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Under New Management

As a businessman, Greg Forger did his best not to oversimplify. He understood the danger, of course. All too often, especially when it came to people snarling around on social media, random individuals liked to search for binary situations, as though avoiding one danger meant somehow eliminating every possible threat or peril. For Greg, things were far more complicated.

First, he had to contend with the market itself. As the owner and CEO of Prime Defender Insurance, he needed to make sure the clients and customers were happy. That meant advertising to get them through the door and onto the digital platform. It also meant offering excellent customer service, although they still needed to manage costs. As an insurer and a businessman, Greg honestly believed he was making the world a better place, but most people didn't see that. On the contrary, they automatically assumed that anyone who worked in insurance existed solely to screw their clients. He routinely heard those complaints, sometimes muttered, and sometimes shouted, about how they just wanted to take money from people without ever paying out.

Although he was ambitious and did intend to generate a healthy profit for himself, Greg genuinely believed in the social benefits of insurance. After all, people needed to be able to drive their cars and take risks on a daily basis. Not only that, his company did pay out. It wasn't like he had hired some sinister cabal of lawyers to figure out how to exploit the contract to ensure that they could take in money without ever helping their clients and customers.

Then again, most people didn't understand how insurance really worked.

Past the clients, Greg worried about his company's investment portfolio. Like every other insurance company, it was their job to collect premiums and invest them to ensure that they could pay out the possible damages when their customers got into car crashes or confronted medical emergencies. Technically, the government simplified how these investments worked, especially because insurance companies are required to focus on specific types of assets. They couldn't chase after crypto currencies or high-flying stocks. Rather, they needed to go after conservative and safe options. But even within that constrained pool of potential investments, there were so many different possibilities and options. Even though he had only been an intern at the time, Greg still remembered the 2008 financial crisis and how all of these different CEOs, analysts, bankers, traders, and insurers had grossly underestimated the risks in the market. For so long, everyone had assumed that housing bonds, even the subprime variety, were somehow safe and stable.

He worried about that kind of dynamic.

When would an exogenous event appear and destroy his company?

He had met other CEOs who didn't believe they could fail. Then again, those were usually individuals who had been hired on. They went to amazing business schools, they came from powerful families, and they knew how to forge uniquely useful connections. Some of them stayed behind the scenes. Others built up their gravitas by delivering TED Talks. Although he had gone to a reasonably prestigious university himself for his undergraduate degree before he earned his MBA, Greg still did his best to remain humble. This company belonged to him. He had worked hard to get the investors on board, he started from scratch, and he understood just how fragile any given venture could be.

The universe didn't tell him anything.

Then there were the regulators. Strictly speaking, he understood the necessity for the regulators and their attention. They could be inane, asinine, and annoying, especially when different dynamics changed. As bureaucrats, they couldn't quite move as quickly. Still, Greg didn't want to work in a market where anyone could do anything. Stability was the most important component for successful business, especially when it came to insurance. Occasionally, he smiled, thinking that his ideal world, really would be one where nothing much went wrong. People could pay their premiums, and they would have the peace of mind knowing that Prime Defender was there to back them up, but it wasn't really necessary.

Customers, the broader market, and regulators all existed as threats. When he wanted to drill down into those different groups, he could find any number of ways where his company might fail.

One point he had ever considered was a girl named Madeline Briar.

Greg got to work early. First, he had always been a morning person. Second, he understood how important optics could be, especially when it came to his employees. With more than a hundred individuals working for him now, he knew that he was the leader. When he showed up at six in the morning and started sending out emails, it impressed his workers. Obviously, he took the work seriously. Unlike other CEOs who insisted on "working from home" or chasing after other opportunities while simultaneously sending in an occasional email or new directive, Greg was actually invested in this company. He took it seriously, and he understood what was going on. His job meant more than just placating the investors.

Still, he was absolutely surprised when he saw someone seated outside of his office. His assistant, Janie, wasn't at her desk yet. Strictly speaking, she wasn't supposed to arrive at work until eight.

And yet, he had a guest.

"Maddie?" Greg asked. He may have considered himself to be a morning person, but he hadn't finished off his coffee, and some of the fatigue still clogged his thoughts.

She was seated there on the small bench, hugging the wall. She had her knees together, and she looked both professional and cute at the same time. Somehow, Greg couldn't help but remember her as a little girl. She was in her twenties now, and she had just earned her degree in Human Resource Management from UC Irvine. With her chestnut brown hair tied back into a ponytail, her glasses, and those gentle traces of makeup, she seemed both feminine and soft, capable and inexperienced, all at the same time. Of course, it would be hard to see her as an adult. Even when she came in for her interview, Greg had sat there with Janie and a couple of the other managers. Together, they had asked her questions, one after another, just as they had done with the other applicants and candidates.

As always, Greg had stayed quiet once Maddie left the room.

"I think she was our best option," one person said.

"Absolutely," said another.

"Her response to the Danielson issue was especially strong, I felt. I think, if we are serious about establishing an HR team, she would be our best bet."

Greg had listened. Technically, the decision was essentially his as the CEO. Up until now, their company had been small enough that they had been able to outsource most of the HR functions without any major issues. But as the company grew, that option was becoming more and more cumbersome. As such, they decided to bring someone in-house.

They had recent graduates from some amazing universities. Both young women and men showed up. A few had some experience. Others were relatively new.

When Maddie had first walked in, he had wondered whether or not he should wave. He had opted not to. When he first saw her name on the roster of candidates, he had double checked. He saw her phone number, and he gave her a call.

"Hello?"

"Maddie? Maddie Briar?"

"Mr. Forger?" This felt strange and almost inappropriate.

Of course, that was a weird reaction, he knew, especially because he had spent a lot of time with this girl. Besides the fact that she recognized his voice, he did the same with hers right away. He didn't have to try, not when this little girl had spent so much time back at his house. Over the last sixteen or seventeen years, she had visited for Carrie's birthday parties, slumber parties, movie nights, and so much more. His daughter had gone to school with Maddie; they had been best friends!

He could remember those moments when Maddie had been so embarrassed after getting too scared to ride one of the roller coasters. At the last moment, he had stepped back as well, announcing to the family, "You know, I don't think I can handle something like this. Maddie, maybe you wouldn't mind hanging out with me for a little bit?"

His daughter had protested, of course, insisting that it wasn't fair that her best friend had to hang back. Still, he had noticed the way Maddie had gotten really quiet, and her eyes had shined extra bright. She had kept staring up, and her lips parted.

"It's okay," Maddie had said to her best friend. "I'll just play on my phone or whatever."

Instead, they had talked. As they watched the rest of the family climb into the different cars and ascended to the top of the track, Maddie and Greg talked about her schoolwork, her favorite class, her least favorite teacher, and what she might want to do when she grew up. What would her first job be?

Proudly and boldly, she had declared that she wanted to be a marine biologist. He didn't know why, but it seemed like most of Carrie's friends felt the same way. A love of dolphins? Whales? Or maybe it was just the romance of the ocean?

But now, she wasn't a little girl. She had grown up, and he tightened his brows as he looked back at her. "You know you’re early," he said. He glanced down at his Rolex. "Very early."

"I know," she said as she stood. She wore high heels, tights, a pale blue skirt, and a dark gray blouse. When he looked at her, he couldn't see the elementary schoolgirl. Instead, she really had been an adult, and now she looked back at him with a surprising amount of poise and confidence. "I have a lot of work to do, and I have some questions for you, Greg."

Greg. Usually, new employees showed up, and they insisted on addressing him as Mr. Forger. Something inside him had twisted. He couldn't help it.

Behind his eyes, these different barriers snapped into position. As a CEO, he understood the dangers of employing pretty young women like Maddie. Obviously, there was the potential for sexual harassment. For his part, Greg had always placed a much higher premium on his company than any momentary tryst. More than that, he had always promised himself that he would be a good guy. As a father, he wanted to be the kind of good guy a little girl could be proud of (even if she was now technically an adult herself). Not only that, he was married to a capable woman, and he respected Kristine. He often paused to smile when he thought of just how powerful and fierce Kristine could be, especially when the wrong person provoked her. His daughter was amazing. Maddie was his goddaughter and Carrie's best friend. From their best friend, Sonia, to his mother and the many other women in his life, Greg knew he had to do more than simply avoid making any kind of mistake himself. Instead, he wanted to foster an environment where an ambitious girl like Maddie could thrive.

And now, he was definitely giving her a huge opportunity. She would build an HR team from scratch. How many recent college graduates could get an opportunity like that?

"What did you want to talk about?"

"I'm going to start hiring out my team here but in the meantime, I want to get a better sense of the corporate hierarchy. Josh, from IT, has given me some initial access, but I really wanted to run some questions by you first."

"You didn't need authorization for that, did you?" As he asked, Greg started to think through the different memoranda he had read and what those different messages indicated as far as Maddie's authority went. She was young and inexperienced, but she technically had a pivotal role as part of the company, especially as she started to roll out the actual policies. Then again, she was supposed to double check with him.

"Greg," she said with a strange look on her face, one that almost reminded him of being lectured, "I'll make sure you have an amazing HR department, but it's going to take some time and money. Understand?"

That tone. His insides twisted. He couldn't help it. Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he nodded before he could stop himself. That girl, with just a few words, had somehow short-circuited his brain.

"Come on then," she said, walking toward the door to his office.

Madeline Briar. For a very long time, she didn't consider herself to be an especially ambitious or aggressive girl. In fact, she remembered growing up and going to those game nights, the sleepovers, and sharing all of her secrets with her best friend, Carrie. That was Mr. Forger's daughter...

Only now, she didn't need to think of him as "Mr. Forger".

In elementary school, middle school, and even high school, she saw him around from time to time. After she headed off to college, she heard about her best friend's dad from time to time, but that was pretty much it. Still, there was something fascinating about seeing him like this. Mostly, he looked different in his suit. Not only that, his body language shifted as he assumed the role of the leader of his company.

Even so, her theory persisted.

They went into his office and sat down. As he got settled, she straightened her back and pulled her tablet from her bag. She also had a stylus in hand, so she got ready to take some notes. At the same time, she watched him, and she wondered…

As a little girl, she had been normal enough. She loved ponies, she wanted to become a marine biologist, and she especially loved the games of pretend that she and Carrie had played back in her best friend’s bedroom. While hiding under the sheets, they pretended to be spies for an animal rights movement. Basically, they would sneak into factory farms and free the animals. At other times, they would be princesses who would go exploring strange and mythical lands. Even now, as an adult, Madeleine could still remember so many of those different little adventures and stories. The finer details may have fallen away, but that sense of power and adventure remained.

A small smile tugged at the corner of her mouth as she considered how her fantasies had changed.

She may have been "normal" as a little girl, but a lot had shifted around.

It started back in high school. At one point, there was this guy, and he was teasing Carrie. He kept going on and on about how she wasn't going to be able to pass their History 10 class because girls weren’t supposed to have a dominant understanding of how the different political mileaus worked. Technically, everyone there knew the boy was just trying to talk to her to get her attention.

But something had shifted within this girl. As her friend started to cry, Maddie stomped over to that boy, she bent her elbow, made a fist, pulled her arm back, and punched him hard across the face.

Technically, she was supposed to get an automatic suspension, but the teacher knew her, as did the principal. She was a good girl, and the obviously sexist provocation gave her the extenuating circumstances she needed for a lesser punishment (a week of detention).

For just a moment, as that boy had started to cry, Maddie had expected this rush of guilt. She thought she would spin around, see a teacher, and suddenly start crying because she had made a terrible mistake. Instead, time had slowed down for her, and she watched that boy. He kept stumbling back, and now his friends were laughing at him, even as the tears rolled down his cheeks.

She had done it. She had punched a boy. She had hurt him, and he was crying, and there was something else.

The fear.

As her vision cleared and she recognized what had just happened, Maddie realized that he was scared of her. Before this, he had taunted her, suggesting that she couldn't do something because of her sex. He probably picked it up online. He had probably watched some video about what it meant to be an alpha guy, and he thought he could push hard to put those girls in their place.

Only now, he saw that she was stronger than him.

For the rest of the day, Maddie had acted appropriately. She told the teacher that she was sorry and that she understood that violence was a bad idea. She repeated those words to the principal a little while later. But even as she heard about her punishment, she kept thinking of that feeling and the fear that had played across that boy's face.

Eventually, she went back home, and she climbed into bed, and she even managed to fall asleep despite that buzzing excitement of the pit of her stomach.

Then, in the middle of the night, she woke up. She didn't open her eyes, but she rolled onto her back, and she slipped her hand down underneath her pale pink panties and those Hello Kitty sweats.

Her fingers brushed along her opening. She gently rubbed her pussy without really knowing what was going on. Maybe she had been dreaming. Maybe not. If there'd been any images dancing along her subconscious mind, they had dissipated. Instead, she had a new narrative. Ghostly fantasies coalesced without any real weight to them. Still, they felt so good. Not only that, her body responded. She could feel the heat along her cheeks and down her neck, the stiffness in her nipples, and the exotic dampness right between her legs as she rubbed her fingers along her slit.

Maddie had taken the health and sexual education courses. She remembered the teachers talking about different mechanical issues even as they explained what puberty meant. Only now, it was different. It was so much more powerful.

