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Broken Patriarchy

Once long ago, the men of the world had it all. Captains of industry; masters of statesmanship, they ruled the planet.

Now, wrists bound in tight cuffs, head against the cold tile floor, with a daggered heel shoved against the back of his head,  Mr. Steel grunted, snorted through his nostrils. Tight leather buckled, zippered and clasped against her long and strong leg, Delaney Steel bore down on her husband, the man who had once been her ruler – her conqueror, her king – with all the strength society had given her in these last few years. She relished every second of it. Delaney knew she held the power now – not just in their relationship, and not just in the household. She and women like her held the power across all of the Sorority of the Americas, a sisterhood of powerful feminist-ruled nations spanning what had once been tattered, warring nations ruled by fractured, patriarchal governments.

It hadn't always been this way. Only ten years past, Mr. Steel knew what it had been to rule the world. Ten years ago, he had been a conqueror; any giant corporation he wanted, he had it. He wasn't Mr. Steel then – he was Andrew Golding, CEO of Hardy Industries, the largest manufacturer of goods in all of what had then been called North America. He indulged in his position as a man on the top of the world – perhaps, one would say, he indulged too much. Champagne showering from every corner of his office; prostitutes, servile women paid in pennies, devalued and defamed every day behind closed doors, for the entertainment of a gathered group of horny, greedy corporate executives, gathered around a board room table, partying and drinking and jerking off to the sight of women dehumanized. And standing always pliant and quiet behind Andrew Golding had been his wife – shy, quiet, malleable; a secretary and a hard worker. Delaney Golding was brilliant and beautiful, but didn't have the cutthroat ruthlessness needed to succeed in business the way her husband had.

At least... that's how it was, before the revolution.

It started in the north; no one had seen it coming. Hardy Industries had itself been a target – first in overseas courtrooms, then in the country then-known as Canada. Sexual discrimination. A pattern of hateful actions against women. Golding denied it all at first, saying he had nothing but the utmost respect for women. He, of course, used sweet Delaney as an example. He trotted his pretty, smiling wife, with her red hair, her milky skin, her striking green eyes, to show just how much he loved and respected women. He had meant it, too... even beneath the debauchery and the indulgence, Andrew Golding loved Delaney.

Soon he would learn to love her the way she wanted him to. When court cases turned into protests, and protests turned into violence, and violence turned into a burgeoning social movement, Andrew Golding didn't know that his own wife – quiet, pliable Delaney – had become a voice in the movement. She began publicly speaking out against the government and against its relationships with sexist groups and companies... like Hardy Industries. The violence got worse, and her husband became a target.

The patriarchy began to crumble in Canada, first. America stood little chance against the raging tide of change, though it didn't go down without a chauvinistic fight. Women who had been housewives took up arms. Nurses and teachers and office workers, who had once all been quiet and servile, spoke out; they rebelled and rioted. The world soon learned how deeply its every function relied on women. Mothers and sons battled; husbands and wives separated. Teetering on the verge of complete war, the patriarchal powers abdicated; decades of entrenched rule by misogynists crumbled as the American machine tried to maintain some semblance of itself.

By then, Andrew Golding knew fear. He had nearly been killed, three times, by anti-patriarchy assassins. The parties in the board rooms and the horny executives had all fallen away, as he lived each day locked into his home office, paralyzed by fear. A man who had once ruled the world now feared his own wife, who had been a strong voice in the debate. A man who had once cruised the streets for hookers and drugs in between corporate raids now couldn't leave his home... at least, not without his wife's permission.

The laws came swiftly after the women took over the government. Men would experience everything women had. They'd learn just how it felt to take the backseat in society: first in politics. And the worst offenders would know humility, the laws said. Nations across the Americas banded together, women leading a new political era. Andrew Golding knew he would be a target – and he knew who would come after him.

Relishing the power she now wielded, Delaney Golding took back her name; her identity. She encouraged other quiet, shy housewives to do the same. She would be the matron of the family now. Delaney Steel loved her husband, but she couldn't condone what he had done. And as punishment, he'd bear her name – and so would all other men.

