took a long and slow drag on her cigarette.

He licked just once, his tongue gliding along her dampened sex.  By now, the arousal had pumped through her body.  She was ready.  She wanted this.  She needed it.

Fortunately for her, he had no choice.

Caroline held him in place for the first few seconds, maybe a couple of minutes.  He licked frantically.  At the same time, he understood that this was his only hope.  If he messed it up, then the punishment could get so much more severe.

Right as that idea crossed his mind, Jordan went back to work. She held the antenna again.  “Women are better than men,” said his daughter, lecturing him.  “Women are better than men and we deserve to rule.  You’re a boy, so you will serve.  You will do as you’re told.  Yes, you will.  Because if you don’t, if you mess up, we’ll break you.  We will shatter you!”

His daughter swung down hard as she poured her strength into her shoulder.

He didn't want to believe it as one jolt of pain after another rocketed along his nerves.  She swiped again and again, crisscrossing his ass with that metal strip. She made it sting; she made it burn.

Eyes wet, he kept whimpering.  He wanted to cry out, to scream.

He couldn’t.  Those sounds may have vibrated from deep within his chest or down at the base of his throat, but that was still the best he could do, and they all knew it.

In the meantime, he kept licking. He swiped his tongue up and down his wife’s pussy the like a good and obedient slave.  He worshipped her body, serving her.  He worked so hard to satisfy her.

Even so, it wasn’t enough.

Caroline pulled him back.  His lips were wet with her juices, and then she leaned down, and she kissed him.  She pushed her mouth to his, and she locked her lips around his.

He didn’t understand.  At first, he could barely taste the ash.  But then, she exhaled into his mouth, and the smoke shot up against the roof of his mouth and down to the back of his throat.  He was gasping and coughing.  He was trying so hard to breathe, but the burning sensations refused to abate.

She pulled back.

“Good,” she said with a smirk.

Then she grabbed him again, and she pushed him right back down into position.

Caroline knew what she desired, so he was obliged to give it.  Again, he started serving her.

When she pushed him into place, he didn’t try to argue or fight.  He already knew it would be worthless.  He wouldn’t be able to win, not against this woman.

His tongue darted and lapped at her sex.

Within a few more seconds, he settled into this easy rhythm of dedication and service, and he started to hope he would be able to perform well enough.  If he did a good job, then maybe they’d stop.  Maybe they would let him go for just a little while.  He didn’t care if he had to crawl back into the kitchen.  It would be better than this!

And yet, Tony couldn’t really control the outcome of what happened here.  This wasn’t a meritocracy.  It wasn’t a question of his behavior, good or otherwise.  If he did a good job, they punished him and worked on breaking him.  If he did a bad job, they tried twice as hard, but he might scream just as loud.

That’s why Jordan came up behind him.

This time, she didn’t use the antenna.

“You wanted pleasure,” she told him, laughing.  That’s when she shoved into him.  There was that toy, and it pushed against the walls of his opening. She forced his cheeks to separate when he took her fake cock.

No, no, no, no, Tony told himself.  He tried to cling to that denial.  He did his best to hold onto it with every iota of strength he possessed.

Despite his best efforts, he failed.  After all, Tony couldn’t ignore the reality of his situation.

He kept licking his wife’s pussy as his little girl fucked him from behind. She pumped her dildo deep into his body.  In the dark, his eyes opened wide.

He still had the taste of ash and burning cigarette and smoke simmering along his tongue.  There was still that burn.  There was also the flavor of Caroline’s excitement.

All of this warped him; all of it made him vulnerable and valuable.

“What are you?” Jordan asked as she pushed forward, only to drop back.  She pumped into him again and again, thrusting hard and fast as she took what she wanted.

He couldn’t argue. He couldn’t resist.  He couldn’t fight back!

There would be no rebellion, not from this boy.

Braced on all fours, he served his superiors.

“You’re a slave, Tony.  You’re a slave, and you’ll do as you’re told.  We have you.  We own you.  We’re keeping you!”

Instinctively, he knew what that meant: no escape.

These women proved it.

Jordan pumped him, thrusting hard and fast.  She jerked her hips forward, only to drop back over and over again.  With every movement and motion, she showed this boy who he was and where he belonged.

At the same time, her promises kept drilling into his psyche.  He couldn’t escape that truth.  “You’re property! You belong to us! Women rule and boys like you serve and lick and get fucked!” she cried out those words, one after another.  He wished he could argue.  He wanted to snap back with some sharp retort.

And yet, he couldn’t.  He wasn’t bold enough or brave enough.  In that moment, he kept serving his wife instead.  He licked and lapped at her pussy with something close to eager abandon.  Perhaps he was trying to forget about what else was happening to him.  If so, it didn’t work.

The dildo rushed into him, one quick movement after another that made him shiver and shake with that mixture of pain and shame.

Caroline finally finished.  The excitement overwhelmed her, and she screamed out with those sounds reverberating against the walls.  They ricocheted off the floor and vibrated through his body.  Even as he suffered, he had to acknowledge how good this was for her.

Even then, he also understood that he didn’t actually get to control what happened.

Apparently, one orgasm was enough for her this time.  She grabbed him by the hair again, and then she looked down into his eyes.  “Well.  You wanted pleasure.  So I think you deserve some.  Or maybe you deserve some pleasure and pain at the same time.  Get on your hands and knees.”

“What?  Why?”

With her cigarette in hand, Caroline took another slow breath.  She relaxed and enjoyed it.  Then she handed it off to Jordan.  Our daughter took the cigarette and enjoyed her own pull before giving it back.

