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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 
 
   
  
 



 Presidential Surrender 
 
      
 
    Arthur Fields. The youngest man ever elected president of the former United States. A maven when it came to manipulating the masses – the image of the television president. Loud and bold. He'd been the man that so many had considered unelectable – with a shady past tied to criminal enterprises, he flew into office in a confusing whirlwind and on the back of dozens of sexual assault allegations. 
 
    And maybe, in those tumultuous times ten years ago, that's precisely why the people had elected him – backlash. Backlash against the wave of feminist uprising sweeping through North America – the revolution sweeping across the whole world. Fields was everything the reactionary wanted to protect them against the waves of change rippling across all of North America. He had a backwards way of thinking – and people loved him for it. He proudly proclaimed his chauvinism, and promised to keep women in their place. He regaled TV cameras with tawdry details of his abuse towards women, how he treated them like animals – in his high-rise office, on the set of his television show. How he'd keep them where they belonged – under his desk. 
 
    Now he reaped the harvest of precisely what he'd sown. Things hadn't gone exactly the way he'd hoped. Some say he, himself, made it worse – his words and his administration; some say he incited the civil war between men and women across America. One thing, though, was for certain – of all the people who'd fought, he certainly hadn't been the winner. 
 
    President Fields's wife knew what it meant to look good – and to be silent. Mariella Truth had been an actress and a model before her life changed – by some accounts for the worst, by some, for the better. She'd been the star of a photo shoot off the coast of Majorca when Arthur Fields, then just a loudmouth and publicity-hungry businessman, walked into her life. She didn't fall in love with him there – his condescending attitude and obsessive, egotistical aggression turned her off, and she ran away. But she couldn't run from a man like Arthur Fields forever. Stunningly beautiful, even for a model – a woman with a perfect hourglass figure, a young and beaming, pretty face; her hair a honeyed golden-blonde and her skin a gorgeous bronze, her bust full and her green eyes gleaming, she could catch the eye and steal the heart of any man. 
 
    But another side of Mariella Truth lurked beneath the surface. A side that she could never truly live – it wasn't expected of her. Mariella couldn't show the world that the smiling bikini model with the full, kissable lips and the pretty ass, posing on beaches and smirking coyly, had deeper desires. Desires that made her heart throb and her legs quiver. The desire to chain a man up, as her slave; the desire to whip a man on the back until his skin burned beat red. The desire to dominate a man; wrap him in leather, bite him until he submitted; until she could pin him whimpering beneath her and fuck her male slave until she'd had her fill. She told no one; she never lived out her fantasies, except in the wild steam of her dreams. It'd ruin her career, if the scandal got out. 
 
    And so instead she lived unfulfilled, courted by politicians and businessmen; the sort who tried to dominate both in their personal and private lives. Men whose need for control – in the board room and the bedroom – left her sighing weakly as she lay in bed, a hand at her throat, a man forcing himself inside of her. Of course, she closed her eyes and dreamed of forcing him down, tightening a collar around his neck, and sneering at him with femme hunger. 
 
    But the world was changing, when Mariella Truth met Arthur Fields. He would have none of her fantasies, of course – the idea of a man as powerful as he subjected to the control of a woman's hungry touch would never work in their lives. She nurtured those secret feelings, though – and the more she thought about a life where she dominated Arthur, the more it excited her. She subsisted on the fantasies of the egotistical, powerful businessman on his knees in the bedroom. She thought of whipping him as he writhed in submissive agony. She hoped, perhaps, if she played along with his courtship, he would fall in love – and she could live out all of her fantasies on him. 
 
    Arthur's blustery public personality worsened as he and Mariella grew closer. The star of his own TV show about the hell he puts his business assistants through, Arthur – known infamously as “Mr. Fields,” the name his ever-suffering secretaries called him – pursued Mariella as the wave of violent, revolutionary feminism across the Americas intensified. He grew increasingly political, using his weekly television show as a pulpit for his wild ideas. Men loved his words and women loved his youthful looks, egotism and boisterous personality. Mariella found him attractive – she hated everything about his persona, but the idea of dominating him, like some dark fetish, had grown into an all-consuming desire. She stood by him, playing her role – the quiet, beautiful trophy that the wealthy, handsome entrepreneur could tout as a symbol of his power over everything – even over women. 
 