The laws changed. Those who had done the worst to hurt women would lose their property, their voting rights – even their citizenship. Their power would go somewhere else – to their wives. They would exist at the pleasure of the women who had put up with them for so long. And it was with that, that Andrew Steel learned to bow at the feet of the new ruler of industry in the Sorority of the Americas – his wife. That quiet, sweet secretary, who could never hurt a fly.

Now, he stood behind his wife. He chafed in embarrassment at the arrangement – no more could he control the very tides of the rivers of the world, if he so chose. Even if he wanted to work, he couldn't – not unless Mrs. Steel commanded him to, of course. In public, he wore what she wanted – whether this meant embarrassing dresses, tight leathers, fancy suits, or nothing at all. He could do nothing to change it – he had made his fate, after all, and the leaders of the Sorority agreed.

So did sweet, sweet Delaney. She loved her husband – and he loved her. But nothing brought her joy quite like seeing him, on his hands and knees, head bowed; claimed, taken, denigrated. A toy; a tool for her to use, to kiss; to fuck, if she so chose.

Now, he was her secretary. He took the calls; he fetched the coffee. Those greedy executives, jerking their cocks at the sight of dehumanized prostitutes only years ago, served the women bosses in charge of the newly-christened Steel Industries however they pleased. The handsome ones could be considered lucky – the women would dominate and use the good-looking former-business leaders for their own pleasure, pinning them on top of desks and riding their cocks until the dominant women got their fill. Andrew Steel had never realized, until now, just what he and his cronies had been doing to women. To see his coworkers treated like meat – and he knew, in the darkest parts of his mind, they deserved it. They had done the same for so long, but it stung to have it thrust so forcefully into one's face.

“Haven't I told you before about how important bookkeeping is to us?” Delaney Steel seethed down at her husband, pinned to the ground beneath the boss's thick, stiletto heel. Now, ten years after the madness had happened and the world had been turned upside-down, Mr. Steel had begun to settle in, grudgingly, to the position the world had left him in – bent over, half-naked, stripped of power; stripped of dignity, at the feet of the pliable, quiet housewife.

“Yes, mistress,” Mr. Steel swallowed, pinned down in the corner of his wife's office – what had once, years ago, been his office. A wall of windows overlooked Lilithu, the grand city that had once been New York, center of culture, arts, and business for much of the world. The women had renamed it in their own image, as rebels who would never again bow to the chauvinism of man. “I'm sorry, mistress,” he quaked out weakly, face pressed against the plush Persian rug lain across the office floor.

“What more am I going to have to do to teach you to do this the right way?” she said, her voice all full of fury and power. Mr. Steel felt her daggered heel digging into his cheek, grinding at his skin; he grunted, muffled, and shifted beneath her strength. He looked up at her – and while the world had changed, something about him hadn't. He had become obedient, he had been broken – but when he looked at her irresistible body, bound in that tight skirt, buttoned-up shirt that gave such ample view of her full, bouncing breasts, trembling with the rage inside of her, and as his eyes scanned along her long legs, the thigh-high stiletto heels on each foot... he trembled, absolutely trembled with how fucking hot his wife had become in these last ten years. The power had made her something else entirely.

“I don't know, mistress,” Mr. Steel mewled pathetically.

“Men, men... not good for anything, are you? We women are always having to clean up the mess, including the mess you made of this entire world,” Delaney shouted haughtily, looking out across the cityscape. Her heel loosened against his face, and Mr. Steel tried to squirm away; she applied the pressure harder, and he couldn't stand to admit he secretly liked it. And so did she – humiliating him, teaching him his place in the new order.

“We need women to help us,” Mr. Steel bleated out complacently, feeling her strength bearing down on him. This must have been how all those women felt like when he would cover them in champagne and watch them fuck his fat, greasy coworkers while they cheated on their pliable wives and made a mess of human society. “I'm sorry, mistress.”

She looked down on him with erotic glee. To hear him and see him made pliable and meek, the same way she had once been, when society bore down on her, brought a super-charged sexiness to her body; it shook her to her core. Her breathing grew hotter, heavier; as he squirmed beneath her heel, her grin grew wider. She had no interest in taking advantage of the manservants milling about the building – because she only needed one manservant to give her glee. Weak, always needing her guidance; he who had once ruled the world, reduced to a beggar.