Caroline smirked.  “You know why.  We gave you an order.”

Despite his reticence, Tony obeyed by getting into position down on all fours.” At the same time, Tony understood that this would just be the beginning.

He nibbled on the inside of his mouth as Caroline reached down, and she scratched the underside of his chin with one fingernail.  He found himself looking up along the length of her body again.  As he did so, he silently had to acknowledge her superiority.  She really was in charge.  She believed was his superior.  She was better than him.  She had taken control.  Again and again, she had broken him, tearing down his defenses as she took what she wanted.  Along the way, she transformed their daughter and son and daughter-in-law.

At least he didn’t have to face Connor or Liz too.  He can be grateful for that small mercy.

“I want to see if you have really learned your lesson,” Caroline informed him.  “That’s why you’re going to get your pleasure, but you have to tell us the truth while you touch yourself.”

“…While I touch myself?” Tony asked, horrified.  He turned back and glanced at Jordan who only smirked at him.  He faced his wife.  She smiled as well.  There was something cruel and cunning stretched across her face as she enjoyed the look of desperation playing along his features.

He was a handsome boy, yet he looked even better when he was on the verge of panic.

“That’s right,” she told him.  “Get started. Jerk off, boy.”

He heard those last three words, and he tried to ignore them.  He fought so hard to deny the obvious realities of his situation.

Eventually, he had to succumb. Tony still straightened his back.  Braced on his knees, he looked up at his tormentors.  He saw Caroline first.  The tip of her cigarette continued to glow that pale shade of orange.  The light played along her eyes, and she watched him as she waited for his defenses to crumble.

It would happen.

It was an inevitability.

He could try to tell himself whatever he wished, but he would bend and break—every single time.

When he looked over at Jordan, he once again searched for some sign of mercy or sympathy.  He found none.  After all, she had her hands on her hips now.  She had removed the dildo, but she still wore the black harness.  It seemed somehow appropriate and fitting.

Tony couldn’t allow himself to think about any of that.

Right now, he remained flaccid.  Only then, he breathed in, and he squeezed his cock. A rush of pleasure ran across his body.  He hadn’t expected that.  Worse, he didn’t know what to do about it.

His member hardened almost instantly.

“You see,” Caroline said with a little chuckle.  “Deep down, you know who you are, don’t you?  You know what you’re supposed to be.  So let’s see what happens.  Will you finish first?  Or will you pass out?  Either way, I think we can have some fun with you.”

“I, I know my place,” he said even if the words felt awkward and stilted.  “I know my place because I know that I am inferior.  I’m a boy, so I have to do as I’m told.  I’m a boy, so I obey.  In this household, I am a slave.  Every man deserves to be enslaved.  Every woman deserves to take control.” As he spoke, he couldn’t believe a single syllable he uttered.  And yet, his acceptance had become irrelevant because these women could do whatever they liked.  He had to soak in that reality.  He couldn’t escape that truth.

At the same time, his hand moved along his length.

With every second, he wished he could just pull his fingers away.  He wanted to lock his wrists behind his back and stare back at her with abject defiance.  Still, he wasn’t brave enough for anything like that, and they all knew it.

“Good.  Very good,” Caroline said with a vicious smile.

His daughter raised her arm. She struck!

He stumbled, bracing himself on one knee.  He still had his other hand between his legs!

He squeezed and the tension only grew stronger.  Tony didn’t understand how something like this could happen, but the desires pulsed along his frame, growing stronger and stronger with every second.

Meanwhile, Tony did his best to ignore the pain.  He did his best to block out the sensations.  On some level, Tony truly wished to believe that these were just nerve impulses.  He didn’t have to acknowledge them; he didn’t need to think of them as anything but intellectual noise.  The data streamed along his nerves and up into his brain.  And yet, he was still his own man.  He was someone who could make his own decisions.  He could choose how he would respond!

Those ideas sounded so, so reassuring.  And yet, she struck. She slammed the antenna down, and he locked his teeth together.  His vision blurred again.  He blinked rapidly, doing his best to keep both his sight and focus clear.  Again and again, he told himself that he could do this.  He silently insisted that he could handle it.

After all, they gave him no choice.

Fresh lines appeared along his ass and down to the backs of his thighs.

At the same time, he forced himself to speak.  He had to talk.

The words tumbled out of his mouth, one after another.  “Women are in charge. Women…women are better. They’re superior! They deserve to rule, and…and that’s why I’m a slave!” In some other context, he might have been able to argue.  That at some other place or time, maybe he would have been able to push back and reclaim some small sliver of his identity.

That wasn’t going to happen, not hear or now.

Worse, he looked back up at Caroline, and he saw her grinning.  The corners of her mouth rose up; her lips separated, and he could see the light glinting off of her teeth.

Another strike.

Pain!

Another blow.

Agony!

Jordan was laughing twice as hard.  She chortled, giggled, and savored every second of this.

Through it all, he stayed hard. Worse, he kept touching himself. His hand slid up and down.  With that frantic rhythm, he brought himself closer and closer!

Tony tried so hard to think of something, some strategy, some option that he hadn’t considered before.  His imagination failed him now, just as it always did.  After all, he came close to these women, and their mere proximity was enough to shatter his resolve.

Either woman could look at him and stare into his eyes and make him see the truth.  He could feel it in the marrow of his bones; he was a slave.

Property. A toy. Their plaything.

The different labels streamed through his head, and he knew he couldn’t escape any of them.

