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Executing Her Will

Over the last couple of days, the excitement had built, only now she found herself seated in her car, right outside the courthouse. Her heart beat faster than normal. It wasn't pounding, not exactly, yet she could still feel that little hint of adrenaline running along her veins. At one point, Tara grinned and dipped her head down as she touched her chin to her chest. Another flash of excitement ran through her body as she raised her hands and tapped her fingertips against the curves of the steering wheel.

This was silly, of course. She needed to make a decision one way or the other.

Get out of her car and go inside? Go up to the front desk and request to speak with a prosecutor? Or turn her car back on hand drive home?

Only then, she locked her teeth together in that familiar gesture as she tightened her jaw and worked to suppress the anger. She had done that a lot, five years ago, when she had been an intern at Jackson Consolidated. Her nostrils twitched, and she thought of him again: Calvin Reynolds.

At this point, the smile dropped away from her face. Instead, she drew in a slow breath and stared across the parking lot. She looked past the other cars and toward the stairs leading up to the huge, double doors of the courthouse.

Even if five years had gone by, she could still feel that bruise deep within her psyche. She thought of how he looked so smug when he sauntered up to her. Not only that, she could still remember that oily tone of voice. He looked down at her as she had been seated at her desk, and he asked, "What kind of future do you see for yourself, Tara? I mean, you’re such a bright girl."

Girl.

She had been an adult, of course. Maybe she was an intern and still attending college classes, but she was a freaking adult.

Girl.

He talked down to her like she was nothing but a doll or some cute animal at a petting zoo.

Girl.

Tara shook her head from side to side. She reached out for the steering wheel again, only now her fingers looped around it, and her grip tightened until her knuckles started to turn pink, then white.

"You’re a bright girl, and I think you could go pretty far here as long as you have a good attitude. Do you have a good attitude, Tara?" When he used her name, it didn't sound like he cared about her. Instead, he wanted something. As a young woman, she understood what that was. He hadn't said anything especially rude or inappropriate, not yet, but she could sense his interest, especially as he didn't bother to hide the lascivious focus of his gaze. His eyes kept dipping down to the contours of her breasts and that hint of cleavage. She was dressed professionally and appropriately, but that didn't matter. When he gazed down at her, he clearly wanted to grab her and bend her over her own desk. Maybe he fantasized about raising her pleated skirt, yanking down her tights, and ramming his cock forward.

Maybe he was a handsome guy. Maybe he could even be smart or clever or charismatic if he really tried. And yet, that bile still materialized at the back of her throat.

Dropping his voice to a whisper now, he brazenly told her, "I can make sure you get hired when you graduate, so long as you play ball. Well, you have to play with my balls." He chuckled. Then he added, "Don’t look so shocked, Tara. You're a smart girl, like I said. Besides, you don't want to act like one of those dumb, sensitive bitches who tries to get a job and can't cut it, and then complains about sexism, do you? No. You want to succeed. You want to be a winner. And so what if you have to spend a little bit of time on your knees? It's not what you know. It's who you blow." He smirked at her.

His eyes shined with that brazen delight. He loved those "jokes," especially because she already knew he would use them as his first defense. If she reported him to HR, he would have just shrugged and said, "Yeah, so maybe I made a couple of inappropriate comments. So what? They were just jokes. Obviously, this young woman is being too sensitive." That was the trick, of course. Like so many sexist bastards before him, Calvin could dance around the truth. If she was open to his proposal, then he’d been serious the whole time. If she complained about him to his superiors, then he had obviously been joking, and she was way too sensitive anyway.

The vicious frustration flared up her body again. Several years had gone by, but Tara found herself shaking her head, throwing her car door open, and slamming it a second later. Time hadn’t dulled her fury. It hadn’t stripped away any of her rage, so she marched up the steps toward the courthouse. She pushed her way through those heavy doors, and she found a young woman sitting behind the desk.

"I need to speak with a prosecutor," she said.

Calvin opened his eyes, and he rolled out of bed. It was late, of course. In fact, he didn't even bother to glance at his phone. He didn't need to know the exact hour, especially since he had nowhere to be.

He didn’t have work. His former office had been overrun…all because the world had gone insane.

As he straightened his back and raised his arms over his head, he came back to the same conclusion.

The world had gone completely and utterly insane.

Only a few years ago, everything made sense. There was this hierarchy, and he was on top. Okay, so he wasn't a king or anything, but he had been the lord of his small domain. At Jackson Consolidated, he had run his department, and his boss trusted him, so Calvin had been able to do pretty much whatever he wished. Every quarter, he brought in good numbers, which was all that actually counted or mattered to the shareholders.

Then came the elections.

During this cycle, he hadn't expected anything new, unusual, or exciting. The conservatives would promise to make things better by cutting corporate tax rates. The liberals would promise to make things better by raising corporate tax rates. Somehow, the rich would keep getting richer and the poor would continue to get poorer. Calvin didn't really care, especially because so many of his options had already vested. Jackson Consolidated had done well for years, so he probably could have retired despite his youth. He was winning, so what did it matter if the rest of the country was falling apart?

At some point, he knew he would probably have to begin to pay attention, if only because he’d need an exit strategy. Maybe he would move to Spain or Portugal, somewhere warm...

Only then, a third party emerged. The liberals and conservatives fractured as the women from both parties came together and created something new. At this point, Calvin couldn't help himself. He bit down, grinding his teeth together as he flashed back to those memories. He didn't want to think about it. He didn't want the images to shine back behind his eyes. And yet, he couldn't ignore that booming echo of memory.

He remembered hearing about the new party. He remembered scoffing, thinking it had been some kind of stupid joke. A third-party candidate in the United States? Never. What? Women were trying to come together to create something new? Yeah, right. If anything, some of the most recent elections demonstrated just how sexist the American population could be.

Only then, the women swept the presidency, the House and the Senate. All at once, women had control in a way that should have been utterly unimaginable. After decades of obstructionism and deadlock, the US government would function again with a unified purpose.

Like so many other men, he had been dazed and uncertain. What did this mean? Then, like so many men, he went back to work and tried to pretend politics couldn’t affect him.

Jackson Consolidated's CEO was suddenly ousted as new tax laws were introduced. Males could still be in charge of their own companies, of course, but their tax rates tripled. Suddenly, they also had to pay penalties for every male on staff. At first, so many of the men throughout society argued that this couldn't happen.

