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Toxic Tastes

After that wholesome dinner, the car rumbled steadily along the highway, the soft thrum of the engine beneath their feet matching the rhythm of the world passing by outside. It had been a perfect evening, the kind that lingered long after the last crumbs of dessert had been cleared from the table. The air inside the SUV was warm with contentment, with gentle conversation bouncing through the space as a reminder that even after all these years, their family could still feel like a soft place to land.

Alex had been a bit nervous about coming home from college, but this was nice. As a young man, he wasn’t supposed to admit that. He was probably supposed to complain or grumble about spending time with his family. Instead, he enjoyed the ease of just driving along.

Mike, his hands lightly resting on the wheel, glanced in the rearview mirror, catching the reflection of his adult kids in the backseat. Kim sat beside him, her eyes half-closed in the easy relaxation that only a good meal and a comfortable evening could bring. Her shoulders were slender and petite in the low light, but there was something softer in her gaze now, a quiet appreciation for the joy of family.

"That pie," Gabby said from the backseat, her voice high and enthusiastic. "It was so good. I could eat that all day, every day."

"You're not the only one," Kim replied with a laugh, glancing at Mike for confirmation. "I think we all had at least two slices."

Mike chuckled and leaned his head back against the headrest. "If I didn't think I'd get judged, I'd ask your grandmother for the recipe."

"She might give you some trouble," Gabby said with a teasing tone. "She practically handed me the recipe for the mashed potatoes like they were state secrets."

Sophia, sitting beside Gabby, let out a dreamy sigh from the far corner of the seat. "Everything was so yummy. I really like Nana’s macaroni and cheese. I wish I could have a big bowl of it for breakfast tomorrow."

"I think we could all do with a breakfast of leftovers," Kim mused, her voice soft and content. "We’ve all had our fill, haven’t we?"

"Definitely," Mike agreed, his eyes flicking toward her with a smile. "But you have to admit, her cornbread was better than last time. It was perfect today."

"Absolutely," Kim said, her smile lingering just a little longer than usual. "I don’t know how she does it."

Gabby, always eager to change the topic, piped up again. "And the green beans! They were better than the ones I had at that dinner party last month."

"Everything was perfect," Kim said, her voice warm and reflective. She kept her hands on her lap, fingers tapping lightly as though the motion somehow helped her keep track of the pleasant memories. "I’m glad we made the trip. It’s always so nice to see them."

“Yeah, it was fun,” Alex chimed in from the backseat, leaning his head against the seat behind him. He was sometimes the quiet one of the bunch, the observer, and often the first to pick up on details that others missed. His younger sister Sophia had already nodded off beside him, her head bobbing slightly with the car's movements. He was staring out the window, his eyes tracing the curve of the road.

Kim gave a gentle smile at Alex’s words, but her mind seemed to wander, her gaze fixed straight ahead as she drove. Her fingers tightened on the steering wheel just a fraction, a small sign of tension that no one else noticed.

"Yeah, I think it's nice," Gabby said, her voice lighter now. "It’s like...going home, but not our home. Like a little slice of history."

Mike's chuckle was a little less enthusiastic this time. "Your grandma sure knows how to make everyone feel at home. She’s always been like that."

Kim nodded but didn’t speak right away. There was something delicate in the air, something unspoken; it was the secret. By this point, everyone knew the truth–everyone except Alex. She had to wonder if her boy noticed.

That sense of possibility clung to the inside of the van like the faintest trace of perfume, sweet but noticeable if you focused hard. She tensed her fingers, but she turned back to check on the adults in the backseat, her gaze held on the faces of her children for just a moment longer than necessary. Gabby was looking at her phone, Sophia still asleep, and Alex stared off through one of the windows, his face mostly hidden in the shadows of the car's interior.

It was almost time.

Kim had to wonder when Gabby would make her move.

They had discussed the possibilities and how everything could play out.

The conversation shifted again, this time to more innocent things. Gabby asked Alex if he was going to start writing in his journal again, while Sophia murmured sleepily about maybe changing her major. But beneath their words, there was an unspoken shift, a thread of discomfort weaving between Kim, Mike, and Gabby. It was subtle but undeniable.

"Alex, do you think you’ll visit Nana again next weekend?" Gabby asked with a teasing smile, nudging her brother gently. She always liked to keep things light.

He shrugged, still staring out the window. "I don’t know. I like seeing her, but...I don’t really know if I want to go back right away."

"Why not?" Gabby asked.

Alex shifted slightly in his seat, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes. Kim glanced at him quickly, catching that moment. He didn’t seem upset, just quiet, but there was something about his tone—his reluctance—that struck Kim in a way she wasn’t quite prepared for. He was usually so content with family outings, with seeing Nana and Papa. But today had been different…or maybe he sensed that shift in his sisters and mother; Gabby didn’t think so.

But boys could be surprising…

"We’ll see," he said softly, not offering much else.

Kim forced a smile and felt the silence stretch just a little too long. She cleared her throat and tried to break the discomfort, but there was something else hanging in the air. Something between the three of them—Kim, Sophia, and Gabby—that wasn’t being said. The tension was almost imperceptible to her kids, but to Kim, it felt as if the quiet of the car had become louder with every passing mile. That could’ve just been her imagination. After all, she had already discussed what they’d do tonight.

Mike didn’t know. Mike didn’t need to know.

As a male, he didn’t have the right to know.

"Maybe we’ll go out to breakfast tomorrow," Mike suggested as he subconsciously tried to steer the conversation back to familiar ground. He knew to be careful about his wife and daughters.

More than anyone else (especially Alex), Mike knew what those women were capable of.

Kim nodded. "That sounds nice. Maybe we can go to that new diner by the lake. The one with the cinnamon rolls."

Alex seemed to perk up at the mention of breakfast plans, and the lull that had settled over the van was gently lifted. But in the backseat, Gabby was still very much aware of her mother’s unspoken mood. She had noticed how her mom's gaze flickered, how the words didn’t flow as easily as they usually did. It wasn’t like her, not really. Kim was always the one to fill the silences with warmth, to find the right things to say to keep everyone comfortable.

But today, there was an undercurrent. Something had shifted.

"So," Gabby said casually, trying to ease into the moment, her voice laced with the quiet wisdom of someone who could read between the lines, "are we still going to get that new couch for the living room?"

Kim glanced at her, surprised at the question, but grateful for the distraction. "I...uh, I was thinking we could wait a little longer. Maybe after the new year, we can look at some options."

“Good idea,” Mike added, his voice warm but laced with an edge Kim recognized: fear.

Good, she thought.

She liked knowing that her husband could squirm nervously.

But Gabby wasn’t done. Her eyes flicked over to Kim again, and there was a pause before she spoke again, quieter this time. “You sure? I mean, it feels like it’s been a long time since you’ve really gotten what you wanted. That couch could be a fresh start...you know?”

Kim's heart tightened for a moment, and she swallowed before responding, the words tasting strange in her mouth. "Yeah, I think we’ll figure it out."

Mike turned his head slightly, meeting Kim's gaze for a brief moment. There was something unsaid between them, something they didn’t want to discuss, not here, not now.

Soon, Kim promised herself. Kim cleared her throat, then focused back on the road, fighting the urge to glance again at Gabby’s probing eyes. “Well, let’s just enjoy the weekend first, yeah? One thing at a time.”

But Alex, oblivious to the currents running just below the surface, stretched his legs out in the backseat and asked, “Are we stopping for ice cream? We always stop for ice cream.”

"We can stop if you want,” Kim said, forcing a smile. “Just don't tell your father; I think he’s full enough for the night.”

Mike raised an eyebrow at her, his lips curving into a half-smile. "I didn’t hear anything about ice cream," he teased. "I’m good."

Gabby shot her brother a mischievous look. "I’ll take you to the ice cream shop next time, Alex. Don’t worry."

Sophia stirred next to him, “Ice cream?”

Kim smiled softly at the sound of her youngest, her heart speeding as she wondered how Sophia would respond. She already knew about their beliefs; she’d been there when they worked on Mike. That didn’t mean she might not make a mistake when it came to Alex.

"Not tonight, honey," Kim murmured. "But soon."

The miles passed with the conversation gradually winding down.

Alex had no idea what was going to happen. He didn’t understand how much his life had changed.

Then came the flick of a lighter.

Alex’s eyes snapped open at the sound. A second later, the sharp scent of burning tobacco filled the air. He turned his head just in time to see Gabby bring a cigarette to her lips, exhaling a thin stream of smoke toward the ceiling.

“Are you serious?” Alex blurted as he leaned away from her like this girl was about to exhale poisoned gas.

Gabby didn’t respond. She took another slow drag, her eyes fixed on the window, her face unreadable.

“Gabby, put that out,” Alex hissed, lowering his voice.

She turned her head slightly, just enough to glance at him. The look she gave was cold, almost amused. “No,” she said flatly.

“Dad—Mom—” Alex twisted toward the front seats, but neither of them reacted. Mike kept driving, his expression unreadable. Kim remained silent, her eyes still on her phone.

Alex clenched his jaw. Fine. If they weren’t going to do anything, he would. He reached toward the window controls, his finger pressing down to crack it open—

A sharp smack to the back of his hand stopped him.

He jerked his head up, startled. Kim had turned in her seat just enough to meet his eyes, her expression calm but firm. She didn’t say a word—just gave him a small shake of her head.