She imagined that boy, and she thought of what it would have been like to slap him across the face. For some reason, she liked that idea even more. The punch had been justified, but a slap would have shown him that he was nothing but a pathetic weakling. She wanted to take control of him, to do even more than that.

Better yet, she would have grabbed him by his neck, yanked him hard, and shoved him against the wall. From there, she would have ripped down his jeans and exposed his boxers. From there, she could rip down his pants, expose his butt, and slap his ass. She wanted to hear the sounds of applause as her palm came down again and again. Better yet, she wanted to hear him beg and utter: "No. Please. Don't. Please, I can't take it! Please, no more! Please!"

Maddie let out a little squeak in the real world as she came. She arched her back, moaned, and then froze.

It may have been the middle of the night, but what if she just woke up her mother?

Moment by moment, she waited. The heat started to fade from her body, and then she started giggling.

She didn't just want to take a boy and slap his backside. Maybe the idea of a spanking had popped into her head first, but that was only because she didn't really know what the other possibilities were.

Luckily for her, she had her phone, the internet, and so she began to explore.

From time to time, she overheard adults lament the internet and what it was doing to "today's kids". As far as Maddie and Carrie were concerned, their phones were necessary portholes to social media and the broader world. Whenever they wanted to know something, they could look it up. Ignoring their phones and the internet seemed a lot like trying to argue against books and libraries. The information was there, so it was just a question of what they did with it.

Then again, she doubted that any of her teachers, her mom, or her godparents would have approved of what she did next.

Maddie didn't plan for this. But she remembered distinctly going back to school the next day. She woke up, she got dressed, and she picked up her phone. At some point over breakfast or while she got dressed, or as she walked back to the corner where she'd meet with Carrie before class, Maddie remembered that pornography existed.

For her, it was a strange abstraction, something the boys might experiment with. And yet, she had picked up on that one detail at some point. There were images where women could take control. She didn't remember what the term was called. She didn't know exactly what she was supposed to supply to the search engine, but she could figure it out.

Over the course of the rest of the day, that excitement pumped through her body. By the end of the day, she was excited. Her cheeks were flushed, and one of her teachers actually asked her if she was feeling all right.

Forgetting that she could have lied to get out of class a little bit early, Maddie had told the truth. She was fine. She definitely wasn't sick.

And yet, that arousal followed her.

When she first heard about her detention, Maddie hadn't really worried about it. As far as she was concerned, she needed a quiet place where she could do her homework anyway. Normally, detention meant something to the kids who didn't bother with their assignments. Instead, they preferred to wander off and hang out with their friends rather than get any of their work done. If they wanted her to do her homework in the library with the gym teacher while he played on his laptop, that was fine with her.

Only now, she really wanted to get home. She needed privacy!

Still, she pulled out her phone, and she typed in a few search terms. She found a new term.

"Femdom," she whispered the word. It was short for female domination, and it seemed to signify everything she had started to think about, imagine, and crave.

All at once, she seemed to unlock something. First, there were the videos and stories that she found online. There were the pictures and those captions.

Some of it didn't appeal to her. Some of it had obviously been designed for the male gaze. Even so, she saw those kernels and nuggets of wisdom and truth. More and more, she could feel this specific kind of awareness and enlightenment flow through her psyche.

She wanted this. She needed it. Hot desire pulsed through her body, but she actually had to experience a real punishment. In detention, she couldn't just slide her hand down between her legs. She thought of excusing herself to go to the restroom, but that would have been gross. So instead, she sat there, she kept searching, and she bit down.

Neither the gym teacher nor any of her fellow inmates in detention realized what was going on. Then again, even if they had glanced in her direction, they wouldn't have imagined that a good girl like Madeline Briar would do something as distasteful as watch pornography in class. Besides, she was a girl. Girls didn't check out that kind of contents…

The torture continued. She had to sit there. Sometimes, she glanced up at the black and white analog clock over the teacher's desk.

Then a strange thought occurred to her.

She looked back at the gym teacher, and she envisioned some scenario where she could walk up to him and slap him. Better yet, she remembered his long and excruciating lecture on the dangers of smoking. She didn't smoke, not yet, but she loved the idea of striding up to him, pulling out a cigarette, lighting it, and seeing that look of revulsion stretch across his face. He was the kind of guy who loved to lecture about the importance of good diet, healthy habits, the need for sleep, and the dangers of different drugs. For the most part, he just came off as banal and obvious. Even if he obviously cared about those subjects, it was always going to be hard to take him seriously.

So now, she wanted to blow smoke into his face. She wanted to see that look of revulsion stretch across his features even as he realized something: there'd be nothing he could do to stop her! She would be in control, and she could play with him; she could torment him however, she saw fit, and he wouldn't be able to stop her. She could smack him. She could grab him by his throat, squeeze, and make him squirm.

Best of all, she would just be this "sweet and innocent" high school girl! Like so many of her classmates, Maddie didn't really think of herself as just a child. Technically, she wasn't an adult, but that distinction seemed pretty unimportant, especially now that she was applying to college, getting her driver's license, and applying to different colleges. Still, she knew how the rest of society saw her. That gym teacher wouldn't view her as a young woman, no matter what he said. Like the other teachers, he viewed her as a little kitty, and she loved the idea of smacking him hard, seeing that look of shock play across his face, and knowing she could do whatever she wanted.

If she pushed him, could he break?

It was a simple question. Only then, she recognized something. The revelation felt magical, almost like figuring out the quadratic equation back in her eighth grade math class. There were boys in detention with her, and she could manipulate them. She could control them. She thought about the aggressive, blustering boys she had met, and they were all trying to hide something.

It made sense.

She even thought of that guy who was harassing Carrie...He did it because he had been scared of them.

Good, she thought. Those boys were worried about what a girl like her could do. Cool. She could take advantage of that. She could bend these boys and break them.

By the time detention finally let out, Maddie couldn't take it. She jumped out of her seat, and she raced down the hall. Yes, she was running, but neither the principal nor any of the other administrators were around. In fact, the school seemed strangely empty.

When she made it home, she raced up the stairs to her bedroom. She threw herself down onto the mattress, she spread her legs, and she shimmied out of her tight jeans as fast as she could. Suddenly, she had her right hand between her legs as her fingers played along her pussy. Damn. Her clit had never felt like this before! There had never been this kind of heat, this kind of moisture. As she rubbed herself, she kept her knees in the air. With her free hand, she slipped her fingers underneath her T-shirt and bra. Almost instantly, her mouth was dry, not that she noticed. Her eyes were open and wide and aimed up at the ceiling, not that she could absorb any of those details.

Instead, she fantasized about some amorphous boy. It wasn't a celebrity or a teacher or any of her classmates. She couldn't get that far. Rather, she considered control. She didn't need specific concrete details. Rather, this girl simply wanted to hold him down, to smack his ass, and to own him. If she didn't want to use her open palm, she fell into other fantasies, ones where she could use an antenna, a belt, a paddle, or a whip. Yes! Yes, yes, yes!

Pretty soon, the orgasm exploded through her body.

Blazing flashes of wild pleasure rushed along her skin in this overwhelming flood right before the disappointment hit her. She had gone too fast. She should have drawn it out.

Only then, she closed her eyes again, and she thought about the boy, the one she had punched. Suddenly, she imagined him tied down, his hands locked behind his back, his feet spread with shackles around his ankles. She didn't know exactly where those images came from. Still, they materialized with simple use. She had absorbed those possible details through cultural osmosis, and now she pictured herself wearing a black, leather catsuit, and she could stride over to him. He would be naked. Better yet, he would be begging.

If she remembered correctly, that boy was on the track team. He would probably hate the idea of smoking just like their gym teacher…

What if she could grab him by his hair, force his face up, inhale from that cigarette, and send a thin jet of smoke right down into his face? What if she could watch as the spasms wracked his body?

In the real world, her nostrils flared with excitement. Almost immediately, fresh desire began to build deep within her.

More, she decided. She wanted more.

It was the late afternoon, but she didn't care. She still had one hand up her shirt and another down between her legs. At this point, she took some time. The frantic need wasn't there, but she still craved something else. That's why she pulled off her jeans and her panties, her T-shirt and her bra. She stripped until she was naked right there on her childhood bed. Running the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth and the contours of her lips, she got ready.

She started to touch herself, and then she savored those fantasies until she came again and again and again.

And now, she found herself in front of this man.

Maddie had known him for a very, very long time, of course. In some ways, he had felt like a surrogate father. Strictly speaking, he was her godfather. If anything ever happened to Sonia, her mother, Madeline would've gone to live with Greg, Kristine, and Carrie. Strangely, that had almost been a fantasy. Obviously, she never wanted anything bad to happen to her mom, but Madeline remembered those whispered moments with Carrie when they were both little girls and they wondered what it would be like to actually live together. They spent so much time together, both in class and at home, those girls could have been sisters!

Through college, they had drifted apart. Yes, they still texted and followed one another online, but it wasn't the same. At the same time, Maddie had to wonder about her best friend, and how she would have responded if she knew about those secret desires.

"Uh, yes. I think that would be fine," he said.

Really?

Maddie had basically walked into his office and demanded extra funding to hire a team. And now he had just agreed?

She kept her expression professional, and neutral. Even so, something occurred to her (but not for the first time). She had watched this man interact with his wife and daughter. Whether it came to Kristine or Carrie, Greg always seemed to awaken something within. For a very long time, she hadn't been able to acknowledge it. After all, the moment, she had started to watch those videos and read those stories and study those captions, Maddie had erected a psychological barrier between those secret urges, and the rest of her life.

And yet, the idea had still occurred to her. She couldn't even remember exactly when it materialized. Maybe it was just a cause here or there, a moment when his daughter would ask for something or his wife would make a comment, and he would quickly go along with it.

It wasn't just a "Happy wife, happy life," sort of reaction. Instead, he seemed almost eager to do whatever they said. Obviously, he was trying to push back whenever he could, if only to protect some semblance of his ego here. Not only that, he had to be a father, which meant setting boundaries. He couldn't cede control to a child. And yet, Maddie had watched and wondered. Now she decided to try something. It was foolish, especially considering she knew just how lucky she was to have this position.

While so many of her fellow college graduates had immediately jumped onto big teams at Fortune 500 companies, Madeline had been lucky enough to know Greg Forger, CEO of Prime Defender Insurance. Consequently, she could start her own team. She could build an HR department as she saw fit. At the same time, another possibility occurred to her. In school, they had studied Bank of America and a peculiar dynamic that existed within the company. At so many institutions and enterprises, Human Resources existed as an adjunct and ancillary office, one where the paperwork could be filled out. But really, those individuals weren’t supposed to have very much power or authority. At Bank of America, however, the HR Department ruled. Somehow, they were second only to the CEO.

And now, Maddie wondered if she could build something like that. She liked the idea. She liked it a lot.

This was inappropriate, immature, and probably a bad idea. Still, she couldn't help herself. She picked up her pen, and she tossed it down onto the floor. "Oh, look at that," she said. "I dropped my pen. Pick it up for me."

Pick it up for me.

When he heard those words, something inside of him stiffened. Something inside of him twisted. He looked back at her, especially because he saw what she had just done. They had been discussing some important details, and she tossed her pen onto the floor like some petulant toddler. She had done it casually, her eyes on his. Only now, she made it sound like an accident?

Wait. Did she even make it sound like an accident? She said she dropped her pen. She never apologized, giggled, or even said that it had been an accident. More importantly, this girl was closer to the pen. It was on her side of his desk…

He had to say something. He had to move.

For Madeline, time seemed to slow down just a little bit. She watched him, and she waited for his reaction. In that moment, he could have snorted, laughed, or even gotten annoyed. Maybe he would have chastised her.

Instead, she relaxed into this understanding. In college, she had studied the boys around her. More and more, her fantasies had started to drift into her regular life. She had found ways to tell the boys around her what they needed to do. After all, she had started with those femdom fantasies, only they morphed into something else altogether.

Female supremacy.

More than that, it wasn't just a fantasy, not any longer. She thought of what it would be like to date, to marry, and to start a family of her own. But along the way, she wasn't going to settle for the nonsense or BS of a "traditional" dynamic. She wasn't interested in some naïve structure where a guy got to feel competent and capable just because he was a boy. On the contrary, she saw masculinity as a huge disadvantage. Consequently, it would be her responsibility to take control of the family, to tell her man what to do, and to be the head of the household.

Those plans could come later, she knew. Still, she looked at this CEO, and she wondered what he would have been able to accomplish if he had been born a woman. Throughout his life, he had probably been given this tacit credibility, like people would see him, and they would automatically assume he knew what he was talking about.

In one of her management classes, Maddie had written a research project about women in technology firms, specifically startups. All too often, those engineers had commented about the disadvantages they faced as women. Overt sexism didn't generally exist; it wasn't a question of whether or not women were seen as theoretically capable, nor did any company have an active policy against hiring women. Instead, the chauvinism took a different form (as it so often did). All too often, those women who worked at these companies were capable engineers and programmers, yet they had to deal with constant barrages of questions about whether or not they were actually capable. Could they handle this programming language? Did they really know what they were doing? Maybe they should take a position as a graphic designer rather than a project manager?

Individually, those kinds of comments wouldn't have really mattered. And yet, so many women had to contend with them again and again. It was exhausting. More importantly, the message was clear. The men who dominated those fields didn't really think the women were capable. They didn't say so. They didn't need to. Messages could be conveyed implicitly all too easily, especially within those kinds of social dynamics.

