
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    A Male’s Place: A Tale from the Matriarchy 
 
    Anna Ritter 
 
      
 
    This is what life is like for men in a world where women have total control. 
 
    “Come on cutie,” the young woman cajoled, laughing as she hung over the counter. She was blonde and pretty. Hair pulled up into a bouncy ponytail. Pink lips curled up into a smile that was just a little predatory. A college girl perhaps, pretty enough to be in a sorority for sure. The name tag on her apron read Alyssa. Something about the way her gaze dropped down to Charles’ chest, then his belt bothered the man. Her gaze taunted him as she undressed him in her mind. She wasn’t being very subtle about it either.  
 
    The cup of coffee Charles had come in to buy currently clutched in one of her tiny hands. Behind the barista her coworkers were giggling and staring. He could see from their faces there would be no intervention from them. To the other women behind her, this was just a fun game.  
 
    “Please. Just the coffee. I paid. Here’s my receipt,” Charles sighed with exasperation, brandishing a small slip of paper. It crinkled between his fingers as he waved it in the air. Proof of payment didn’t seem to matter. He snatched at the one thing which should have made Alyssa drop the whole thing. “I have a girlfriend!” 
 
    “So what? I’m not asking you on a date or anything. Just a smile. C’mon. I bet you have a lovely smile.” When he didn’t respond, she flashed a mocking pout, “Just a smile now, cutie. A man as handsome as you really should be smiling,” Alyssa explained with a mixture of condescension and amusement. Her eyes were bright as she drank in the sight of her customer shifting and reaching uselessly for his coffee. Charles’ discomfort was nearly more satisfying than any compliance he could offer.  
 
    The handful of people ahead of him had gotten their orders without this. No one expected other paying customers to smile for their damn coffee. He eyed the cup while contemplating the idea of just leaving the shop. Except, it was his boss’s coffee currently out of reach. Late as this interaction was making him, Charles didn’t have time to find another place for coffee. He didn’t dare show up without it either.  
 
    “This is why we really should revoke their property rights,” a female voice in the background theatrically whispered. A titter of agreement followed from the baristas. Charles found himself huffing while sputtering a response. 
 
    Another voice said something too low for Charles to make out the exact words. But it earned a dismissive snort out of the other woman. Gritting his teeth, he looked around. Two older women sat at the back with their coffees and pastries on the small darkly stained table in front of them. They talked about him like he couldn’t hear. 
 
    “Men are too emotional. Look at his reaction to being asked to smile. You would think the poor barista asked him to strip and shake his tush. Better keep an eye on him - he might get violent. Men always do.”  
 
    Behind the counter the barista put the cup down, hard enough to slosh the drink over the miniature opening in the lid. The drops landed on the girl’s wrist who shook it off with disgust.  
 
    “Such a fucking tease,” Alyssa growled at Charles to the murmuring agreement of her coworkers.  
 
    Internally, he was howling. He could see his protest perfectly, grabbing the cup and upending it over the counter. All that half-whip full-caf no-fat coffee splashing all over the polished marble surface and the baristas standing behind it. He wasn’t violent, he yearned to shout at the woman in the rear of the shop. The barista was bullying him! Charles would bet the old crone wasn’t expected to flirt to get the stuff she paid for.  
 
    Those arguments remained within his own head as he shuffled forward and grabbed the cardboard cup. His hand closed around the warm paper without noticing the little hearts which had been written around his name. Because now, in his mind, every single protest was being second guessed. Charles trudged for the door without taking his eyes off the floor. Unable to ignore the voice in his head which was suggested perhaps this was his fault, not theirs. 
 
    Maybe he had been too emotional? 
 
    It was just a smile, after all. Why was a smile a big deal? Why had he refused? She hadn’t asked for much. Not his phone number, not even a date. Charles smiled all the time. So, why couldn’t he just muster up a single smile back there?  
 
    Outside, the noise of the city pressed in on him. Finally he looked up as he slipped back into to the flow of pedestrian traffic. The sea of bodies was difficult to navigate if one wasn’t fully focused on the task. Doubts continued to nag at Charles until he accidentally shouldered another man coming from the opposite direction.  
 
    He hissed and thrust the cup of coffee in his hand outward to keep from spilling it onto his suit. After all, it was the tan one his girlfriend Jessica liked on him the most. Staining it would certainly ruin an already bad day. By some miracle the coffee remained contained by the lid. He didn’t have time to apologize, not when he was already late. Charles was just beginning to exhale in relief when a feminine voice was raised in anger.  
 
    “What the hell is your problem? Why the fuck did you hit my husband?”  
 
    A short woman with a stylishly designed pixie cut was suddenly glaring up at Charles. Pale skin flushed red and eyes narrowed dangerously as they locked in on the hapless man in front of her. She would have made for a dainty image of fairytale beauty in any other circumstances. As it was, Charles was bewildered by the accusation and too confused to say anything.  
 
    Behind her, the man who had been knocked by accident was trying hard to get his wife’s attention. Timidly pinching at the silky sleeve of her blouse and giving a light tug the other man nervously cleared his throat.  
 
    “Honey, it’s okay. I think it was an accident. I’m not hurt, Paige,” he protested so softly Charles almost couldn’t hear. The woman turned her head just enough to glare at her spouse. He opened his mouth to speak again but no words came and he merely shrank back. The docile husband cast an apologetic look in Charles’ direction before lowering his gaze to the sidewalk.  
 
    “I’m waiting for an answer, buddy. Why. The. Fuck. Did. You. Hit. My. Husband.” Paige repeated the question with a clenched jaw, lips hardly moving as they formed the words.  
 