    Arthur asked Mariella to marry him on the eve of the first gender wars in Canada. He had started promising to build a wall between America and Canada to keep out these wild new ideas of feminism. More than that, he wished to protect and sustain the patriarchy. To him, this was all about the desire to maintain the American way of life. Mariella accepted this of course – bored and unenthusiastic, she nonetheless hoped to fulfill her filthy fantasies once she managed to get a ring on her loudmouthed lover's finger. They married on the campaign trail – with his show now a propaganda piece blasting to millions of loyal viewers every night, Fields portrayed his crass and destructive public personality into a noble attribute for millions of scared Americans watching the feminist wave sweep southward from Canada. 
 
    And always, Mariella appeared – at press conferences, rallies. She behaved like the good wife she was expected to be. Fields played golf with industrial magnates and laughed at the idea of a feminist war in the United States. He ate dinner with his best friend, business mogul Andrew Golding; the two would guffaw at the thought of an all-female takeover, and excuse themselves from their wives to indulge in drugs, booze and prostitutes in wild parties all night. Like expendable workers and raw product, women were commodities to men like those – Fields would use them and discard them when it suited him, like nice cars or jet planes. To Fields, Mariella was another – certainly he loved her, but to him it had never been about that. It had been about showing the world he controlled everything around him – including one of the hottest models on the entire planet. 
 
    Mariella waited. She watched the feminist violence with increasing intrigue. She saw the changes in Canada – and they excited her, emotionally and physically. To see men defeated, dominated in a way she had only ever been able to dream of – the thought drove her absolutely wild. She played her role in public – she contrasted her husband, the violent and loud presidential candidate, with friendliness and poise. As the feminist movement swept into America, women across the country began to hate Mariella – her beauty and pliability in the public eye made her the example of the enemy, women who hurt the idea of the revolution by playing second chair to the men in their lives. If only they knew the thoughts in her head... 
 
    Election Day arrived, and the world waited in quaking anticipation for the results. It could change everything, and the world knew. Fields's opponent, a career politician named Marsha Lear, had been a well-known supporter of feminist causes, and while she insisted on keeping America steady and safe against armed turmoil as Canada had suffered, many did not trust her. Scandal and fear, along with Fields's loud propaganda, swung the vote at a critical moment, and when the results rolled in that night, they spelled doom for Lear's campaign. 
 
    Somehow, he'd done it. By screaming loudly, violating every rule and hurting everyone on the way to the top, especially women, Arthur Fields had won the presidency. A lively celebration swung through the halls of the Astor, where the Fields campaign – and the candidate and his wife – had been watching the proceeds on television. Mariella saw her husband's excitement, and her own role in the victory, and her mind turned again to those wicked, filthy desires. She watched her husband drown himself in champagne and flirt with campaign staffers that night – she watched and she waited. And when the chaos began to die away, and she dragged her husband back to their penthouse suite in one of the most expensive hotels in the world, her hunger overcame her. 
 
    To dominate the most powerful man in the entire world – she nearly collapsed in orgasmic pleasure just at the very inkling of a thought of it. She pulled him into their suite; with a newfound strength, a strength she had never shown her husband, she threw him onto the sprawling king-sized bed, trimmed with golden sheets. The arrogant, stubborn and brash president-elect expected his smiling, pliant wife to tug his legs free of his pants; he expected her to do the job he had married her for, to fall to her knees and service him like a good wife with a hungry mouth wrapped around his stiff shaft. He owned the world now – and he expected her to reward him for his victory, taking the whole world as his own. He wore a smirk on his lips as his campaign speech blared muffled over the speakers to their television set, his propaganda already filling the room. She wanted, so badly, to wipe the smirk right from his lips; to show him what really made her heart throb, her body pulse with otherworldly, erotic sensation. She slipped the belt from his waist; an evil smile on her lips she pulled his pants down, inch by inch, until his long, gleaming cock stood erect, stiff and nearly throbbing.  
 
    But next, she reached in close, and with fingers absolutely trembling in hungry delight, she pulled the belt tight around the president-elect's neck. She tightened it against his throat; his eyes widened in confusion, as she squeezed it softly, letting the real Mariella seep from her pores and sizzle from her plump, pretty lips. 
 
    “Mr. President,” she hissed, biting at his earlobe, her sexy body strong and dominant on top of his. “There's something about me you don't know. And now that you rule the world... I want to rule you,” she promised, her words so twisted; so erotic. Just being on top of him made her shake; her spine arched as she rubbed his chest, pulling his shirt apart, wrenching on the makeshift collar to force him against her full, beautiful tits. He squirmed, confounded and angry; he didn't want to submit to her, even with the beauty of a goddess. He didn't want to please her – not if it meant supplication, even a sweet and sexy supplication. 
 