If everyone had expected Greg to be a good and obedient little househusband, would he have been able to resist?

She was about to find out.

Greg waited for that flash of irritation and exasperation. She had just tossed her pen down onto the floor, but now he found himself moving. He slipped out from behind his desk, and he walked over. He saw the pen right there on the floor. He leaned down for it.

Then he stumbled. He didn't know how it was possible. He fell forward onto his hands and knees.

He looked up even as he wondered what had just happened. Then there was that errant sensation along his ankle, and…

She had tripped him?

It didn't seem possible. Frankly, it seemed childish and ridiculous. There was no way she could have tripped him…

But even as that idea ran through his head, Greg realized the truth. She had done it, and now he was down on his hands and knees in front of that young woman.

"Give me the pen," she said.

He obeyed. He picked it up, and he needed to say something about her behavior. She had tossed the pen to the floor. She had tripped him…

"Good. Thank you, Greg," she said.

When she used his first name, there was that a strange sense of authority in her voice.

"No problem," he said, coughing and clearing his throat.

"As far as the hiring budget is concerned, I assume I can operate at my discretion."

He was still down on his hands and knees in front of her. His muscles tightened. He opened his mouth. Was she really talking about business. At this point?

He needed to react.

"Isn't that right, Greg?"

She didn't offer to help him up. Then again, one could argue that she was being kind in a different way. She had ignored the fact that her boss had tripped. She wasn't going to tease him or embarrass him about it. Instead, she decided to proceed as though nothing had happened at all.

But even as he tried to justify this, Greg could sense that strange sensation of the pit of his stomach.

He had known it was there for a very long time. He had always been able to hide it with Kristine and Carrie. As far as the women in his family were concerned, he was just a kind and considerate guy, someone who knew how to be humble. He was never aggressive, and he didn't push hard, especially when it came to the women in his life. He had never really explored it. He had never really considered what it meant. Most of the time, he was busy with work. Only now, he looked back at that girl, and…

There was this strange, familiar sensation. He remembered his second date with Kristine; or rather, he remembered what it was like when she called him and said, "I had so much fun with you. Let's do it again. I think we should go for a walk along the new Rider's Trail. Sound good?" There had been that little pulse of something strange because she told him what was going to happen. He had agreed right away.

He scrambled onto his feet. He got up, and he looked at that girl. He was standing tall and above her now, but she just watched him. Mattie seemed so at ease, so perfectly confident. "Yes. That's right."

"I'll let you know if I need anything else, Greg," she said. Demurely, she rose to her feet, she walked out. Right before she stepped through the door, however, she turned back to him. She had her hand on the knob and she smiled. "Don't worry, Greg. We will get your company figured out. There are obviously some serious personnel issues here, but I can tell you exactly what you need to do. You just have to trust me." She smirked, closed the door, and left him there.

For some reason, he was breathing hard. For some reason, his heart was beating faster than he had expected. She was gone now, but he strained, stretching his arms and legs. Then he sat down, and he went back to work.

Greg needed to talk to her. He had to confront her. Over the last few weeks, it felt like Maddie Briar was trying to take over the company. When the idea first popped into his head, he had dismissed it quickly and easily. After all, the notion was completely and utterly ridiculous. There was no way some recent college graduate could actually assume any kind of power.

When he first started hearing about the orders coming out of the HR office, he didn't know what to think. The idea sounded ridiculous. At first, there were just these whispers. Apparently, she had started talking to different individuals within the company. How? What was she even saying?

He meant to confront her right away. But then, there was another concern that drew his attention. As the CEO, he had a constant deluge of emails to answer, decisions to make, and possibilities to consider.

It was a complicated job, especially because he wasn't willing to delegate the most important responsibilities.

Then, after a few more days, it felt like it wasn't the right time any longer.

After that, about a week later, someone came in to complain. Apparently, she had fired someone.

"She doesn't have that kind of authority," Greg answered right away.

The employee grimaced. "Apparently, she does. She is in charge of payroll, after all. And obviously, I'm not working for free."

Greg let the employee go, and he headed home. After that, he knew he had to confront her.

He stood up straight, tightened his fingers into fists, and strode to her office. The secretary outside, a young woman with dark rimmed glasses, glanced up at him. "Can I help you?"

"Where is she? Where is Maddie Briar?"

"Madeline is currently in a meeting right now. Can I take a message?"

Greg didn't even know this girl seated behind that desk. This was his company and his building!

Only now, that girl looked right at him, and Greg opened his mouth. He thought of Madeline, and something inside of him dropped away. He felt like he was at the top of a roller coaster, but he wasn't strapped in, so he exhaled slowly. Right away, Greg used some silly excuse. He knew it was facile and foolish, yet he couldn't help himself.

"No," he said. "Fine. I’ll talk to her later."

After that, he wrote a very sternly worded email.

Maddie never responded.

Over the next two weeks, he kept hearing those rumors and whispers. It was like his company was getting reshaped around him, but he didn't know how to make it stop. Finally, there was going to be an executive meeting. He came in, and he was about to sit at the head of the table, only he saw his traditional spot was already occupied.

Maddie.

He saw her, and he was about to march over to her and tell her to move. It was going to be an obvious power play, but he didn't care. Normally, he didn't go for those kinds of masculine theatrics. He wasn't the kind of guy who needed to shout at one employee to scare everyone else into compliance. He was capable, he was reasonable, and he knew how to manage expectations. At least, he thought he had been able to do all of that.

"Have a seat, Greg," Maddie said in front of everyone else in the room.

The color drained away from his cheeks. She had given him a command, and he obeyed. He couldn't believe it. In fact, it felt like his body moved on its own, like he was watching himself from a third person perspective. Then he had sat down, and she turned back to him. "Greg, would you like to start the meeting?"

That would have been another great opportunity, but he cleared his throat, and he looked back into her eyes, and he tried to say something. He fought so hard to get the words out onto the air, only he fumbled. He couldn't speak. He couldn't articulate himself with any kind of coherence...not about how she had overstepped her balance.

This was still his company, so it didn't really matter. He could talk to her later. Again, he relied on that tepid excuse. Besides, they had a real meeting to conduct. A regulator had requested some extra information on their due diligence, plus he needed to contend with one of the investors. These weren't major issues by any stretch of the imagination, but they still required diligence and focus.

Even if he felt strange in a different spot at the table in the conference room, Greg reminded himself that it didn't really matter. He had his position. Everyone there knew that he was the CEO.

That wasn't going to last for much longer.

Whenever he went to work, he checked his email. Even at home, he took out his phone, and he often reviewed the messages from work, if only to check for any emergencies. For the most part, his teams knew what they were doing. Still, he kept hearing those rumbles. The faces around the office were changing.

It all came down to Madeline, but he didn't know what to do about her!

At one point, he considered inviting her over to his home, but he thought that might be viewed as inappropriate, especially since she was literally the head of HR.

At several points, some of his subordinates had come to him and discussed the issue. Those guys quickly quit or were fired.

He couldn't believe that this was happening. It seemed so ridiculously and utterly impossible.

And yet, he wasn't brave enough to confront her.

In his office now, he leaned back, and he looked up at the ceiling. That's when someone knocked quickly, opened the door without waiting for permission to come inside, and walked right over to his desk.

Maddie.

"Hello, Greg," she said. There, she did it again. She used his first name. Of course, he had encouraged his subordinates to be friendly with him. He wanted to be approachable. Only now, this girl talked to him, and he felt like he was losing something.

"Maddie, we need to talk," he finally said. This was it. He was going to confront her. He was going to put this little girl in her place!

"You're absolutely right," she said. "We need to talk about a few policies and personnel positions."

He refused to lose momentum. Glaring at her, he opened his mouth, and he started to speak. Just as importantly, she didn't interrupt him. Still, she reached down into her black, sleek pants, and she pulled something from her pocket. At first, he assumed it was going to be her phone. Like some petulant teenager, maybe she was about to start texting while he admonished her.

Instead, she took out a small pack of...

No. No way. He refused to believe it.

And yet, his voice stopped as she dropped a cigarette into the palm of her hand. She brought it up to her mouth, and then she snapped open her lighter. She clicked it on, and the flame ignited.

"What, what are you doing?" Greg demanded. "You know that there is an absolutely strict no smoking policy at this company!" He roared out those words with as much vehemence and ferocity as he could summon. All at once, he remembered that he was her godfather, and he had authority over her, both as a CEO and a concerned adult.

Maybe she could mess with his company, but he absolutely detested smoking. As far as he was concerned, it was the filthiest and most disgusting habit anyone could possibly pick up.

And yet, that young woman stood there, and she brought the tip of the cigarette up to her mouth. The other end glowed a soft shade of orange, only to flare as she inhaled.

"Put that out right now, young lady!"

He jumped to his feet. He had his knuckles pushed down against to be desk's solid surface.

Maddie seemed to ignore him. She drew in a long and slow breath. She filled her lungs with the acrid taste of alluring smoke.

Finally, he stumbled around the other side of the desk.

She blew the smoke right into his face. He started coughing. He spun. He looked back at her. She had the cigarette back up in her mouth. With her lips tight, she drew in another breath.

He started to say something.

She smacked him.

That girl, the one he had supervised at parties and sleepovers, had just backhanded him!

His head snapped to the side, and there was the glowing pain along his cheek.

Greg brought his fingertips up to his face, and he brushed his fingers along his skin. He could feel the stubble along with that extra dose of heat. Part of him couldn't believe it. Part of him couldn't accept it. This seemed completely ridiculous. It was supposed to be utterly impossible.

Adrenaline spiked through his body. He faced her again, only now she reached out with her free hand, she slid her fingers along his neck and up into his hair. She grabbed him, pulled him forward, and invaded his personal space, all at once, even as she rubbed her body against his.

Confusion, disorientation, and this violent inability to comprehend what was going on drowned out every thought and idea inside of his head. She kissed him, pushing her mouth to his.

Right then, he realized his mistake because this wasn't a kiss. She had her mouth pressed to his, and she exhaled, blowing the smoke up against the roof of his mouth into the back of his throat. She kept blowing, forcing the smoke down his throat. Then she let go, and he was coughing hard. The revulsion pulsed through his frame. He tried to get it out. He tried to get it all out! He was gasping and croaking from one moment to the next. His eyes watered as he fought to regain some semblance of composure.

Only then, that girl was right in front of him, and she had her hand on the top of his head. She forced him to bow his chin to his chest. Not only that, she reached for his shoulders next. She shoved hard; his knees buckled.

He fell into that kneeling position before this girl.

"Greg, things are about to change around here. From now on, you are no longer the president or CEO of this company."

"What?" Greg tried to breathe out, but he could barely speak with the bitter taste of smoke at the back of his mouth and along his tongue.

"You are no longer the president or the CEO of this company," she told him again. "Instead, we're going to find a new position for you. Frankly, you already look great on your knees. So let's finish the look, shall be?"

He didn't understand. He wiped the tears from his eyes and looked up at her. He tried to say something. He tried to speak, and to get all of this to make sense. Despite his best efforts, he failed. Normally, Greg liked to think of himself as an a very analytical individual. He was supposed to be able to parse through the different details of any plan, business model, or asset. He could assemble risk profiles almost unconsciously, picking out the different variables and deciding how to proceed within a matter of moments. He had thrived in the insurance industry for all of those reasons.

But when it came to this girl, his thoughts scattered and broke apart.

"Strip," she said.

"What?"

He may have been on his knees, but she didn't mind slapping him hard across the face. Even as she held that cigarette languidly between her lips, this pretty girl struck. Her hand flew down, and his head jerked to the side again. There was that fresh wave of heat. He brought his fingers up to his cheek, and he didn't really want to believe it, but the stinging persisted, reminding him that yes, this really did just happen.

"Strip. I want you naked right here and right now. We are going to discuss management."

"There's nothing to discuss," he wanted to say. When he opened his mouth again, he fought so hard to push out the words. In theory, it was supposed to be easy. He remembered picking out this building, naming his company, and signing those first documents of incorporation to get everything ready. Somehow, those details had become irrelevant as he stared up at this young, furious woman. When he looked into her eyes, he saw her power and the stolen authority she wielded. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't tell her, "This is my company, and you are fired. Get out of here. Get out of here right now!" He turned to shout or scream. Despite his best efforts, he kept staring.

She grabbed him by his hair. She yanked. The spasm of pain shot down into his scalp, drilling past every other thought. There was that primal reality of her strength and his weakness.

He broke.

"I'll do it!" Greg cried out unintentionally. He didn't want those words to leave his lips, but he quivered. She seemed to tap into something, some fear or instinct that he had never really acknowledged. And now, Greg found himself on his knees, and he raised his hands to the base of his throat. He found that first button, and he loosened it. He went down to the next, and the one after that. Soon, his shirt fell open, and he shrugged off his coat. Next, he removed his dress shirt. Last, he grabbed onto the edge of his undershirt. The white, crisp fabric felt cool and clean to the touch. Even so, he knew he wasn't going to be able to wear it.

When he glanced up at her again, Greg tried to ask, "How are you doing this? Why are you doing this to me?" Instead, his bottom lip quivered as she continued to watch him. She looked so lovely in her sleek tight, black yoga pants with that slender belt. Without trying, he drank in all of those details while his heart hammered relentlessly. He saw her blouse, the small and semitransparent buttons, the contours of her hair, the curves of her cheeks, and the shine along her lips. She watched him like some angry bird of prey ready to pounce at any moment.