It had to be illegal, right? A few pointed out that women now made the laws.

And yet, there was still hope. If nothing else, the judiciary would set things straight.

Unfortunately for them, there were several deaths on the Supreme Court. The new President made her choices, and her judicial allies endorsed her agenda. Little by little, men were relegated to the status of second-class citizens.

How long did it take exactly? Less than a year.

Something like that should have been impossible. He never could have imagined it. But now, he was in his apartment, and he didn't even dare go outside for fear of an accusation.

If he bumped into a woman or looked at her the wrong way, and she decided to call the police, those women would come, cuff him, and take him away.

He thought about the sham trials, the public punishments, even the final sentences…

His heart pounded faster as he considered that possibility.

There were probably still lots of men like him all across the country. They were hidden away in their apartments, living off of their assets in one form or another.

The worst part?

The economy had thrived. He still didn't understand exactly how this could happen, but tax revenues and GDP were both up. Women had seized control, and they demonstrated a new capacity for leadership. Apparently, the old, male leadership had been holding back the nation for decades. Many feminists may have suspected it, but now these female supremacists had proven it.

Shaking his head, he decided he didn't care, especially because there was nothing he could do about it. He went back into his living room, sat down at his laptop, and used his sister's borrowed credentials to type in his orders for the day. Since he couldn’t risk going outside, he had to get everything delivered.

It wasn't a great way to live, but at least he hadn't been picked up.

Not yet.

After he finished with his orders, he went back to his couch and plopped down. He rolled onto his side and turned on the TV. He started to stream some of his old, favorite shows. They were becoming harder and harder to find, of course. The different streaming services had started to remove that old content. Apparently, the women who mostly paid for these services weren't interested in old action movies or even artistic pieces where men were in charge. Day by day, more and more of that antiquated content was taken away. He had to wonder if there’d come a point where people simply forgot that men had been in charge. Maybe historians and anthropologists would remember, but the new expectations would be simple: women ruled, so that would probably feel like something that had always been true.

He vaguely remembered something from college. He had an anthropology professor who had talked about the shift between matriarchy and patriarchy. Once upon a time, many thousands of years ago, women were in charge. Because they had been in control of fertility, they ruled. Virtually every society started out as a matriarchy. And then something shifted.

Somehow, some way, women became subordinate. The men pushed, and they took control. Then, for millennia, men ruled, and they told a story about how this had always been the case. From religion to business and politics, males became the center of the world. The default perspective became the man’s point of view. Women were the second sex, and they learned to obey. Sometimes this was explicit. Sometimes it was simply implied. Either way, men always had power with only a few minor exceptions.

When he learned about those points, Calvin had taken his notes and filled out the requisite tests in order to pass his class. If he remembered correctly, he had earned a C+ in Anthropology 71F: Prehistoric Human Society. At the time, he had complained about needing to take a general education class. But now, those lessons seemed painfully prophetic.

As he scrolled through the different possibilities, he didn't pay much attention to the sounds of the sirens outside.

They got louder.

They were on his street.

They were in front of his building.

Then he heard the stomping boots, and he froze. He bit down even as the door popped open. He didn't see the battering ram. He didn't understand what was happening as the women rushed in. He started to sit up. He didn't even get the chance to raise his arms.

These huntresses knew exactly what they were doing. As representatives of the judiciary, they knew how to take a boy, especially one like Calvin. They grabbed him, pushed into his knees, and injected him. He felt the bite of the syringe against the contours of his neck.

Within seconds, everything went black. He slurred out some question or declaration. Maybe he was demanding to see a lawyer because he had rehearsed this image inside of his head hundreds or thousands of times.

It didn't matter.

He lost consciousness, and one of the women announced, "We got him. C'mon, ladies. Let's bag him and tag him."

"Are you nervous?"

Tara tried to hide it, especially because she didn't want to embarrass herself in front of the Assistant District Attorney. Elizabeth Moore was watching Tara even as the younger woman kept her eyes aimed at the linoleum floor.

It was strange to think about how much the space had changed. Then again, so much of society had evolved. It had improved. A couple of decades ago, this entire facility would have been populated by men. Then different waves of feminism rolled across society, leaving these slight marks and alterations. The feminists had pushed for equality and the recognition of female subjectivity. The female supremacists, however, had simply grown sick of the sexism, the perpetual arguments, and the constant whining from the men around them. All too often, the male half of humanity loved to pretend to be the victims.

A woman could be assaulted or harassed, and so many guys would worry about the accused, as though males hadn't used their superior positions in society for centuries to exploit, degrade, and humiliate the women around them. But all that was over now. The female supremacists had stripped the boys of all of their rights.

"Yeah, I guess I am," Tara said honestly.

"It's okay," said the prosecutor. "If you have never accused a boy before, then it can be kind of nerve-wracking, especially considering how we all grew up."

"It’s fine. Do whatever it takes," Tara said.

"Are you sure about that?"

"Yes. Absolutely." Tara exhaled between her teeth and asked, "So I spoke with one of the officers. Apparently, they tracked him down and apprehended him without any problem?"

"According to his file, that's correct," said the attorney. "So now, we're going to bring him out for his trial. If you want, we can soften him up first."

"What does that mean?"

"That might involve some minor electrocutions, or with things. If you want, you can use a cane on him yourself."

Tara couldn't help herself. She let the words pop out onto the air, "Yes, please."

"I think you're going to have a lot of fun with this. Oh, and there's something else you need to consider."

"What's that?"

"His assets," said the prosecutor.

"His assets?"

Elizabeth Moore smiled. "Since you accused him of a crime, if he is found guilty, you will be able to seize his assets. Well, they will be divided up between you and the state."

"Divided how?"

"A portion will go to you, me, the judge, and the public coffers."

"I see…"

"I know that you think this creates a conflict of interest, but we aren't like the boys who came before us. We know how to remain fair and impartial." Then the woman smiled, letting her lips part as she revealed the edges of her canines. "And, of course, that brings us back to the audit."

"Right. The audit," Tara said with as much confidence as she could muster.

"It's okay. If you haven't done this before, it can be a little bit bewildering. But basically, we had our forensic accountants tracked down his assets. He has actually done fairly well for himself, Tara." Elizabeth reached down and pulled out the printout. She passed it across the desk, and Tara picked it up. She looked down at that sheet of paper, she saw the numbers, and she asked, "That's divided three ways?" Having so many zeros on a bank statement seemed strange to her, partly exotic, partly arcane.