Alex gaped at her. “Are you kidding me?”

Gabby took another drag, her lips curving slightly. Smoke curled lazily around her face before drifting through the car. Sophia smiled back at him like all of this was normal.

Alex exhaled sharply, slumping back into his seat. His fingers curled into fists on his lap.

Gabby tilted her head, watching him from the corner of her eye. “Relax,” she murmured, tapping the ash onto the floor mat. “It’s just a cigarette.”

Alex didn’t respond.

The SUV rumbled on, carrying the scent of smoke with it.

Alex decided he couldn’t take this, stretched his arm, and tried to roll down the window. He hit the button, and Gabby watched.

Nothing. The button clicked, but the window remained up. Then he glanced over at his mother. Kim had turned off the window controls for the backseat!

He waited for his father to say something. Alex just couldn’t believe that his dad would tolerate this!

With casual ease, Gabby brought the cigarette to her lips again, she inhaled, and then she let out that silvery cloud of smoke. Alex was coughing, making it sound like every particle scraped against his lungs and robbed him of his life-giving oxygen. On some level, he knew it was silly. It was just a little bit of cigarette smoke; people walked through casinos all the time. Then again, his father had always been so adamant.

Alex could still remember those lectures from his dad, "Look, I get it. There are going to be temptations out in the world. Smoking is going to be one of them. Maybe you're going to have friends who’ll want to smoke. Maybe they will be genuinely addicted to nicotine, or maybe it's just something they do to look cool." From there, Alex could remember his father distinctly rolling his eyes as that look of disdainful disgust spread across his face. Few things could annoy or irritate his father as much as the concept of smoking, almost like this practice simply didn't make sense. It would have been the same as people trying to inject milk into their veins or jumping into campfires for fun. "They call it social smoking, but that’s complete nonsense. You know why?" Like a good son, Alex had asked. "Smoking is addictive. It's toxic. And frankly, it doesn't even taste good. If you smell smoke, you know it's bitter and gross. So don't do it, okay? I get it. You're your own person, but this is something you should never, ever do. It's a disgusting habit, and it will hurt you. Understand?" Solemnly, Alex had made his promise.

But now, Mike simply sat up in the front seat, and he hadn't done anything. Not only that, Alex glanced down at the controller for the window again. He knew pushing the button wouldn't do anything; if he had tried, the button would click, but nothing would happen. The glass wouldn't roll down, all because his mother had turned off the window.

Dramatically, Alex kept coughing, almost like the smoke in the SUV was genuinely toxic, and he might have passed out at any moment.

"Are you always this pathetic?" Gabby asked him. Rolling her eyes, she stared right at her younger brother.

Trapped between Gabby and Sophia, Alex brought his arm up to his mouth. He was trying to cover his nostrils and lips with the side of his sleeve, almost like he was worried the smoke could creep into his lungs and tear them apart.

"I'm pathetic?" he demanded with that patina of righteous revulsion lacing every syllable. "You're smoking. It's a disgusting habit, and you should stop it right now!"

"Why?" Gabby asked him. "Because you told me to stop? Because Dad doesn't like it? Why should I care what you think? You're just a boy."

Eyes wide, he stuttered out, "I'm just a boy?" He genuinely didn't understand.

"That's right," Gabby told him.

Alex glanced toward the front seat; he waited for either his mother or father to interject. Seriously, they were the parents! Technically, Gabby and Alex and Sophia were all adults. Only Sophia still qualified as a teenager, but he still had the instinctive urge to turn to his parents when his sisters misbehaved like this.

His father stayed silent. He was still driving with his hands on the steering wheel. The world continued to roll by; other cars passed.

"You really don't see how the world works, do you? You don't see how it's supposed to work," Gabby told him. Obviously, she had always been his big sister. Even if only two years separated them, those twenty-four months had always given her this massive advantage. When they were little, she had been taller and stronger. When they were little, she had known what to expect in the oncoming grades. When he went to middle school, she was already there. When he went to high school, she knew what she was doing. Even in college, she had known what to expect and gave him a few helpful pieces of advice.

But now, his parents didn't intercede. His father didn't threaten to pull over the car (which was always hilarious), and his mother just had this newly gentle smile on her face as she looked out through the windshield, almost as though she had a plan.

She was watching the rest of the world, apparently content.

For Alex, this couldn't be happening. For him, this didn't make any sense.

He reached over, and he was going to grab the cigarette from his sister, only her hand shot up, and she snagged him, her palm on his throat. She squeezed. She cut off his air supply immediately. "You don't want to smell the smoke? How's that then? What if I just make it so you can't breathe at all?" Gabby demanded.

She was stronger than he had ever expected! More than that, he had twisted into this awkward position, and now she had him trapped, so he didn't know what to do.

Her face was only a few inches away from him. "If you ever try to take my cigarette from me like that again, I’ll make sure you regret it." Then this cruel smirk touched her mouth. "Actually, I'm going to make you regret it anyway."

His older sister tightened her grip on his neck. He fought to inhale. Even if he had to breathe in the smoke-tinged air, it would’ve been better than the pained need spreading behind his ribcage. His body ached for oxygen. It had only been a couple of seconds, yet Alex had never endured anything like this. He had never been in a situation where he genuinely could not breathe. She cut off his air supply so perfectly. Clearly, she had practiced this kind of maneuver. She must have done it before, but he hadn't seen his sister in a while, and he didn't know exactly what Gabby had learned in college.

"Are you going to be a good boy? Are you going to be pathetically good for me?" Gabby asked.

Darkness buzzed at the edges of his vision. That seemed way too soon, but he had to respond in some way. Obviously, when he tried to squeak out a sound, he failed completely. With the pain building, the fear mounting, and that sense of helplessness expanding through his body, he finally forced his chin down and up again. It was a pathetic little nod, yet it was the best he could do!

She let go.

He fell back into his seat as his other sister giggled at him. Sophia was tittering, her hand held above her mouth.

Alex glanced back at Sophia, and he was about to snarl something at her.

"Don't talk to her," Gabby commanded. Her authority rang out across the air, yet his parents still didn't intervene! Frantic, Alex glanced over at his mother. She still stared forward, almost as though she had no idea what was going on in the back. Then again, he got the distinct impression that she was paying keen attention to everything that happened amongst her children. She just didn't care. Or…

With a sickening twist at the pit of his stomach, Alex realized she wanted to watch this. She decided to see exactly what was going to happen. Even if she looked out through the windshield, she could still follow everything that took place.

Drawing in a breath of smoky air, Alex desperately wanted to ignore his sisters and growl at his parents, "What is this? What's going on? What the fuck is happening here?" He swallowed back those words, all because no one here seemed inclined to question this. He didn't recognize this bizarre version of his family.

Gabby was supposed to be smart and determined to succeed at whatever she did. Despite those ambitions, she was still the kind of girl who listened to her parents. She was supposed to respect her father! Knowing how much Mike hated smoking, Gabby was never, ever supposed to pick up a pack. Even if Alex didn't know for sure, he had always assumed that their father had sat down each child at one point or another for similar conversations about the dangers of tobacco and nicotine.

If he was right about that, then he didn't understand how she could do this.

Each glance at his older sister made it abundantly clear that she had changed. Something had shifted within her. When? How?

Up until now, everything had been so sweet and pleasant. Everything had been gentle, only now his older sister still had that cigarette wedged between her fingers. She brought it up to her lips. He tried not to notice her pretty mouth; he didn't want to recognize that little hint of lipstick she wore. And then she breathed in, pulling on the cigarette, and the tip flared a golden shade of orange. He watched it, almost in slow motion. Then she puffed out her cheeks, narrowed her lips, and let out that smooth jet of silken smoke.

Like a sort of fog, it rushed up against his face, filling his nostrils. He was about to turn his head to the side, if only to minimize the exposure, yet Gabby extended her hand, and she touched her palm to his cheek.

That movement was gentle; her touch was soft. Even so, he could feel the edges of her fingernails against his skin. Just as importantly, he knew how strong she could be. There was still that ache at the base of his neck where she had grabbed him. "Just breathe it in," she commanded. It almost sounded like a suggestion.

"I, I…"

"You get used to it," she told him. "After a while, it becomes just…" Her voice trailed off. She closed her eyes, and that could have been his opportunity. Seriously, Alex genuinely considered reaching over, grabbing the cigarette, pulling it from her relaxed grip before putting it out. Doing so would have felt like some kind of triumph.

But he didn't.

That sickening twist of fear coiled around his gut, making it impossible for him to move. Technically, the car was traveling along the road, and they were going pretty fast. Without speeding or risking a ticket, his father drove, and they outpaced the other vehicles. Despite all of this, Alex felt trapped, like he was frozen in place. Maybe the world rolled by around them, yet he couldn't move.

She opened her eyes, took another breath, and focused on him. "Open your mouth," she said.

He sealed his lips and shook his head from side to side like some little kid who didn't want to answer.

She rested her hand on his leg. She tensed. Her nails dug down despite the denim. "Now," she ordered.

He opened his mouth just a little bit.

She leaned forward. She didn't make contact; it wasn't like she kissed him. And yet, she exhaled again, and suddenly that jet of smoke shot up along the roof of his mouth before hitting the back of his throat. Instantly, he started coughing.