While his cheek still stung, Greg gulped, and he pulled off his shirt. He was on display now in a way he had never experienced before. Even back in high school, when he still had to take PE and get dressed in the boys' locker room, no one had really paid much attention to him. Only now, he could feel that strange sense of exposure, especially because this girl (someone he had helped raise!) watched him. Her predatory stare made his defiance break apart each and every time he tried to rebuild it into something powerful and caustic.

"Keep going," she instructed.

Next, he removed his pants. He took off his shoes and his socks. He scrambled, working as fast as he could, especially because another reality seemed to push into him; he didn't have a lot of time. At some point, she would grow impatient with him, and if that happened…

Again and again, he tried to tell himself that he wasn't supposed to be scared of this girl. She was his subordinate, his employee, and his underling. She was just a girl. He remembered seeing her run around in a cute little sundress at some Fourth of July barbecue! At one point, she had probably tripped and skinned her knee, maybe he had to go get her a bandage.

But that little girl was gone. She had been replaced by this young adult. She had become a petite Amazon, a warrior-princess who didn't need to respect him. All of his accomplishments became irrelevant, all because he couldn't defy her.

That was the truth. That was the most important part. The reality of his situation squeezed him from every direction, forcing him to confront her authority.

Soon, he was on his knees and down to his boxers. He had hooked his thumbs underneath the elastic, yet he hesitated.

She lifted the cigarette to her mouth. She drew in another slow breath. She exhaled, her lips tensed up so beautifully as she sent that stream of silvery smoke right down against his face.

At first, Greg held his breath. At some point, he had to breathe in. He tasted it again, those noxious fumes as they filled his lungs. He started coughing again. He fell forward, and she casually kicked her foot out, dropping her heel to his shoulder. She forced him down.

"Lick my shoe, Greg," she ordered.

What?

Disbelief gripped him. He didn't want to do it. At the same time, he tried to think of how and why this would be impossible. There was no way she could actually compel him to follow that kind of command, only now he saw her black flat right there in front of him. His lips parted, and he licked and slid his tongue along her shoe. Revulsion and humiliation pulsed throughout his body, but he still couldn't stop! He kept licking. Then she pulled her other foot away, and she said, "You still need to be disciplined, you still need to be broken and tamed, don't you?"

"What are you going to do?" Greg had to ask piteously.

"What? You haven't figured it out yet? You don't understand? Silly boy." She chuckled, almost as though she had expected something like this. "Boys really are dumb, aren't they? You don't get your way and you really can't understand how the world works. Such entitlement. Such arrogance. Such stupidity." She shook her head from side to side as she contemplated those different observations. She pulled in another breath. She exhaled, sending another stream right down against his face.

This time, he managed to hold his breath as the jet of smoke began to dissipate. Still, the bitter tang clung to the air, making it impossible to forget that she was right there, smoking in his office. Obviously, all of his employees knew that they couldn't smoke anywhere in the office or even outside the main entrances or near the parking lot. As far as he was concerned, this was his territory, and he could normally be a pretty easy going guy, but this was one rule Greg had always enforced.

Why couldn't he do that same thing with this girl?

She confronted him. She pushed against his boundaries, shattering them. And now, he pulled off his boxers. He was naked right in front of her.

She crouched down, and she reached between his legs, grabbing his cock. His eyes widened as he stared at her. Incomprehension stretched across his face. "From now on, I'm in charge. Say it."

He should have been able to argue. He should have been able to respond and shoot back with something like, "I am a majority shareholder in this company. There's nothing you can do to me!" Only there was that ferocity in her gaze once again. Her sharpened authority shattered his legal protections. She squeezed, and his body responded. Arousal pulsed through him. Disgust hit him, all because he wasn't supposed to be able to enjoy this.

"Say it," she demanded again. Right away, he could tell that he wouldn't be given another chance.

He broke. His resistance and rebellion flaked away even as he whispered in that tiny, pathetically quiet voice, "You're in charge. From now on, you're in charge." His voice actually quavered. The same thing had probably happened back in high school when he had to give a presentation and the fear rushed along his veins.

Damn it. Why could this girl provoke those same feelings?

Greg didn't have an answer, but at least his good behavior body him a few more seconds.

"Tongue out," she said.

"Why?" At once, she pulled her hand away from his shaft. She smacked him, backhanding him with one sharp movement. He didn't even see it coming.

With her free hand, she grabbed him by his chin. "Tongue out,"

Greg needed to argue. If he couldn't do that, he could at least ask again.

Somehow, her proximity and her touch was all it took to break his defenses. He slowly opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue. That's when she raised the cigarette, and she tapped the tip. Hot flecks of ash stung his tongue. His eyes watered, and he tried to pull back. He jerked his head away, and he closed his mouth.

"That wasn't very smart," she told him. "I wasn't done using my ashtray. So we’re going to do this again, boy."

Boy. He hated that she could talk down to him like this, yet he still didn't know how to find the bravery to resist or deny her.

"Tongue out," she ordered again.

Even with the bitter flavor of ash swarming his taste buds, he broke again. He opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue, and this time, she lifted the cigarette, and she brought it down slowly. She didn't just tap the tip to knock off a few errant flecks of ash. Rather, she shoved the end against his tongue as he tried to pull back. There was the hiss and sizzle. "That's right," she said. "You know you have to do whatever I say. I'm a woman and your superior. I own your ass now. You belong to me, Greg. From now on, I'm in charge. Don't worry. I’m not going to make you talk." Even as she spoke, this woman rolled the cigarette between her thumb and forefinger. She teased him, even as the agony swept across his senses. His tongue had never hurt like this before. Maybe he had burned the roof of his mouth or his tongue with a bite of hot food, but this kind of agony seemed to spear into him. The pain shot down into his jaw and along his spine as he struggled to maintain that position.

Finally, it was done. She pulled the cigarette away, and she tossed it over her shoulder.

If any other employee had ever dared anything like this, he would’ve been able to push back. But this girl was different. She saw his weakness, so she knew exactly how to exploit it.

"Stand up. Put your hands on your desk."

"Why?" Greg started to ask.

She slapped him across the face, her hand flashing down in another sharp movement.

After that, she didn't have to give the command again. He jumped to his feet, turned around, leaned down, and pushed his palms to the desktop.

All at once, he realized exactly how vulnerable this made him.

He tried to draw back, to turn around, to face this girl, only he couldn't because she grabbed him by the back of his neck. Her fingers pinched down as she came up behind him. Then she grabbed his ass. Her hand was right there, her cool touch overwhelming his senses.

Then she let go. "Don't move," she ordered.

With that simple command, she locked him in place. He wasn't wearing shackles. There weren't any straps or straitjackets to keep him helpless. And yet, he still couldn't defy her.

Damn it. Damn it. Damn it! How could a little girl do this to him?

Even if she was technically competent, he still couldn't think of her as someone he was supposed to truly respect. Maybe in a couple of years...but not now, not yet!

Despite his skepticism, she had control now. She stepped to his left and over into his peripheral vision. Maybe it would have been smarter for Greg to simply close his eyes and to try to hide from her. He couldn't do that either.

She grabbed her belt, pulled it away from her pants, and then she doubled it. She held it up, and she slashed it down in a tight diagonal.

It whistled as she swiped the strip through the air.

"What, what're you going to do?"

Maddie didn't respond if only because she had her own question. "Who owns you?"

He drew in a breath, held it, and broke. "You," he said, releasing that syllable like some confession. "You do. You own me."

Maybe, on some level or within some hidden corner of his psyche, he still tried to argue against those ideas, like he thought he would be able to stumble upon the right combination of words to stop all of this. In fact, he loved the idea that he’d be able to get her to back down, and then all of this could just be some kind of bad memory.

"Good boy," she said. "At this rate, I'm only going to have to hurt you a little bit," she said.

"You, you don't have to do this," he managed to push out.

"I suppose you're right about that," Maddie conceded with a shrug. As she spoke, he could hear the amusement in her voice. It only grew stronger as she told him, "Then again, I really want to hear you scream. There’s something special about a boy’s cries. Let's see just how much noise you can make." Right as Maddie made that point, she swung down. The leather hissed through the air before the belt crashed against his naked backside. She struck once, twice, three times! The pain washed over him. It stabbed into him, pulsing along his nerves. He tried to pull away. He couldn't. There was something about having that girl right there.

When he attempted to stand, she grabbed him by the back of his neck and forced his head down against to the solid surface.

Once she was sure he wouldn't attempt to spin around, she touched her belt to his backside again. She traced the red lines for a few seconds. Then she jerked her hand back up into the air. The belt flew down a second later, snapping hard against his skin.

"Please," he begged, blubbering. "Please, I can't take it!"

"Who is the president of this company?"

He didn't really comprehend what those words meant, but he still called out the appropriate answer. It was instant and automatic, as though he had always been waiting for a girl like her to unlock this truth. "You!"

"Who is the CEO?" Maddie demanded.

"You!"

"And what about you, Greg? What’re you going to be?"

She had stopped. By now, crisscrossing lines of hot crimson sizzled along the curves of his ass. His backside burned as the storm of pain continued to flare. Still, this girl expected a response, so he had to say something. "I, I don't know," he began. Then he stopped himself, and he made another attempt right before she could resume the punishment. "Whatever you want," he gushed. "I'm going to be whatever you want!"

"And if I decide to turn you into the office boy? If I decide to let everyone know that you're going to be free to scurry around and obey every command? If you're going to be at the very bottom of the hierarchy, can I do that? Is that something that’s within my power, Greg?" Greg. She used his name and talked down to him.

"Yes, Maddie. Yes, you can do whatever you want!"

That was almost the right answer.

"My friends get to call me Maddie," she said before she unleashed another barrage. Grinning ferociously, this girl jerked her arm up, then down over and over again. She whipped his backside until every curve and contour glowed a bright shade of red. At the same time, his bottom lip wouldn't stop shaking, and he could taste the helpless humiliation at the back of his throat. "We aren't friends, Greg. I'm your superior, and I tell you what to do."

"Yes. Yes, I understand," he gushed.

"Good," she said. "Walk over at the corner, stand there with your hands behind your back, and don't move."

Greg tried to ask her what she meant. He didn't understand. Then again, his incomprehension had become irrelevant. He didn't need to feel comfortable about this. She only expected his obedience. Nothing else countered or mattered.

Somehow, he couldn't even bring himself to look back at Madeline. Instead, he tentatively nudged himself away from the desk, and he crept over to the corner of his office. With his heart still pounding, Greg heard the door open and close again. Was he alone?

He didn't dare glance over his shoulder. Instead, he stood there in the corner.

Intellectually, he knew this was ridiculous. At the same time, he waited for some flash of anger. Hot, barbaric fury should have allowed him to rebel against this girl.

Somehow, he remained right there, docile and pliant. She had set him aside like a toy she no longer wished to play with.

And now, the door opened again.

He still didn't look over his shoulder. For a moment, he clenched his eyes shut, terrified that one of his other employees had decided to step into his office. Then again, no one else would have been brave enough to enter without knocking.

As he suspected, Madeline cleared her throat. "Crawl over to your desk," she said.

Reluctantly, he dropped to his hands and knees. She stepped around the other side, and she sat down. Then she grabbed a pen from one of his drawers. That's when he saw the folder. She dropped it onto the floor along with the pen. "Sign them," she said.

"What is it?" Greg asked automatically.

"Just some paperwork. It’s for HR," she said. She sounded amused. He opened the file, and he looked down at the document. It was a change of ownership form. His heart slammed faster, his throat tightened, and his lungs refused to pump.

When he glanced up at her, he expected her to explain. Maddie didn't. Remaining silent, she watched him.

"My belt is still right there," she said. "Do I need to get it?"

"No!"

"Then sign," she said.

Reluctantly, he picked up the pen, and Greg began to write his signature out, once, twice, three times, again and again under her watchful gaze.

As Greg had signed those documents, he had promised himself that this wouldn't really matter. Those documents and contracts couldn't possibly hold up in a real court of law. Besides, he had money. If nothing else, he could get the lawyers involved, and they’d be able to hold everything off for weeks or months or years. That would be plenty of time for him to recover, recuperate, and rally his defenders.

"Good boy," she said. "Don't worry. The transition is going to take some time. For now, you can stay in this office, and I’ll just come by from time to time to check on you. How does that sound? You can play pretend until I decide otherwise."

Maddie’s former boss opened his mouth to answer. Again, he waited for the counterargument. Instead, he told her, "Yes, Madeline."

"Don't worry," she said. "You're going to enjoy being in office boy."

With those words vibrating along his eardrums, she hopped up and took the paperwork with her. She left.

Of course, he scrambled to get dressed. Within minutes, he appeared presentable—except he didn’t know what to say or how to behave.

Alone now, he could almost forget what she had done.

Almost.

The intercom buzzed for his attention as his secretary reminded him that he had a few meetings. The standards meetings and issues still required his attention…

Even if he could still feel the burn along his tongue and the fresh bruises on his butt, Greg still managed to pretend. He told himself that it had all been some kind of bizarre dream. She had played out her fantasy or whatever, but now he could go back to his regular life.

For the rest of the day, he managed to convince himself.

Several days elapsed. He kept working.