"Actually, that would be your share…if he is found guilty."

"Is that likely?"

"Effectively, it's going to be up to you," Elizabeth replied. "The evidence is fairly clear at this point. We have a witness who has made her accusations, and your voice will carry far more weight than any male’s." She uttered that word with just a hint of disdain.

Tara realized that she counted as both the evidence and the witness and the accuser all at once.

The system was geared for her success. It had been designed to give her the power here.

Dipping her head down, she whispered, "Calvin, you’re in so much trouble."

Technically, she didn't have to talk to him until the actual trial. She passed one of the courtrooms on her way to visit the accused. She peered through the heavy, glass windows, and she saw the naked men positioned on the floor, each one kneeling. They had their hands cuffed behind their backs and ball gags in their mouths. A quartet of guards stood nearby, mostly whispering between themselves as they watched the proceedings.

The judge sat off to one side, and she talked with the lawyers. Then there was the man on the stage. He didn't have a gag in his mouth, but he didn't say anything. Instead, he remained there, on his feet with his arms over his head and his fingers laced behind his skull. He was scared. That much was obvious.

And then a woman stepped up onto the stage, and she picked up the whip. She dropped the tip down against the floor before she pulled her arm back, and then she let that vicious weapon fly forward. The whip’s sharpened tip bit down against his right shoulder blade, then his left just a few seconds later. He cried out. His face crumpled as he experienced real agony.

The glass was soundproof, so Tara couldn't hear anything, yet she had no trouble reading that mix of terror and pain that shot across his features. He started babbling, uttering one promisor plea after another.

It didn't do any good. That woman continued to whip him, striking harder and faster. If anything, his words only propelled her, granting her extra strength.

Tara had paused. She was watching all of this.

And then someone lowered the noose.

She dropped her head down, and she rushed forward. She decided not to watch that next part.

As she walked away from the execution, she wondered if she could do something like that.

Pausing, she came to a stop and considered that boy and all he said and how he made her feel and whether or not he could ever be reformed.

Slowly, she began to walk again.

Seconds later, she found herself in the cell with him.

"Calvin," she said.

Over the last couple of years, she had contemplated his name. Of course, she had wished she could just forget it along with her experiences with him back at Jackson Consolidated. And yet, those memories persisted. There were all of those clichés about letting her enemies live rent free inside of her head. Or if she really wanted to get over him, then she needed to forget him. She needed to pretend none of this affected her. And yet, she saw him standing there, his legs spread and chained to the floor, his arms over his head, cuffs around his wrists. Naked and helpless, he saw her, and he had to ask, "Sarah?"

"Tara," she corrected him. "My name is Tara, and I'm here to have a little conversation with you."

She didn't know where those words came from or how she could utter them with such easy confidence. It didn't matter because she walked behind him, and she saw the different implements lined up on shelves or in smaller containers on the floor. Right away, she picked out the handle she wished to use. She pulled the cane out, and she swung it down through the air.

It practically sang.

Perfect.

"T-Tara," he said, stuttering out her name. "Yes. That's right. I'm sorry."

"Are you?" she asked. Standing behind him now, she studied the taut muscles along his shoulders, down his back, and all the way to his buttocks. "Are you really?"

"Yes," he said faster than she expected. If anything, the speed and desperation pulsing along every syllable made it harder for her to believe him. "Absolutely. I swear. Look, can we just talk about this? Maybe, maybe I can get some clothing, and we can discuss this like rational people?"

"No."

"What?" Calvin asked. Apparently, he saw her, and he instantly assumed she would defer to his authority. For so long, he had been in charge. Even with all of the social changes, it was still difficult for boys like him to accept the truth.

"You heard me," she replied. "No." Tara left that single word hanging on the air as she swung and slashed the cane down across the air once again. "I'm not interested in talking to you. This isn’t a debate or a discussion. This is me softening you up before your trial, Calvin." She loved using his name just like that. The little note of disdain felt so good and tasted delicious at the tip of her tongue and along the curves of her lips.

And that's why she stepped forward, she tightened her grip, and she swung down, slapping the vicious cane along his naked, unprotected flesh. He didn't see it coming, of course. Maybe he had told himself that he could brace for this. He was wrong.

That's the thing about pain, of course. People might want to believe they’re ready for it. They might understand it from a purely hypothetical perspective, yet the stinging nerves and screaming sensations are so much more vivid and intense and irresistible than anyone wants to believe. Endurance becomes almost an impossibility, especially when she swung down again and again, aiming for that same spot as she let the agony drill through his paltry defenses.

He didn't belong to the FBI or the CIA. He had never been trained for anything like this.

Then again, neither had she. She didn't really know what she was doing, of course, but that didn't matter because he was just an expendable boy.

That's why she swung down once, twice, three times in quick succession. She heard him grunt. And then she heard him cry out. Finally, he was screaming as the pain ripped across his nerves. By this point, red lines crisscrossed his backside. She loved it!

That part surprised her.

After just a few quick swings, Tara’s heart was pounding, and excitement buzzed through her veins. Yes. More. She loved that! She wanted to do it again and again! She wanted him to cry out for her.

"Is there anything you want to say?"

"I, I don't know? What...what am I supposed to tell you?" he asked between gasps. Desperation and fear reverberated along every note that left his mouth. She still loved it! And now, she circled him. She grabbed him by his chin, and she stared up into his eyes.

"What did you do and why are you here?"

"I, I don't know," he told her. "I haven't seen you for years," he pointed out.

"Wrong answer," she replied. That's when she went back to the shelf, and this time she grabbed a whip. She looked down at the sharpened tip, and she grinned ferociously. Would this break the skin? Maybe. Maybe not. She decided she didn't care. Instead, she wanted to feel that momentum. And that's why she stepped behind him, she adjusted her stance, and she tried to do this right. It seemed like there was a good chance she would mess this up on the first blow, but then she reminded herself that it didn't matter as long as she could make him scream.

She thought of that helpless frustration had flared through her when he propositioned her. She thought of the powerless aggravation and understanding that he could say whatever he wanted, and there was nothing for her to do. She couldn't argue. She couldn't fight back.  She couldn't report him either.

The entire system had been set up for his benefit, so he could get away with it! Like so many men before him, he could go around and treat the girls like they were just toys. He could play with them and discard them, and he didn't have to worry about what might happen. There simply were not any consequences for him.