    Before she could strap him down or control him, he wildly protested, pushing her away. Hurt, Mariella tried to explain to him that this was what she liked – that she loved him, and that the power he wielded made her hot. 
 
    “Please,” she asked quietly, feeling the lust die away in her thumping heart. “Don't you want to understand me – to please me, Arthur?” 
 
    “I'm not letting you fucking do this to me,” he snarled. “I'm the man in this relationship. I'm the president, for fuck's sake. I'm not going to bow or be a toy for a woman, especially not you.” 
 
    “Especially not me? I'm your wife,” she whispered angrily. “Please, just...” she approached again, so turned on by the sight of him – the president, the most powerful man in the world – collared, collared for her to enjoy. Mesmerized by the sight of the man she wanted to be her slave, she moved in for a starved kiss – only to find her face the victim of a powerful, dizzying slap. His palm print burned on her cheek and she fell to the side of the bed; he grasped her, pushing her down and sighing, his breath on fire. 
 
    “I'm not going to be some kind of... toy, you're not my master. You're the WOMAN, and you will act like it,” he snarled, nostrils flaring and surprise striking his expression. “Don't you..ever think about this again, do you understand? I'm the president. You're my wife, and you have a job to do,” he raged. She held back sobs, feeling the gates closing – knowing she'd never live those fantasies that had been welling up inside of her her whole life. 
 
    At least... that's what she thought at first. 
 
    Fields's election did little to quell the tide of change sweeping across the Americas. Canada fell, changing radically – women controlled a new state founded on sisterhood and unity. Americans feared the war would come to their doorstep soon, and thousands marched begging for protection. Arthur Fields may have talked strong during the election, but incompetence and corruption handicapped his goals. The wall to separate Canada from the United States never materialized. Many thought that the election of Fields meant that the women had lost – that the voters had rejected the tide of change across North America. Instead... the unrest grew worse than ever before. 
 
    Powerful women began to speak out. Delaney Golding and Mariella used to have lunch occasionally – but when Delaney began to speak out about her husband's abuses, Arthur forbid Mariella from ever speaking to Delaney again. It was only the first of a number of increasingly paranoid moves made by Arthur – who had begun to question his wife after their encounter on election night. The push and pull of life in Washington ruined his resolve, and his loudmouth blustering did little to stop the groups of women taking up arms across the country. When the war came, he didn't know what he could even do – except watch. 
 
    Mariella watched, too. More and more a prisoner in the White House each day, she disappeared as a public mouthpiece and feminine prop for her husband, whose paranoia led to his lashing out at her. His masculinity had been threatened, and now women threatened the masculinity of all of society, all at once. Mariella remained silent during her husband's many wild tirades – she knew he would interpret silence as support, but in reality the turn of events in the world pleased her. She watched the wars erupt and it turned her on – politically, and sexually.  
 
    Far from abandoning her dreams after the vicious slap from her husband, Mariella didn’t give up, and her desires only grew more and more intense each night. She laid awake imagining them as her husband slept – the president at her feet, groveling; all the women of the world indulging in collaring their slaves just as she had, for those few lustful moments. The more she watched her husband's administration crumble under the weight of its own misogynist incompetence, the hotter she grew – dreaming of the day when the world might change, and let the pliable Mariella, the housewife Mariella disappear. The day she could let the real Mariella out.  
 
    Mariella broke her husband's rules. She lied to him about going to Majorca for a photo shoot – just like where they'd met. And when she got out of the White House, she met with her friend Delaney, who had become a part of the feminist movement against Arthur's administration, by then. 
 
    Meeting in secret at a cafe in Boston, the two friends garbed themselves in unflattering clothes, sunglasses on their faces. They were hoping none would recognize the very public and beautiful appearances of two women ostensibly on opposing sides of the violence raging across America. 
 
    “You hadn't reached out to me in so long, Mari, I didn't think I'd see you again. Was that your husband's doing?” Delaney hissed. “Mine's tried to do the same... but we're women. We can't let them treat us like this.” 
 
    “It's harder when your husband is president of the United States,” Mariella responded hesitantly. She still felt a deep shame for the desires deep in her chest, one brought on by her husband's treatment of her. 
 