Another week went by.

Time rolled along, and he had plenty of other worries to occupy his time and attention.

Things only got weird when he’d be walking down one hallway or another, and then he’d hear her voice as she laughed with some of her colleagues. She’d be talking to different women or surly looking men, and then they would all turn back to him. The members of both sexes would look expectantly at him as they waited for him to walk by.

From time to time, Greg thought about calling her into his office. He could seize the initiative, take control, and show this girl how things really worked in the business world.

Something stopped him.

Those thoughts were just fantasies.

He couldn't do it.

Whenever he saw her, he was confronted by that rush of fear and the knowledge that she had been right. Madeline was his superior.

Late at night, as he climbed into bed, he would often be tired, and he’d stare up at the ceiling, contemplating that girl. From time to time, he thought about discussing Madeline with Kristine...only he couldn't predict how his wife would react. It was all too easy to imagine her looking into his eyes and bursting into laughter. He could already hear the nightmare reaction, "Madeline? You mean our daughter's best friend? You think that little girl can control you?" And if he convinced her, his wife would lose every ounce of respect for him.

Not only that, she’d be right to do so…

The regret, the revulsion, the frustration and exasperation continued to pound through his body. The only times he could get away from those reactions came at work when he didn't see her and when he forced himself to concentrate on work.

That approach seemed to salve his battered ego, at least from time to time.

Even so, Maddie would occasionally walk through his office door, close behind her, order him to his knees, and say, "I think it's time for a smoking break."

Her smoking break.

He hated the notion. Her “break” was just one more reason why smoking was such a filthy, loathsome, disgusting habit. Not only did smoking cost money, not only did it ruin everything with the stench, but it also wasted so much time!

Those points didn't mean anything to this beautiful, ambitious girl. She would force him to his knees, and she would sit there at his desk as she smoked. She would lean back, close her eyes, and savor the taste. Whenever she needed an ashtray, she ordered him to open his mouth.

All of this was bad enough, but it was about to get so much worse.

He had his eyes aimed at the screen. He leaned forward, his fingertips touching as he contemplated the spreadsheet. He considered the numbers, the potential risks, and all of the relevant variables. Later on, he would have this discussion with some of his analysts. For the time being, however, he wanted to confront all of this on his own. He would have other people double check his work, but he needed to come to a conclusion first.

Before he got the chance to finalize a decision, the door burst open.

"Hello, boy. How are you feeling? Are you ready for a demotion?" Excitement gushed along every syllable as she rushed forward. She grabbed him by his shirt and yanked. It was enough to pull him out of his seat. He fell to his knees, and she dropped down into the chair that had belonged to him. "You know, I've been thinking about this for a long time and how we should make it happen. I have all of your new executives in their positions, and we can get started. No more playing pretend for you!"

"What—what are you talking about? What are you saying?"

"Shush," she said. "I'm going to explain everything. But while I do, I have something else in mind for you." She had taken a seat in his spot. Only now, she rose to her feet, and she pulled her belt out. She set it on the desk. Greg instantly froze when he saw that strip of leather. He remembered just how it had stung. He knew exactly how every slap could burn across his flesh. Even now, he woke up in the night sometimes, terrified that he would find himself back in his office and at her nonexistent mercy.

She kicked off her shoes, shimmied out of her tights, and pulled down her panties. At first, his eyes widened. Then he looked away. He wasn't supposed to see this girl, not like that!

Only then, she sat down on the edge of his chair, she spread her legs, and she reached out. She grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and tugged. With her fingers locked against the fabric, she had no problem manipulating him.

"What, what is this?"

"Shut up," Maddie said with a smile. Then she slid her hand along the contours of his head before she braced her palm at the back of his skull.

"You're going to lick me," she said. "You’re going to service me. You're going to take your time, and I'm going to enjoy myself as I educate you."

His breathing quickened, and the words to start pleading with her hovered at the back of his throat. Even though he knew it would change nothing, he still wanted to stare up at that beautiful girl and try something like, "Please. Please, Madeline. Please. You can have whatever you want. Okay? You can have a promotion, money. I’ll give it all to you! Please, just don't make me do this."

But then he breathed in, and he caught that little trace of smoke wafting off of her. Not only that, he knew she wouldn't be denied. She pulled him down, and suddenly he could smell more than the smoke clinging to her blouse but also her arousal. That tangy heat hit his nostrils. He didn't want to breathe in, yet he didn't know how to block out the sensation. And then his mouth was right there, braced in front of her pussy.

She forced his lips up against her crevice. "Lick," she demanded.

He slid out his tongue, and he ran it along her opening. Instantly, he tasted her excitement. Her juices hit his taste buds as he tried so hard to resist.

"Good boy," she cooed at the hapless male. "That's right. Lick me like an eager little office boy. Because that's what you are now, Greg. Don't worry. I'll send out the email later. We can figure out your exact duties. But right now, it's going to be very simple for you. In fact, it's going to be so simple that even a boy like you can understand it. Are you ready? Are you ready, Greg?"

He couldn't answer, not as his tongue rushed up and down along her pussy. He lapped like a thirsty beast, an eager dog. At the same time, he hated how that embarrassment burned across his face, down into his chest, and even between his legs…

His body responded to the feel of her inner thighs, the heat radiating off of her skin, her taste, and the texture of her wet slit.

"That's right," she said. "I think you're ready. I think you're ready to be a good and obedient office boy. From now on, you’ll do whatever anyone tells you. We haven't gotten rid of all of the guys yet, but we will. All of the men here are going to figure it out pretty soon. They’re second-class citizens now because the women are going to be in charge. I have executive positions lined up for every woman here. We’re taking control. And you know why this is going to work?" His tormentor grabbed onto his hair, and she jerked, forcing his face away from her wet pussy.

Before he could even think about trying to stop himself, Greg gasped out, "Why?"

"Because women are superior to men," she said. "You know it. In fact, I suspect you’ve known it for a very long time.”

"That's not true," he started to say, only this girl wasn't interested in his response. She shoved his face right back down between her legs, and she gave him the dreaded command again.

When she ordered him to lick, he obeyed. He serviced her. He moved almost enthusiastically. Then again, this wasn't really "enthusiasm" or genuine eagerness. Rather, it was something else, something he hated to acknowledge. Fear.

He lapped his tongue along her pussy, gliding up and down. He worked hard to satisfy her, moving through those rhythms as he went in deep and fast. "Don't worry, Greg. At some point, we’ll get you a nice desk in a corner somewhere. In the meantime, you can just kind of roam around and ask all of the women what you can do for them. And that reminds me. You really do need to meet my new executive team." He froze. She pushed his head in deeper. "What?" Madeline asked him. "You didn't think I was joking about taking control, did you? You didn't think this was a game, did you? All of those documents were legitimate. I’m now the President and CEO of Prime Defender insurance." The counterargument occurred to him. Instantly, she guessed what he was thinking, and she snuffed out that hope. "Don't worry. I have a couple of lawyers who know how to legitimize pretty much any document. Besides, it's easier since those were actually your signatures. The lawyers looked a little bit uncertain at first, but I can be very persuasive. After all, why would a man like you give of his company to a girl like me? Don't worry. I didn't tell them that you’re a pathetic boy who has always had this vulnerability toward women like me."

He still couldn't slow down. He kept licking. He served her, worshiping her. She gasped. A quick moan left her lips. Still, she resisted the urge to climax, all because she wasn't done with him. "And, hey, I'm sure it's going to take some getting used to your new status, but that's fine. All of the women here are going to help you. And yes, they all know about what it takes to punish you. In fact, I think some of the girls are really going to enjoy breaking you in. But hey, if you do a really good job, maybe they won't make you scream…too much."

Right out she made that point, she put her hands on the sides of his head, and she rubbed his mouth and his face and his, along her pussy. She turned him into nothing more than a sex toy.

She moaned. She panted. She exhaled from one rasping breath to the next until she finally screamed with satisfaction.

Then she shoved him away.

"This is how it works," she said even as she reached up and tucked a loose bang behind her ear, "First—you're going to report to your wife. Kristine has a lot to say to you."

Kristine?

He didn't, wouldn't, and couldn't believe it. Still, he had to move.

He straightened out his clothing and quickly rushed out of the room. Once he closed the office door behind him, he heard the lock engage. She had just locked him out of his office.

Then again, he realized something; that wasn't his office any longer…

When Greg glanced over at his secretary's desk, he didn't see her there. It was empty, so he stopped for a moment. Coming from down the hall, he could hear people typing away on their laptops, phone conversations, and the general chitchat of an office. His lips were still wet with Maddie's juices; he could taste her excitement right there.

As he took one step forward, Greg tried to figure out what he could do. He attempted to strategize. Up until now, he had been able to block out this transition. He had done his best to hide from the truth and to run from one meeting and project to another.

Except now, he couldn't pretend. Those distractions wouldn't serve him any longer.

That girl had stolen the refuge of his office.

As he walked down the hallway, he quickly saw something strange and new.

Kristine Chalice: Senior Executive

Kristine Chalice?

Greg froze right to there. That was his wife's maiden name. Why would that be listed here? If he had been allowed to think clearly in some detached spot where these details couldn't affect him, where a young woman couldn't with him with her belt, then maybe he would have been able to put the pieces together far more quickly. As things stood, Greg pursed his lips and decided to rush forward.

Right away, he knocked hard and banged his knuckles on the door. Then, as though he literally owned the place, Greg reached down for the door. He turned the knob, stepped inside it, and then he saw her there.

This was his wife, the love of his life, a woman he was supposed to be able to trust. He knew her so well. They had raised Carrie together; they had confronted so many different challenges and obstacles over the course of their marriage. Only now, he stared at this woman, and he almost couldn't recognize her. Of course, she still had the same beautiful hair, those bright and intelligent eyes, and that playful smile. Only now, there was a quirk of something else tainting her expression.

Cruelty.

He saw it, and his breath caught in his throat. He could feel his muscles freeze up as the paralysis hit him. It seemed to drive along every inch of his body as he struggled to act or speak. Greg just had to get his mouth to move, yet that became an impossibility, like this desperation gripped him because he didn't know what to do. That was a strange and hateful sensation on his part. After all, he had been the CEO.

He still was the CEO of this company. He didn't care what the paperwork said. He could talk to his wife, and they could figure out a plan or strategy. That had been his mistake for so long. He had tried to deny the truth. He had done his best to pretend. Obviously, he needed to work with this woman. If they joined forces, they could stop a pernicious brat like Maddie!

Finally, Greg took several steps forward. His wife rose from her seat, and she peered right back at him. She bent her elbows and placed her hands on her hips. "Strip," she ordered before he could make a sound to explain himself.

"What?"

Kristine stepped out from behind her desk. She strode over to him. Strictly speaking, this took several seconds. Because he couldn't comprehend what was happening, nor could he catch up, Greg felt like she rushed forward in a blur.

His beautiful and once-loving wife smacked him, slapping him across the face just as his goddaughter had done.

Once it happened, Greg brought his hand up to his cheek. He couldn't believe it. His eyes watered.

"You know, when I spoke to the maintenance guys, they didn't really believe me. At first, they probably misunderstood. Eventually, I got through to them. I think a lot of us did. They can see how things have changed. And those are just the maintenance guys. They make a hundredth of what you used to get."

"Used to get? What are you talking about?" Greg had to ask.

Over the course of the last month, Madeline had shown him what she could do, especially in private. With Kristine, he still viewed himself as her equal. In some ways, this boy could be so incredibly, ridiculously naïve.

She did the impossible. She reached up, she grabbed him by his shirt, and she yanked hard, pulling him off of his feet. In theory, he was stronger. But in that moment, she had certainty. He didn't. Consequently, it was easy for Kristine to manhandle him. Suddenly, her face was right there in front of his, she said, "You want to know how I feel right now? You want to know how I feel at this exact moment?"

Automatically, he stuttered out a quick, "Y-yes?"

"Angry," she said. "And you know why I’m angry?"

"No…" Greg answered honestly.

She smirked. There it was again, that cruelty from before. "I’m angry because I wasted so much time with us. I'm angry because I had to play pretend for the last couple of weeks."

Play pretend? That sounded exactly like what Maddie had said. Kristine’s husband fought to catch up; he did his best to understand what was going on, yet it felt as though he had been thrown into a new game, one whose rules no one had bothered to explain. As he gulped, she continued, "I'm angry because I wasted so, so much time acting like you were my equal. Are you my equal, Greg?"

"Yes?"

She let go and started to smile. Kristine began to turn away. Then she twisted toward him again, and her hand flew up in another quick flash. Without doubt or hesitation, she struck him again. His eyes widened. They watered. His vision blurred, and he couldn't believe that this was really possible.

"Maybe it's the fact that we had so much sex. Yeah. That's probably it. It's probably some kind of primal reaction," she said, only those words didn't really seem intended for him. Instead, she sounded like a researcher taking notes in front of one of the lab rats or a test monkey.

Again and again, Greg worked it to marshal his resources, figure this out, and not some kind of diplomatic defense. After all, this woman had always been a bulwark of support. In truth, he had started to take her for granted. It had been so easy, especially since she had always been there for him at home as she took care of everything else. While he focused on the challenges of work and corporate life, she made sure he had a safe place to rest and recover from the travails at work.

"Strip, boy. You aren't worthy of that outfit. You're not worthy of wearing clothes. You don't deserve any kind of respect. You know why that is?"