Revulsion twisted in her gut. Tara made a decision.

She jerked her arm forward, sending the tip of the whip shooting forward. It slapped down against the side of his back. She watched as that red welt appeared. She grinned ferociously, the corners of her eyes tightening as she yanked her arm back. She struck again and again and again. She lost herself to that rhythm. Pretty soon, he was screaming. And then she dropped the whip , and she stepped back in front of him.

At this point, he slumped forward. "I'm looking forward to your trial," she promised. Next, she reached up and tapped him on the cheek. Then she turned around and walked away.

Calvin had to stay there, hanging from his shackles. The metal dug down into his wrists, especially as his weight dragged him downward. He let his head fall forward, and the tears rolled down his cheeks. He didn't want to admit that, of course. He tried to adhere to that old system of masculinity. As a man, he intended to be stoic, defiant, and in control at all times.

Those ambitions sounded incredible, only they didn't go anywhere, especially because he was alone in that cell now.

Moment by moment, he almost wished that Tara would come back.

If he could talk to that girl, then maybe he would be able to convince her to let him go. That was how this new system worked, right? Once upon a time, an accusation of harassment would have been met with some comments about the impossibility of knowing "what really happened," especially because the default system had always been obvious. If a man was accused, then the woman had to prove it. She needed hard evidence. And if it was just a conversation or a glance or a quick touch, there wasn't any way for her to document it. So many people were so concerned with protecting the men. What if a woman decided to make a false accusation? What if she lied? Granted, no one ever talked about the inverse question. What if he lied? What if he had done it before and no one turned him in? It had been so easy for politicians and CEOs to shrug off the accusations, even if dozens of women might step forward.

Calvin ached for the chance to go back to that old system…

For him, it seemed simpler and so much better!

But now, the pain throbbed along his skin. He breathed in and out and tried to ignore it as best he could. Minute by minute, it began to fade away. It didn't disappear entirely, not even when the cops burst through the door. They grabbed him and pulled him forward. They shoved a gag into his mouth and yanked him down the hall.

They brought him into the courtroom.

It was time for his trial…

Calvin glanced up, and he saw the other men. They were naked and stood in front of the stage. There was someone else up there, and this guy was down on his knees, begging.

He called out, "Please! Please, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, Tricia. I know I should have done better by you. I made a mistake. I messed up. Look, I'm sorry. I'm so incredibly sorry for everything I said during the divorce. I was upset. You know me. I’m a passionate man." HIs eyes were wet as he cried out those words.

"Passionate?" asked the woman seated at one of the desks. Presumably, that was Tricia. Her eyes narrowed, and her lips hardened as she stared back at him. "That's the excuse you want to use? Come on, Jacob. I know you. I've known you since high school. You’re a whiny brat, and you;’ve always had a thin skin. You couldn't accept the fact that I refused to tolerate your cheating. You thought you should be able to do whatever you wanted. Like some spoiled asshole, you really figured you could get away with anything. You thought you made a lot of money, and that was going to be good enough. Well, guess what? It wasn't. Your Honor, I want to see him punished.”

“Officers,” said the judge, “Please shock him.”

"With pleasure," said one of the uniformed women. She strode forward, and that boy had his hands locked behind his back. In that moment, Calvin glanced up, and he saw the shackles around the man's ankles. He really was trapped. Still, the accused didn't seem to realize it. Jacob tried to run forward. His feet caught, and he fell forward, landing hard against his gut. He wheezed. He scrambled back up onto his feet, just in time for the officer to jab the stun gun up against his flank. She hit the trigger, and those prongs snapped with electricity.

Right before they came into contact with his flesh, Calvin saw the glow of blue lightning.

A spasm wracked the man's frame. He twitched like some broken toy as he attempted to kick or break his way free. The movements were reflexive, of course. In that instant, as he screamed out, he couldn't think. He couldn't come up with any kind of idea. Maybe, at some other place or time, he could have been an executive or an engineer. Perhaps he made important decisions that could affect lots of people all around the country or world.

But right there, he was nothing but a screaming mass of flesh.

He dropped to his knees. "Who said you could kneel?" demanded the officer.

She jabbed him again, this time near his shoulder. Fresh waves of electricity shot through his body, lighting up his nerves. Painful volts ripped across his senses as he tried to cry out. He attempted to shout or scream. He made some noise, only now his lungs were bereft of oxygen. He was panting, gasping and wheezing like some broken fish left on the beach. He fought hard to reclaim any semblance of his dignity, only the officer shocked him a second time, then a third and a fourth.

The agony swept across his body.

Calvin, just like all of the other men, had to watch. They had to listen as that boy was tortured.

"Tell me I was always better than you," Tricia demanded.

The boy attempted to answer. He wanted to shout out anything and everything she hoped and expected to hear. Maybe, at some point, he had been defiant, like he honestly believed men would be able to resist or fight back. In an instant, however, he had been tamed and broken. These women used him, showing him exactly where he belonged. On that stage, stripped of his clothing and dignity, his wealth and influence, he had to tell her what she wished to hear.

Anything else would have been a mistake, and he knew it. In fact, every accused male in the courthouse knew it.

"Tricia–Tricia, you have always been better than me. You were smarter, and you're beautiful. You are so beautiful."

"What? You think that's what I want to hear?" His ex-wife hissed out those words, discussing roiling across every sound she made. "You're not trying to woo me, you idiot. This is pathetic. You still don't really understand, do you? I'm better than you because I'm a woman. I'm better than you because I'm stronger than you. I know how to make good decisions. I'm not some emotional, irrational boy."

Tricia’s ex tried to say something, maybe to argue with her. He didn't get the chance because the officer jabbed him again. He felt the hot prongs pushed up against his flesh, and the woman pressed that small button, triggering the battery. Hot, surging electricity flared into his skin all over again.

For that boy, existence stopped. As the artificial lightning raced through his flesh, he couldn't think about politics or conversation. He couldn't try to imagine how he might influence his ex-wife.

Then it stopped, and the exhaustion crashed into him.

Somehow, he was back on his feet, and Tricia looked back at the judge. "Ma'am, may ask for your opinion?"

"Based on this hearing, I am ready to approve your verdict. What do you say as his accuser?"

"Guilty," Tricia said without any hesitation. Her voice, cold and crisp, cut across the air.

"What? No!"