    “Why should I talk to you? You turned your back on us. On women everywhere. We're finally getting what we deserve, and we're fighting hard for it – and where are you? In the White House, showing where a woman ought to be, according to your husband,” Delaney sighed in disappointment. “I don't know that I can trust you. Or that any woman should.” 
 
    “It's not true,” Mari sighed, looking down at the pavement. It was a cool fall day, leaves drifting across awkward, jagged cobblestones on a quiet Boston street. “I have to... I feel like I can tell you, Delaney. I'm a prisoner. Arthur doesn't trust me. I let him see some of my secret passions like what I really wanted, and he turned on me for it. He thinks I threaten his masculinity.” 
 
    “Shouldn't he be afraid of us? We hate everything he stands for. Including his obsession with masculinity. You should, too, Mari. We're fighting for all women. Even you,” Delaney said in a hushed whisper, trying to convince her old friend to see the truth, just as Delaney had regarding her own conceited, chauvinistic husband. 
 
    “I feel things, I want things, Delaney. I want him to be my slave,” Mari admitted, breaking down. “I tried to show him, and... he slapped me. He said he could never bow to a woman, in the bedroom, or anywhere else. I was the woman... and I was supposed to submit.” 
 
    “You aren't meant to submit any more than he is,” Delaney hissed. “You are strong. You're the strongest woman in the country – use that power. Make Arthur understand. Make him bow,” Delaney growled, sipping on her tea. 
 
    “How could I ever do that?” Mariella's voice shivered, both enthralled and terrified of the opportunity Delaney presented to her. 
 
    “You have more power than any of us. You have power over him. You know everything he does – everything he thinks. Use that power, Mari,” Delaney murmured quietly. “You could win the fight for us. You could convince him to give us the power.” 
 
    As much as it enticed Mariella, she hesitated. She couldn't think of it – as much as she wanted to dominate Arthur, to see him at her feet groveling, humiliated, she had never thought of betraying her husband – not even after that slap; not after all of his pained paranoia. She had never thought of dedicating herself to her womanhood and turning on the man who she still loved, even if she could never realize her true desires with him. 
 
    “I... I don't know if I should do that, Delaney. If I can do that,” Mariella clarified, looking away from the table; turning her attention from the plot laid before her. Maybe her husband was right – maybe she was wrong for having these desires; these dark desires to dominate men, to take Arthur, the ruler of the most powerful country in the world, and make him her slave. Maybe she should have stayed where she belonged – in the backdrop, the quiet cheerleader for her husband. Maybe all the propaganda was right – maybe women belonged backing their men, and nothing else. 
 
    “You don't believe that, do you?” Delaney asked, her voice founded and firm. She took another sip of her coffee, faint disgust in her face. “You don't believe in all of your husband's lies. You're a woman. You're one of us – and I know what you want.” Mariella blinked. 
 
    “Wh... what do you mean?” she asked, playing timid; her leg shuddered as memories of her husband, collared and surprised, flashed in her mind. 
 
    “Do you think your loud-mouthed husband would make it through an experience like you gave him, on election night, without telling my husband?” Delaney smirked, reclining knowingly in her chair. “And if he told something so embarrassing for him to my husband, you must certainly know that my husband told me.” 
 
    “He... he told you?” Mariella gulped, her body frozen in confused fear. Delaney leaned in, a dominant lilt on her tongue. 
 
    “Do you think you're the only one, Mariella?” Delaney whispered, voice thick with intrigue. “Do you think you’re alone, that you alone have desires you don't want to show the world? I know how it feels,” she exhales sharply. “I've struggled with it for a long time. Being the pliant, pleasant little secretary, my husband's loyal servant. Standing behind him for his successes and serving him in the shadow of his defeats. That's not what you want,” she sneered. “I know what you want. And so do we.” 
 
    “We?” Mariella's voice quivered. 
 
    “It's the same thing we all want – the women of America. It's what we've been fighting for. The men will know what they've been doing to us – including how they've made us hide our desires, hide who we really are. No more, Mariella, no more,” Delaney's voice grew imposing; powerful. It carried that same dominant, confident power that Mariella craved; the power that made her shake in hot, erotic anticipation. She exhaled deeply, conflict vexing her expression as the two sat in a cool breeze – the only hint of peace either of them would see for a long time, as Mari would soon return to the chaos of the White House, and Delaney to the war – both public of private – against her husband and the wicked, misogynist industry he had helped to create. 
 