Another jolt of pain cut through his body.  Jordan didn’t stop; like some wicked conductor, she swung her arm down over and over again. She unleashed that symphony of cries and the hiss of her tool as he slashed through the air.

“No more,” he was begging.

“I can’t take it!”

Caroline grabbed him by his throat. Her fingers tightened around his trachea as she cut off his air supply.  He was gasping now, his eyes bulging.  That might have been ironic considering that she still held the cigarette in her other hand.  Her grip tightened, and his vision blurred.  Worse, Jordan kept going.

She swung down again and again, delivering one spark of agony after another. The pain burned along his nerves and rushed over his psyche like a firestorm.

Caroline took a slow breath on her cigarette, and then she blew the smoke right into his face.

“Poor boy,” she said without any real sympathy or mercy in her tone.  “Poor, poor boy.  But you know, I didn’t say you could stop.  What are you?  Who are you?  Where do you belong?”

Those three questions beat down against his defenses, breaking them completely until the tears streamed down his face, and the corners of his vision blurred into nonsense.  Part of who wished he could just blackout, like he could lose consciousness all together and let the rest of the world disappear.

“I belong on my knees…at your feet! I’m a slave. I’m the slave of the house. I’m property! I’m Tony, and I belong to my wife and daughter! Women own me!” He called out those words, one after another.  They fell from his mouth like a deluge.  The avalanche of admissions hit the air, and he couldn’t take any of it back.

Worse, he continued to stroke his cock.

“Finish,” Caroline commanded.

In that moment, Jordan paused.

Tony squeezed. He squeezed and the tension coalesced into something unstoppable. Hot arousal pumped through his body.  He could feel it right there between his legs before it shot along his arms and legs, straight up his spine, tingling all along his flesh.

More!

In that moment, Tony managed to lose himself.  He forgot about his wife, Jordan, and the shame he had endured.  Everything else seemed to fade away, leaving him to experience that wild rush of adrenaline and bliss.

For just a few seconds, maybe half a minute, Tony escaped.

Only then it was done, and the girl standing behind him laughed.

“Now I can really get started!”

Cackling laughter hit the air as she swung down again and again.  Fresh walls of pain seemed to collapse on him, all while he struggled to get away.  And yet, he still wasn’t brave enough to fight back.  He would never be brave enough or something like that.

Hot agony twisted along his skin until he finally lost consciousness.

When he woke up, the pain was waiting for him.  It wasn’t precisely what he expected.  Instead, he opened his eyes as someone poked him.

For just a few seconds there, Tony actually enjoyed this ignorance about his new life and existence.  For a few heartbeats, he forgot about Caroline and her newfound tastes.  Rather, he thought he still had his old life.  He thought he could enjoy himself and think for himself.  It was a lovely idea, only now he blinked his eyes open, and he realized something: he was naked on the living room floor.

He'd been abandoned there.

Only now, he jerked his head up, and he looked around.

He saw someone, but it wasn’t Jordan or Caroline.

“Hello, Tony,” said his daughter-in-law.

“Liz?” Tony asked.

“It’s good to see you,” she replied.

As a decent guy, he had never admitted the truth, but he thought this girl was quite beautiful.  Although he never would have cheated on Caroline, he had still noticed.  And maybe, when he was truly honest with himself, there was that twinge of jealousy.  Then again, this was right and natural.  Connor was younger; he deserved a girl like Liz.

“What, what are you doing here?”

“That doesn’t sound like the right kind of question,” she replied.

That’s when she pushed her boot down against his shoulder, and she shoved him onto his back.  From there, she pushed the heel of her foot down along his sternum.

“What’re you doing?” That’s when he realized he was completely nude and exposed.  Right away, he reached up, and he tried to grab her by her ankle.  He thought he was going to push her back or shove her aside.

At once, she chortled.  “You don’t want to do that,” she told him.  “If you try to touch me without permission, we both know what’ll happen, don’t we?”

“What?  What are you talking about?”

“Tony…” she practically sang down at him.

This was his son’s wife, yet she had no problem addressing him as a superior talking to chattel.

Then again, that was precisely what he had become: a slave, property, a servant, and a toy for the women of the house.

Most of all, he remembered everything he had told his wife and daughter.  He had made those declarations, one after another about his status and inborn inferiority.  Although part of him itched to believe he only uttered those words under the threat of additional agony, he also recognized the truth.  To Jordan and Caroline, that hadn’t been some game.  He had made those promises, and now these women would enforce them.  If they were feeling especially impish, they might even insist that he had made those promises on his own.  It was all too easy to imagine Jordan or Caroline laughing and telling him, “You made those vows, boy.  Now you have to live by them.” That was the kind of lesson he would have told his daughter when she was little.

Right away, Tony pulled his hands away from her boot.  At the same time, he had to recognize his new predicament.  On his back, with this young woman braced in that position, he couldn’t get up.  He was like a bug pinned to a display.

“What, what do you want?” Tony hated the stuttering in his voice, but he still had to ask.

“I want to play with you,” she said.  “I’ve been having a lot of fun with Conner, but I was thinking you and I should get closer.”

“Get closer?”

“That’s right,” she said.  “Oh and I have a surprise for my husband.  But you know, I want to make sure it works well, so I was thinking I could try it out on you first.”

Oh no.

Tony didn’t know what that meant, not exactly, but he was certain of one thing: he’d hate it.

That’s when she reached over, and she held up something: an extension cord.  He saw the dangling cord as the electric prongs swayed from side to side.  “Tell me something, Tony.  Have you ever been punished with something like this?”