    “I. I didn’t,” Charles spat with panic. He looked around, hoping for help but saw none. Most people just continued walking on. A few tossed curious looks at the drama as it unfolded. Women, he noticed, in particular were looking at him and shaking their heads. When he spoke again, it was with open appeal to anyone who would listen. “I didn’t hit him! I didn’t! It was just an accident, I wasn’t - I was distracted! Haven’t you ever had an accident?”  
 
    The woman snorted and folded her arms below her small breasts. Paige’s husband continued looking miserably at the ground. Charles tried and failed to get his attention, but it became obvious after a moment the man wasn’t going to go against his wife. Again that feeling of helplessness began eating away at Charles.  
 
    “That looked pretty intentional to me,” Paige countered. Abruptly she turned to her husband. Placing a gentle palm on his bicep, she leaned in and asked him something. Charles couldn’t make out the whispered words but assumed she was finally taking a moment to be sure he was alright. Charles started to hope that it would all be cleared up within a few seconds…until she turned back to Charles with a scowl. “Apologize to him right now.” 
 
    “What? It was an accident,” Charles complained. He saw Paige ball her hands into fists and quickly spat out an apology while looking at the other man. “Fine. I’m sorry. It was an accident, but I’m sorry.” His pride strained under the forced apology, but he would do anything to get through this. 
 
    “Not good enough. Grovel,” Paige demanded. She paused and licked her lips. Then smiled coldly. “To me.”  
 
    Another dig at his pride. Like the barista back at the coffee shop, this woman expected Charles sacrifice his pride to appease her. From smiling on command like some obedient pet to begging forgiveness from a woman he hadn’t even wronged.  
 
    It wasn’t fair! 
 
    “That’s insane. You’re insane. I’m not begging you for anything,” Charles declared coming very near to stamping his foot in protest. He felt his heart racing. Adrenaline pumped into his body as the situation escalated. But Paige couldn’t force him to get on his knees and plead for forgiveness. If she laid a hand on him then it would be her in trouble with the law. Smug confidence crept in Charles expression.  
 
    No. He couldn’t be forced into this. He wouldn’t do anything he didn’t want to do.  
 
      
 
    “Oh please, c’mon....look, just do it, okay? If you get it over with, then it’s done,” the other man whispered urgently to Charles.an 
 
    The words came as a shock, but there was little Charles could do little but gape in shock. Being encouraged to grovel in apology to Paige, who he hadn’t even touched, felt like a betrayal. Charles realized now he’d thought there’d be some sort of code between men. Women shouldn’t be able to make them turn on each other, no matter what stupid laws they passed. Yet, here they were—Charles has been betrayed by one of his own.  
 
    “I have nothing to apologize to you for,” Charles yelled at Paige who appeared unfazed by it. Her husband gasped behind her. Instantly, regret filled Charles. Raising his voice to a woman wasn’t exactly a crime but it may as well have been.  
 
    Paige pulled her cellphone from a back pocket and held it up. Her lips twisted into a light sneer as she watched the expressions morph Charles’ face. 
 
     “We can see who the police believe. If you wanna take that chance,” Paige pointed out. 
 
    For a brief second, he was very tempted to dare her to call the police. It even occurred to the man he could just walk away. He could onwards to work for which he was unmistakably late for now…except Paige was likely to follow through on her thread and he definitely did not want her knowing where he worked. Nothing would be made better by police involvement. And Charles knew he was kidding himself to think they’d take his side. Besides, he had raised his voice to a woman. There were ample witnesses to his shouting at Paige. He’d be labeled an “emotional male” for that. They might just stick him the label “potentially violent” too and then Charles would risk losing his job, his apartment, maybe even friends and family. They could force him to report for mandatory counseling. He’d read stories of men who hadn’t taken well to being relegated to second place in a matriarchal society. Was his pride worth that?  
 
    Glancing around again Charles was dismayed to see they’d built up a sizable audience. They were mostly women who were on their way to work and decided the scene was worth watching. He saw a number of curious faces with amused grins on their faces. These were women who knew he was going to grovel for forgiveness even while Charles struggled to accept his inevitable fate. A few onlookers were nearly as angry as Paige was. They were incensed by the sight of man arguing with another woman, challenging her natural authority as his better. 
 
    To them, this would never be acceptable. 
 
    He felt a desperate urge to cling to his dignity. Outdone by the heavy weight now sinking in his stomach, he knew what he had to do. Realizing that his pride would ruin his life if he didn’t simply give in and give Paige what she wanted, Charles felt twisting heat coiling in his stomach. It rose up like a snake into his chest and struck at his heart. Pressing a palm against his sternum, the hapless man tried to quell the uneasy sensation, only his mind could not shake the idea of what was to come. His imagination was already playing out the events before they occurred.  
 
    “I’m sorry.”  
 
    The two words were no more than a whisper, yet Charles knew Paige heard them. And in his heart, he knew it wouldn’t be good enough. She smirked and leaned forward. Cupping a hand to her ear while shaking her head, she pretended to have missed the apology. 
 
    “Did you say you something?” she asked with a sweet tone.  
 
    Charles ground his jaw and bit back the scathing remark which popped into his head. Paige looked over her shoulder at her husband who was now pinching the bridge of his nose. If the exasperation was directed at his wife or Charles, it was hard to tell. Paige was confident enough in her spouses subservience not to question it.  
 
    “I said, ‘I’m sorry’. Okay?”  
 
    In a voice like steel Paige shot back, “Okay? No. That’s not good enough. We all know you men will say anything to shut a woman up. Meaningless apologies are at the top of that list. It’s clear you need to learn your place.” 
 
    Charles hung his head, realizing things could always get worse. The coffee was still in one hand and his arm was beginning to ache. Above the sun was beating down a little too much on the back of his neck, though it might have been the heat of embarrassment now eating at him.  
 
    “I’m very, very sorry for raising my voice at you,” Charles said and felt a little weight lifted off his shoulders. It was easier this way. And, it was only natural too.  
 