In spite of everything, he forced himself to answer. "Why?"

"Because you're a boy," she said. "From now on, you're nothing but an office boy. Actually, maybe you need that demonstration after all. Go grab a cup of coffee for me. You know how I like it."

"You're joking," he shot back.

"I'm not," she replied. "Oh, and there's a new vending machine in the break room. Get me a pack of cigarettes."

"There's no way…"

Each and every one of his employees knew how he felt about smoking and every kind of tobacco product. Seriously, it had always been a joke around the office. Occasionally, smokers would apply for work at his company, but he had never hidden the truth. In fact, he knew that a quite a few of the secretaries and assistants and analysts probably joked about his feelings. Then again, they knew that smoking was a bad habit anyway, so it wasn't awful. Besides, if that was the worst thing he did as a CEO, they could always count themselves as very lucky.

"Go. Now," she shot back. "Unless you want me to call Maddie in. I'm sure she’d have some fun disciplining you."

"No!" Greg actually yelped.

Then he turned around, and he rushed out of her office. He ran to the break room and only slowed down and stopped when he saw it.

A vending machine. A vending machine filled with packs of cigarettes. He saw it, and then someone snickered. "I guess that's the new office boy," someone said. He glanced up and saw a pretty blonde girl with pink-framed glasses. He didn't know her. She looked young, really young, like she was probably an intern or something.

The new office boy…?

She knew…

…This random girl knew!

"I'm the…" Greg started to say, only his voice faded as the words failed to materialize. He thought of how Madeline had forced him to sign those papers. He thought of how he could look around and see this place a strange and alien. Strictly speaking, nothing has really changed (except for the vending machine). And yet, this entire office could look strange and alien now, especially because he had lost his office and now Kristine had moved in.

If he didn't do this, she’d punish him.

Greg hated every second of this as he pulled out his wallet and swiped his credit card. He didn't even know what kind of cigarettes she wanted.

Then again, it didn't matter because she was just messing with him. There was no way she would actually smoke these.

As he told himself all of this, he made the purchase. His skin crawled and buzzed with fresh revulsion as he held the pack in his hand. It was just a little bit heavier than he had expected. Not only that, he shook the pack, and he could feel the cigarettes slide around inside.

Seriously, he hated this. Barely bottled frustration sizzled and threatened to spill free. He hated every second of it. At the back of his throat, bile rose. He wished he could hit something. He wanted to throw the cigarettes down into the garbage can and light them on fire. He paused for a moment, thinking that would be ironic.

"If you're getting those for one of the managers, you should probably hurry up, office boy," said the intern.

He spun on her, and he tried to glare hard.

More than anything, Greg needed to intimidate that random girl. When he saw her, he thought of Maddie and Carrie, especially at those moments when they got overly arrogant. There had been those instances during their childhood when he needed to remind them that they were just kids, he was an adult, an authority figure, so they had to do whatever he dictated. Although he opened his mouth and pulled in a breath to fill his lungs, Greg still stopped. In an instant, he could tell that this girl wouldn't listen to him. She already knew who he was—and what he had become.

Shriveling, Greg knew he couldn't face anyone else. Still holding onto that pack of disgusting cigarettes, he rushed back to Kristine's office. Again, he saw the new placard outside the door, and he tensed.

Still, he had to confront her. Maybe she thought this was a game or a joke. Maybe she didn't really understand what all of this meant. Yeah, that had to be it, he tried to tell himself.

He came back and found her, leaning against the edge of her desk. She had her phone out. He started to say something. She lifted one hand, finger raised. That was enough to silence him.

And yet, he was her husband! She was supposed to give him the respect he deserved!

"Okay," she said. "Hand them over."

He pressed his lips together into a frustrated pout, but he still cooperated. He gave her the cigarettes, and she opened the box. Not only that, she reached over for her desk, and she grabbed the lighter resting there. She popped it open, hit the mechanism, and the flame sprang into existence.

At this point, Greg tried to say something. It was impossible, however, especially when she kept her eyes locked on his. She watched him even as she casually brought the cigarette up to her lips, she ignited the tip, and then she breathed in, savoring the taste, the texture, the feel and movement of her lungs. "That's good," she said, exhaling.

"You can't smoke in here," he said reflexively.

"I can't? Are you sure about that?"

"Yes, I…" He tried to answer her, but she drew in another breath, and then she casually strode over to him, destroying the distance between them. With her free hand, she grabbed him by the back of his head. Her fingers tightened on his scalp, and she jerked his head back. His lips parted, and suddenly she was kissing him.

This wasn't the tentative, nervous kiss that a wife might give her husband. Instead, she seized control. She had what she wanted, and she pushed her mouth to his even as she exhaled. She breathed out, pushing the smoke up against the roof of his mouth, to the back of his throat, and all the way down into his lungs. It felt like some twisted version of CPR!

Of course, Greg tried to shove her back. He couldn't. She was stronger than he had expected. Throughout the relationship, he always thought he was bigger and could overpower this woman. But now, as he struggled to get away, he had to wonder if she had always played along with his fantasies, like she allowed him to manhandle her in those moments when he decided to get playful and aggressive.

He couldn't get away! He couldn’t break free!

Panic gripped him. Finally, she released him, and he stumbled back, falling down onto his ass as she watched him. With a quirked smile, Kristine stood over him. Not only that, she smoked right there in her new office, taking one drag after another.

He stared up at her, his eyes wet.

"I didn't forget what I said before," she told him. "We don't have a lot of time left. After all, you need to report to your new superiors, don't you?"

"What is this? What's going on?"

"What? Maddie didn't tell you?" She took another breath. She savored the cigarette's incredible flavor, the rush of nicotine, the texture and satisfaction as it swarmed her senses. At the same time, she seemed completely at ease, as though she could enjoy the scene while simultaneously savoring her husband's subjugation. Before he could respond, she continued, "This is female supremacy, Greg. Do you know what that means?"

Unable to comprehend all of this, especially when those words came from his wife's mouth, he shook his head from side to side. It felt like the only thing he could do.

She flashed him an almost-conciliatory look. "It means that we’re finally treating you the way you deserve. You're a boy. You’re not capable of running a company. You got lucky so far, but that comes to an end now. Instead, you're going to be good and obedient. You're going to do as you're told. Because when you don't, we’ll have to punish you. Like right now, I don't like how long it took you to get my cigarette. So you know that means?"

"What? What does that mean?" He couldn't conceal the fear as it rushed along his vocal cords.

"That means that you don't get to be the office boy right now. We need something simpler for you. Let's try an ashtray." Theoretically, those words sounded regretful. And yet, Kristine smiled at him. The corners of her eyes crinkled, and the amusement shined at her pupils. "Stick out your tongue." His breathing quickened. He didn't know how to handle this. He didn't know what he was supposed to do.

In that moment, she put her hand on his shoulder, and his defiance broke. His knees bent, and he fell to the industrial carpet.

He hated this. He hated it with every fiber of his being, both because he knew how it would sting and burn, but also because it all meant something. As he stuck out his tongue, he lost something vital and primal. At the same time, he peeked up at his wife. From one second to the next, he hoped she might reconsider or change her mind.

She didn't.

This woman knew exactly what she wanted. As his wife, she had tolerated so much. But over the last few weeks, she had been meeting with Maddie. In fact, Maddie Briar had spent quite a bit of time with different members of the family as she explained how the world could (and should) really work.

Kristine loved this. First, she tapped the tip. Little bits of hot ash fell and burned along the gentle pink of his tongue. The boy flinched, and Kristine savored that look of pain as it flashed across his features. Then she pushed the tip of the cigarette down altogether, rotating and twisting it.

His eyes watered again; the tears sprinted down his cheeks. He groaned and moaned, but she didn't mind. Finally, she threw the dampened cigarette away.

"Poor boy," she said. "But you know, that's just the start. Yes, it is. Do I need to slap you again?”

"No," he said quickly. Just talking sent another spasm of pain running through his body, yet he saw no choice.

"That's what I thought," she said with a smirk. "Strip. I want you down on your hands and knees. I want you naked for an inspection and more."

She had commanded him to get naked before, yet he had managed to distract her. Greg didn’t think he could get that lucky a second time.

An inspection. He fumed at the idea. As the CEO of this company, he wasn't supposed to tolerate this kind of indignity. It should’ve been completely and utterly impossible.

Better yet, Greg should have been able to call security.

If he tried, they wouldn't listen to him…

That realization crashed into him.

As he pulled off every article of clothing, Greg could sense her amusement.

Suddenly, he was down on his elbows and knees, naked, his face bowed down. At the same time, Greg tried to think of something he could do or say.

As hard as he tried, he didn't come up with anything. Whether he liked it or not, he was stuck here. He was trapped by her authority and everything Maddie had accomplished.

Madeline. How could that girl do all of this? How could she take control like this? Those questions pumped through his head even as his wife got ready.

Kristine was behind the desk, and he tried to hide. Maybe she was just basking in her victory. She watched him. Maybe, if he got really lucky, she would laugh and tell him this had all been some kind of wild joke.

Even if he yearned to hear those words, he didn't get that sort of relief. Instead, he heard her voice as she ordered, "Look at me, boy."

Boy. Just as Maddie had done, Kristine used that term. With those three letters, she seemed to strip away all of his gravitas, each and every one of his accomplishments, every reason to respect him. Instead, he had become a plaything, an underling, inferior…

But now, he looked up at his wife, and he saw that she had stripped as well. Unlike him, she wasn't completely naked.

At first, he didn't understand what he was seeing. The details didn't make sense. First, she had on black, leather panties, only there was a dildo braced between her legs. He viewed the contours, and his eyes widened. He shook his head from side to side, unwilling to believe any of this. As his breath caught in his throat, he itched to argue with her. He wanted to snap back that this couldn't be happening.

"I'm going to fuck you, boy."

He began to stand until Kristine grabbed him by his hair. She did this so easily, so casually. She yanked, and another shot of pain raced down into his skin.  His mouth opened, but Greg couldn't force himself to speak.

Rather, his wife told him, "Stay down on your hands and knees, boy. I want to take you like you're nothing but a pathetic little slut."

His lips parted again. He tried to answer. He tried to get her to change her mind since they were supposed to be married, and she was supposed to respect him. They had made their vows!

Somehow, that distant memory no longer mattered. Instead, she had discovered that this new ideology from their goddaughter, and he wouldn't be able to change her mind.

She pushed his face down to the carpet. She kneeled behind him. In that next moment, she had one hand on his ass. She grabbed him, squeezing. Then she slapped his unprotected skin, her hand flying down fast and hard before it crashed against his ass. There was that jolt of pain, and right as it started to fade, she shoved forward.

His eyes widened. Suddenly, his vision cleared, but he couldn't see anything useful. There was just the wall, a small bookshelf, and a potted plant. It was that sensation, the invasion, the knowledge that his wife had just pushed into him. She violated him, thrusting harder. With that invasion, she demonstrated where he belonged.

Right when she started to jerk back, his muscles began to relax, and he hoped it was over.

It wasn't!

Kristine was laughing as she shoved into him again. "Take it, Greg. Take it, boy!" She was laughing harder now. She had her hands on his hips now, and he felt trapped like he couldn't possibly break away. This woman used him, thrusting into him hard over and over again. She laughed with every breath, and those sounds washed over him, drowning out every other idea. His heart pounded, the humiliation washed over him, and she growled with satisfaction.

He didn't know how long it lasted. He didn't know how many times she pushed into him, forcing the rounded tip of the dildo deep between his butt cheeks.

At some point, it ended.

By then, he was exhausted.

Even so, Kristine wasn't done with him. She yanked off the strap-on harness and threw it aside. Then she straddled him, pushing her pussy down against his mouth. "Lick, boy."

He obeyed.

At some point, she told him to get dressed. He moved mechanically and automatically, as though he didn't really understand the kinds of decisions he was making as he pulled on his shirt, pants, boxers, shoes and socks. Then he stumbled out, and he didn't know where to go.

He stood there in the hallway, disoriented and lost.

After a little while, just a few seconds, the door opened and his wife stuck her head out. "According to the schedule, you need to go talk to your mother. She's just down the hall."

His mother?

He didn't understand.

"The clock is ticking, boy. You don't want to be late."

He really didn't understand, but he stumbled forward as his wife laughed. She still stood there in the doorway, watching as he made his way forward. And then he saw it.

Donna Forger, Senior Executive

Greg didn't even know what that placard was supposed to indicate. Then again, it didn't really matter because he reached down for the doorknob. He turned it, and he stepped inside. Then he saw her. His mother.

"Perfect," she said.

Instantly, he heard that shift in her voice. She didn't sound like she was worried about him. She didn't sound like she would care about the burns on his tongue or the streaks of salt along his cheeks. Rather, she had something else in mind.

Donna grinned, she got up from her desk, and she walked over to him. She grabbed him. She pushed this boy the wall. She shoved him hard. Under normal circumstances, he would have been stronger and easily able to evade her. But in that moment, this elderly woman had no problem controlling him. While he was disoriented, he felt more like a puppet. He really had become a toy. That was what these women were doing to him.

"Please," he started to say.

"Shut your mouth," she said. "Lift your hands, spread your fingers, and push your palms to the walls." She called out those words, one after another, as though she had practiced them.