This time, there wasn't any kind of theatricality. He wasn't trying to look dramatic. Instead, he coughed brutally, his lungs spasming as he fought to expel that toxic taste.

Both girls were laughing at him; on his other side, he could hear Sophia giggling.

What was that? How could that be happening? It didn't make any sense! Sophia was supposed to be this sweet, good girl. Despite all of his expectations, he glanced over at her for just a second, and he saw how her gaze hardened. He saw the amusements tug at the corners of her mouth, all because she was enjoying the show.

"Let's do that again," Gabby said.

She reached over and touched his jaw. She tugged his face back toward him. Again, he yearned to escape. He wanted to break free, but he was trapped right there between those girls. Worse, his parents still wouldn't intervene. They weren't going to help him or save him!

Scrambling, Alex struggled to come up with some kind of solution. He needed to employ some kind of strategy. Simply being between these girls, however, made that twice as difficult. If he had been allowed to find some quiet, cool area with clean air, then maybe he could have adopted some tactic to get her to stop. Maybe there was something he could have said or done to get her to change her mind.

He didn't get those kinds of pleasant circumstances, however. This boy remained trapped. All at once, his seatbelt started to feel more like a wide shackle down his chest and around his waist. Sophia kept tittering off to the side as she enjoyed his discomfiture. Then there was Gabby, and he couldn't pull his eyes away from her. He felt like he was staring into the face of a snake or a she-wolf. She was powerful. She was unstoppable. As she smoked, she declared herself to be some unyielding goddess. She could do whatever she liked, and she knew it.

For so long, he had admired his big sister. There was that sense of something close to awe. Again, he went back to the advantages she had enjoyed. Just by being a couple of years older, she had known so much more about the world. She had always seemed so smart. Not only that, she had been ambitious. She was the kind of girl who announced how she wanted to be the President of the United States. Then she wanted to be a CEO or a cancer researcher. All of those different possibilities seemed plausible when she explained them.

That had always left him feeling uncertain around her, like he didn't know who or what he could be, especially if he compared himself to her. Her grades had always been better. His parents had tried to console him. Earning a B was still a good grade, especially for a boy. Boys simply didn't mature as quickly. Those were the answers, explanations, and excuses.

For his part, Alex had simply done his best to cheer his sister on. He was a different person, and it wasn't like they were actually competing. Besides, he could always console himself with the fact that she had those massive advantages.

All of those different details coalesced behind his eyes. They paralyzed him.

He didn't know what to say; he didn't know how to react.

Then she grabbed his jaw tighter. She had her palm pressed up against the underside of his chin and she forced his mouth open. "Swallow it," she ordered.

Then she brought the tip of the cigarette back to her mouth, she pursed her lips, she drew in a slow breath, and she exhaled. Again, she aimed perfectly. That slender lance of smoke shot from between her lips and right up into his mouth.

When he started coughing again, she started laughing.

"One more time," she said after he cleared his lungs. "Trust me," she said. "This is going to be so good."

He didn't, wouldn’t, and couldn't believe her. With his eyes watering and his lungs burning, it wasn't like he could think clearly. She seemed so at ease with herself and everything that was happening here. For her, it was simple. For her, it all made sense. Then again, she was in control. She made the decisions, and she knew what was happening.

It almost felt like watching someone else play a videogame. She knew how to read the screen; she could identify all those different variables. For him, it just looked like visual noise.

His mouth was open again, and she exhaled. With that same practiced expertise, Gabby shot another breath of silver into his mouth. He tried to hold it there, only then she grabbed him, and she brought one hand up to his nose. She pinched it. With the other, she covered his mouth.

Alex never would have believed that she could be so brutally strong or that she could have completely cut off his air supply once again. When she had grabbed his neck, it had made sense. He had watched so many movies where someone got choked just like that. But this time, his big sister was facing him, and she didn't let go.

At one point, he lifted his arms, only her gaze hardened, and that was enough to make him drop his limbs back down.

It was a strange sensation. He made a conscious choice, yet the panic stretched and strained along every line and contour of his body. He could feel it at the back of his neck, down into his chest (especially his lungs!), over his arms and down into his legs.

"Poor boy," she said. "You don't like this, do you?"

He could hear her clearly enough over the grind of the tires and the rumble of the engine. At this point, he could no longer see her; that beautiful girl morphed into a teary pastiche. Still pinching his nose and gripping his mouth, she didn't release him. He tried to jerk his head from side to side, only she wasn't about to let go. Then she burst out laughing. He saw some of that genuine joy spread across her face. She was loving this! She was having so much fun with him!

"Don't worry," she said, going serious now. "You're going to get used to it. You're going to learn to like it. Yes, you will. It's okay, Alex. Just hold onto it. Okay? Come on. You can do it. Just a few more seconds." Her tone shifted again. She sounded like she was encouraging him.

The pain built up and stabbed down through his torso, yet he couldn't expunge those jagged sensations.

Finally, she let him go, and he leaned forward, stretching against the seatbelt. He pushed his elbows to his sides, he buried his face in his hands, and he tried to catch his breath. At this point, he couldn't even tell if the car was filled with smoke or not. This was better. Even if that bitter tang still laced his tongue, this was so much better!

The world slowed down. No, he realized. It wasn't the world.

It was his father; they'd come to a stop light. It was ready, and the vehicle rolled to a stop.

"Want to see something fun?" Gabby asked her little brother.

"No…"

"Yeah," she contradicted him casually. "I think you do."

Alex didn’t sense it, but his dad tensed. Perhaps the older man knew what was going to happen…only then he got lucky because the light changed.

“You’re lucky,” Gabby said, though her brother couldn’t tell who she was addressing. Right then and there, Alex certainly didn’t feel lucky.

“Next time,” Gabby told him. “I think you’ll really want to see this.”

Although he didn’t know what she meant, Alex stared forward. “No, I don’t,” he insisted again. Moment by moment, he tried to lose himself. He worked to forget about what was happening or how bizarre everything had become. He just wanted to go back to the way things had been. It was a childish impulse, but he couldn’t push it aside.

Yes, this was his parents’ SUV, those were the adults who had raised him, and these were the girls he had grown up with, but…

His sister said nothing for several long seconds. Instead, she enjoyed her cigarette. She smoked, filling her lungs, exhaling, and savoring that sweet taste even as her brother squirmed next to her. For Gabby, this was a sweet moment. It was relaxing and easy. It didn’t matter how much of the men in the car may have hated this. She could savor the rush of nicotine, enjoy the flavor, and bask in the easy relaxation of smoking.

Silent, Alex still fumed. He hated this. He hated it with every fiber of his being. It was disgusting; it was gross. It was unhealthy. In school, Alex had been at several parties where people smoked outside. Fortunately for him, there was that underlying sense that smoking for fun was just a terrible idea. Most people didn’t do it. Those who did knew better than to try to do it indoors. They snuck outside, hiding behind one building or another. Smoking wasn’t cool; the smokers became social pariahs.

Good, he always thought.

But now, he simmered, frustrated and furious. His fingers tightened into fists, and he kept thinking about what he could do or say to get this girl to stop…probably because he couldn’t conceive of how easily she had manhandled him.

Most of all, Alex wished he could just awaken his father’s wrath. At home, Mike had always been a fairly gentle parental figure. Then again, there’d been those moments when he had gotten upset or enraged. He never seemed to contradict their mother, but he had been capable of chastising the kids.

What was wrong with him?  Why didn’t he participate?  Why didn’t he say something?  He hated smoking just as much as Alex did! Alex again remembered how he had inherited his father’s distaste for nicotine from his dad.

In the quiet of the car, Gabby didn’t say anything. She seemed to take her time as she enjoyed her smoke.

It was more than that, he realized. She understood the emotions burning their way through his body and making him squirm in the seat right there because sitting in the back of the car between his sisters made him feel a lot younger and a lot smaller. But now he kept trying to figure out how he could make this stop. Again, he itched to just reach over and grab the cigarette, only his sister wouldn’t allow that.

They were grown now; they were adults.

He was supposed to be taller and bigger and stronger. But she knew how to move. More importantly, she knew how to stop him.

With his teeth locked together, he simmered in his frustration. He soaked in that hatred even as he watched her puff out her cheeks or narrow her lips or simply close her eyes and raise her chin as she enjoyed the pleasant haze.

She recognized everything he felt.

Consequently, Alex understood that he needed to relax. If he really didn’t want his sister to harass him, then he needed to try to appear nonchalant and unaffected.

But that wasn’t going to work.

She was older. She was more mature. She knew how to read him. Not only that, she had an audience.

At one point, Alex glanced over at Sophia. When he peeked over at his little sister, she didn’t shy away. At first, he hoped she’d look nervous and uneasy, like she wasn’t sure what to do when her older siblings argued. As little kids, Alex and his sisters had mostly gotten along. Then again, there had been those instances when his frustrations had boiled over, he had been unable to control his emotions, and he said something stupid or rude to Gabby. Then they’d start arguing and fighting even though Sophia would be around.

When they were very little, Sophia never took sides. Instead, she just looked upset, like she didn’t appreciate the idea that her older siblings could get into an argument. Maybe she just craved stability back then.

As she had grown older, however, she had started to take her sister’s side. They were both girls, and that meant they had this unifying force between them.

Alex hadn’t really been able to argue with that. More importantly, he had been busy competing with Gabby. Consequently, the two girls formed their alliance.