    “That’s a good start,” Paige said with surprising warmth. Internally Charles was shocked by how his pulse slowed and hope awakened. Putting her hands on her shapely hips, Paige nodded to encourage him.  
 
    Swallowing Charles scanned his mind for what to say. Half-afraid the woman was looking for something in particular but unable to figure out what, he realized with a start that he was actually wished to please Paige. He was somehow eager for another few words of praise from this strange woman. 
 
    He was blinking, staring into space while Paige cleared her throat meaningfully. “Oh. Uh. Then, yeah... I’m sorry for walking into your husband. Uh. I’m really sorry for shouting at you and arguing about what I did wrong.”  
 
    There was a murmuring from the crowd surrounding him. Sheepishly Charles looked around. He could see a few women nodding with approval, so he enjoyed had another stirring of hope. Paige nodded thoughtfully while she considered the newest apology.  
 
    “Promise to be a good boy? No more yelling?” She talked down to him like he was a child. “You don’t want to get in trouble.” 
 
    Enthusiastically, Charles nodded—suddenly aware that it wasn’t just hope he was feeling but arousal. Being put in his place by this strange woman had him stiffening within the confines of his trousers. He would have blushed but was already pink-cheeked. Charles only had the coffee to hide the bulge he was afraid would noticeably stick out. He could only pray Paige, or anyone else, wouldn’t notice.  
 
    Paige was going on while Charles zoned out with his newest concern. She had a proud gleam in her eyes while she addressed the chastised man. She also reached out to pat his shoulder like he’d been a naughty child or a misbehaving pet. The contact made Charles jump, his attention snapping back to the moment. “Well, we’d hate to see you get tagged by the police for an outburst like that.” 
 
    “Oh. For sure,” her husband chimed in. He eyed Charles with a knowing smile.  
 
    “Alright then. Be on your way. And remember how to behave, especially when a woman is around,” Paige said with a heavy sigh as if she was doing Charles a great favor. He must have looked shocked because she motioned him to continue on his way. And Charles found himself half bowing to Paige as he thanked her.  
 
    “Yes. I’ll remember. Thanks, thank you,” he stammered as his feet began a clumsy attempt at walking. The sight was endearing to Paige who laughed at the sight of the bumbling man. He focused as he kept a cup in one hand and worked to straighten out his tie with the other and simultaneously tugging at his belt. It was strange to feel such a large measure of relief after submitting to Paige—a woman he didn’t even know.  
 
    He was eager to get to work now. The first thing he’d do would be to apologize to his boss for his mistakes. There were plenty of them to pick from—being late, the coffee going cold in his hand, his bad attitude for the last few weeks. The idea of making amends for his failings as a male putting a spring back into his step. 
 
      
 
    If he hoped things would be easy with Jasmine, he was soon disappointed. Women owned the world, and they proved the old adage about power’s nefarious ability to corrupt. Jasmine was no exception. 
 
    Charles made his way into the office building, only now he made sure to walk quickly and keep his head down. He also made doubly sure that he wouldn’t bump into anyone else, especially after his encounter with Paige and her husband. 
 
    He soon found himself in the break room on the floor where he worked as Jasmine’s assistant. He hoped that maybe if he could microwave Jasmine’s coffee then everything would be okay. 
 
    But after just a few seconds, someone appeared in the doorway. He spun around, and his throat clenched. The color drained away from his cheeks, and he froze like a wild animal that had just been spotted by a predator. 
 
    Jasmine. 
 
    His boss was right there. Younger than him by a year or two, she stood tall. Despite the age difference, she looked at him like he was just some foolish boy. That was easy for all of the women to do now. Her eyes locked on him like she was searching for an adequate reason why he would be so late. 
 
    “What happened, Charles?” She used his name, like she was a schoolteacher talking down to some misbehaving child. “You’re very late.” Over enunciating every word, she seemed to emphasize this idea, like you might not understand otherwise. 
 
    “Look, I’m really, really sorry.” 
 
    Jasmine walked right up to him, and she grabbed him by his tie. She yanked him forward so that there was less than an inch between them. 
 
    “I don’t want to hear your excuses. I allow you to work here because I like to think that I’m a kind boss and that everyone deserves a chance.” She practically sneered at the words, like the idea was an absurdity, but once she was willing to indulge for the sake of curiosity. 
 
    “Please, I’m really sorry. I bumped into someone.” 
 
    “Don’t blame other people for your mistakes,” she said. 
 
    “But it’s not fair. I was at the coffee shop, and there was this girl who—” 
 
    “Charles, if you can’t to do something as simple as such a cup of coffee, can you really be my assistant?” 
 
    He was going to fire him. 
 
    Charles realized this all at once, a revelation that kept him from moving. Rather than get angry, he got scared. After all, how many women out there wanted to hire a man for any position? Granted, a few females enjoyed having a boy outside of her office, but only if he was competent. 
 
    “Please. I’m sorry,” he said, his voice shaking. 
 
    She blinked once. “What? Are you going to cry?” 
 
    He gulped. He tried to get himself under control. Again, he thought about that terrible label. He couldn’t let this woman think of him as another “emotional man”. With a quick, nervous shake of his head, he kept talking. “No. I’m not. I’m okay.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. 
 
    Just then, the microwave dinged, so she popped it open and grabbed her coffee. “Come to my office in five minutes.” Without turning back, she also added, “Don’t be late this time.” 
 
      
 
    Five minutes. Why did she want him to wait for five minutes? So he could rebuild his composure? Because she was scared that he might start crying or throw a tantrum? Yeah, right. Jasmine was the kind of woman who didn’t worry about her subordinates’ feelings, especially with the feelings of some man. No. Something else was going on. 
 
    Then he figured it out. 
 