"Considering the punishments he has already received, we will seize an additional portion of his assets for your account."

"No!" The man screamed out. "No. You can't do this. You can't do this! This is wrong. This is illegal! This goes against everything our founding fathers believed in!"

The officer laughed. In fact, there were lots of women who laughed.

Founding fathers? Those dead men held no sway here.

Calvin couldn't help himself. He turned back around, and he looked past the accuser, the prosecutor, and toward the gallery of women behind them. There were dozens, maybe even hundreds. He saw those faces, and they were smiling or smirking. A few of them had their phones out as they recorded the proceedings. Then there were the other cameras.

When he had been living alone in his apartment, Calvin had never dared check out those websites.

Occasionally, he would visit a forum here or there online, and he would see the references, yet he tried not to think about it. He didn't want to believe it or acknowledge it. Like so many men before him, he simply tried to ignore what was going on, as though politics didn't matter, so long as he could stay out of the way.

Yeah, that strategy didn't work.

And now, the guards came up to the boy, and they dragged him across the stage. They pulled him over to the noose. It was black and leather and gorgeous. It was perfect and shiny. They slipped it under his throat. With his hands still chained behind his back, he couldn't resist. Besides, electrical shocks had already drained him of every iota of strength he had once possessed. He could barely squirm as they slid him into position.

"Jacob, you have been found guilty. As such, you will face your final sentence.” The judge turned to Tricia, “As the accuser, do you wish to give him another chance?"

"No," Tricia said.

"What is your final decision?"

"Execute him," she said clearly and emphatically.

One of the guards hit a button somewhere in the courtroom, and the noose under his neck suddenly started to rise. His eyes widened as the fear played across his face. Women were clapping. They were laughing. They were cheering and hooting. Each and every member of the audience must have been remembering what had happened to her. When men had power and authority, there were those catcalls, those insinuations, those awkward moments when some guy might come up to her and expect her to smile for his benefit. So many men had believed that feminism had gone too far. Why? It was inconvenient for them to acknowledge their own misogyny. And so, the women had come together, unifying around one central theme: female supremacy. Women were better. This was obvious. It had been obvious for quite some time, especially in a modern society. Maybe, centuries ago, being able to lift a sword or chop down a tree really mattered. As technology progressed, success became a question of intelligence. Women were going to college in greater numbers. When he came to investing, females routinely outperformed their male counterparts despite the stereotypes. Again and again, the facts demonstrated the truth of female supremacy and superiority.

Inch by inch, his feet rose above the ground as the noose pulled his whole body up by his throat. The leather dug down against his neck, cutting off his airway. They wouldn’t simply snap his neck. This wouldn't be quick or easy.

He thrashed. With his oxygen supply cut off, he fought so hard to get some air into his lungs. Just a breath.

And yet, he’d already taken the last one…

Calvin and the other boys had no choice. They had to watch. Bound and powerless, they couldn't do anything. They couldn't argue. They couldn't fight back on this man’s behalf. They could only wait and wonder what would happen. How would each woman decide their fates?

"It's your turn, boy," one of the guards said to him. She grabbed him by his arm and yanked him to the short staircase. He took those steps, and suddenly he was on the stage. He could see the judge, Tara at the desk, the prosecutor, and all of those women out in the gallery. They were watching him.

Calvin glanced up, and he saw the black, leather noose up in the air. It hung there as a silent promise.

It was waiting for him. It could slide under his chin, dig against his throat, cut off his air, and lift his entire body. He could shout or screen, yet it wouldn't have made any difference. Deep down, he understood those simple details.

These women had power. They could decide what would happen to him.

And yet, he was still alive…

As long as he lived, he would be able to try something, anything…

But what?

The women expected to hear him beg. Could he do that? Could he plead his case? If he looked back at Terra, could he convince her? He liked to think he was smarter than her. Then again, it would always be difficult for him to see her as anything besides one of those sexy little interns. When he had been a manager, it always struck him as so simple. The men made the important decisions, and the girls acted as decorations. Whether they were secretaries, interns, or if they earned an impressive position as a secretary, it hardly mattered, so long as they would smile and be cheerful. He had no problem asking his colleagues to fetch his coffee. As girls, that’s was why they were there. Sure, a woman might have an intelligent idea here or there, and maybe she had been able to get her degree by being obedient, but he was never going to respect them as a group, not for their business acumen, intellect, or wit.

Calvin contemplated what else he could say.

If he didn't want to beg, could he stand up tall, glare out at the women, and actually intimidate them?

In that moment, he wanted to laugh. He wanted to snort, only he couldn't do it. Instead, he could feel something pressing down against his shoulders and chest: fear. He struggled hard not to think about it, nor did he wish to acknowledge it, yet the dread pulsed through his body.

He couldn't help it. This boy couldn’t deny those primal instincts.

As he started to take that first step, he contemplated what could happen.

Of course, he had tried not to watch the other men as they hung, dangling by their throats, flopping and twisting as life abandoned their bodies. He tried not to watch. He didn't want to see their eyes bulge or hear those croaking sounds they made as sharp gasps somehow made it past their lips.

This could be it, he realized.

He might die here.

That possibility had never really occurred to him. Even now, he couldn't truly contemplate what it might mean or entail. He couldn't remember learning about death for the first time. The notion of his life coming to an end always seemed like this abstraction. As a child, he’d obviously heard about dying at one point or another. Maybe he picked up the word from a scary book written for children. Or maybe it came from somewhere else altogether, like he saw it in a movie. Even so, he had never really envisioned the end. He was getting older, of course. At some point, he would have to start thinking about it.

But here? Now?

Because of her?

Even when he glanced back at Tara, he couldn't see her as the most powerful woman in his life. He couldn't view her as anything but an intern. She was the kind of girl who was supposed to scrabble for his approval.

Only then, he made it up onto the stage, and the guards were right there with him. He was naked, and they left his hands cuffed behind his back.

His heart kept hammering. It was hard to hear anything else that was going on, but he peeked over at Tara, and he watched as she whispered something to the prosecutor.

The lawyer chuckled, and then she stood up, "Your Honor, we would make a request?"

"Go ahead," said the judge.

"The accuser doesn't appreciate the haughty look on this man's face. We humbly request that he receive several electrical shocks to put him in the proper frame of mind."