At this point, he hoped Sophia might change her mind. They weren’t little kids any longer. Since they were all adults, Sophia should have been able to recognize the insanity of allowing Gabby to smoke in the car!

“What’s wrong?” Sophia asked him, her voice a little higher, playful, and questioning. A broad smile lifted the corners of her mouth. “You look frustrated, Alex.”

She was teasing him.

She was taunting him.

As his shoulders tightened and his fingers pushed down against his lap, he still didn’t know what to do.

All of this only took a couple of seconds, but now they came to another stoplight, and Gabby grinned. Almost like she was sharing a secret now, she leaned over toward her brother, and she asked, “I’ll ask again. Want to see something fun?”

“What, what are you talking about?”

“Do you want to see something fun?”

“No,” he said.

“How long do you think we have?” Gabby asked, speaking to their mother.

“I’m sure you have enough time, sweetheart,” Kim told her eldest daughter.

Enjoying herself, Gabby inhaled, exhaled, and moved.

She threw herself forward, wrapped her arm around her father’s neck, and grabbed him hard, pulling him. He let out a yelp as Alex demanded, “What are you doing?”

“Alex, things are just a little bit different at home,” Gabby told him. “It’s going to take some getting used to. But that’s okay. You need this lesson. And you know, it’s always a good idea to give our father here a little reminder. Isn’t that right, Dad?”

Her father couldn’t respond. He tried; he made some kind of squeaking sound. But his mouth was open, and that was the most important part.

With one arm still locked around his neck, she grabbed her cigarette with her free hand.

Alex watched, horrified. Eyes wide, he stared. More than that, he knew he needed to intervene, yet that seemed completely impossible, especially because this was their father. Mike had always been the competent, tall, powerful man in the family. He was the patriarch. Even if their family had always been very progressive, Alex had still absorbed some of those older and more traditional beliefs.

But now, his father couldn’t do anything. He was trying to pull Gabby’s arm from his throat, yet he couldn’t do it. Maybe he wasn’t strong enough, or perhaps he simply lacked the will.

Only then, Gabby tapped the side of her cigarette above his mouth. Hot ash splashed down against his bottom lip and his tongue. He hollered out, the sound echoing in the car.

Alex needed to do something. He couldn’t.

Next to him, his little sister giggled.

She was actually giggling like this was some kind of game. Those playful, girlish sounds reverberated along the air.

“Dad, I think you need another breath,” Gabby said. She shifted forward, angling her body as much as possible. And then she blew. She had turned his head to the side, and this required a lot of stretching and straining on her part, yet she made it look effortless. She exhaled with her torso positioned between the seats and right in front of Alex. She blew smoke into Mike’s mouth!

It didn't matter that he was the father. It didn’t matter that he was the supposed leader of the family. He worked hard, he made money, and he had done so much to help raise his children. As far as Alex had been concerned, Mike was supposed to be that ideal version of what a guy could be. Here was his masculine role model, yet Mike couldn’t fight or resist or deny his daughter.

Gabby laughed even louder than her little sister. Those dulcet notes hit the air, and Alex just stared, uncomprehending.

But then the light turned green, and his father was choking as she tormented him. Finally, she let go.

Mike quickly wiped the tears from his eyes, he repositioned his hands on the steering wheel, and he started to drive forward.

“There,” Gabby said. “Do you see?  Are you starting to understand how this works?  Does it make sense to you now?”

Alex didn’t answer.

Then he braced himself, realizing that his silence might annoy his big sister. And if that happened, there could be consequences.

Instead, she pulled out another cigarette, lit it, and took a puff. She was enjoying herself as her brother squirmed there while they drove. The SUV filled with another round of smoke, but there was nothing Alex could do about it. Each time he glanced over at his mother, he saw that little smirk at the corner of her mouth. Clearly, she approved.

“What is this?” Alex yearned to ask. “What is this?  What’s going on?  What’s happening here?” He swallowed back those questions, especially because he didn’t want to provoke her. He didn’t want any of these women to be focused on him right then or there.

And yet, he still had to hold out hope. He told himself he would figure this out. He would find some way to make things make sense…even if he didn’t know how.

When they pulled onto the street where he had grown up, Alex held his breath. He stared forward, and he tried to keep as much of the smoke out of his lungs as possible. Moment by moment, it was so easy to imagine that toxic flavor burning into the meat of his chest. He didn’t know what kind of long-term harm this was doing, but he was sure he didn’t like it.

“Stop,” Gabby ordered.

Instantly, Mike placed his foot on the brake, and the car came to a stop right there, just a few hundred yards from the house.

“Why did we stop?” Alex asked. He glanced over at his big sister.

Right away, he knew that was a mistake.

“It just feels nice to be back home,” Gabby replied insincerely. “I was thinking we could take a few seconds to admire the neighborhood. You don’t mind, do you, Mom?”

“No, I think that’s actually really sweet. We should take some more time to stop and smell the roses,” said their mother.

“Let me out,” Alex said definitively. After several minutes of driving, he hadn’t forgotten about his sister’s speed or how easily she had grabbed him and overwhelmed him. Maybe it was being back here in these familiar surroundings that made it easy for him to forget about how everything had changed. He knew what had happened even if he couldn’t make himself believe it.

“No,” Gabby said. “We’re  going to stay right there.”

“This is ridiculous,” he grumbled.

“Stay,” she said, addressing him like he was nothing but an animal.

Alex glanced down at the seat belt, and he felt powerless. He felt helpless. He felt like there was nothing he could do even as he kept working to understand all of these changes.

With his frustrations piling up in his chest, he didn’t know what to do!

“Okay, Dad. You can take us the rest of the way home,” Gabby told their father. Those words sounded so definitive. When she addressed him, she made it sound like he was nothing but a chauffeur or a butler. She was clearly the one in charge. She was clearly the one who would make the important decisions.

Again, Alex peeked over to their mother. If nothing else, it seemed like she was supposed to intervene. Instead, she seemed…proud?  Alex tried to comprehend how that could be possible, yet his thoughts broke apart.

They pulled up in front of the house, the parents got out, and both Gabby and Sophia took their time. Seated in the center, Alex squirmed. He had removed his seat belt, but the girls were waiting. They were taking their time.

Then each of his sisters reached over and grabbed one of his arms. They were surprisingly strong!

“What is this?”

“We’re going inside,” Gabby told him.

“And I think our big sister wants to give you a little demonstration,” Sophia pointed out. “So we expect you to behave. Understand?  We expect you to do everything you’re told. It’s fine. You just get to watch it first.”

“Precisely,” Gabby said.

In sync, the girls let go of him, they got out of the SUV, but now they stood to the side and waited for him. Whether he went to the left or right, these girls could take him.

Left alone in the vehicle, Alex pushed his palms down along his legs. He rubbed his hands on his pants, and he tried to figure out exactly what he could do next.

Outside was the promise of fresh air.

Without thinking, he went to his right, and he saw Sophia standing there. She reached over and grabbed him by his arm. Gabby circled around the vehicle, and she took his other limb. Just like that, they had him.

Itching to tug free, Alex needed to try, yet he already suspected he’d fail. That doubt was enough to keep him pliant, so they escorted him inside.

Gabby leaned over to her brother, and she whispered into his ear, “I want you to sit down on the couch. I expect you to cooperate and behave. You can do that, can’t you?”

Although he didn’t answer, the girls pushed him down onto the couch, and he didn’t try to get up.

“Look at that frustration on his face,” Sophia said.

“You think he’s upset because he’s going to watch?”

“I don’t even know what’s going on,” Alex threw those words out onto the air with as much vehemence as he could muster. On the one hand, he was glad to be out of the SUV. The air smelled cleaner here, although he could still detect the traces of secondhand smoke.

The girls ignored him.

“I’m going to work on Dad,” Gabby said to the other women. “Alex, kneel between Mom and Sophia.”

“What?” Alex asked. He intended to say more. That must have been obvious. There was that look of angry incredulity stretching across his normally handsome face.

Without waiting for instructions, Sophia sauntered over to her older brother, and she backhanded him.

She moved fast.

Even if someone had warned him, Alex never would have believed it. Her arm rose, and she slapped him across the face, one quick strike that jerked his head to the side and left his cheek stinging. This was his little sister. As far as he’d known, she wasn’t supposed to be capable of this.

“What, what?” Alex stuttered out.

“Come on,” Sophia said as she grabbed her brother by his hair. She yanked, jerking on his scalp. New pain shot down into his nerves. He cried out, yelping and gasping even as that girl casually escorted him to the middle of the living room. She shoved him down only seconds later, and his knees buckled. He fell into that humiliated position right between his mother and his baby sister.

“You know, things do work better when you cooperate,” Gabby said. “That’s a lesson you have learned, isn’t it, Dad?”

Dad. That word should have carried so much respect, love, and admiration. Whenever she used that single syllable, it should have shown everyone in the room that she meant to be a good and loving daughter for her father.

Instead, she made “Dad” sound closer to “slave”.

“Alex,” said his mother. Right away, her son glanced up. On his knees and feeling trapped between those women, he desperately hoped she was going to explain all of this. She was supposed to give him some kind of reason and provide some sort of logic. He desperately needed to understand how and why this could take place. “I want you to watch this. It’s very important. Gabby has been learning a lot. She came home before you, so we’ve been working on her technique.”