    “I just don't... think I should. I shouldn't turn against Arthur, for my own gratification,” Mariella dismissed the talk of war and freedom, still clinging to the safety Arthur provided her. 
 
    “Wake up, Mari,” Delaney continued to urge the First Lady on. “This isn't just about our gratification – it's about changing society from the ground up. It's about a shift in the way the world works – a shift for us, a shift we've deserved. A shift we've fought and died for silently for thousands of years, Mari,” Delaney boasted with confidence, finishing her drink and slamming the cup onto the table as another breeze carried fallen autumn leaves along the sidewalk. “We've suffered as society's second-class citizens for long enough. We bear the children, raise them – we hold the entire future of the human race in our hands, but we can't earn a wage equal to a man, or feel confident in our desire to dominate a man; to be ourselves. Don't you think that's positively criminal?” Delaney demanded of Mariella, who now shook weakly in the wind, her emotions stirred. 
 
    “I might feel that way, but what can I ever do about it?” Mariella protested. “First Lady or not, Arthur doesn't listen to me – he doesn't trust me.” 
 
    “He does – more than you might think. You live in the White House, don't you? You're a part of all their contingencies – their escape plans. You know more about your husband and about his job than anyone – and you could use that, to help us,” Delaney said, her voice heightened into a quiet, frenzied excitement at the thought of her best friend turning to support the feminists – and realize what she truly wanted. 
 
    “I just... I'm sorry,” Mariella said, feeling tears at the edges of her eye, the conflict tearing apart at her insides. She left her cup of tea half-finished, fleeing into the streets, to her secret car, hidden around the corner; she sat in the driver's seat for a long time in silence, only the sound of the breeze whipping against her passenger's side window to comfort her confused sobs. In her heart, she knew Delaney was right; not one night had gone past in the last few months that she hadn't thought about election night. She kept thinking of how pleased she’d be to see the leader of the free world bound, even if only for a moment. It had made her feel something she never had – and now she knew she wasn't alone in wanting to see men shackled. Not just shackled erotically – but an entire society of women living as they'd wanted, in control of an entire population of male slaves to please them. 
 
      
 
    Mariella returned to the White House. She didn't speak to Delaney again. Her best friend left her dozens of messages – begged her to realize who she was. Messages sent in secret – Arthur grew increasingly paranoid, as the feminists and their militant backers began making gains – both in territory, and in public support. Violence spread across the southern states, and armed protests came closer and closer to the nerve centers of business and government of the United States. The closer they came – the more fiery the rhetoric. The more fiery the rhetoric – both of apocalypse by her husband, and of freedom from the feminists – the more fearful Mariella grew. 
 
    Delaney had been right – Mariella wanted to be free, free to be herself – free from the shackles that society had placed on her womanhood. She would listen to her husband's paranoid rants – but the longer time went on, the more she thought about that slap. Months, even a year later, her cheek still burned from the feeling of his fingers across her soft skin. She remembered his words, and while she had told them to Delaney herself, she resented them more every day. 
 
    “I'm the man. You're the woman.” 
 
    “You're not supposed to control me. To dominate me. I'm the man.” 
 
    “I’m in charge. You obey. Got it?” 
 
    Those phrases swirled through her head. 
 
    Months passed and the situation grew worse. Feminists from both Canada and Mexico joined in an armed sorority across the United States, forming their own shadow government – with Delaney near the top. Mariella regretted her choice to stand by her husband, who now preached regularly that women would need to be made slaves – for good – to stop this from happening again. 
 
    Fields's forces fought hard – but even the hardest men couldn't stand to kill their mothers; their sisters, their girlfriends; their wives. They looked across the lines drawn through Washington DC, and wept at the sight of their families bearing arms against them. Men laid down their guns; they bowed at the sight of the mothers and nurturers of the world banded together, unflinching and powerful in sisterhood. 
 
    But Mariella's husband had lost his mind – with his bodyguards, military advisors, secretaries turning on him – he had turned the White House into an impregnable fortress, inhabited only by his most fanatical followers, only the men he could trust. 
 
    And Mariella, of course. 
 
    When Mariella realized what her husband would do – that he'd fight to the very end, if he had to, shooting as many women as he needed to go out in a blaze of glory – her heart thumped, and she lost her breath. She still loved him – and she still wanted to dominate him. His handsome face had grown haggard with pockmarked facial hair; he wore his impeccable suits for days at a time, and bags wore heavy under his eyes. 
 