“Stand up,” she demanded, “I know what we need to do with you. Perhaps this time you'll learn the things I teach you... you just need some motivation, don't you?” He staggered to his feet, his wrists bound up in black leather; she had nearly stripped him naked, with only boxer shorts clinging to his legs, a leather harness strung across his chest. She tugged him by the harness in her direction, until their lips met. He recalled with shameful embarrassment that he had once watched something just like this – right here in his own office, even. He had watched a man defile a woman, punish her with his riding crop, and his cock.

Now, she teased him with her hot lips and steaming breaths.

“You're fucking worthless without me teaching you, aren't you? It's okay,” she bit his bottom lip, “you're going to learn. And you're going to like it, aren't you?” Her hand grasped at his cock, stiffening beneath the fabric. He couldn't stop himself from being so turned on, even as he felt so embarrassed. “I should punish you in front of that window, show the whole city how worthless you are,” she purred into his ear. “That's what you want, isn't it?”

“Yes, mistress,” he admitted.

“What's the magic word, man-toy?” she seethed.

“Please…”

“Try again. Say something cute. Please me,” she breathed.

As his thoughts swirled through his head, he tried to figure it out. It was difficult. For his wife, this all felt natural now. But for him, he had to surrender control and accept his new place in society.

Words began to babble from his lips, and he couldn’t stop himself. “Please, Mistress. Please, I know that I am only your Man-Toy, but I am eager to please you. Please, may I please you? Please, may I serve you? I can use my mouth. My fingers. Whatever you want!”

As he called out those words, the desperation bubbled up inside of him.

After all, he knew exactly what could happen if he failed to please her.

“You want me to use you?”

“Yes!”

Knowing that the windows were right there, he looked at her. He stared into her eyes. Once upon a time, he would have seen the desire to please him. Back before everything changed, Delaney had been so eager to take care of her husband. But now, she was only interested in taking and claiming him.

“Get down on your knees, boy,” she said.

Boy. This form of address had become so much more common. He was a mature man, and he knew how to think for himself, but that didn’t matter. He fell to his knees, and she positioned herself against her desk. As she raised her skirt and lowered her panties, he looked up at her sex. Sure enough, she already glistened. Her body must’ve been hot with desire, which was precisely why she chose to do this.

Even as his own body reacted, Andrew Steel understood the simple fact that this wasn’t about his pleasure. It never would be again.

She spread her legs and beckoned forward with one finger.

With a nervous gulp, he crawled forward, and then she grabbed him by his hair. She tilted his head back and guided his face up between her inner thighs.

“Beg one more time.”

“Please,” he whispered, his voice loaded with desperation.

“You really want to please me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy,” she said, only now he didn’t get the chance to speak because her hand nudged him forward it, so his lips pressed into her damp slit. Delaney exhaled slowly with draconic satisfaction. She felt utterly powerful, especially as she looked down at her husband.

To think, he had once been so powerful. He could have snapped his fingers and commanded any number of women to obey him.

But now, he was on his knees, serving her faithfully.

“Good boy,” she said.

A little growl rose up from deep within his throat. It was probably unintentional, she knew.

Other women would have punished their husbands, boyfriends, and toys for that sort of sound. After all, it indicated that he still maintained some veneer of independence or free thought. He was acting like he thought the world might return to what it had once been.

Nope.

It wasn’t going to happen.

Delaney knew this perfectly well, yet she still liked watching her husband squirm. Taking away his power wasn’t enough; she wanted him to wallow in his humiliation.

And of course, his flickering, felt incredible. She looked down at him for a little while before she raised her head, closed her eyes, and relaxed into the warm sensations percolating through her body. Hot desire pounded into her skin. This is perfect, everything she had always craved. Powerful waves of need swept through her skin, and she still held him by the back of his head. She loved the feel of his hair between her fingertips.

“Good boy,” she said again. “Such a good boy. I’m impressed by you. You know your place, don’t you?”

He had begged for this privilege, so now she allowed him to lick her.