“What sort of technique?” Alex desperately needed to ask. Something stopped him, however. The words evaporated at the back of his throat as Gabby moved.

She grabbed their father and shoved him to his knees, so now he was right there in the middle of the room.

“What are you?”

“Inferior,” he answered.

Inferior?  Obviously, Alex understood what that word meant, yet he had no idea how or why this young woman could use such a disrespectful term with their father.

“Louder,” she said.

“I’m inferior, Ma’am!”

Ma’am?  It didn’t make sense!  This didn’t work!  This wasn’t supposed to be happening!  It wasn’t supposed to be possible!  Despite those expectations, Alex couldn’t ignore what he saw or heard. This was happening; it was really happening no matter how much he tried to hide from it or deny it.

“Exactly,” she said, and then she slapped him. Her hand flew down, she struck. That open-palmed blow left this red shadow along the side of his face.

“Stand and strip,” Gabby commanded next.

There was no way he was going to do it, Alex believed. At this point, their father was going to snort and laugh and they were going to announce that this had all been some kind of bizarre joke. It had just been a game. They’d been messing with him. It was a prank!

Alex fought so hard to cling to those possibilities. With his heart pounding and his chest tightening, he couldn’t think of any other explanation.

Just then, their father began to move by his daughter’s command. First, he rose to his feet. Next, he worked the buttons on his shirt.

“Not fast enough!” Gabby’s gnarled. She struck again, backhanding before delivering another blow.

Mike dropped down to his hands and knees. His little girl grabbed him by his hair, jerked his head up, and stared down into his eyes, “Do you want to piss me off, boy?”

“No, Ma’am!” he called out, his voice strained.

“No,” Gabby agreed with that sly smile. “You don’t want to make that mistake. It would be a very dumb idea to make me angry. So go faster. Go a lot faster. Come on. You have to show your son how it’s done!”

Together, both Gabby and Mike glanced over and made eye contact with Alex. The only son in the house shivered as he saw those two different sides of this dynamic.

Gabby was in charge; she was the superior. She couldn’t be mistaken for anything else. She had power, and she could use it.

More than that, their father knew to address that girl as “Ma’am”!  The term sounded old-fashioned, like it didn’t belong in that house.

Gabby forced the man up onto his feet. He straightened his back, and his hands were moving in a quickened blur as he shoved the buttons through their holes on his shirt before he shrugged it off and kicked away his shoes. Less than a second later, his hands dropped to his belt.

No way, Alex promised himself. There was just no way his dad would actually get naked in front of the whole family.

Despite that burst of certainty, Alex realized something. His heart was pounding, he was holding his breath, and his certainty from before had already started to fracture and fall away.

His father stripped. His father actually removed every piece of clothing, undressing until he was completely naked. “No,” Alex whispered. The desperate desire to see this all is some kind of bizarre mistake pounded through his body. He didn’t want to accept it. He didn’t want to believe it. He couldn’t allow himself to see his father this way.

Immediately, Alex tried to shut his eyes and drop his chin to his chest. With his elbows pressed against his sides, he tried to hide. Perhaps he was on his knees, but that wasn’t supposed to matter.

Sophia glanced in his direction. She saw what he was doing. Grabbing onto his hair, she yanked, sending a spasm of pain straight down into the top of his head. “No,” stated his little sister. “You don’t get to hide from this, boy.”

Boy?  Alex didn’t understand. Obviously, he was a guy, but his little sister wasn’t supposed to talk to him like that!

On some level, Alex still yearned to believe in that old and traditional hierarchy. His father was supposed to be the head of the family. As a young man, Alex was supposed to defend his sisters. Granted, things could get complicated with Gabby because she was older and had always been so much more successful and more confident. (Then again, at his best moments, Alex had always been able to push the idea of competition aside since they were two different people coming from two very different places.)

But now, his little sister spoke down to him. She addressed him, and she made him sound like he was just a toy.

Alex tried to shrug her off; he turned his head from side to side. Unrelenting, Sophia refused to let him go. She held onto his scalp, and she yanked, delivering another shock of pain straight down into his nerves. His nostrils flared, and he wished he could have jumped up to his feet to confront her.

Something stopped him. He didn’t know if it was his father’s casual acquiescence or something else altogether.

“Tell your son,” Gabby commanded.

Those words shocked Alex out of his complacency. He wasn’t thinking about his little sister or even his mother. Instead, he forced himself to face that far more frightening scenario playing out just a few feet in front of him.

Like Alex, Mike had lowered himself down onto his knees again, his clothing completely discarded and off to the side.

“What would you like me to tell her, Ma’am?”

No!  Trapped in this cycle of disbelief, Alex couldn’t accept this. He didn’t want to tolerate any kind of scenario where his father would address his daughter like that.

This was wrong!

Despite that strange combination of certainty and confusion dancing behind Alex’s eyes, his father began to speak. “In this household, I am a boy. As a boy, I’m inferior. As a boy, I recognize female supremacy. Women are born to be in charge while men like me are nothing but slaves. We exist to serve and amuse.”

Alex could feel his lips fall open as he stared.

Then Sophia leaned down, and she whispered to her big brother, “See that?  Dad knows how to behave himself. How long is it going to take before you do too?”

No, he told himself.

Just as desperate as before, Alex searched for some way to believe that this still had to be a prank. It had to be a joke. It was ridiculous. This couldn’t be happening!

Those ideas sounded so good and tantalizing. They tempted him, only Gabby grabbed her father’s hair and jerked, yanking him up onto his feet. Then she shoved him down against the side of the couch. “Stay,” she ordered.

Naked, he obeyed. With his back and ass exposed, he remained right there as she sauntered off.

Gabby walked by her brother as Sophia said to him, “She’s going back to her old bedroom. What is she going to get?  Do you have any idea?  Do you know what she’s going to get?” Sophia spoke in this soft whisper, like she didn’t wish to risk interrupting the show.

“I don’t know,” he said, his voice shaking.

“That’s okay,” she replied. “I’m sure we’ll get to see soon enough.”

Just a few seconds later, Gabby returned, and she carried a small black bag…and something else. When Alex saw the black cane in her hand, he tightened his brows. He genuinely didn’t understand. He couldn’t comprehend what that was for or what she was going to do with it.

Luckily (or not), she set it aside. When she opened the bag, she first pulled out a pair of handcuffs. She grabbed her father’s wrists, yanked his arms behind his back, and slipped the bonds into place, locking them on.

He didn’t resist. He didn’t argue or struggle.

Even so, Alex understood what they signified. Handcuffs. Restraints. His father had obeyed before, only now he wouldn’t get any choice.

That was probably why she had stripped him.

Or so he had assumed…

For this punishment to work, his skin had to be exposed. For her to unleash her flagrant brutality, she didn’t want clothing getting in the way. Granted, Alex didn’t understand, not yet. But he would.

“I liked your answers,” Gabby said.

“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.”

Ma’am. Mike wasn’t supposed to use this kind of language, not with his daughter!  He was supposed to think of her as a little girl, his favorite princess, or maybe a sweetheart. He was supposed to talk down to her because he was the patriarch, and she was just a girl. It didn’t matter what she did. He was always supposed to be her guardian and protector.

Despite those traditionalist ideas, Alex could only kneel there, still helpless between his little sister and his mother.

At some point, both of those women had placed their hands on his shoulders. Technically, they only applied a tiny bit of force. Even so, there was something about their proximity. They were close to him, and they seemed to bend his will, almost as though he had never been as strong or as independent as he had once believed. Perhaps it had always been some kind of mistake on his part. Perhaps he had never been as strong or as smart as he had once believed.

That would’ve explained how and why they were able to keep him right there on his knees.

Just as importantly, it told him how and why Gabby could control their father.

As men, they were vulnerable.

As boys, they were susceptible to this kind of control. Perhaps those weaknesses had always been there, lurking beneath the surface and just waiting for the right stimulation.

No, he tried to tell himself. But then, his older sister reached into her bag, and she pulled out a black, leather strap. It was shorter than he would have expected, but she smacked it against the palm of her hand, and Alex automatically flinched, dropping his head down into the side. His brows tightened along with every joint in his body.

“Did that scare you?” Gabby asked.

“Answer her,” Sophia teased him.

“No,” he said as definitively as possible. For the most part, Alex failed. Even if he tried to lie to these women, he knew they could see right through him. They could understand what he was thinking and feeling.

It wasn’t fair!

“Don’t worry,” Gabby promised him. “We’ll see to your education later.”

His education?  What was that supposed to mean?

Before Alex could try to figure it out, she turned to her father, she touched the smooth, leather surface of the strap to his naked ass…and waited. She exhaled slowly, almost as though she needed to concentrate.

After another heartbeat or two, Alex understood what she was doing: she was revelling in this: her control, her authority…

This ferocious grin flashed across her lips as she raised her arm. Then she brought the strap down hard and fast, swinging. The black leather morphed into a blur, and then it struck with that loud sound. The smack cut across the air, and Alex flinched.

His father moaned out a slow, desperate groan.

“What?  You didn’t like that?” Gabby taunted him. “Maybe you just need another one?  Maybe we need to try that again?” She paused, seemed to consider the different possibilities, and nodded to herself. “Yeah, I think we need to try that again.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Alex tightened his fingers into fists. His muscles locked, and he desperately wished he could have thrown himself forward. He wanted to attack, to grab her, to take that strap from her hand and to throw it down onto the floor. He wanted to kick it away or throw it into the fireplace and ignite it. All of those different images and fantasies played out behind his eyes, all while he refused to look away.