“Where’s Jordan?  Where is Caroline?”

“I could go get them for you if you want,” she replied.  Her eyes glowed with fervent desire.  “Would you like that?  You want me to go get them for you?”

Instantly, he recognized his mistake.  If either woman joined in, the situation become far more dire for him.  He couldn’t risk it.  He couldn’t let that happen!

Frantically, he shook his head from side to side.  “No!”

“That’s what I thought,” she said.  “And really, are you actually brave enough to take on two of us. Well. Are you?”

He wasn’t.

Liz adjusted her weight, pushing down on his chest.  Suddenly, he felt like he couldn’t breathe again.

Tony opened his mouth, and he glared up at her.  He saw her black boots, her denim shorts, her exposed thighs, and that dark green tee shirt that seemed to hug her curves and highlight the best contours of her petite frame.

Again, there was that rage.  He hated it, but he couldn’t stop it.

She was alone, he tried to tell himself.  He had to be able to overpower her.  Maybe he wasn’t bold or brave enough to try to grab her and tackle her, but he could still talk to her.

Even as he tried to believe that, he could see the same furious belief in her eyes.  Just like Caroline and Jordan, Liz now embraced this new approach to taking control.  Maybe she hadn’t before, but his wife had infected this young woman.

Caroline.  Tony closed his eyes for just a second.  In that moment, memories of their marriage stretched out before him.  He thought of the proposal, the engagement, the wedding, how she got pregnant, and all of those other little details that made up the foundation of their lives.

Only none of that had been enough.

He should have seen it coming.  He should have been able to recognize that there was something wrong.  But like so many men out in the wider world, he had overestimated his position.  He had truly believed that he would be smart enough to recognize any kind of problem.

He never understood what she really craved.  He had never been able to see the truth about that beautiful woman.  She was smart, powerful, and yet it still wasn’t enough.

And now, she has me, he thought.

After just a second, he opened his eyes again, and he looked back up at her.

“What do you want?”

“I want to play with you,” she said.  “First, I’m going to use this.  Then I think you and I can have a nice little conversation about your future, or Connor, or whatever…” she smiled and shrugged.  Then he understood something.  The topic of conversation didn’t matter because this girl was his superior.  At best, he could say something, which might be enough to amuse her.  But realistically, he wouldn’t be able to garner her respect.

His status didn’t and couldn’t compare to hers.

No matter what, he had to understand that.  He couldn’t allow himself to forget.

“But first, get down on all fours,” she commanded.

When he glanced back up at her, he searched for some sign of trepidation, doubt, or insecurity.

He didn’t find any.  Rather, she smirked at him, and he could sense her self-insurance.  She was the kind of woman now who wouldn’t be stopped or deterred by someone like him.

The gulf between them seemed to stretch even wider now.

Reluctantly, he obeyed.  He got into position.  She stood behind him.  “Is it true you had to jerk off in front of your wife while your daughter slapped your ass with an antenna?”

“Yes,” he forced himself to admit.

“That’s hilarious!” Liz cried out.  “Maybe we’ll do that again, only next time Conner will get to watch.”

His body tightened, and he braced himself to respond.  Although Tony knew he had to be diplomatic with this young woman, he still thought he could speak with her.

He was wrong.

Just as he started to dry in a breath, she struck!

Like his daughter only a few hours before, Liz used her impromptu implement. She jerked her arm, got momentum for the cord, and snapped it down.

She whipped his naked ass!

Right away, his eyes widened.  If he had hoped that maybe he had been able to build some kind of psychological defense or barrier, that naiveté was instantly shattered.

He howled out.

In the next moment, Tony managed to swallow back his feelings.  Even if the pain continued to buzz along his body, he forced himself to stay silent.  He wasn’t going to argue, scream, or shout.  He wouldn’t make any mistake like that, not again.

Behind him, Liz laughed.

“That was fun!” she smirked, and it was so easy to imagine that smug look on her face.  At work or out of bars or clubs, she had to worry about the men around her.  They might be dangerous.  They might come after her.  Even if they didn’t, they could always say something about her, casually dismissing her were deciding that she wasn’t good enough.  They would judge her, and they would be the ones to make those sorts of decisions.  Even if she tried to tell herself she didn’t care, she always would.

But right here, she could do whatever she liked with this man—someone she had once respected.  More importantly, she could vent those frustrations.

“Did you know, when Conner and I first started dating, I was worried he was going to cheat on me?  I guess I don’t have to worry about that anymore, do I?”

Without giving him the opportunity to answer, she launched the tip of that extension cord, snapping it down once, twice, three then four and five times in quick succession.  The pale gray cord morphed into a blur. She moved faster than he could have imagined.  Or maybe he couldn’t understand just how long it took her to rearm each time.

For him, time distorted.  “I, I didn’t know that,” he told her.

It was all too easy to imagine her shrugging.  “That’s okay.  I wouldn’t expect you to know about it.  It’s not something Connor would want to talk about.  But anyway, we talked about it, and we fought and there was this huge argument.  In the end, I decided that I believed him.  He didn’t cheat on me, and he’s a good guy.  That was sweet, but I hated that feeling.  I hated the idea that I wouldn’t be able to know the truth—I felt like I wasn’t in control.”

This time, Tony said nothing.  He didn’t know what she wanted to hear, so he decided to stay silent.

“What do you think of that?  Did I make the right choice?”

“He’s a good boy,” Tony said.  “You’re lucky to have him.”