    She couldn't let it happen. She couldn't let them kill him – and she couldn't deal with his madness any longer. 
 
    “It's over, Mari,” read a text message – as feminist forces, protesters and all, surrounded the White House, Mariella took a deep breath, knowing what that meant. She had turned her back to her sisters for so long – stood silent as her husband stood ready to destroy all of America. Mariella gripped her phone, tears on her cheeks – she didn't know how Delaney would respond, but she knew what she had to do. She thought about everything – her life with Arthur, their wedding. 
 
    She thought about election night. About that slap. About how it had felt to be humiliated – to take a backseat to the man she had wanted for so long to dominate. She thought about a life lived in shame – how it all culminated in that slap. 
 
    “You're the woman. I'm the man.” 
 
    “There's a secret passage – unfortified, the only way out or in without facing the guards. It's hidden near the south lawn,” she texted Delaney back, her hands shaking as she typed out each letter. “You were right Delaney. You were right.” 
 
    She was right. She had been right all along – and in a part of her heart she kept locked, Mariella knew it – she knew it that day in Boston. She knew on election night that she would wind up here, texting this message as tears bit at her eyes. 
 
    The feminists stormed the secret entrance, capturing the White House with little resistance. When they seized the Oval Office, they found Arthur Fields shackled to the chair at the president's desk – and behind him she stood, tall and proud, her head held high for the first time in her life. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Arthur had asked her as she approached him for the first time without fear, shackling his wrist with cold, hard steel. 
 
    “I'm saving your life. Because I love you – and because you deserve to watch what happens next,” Mariella had told him, using all the strength in her curvy, dominant feminine body to force her husband, the president, into the chair. His men abandoned him – at Mariella's command. And his hand would sign the executive order that handed control of the federal government over to the sorority's shadow government. 
 
    And she would make sure he did exactly as they said. 
 
    On that day, Mariella didn't expect mercy from Delaney, or from the others. The feminists had made no mistake in damning Mariella publicly for supporting their worst enemy; for standing behind the president as he made fiery speeches condemning the women's search for power and freedom. They saw her as his tool – his silent cheerleader. 
 
    But when Delaney led the women in to the Oval Office, she smiled. 
 
    “You shouldn't have to live in fear, Mari,” she said, hugging her old friend. 
 
    “I'm not anymore,” Mariella spoke with confidence. 
 
      
 
    All of that was years ago. The women reshaped the world after they seized the White House – after the corrupt United States of America ceased to exist, and a Sisterhood of states formed across the Americas, united and powerful, with the men as their servants. The White House buzzed with life, still – to turn a symbol that had for so long kept women down into a monument to the power of the sorority was an opportunity no true feminist could possibly give up. Now, the men filed through the hallways – assistants, secretaries, slaves; servants to the women in charge. Servants to be taught, to be controlled – to be punished, whenever the women of the house wanted. Servants to be used as resources; as fucktoys, whenever the women needed it.  
 
    And none proved as perfect a servant as Arthur Fields, recently renamed Mr. Truth. He had become everything his wife had wanted him to be – and when he voiced protests against it, she was sure to remind him just what he deserved. 
 
    Mariella Truth didn't wear unflattering business suits any longer; now, she wore her favorite leather bodysuit, emphasizing the curves which years and age had not blighted even one bit. Atop her shiny black leather she wore her favorite jacket; blue, with ample cleavage shown. A shiny leather belt held to her waist the implements she needed to do her job – keep her husband, her slave, Mr. Truth, in line.  
 
    Delaney hadn't punished her old friend – in fact, quite the opposite. Mariella had been made the most important administrative voice in teaching men where they deserved to be. It had become her job to administer the federal employment program for men – deciding what jobs they could do, and how the women now in charge could treat them. 
 
    She lived by example. 
 
    “What did you say to me, slave?” Mariella hissed; her husband lay prostrate in bed, naked; his cock held in a leather harness, only suitable to be freed and used when his wife saw fit to take him as she pleased. His wrists and ankles bound in leather, Mariella's hair flowed freely as her body quivered in sexual delight. 
 
    “I'm sorry, love, please, forgive me for protesting,” Mr. Truth's voice squeaked weakly. Mariella towered over her husband's quaking form, her shadow cast long across him as light poured through their windows. Fire in her eyes, Mariella's heart pounded and her legs shivered seeing him like that. 
 