Or rather, his little sister held onto his hair and refused to let go. She wouldn’t allow her brother to drop his head down, to close his eyes, or to hide from all of this.

He had to watch so he could learn…

Worse, Sophia leaned down and whispered, “What’s it like?  What’s it like to see Daddy get punished?  It’s okay. You might not think he did anything, but he has. For a long time, he thought he could tell us what to do. That’s not acceptable. A boy should never try to tell a woman what to do. Boys get told what to do. Girls tell them what to do.” She made it sound almost mechanical, like these were just the different parts of an equation, one he was too stupid to understand.

Apparently, Sophia didn’t expect a response. That was fine. He didn’t know how to reply, especially as he started to flinch each time the strap came down.

Gabby was unrelenting; determined and eager as she enjoyed herself. She struck over and over again. Even as her lungs started to pump faster, she used that leather strap to leave bright red marks all along his exposed ass.

Worse, Mike understood that every member of his immediate family was watching this. Before, he had to be able to hide, first in the knowledge that only his wife had trained him. Then his daughters were brought in, but the last vestige of his strength and independence was getting stripped away right there.

Alex stared. With every second, he kept hoping that maybe his father would do something. After all, this man was supposed to be capable, powerful, sturdy, and unstoppable. He was the kind of guy who had been Alex’s hero as a child.

That no longer applied.

While his son watched, Mike grunted, growled, and then he started to whimper. There were those pathetic little sounds vibrating from deep within his body as his daughter wielded the strap, painting his backside bright red with one blow after another.

Something inside of him broke; he started to beg.

Alex didn’t know exactly when it happened.

Mike started to make those sounds with his mouth. Obviously, he was attempting to fight the urge. First, he’s done his best to stay silent, which didn’t last long at all. But now, he gasped out, “Please. Please, I, I can’t take this. Please!”

“What was that?” Gabby asked as she pretended not to understand her father. “You need more?  Is that it?”

Next to Alex, Sophia giggled.

“Please, Ma’am!” he sounded so desperate, so pathetic and humble at the same time. Despite his meager need to obey this girl, Mike didn’t get any kind of respite.

If anything, Gabby struck harder and faster, the strap swinging down and cutting through the air before it lashed against his naked skin over and over again.

His fingers balled into fists, and he tried to pull his arms away, but she had cuffed his limbs behind his back, keeping him exposed and helpless. By now, tears started to roll down his cheeks. Those rivulets left his face shining. He probably couldn’t see anything.

In fact, it was easy to imagine his world shrinking down. Maybe he forgot about his wife and his youngest daughter, his son and everything else. There would just be those blows crashing down against his senses in agonizing flashes over and over again, forcing him to howl.

“Just a few more,” she promised.

“No,” he gushed. “Please, Ma’am!  Please, I can’t take it!  I can’t take more!”

“You’re cute when you’re wrong,” she told him.

“Please, we can’t do this. We can’t let this happen,” Alex whispered. At that point, neither his mother nor his baby sister heard him. Alex wasn’t brave enough to confront them. They simply kept their hands on his shoulders, and that was enough to trap that boy on his knees.

Before this, he had read those books and watched those movies and saw those streaming shows, each of which made him think he could be a hero. They told him he could be brave. After all, it always seemed so easy on the screen or the page.

At this point, Alex had to admit the truth. He wasn’t strong enough to take on these women. His father had confessed, saying that the girls were better than him. The boys were inferior.

Alex didn’t want to believe it, yet he couldn’t conjure any kind of counterargument either.

Infuriated, he bit down. He almost started chewing on the inside of his mouth, yet that little flash of pain wasn’t enough to hide him from those bursts of sound as his older sister punished their father.

“Are you crying?” Once her question hit the air, she stopped striking him. Instead, she reached out with the tip of the strap, and she brushed it along his skin.

Whimpering, gasping, moaning and mewling, Mike made all of those desperate little sounds. His daughter clearly enjoyed them. She chuckled to herself, shook her head, and let the disdain radiate off of her. He didn’t need to answer right away, not when he amused her.

For a second, Alex actually itched to accuse her of being some high school mean girl, like she knew how to tear people down with just a look, a sneer, or some sharp remark. But that wasn’t it. She didn’t just eviscerate her father’s confidence; she made him scream!

Besides, this girl had used so much more than that.

Alex didn’t want to see the red glowing along his father’s naked body. Still, he glanced up, he saw those marks, and he understood exactly what they meant.

Realistically, Alexwas also aware that he wouldn’t really be able to imagine that kind of pain. Seriously, Alex tried to remember the last time he had been seriously hurt. He could remember biting down on the inside of his mouth by accident, bumping into a wall, or even slipping and falling on his face. All of that had hurt, but Gabby seemed to wield that strap with an extra touch of menace, so she knew exactly how to maximize every dose of pain.

“What’s wrong?  You don’t want to answer me?”

Alex’s father was bawling!  He whimpered and cried, the tears streaming down his face. Simultaneously, he did his best to articulate himself. He tried again and again to actually speak and answer her.

He couldn’t. He couldn’t do it.

Against those currents of sensations rocketing through his body, there was no way for this boy to tell his daughter what she wished to hear.

“Maybe we just need to switch?  Is that it?”

His eyes shined so bright with dread as Mike called out, “No!” Genuine desperation rang along his vocal cords.

Even though it made his wife and two daughters laugh, that wasn’t enough.

“Yeah, let’s try something new, shall we?”

Gabby unlocked his cuffs, pulled his arms over his head, and restrained him again. This way, she had better access to both his buttocks and the totality of his back, not to mention his legs…

“Please, you don’t have to do this,” Alex said to his big sister. For a moment, he couldn’t believe that he had actually spoken. In fact, all three of these women turned back to him.

He expected someone to slap him. He expected someone to yank on his hair.

Instead, Gabby met his gaze. She was staring right back at him, and she said, “Wrong.” That was it. That was all she told him.

Instantly, he understood that he was wrong and that these women could decide to do whatever they liked, and he wasn’t going to be brave enough to stop them.

All of those different details flashed behind his eyes and throughout his body as his muscles locked and his joints seemed to quiver. He hated that kind of autonomic response. It wasn’t conscious. It wasn’t something he could come close to controlling.

Around these women, he remembered the deep instincts buried in his body. Worse, these girls knew exactly how to scare him. They saw how to put him in his place and how to keep him down on his knees.

“Well,” she continued with a shrug. “I guess you might technically be right. I don’t have to do this. But I want to!” Sophia giggled as Gabby grabbed the cane, and she lifted it high into the air before swinging it down. This time, she didn’t give her father the opportunity to recharge, brace himself, or even react.

Gabby struck hard, whipping him with the flexible cane.

Alex turned away when he heard the snap across the air. It sounded like a whistle, sharp and unyielding, like some unworldly creature.

Then it hit his father, and the older man screamed out. There wasn’t any other way to describe it. There was that sharp yelp, that desperate gasp, the cry of dismay all combined. Alex flinched again, and he tried to drop his head down.

Once more, Sophia wouldn’t allow that kind of cowardice.

“It’s okay,” she said to him, her voice low because she didn’t want to interrupt the proceedings. “It’s okay. This is what he needs. Every man needs this kind of punishment.”

Every man?

Alex heard those words, and he instantly understood what they meant, but part of him couldn’t accept it. Part of him couldn’t believe it. He lifted his head, and he looked up at Sofia.

In his mind, she was always this small and immature girl. After all, it was so easy for him to close his eyes and remember her in preschool, elementary school, kindergarten or high school. She was always supposed to be this less mature version of the two older siblings.

But right then and there, she stood in her denim skirt (artfully ripped here or there), her black tights, and that dark red blouse. She looked pretty. More than that, she radiated the kind of authority he could hardly comprehend.

Gabby struck again and again, sweeping down hard and fast as she made sure her father whimpered and cried. He kept bawling. At several points, he instinctively tried to roll to one side or the other, but she had no problem dropping her hand to his shoulder and forcing him right back into position.

“Every time you move, you just delay the inevitable,” Gabby told her dad. “Is that really what you want?  You want this to keep going?”

He tried to answer. Sucking in those desperate breaths, Mike tried to call out something coherent, but Alex couldn’t really understand what he meant to say. Maybe it was something like, “No, Ma’am!”.

If so, it didn’t matter. This boy could cry out, scream, and make whichever promises he wanted. Neither Gabby nor either of the other women were interested in what he had to say.

If anything, they simply wished to hear him cry, bleat, and plead. That was their unified desire…and he satisfied it for them.

With another wicked grin, Gabby swung down again and again, striking at the back of his rib cage, his flanks, then down over his buttocks all over again. That vicious cane connected again and again.

Alex tried to imagine what that kind of bright pain would have felt like, especially if it broke such a stoic and defiant man as his father. For as long as he could remember, Mike had seemed so strong and dignified. Until now, this man had ever cried in front of his son; he had always been such a shining example of what masculinity could be, especially when it came to quiet endurance.

That had been stripped away, however.

At some point, she got tired and lowered the cane’s tip down to the floor. “Say thank you,” Gabby instructed before she pulled the cane back, and she touched the blunt edge to her father’s shoulder.