“I am, aren’t I?” She seemed contemplative.  “But now, I don’t want to have to worry at all.  I don’t want it to be a question—ever.  And it isn’t.  When I can break his spirit whenever I feel like it, I know I can trust him.  This is the best kind of loyalty!”

“But you could be nicer to him,” Tony said.

“That’s not a decision you get to make,” Liz replied.  She laughed, and then something in her voice sharpened. “You’re a boy and a slave!”

Before he could respond, she struck again, swinging down.  The extension cord shot along his unprotected flesh, tracing new lines of red as the pain seared his psyche. Hissing through his teeth, he tried to resist the agony.  It came at him in one sharpened stab after another.

“Tell me you don’t get to have an opinion,” she ordered.

“I don’t get to have an opinion!”

“Tell me that I should discipline my husband however I want.”

“You should discipline your husband however you want!” As those words jumped from his mouth, he regretted them instantly.  Just like that, he had betrayed his son.  He should have been better than this, but he couldn’t fight back.  He couldn’t defy this girl.

He came back to that reality, just as he knew that any one of the women in his family could shatter his resolve.

“Very nice,” she said.  “And right now, I think I want to feel your hands and your mouth on me.”

“What?” Tony asked.  The question just fell from his mouth.  He stared at her, uncomprehending.

“There’s something I want to try,” she said.  “You’re not going to question me, are you?  You don’t want another dose of this, do you?” When she held up the extension cord, she let it sway from side to side.  It was almost hypnotic as he watched it.  More than that, he was fully aware of his position and what he would be able to tolerate.

She could break him.

He thought of that simple detail again and again.  Even if he didn’t want to believe it, he still couldn’t deny the truth.

Liz had him…

He stared back at that beautiful girl for two or three heartbeats.  And then she sat down, she held her knees together, and she reached for the bottom of her shirt.

For Tony, time seemed to slow down. The pain continued to simmer across his skin, yet he could only watch. He didn't know how to process what was happening right in front of him. He opened his mouth and tried to speak. He stopped himself. After all, he didn't know this woman as well. It wasn't like when he spends time with Jordan or Caroline.

Caroline had been his wife (had?). He didn't know whether or not he could think of her as the woman he had married or someone else entirely. Whenever he glanced back at her beautiful face, he could still see all of those memories, their adventures and fun together, the many times they had enjoyed one another. He thought of dating, the engagement, the wedding, her pregnancies, and parenthood together. All of those different flashes came flooding back whenever he thought of Caroline, only now she seemed so totally different.

It was the same with Jordan. He could remember playing catch with her, putting bandages on her scraped knees when she was little, talking to her about school, and all of those other little issues that could pop up between a girl and her dad. They had been so close.

Only now, but those of women had morphed into something else.

Tony refused to think about it. While time remained slow for this boy, he instead looked back at this woman.

In theory, he barely knew her. Of course, there had been those family outings, dinners, and Connor's wedding. He had been able to chat with her on numerous occasions. But when he really contemplated the truth, he had to face the facts. He didn't know this woman, not well.

Part of him almost wished he could blame everything on her. She could have been this infiltrator, a woman who slipped into their lives, corrupted his wife and daughter, and changed everything. But it wasn't Liz. Before this, she had been a beautiful, young, and fairly conservative woman. She had never taken these ideas to a brutal extreme.

That was Caroline. That was his wife. She was the one who decided this was how everything should go.

And she had convinced them…

How could something like that even be possible?

Tony tried so hard to explain it. He tried to think of something that could have precipitated all of this. After all, if he could figure out a cause, then maybe he could somehow repair the damage and get them back to their previous lives. Even as he nursed that hope, Tony had to know the truth, however. These women liked it. They loved embracing their sadistic impulses. They loved the cruelty, the vicious energy, and the cries of pain from the men around them.

Tony didn't want to believe it; he didn't want to admit it. And yet, that reality continued to pound down against him, constantly reminding him of how everything had changed. His denial couldn't protect him. Those women had what they wanted now: slaves.

In his home, Connor served his wife. Right here, Tony belonged to Caroline.

He didn't know what this girl had in mind for him next, but he blinked as a possibility occurred to him. Before Liz could move anymore, he looked up at her. He was on his knees and poised before this young woman when he said, "I’m sorry. I don't know what you have planned, but this is a bad idea."

Caroline's husband almost expected Liz to simply strike, to slap him across the face or to grab him by his throat. As a woman in this house, that was her prerogative. That was her right. She could discipline him or respond to him however she saw fit. Only now, he had to cling to this other possibility. It might've been his only defense.

Instead of getting angry or annoyed, Liz watched him. Her eyes narrowed slightly, but there was this feline grin curving along her pretty face. She really was lovely, he told himself. Connor had been a lucky boy, at least until Liz decided that Caroline was right and the men in her life didn't deserve freedom: they deserved pain and enslavement instead! "And why is that?" she asked. In that moment, she almost addressed him like he deserved some modicum of respect. She almost talked to him as an equal as though he wasn't naked with those red lines along his skin.

During his best not to contemplate the bruises or the continuing pain, Tony knew this was a risk. At the same time, he understood that it could cost him a lot. Even so, he saw this girl again, and he could sense her impulses. He knew what she wanted to do. She would make it sting. She had already used the extension cord on him once. He couldn't let that happen again! Even if he didn't acknowledge it to himself, that fear continued to hang there in his chest, pushing him forward.

"I, I belong to my wife. If you mess around with me too much, you might get in trouble with her."