    She wanted him to be scared. She wanted to give him time to think about it and to really recognize the fact that he was in trouble. 
 
    If she wanted him to get nervous, it worked. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, she’s going to fire me,” he said, still stuck there in the break room. 
 
    That’s when one of the nicer girls walked in. Megan had an empty cup, although she still rinsed it out before walking over to the water cooler. “Are you okay, Charles? You look a little bit upset,” she said, make it sound like some offhand comment, not really a big deal, but she was still kind enough to ask about him. 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    Something in his voice must have alerted her. Or maybe she just wanted an excuse to hang out in the break room for a little bit longer. She pulled one of the small handles on the water cooler and filled her cup before taking a sip. Then she leaned against the wall and glanced over at him. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I don’t think I should talk about it.” 
 
    “But you obviously want to,” she said. 
 
    Charles bit down on his lower lip. He glanced around, perhaps worried that someone might just walk in. He lowered his voice and said, “I think I’m going to get fired.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    Charles blinked once, confused. So? Didn’t she have anything more comforting to say? She must have recognized that the expression on his face because she continued, “A cute guy like you shouldn’t have to work in a place like this. Seriously. Go find a nice girl to marry. Let her take care of you.” 
 
    His lips parted, and he exhaled slowly. The fear was suddenly replaced by hot anger. That wasn’t fair! He wanted to work! He enjoyed going into an office, even if he was at the bottom of the power structure. He enjoyed taking on new challenges and stretching his abilities, limited as they may have been. 
 
    “Look, I know this is hard, but it’s not a big deal. I mean, you’re an assistant. Even if you get fired, you can go find another job.” 
 
    “Maybe,” he said. 
 
    “Hey, you’re a cute guy, like I said before. You have nice hair, pretty eyes, and a good figure.” As she said this, she looked him up and down. Charles itched to snarl at her, only he couldn’t to do it, not when she meant every single word as a compliment. Besides, she’d just think of him as a bitch if he tried to reject those “kind” words. It was clear Megan was really trying to make him feel better. That much was obvious, yet he had to stand there, bristling as she objectified him. “Lots of companies want a cute boy at the front desk, you know, just to make of the guests feel welcome. It’s important that those ladies see a nice, friendly face before they get down to business.” 
 
    Charles wanted to tell her to stop talking because this wasn’t helping. Instead, he exhaled, and he remembered the other girl at the coffee shop telling him to smile. 
 
    So that’s precisely what he did. He flashed a big smile, and he said thank you before heading back toward a Jasmine’s office. 
 
      
 
    Charles made sure to straighten his back and roll his shoulders downward. He kept his head up as he made his way toward his boss’s office. He passed his own desk as he put his hand on the doorknob. His world froze for another second as he looked around. He enjoyed the sounds of the office. Women were answering questions, typing out important emails, and making the decisions of that would determine the fate of this company. When he’d first been hired, he liked to think that he was a part of all of this. Sure, he was just an assistant, but he contributed something. 
 
    Now he wasn’t so sure. 
 
    Breathing out, he knocked. 
 
    “Come in,” Jasmine said, her voice cutting through the door. 
 
    He turned the knob and stepped across the threshold. Seconds later, he found himself facing his boss. “Charles,” she said, her fingertips steepled. 
 
    “You wanted to talk to me,” he said. 
 
    “Close the door.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said sheepishly. 
 
    “Charles, have a seat.” 
 
    He walked over to the chair and lowered himself down into it. At the same time, he started to worry about what should do with his hands. He didn’t know if he wanted them on the armrests or in his lap. He settled for his lap. Next, he worried about what to do with his legs. Finally, he brought his knees together and pulled his feet as close as he could to the chair. He looked small as he glanced over at his boss again. 
 
    With her dark glasses and shining black hair, she seemed particularly fearsome. Then she strolled over to the front of the desk as she sat down. In her high heels, business skirt, and tight blouse, she looked incredibly hot. Maybe he had even fantasized about her once or twice, but now Charles knew he was in trouble. 
 
    His boss stared at him hard. She squinted slightly, her eyes narrowing, like she was searching for some answer. Then, after a few seconds, she let out an exasperated sigh. 
 
    “Why do you want to work here?” 
 
    At least he had an answer for this. “I want to contribute to the department. I want to be a part of the team.” 
 
    “Even if you’re just an assistant?” 
 
    There it was again, that same phrase. Just an assistant. He knew that there was a very thick, very strong glass ceiling over his head. Even if the employees in HR liked to talk about advancement opportunities, Charles knew that he would be nothing but an assistant. Those opportunities weren’t for the men in the room. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I know that I messed up, but I’m learning, and I do my best,” he said, fighting hard to sound professional. 
 
    “Your best…” she said, turning those words into an insult. Then she sighed and continued, “You have potential. That much is obvious,” she said, almost like the words didn’t taste good. “But I need someone who’s willing to do whatever it takes. You can’t succeed if you can’t do something as simple as fetching coffee for me.” 
 
    This sounded like bait, but he didn’t make the mistake of attacking her. Instead, he simply said, “Yes, ma’am. I understand.” 
 
    “You’re a very attractive young man,” she said. “So I think you deserve another chance, but this is a place of business. You’re going to have to earn it. You think you can earn it? Can you show me that you are willing to do whatever it takes to succeed?” 
 
    Charles raised his head slowly, and he looked up at her. Now, her expression had shifted. For several seconds, he hesitated, his mind blank, his thoughts frozen in his head. 
 
    Charles really didn’t know what to say, but then she smiled at him. It was an aggressive, predatory smile. There was something else in her expression as well: lost. Then she said, “Go lock the door for me.” 
 
    He could have said no. He could have insisted that he didn’t want to do it and that she needed to talk to him like he was an equal—even though that was something he could never be. He didn’t want to be labeled as a “bitchy boy” either, so he got up. This was his boss, so if she told him to do something, then he had to obey, right? 
 