One orgasm raced through her skin, then another and a third. All the while, he continued to Bob his head down and up as his tongs swept between the walls of her pussy.

“I love having you this way,” she said. “I love knowing you belong to me, Andrew.”

She giggled a second later. “Mister Andrew steel.” She loved the using her last name with him.

Another little growl emanated from his throat, and it made her come for a fourth time. She squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks, and then she finally released him. He fell back, and he looked up at her.

“You’re helping him going to have sex with you, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Andrew replied quickly because he already knew that deception would be punished. Besides, this was his wife; she knew him, so it wasn’t like he could lie effectively.

“Too bad. You still have some copying to take care of, don’t you?”

A short while later, Andrew found himself standing in front of the copy machine. This was a menial task, something that an intern should have been doing. Back when he was in charge, that was precisely how this would have worked. Interns scurried about, making copies, fetching coffee, doing all of those annoying, menial tasks that work beneath the regular employees.

Now, the mended all of those assignments.

The interns, all of whom were female, got to enjoy other tasks. They would sit around in the offices with the various executives, learning, observing, and asking questions.

Whether he liked to admit it or not, Andrew steel was now at the very bottom of this corporate totem pole. In fact, he was just finishing up another batch of copies when one of the interns walked in. She was a cute girl, probably just starting college, and she put her hands on her hips.

“Hello,” she said, speaking with perfect confidence. Back when he had been in charge, a girl like this would have been nervous. She would have recognized that she had to scrape and bow before everyone at the company.

Not anymore.

Even if she was the lowest-ranked female employee, that still meant she was the superior of every male in the building.

“Hello, Miss,” he replied dutifully. Miss. This was another one of the recently introduced protocols.

“Are you enjoying making copies?” The girl didn’t know Andrew Steel, but she still talked down to him. Even if she was still in college, there was still a good chance that she had been humiliated or teased by a guy at some point. Now she, like so many other women, have the opportunity to vent her frustrations.

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

“Then why are two smiling. If you’re a happy employee, you should smile more.”

He glared at her, but the girl just laughed.

He hoped that she would leave now that she had teased him. But no, she wasn’t done. “What’s your name?”

“Andrew Gold—” he began to say, only to stop. Andrew cleared his throat and tried again. “Andrew Steel.”

“Married to the boss.” The girl nodded her head down and up. If Andrew hoped that his wife’s name would be enough to intimidate this girl, he was sorely disappointed. “So what’s that like? Do you get special treatment because you are sleeping with the head of the company?”

Andrew glanced over at the exit. Part of him wanted to retreat.

Then he felt another wave of shame. Really? He was being intimidated by some college intern? This couldn’t be happening!

He gulped, nervous and frustrated at the same time. “It’s fine. She’s an excellent boss.”

“Hey, didn’t used to be in charge or something?”

“Yes.”

“You must really like being demoted.”

“What?” Andrew wasn’t able to stop himself. Even though he never should have given her an opening, he did. He asked the question, which was a mistake.

“Yeah,” she said, making it sound obvious. “I mean, running this whole company by yourself must’ve been really hard on you. I mean, you’re just a boy. Don’t you think it’s better now that women are in charge?” She asked her question without any kind of guile, and then he realized something.

This girl really meant it. She was probably young enough that she had only observed the corporate world from afar. Women had taken over before she entered the workplace or walked into an office for the first time.

“It’s fine,” Andrew finally said, spitting out the words.

“It’s more than fine,” the girl said, clearly talking down to him. “If you look at profits, sustainability, and workplace morale, it’s clear women are better leaders. Really, the only surprising part is that it took so long for females to take over. Do you ever wonder why that is?”

Andrew really didn’t want to say anything. He didn’t want to talk to this girl at all. But if he refused to speak, she could report into HR. His relationship with his wife probably wouldn’t be enough to protect him.

If anything, Andrew knew that he was held to a higher standard. If any of the women complained, his wife would take it as a personal affront, as though he had misbehaved badly just to embarrass her. He would get a spanking or worse.

“No, not really.”

The girl smiled at him. “I guess that’s to be expected. Anyway, get on with your copying. I don’t want you to get in trouble on my account.”