"That's your defense?" Liz asked with a snort.

"But it's true," he said, almost desperate now. As the words left his mouth, he couldn't believe that he was really doing this. He was confronting a woman. At the same time, he understood just how pathetic this defense really was. "I belong to her, and you don't want to mess with her."

"That's cute," she said. "There’s just one problem," Liz told him.

She stared down into his eyes. She waited for him. Finally, he cracked. "What?" Tony had to ask.

"Your owner already gave me permission."

And now she lifted up her shirt. She pulled it off altogether. From there, she removed her bra.

"What are you doing?" Tony had to ask. He didn't sound as respectful as he needed to.

"I’ve always had very sensitive nipples," she said. "And I'm thinking about doing this with Connor. But I want to practice on you first. So come here," she said, lifting her hand and beckoning for him to stretch forward. “Let’s see how this feels.”

Tentatively, he shook his head from side to side. It was a quick, nervous, quivering little movement. As he made it, he didn't feel really defiant. Instead, he was pathetic and scared, and she knew it.

That's why she threw her head back and laughed.

"Oh, Tony! Before we met, I was so intimidated by you! I thought you were supposed to be this big man of the house. But you're not, are you? What are you?"

"I'm a slave," he said.

Slave.

For so long, that word had just been a historical concept to him, something he had never really considered or comprehended. For him, the notion never had any sort of emotional resonance. Intellectually, he thought of it as bad, but that was it. Only now, Tony understood the truth. He recognized what slavery truly meant because this woman genuinely outranked him in a way that meant she could control how much pain he experienced. She could give my command, and he would have to scramble to obey. She was his superior; she was fundamentally better than him as a woman. He had uttered those words again and again—for his wife, for his daughter, and now he peeked up at this girl, and he could feel it again.

"That's right," Liz agreed. "And now, I want you to think about these." She had taken off her shirt and her bra, so now her breasts were right there. Initially, he did his best not to look. He kept his eyes downcast. As a slave, that seemed appropriate. He didn't wish to challenge her. He couldn't confront her.

Except now, Liz reached out, and she touched her fingers to the underside of his chin. She examined that naked boy, and she said, "I want you to lick and suck on my nipples. They've always been very sensitive. And while you're doing that, I'm going to punish you."

"What have I done wrong?"

"Nothing," she said.

Nothing? That didn't make sense. Instantly, his sense of unfairness awoke, only then he looked up at her, and she slid her fingers along the side of his face before grabbing him by the hair just above the nape of his neck. She tugged. She looked right into his eyes. At this point, he couldn't hide. He couldn't turn away, no matter how badly he wanted to.

She was younger. She was his son's wife. Those details didn't matter. They changed nothing. "I gave you your orders," she said. "Are you going to be dumb enough to defy me? Because I want you to know, this is already going to hurt."

His eyes watered. She hadn't even done anything, yet that autonomic response kicked in. Fresh ways of fear washed along his face, and he found himself shaking his head pathetically from side to side.

"I, I'll do it," he said.

"There was never any doubt," Liz told him. Then she pulled him forward, and suddenly her left breast was right there in front of him, her nipple stiff.

Despite what he just said, Tony couldn't do it. He wouldn't!

As those ideas rippled across his thoughts, she lifted the cord again. The tip of the extension cord slapped down against his backside. It cut through the air, hissing down, and landing with a painful strike. His eyes watered. He hated the impromptu device. He loathed the flexible edging and how the tips could lance across his skin, delivering one blast of pain after another. The stinging refused to go away. His eyes watered even more furiously now.

At some other place or time, Tony might have fantasized about something like this. After all, Liz was a beautiful girl. Not only that, her breasts felt amazing.

Still, this wasn't for him or his pleasure. She wanted it. She was taking exactly what she thought she deserved, and he couldn't stop her. He couldn't fight back or resist, no matter how badly he struggled. His desires had become irrelevant! He couldn't fight back.

His tongue darted up and down. He could feel the contours of her nipple, stiff and tight.

"Use your hands," she said right before she struck with the cord once, twice, three times. At first, there were these elongated pauses between each burst of miniaturized agony.

At first, he kept his knuckles pressed down against the floor. Then he lifted them toward the couch. And yet, he heard those words. Simultaneously, Tony knew he had to comply. If he resisted, it would get worse.

She proved it.

She struck!

The tip of the extension cord flashed down again and again. That improvised weapon hit him hard, slashing down against his back, his buttocks, and even curving along his thighs. His eyes watered, and he whimpered. At the same time, he kept licking and sucking as he did his best to pleasure this girl. She knew what she desired, and she had issued those commands. Even against the current of everything he wanted to believe about himself, he had to yield to her.

There were no other options, no other possibilities…

Tony kept at it. And now, he raised his hands by her command. He slid his fingertips along the contours of her breasts. He was stroking her, fondling her, and he could hear her moaning. Those sounds were punctuated by the notes of her laughter. She was having so much fun with him!

She told him, "I used to have so much respect for you, Tony. I mean, you were this older, successful gentleman. I thought you could really take care of everything. But you can't, can you? No. You’re just a dumb boy. You're just like Connor, aren't you? I wonder how he’s going to feel when he's in this exact same position? How long do you think it's going to take before I can make him cry?"

Obviously, Tony couldn't answer or respond. Still, there were those little desperate sounds that vibrated from the base of his throat.

She struck again and again, the tip sliding down and crashing against his skin. With every blow, fresh waves of pain exploded along his nerves.