    This was true if he hoped to keep his job. 
 
    Like a good male, Charles got up, and he walked back over to the door. He felt the smooth lock under his fingertips as he turned it. Then he started to face his boss again, only to realize that she had quietly crossed the room. So now she was right there in front of him, and she grabbed him by his tie. “Come along,” she said, pulling him back. 
 
    “This is how we operate. I put you in your tie and pull you wherever I need you to go. That’s how this works. Understand?” 
 
    ”Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She brought him back to the chair, but she didn’t sit him down. Instead, she pushed him up to the edge of her desk, and then she starts to touch him. She squeezed his hands first, almost like she was probing him to see how he would react. 
 
    When he didn’t argue or fight, she leaned in, and she kissed him. From there, she reached down, her hands going to his waist. Again, she seemed to give him a second to contemplate exactly how he would react and what he would do. 
 
    Heart pounding, Charles told himself he could handle this. It wasn’t a big deal. And yet, he knew that if he let this happen once, it would happen again and again—whenever she wanted. The words “sexual harassment” flashed through his mind, except this was the only way to keep his job. 
 
    A different thought occurred to him. If he got fired, a powerful woman like Jasmine would be able to trash his reputation. There were plenty of reasonably attractive young men out there, so it wasn’t like the competition would be easy for another job. If his previous employer didn’t have something very nice to say about him, he would be screwed. 
 
    Or maybe he should just take the other advice and find a nice girl to marry, someone who would take care of him. But Charles didn’t want to just be some homemaker! He didn’t want to spend his days cooking, cleaning, or watching inane daytime TV that female produces assumed men like. 
 
    So he kissed her. He kissed her, and he endured the sensations of her hands on his ass. Moments later, she was squeezing him, her fingers pressing down into his firm buttocks. 
 
    “Oh, I think you have a lot of potential.” She said, her eyes bright with desire. “But I need to know if you are willing to get into the right position.” 
 
    Almost like they were dancing, she turned him around. Then it was her turn to lean against of the desk. She pulled up her skirt, and then yanked down her panties. She did this all without a hint of self-consciousness. Soon, she exposed herself in front of him, and she smirked as she reached out and put her hand lightly on the top of his head. She barely nudged him, yet Charles collapsed as though gravity had doubled the Nice him. 
 
    “There we go,” she said. 
 
    On his knees, he looked up, and he could see her inner thighs, her toned muscles, her pale skin. Breathing in and out, he tried not to be nervous. He told himself that the door was locked. But if he did this and any of the other women learned about it, he would soon be labeled as a slut. 
 
    Labels. They were dangerous, he knew. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he looked up at her. 
 
    “Smile for me. Where having fun,” she said. 
 
    He forced a grin to his lips, and he hoped that the smile reached his eyes. Apparently, it did or maybe she just didn’t care. Either way, she placed her hand on the back of his head and nudged him forward. 
 
    “Kiss me,” she said, only now he had his head between her legs. 
 
    The tip of his nose brushed over her sex, so he felt the wet heat right there. He raised his chin and positioned his mouth. 
 
    “That’s right. Good boy,” she said. Again, she clearly meant to those words as a complement. She really wanted to encourage him, yet hot shame burned down his back like molten wax. 
 
    He started to lick, sliding his tongue up and down, up and down. He began to worship her the way so many other boys did with their bosses. She was powerful, he told himself. Jasmine had the authority to get him a raise and offering job security. He probably wouldn’t be allowed any kind of promotion, but he knew that if he did this, maybe the other girls would be nice to him. 
 
    He could only hope. 
 
    He licked, moving his head down and up. He swiped his tongue over her crevice, licking her harder and faster as she moaned. “That’s right,” she said. “It looks like you have a lot more potential than I realized!” Her voice became strained as she breathed heavily, panting. The pleasure racing through her body. 
 
    As he licked his superior, Charles felt his pants tighten again. He didn’t know if that was a good thing or not, but she soon had her hand on the back of his head, and she nudged him forward. “Faster!” Jasmine demanded. Her voice might have carried through the walls, but there was nothing he could do about that. 
 
    He licked her, straining his tongue even as his jaw started to hurt and his neck got tired. It really didn’t matter. He just had to be a good worker for her. 
 
    Eventually, she squeezed him with her thighs as she threw her head back. Her toes must’ve curled in her shoes as she cried out, coming hard. Then she nudged him back, and she looked down at him. “I’ve always wanted to have sex on my desk,” she said. 
 
    Then she looked down, and she noticed of the bulge pressing out from his pants. “My oh my, you really want this, don’t you?” She leaned in and playfully whispered into his ear, “You must be a very slutty boy.” 
 
    Without offering him the chance to respond, Jasmine grabbed his tie once again, only now she swept her arm across the desk, knocking everything except for her laptop off of it. From there, she took him by his shirt and shoved him down to his back. 
 
    “Stay,” she growled. 
 
    Charles didn’t know what to say as she fumbled with the buckle on his belt. She yanked down his pants, bunching them around his ankles before she climbed up. She looked down at him. “Very nice. You should be proud of your penis,” she said with a condescending smirk. 
 
    “Thank-thank you,” he stuttered. 
 
    “No. I’m serious. This is the whole reason why you still have a job, Charles. I mean, you’re making yourself useful. You might not have a head for business, but you know how to make me happy, and that’s what counts.” She flashed a wicked smiled down at him, right before she straddled him. Inch by inch, she lowered herself down. At this point, she didn’t want to talk. No, she just wanted to enjoy the hapless male beneath her. 
 
    As she enveloped him, Charles imagined himself as some helpless prince trapped at the top of a castle. He had waited for his rescuer, and there she was. But at the same time, he looked up at her, and he knew that he was utterly dependent on her. 
 