"What? No. It's not fair," Calvin said. Instinctively, he puffed out his chest like he thought he was going to be able to argue as their equal. But no. He was naked, and the noose hung over his head, and the cold chill of fear continued to rush through his body. With every second, another kick of dread shot through him, but he refused to acknowledge it. Like so many other men, he needed to suppress those emotions. If anything, he fought to focus on anger.

He sucked in a breath, felt the cold air against the roof of his mouth, and he intended to roar out, but the guard was already laughing. He saw that smile on her face at the edge of his vision right as he began to turn. Maybe he thought he was going to be able to rush off, only this woman was faster. She had done this before. Maybe she did this several times each day.

She brought the baton up, just underneath his armpit, and the prongs hit his rib cage. She tapped the button, and the electricity surged. It ran from the battery, pulsed into the capacitor, and exploded along the electrified, metal tips.

It all happened in an instant, and the pain washed across his senses, consuming this man for the next two, three, four seconds. Even as his knees buckled and he collapsed, the guard didn't pull the baton away. Instead, she kept it pressed against his skin, ensuring that he twitched and writhed right there on the stage in front of all of those women.

If Calvin had been allowed to look up and stare out at the crowd, he would have seen so many different faces. A few of them were amused. Others were bored. Of course, they had seen lots of boys get tortured just like this. They were there for the really fun part. They wanted to see him kick out his feet with his toes poised just a few inches above the stage as he scrambled for purchase, only to hang in there as the life drained away from his eyes…

On some level, Calvin promised himself that wouldn't happen.

In college, he had faced different problems, of course. He was accused of cheating, and there was that whole harassment issue, plus there was that problem with a slut named Becky. Each time, he had been able to talk his way out of it. According to the DA, there hadn’t been enough evidence to file charges.

A lifetime of experience showed him that the rules never really applied to a man like him, so now he had to believe that was still true.

He had to believe it. He refused to consider any other option or outcome.

Even as he pushed himself back up onto his knees, a glint of defiance still played along his eyes.

Again, he came back to that other choice. Did he want to argue and insist or would he try to beg?

Begging grated against his psyche, of course. He still had his ego. Despite everything he had experienced and his years of hiding from the female supremacists, Calvin still stood there with as much dignity as he could muster. At the same time, he saw this as a game. If he begged and survived, that meant he had won.

The judge spoke, "Would the accuser like to make a statement?"

"Yes, Your Honor," Tara said as she rose to her feet. At first, she stared at him. She kept her eyes locked on this boy, and he wasn't sure what he expected to see. Meeting her gaze, he tried to study her. He attempted to figure out as much as he could. He searched for some insight, some understanding of what she was and what he needed to do to beat her.

As hard as he tried, he didn't get any grand revelation.

"Proceed," said the judge.

"Sisters of the courtroom," Tara began as she utilized that traditionally formal language, "I'm here today to talk about this man. He was my boss. He was my supervisor. As such, he had a responsibility to oversee many employees, including me. He had authority, and he had power."

Even though the other women in the room must've heard stories like this dozens or hundreds or even thousands of times, a hush still stretched across the courtroom. "And what did he do with that power? He abused it. He decided that he should be able to do whatever he wanted. He followed his worst instincts. He would corner me. He would tease me. It was obvious he could do whatever he wanted, and he took advantage of that position of power. And so, today, I'm only asking for one thing. Justice."

"Would you like to be more specific?"

Calvin glared back at her. He knew he was naked. He knew the pain from the caning and from the electrical shocks still pulsed along his body. Every few seconds, he could feel those quick spasms of remembered agony. Despite this, he still glared at this girl. After all, he hated how she could step out of line. On some level, he still assumed the old ways would come back, like the military would roll through the city and announce that the men had been returned to their positions of power and authority.

It wasn't going to happen, yet that instinct, that stubborn belief stuck to him like bad deodorant. It was this feeling, and he couldn't shake it.

Actually, he didn't want to let it go, he quickly realized. If he could have reached into his skull and excised those intuitive understandings of the world, he wouldn't have done it. On the contrary, he yearned to stand tall. And if he had to drop down onto his knees and grovel before these women, he needed then it could be a conscious choice, something he decided to do because they hadn't broken him. Instead, it would be an act of subversion and manipulation.

Even with that noose dangling above him, Calvin refused to think of what all of this meant or what might happen next.

It wouldn't come to that, he promised himself. Deep down, he couldn't believe that possibility truly existed.

"No," Tara finally said. "Based on my credibility as a woman, this is my declaration. This is what happened."

"And would you like to give the accused the opportunity to respond?"

Calvin opened his mouth, and he was about to speak, only the guard zapped him again. She was standing behind him now. He had almost forgotten she was there despite the agony she could inflict. Maybe some self-defense mechanism inside of his brain tried to keep him from contemplating the kinds of pain she could unleash.

In that instant, however, he rediscovered it anyway because she sent the tip of the baton flying forward, and those electrodes hit his naked, right buttock. When she hit the button, another tsunami of electricity shot through his body, sizzling his nerves and making him scream out. At this point, he couldn't control himself.

The noise was ripped from his lungs.

A couple of the women were laughing. He didn't ever check them out for himself, but apparently there were clips that competed online for the "best boy screams". When it came to torture, there were plenty of women and girls online who love to to consider exactly how a boy might suffer.

His knees buckled again, and he dropped right back down.

Tara seemed to ignore him completely. Still, her eyes drifted back over to his face. Through the haze of pain and the blur of those tears, he could see the triumphant expression on her face.

She was going to do it, he told himself. She was going to give him a chance to rebut her arguments. She was cocky. She was arrogant. She thought she was going to win in this courtroom, and she completely underestimated him, which meant he had some small advantage. If he could use it properly, then he would be able to get out of this.

Anything else was impossible for this boy to consider, especially when he could almost see the noose dangling above his head, right there at the edge of his sight.

The pain subsided, and he was allowed to climb back up onto his feet.

This time, he sucked in another breath, and he wanted to speak. He had to talk. If he didn't, he knew these women really would be able to make whatever decision they wanted. And yet, he had to wait for Tara to respond to the judge’s question.

She crossed her arms over her chest, and she stared at him. He met her gaze, and he tried to beat her into giving him a chance. C'mon, he silently urged her. You think you're going to win, so you should do it. Let me talk. Come on. What do you have to lose?

"No," she decided.

What?

No?

He blinked a couple of times.

"Would you care to elaborate, for the sake of the accused?"

"Sure," Tara said, smiling and beaming.

No?