The girl flipped her hair and headed back out of the copy room.

Andrew was left there to nurse his wounded ego.

Andrew Steel headed home first.

As he stepped the door, an irritating idea occurred to him. His home, yes, but still at work. While his wife was back at the office, making important decisions about the corporation, Andrew had his own assignments. If he wished to keep his wife happy, then get everything ready.

Sure, they were wealthy enough to afford an army of domestic help. In fact, there were gardeners and butlers who did most of the cleaning, for specific tasks and are still had to do for his wife. For example, she always wanted to come home to find her husband shirtless, on his knees, a glass of wine ready. Additionally, a warm bath needed to be prepared. Also, he had to prepare a platter of favorite cheeses, fruits, and crackers. It was just a little snack, but she also loved the idea of him getting ready for her.

At one point, Delaney had done this thing for him. While he had been off at board meetings, his loyal wife was at home thinking of new ways to make life easier for her husband.

Now it was his turn.

Of course, he needed to be creative. She gave him the broad outlines, but he had to pick out which crackers, which grapes, which apple slices to give her.

It was always humiliating, and afflicted. And yet, this was still a part of his job. Because if he tried to wife that he do it, then she could just divorce him. Considering how the laws had all been changed to favor women, she should keep everything, and he should be out on the street.

In fact, the possibility that she might leave him despite his best efforts. That prospect sent a little tinge of fear running down his spine whenever he considered it.

It wasn’t like the days when an intelligent man could go out and whatever he wanted. Andrew would face a world where men were at a severe disadvantage.

As he pulled off his shirt, Andrew collected his wife’s snack, and he went to the front door where he kneeled like a properly deferential husband.

Andrew Steel made a point not to look at the clock for his phone. He didn’t want to know how long he had been waiting. Finally, however, opened, and there was his wife.

“Oh, hello, honey,” she said, smiling down at him. As though she were greeting a dog, Delaney print fingers along the top of his head. She petted him, only to grab one of the apple slices and pop it into the mouth.

“How was your day?” Andrew asked. Now that his wife was home, he could stand up. She walked past him, and he scurried after her.

“Tiring. A lot of decisions to be made.”

“Like what?” Andrew asked.

Delaney stopped and she headed past of dining room. She stopped, turned around, and stretched his cheek fingertips. Her name was raised along his skin without scratching him. “Oh, nothing you need to worry you little head about,” she said.”

“Maybe I could help,” he said in a small place.

“Honey, I need you here,” she said a patronizing smile on her lips. And really hope that she would stop talking there, she decided to explain it to him, “You are an amazing husband, clean and handle all of the domestic stuff. That leaves me to make important decisions. This is how we are a team.”

A team. Yeah, right.

“Teams are made up of equals,” Andrew said.

“What’s wrong? You’re not feeling like my equal?”

When Andrew looked up into his wife’s bright eyes, he knew that he was potentially making a mistake. Did he really want to challenge her authority?

Somehow, he couldn’t stop himself.

“We obviously aren’t, but we should be!”

Her hand dropped down, only she grabbed his wrist, and she pulled him back toward the bedroom. Every trace of fatigue and exhaustion disappeared.

“Where are we going?” Andrew asked, his voice shaking slightly. He tried to keep the fear from his question, only he didn’t quite succeed.

She grabbed the doorknob to their bedroom, and she pushed her way inside. She was practically dragging him.

Once she got there, she pushed him up against the bed. She grabbed his hands and crossed them near the small of his back. Right after the women had taken over, and you never would have tolerated this sort of behavior from his wife. But now, after so long as her property, he lacked the confidence to argue or fight back.

In fact, the thought didn’t even occur to him.

“Mr. Delaney Steel,” she said, using his domestic name, “Let me explain something to you. We are a team. We are a team that I lead. This means that you have a very important job. I know it’s hard for you to understand, but you need to obey. Humility and obedience. Those of the two most important traits for a husband to have.”

“That’s not real psychology,” he growled back at her.

“Actually, it is. You can try to find a psychologist who would disagree, but you would fail.”

“That’s because all the psychologists are women!”