    She could fire him, reward him, tease him, and humiliate him. She could do whatever she wanted because she was the boss. She was the woman, and he was the man. There was a natural power structure here, he realized. This was the world, a matriarchy, and he had better obey. If he didn’t, he would be in trouble. But if he had her, maybe she would protect him from women like Paige and even the coffee girl. 
 
    She rode him, her body moving up and down as she squeezed his cock. Helpless and aroused at the same time, he looked up at her. Jasmine was no longer focused on his face. Instead, she stared off into the distance as she enjoyed the pleasure he could give her. 
 
    When she glanced down, she smirked. There was something so powerful about her expression. “Please, can I please come?” 
 
    “Not yet,” she said. “And don’t you dare mess this up.” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said, but that must’ve been what she really wanted to hear because she started to moan. “Oh, that’s right. Tell me about your place.” 
 
    “I’m your assistant. Your subordinate. You’re my superior,” he said, watching as her expression tightened with pleasure. She obviously enjoyed every one of those words. Writing him hard, she moved up and down, the sides of her opening tight against his circumference. Pretty soon, he couldn’t take it anymore, but she gave him permission. “Now,” she barked. 
 
    The command reverberated through his body as he climaxed. Pleasure coursed through his skin as she threw her head back and moaned again, just like before, only louder now. Those sounds boomed through his body, reminding him once again of his place. 
 
    Smiling. Apologizing. Groveling. Or on his back. 
 
      
 
    Utterly spent, Charles didn’t or couldn’t move for a little while. “Don’t worry about the filing,” Jasmine said. “I’ll get another boy on it.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am,” he said. He worked to get his pants back on. At the same time, he tried to run his fingers through his hair, just to make sure that it wouldn’t be obvious that he had just had sex with his boss. 
 
    “You did a good job today. Keep it up,” she said with a glanced down at his crotch. 
 
    He shivered with embarrassment even as he felt his shaft which again. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said as he returned to his desk. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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Foreword 
 
    Men have been the dominant gender across the planet for thousands of years. With only a few exceptions, civilization has been shaped by patriarchy and masculinity. Men have owned the most property and held the key positions of authority. Men have been the hunters, the scholars, the soldiers, and the leaders. They have wielded so much power that it’s taken decades for women to earn even a modicum of equality. 
 
    How did this happen? 
 
    In theory, women have the most potential power. For centuries, women were expected to care for the young. Boys and girls grew up and spent the most time with their mothers. That alone should have guaranteed some basic equality between the sexes. But it didn’t. Women were routinely viewed as property and chattel. They behaved like servants, cooking and cleaning for their husbands. 
 
    Even as society progressed and new technologies developed, women found themselves locked out of the most prestigious new fields. For generations, females were barred from so many different careers. Yes, some women did get ambitious. And they fought back. Many of the men didn’t understand. To them, it seemed natural for women to submit and obey the men in their lives. These girls needed a firm hand. 
 
    We don’t know how it happened, but there’s another question. 
 
    Could it happen again? Could one gender be subjugated? Could it happen again, to the men this time? 
 
    The men of Crystal Canyon discovered just how tenuous their hold on power could be. Sure, they started out as strong-willed. They knew how to hold onto authority…but it wasn’t destined to last for much longer. 
 
      
 
   


  
 




Prologue  
 
    “Welcome to Crystal Canyon,” Malcolm Talbot said as Mr. Ryan O’Neil of White Rock Investments stepped into the conference room. Malcolm took a moment to study this newcomer. 
 
    Older. Respected. Boring. Those are the conclusions Malcolm Talbot came to the span of a few seconds. Sure, Malcolm maintained his outward façade of friendliness, yet he drew those conclusions in the blink of an eye. Malcolm simply lacked respect for these kinds of analysts. Ryan O’Neil probably went to some generic business school, he accepted the common wisdom of the time, and then he got a job at whatever firm would take him. 
 
    For a second or two, Malcolm actually considered handing him off to Amy, his assistant. She stood off in the corner like a good employee. She kept her head down, and she held her hands behind her back. 
 
    Ryan glanced over at her anyway. It made sense. Between her shimmering black hair, her almond eyes, and her short skirt, she attracted a lot of attention. Male attention. 
 
    “I must say, I’m glad you could see me on such short notice. When you announced your intentions to develop this town, we had no idea that you would be spending so much money here.” 
 
    That’s because you’re a buffoon who doesn’t understand how business works. You think that the safe course is always the best course. And that’s why you’re pretty much always wrong. Of course, Malcolm kept those thoughts to himself. Instead, he smiled again. “I can appreciate your concerns, once you’ve seen the work we are doing here, you will be impressed. I know it.” 
 
    They sat down together at the conference table, and Malcolm explained his vision. He talked about the canyon just north of town and how his engineers had already opened up a variety of dig sites. 
 
    “What about environmental concerns?” asked the analyst. 
 
    “I’m adept at politics. Yes, there has been a little bit of pushback from the Environmental Protection Agency, but it’s nothing four lobbyists can’t handle.” 
 
    “Another expense,” Ryan pointed out. 
 
    Malcolm resisted the urge to exhale with frustration. “Yes. It is another expense. But there are two possibilities here. One, the engineers are right, and there are entirely new deposits that have never tapped. Two, the engineers are wrong, and we will build these facilities which can be turned over to refinement with relative ease.” 
 
    “But that second possibility would be substantially less profitable.” 
 
    “It depends. Simply getting through the politics of the local governments would make these assets incredibly valuable. You yourself are surprised that I was able to push this through.” 
 
    “Touché,” Ryan said. 
 