He still didn't understand what that word meant. Then again, he had never actually been under the thumb of a girl like Tara. She was young and cute. But right there, she was also powerful. She didn't have to get her influence from her appearance, not when she could do it on the basis of her sex alone.

Tara continued, "Calvin, I don't think we need to hear what you have to say, not right now anyway. I mean, I know what happened, and I know what you would probably say. Maybe you would just tell me that I had misinterpreted things, or that I was just getting excited or emotional over something that never really happened. You really think you could gaslight me, don't you? You think you could lie and cover this up? You can't, not here." With her arms tight across her chest, she shook her head from side to side. Then she smirked at him.

"That's not fair!" Calvin started to shout.

The guards shocked him again. His world ceased to exist as the pain flooded across his senses. He couldn't see or hear or taste or touch anything. There was just that sharp, all-consuming and evanescent flare of agony as it corrupted every idea inside of his head.

Soon enough, he found himself on his back.

Distantly, he could hear the judge ask, "As a prosecutor, do you have anything else you would like to contribute to this case?"

"No, Your Honor," said the other woman at Tara's table.

"Then I find the accused guilty. Sentencing to be determined now," she said as she brought down her gavel.

Wait, what did that mean? Wasn't he going to get the chance to defend himself? They hadn't brought in any evidence. It was literally just Tara declaring he had done it?

Apparently, that was good enough.

She had all the credibility she needed. She didn't need to defend or justify herself.

His chest tightened, and he stared back out at the crowd.

"Tara, would you like to see the boy punished before we carry out his sentence?"

"Yes," she said, her eyes sparkling with delight. "Absolutely."

"And what would the audience like to see?"

That's when a huge scoreboard lit up, and there were different rows. Each one started with a different word. First, he saw Electrocution. Second, he read Whipping. Third, it listed Caning.

He looked away, unwilling to acknowledge the numbers as they started to flutter into existence. The audience was voting. Yes, they were voting to see exactly what was going to happen to him.

The guards came up to him, and they grabbed him, and they lifted his arms up above her head. They attached them to a chain, and then they spread his legs, and they locked his ankles to the floor. It happened so fast. Still shocked and disoriented by his inability to defend himself or even speak, Calvin didn't resist.

Even if he had, it would have been a futile gesture. If anything, it would have proven to these women watching that men couldn't be trusted with something as simple as a trial.

"It looks like this boy is going to be whipped," the judge said.

No. Not again.

At least the electrical pain faded after a few seconds. Yes, it could sting. It might blaze across his nerves, but this was going to be worse. The judge turned back to Tara. "Would you like to do it yourself, or would you simply like to watch?"

"Oh, I’ve already had the opportunity to whip him. This time, I want to see what an expert can do," Tara replied.

That's when one of the guards stepped forward. She held onto her whip, and he saw it, and he drew in a breath, expanding his chest like he thought he was going to be able to plead with her.

He couldn't.

It didn't matter what he might want to say. It didn't matter what he could try to do. These women weren’t going to listen, he soon realized.

His fear grew stronger. The fear shoved in on him from every angle and direction. As an executive at Jackson Consolidated, he had dealt with unease and stress quite frequently. Even if he could do whatever he wanted with the girls, there were still specific competitions he had to win and metrics that had to be satisfied. His employers could have fired him at any moment, so he was always in danger of losing his position. Sure, he had confidence on his side, and that helped, but he always understood the potential for failure.

That unease couldn't compare with this dread that now burrowed into his body. A cold sweat appeared on his forehead, especially because he understood what was going to happen.

Yes, Tara had struck and tormented him, but she hadn't been an expert. Her whip had been smaller and lighter. It had stung, of course, but the woman now standing behind him understood the meaning of torture. She knew how to make the boys shout and scream, thrash, and struggle with every ounce of strength they possessed. She would drain them, leaving them utterly spent and broken before the end.

He sucked in a breath, and he wanted to say something.

Another guard appeared in front of him, and he opened his mouth to try to plead with her.

She shoved the gag between his teeth. "No talking," she said.

These women weren't interested in anything he had to say, not at that moment. Instead, they only wished to see him suffer.

This officer of the court made it happen.

Gagged and helpless, he didn't understand what he could do. Again and again, he scrambled for some possibility, like he might be able to figure out a strategy. Despite everything, he still refused to believe that he was genuinely powerless despite everything that had happened. Perhaps this was part of the human experience, like he thought he could fight until the very end…and it might make some small difference or buy him just a few more seconds.

That he felt that first bite.

He heard the hiss of the whip, and it struck right between his shoulder blades, and it seemed to scrape down against his skin. A stab of pain splashed across his defenses.

He whimpered. He knew how pathetic he sounded, especially since there were women applauding in the audience.

The next bite flew down, stabbing into his skin. Fresh pain lanced along his nerves, making him gasp and cry out all over again.

She struck over and over. She went for his right side, then his left. She aimed higher, then lower. He could feel every burst of agony as he endured all of this. Instinctively, he started to struggle. He yanked and fought against the shackles, yet he couldn't break free. His arms remained poised over his head, and he couldn't move more than a fraction of an inch to his left or right, forward or back. There was no escape as the pain swarmed over him.

The women were laughing. Even the judge called out, "Watch him twitch!"

On and on it went.

He lost all track of time.

The whip flew down in a blur and hit his right shoulder, his left butt cheek, the center of his back.

Then it stopped, and he was hanging there. Exhausted, he didn't have anything left.

"Would you like to hear him beg?"

"You know what?" Tara said, "I would."

"Calvin, this is your one and only opportunity before we carry out your sentence."

The judge's words hit him hard. He looked back out at the crowd, and he tried to speak. Over the last couple of minutes, he had forgotten about the gag in his mouth. Yes, he had cried out, shouting and screaming as the agony burned through him. At the same time, he now found himself suspended there, hanging by his arms with his legs still spread. He couldn't see the red lines along his back, yet the heat continued to pound against his senses. The burning agony lingered, flashing along his body with every kick of his heart.

They weren’t teasing him. They had to let him talk now, right?

A fresh stab of fear shot into his guts. He could feel that cold worry gnaw at his heart, his lungs, down to his stomach. Every inch of his body seemed to clench and tighten all at once, like he didn't know what he was supposed to do or how he was possibly supposed to respond.