Any thought or concept that these were just electrical impulses running through his skin had completely evaporated. He understood how badly this could hurt. The pain washed across his senses; they drowned out everything else. The stinging refused to go away. It drilled through his defenses, beating down everything he had. He was getting exhausted, all from licking, all from fondling.

With her free hand, she grabbed him by the back of his head again. Her nails dug down into his scalp.

Suddenly he was looking back at her. Eyes wide, he saw the glee stretched across her face. Julie painted her features as she watched him and laughed.

"Did you like that?"

Instantly, Tony understood that there was supposed to be a right answer. But he didn't know what it was! Panic hit him again. "Did you like that?" Liz repeated.

"Yes. Yes, grateful," he said.

"Did you enjoy the part where I whipped you?”

This time, he knew what the answer was supposed to be. And yet, he couldn't bring himself to say it. His insides tightened, and he could feel those expectations squeeze against the boundaries of his mind and body. He was trapped, and he knew it, but he still wished he could fight back.

In some barbaric part of his brain, he wished he could grab this girl, throw her down, and seize control. He was supposed to be bigger and stronger.

But she was the one holding the extension cord. She was the one who could shatter his defiance with hardly any effort at all…

Before he could even attempt any kind of resistance, defiance, or rebellion, Liz struck. She jerked her hand up and then back down, sending the tip flying for his right shoulder, then his left. His eyes widened, and he wanted to hide. Somehow, he knew that if he flinched, it would only get worse.

"How was that?" Liz asked him.

"Painful," he said.

"Good!"

Tony gulped down the pain and trepidation. He didn't want to think about it. He didn't want to face it. His heart was slamming inside of his chest now, and he glared at her hard. That didn't do any good, of course. She wasn't going to be frightened of this boy. If anything, she saw the anger play across his features, and she just smirked.

"Right side," she instructed.

Something inside of him and or cracked again. He looked up at her. He knew how he sounded, only he couldn't stop himself. He couldn't halt the deluge of words as they left his mouth. "No. No, please. Please, not again. Please!"

"I like hearing you, but you have a nice tongue. You're going to use it now."

His brows tightened, and he glowered at her hard.

She pulled him down, and he started licking once again. Braced right in front of her, his lips poised along the contours of her right breast, he gave her what she wanted. His tongue darted and danced. At the same time, he knew she expected him to use his hands.

He did a good job. He worshipped her body, and Liz still laughed. Not only that, she raised her arm, jerking the extension cord back into place. Then she struck. She swung it down hard, sending the tip flying in a cruel arc before it crashed against his skin once, twice, three and four and five times. Soon, he lost track. Each time it hit him, Tony flinched. He cried out or moaned, yet he still kept his face buried against her chest. The tears streamed down his cheeks, and yet she still didn't stop.

"That's good. That's really good," he could hear her telling him. At this point, her voice seemed to come from far away. Still, he kept going.

His tongue moved. He worshiped her. He obeyed her commands. He licked her nipple just as she expected. It gave her what she wanted. That was what counted. Her satisfaction mattered more than anything else.

Then she pulled him back.

"That was a lovely appetizer, boy. Tell me again that you are an inferior."

"I'm an inferior," he said. "I am a slave." He spoke those words slowly and carefully. He could still feel the pain rippling across his body from every strike and below.

"Perfect," she said. "Now go down on me." That was when she stood up, and he watched her as she shimmied out of her denim shorts. A second later, she pulled off her panties. She was naked in front of him, her breasts still glistening from his saliva. He stared hard. He couldn't believe this. But now she sat down, and she spread her legs.

"You got me worked up," she said, making it sound like it was his fault. "Now you're going to serve me."

"You can't be serious," he said.

"Do I look like I'm joking? Don't worry. I told you. I got permission from your wife. She has no problem sharing you. As far as she's concerned, you're communal property."

He heard the words, but he didn't know how to accept them. He couldn't believe anything this girl told him. At the same time, some part of him rebelled against the idea. His wife wouldn't share him. But now this girl spread her legs, and Tony could see her pussy. She was aroused. She wanted this. Her nipples were stiff, blush glided along her cheeks, and she was already on the verge of breathing hard and heavy.

Now she grabbed him.

He could have fought back. He could have jumped up onto his feet and insisted he would do this.

Tony wasn't bold enough or brave enough or something like that. Suddenly, his cheeks slid along her inner thighs, and he could smell her arousal. The musk hit his nostrils, and he started to lick. He worshiped this girl all over again—only now, he had his face pressed against that intimate spot. From this new angle, he strived to pleas her.

"Good," she said. "That's right. You really are just as weak and pathetic as they say, aren't you?" She laughed. "Oh, I'm sorry. I shouldn't be mean to you, should I? I mean, you are licking my pussy like such an eager slave."

He was. He did it, lapping his tongue along her pussy just as she craved. He had no choice. He didn't know how to stop himself.

He went in deep, sliding his tongue up and down again and again. At the same time, he could feel the swollen contours of her clit.

She was panting now, gasping from one breath to the next. She still laughed at him. She teased him and taunted him. At the same time, Liz had both of her hands braced against the back of his head as she seized control and forced him to pleasure her.

"That's right," she said, laughing. "More. I want more from you, boy!"

Boy. She craved more, and now she would get it. His tongue went in deep. He flicked those quick movements left and right, up and down, in tight circles and along diagonal angles, all for the chance to pleasure her.

At the same time, she had the extension cord up again. She swung down and snapped the end against his vulnerable skin. She had allowed him a couple of minutes to recover. While he licked, he had been free from that agony. He had hoped she might stop.