    After they discussed some of the finer details, Malcolm found himself getting bored. He touched his palms to the wooden table and he pushed himself up. “Would you be interested in a helicopter tour of our facilities?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
      
 
    Even with the noise canceling headphones, they could still hear the engines and the blades chop through the air. They spoke through their microphones as they looked down at the city. 
 
    “If you don’t mind me saying, I noticed that the demographics here are somewhat unusual.” 
 
    “They are,” Malcolm agreed. “One reason we were able to get the approvals for our various facilities is simple. They’re incredibly few families here. For the most part, Crystal Canyon is made up of my employees as well as some of the local university students.” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Your pet project.” 
 
    “One project among many,” Malcolm replied. “If you look out the window right now, you can actually see some of the campus buildings.” 
 
    “And why invest in a local university?” 
 
    That sounded like a trap, not that Malcolm really worried about it. Yes, he enjoyed having access to White Rock Investments, and they’re very wealthy clients. Then again, there were dozens of very large investment firms spread out across the planet. Malcolm could go to New York or Frankfurt or Shanghai. It didn’t really matter so much at this point. 
 
    “I wanted to rebuild the city. Between the University and our facilities, almost everything that happens in this town is connected to my company.” 
 
    “I noticed the demographics are particularly unusual. Almost everyone in Crystal Canyon is between the age of eighteen and forty.” 
 
    “That’s correct. I wanted to hire young professors, and other of the students.” 
 
    “There are also quite a few more men than women.” 
 
    “Are you recording this?” Malcolm asked. At moments like this, he found that it could be very useful to tell the truth. After all, in a world where lies got spouted on a daily basis, a few nondescript truths could be especially potent. 
 
    “No…?” Ryan answered, sounding somewhat confused. 
 
    “Would you like to be off the record to answer?” 
 
    “Sure.” Ryan sounded somewhat bemused. He probably expected to hear some silly theory from the entrepreneur. 
 
    “This is a city where men effectively rule. Women really don’t have any positions of power, either in the company or in the city. We do have a few. Some of the girls wanted to come to a brand-new university, that’s fine. But those are the girls who join sororities and major in Existential Ceramics or Postmodern Basket-Weaving. They really aren’t going to contribute anything that I care about. In the end, at best, they might find a husband here.” 
 
    “That must not be a very popular opinion.” 
 
    “It’s a free country,” Malcolm answered. 
 
    Before the analyst could ask anything else, Malcolm nodded down toward the landscape below. “There. You can see the canyon. The smaller black dots are some of the mines we have already established. So far, all of our sonar readouts have proven very promising. I expect we will begin to see a profit on the entire city within the next year.” 
 
    “The next year?” 
 
    “Yes. Amazing, isn’t it?” 
 
    Ryan didn’t say anything at first. He was too busy typing away on his tablet computer. This was something that he would definitely need to include in his research to his clients. 
 
    For his part, Malcolm just sat back, enjoying the view. 
 
    That’s when he heard a ping in his headset. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    Amy, his assistant, answered back from her computer station on the ground. “Mr. Talbot, one of the scouts found something. It’s some sort of chemical that they haven’t been able to identify. Apparently, it’s a natural compound.” 
 
    “Have it taken back to the lab for analysis.” A different thought occurred to him. “Has anyone been exposed to it?” 
 
    “It looks like it might be aerosolized.” 
 
    “Just to be safe, put anyone exposed in quarantine, and have some of the physicians check them out. I don’t want anything to go wrong.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Oh, and Amy?” 
 
    “Yes, sir?” 
 
    “Make sure you bring something sexy for when we land.” 
 
      
 
    Malcolm likes to believe he has an instinctive sense of his employees. He can look back at someone and determine whether or not he can trust his underlings. He certainly had a lot of faith in Amy. 
 
    Fooling around with her could definitely invite a sexual harassment lawsuit. Then again, Amy always struck him as a smart girl. She had to know that there would be consequences if she tried to take him to court. 
 
    As the helicopter landed, Ryan kept gushing about the different possibilities. Like so many other men, he was comfortable going along with Malcolm’s ideas of gender. Brian did come from the financial industry, after all. Plenty of the Wall Street investment firms were little more than glorified fraternity houses. 
 
    Just as they landed, Malcolm jumped out of the helicopter. It took Ryan O’Neal a few more seconds to get his balance. 
 
    Another young woman stood next to Amy. This one had long, blonde hair. Some of the strands whipped and fluttered about from the helicopter’s backwash. 
 
    “What’s her name?” Malcolm asked. 
 
    Amy didn’t need clarification. “This is Stephanie.” 
 
    The CEO of Talbot Industries turned back to the analyst. “This is Stephanie. She’ll make sure you get back to the airport in time for your flight.” 
 
    Just like that, the two men shook hands. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Ryan O’Neil headed back in his rented sedan. Malcolm directed his attention back to his assistant. “Come with me,” he commanded. Accustomed to her obedience, he turned back toward the seven story glass building that housed corporate headquarters. 
 
    He kept a small apartment behind his sprawling office. It was nice being able to retreat from time to time. At this point, he wanted to wash off the aftertaste of spending time with an investment analyst out of his head. 
 
    Without saying another word to Amy, he went into his office, he pushed through the door into his apartment, and he settled down on his leather couch. He enjoyed himself as he spread out, resting one arm along the back of the furniture. 
 
    For a moment, he took in the scene before him. First, there were the three expensive paintings mounted above the faux fireplace. All originals, of course, these pieces could have funded a couple of Ivy League educations. All three paintings depicted fiery meteorites burning down through the atmosphere. One looked truly realistic, like Malcolm could almost feel the heat along his skin. Another seemed so much more abstract. The third was somewhere in between, partially real, partially dreamlike. 
 
    He let his eyes wander over the different brushstrokes for a few more seconds, at least until she presented herself. 
 
    And then his attention went back to his assistant. She stood in the doorway, her handheld behind her back. 
 