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“C’mon, Dad. We both know you can do a lot better than that!” Gabby giggled before she gave him a warning blow. Then she must have decided that she enjoyed that, so she struck several more times, jerking the cane up before slapping it down again and again over his naked and vulnerable body.

Fresh tears flooded his cheeks, falling down in those little rivers.

“Try again,” she ordered.

“Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you for punishing me. Thank you for disciplining me. Thank you for putting me in my place. Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you for teaching me who I’m supposed to be!  Thank you for reminding me of my status!”

Glancing down and inspecting her fingernails now, Gabby asked, “And what status is that?”

Their father didn’t hesitate. The words came streaming from his strained lips, “Inferior, Ma’am!  I’m your inferior!  As a man, I am weaker and dumber than you. I am inferior in every way, Ma’am!”

“That’s not completely true,” she said with a little tittering chortle. “I mean, you’re pretty good at opening jars.”

That was it. Perhaps she’d acknowledge some slight advantage when it came to upper body strength, but that wasn’t going to impress her.

Gabby laughed again; the sounds of her amusement rushed across the air before she tightened her grip, corrected her aim, and unleashed another barrage. The cane struck one viciously quick blow to deliver in that unyielding rush of agony.

For Mike, there couldn’t be anything else. There was just pain, just the sensations as they overwhelmed everything else. Maybe he jerked against his restraints. Maybe he tried to take every pulse of pain with as much dignity as he possessed. If so, he failed. After all, his kids were watching all of this, and they saw just how easily he could be broken. That was his daughter; that was his little girl.

She caned him, showing him off to his son.

But that wasn’t good enough.

Finally, Gabby threw the cane away, she leaned down, and she worked the buttons on her jeans. Watching this, Alex didn’t understand, not until he realized she was really going to do it. She shimmied out of the denim, pulling off her pants and panties in several quick motions.

That girl just got half-naked in front of her brother…

Then again, her father was already exposed. Reflexively, Alex started to look away, like he wished to give his sister some privacy. Despite his good intentions, Sophia put her hands on the sides of his head and forced him to look and watch.

Gabby grabbed her father, she shoved him to the floor, and she straddled his face!

No, Alex told himself again. Another jolt of disbelief rang through his body. He didn’t want to believe it; he wouldn’t and couldn’t accept it. This seemed impossible!

“Lick, boy. Show me exactly where you belong. Show me who you are. Show me how you’re nothing but an inferior. Show me how men in this house get enslaved!”

She was laughing…and so did Sophia and Kim.

In the meantime, Mike obeyed.

Of course, he did. There couldn’t be any other possibility.

He licked furiously, his tongue darting along his daughter’s slit just as she expected.

She threw her head back, she gasped, she moaned, and she enjoyed every second of her triumph.

At the same time, Sofia leaned down, and she told her brother, “I want you to watch this. I want you to remember this moment. You’re learning a valuable lesson here. Just relax and let it soak into you, Alex. Be a good boy. Watch. This is how things work. This is how things are always supposed to work. Don’t forget. Don’t try to fight it.”

“No,” Alex said.

The word came out automatically. He didn’t really mean to contradict his little sister, and he wasn’t looking to challenge her authority either. Rather, the sound just emerged because it was easy and automatic. It was a reflex. He couldn’t believe this. He couldn’t accept it. He needed to deny everything he saw playing out in front of him.

“What was that?” Sophia asked, her voice low and dangerous.

He gulped. He lifted his head.

Right as he turned to see his little sister, she struck, slapping him hard across the face. Not only that, she grabbed Alex by his hair and actually forced him to his feet.

While his father humiliated himself by servicing Gabby, Sophia intended to break her brother.

Clearly, he hadn’t learned his lesson. Obviously, he needed some additional instruction.

Then again, that made sense. These men were just boys–and boys were born to be toys. They were made to be playthings, destined to suffer, and created to serve. As a female supremacist, Sophia and her mother and her older sister all understood this. These men hadn’t quite figured it out yet, but they could help. These women could make sure that the men of the family learned how to act.

Grinning impishly, Sophia struck again and again, slapping her brother even as she called out, "Take it. Take it, boy. Take it because this is who you are and where you belong. You're on your knees in front of your little sister. Don't forget it. Don't ever forget that we own you now! Think of yourself as property. Think of yourself as nothing but a slave!" She laughed even as she struck again and again.

This was bliss and joy all wrapped together for her.

Alex couldn't take it. His little sister held onto his hair, keeping him trapped before her. Every one or two or three seconds, Sophia struck again, backhanding him or slapping him hard. His vision turned wet, the pain sizzled along his flesh, and he didn't know how to resist any of this. He couldn't take it! There was no way for him to fight back.

That was exactly how the women liked it.

These boys might’ve told themselves whatever they wanted about their independence, their freedom, and their competence or capabilities. Ultimately, however, these boys belonged on their knees.

Mike serviced his girl, licking hard and fast, tasting her excitement, all while the pain blazed through his body.

Alex broke, and he looked up at his mother. Eyes wide, he called out, "Please! Please, you can't let her do this to me!" He was begging. With every desperate plea, she watched him. She studied him. Kim kept her eyes locked on that boy even as disdain played across her face.

"She's not going to save you," Sophia told him. "Who do you think taught us how to behave with boys like you?"

Who do you think taught us to behave with boys like you? The question echoed inside of his head. He tried to understand, and then it clicked.

"She's right, boys," Kim said, finally speaking. She glanced over at her husband. She crouched down, and she looked into Mike's eyes. "This is your life, boy. I did this to you, and now I'm going to make sure that our daughters train our son. He's going to learn to serve. You’ll both be completely and utterly subjugated. Do you know what that means? It means you will serve us. You will acknowledge us as better than you. Every morning, you will wake up, and you’ll wonder exactly how we will punish you for the simple mistake of being male. That's how this works now. In this household, we own your asses. We'll do whatever we want with you. Yes, we will!" She chortled to herself.

Alex couldn't tell whether or not his mother said anything else. He couldn't hear much over the whimpering sobs of his father as he serviced Gabby or the blows that landed hard and fast across his face.

Gasping, that boy worked to figure out what he was supposed to do or how he could fight back. That glimmer of hope continued to shine inside his head.

Despite his best efforts, there was just that blank, static pain behind his eyes and running throughout the rest of his body. Sophia seemed to have a knack for suppressing his instincts. As a man, he didn't know how to defy her. And maybe, on some visceral or primal level, this felt right, almost as though he knew that the men around him were supposed to surrender.

They were the superior sex.

"This is female supremacy," Kim announced. "This is the simple belief that we’re better than you. We deserve to rule, and you deserve to do whatever we say. Our pleasure is your first priority. Isn't that what you sensed when we first got together, Mike?"

Her husband still couldn't answer, not while he serviced his daughter. "No? That isn't what you were expecting? That isn't what you were hoping for?" She chuckled. "Pity. It's okay. I knew from the beginning that I wanted to have you just like this. If you thought you could fight back, you failed. If you fantasized about changing my mind, that's never, ever going to happen. After all, it isn't just me, is it, Mike? It's me and your daughters. And now, your boy is going to learn to behave. You thought you could protect him, didn't you?" She laughed. "Oh, poor boy. Poor, frustrated boy. This must be so humiliating and degrading for you. Is that how you feel right now? When you lick Gabby’s pussy, do you understand what it means to be male now? Do you understand just how easily the women in your life can take over and control you? I bet you're starting to figure it out. It's a shame. Maybe if you had been smarter, you would have figured things out before we got married. But now, I own you, don't I? Yes, I do."

"Can I have some fun with him?" Sophia asked, nodding down toward her brother.

"Absolutely," Kim answered. "Do you want to use your mask?"

Mask?

"What do you think about that, Alex? What do you think about smoking? Did you learn your lesson back in the car?"

With the pain ringing across his cheeks, Alex spoke reflexively. He didn't think about this; he didn't consciously strategize. "Smoking is a filthy and disgusting habit,” he breathed out despite his tears and the lingering pain.

"That's a shame," she said. "Because I like it. It tastes so good, and there's that gentle relief that comes with every puff. It's one of the best forms of relaxation I know of. Then again, maybe I’ll feel even better when I have some fun with you."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Strip," she commanded.

"You're joking," he began to say. Before he could finish that first word, she slapped him across the face, twice as hard as before. Clearly, she had been holding back, only now his vision fuzzed again, and he almost imagined he could hear ringing in his ears.

"Strip," Sophia ordered with far more authority than a girl her age was supposed to possess.

He scrambled to obey.

As she watched, he stripped off his shirt, his pants, his underwear and shoes and socks. He lost everything. With each garment removed, Alex sensed his own powerlessness expand, like the weight of their authority pushed down on him.

He frantically removed every garment until he was naked there in front of his mother, his two sisters, and his degraded father.

While he worked, Sophia grabbed something from her room. When she came back, she held up the mask. He saw it and how it would fit over his jaw and his nose, but he still didn't understand, nor could he explain why there was that tube extending outward. Not only that, he saw something else.

When he focused on his sister, he couldn’t help but swallow back the raw tension in his throat. "What are you wearing?" Alex just barely managed to ask.

"It's a strap-on harness," she informed him. She grinned, twisting to the left, then the right, almost like a model showing off.