His heart kicked faster and faster inside of his chest. He didn't understand how anything like this could happen, but there was no escape for him either.

Donna’s son raised his hands, and he pushed them up against the wall. Immediately, he felt as though he had been restrained. In actuality, there weren't any handcuffs around his wrists or shackles locking his limbs in place. Somehow, that didn't matter, not while this woman had control.

"Stay," she commanded.

He obeyed.

That woman went back to her desk. When she came back, she pulled down his pants. His buttocks were suddenly exposed. "You know, you always were a brat. I had to play nice. I had to pretend that you were this nice child, but you were always so selfish. Pathetic."

"That's not true," Greg tried to say, only to hear the hiss of the whip. Donna had stepped back, and now she unleashed that vicious tool. She swung her arm forward, the tip snapped ahead, and there was that bright shine of agony. Excruciating heat slashed across his skin.

She struck once, twice, three times. She had remarkable aim, especially when she went for his buttocks again and again. Then she decided that wasn't good enough. "Let's see what else I can do," she said as she pulled his pants down around his knees. Suddenly, his thighs were exposed.

Donna prepared herself.

As this boy struggled to say something, he failed again and again. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't conjure any kind of coherent response. He was trapped, and they both knew it. As a woman, she had the authority there. As a female, she could dictate any command, and he’d have to obey. If he didn't, he’d be punished. Even when he cooperated, she could indulge in her most sadistic instincts.

As far as he was concerned, she wasn't supposed to have any! This was supposed to be antithetical to everything he knew about this woman.

Maddie. Madeline Briar. She did this! She infected the women in his life! Greg fought hard to hold onto that idea, yet he failed.

One blast of pain after another scoured away any kind of defiance he might have been able to summon.

Then it was done…or so he hoped.

It wasn't! She struck again and again, unleashing another barrage. He cried out. He whimpered. He gasped. At this point, as he screamed, Greg didn't think about his subordinates or any of his employees. He didn't worry about what they might think or say. These offices weren't soundproof. They couldn't protect his dignity. Then again, he didn't have much left.

"Tell me. Tell me that you’re just an inferior boy who deserves to be trained and broken."

He sniffled once before the words tumbled out. "I'm just an inferior boy who needs to be trained!"

"Pathetic," she said before, she raised the whip and got ready to unleash another round.

When she finally ejected him from her office, he was fully clothed, his pants, pulled up. Beneath his trousers, those red lines demonstrated what this woman had accomplished.

Greg stumbled back to the men's room. He washed his face, and he stared back at his reflection. He tried to think about what he was going to do next.

Donna had informed him where he would be going. He needed to go speak with Janie, his secretary—his former secretary.

Janie. He thought of that young woman. Technically, she was only a year his junior, but she had always been so diligent and dedicated. More than that, she had been obedient. She was the kind of girl he could always trust. Technically, Greg liked to think of himself as something of a male feminist. He was the kind of guy who respected women and wanted to see the world change (but not like this!). Still, it had always been so easy to issue orders to his female secretary. She was a woman, and he had been respectful, yet the power dynamics had always remained clear. He was in charge. He was her superior. As her boss, he told her what to do. He issued commands, and she rushed to obey.

Even if he was polite about it, he still treated her as an underling. She could help him, he wanted to believe.

He hadn't seen Maddie for quite some time, and he had no idea how she had grown up. More than that, she had done a remarkably good job of hiding her true intentions back at her job interviews. Janie was different, however. He knew that young woman. He spent so much time with her. He had molded her, training her to satisfy his needs at work.

With this in mind, he dried off his face, he straightened his back, and he determined that this would be the moment when he would finally push. He would show these girls that they couldn't control him. They couldn't own him!

When he found her new office, he wasn't surprised to see the new placard outside.

Not only that, she had the same title as the others. She was now a senior executive.

"Good for her," he muttered. He stepped into her office, and then he saw her there. She was seated at her computer, and she was typing out a message. It looked like she was actually working.

"Janie, we have to talk," he said.

"Quiet," she shot back. "I'm about to finish this."

He blinked. He opened his mouth. Under normal circumstances, Greg would have been able to snarl out some kind of response. After all, there had been moments, especially on those very stressful days, when he snapped at her. She had always taken it in stride, understanding that the boss had a lot going on, so there would be moments when he messed up. His control might slip, and he would behave badly. He never crossed any particularly harsh lines, but she wasn't scared of him, not any longer.

When she told him to be quiet, he actually obeyed.

His body locked up, and he kept waiting for the chance to confront her. She needed to understand this was just temporary. Maddie couldn't succeed. There was no way the women in his life could truly steal his company from him!

"Okay, boy," she said. "You can present yourself to me. Let's see you naked."

"What?" He’d already stripped for the others. He wouldn’t do it again—or so he believed.

"You know, I have a paddle in my desk. Maddie gave it to me. Should we use it right now? It comes with these metal studs. If I use it, it's going to hurt.”

Greg. She used his first name just as Maddie had done. She called him a boy in the same way that the new CEO had. His lips peeled back, and he could feel the cool air along his teeth. Heat rose up in his chest while he strode over to her.

Janie jumped from her desk, and she strode right up to him. She jabbed him in the chest with two fingers. That quick movement was enough to stop him. He didn't understand why or how, but he broke. She grabbed him, her fingers going up to his neck. She squeezed, and suddenly couldn't breathe.

"Let's try it out, shall we?" Janie asked. "After all, we need to talk about our history together."

She drew her hand back from his throat. When she released him, he stumbled forward, bracing his palms on his knees and gasping for breath. No one had ever grabbed him like that before. He didn't know how to recover.

Except now, he faced Janie again. Janie. Sweet, innocent Janie. She was supposed to be the girl who would always support him. He remembered getting nervous between meetings and having her bring him a cookie or a cupcake or a cup of coffee. She always knew what to say. Even if he had to contend with aggressive investors, potentially dangerous partners, and difficult suppliers, Janie had always been on his side.

Only now, that girl went for her desk, she opened the drawer, and she pulled out the paddle. When he saw the light flash across the metal studs, his eyes watered again.

"No. Please. Please, Janie…"

"From now on, you will address me as Ma'am."

He opened his mouth. Despite everything, part of him actually expected to laugh. Seriously, he couldn't believe that this woman could give him that sort of dictate. Ma'am? He used the word often enough. It was a polite honorific intended for strangers. Only when she gave him that command, he knew what it would mean…just as he saw what would happen if he failed to pleas her.

Janie intended to mark him as her inferior. She meant to claim him as just a boy at this company. As far as she was concerned, it wasn't his company any longer.

Greg refused to accept it. His fingers pushed down into his palms, and his knuckles turned white as his hand started to shake.

As he fought to summon the strength to argue or fight back against her, this woman grabbed him, and she shoved him up against the wall. His former assistant pulled down his pants, and she struck hard. The paddle blurred; the edges hissed and whistled against the air as she summoned the full force of her arm.

Pain!

Agony! It burst across his backside as she struck over and over again while she asked a simple question, "Who's in charge, Greg?"

"You! You are!" He broke so much faster than he would have guessed or anticipated. Within just a few seconds, she shattered his defenses.

"And what are you?"

"I'm a man!"

She struck five more times, going for his right butt cheek first, then his left. Sometimes, she went for the exact same spot over and over again. At other points, she made him guess. With his hands braced against the wall, he couldn't believe this. Tears ran down his face as he screamed. Every time she connected, there were those mirrored sounds: metal studs against his flesh, plus the whimpering noises torn from his vocal cords.

"No," she said. "You’re a slave. You are the office boy. When someone tells you to fetch her coffee, you're going to do it. If her boots are dirty, you'll lick them. If she wants you to pleasure her, you'll do it." She chuckled. "Speaking of which, you know, I love the idea of your tongue going to town on me. I mean, you used to be my boss. But now, you do whatever I say, don't you? I control you, don't I?"

She stopped. He was panting. Moment by moment, he fought to catch his breath and to reclaim some kind of equilibrium.

By the time he succeeded, Janie cocked her head to the side, and snapped her fingers. She pointed to the floor. At the same time, she slipped out of her high heels, and she raised her skirt just enough to grab onto her panties. She pulled them down. "Service me, office boy."

His brows tightened, and he glared at her even as he acknowledged his own demotion. With his backside stinging, he fell to his knees.

"That's right," she said. "You're not good enough. You know, I used to fantasize about what it would be like to take you, Greg. I thought it would be interesting. I mean, there were those slow days, and I didn't have anything else to think about. You were just as good as anything else. But now?" Janie snorted. She chortled. She was laughing into her hand, but she spread her legs. "Get under the desk."

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered.

Greg could feel it; he was losing something. It had been different with his wife, his mother, and even his goddaughter. He wasn't related to this woman, and she had never enjoyed any kind of real influence over him. She had been a helper, of course, but that was it. At the same time, he always maintained a professional relationship with her, meaning he knew she could quit at any moment. Unlike other employers, he didn't expect her to remain “loyal” for years or anything like that. Not only that, he could’ve fired her if she made a serious enough mistake.

Only now, that option had been stripped away. He crawled like a dog underneath her desk, she spread her legs, rolled forward, and suddenly he was trapped underneath.

"Lick, boy," she ordered.

He fought to forget what it felt like before, but his backside still burned. The pain lingered.

Because Janie had ordered it, he started licking her pussy. He went in deep. He started out slow. He sped up. As he worshiped this woman, he understood what he was losing. He knew exactly what he was giving up.

With his former secretary braced in front of him, he licked. He serviced her.

And then he heard something. It was her voice as she said, "Yes, hello." At first, he thought she was talking to him. But no, her voice seemed too professional for that. Instead, she was on the phone…

Janie continued, "I wanted to talk about the cane that I see on your website. This is a very serious instrument of punishment, is it not? I mean, I see some of the reviews here, but I really just wanted to hear your perspective." There was a pause. "Yes. That sounds excellent. Yes, please. I’d like to order five of them."

Five. Canes.

She'd hand them out to the other women at the office. They would be able to slap each implement down against his naked skin, making him cry out and scream whenever they liked. Even as he listened to this transaction, Greg had to lick. He had to glide his tongue up and down along Janie's pussy as he worshiped her body. The tears gathered again. He stifled them. He forced the tension from his throat and back down into the pit of his gut. He wouldn't let her understand just how much this affected him.

Although he tried to hide it, he knew that he was probably failing.

Janie was laughing now. At this point, she started to read off some numbers. It was the information for her corporate credit card. Of course, he had given her one. As he tasted her excitement, she purchased those canes. "Thank you so much for your time. I can't wait to use these," she said with a little chuckle.

And now, she slipped her hands underneath the desk. She didn't say anything to him. She didn't have to. Instead, her fingers pressed down against his scalp as she used him. Just like every other woman would learn to do, Janie understood that she could turn his face into a sex toy. His tongue would glide up and down along her most sensitive opening. He’d lick her clit and stimulate her passions. He would tease her, worshiping her, giving her the stimulation and excitement she craved so badly.

She cried out. That sound cut across the air as Janie panted, gulping down one breath, only to scream with primal need. Her body tensed and tightened. She finally pushed him back and looked down into his eyes. "If I'm not mistaken, you have another appointment, don't you?"

"With whom, Ma'am?"

"Just an old friend," she said. "I'm sure you're going to have a lot of fun with her. Or rather, she's going to have a lot of fun with you."

This time, he didn't get to see the placard outside the door. Instead, she stepped into the doorway, and she crossed her arms over her chest. "Get over here and lick my boots," she commanded. This woman looked amazing in that dark red, pleated skirt, plus her matching blouse. She had her hair tied back into a simple ponytail, although the curved bangs along her forehead gave her a girlish appearance.

Sonia. Maddie's mother.

They had been friends. There was a reason why he was Madeline's goddaughter.

Only now, he found himself staring back at this woman, and that's when she smiled at him. Sonia lifted one hand, and he saw something. It was metallic, and it caught the light along its curved edges. What was it? What was he supposed to be seeing? That's when she casually opened up the antenna, telescoping it forward. Then, like a fencer, she slashed it through the air in an artful figure-eight.

"No talking," she said. "Get in here, get naked, and put your hands on the wall."

Not this, he thought. Not again!

For just a moment, maybe there was this hint of exasperation behind his eyes as though he thought he could take it. Only now, he peered back at this woman, and he saw the determination her features.

"You always thought you were better than me, didn't you? Right now, I’m going to show you the truth."

He began to say something. He barely got that first syllable out before she smacked him across the face with her free hand.

The pain burned along his cheek. His vision blurred just like before. Hour by hour, these women were breaking him down. They disciplined him again and again, illustrating just how little power and authority he now wielded.

There was that frightened gulp that dropped down his throat as he stared back at her. So now, she grabbed him by the back of his neck. Her fingernails dug down into his skin, and she dragged him across the threshold. She pushed him to his knees.

"Don't make me say it again," she said. "This is already going to hurt. Oh, and you know what happens next, don't you? Madeline can't wait to see you. Then there's also her best friend."

Her best friend. Carrie—his daughter—his little girl…

No, he thought. There was no way. It sounded like an impossibility. By now, he could almost comprehend how and why the other women in his life would betray him. But not Carrie. Not her. Never her. His little girl wouldn't do that!

Sonia didn't give him much of an opportunity to recover as she watched him strip. He moved automatically once again, surrendering his clothing. As he did so, he gave up on something primal and vital.