    “Do you like this?” Amy asked, holding her hands behind her back. She looked so sweet, so demure. In that buttoned blouse, her pleated skirt, and her knee-high socks, she looked just like a sexy schoolgirl. Yes, she could have strode between the cubicles in this outfit and claimed that it was office appropriate. Barely. 
 
    Amy swayed back and forth, her top button undone. She looked like an innocent girl, though Malcolm always reminded himself that she had her own ambitions. She wasn’t just some college girl picked up off of the University campus. Oh no. Despite her apparent youth, Amy had an MBA from one of the best colleges in the country. 
 
    He smirked, enjoying that little factoid. 
 
    “Come here,” he said, beckoning her with one finger. 
 
    She obeyed, walking along on her high heels. Once she got close enough, he held up one hand. He took a few more seconds to ogle her. His eyes hungrily roamed along her gorgeous legs, up to her slender waist, to her breasts, her neck and her face. He counted the freckles along her cheeks, two on the left, three on the right. 
 
    And of course, she had her hair tied into pigtails. 
 
    “Come here,” he said, and she got down on her knees. 
 
    He reached up, sliding his hand along her neck and into her hair. He kissed her lightly at first. But then those movements became possessive, demanding. He enjoyed the taste of her lip gloss. At the same time, his hand went to her breasts. He stroked her left nipple through her bra and her blouse. 
 
    “I think I want you to swallow today,” he whispered into her ear. 
 
    Amy tensed up for just a moment. 
 
    At any point, she could have said no. She could have insisted that he not do this, but this girl was ambitious. She knew that if she wanted to get ahead in this business, she had to do whatever the boss wanted. Whatever he wanted. 
 
    He kissed her again, knowing full well that she was probably dreading what would happen next. After all, he was her employer. And even if Malcolm was young and handsome, it couldn’t have been fun losing control like this. 
 
    Or maybe she got off on surrendering completely. Probably not. 
 
    They kissed for several more seconds, and he reached down under her skirt. He pulled it up, and he squeezed her ass. She had to know what was coming next, but that didn’t help. He cocked his hand in the air, his eyes still closed. Then he swung downward, and he spanked her hard. 
 
    Her white panties absorbed most of the force, but not all of it. She still experienced that degrading jolt of pressure and pain. 
 
    Then he nudged her back down on her knees, and he unzipped his fly. He took out his cock. 
 
    “Go ahead,” he said. 
 
    She licked her lips, and she leaned down, getting ready to service him. 
 
    “Oh, actually, get my tablet for me. I think it’s on my desk in my office.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she answered, nodding her head. She spun around, and she raced back to his office. She came back a few seconds later with his tablet. She gave it to him, and then she took her spot. For just a moment, Malcolm could have sworn he saw a tiny bit of rage play along her pretty face. 
 
    Even so, she bowed her head down, and she efficiently went to work. She licked the tip of his cock first. From there, she pivoted downward, sliding her tongue from his base all the way back to the end again. 
 
    From there, she wrapped her lips around his circumference, and she moved her head downward. 
 
    At this point, she was an expert. She knew exactly how to service him, but that wasn’t good enough, not for a man like Malcolm Talbot. Smirking, he took hold of her pigtails. He used them like handlebars, just to make sure that she really experienced that degradation. Because he was merciful, he didn’t actually taunt her. 
 
    He could have asked her questions about what she had studied in business school and whether or not this was where she had intended to end up. After all, there had probably been classes on gender dynamics and whatnot. She probably studied feminism in one class or another. Then, of course, there were all of the management and accounting courses. This girl was probably qualified to run her own company, but there she was, dressed like a slutty schoolgirl, servicing her boss because this was her best chance at advancement. 
 
    Malcolm shook his head again, enjoying that. Only then, she tightened her lips ever so slightly, and he almost climaxed right there. He didn’t know if she was trying to make him do it before he was ready, but he pulled back on her pigtails, yanking hard. There was a quick gasp of pain, but she avoided yelping or crying out. 
 
    He smirked down at her. 
 
    Okay, so he didn’t intend to tease her, but he could certainly complement her. “There we go. You did a good job. I’ll be sure to make a note of this at your next performance review.” Her cheeks brightened with embarrassment. And for a second, he thought he saw her brows harden with genuine anger. 
 
    But she kept licking and sucking. She never faltered as her tongue swirled around his erection. 
 
    “Get ready. Be sure to swallow,” he commanded. 
 
    Still holding onto her pigtails, he pushed her head down, only to yank it back a second later. He could have taught her this pattern, but he wanted to hold on to that control, both literally and figuratively. Besides, there is something so cute about the blush playing along her cheeks. 
 
    As a CEO, Malcolm Talbot routinely met ambitious young women. More often than not, he would look them down and up, and he would give them a chance. If they were hot enough. 
 
    Amy definitely qualified. 
 
    He pumped her face, using her. Within seconds, he was ready to blow his load. He let go, spurting. He could feel his ejaculate shoot up against the back of her throat, and she was a very good employee. She swallowed it down. She gulped, and he chuckled until she licked his cock clean. 
 
    “Will that be all, sir?” 
 
    Amy kept her gaze and downward. She had to. He could tell that she would have probably said something she might regret if she hadn’t. 
 
    “Yes, Amy. That will be all. Oh, and do me a favor and double check with the researchers. See if they’ve figured out what those strange samples were.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said, scurrying out of the office. She had to go find someplace where she could change back into something more appropriate. 
 
    With another little shake of his head, Malcolm wondered if those researchers actually found something useful. He really did believe that the earth hadn’t yielded up most of its secrets. Yes, humanity had created some pretty wonderful technologies with some amazing compounds and chemicals. But as they dug deeper, what would they find? What new discoveries might lurk beneath the surface? And how would those new revelations change the world? 
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