He had known that. He had seen them online, but he never imagined he’d face one in person. Young and relatively inexperienced, Alex was a good-looking boy, but he spent most of his time playing online. He didn't hunt the girls around him. Maybe that was due to his mother’s influence, almost as though she had secretly been showing him that he needed to be timid around the women nearby.

Before he could come to a conclusion, Sophia pounced. She grabbed him, forced his head back, slid the mask over his nose and mouth, secured the straps, and then she ordered, "Down on your hands and knees, boy. If you don't, I'm going to make it hurt so much more." She practically purred out that promise.

He broke.

Just like his father, Alex obeyed these women around him. Sophia may have been younger. By every calculation, she was supposed to be shy and nervous around him. He was supposed to be her big brother, the one who could tell her what to do and guide her. Instead, he lowered himself onto his hands and knees. Down on all-fours, he felt like he just lost something. Tamed and unable to resist, he found himself following her orders.

Then he heard it. She ignited a lighter. She probably had a cigarette in her mouth as she enjoyed it. Alex couldn’t know for sure since he kept his face aimed at the carpet, almost as though he hoped to hide for just a few seconds. She was purring again, almost moaning with satisfaction. Not her, he thought. Watching Gabby smoking had been terrible. Thinking of his baby sister doing the same thing disgusted him at the core of his being in a way he hadn't expected. Maybe he should have anticipated this. Then again, he still couldn't catch up to the reality of his situation or just how much had changed within his family.

At first, the mask didn't do much. He may have been naked, and his sister could grab onto his hair again, and he hated that position, but this wasn't so bad.

It was about to get so much worse…

Sophia took her time, basking in that first breath and savored the toxic taste of the smoke before she brought the tube up to her pert lips. She pressed her mouth down against that opening, and she exhaled, blowing that steady stream of smoke down the tube, into his mask, into his face, and up against the back of his throat. Immediately, he fought to cough it out.

With a precocious little grin, Sophia simply pinched the tube, locking it between her thumb and fingertip.

He couldn't get the smoke out! He had no choice but to breathe!

Desperate, wracking coughs boomed through his body, but the airtight mask made it impossible for him to get any of the fresh, clean oxygen he craved.

Distantly, he could hear Sophia laughing. "What's wrong, boy? You don't like this? How about now? Does this help?" As she spoke, she still held onto the tube, locking it, so that he still couldn't breathe. But then his body experienced that other violation as she shoved the dildo right into his ass! His body responded, he clenched down, and he desperately tried to keep her out. This girl, however, wouldn't be deterred.

She took what she wanted and fucked that boy.

She made him cry out. Or at least, he tried. Finally, she released the tube, and he expelled the smoke. That bitter, acrid taste still buzzed along his tongue, at the back of his mouth, down along the interior of his neck, and almost into his lungs. He couldn’t hide from it; he couldn’t escape that poisonous flavor!

His sister didn't allow him much of a respite, however.

She drew another breath. With one hand braced against his thigh, she maintained her position, inhaled from her cigarette, puffed out her cheeks, and blew another breath right into the tube.

He couldn't escape!

Scrambling to keep up, Alex didn’t know which was worse: the smoke or that humiliating penetration.

Like some dog frantic to shake off a collar, he jerked his head from side to side. This adorably pathetic movement couldn't change anything. He tried and tried, only to fail over and over again while the women laughed at him. Gabby was moaning, Kim watched proudly, and Alex suffered.

Sophia pinched the tube again, cutting off any chance of escape for this boy.

It was so easy for her. Simultaneously, she shoved in hard, ramming her fake cock right between the inner contours of his ass. She jerked back, thrusting again as she tormented her brother.

For Alex, time stretched. Every moment felt like minutes. Every minute felt like hours. He couldn't escape, no matter how hard he tried. This girl had him, and he kept looking around, but she was positioned behind him.

At one point, he tried to call out to his mom, but Kim just laughed. She was enjoying this. After all, it was always so delightful to see a boy get tamed. It was especially rewarding when it was her own son.

"You want this to stop?" Sophia taunted him. "I bet you do. Yeah, this must be so frustrating for you. Here. Let's try something else, shall we?"

She grabbed him. Stronger than she initially appeared, she shoved him onto his back. She pulled the mask away, and I was when she lifted her skirt and yanked down her panties before she locked her legs around his head. She was still smoking, only now she let loose a stream of hot urine down into his mouth. "Swallow it," she commanded.

The boy was guzzling it now. He had no choice.

If he didn't do this, he’d be punished. It would hurt.

Besides, he couldn't think. The revulsion rocketed through his frame and along every inch of his body, but he couldn't actually act on it. He had to drink. He had to gulp. He had to swallow. Heat and salt and stink overwhelmed his senses as she savored the blissful release and toxic taste of total power.

"I think it's my turn, girls," Kim announced.

Sophia grinned, pulled away from her brother, and shook her head. "Pathetic," she said. "Did you ever think your baby sister would be able to do something like this to you?"

"No," he answered.

Although he gave an honest answer, she slapped him across the face. It was a casual gesture, as though it required no effort, no concentration, not even a decision on her part. She could just do it, and she didn't even have to think about it.

As he whimpered, the piteous little sounds emerging from his throat, she laughed again. "How do you address me, Mom and Gabby?"

Instantly, the correct word popped into his head. More telling, he spoke without thinking. He uttered that syllable just as she anticipated. "Ma'am."

"Exactly," she said. From there, she stood, grinned, and ordered, "On your knees. You get to watch now." Next, she pulled off her harness. She was naked from the waist down, yet she seemed completely and utterly at ease, as though she didn't care if her brother saw her. Then again, he considered the shameful intimacy of what he had already experienced with her.

Bowing his head down, he knew he would never be able to escape this. Like Mike, he was trapped here. Even if they allowed him to leave and go back to school, he’d always know that his sisters or mother could call him back, and he would serve. He would obey. Broken and tamed, he'd do whatever they commanded.

Alex would never be able to forget this night.

Just as that idea crossed his mind, Kim took the harness, she pulled off her black yoga pants, and she tossed away her shoes. Then she pulled the harness on, and she grinned. "One boy, then another." She didn't bother to clean the dildo. "Hold him down," Kim commanded.

Instantly, shame burned through Alex's body, if only because he was grateful that his mother wasn't pointing to him. Instead, it was time for his father to endure another shameful punishment. The daughters grabbed Mike and pinned them beneath their heels. He was trapped right there. The girls with their cigarettes grinned, and he was coughing as they blew smoke into his face. Their lips shined; the tips of the cigarettes glowed. He was coughing. Too bad. He didn't need to breathe. It didn't matter how much he hated this or what he wanted. They were going to show him who he had become and what he deserved.

Kim came up behind him, and Alex instantly understood what this was going to feel like for his father.

Second by second, Alex secretly hoped Mike would figure out some way to fight back. At this last instant, he’d assert himself. He would tell these women that they couldn't really own or control the boys in this family. The men were going to fight back! Even if they were outnumbered, Mike and Alex could find some way to defy these women. He wouldn't address his baby sister as "Ma'am," nor would he allow any of these women to humiliate him like this.

But really, those ideas were just quieting echoes of defiance. In fact, the despair spread through him, all because he understood how this really worked.

These women were superior to him. They were stronger, ruthless and relentless. They could take whatever they wanted, and he didn't know how to fight back. There was nothing he could do, no way for him to resist…

Mike didn't fight back.

He didn't get to jump up, to take control, to shout or to even order his girls to back down. Instead, he stayed there, naked and broken. The girls pinned him beneath the heels of their feet as they kept him locked in place. And now, Kim came forward.

It was time for her to fuck her husband.

Alex understood how it felt. He knew what it meant to have that invasive toy slide along the walls of his most sensitive opening. His eyes clenched shut, but Sophia grinned at him and called out, "Don't look away. If you do, you know there are going to be consequences!" She sounded so playful, like she was threatening him with a grounding or something.

Instead, he understood what this could mean.

Mike grimaced. Obviously, he was attempting to stay silent.

As his wife took him hard, he broke.

He was whimpering again, all while Gabby told him, "You know, this is going to be how things work from now on."

"Yeah," Sophia agreed. "We don't need to hide anymore. Alex knows the truth."

"I think we can tell whoever we want now, don't you, Sophia?"

"Totally!" said the other girl. "We can tell our friends. Neighbors. Coworkers…classmates. We can tell anyone. We can tell our grandparents!"

"No more secrets," Gabby stated.

"No more hiding," Sophia agreed.

Mike tried to say something, only Kim rammed into him again, twice as hard as before. He grimaced and moaned. He made all of those pathetic little noises, she laughed, and there was nothing she could do to stop him.

"Say it. Say that you're going to be a good and obedient boy in front of every woman we choose to tell."

"Yes! Yes, Ma'am!" Mike admitted. "I'll do whatever you want! You can tell whoever you want! You can show us off!"

Us. Alex couldn't help but pick out that single word. He knew what it meant. He understood how he could be put on display. Just like his father. After all, they were property. They were owned.

"There's no going back," Kim said, grunting even as she thrust into her husband. "This is how things work now."

"Yes, Ma'am!"

Finally satisfied, she jerked back.

Then she rolled her husband onto his back, and she lunged, dropping her knee to his chest and trapping him right there.

As Alex watched, he knew that this was how his family worked now. This was where he belonged, on his knees, desperate and eager to please, if only to delay the next brutal punishment.

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.
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