“All the psychologists are trained. They know what they’re talking about. They’re experts,” she said, her voice smooth and frustratingly calm.

Second by second, Andrew could barely keep his voice level. He wanted to shout or argue. So many of the frustrations he had endured over the last couple of months, the last couple of years, came bubbling back up. And even if his wife didn’t seem to mind, he could barely hold those emotions back. They threatened to surge forward, forcing him to say something he would surely regret.

“This is unfair,” he said.

“Sweetie, there is a natural order to the world. Women are in charge, and you need to get used to that.”

“I can’t,” he whispered.

Of course, Andrew had no idea what those words would mean. Much to his surprise, his wife looked at him with nothing but compassion. “I think I know what you need. I’ve been holding off on this for a while, but I think it will help you.”

“What are you talking about?”

She touched to the underside of his chin, pinching him gently. She forced Andrew to look up at her. “Strip.”

“No.”

“If you don’t, I will fire you, and you will be nothing but a servant here.” She made those words sound very natural, reasonable, and obvious.

As he stared at her, Andrew didn’t really want to believe her. Of course, some would say that he should accept the offer. Staying at home would be easier, but he despised that the title of househusband. While so many other men had been kicked out of the corporate world, Andrew had successfully held on by his fingertips. Even if it meant condescending smiles from interns and demeaning orders from his former subordinates, this man still had a job.

He could be proud of that.

“Please, don’t,” he said.

“Let’s just pretend you’re still on the clock. Strip.” Just like that, she made it clear that her professional authority stretched beyond the bounds of work. Both at home and at the office, he was her plaything.

With a nervous gulp, he unbuckled his pants and pulled his belt off. He removed his shoes, socks, pants and underwear. All the while, his wife watched. She stood back as he stripped. In doing so, he gave his wife one more advantage.

Not that she needed it.

Once he was naked, she strolled up to him, and she pouted in his direction with mock sympathy. “Oh, I know this is hard on you. But just remember, I love you, and I own you, and I’m going to take such good care of you.”

“I’m a man,” he said, intending to convey that sense of strength that authority is gender used to convey.

But his wife just giggled at him. “Of course you are, sweetie. And that’s why you need me to take care of you. Men are inferior. It’s just natural. You don’t want to try to defy mother nature, do you? You already know you can’t win.”

Somehow, those words were actually meant to make him feel better. Perhaps the females in society had lost their ability to empathize with men. Maybe they were forgetting what it felt like to be helpless themselves.

In any case, she gave him what she thought he might like, gentle caresses along his balls and the shaft.

Mr. Steel tried to step away, only his wife reached out again, this time with her other hand. She pressed her fingers and the small of his back, making it very clear that he wasn’t allowed to retreat.

“Where do you think you’re going?” The lady asked with a wicked smile. “We still need to talk about your attitude.”

His body responded to her touch, just as it always did.

No matter how frustrated he got with his wife or his circumstances, he still yearned for those caresses. She teased him to fresh heights of need and desire. But then, she wasn’t satisfied.

Once they were in the bedroom, she shoved him down onto the mattress. She grabbed his wrists and pulled them toward the corners of the bed. Next, she kissed him. With one hand still between his legs, she made sure that he remained a stimulated.

Delaney savored these moments, this power. Raw authority spread through her body, and it felt so incredible. Then, she pulled back from her kisses, and she rolled him onto his stomach. He still had his arms pointed toward the corners of the bed, so is easy for her to grab the restraints. She had been installed right after he had given up his position as CEO.

Now she tied him down, stroking his wrists to the mattress.

“What, what are you going to do?”

“Something I should have done a long time ago,” Delaney said.

Andrew Steel gulped nervously. He tried to appear calm and confident, like none of this really affected him, but he turned his head and watched as his wife slipped off of the mattress. She went back to the closet, the one he was no longer allowed to look in. She took something out, something that looked like a pair of panties, only they had an opening at the front.

“You can watch if you want,” she said. “But if you orgasm without permission, I will have you fixed.”

His eyes widened, and he didn’t want to believe her, only there was nothing in her body language or demeanor to indicate that she was lying or teasing him. This time, she really meant it.