The unfairness seemed to grind through him, shredding every ounce of dignity he possessed. He started to struggle, to thrash and buck as he shouted against the ball gag. He pulled and yanked against his chains, yet none of the women seemed to care. If anything, they were watching him with these bright and resplendent smiles on their faces.

They loved watching this, of course.

Finally, the judge said, "Okay. You can take the gag out of his mouth."

The guard obliged, pulling the ball out from between his teeth. She tossed it onto the floor, and it actually bounced once.

He dropped his head forward.

"Go on, Calvin. Beg. Beg for your pathetic life," Tara snarled. As those words left her lips, he could still hear that anger. When she had gone to work, she had honestly believed she would be able to demonstrate her skills as a young woman. She had gone to college, learned so much, and she had truly intended to distinguish herself as an employee.

Then he had come along, and he hadn’t been interested in any of her ideas. No. He was attracted to the hem of her skirt and the curves of her breasts, the tight contours of her ass, and the shine of her hair. He had fantasized about grabbing her and bending her over the conference room table before ramming her hard with his meaty cock.

In some of her fantasies, she would say yes. In others, she would say no. Either way, the fantasies ended with the same outcome. He pictured that girl, naked and on her knees, ready to suck his cock. Maybe he could smack her ass or even slap her across the face, just to make sure she understood who she was supposed to be and how this would work.

One way or the other, he always got hard as he contemplated that beautiful girl.

Worse, she was actually replaceable. She was a cute intern, but there were plenty more. Every year, a new crop of girls came in, so he could always have more fun later on...

But now, he could talk. He could beg.

Breathing faster, he tried to think of something he could say. Finally, he sounded pathetic as he called out, "Please!"

"Please, what?" Tara asked him from her side of the table.

"Please, please, don't do this. Please, you can't. Please, don't do this. Please, I'm begging. I'm pleading with you. Please?"

"Tell me you’re a pathetic boy who deserves to be punished."

If he didn't do this, then she could cut off his opportunity. She could order his execution. It would be the end of his life.

He had minutes, maybe seconds left…

Over the course of his existence, he had never really tried to calculate how long he might live. There were days and weeks and months and years, then decades in the future.

Granted, he had always been aware of the potential for a sudden death. Something could go wrong at any moment. Maybe a plane would crash into his apartment, he would get into a car accident, or perhaps something else terrible would happen. Mass shootings seem to be pretty popular in the United States, at least up until that moment when the female supremacists took over.

Only now, he glanced up, and he saw that black leather again. The shine held his eyes for a couple of seconds. He swallowed again and felt that terrified gulp run down along the length of his throat. Simultaneously, he wished he could run. The urge to flee, to sprint, to kick his feet down against the ground and swing his arms through the air ran hot to his body as some ancient instinct. These women were predators, and he was prey, and they could end him.

Only he couldn't run. With the shackles locked around his ankles, he couldn't move!

Plead. He had to beg. He had to plead. He had no other choice. "I, I'm a pathetic boy who deserves to be punished," he said, stuttering through those answers. "Please, Tara. Please, I know I deserve to be punished. What I did was wrong, and I'm sorry. I'm so sorry!"

"You're sorry because you got caught. You're not sorry because of what you did. If things could go back to the way they were, you would take that option, and you would act the exact same way," Tara said as she leaned forward.

"No, that's not true," he promised as he worked to sound sincere and determined.

"There," she said, pointing at him with another accusation. "There you go again. Right here, you are in this esteemed courtroom, and you’re telling me what I think. That's unacceptable, boy. This is why your kind of toxic masculinity needs to get cut out of society."

He realized how badly he had just messed up. His chest, compressed again. His shoulders tightened. At the same time, he wanted to step forward because he needed to run. That urge pulsed through his body again. Fighting was impossible, of course. In fact, he couldn't even think of himself as an action hero at that moment. Maybe he had watched thousands of movies where characters could run and leap and kick and punch their way to victory, but he wasn't like that.

Instead, he just wanted to run! He had to retreat and get out of there.

Despite those instincts, he remained trapped on that stage, and the noose still hung above his head.

Desperation thrummed through his body. "You're right. You're right about everything. I'm a jerk and a bastard and a monster. Please. Please, just let me go? Or send me to prison. Okay? You can send me to prison. Turn me into a slave! I don't care!"

"And since you don't care, then you won't mind putting on a show for us," Tara said. Then she turned back to the guards. "Do it."

It was her decision. It was only her decision. No one else could argue with her. She was the accuser. "By the way, Calvin, I want to thank you for your generous donation. I'm looking forward to relaxing and taking a couple of very nice vacations with all of the money you earned. In fact, I might buy a boy and take him with me. As he's going down on me, I'm going to think about your lifeless eyes."

He stared back at her.

In that instant, he didn't know how to speak. The words abandoned him. Throughout his life, he had always been so clever and articulate. He’d always known what he needed to say to get what he wanted. Unlike other boys, he didn't lose his temper, only now the noose began to slide back down. The guards stepped to his left and right.

It couldn't happen. It wasn’t really going to happen.

They were just messing with him, he tried to tell himself. For so long, he had been able to lie and dissemble and deceive. With the right delivered with the right tone, he’d been been able to skip so many different problems. But now the guards slid the noose around his neck. They stepped away. They released the shackles from his ankles.

"Do it," Tara called out. Behind her, the women cheered. Online and in that room, there were probably thousands of females watching this. They loved the show and that look of fear that stretched across his handsome face.

The noose rose, right as he tried to speak. He tried to call out one more sentence, one more declaration, one more promise, something, anything to save his life!

Leather shoved up against his throat, stifling those words. He didn't get to talk, and suddenly he was lifted off his feet. He kicked out, stabbing his toes forward, jerking his heels back, thrashing and bucking. He didn't even know what he was trying to accomplish, yet he still attempted to pull his arms out from behind his back. The cuffs remained in place, tight around his wrists. His body twisted to the left, then the right. He swung from side to side, and the women were still laughing.

"Bye, Calvin!" Tara said, raising her hand and waving.

He tried to cry out something, one more word, one more sound, anything!

Pain roiled up from the base of his throat as the noose dug into his skin. He tried to breathe, to do something, anything! His lungs tensed as the instinct to breathe flashed through him again and again.

No air.

No oxygen.

No breath. No life.

Darkness started to cloud out his vision, and then he faded away altogether. Eventually, his switching body settled, and the women laughed one more time.

It was time for the next trial.

The End
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