But no, she wouldn't. Liz knew what she wanted, and she took it from him. After all, she could amplify her pleasure by inflicting that pain.

It worked!

Within two or three more minutes, she came hard! The pleasure exploded across her body, and she screamed out.

The sounds ripped across his psyche and lanced down into the core of his being. Finally, she shoved him back, and he was now on his knees in front of her.

She reached over and grabbed a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. Those had proliferated all around the house. The girls didn't need to hide anything from their former patriarch. After all, he couldn't enforce his disgust with smoking any longer. She lit up. She took a breath. She blew the smoke into his face as he tried to hide by holding his breath.

"How was that?" Liz asked him.

"I hope it was good for you," he said diplomatically. He kept his voice low.

Liz laughed at him.

"And how is this?" Liz inquired right as she filled her lungs with another puff of silvery smoke. Then she tightened her lips, and she exhaled eight been jet right into his face. He started coughing. "Did you like that?"

She started to get dressed again. She pulled on her panties and her shorts, her blouse, and then she ran her fingers through her hair. Once she was settled, she sat down again. Simultaneously, she kept glancing back at him. She was watching him and waiting for him to respond.

Tony couldn't do it.

His thoughts felt scattered as he contemplated what he would tell her. Theoretically, it didn't really matter. She wasn’t going to listen to him. It wasn't like he could change her mind. And yet, he was also very much aware of her power and authority. If she didn't like what he said, she could make it hurt all over again.

Before he could answer, Tony bowed his head down. Then the front door opened, and that's when he heard the footsteps and laughter. Jordan. Caroline. His daughter and wife had just walked into the living room. He looked up. Just as he expected, he saw this to women. There was his beautiful daughter and his alluring wife. Not only that, he saw Connor.

His son.

Tony opened his mouth. The boys didn't say anything. Instead, Connor had his eyes and downward. Just like his father, he was being trained. Just like his father, he was getting tamed.

Jordan hopped over onto the couch, sat down, and said easily, "We’re going to play a little game. Mom and I just came up with it. Are you ready?"

She looked at her naked father.

Connor came over, and he kneeled down on the floor next to Tony. Caroline stayed off to the side, her arms crossed over her chest.

All at once, Tony realized that the women were watching him. They expected something from him. They wanted to ask.

Even though he hated cooperating, he glanced back up at these women, "What kind of game?"

"This kind of game," Caroline said as she lifted something up for him to see. Masks. Black, leather masks with small openings.

He had seen them before. He knew what they did.

Tony froze.

Those masks had small, plastic tubes. Basically, those around the wearer could determine what or if the person in that mask would actually be allowed to breathe.

"Let's do it," Caroline said.

She tossed the tote bag on the floor between the boys. Then the women scrambled to work.

In just a few seconds, they grabbed his arms and pulled them behind his back, and he heard the click of the handcuffs. Next, they slipped to be masks over both of those boys' faces. Everything happened so fast. The world went to black, and he could hardly hear anything.

Caroline raised her voice, "The game is going to be simple."

They had talked about it before, so Jordan chirped in, "You both get smoked. The boy who breaks first gets whipped. You might get some fresh air, but it's going to cost you."

In the mask, Tony couldn't see what was happening. Still, he assumed he would be able to tell when his son broke.

Who would break first?

It was going to be disgusting one way or the other. After all, those girls were out there, and they were smoking now. He thought he could hear the lighters as they clicked on, the flames igniting.

He tried to breathe. He tried to get a sense of what he could do. Instinctively, he wanted to strategize. There was just one problem. He couldn't, not for something like this. Strategies required options, but he didn’t have any.

Then someone came up to him.

Maybe it was Jordan. Maybe it was Caroline. Maybe it was Liz. He didn't know, but one of those beautiful women leaned forward, and she pressed her lips to the tube leading back to his mouth; this was his only source of air. She exhaled. Suddenly, smoke filled his mouth. It burned against the back of his throat. He tried to fight it. Tony’s eyes watered. He wanted to exhale, to push it out. Whoever gave him that breath of acrid atmosphere now held onto the tube, blocking it.

He couldn't exhale. He couldn't breathe out. He couldn't get any fresh air either!

If he broke, he’d slam his palm against the floor. He hated this.

Hot frustration burned through his body. Even as the smoke itched at the back of his throat and the roof of his mouth, it also scraped and clawed along his lungs. His eyes watered in the mask.

Still, there was no escape. There was no way for him to break free.

Tony fought it.

He failed.

Within seconds or just a few minutes, he broke.

He slammed his palm against the floor.

Someone pulled the mask away. It was Jordan. She was standing above him, and now she exhaled into his face again, blowing that smoke along his eyes, down the bridge of his nose, and the curves of his lips. Coughing desperately, he tried to fill his lungs with fresh air.

"That was pathetic," she said as she lifted up the antenna.

Liz stood over him as well. She had her extension cord. "But you broke first, Daddy. This is going to hurt. A lot." She grinned, and the women went to work, shoving him down and striking over and over as he thrashed and screamed. With his hands locked behind his back, naked and powerless before these women, he could only endure until he blacked out all over again.

But when he would wake up, he would find himself trapped there with these women, to be broken and tamed and tormented over and over again because it was fun...for them.

The End
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The Verger Treatment

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

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

Jasmine’s Sissy

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

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

Black Widows

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

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

Bullied Cuckold

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

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

OEBPS/image_rsrcNU.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		The Slave of the House

		Want more?




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59