Delaney stripped out of her expensive, designer dress. She took off her shoes, her bra, her panties. She stood there naked, her perfectly formed body on display, and he pressed his teeth together. Andrew couldn’t help himself, not when she was so gorgeous.

“I’m going to use this on you,” she said, withdrawing something from the closet.

At first, he didn’t know what he was seeing, then his brain put the pieces together.

She held a dildo in her hand. Pink, then, and rounded, it was about the size of his own shaft.

“No,” he said. That was a word few husbands used with their wives these days, but Andrew couldn’t help himself. The sound of denial fell from his lips, but his wife wasn’t listening. She pulled on the harness. It was snug and black. Next, she slid the dildo into the opening, flocking it tight. Now she had this artificial phallus.

It bot that she walked closer.

“I’m going to use this on you, Mr. Delaney Steel.” She grinned as he grimaced; she couldn’t help herself. He was so adorable. She reached up for the nightstand, she grabbed some lubricant.

“No. Please, please don’t,” he said, baking. Desperation pounded through every syllable as she squirted some of the lubricant onto her fingertips.

“This is going to be an instructive lesson for you, Andrew. You see, I want you to understand that you belong to me. I can claim you however I want, whenever I want. Wearing a wedding ring is just the start, honey. You’re my employee and my husband, so really, you’re just my property!”

He tried to shake his head. Strapped down on his stomach, there was no escape.

She pushed her fingers down toward his buttocks. With one hand, she separated cheeks, and then she pushed down, first with one finger, then two.

Delaney grinned as her man-toy cried out. Howling with dismay, he kept insisting that she couldn’t do this, that she couldn’t get away with it. But even if we went to the police, they would just laugh at him. Delaney was his wife; she could do whatever they wanted. Any officer who listened to him would just laugh. She would say something about how he needed to learn to smile more and relax for his wife.

Knowing all of this, he tried to remain quiet even as he felt her fingers penetrate him. But then, she squirted more lubricant onto her Palm, and she rubbed it over the phallus. Then she came up between his legs, her knees pressed firmly just below his buttocks. She pushed to down, and that’s when he felt the tip right there at his opening.

“Delaney, please. Please, don’t do this. Please, don’t!”

“I’m going to let you come, but only after you beg for permission.”

Now he could feel her weight against his ass and up along his back. She grabbed onto his shoulders and braced herself right there as she pushed down, inch by inch.

As Andrew attempted to clench down and stop her, he failed. The tip was slick with lubricant, making it impossible for him to keep her out.

“Oh yes, take it. Take it, baby. You get to be the girl now. You get to be the helpless boy, the damsel in distress. All strapped down and helpless, you can’t do anything but take it, can you?” Delaney answered her own question. “No. Take it. Take every inch. That’s right. There’s my boy. There’s my helpless househusband. You cook for me and clean for me. Use your mouth on the whenever I want. Good boy. That’s right. Take it.”

Her husband had no choice. True to her word, he stayed there on his stomach. Even as he pulled against the straps, he knew it was futile. He wasn’t going anywhere; she could do whatever she wished with him.

So she fucked him. She wrote her husband hard, pounding into him. With her free hand, she reached up and grabbed his hair. “Beg. You know you want to!” She said as she pumped into him, thrusting her hips down and up again.

Andrew had no choice; he had to succumb to his wife’s wishes. Like the enslaved mail he had become, he gasped out, “Please!”

That wasn’t enough.

“Please, Mistress! Please, can I have an orgasm? Please, let me come!”

Sure enough, his desires spiraled through his body, powerful waves of heat crashing down on him. Pretty soon, he wouldn’t even be able to control it. He had to hope that this was enough.

His pleas sounded like music to Delaney. As she laughed, she threw her head back as she rode him harder and faster. “Yes, you can calm. Come for me, Andrew!”

Sure enough, he blew his load. His shaft began to pulsate and Rob. Not only that, he had to enjoy every second and every inch of his wife taking him.

When she pulled back, she brushed her fingers along the back of his neck. He was panting, practically twitching, not that he could escape his restraints.

“You’re starting to understand, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

This was just one lesson from the broken patriarchy. He knew there would be more.

The End
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