Since he had been a businessman for so long, he had forgotten just how powerful a good suit could be. His coat and his tie, his dress shirt and pants all said something to the wider world. Those sartorial choices indicated his status. They marked him as someone special, someone unique, someone powerful and wealthy.

Sonia took that away from him.

He stripped as she commanded. And then she watched as he positioned himself. Just like before, he pushed his hands up against the wall. She stepped forward, striding into his personal space. From there, she stroked the tip of the antenna against the nape of his neck. She dragged it down between his shoulder blades and toward the small of his back.

Pathetically, he opened his mouth, and he yearned to say something like, "Please. Please, you don't have to do something like this. It's okay. Look. I’m going to be better. Okay? You can do whatever you want. I swear, I’ll be a good office boy for you!" The stress at the base of his throat mounted because those words were right there, at the back of his throat, and he could have called them out, only something stopped him.

Helpless in front of this woman, he didn't know how to make it happen. He couldn't force those words to pass his lips.

Then it didn't matter because she conjured another sound altogether. She swiped down with the antenna, striking at his backside. A red line of heat appeared. She struck again, delivering another welt. She came in low. She swung down from high. She struck over and over again as she delighted in his torment.

His body shook; she saw those shudders.

At first, he somehow managed to remain quiet, like this didn't really impact or affect him.

Then, little by little, Greg started to let out those noises. He started the yelp. His breathing came in one quick, torrent after another as he tried to swallow down enough air.

Grinning cruelly, Sonia swept her arms down once, twice, three times. She battered his unprotected skin. And then, when he thought he couldn't take anymore, she pulled away. She grabbed his ass, and she tilted her head to the side. "You know, the girls are going to have a lot of fun playing with you. They found a new toy. And no, I'm not just talking about you." She chuckled. "But you definitely qualify as a toy now, don't you?"

"My daughter would never betray me," he insisted.

"I told you not to speak," she reminded him. That's why she delivered another barrage. Technically, he didn't need that next dose. He could have avoided it if he had only stayed quiet. But this boy wasn't smart enough for something like that, so now this woman struck hard and fast. She swiped down with the antenna again and again until her heart was pounding, her breathing came in one ragged gasp after another, and Greg felt like he might collapse at any moment.

She walked back. She grabbed a cigarette off of her desk, she lit it, inhaled, and came right back over to him.

"Kristine said this might be good for you. I think it will."

He didn't understand, not until she cupped his cheeks, turned his head to the side, stretched forward, and kissed him. Then she blew the smoke into his mouth, but she didn't let go. She forced him to keep those acrid fumes right there along the roof of his mouth, the flat of his tongue, and at the back of his throat. He tried not to breathe in, but he couldn't help it.

She let go, and his lungs spasmed against the toxic air.

"If you can't take that, it's going to be so much worse when the girls get their hands on you."

This time, he coughed and sputtered. He tried so hard to get out some real words even though he knew it was a bad idea. Luckily for him, the smoke inhalation made it impossible to speak. Consequently, she didn't punish him again, not right away.

"The others enjoyed riding that ass, didn't they? You know, I have something bigger and better."

That's when he started to hear the shifting fabric. She was still smoking, that cigarette held lightly between her lips. Greg made the mistake of taking a risk; he glanced over his shoulder, and he saw that woman as she pulled off her skirt. She unzipped her boots and kicked them away. Then she pulled out her own strap-on harness.

She lifted up the dildo. It was bigger.

"No. Please. No!"

"I didn’t give you permission to speak," she said. She came up to him with the antenna. Only now, she also wore that fake cock. It was bigger, so much bigger than he had expected.

She used her impromptu, metallic whip. She struck again and again, just like before. She kept going until the exhaustion made her stop. That was when she threw her head back, and she laughed.

"Pathetic boy. Are you going to learn your lesson? Are you going to understand that you really are just a dumb piece of property now? Women rule. We’re better than you. We own your house. And speaking of which…"

She had recovered quickly, so now Sonia grabbed his hips and shoved forward. With his hand still locked against the wall, he didn't dare move.

She penetrated him. She violated him. He didn't think he could take it, but this woman gave him no choice! He was breathing hard again almost immediately. The heat radiated along his body, starting at his hairline and dropping to his cheeks, his chin, his bare chest, and down between his legs. Feeling playful, Sonia reached for his cock, and she squeezed. "This isn't as impressive as I might have expected," she said. "Then again, I never got to see you naked before, did I? That's okay, Greg. A toy doesn't have to be impressive. He just has to obey. You're going to do that, aren't you?"

This time, he saw no choice but to respond. "Yes. Yes, I'm going to obey!" He hated how quickly those words jumped from his mouth, but he couldn't take them back.

"Good boy," she said. "That's right. You want to be a good boy, don't you? You can't help it. You know who you are. You know what you are. Yes, you do." Her eyes narrowed, and she slapped his ass. There was that jolt of sensation combined with the pressure of the dildo as she pushed forward. She went in deep and yanked back, only to thrust into him. She set that vicious rhythm. Not only that, she decided to spank him again, her hand flying down hard and fast.

Adrenaline spiked within his veins. He couldn't believe it. He hated every second of it. And yet, his body still responded. She reached for his shaft again. She squeezed, toying with his erection.

Then Sonia pulled him away, and she shoved into his knees, all without pulling the fake cock from his ass. She was riding him hard, pushing into him. He rested his weight on his elbows as she squeezed his manhood. She forced him to climax!

In that initial instance, he didn't really believe it. He could hardly register the pleasure that spread through him. His shaft pulsated with every spurt. He lost control, and she finally jerked away.

His latest tormentor grabbed him by his hair. He didn't see it coming. She pushed his face down into his mess.

Revulsion washed over him. Finally, she let go. "Good boy," she said. “And look at that. I'm guessing the girls are probably ready for you now."

He got dressed and stumbled out of Sonia's office.

As he skittered into the hall, he didn't realize what was happening, not until someone came up behind him. He heard a woman's voice, and he flinched instantly, his legs bracing as though he needed to run.

"Hey, Daddy." Carrie. It was Carrie.

He said her name. She reached out, and she took him by his hand. Still in a daze, she said, "Come on. We need to get you out of here. We don't want you to get into any more trouble, do we?"

This was Carrie, his daddy’s girl, his little girl. He remembered playing catch with her, playing My Little Pony with her, talking to her, learning all about her, everything up until that time when she went to college and headed off to forge her own life as an adult.

After everything that happened, he couldn't think. Besides, he trusted this girl. She pulled him down the hallway, and some other muscle memory kicked in. She opened the door, and that's when he saw Madeline standing there. This was his office. Or rather, it had been his office before that girl took it from him.

"What, what is this?"

"Greg," Carrie began. That was wrong. She wasn't supposed to use his first name. She was his daughter! "We've been talking, and we’ve decided that things need to change. Obviously, you giving up the company was a great idea, but I think it's important for you to tell me, your daughter, just how obedient you’re going to be."

"Obedient?"

She didn't like that; Carrie didn't appreciate the inquisitive inflection in his voice. That's why she smacked him. Just as Maddie had done earlier that day, Carrie struck him across the face. Hard. Her hand flew up, and he didn't even see it coming. Only now, he stared back at her, and he tried to comprehend what just happened. Despite his education, experience, and intelligence, Greg still didn't understand.

Maddie stepped behind them, and she grabbed his wrists, pulling the behind his back. Carrie stepped forward. She jabbed his chest with one finger. "From now on, you are the office boy, right? What does that mean?"

"Go on, boy. Tell her."

If he did this, he’d be endorsing everything Madeline had told Carrie and the other women. He would be proving her right…

And yet, his mouth opened, and he started talking. "I'm just a dumb boy. Women are superior. Women are better than me. I'm just a dumb boy, and I have to do whatever I'm told. I, I belong to you. I belong to all of you."

"You said it," Carrie replied, her voice loaded with awe and something close to disbelief. Then again, she had always respected this man...until now. "I can't believe you said it!" She brought her hands up to her mouth.

"You know, I think this calls for a celebration," Madeline let go of his hands, and then he heard the click of the lighter.

He spun around, and he looked at his goddaughter. Madline held of the cigarette. She brought it up to her lips, and then she handed him the lighter. "Go ahead. Do it."

She expected him to be complicit. She wanted him to help!

Even if he hated doing this, Greg saw no other choice. He lit her cigarette, and she drew in a slow breath. In the meantime, Carrie stepped over toward her best friend. Madeline gave the other girl the cigarette. They were going to share it?

No!

He had to stop them! He had to prevent this from happening.

And yet, Greg already knew that he wouldn't be strong enough, smart enough, or powerful enough to do anything like that. These girls could do whatever they liked, and he couldn't keep them from enjoying that cigarette.

Maddie had smoked first. Now he watched helplessly as Carrie did the exact same thing.

Next, Maddie stepped away, she grabbed something from her desk, and then she held it up. Black leather? It looked like a hood. "Strip. Then get down on your knees."

"What, what is that?"

"Just a toy," she said. Her eyes glimmered with amusement. "Like you."

His nostrils twitched. His mouth tightened into a frown. Even so, he couldn't say anything. Instead, he stripped exactly as these girls knew he would. Like a good slave, he pulled off his clothing again because he had no choice. He had done it for every woman who made the command. Even if he hated himself for surrendering like this, there was no other option, no other strategy, nothing he could do. That was part of the point, he understood. They wanted him to accept his fate.

Soon, he was naked in front of those beautiful girls.

Maddie strode forward, and she pulled the mask over his face. She was rough with him, yanking it down. He chafed his skin; she didn’t care. She tightened at the chin strap, and he could feel the tube push against the curves of his lips, all the way into his mouth and up against the back of his throat.

Carrie had no problem zipping his eyes shut. Suddenly, he couldn't see anything!

His head was trapped within that leather prison.

"You're going to service me," Maddie whispered. "And your little girl is going to fuck you."

Greg tried to shake his head from side to side. He wouldn't do it. He couldn't! He refused to accept any of this. Maybe he had stripped, but now he finally found that last reservoir of strength. He would use it to defy these girls and to show them that they couldn't defeat him. For once, they’d lose. No matter what it cost him, he would fight back!

Or so he thought. Then again, he was about to learn just how easily a boy’s hope could be snuffed out.

She took another drag on the cigarette, not that he could see it. Then she grabbed the tube, and she put her lips to it. She exhaled.

He tried to bite down, to block it out once he caught that aroma. He failed, of course. The smoking mask had been well-designed. Even when his hands flew up and he tried to find the straps to release the leather from his face, he couldn't do it. The clasps were too complicated for this boy. At some other place or time, if he had been allowed to think clearly, then maybe he would have figured it out. At that moment, however, he had to cough on the smoke. Worse, Maddie put her hand on the tube. She made it impossible for him to breathe. He was choking! He was desperate for air. His muscles spasmed, but he still couldn't get anything clear or clean into his lungs.

"On your hands and knees," Maddie commanded.

He fell into position. He obeyed.

And then he could feel something in front of him. Maddie. Apparently, she had stripped over the last few seconds or minutes. He didn't know how that was possible, but she now ran his hands along her naked body, not that he could see what was happening.

"Finger me, boy." His mouth had already been used. Now it was time for his hands.

Worse, Carrier delivered. She came up behind him. She grabbed onto his hips, just as the other women had done. She shoved forward, and he took it. He felt the third dildo as it pushed between the walls of his ass. He fought so hard to clench down, to block it out, but he couldn't succeed. She forced him to take it, inch by inch.

He whimpered.

That girl blew smoke into the tube. His eyes watered, and he coughed. He cried out with desperation adding volume to his exhausted breath. Worse, he had to finger her. She brought his hand down between her legs, and he could feel the wet heat of her opening. He pressed in with one finger, then another.

In the meantime, Carrie shoved into him, thrusting hard and fast as she showed this boy how he would be used. With every second, he endured that humiliation. And now, the girls were laughing. "What is he?" Maddie demanded.

"He's a boy!" his daughter called out, laughing.

"And what does that make him!"

“Pathetic! Inferior! Women rule, and boys obey!" She panted out those words again and again. They beat down against him, hammering away at his defiance until he made both of those girls come. Carrie had enjoyed shoving into him. Maddie savored the feel of his fingertips.

When it ended, he just collapsed.

The girls rolled Greg onto his back and braced their feet on his chest. Maddie pulled the hood off of him, and she looked down into his eyes. "Say it again. One more time."

"I'm pathetic. I'm inferior. I, I belong to you because I'm the office boy."

"Nicely done," Maddie said. "Now go make yourself useful somewhere else."

He scrambled to grab his clothing.

“Nah,” she laughed. "You're not going to need those," Carrie said. He dropped the remnants of his outfit along with his dignity, and he scrambled out of the room, knowing full well that he would never be able to reclaim of the vaunted position he at once occupied just a that morning…

This was his life now, his existence. They had taken it. Maddie had been such a good girl, but she had changed. And now, she had convinced all of those other women. They could do whatever they wished with him. In fact, they had the right.

He tried to think of a way to argue were disagree. But now that his company was under new management, he couldn't think of any other options. There were no other possibilities. When he swallowed and crawled out from his former office, he glanced up, he saw some of his old employees. They shook their heads. A few of them were amused. Others looked disgusted. Either way, the reality remained. The women were in charge.

The End


Want more?

Commissions:

If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

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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