    “What did I tell you about talking back to me? You have duties to do here in the White House – and you will do them,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, ma'am,” Arthur shuddered, “yes.” She couldn't hold back any longer – seeing him like this did something primordial to her body, and she threw the door to their palatial bedroom shut, smirking darkly as she tossed away her blazer and unceremoniously pulled the zipper of her bodysuit down her chest, letting her full, beautiful breasts bounce free. 
 
    “You want this, don't you, little love-slave? You fucking want this, don't you, fucktoy?” she presented herself to her slave, who nodded anxiously; she stepped forward, grasping at his package, bound up tightly in its leather harness. She could feel it grow stiffer; Mr. Truth's wanting hands reached out to cup those voluptuous tits, but furor filled Mariella's brow and she pulled the riding crop from her belt of implements, swatting hard at her husband's knuckles. “Don't you dare. Do you want to be chained up again for another day?” 
 
    “Please, no, I just want...” Mr. Truth tried to squeal out an answer, but his wife's powerful presence controlled everything he did and everything he said. 
 
    “You will get what I give you, and nothing more, do you understand, you pathetic slave?” Mariella snarled. As she watched him nod, she took in a deep breath. She thought about the last few years. She thought about how this man had once been the most powerful voice of the patriarchy in all the world – the last dying remnant of an ideal best left to the dust. He had ruled the world. 
 
    She threw him down forcefully onto his back, his body still bound; leather groaned as her bodysuit ground out a salacious rhythm against the leather harness, his cock stiffening more and more as his master teased him, her cunt dripping, soaked with delight at the feeling of his body submissive beneath her. 
 
    “Perhaps if you're well-behaved, your master will let you cum this time,” Mariella hissed down at Mr. Truth, whose body absolutely burned in want at that proposition. He reached out again with leatherbound wrists, wanting so badly to touch her body. She grasped the leather belt clung to his wrists, wrenching it away from her full tits, her nipples stiff and her face full of delicious desire. 
 
    “You've angered me now, slave. Now, you'll have to watch, helpless, as I pump my fingers into my pussy and cum, and you don't get to even touch my body – or your own,” she growled. 
 
    “Yes, please, anything,” he begged. 
 
    He had ruled the whole world. Now, she ruled him. She smirked in delight. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



 Professor to Prisoner 
 
      
 
    She had stars in her eyes, butterflies in her stomach - and a pain in her heart. As with so many other college girls, her life was dominated by dramatic clichés. She didn’t know her English teacher - and famed novelist, Braden Hart - would leave her broken in ways she could never have imagined. Taking his course in her freshman year of college, Misty Webb spent many nights swooning over him - many nights dreaming of him. 
 
    Now they spent their nights together - him, bound and restrained, quaking at the dominant touch of the woman he couldn’t even dream of. He changed her life in ways he could never have imagined - but as their lives changed, the world changed. Women fought and marched and bled as wars swept the Americas, and when the sorority emerged - their lives truly changed forever. Her lover, the once-influential writer and the most influential teacher she’d ever had - Braden Hart - quivered under her powerful grasp. She wasn’t the shaky student she’d been in college. She had grown and was ready to take control. 
 
      
 
    “Who has feelings about Hemingway?” Dr. Hart asked his classroom, only to be answered by a veil of painful silence. Not a word was uttered; the only sound any student could hear was the twitch of a pencil tip against an errant notebook or an uncomfortable cough.  
 
    No one could say anything, though it was hard to tell whether the silence stemmed from the nature of the question, or the position of the man asking the question - after all, few of the students were ready to take a class with a genuine celebrity. Dr. Braden Hart had spent his entire life writing and reading. The author of dozens of books in his life, he was surprised when a big publishing house picked up his title, Eat It Up, for publication. One of Dr. Hart’s own guilty pleasures, it featured pages and pages of rough, raunchy sex - just the sort of thing he had spent countless nights thinking of, dreaming of or chattering about over drinks with other close-minded guys. They loved objectifying anything attractive that popped up on the dingy TV in whatever bar he’d decided to frequent that week. 
 
    With society in upheaval and the election of a master, abusive misogynist as president of the US, Dr. Hart’s book proved a surprise hit with womanizing men across America. Young, successful, stylish and smart, Dr. Hart’s star exploded - so much so that he almost decided to pass on teaching for that particular year. But things didn’t work out that way, and Dr. Hart nonetheless found himself on the prestigious, sunny Stetson University campus for another year. So many students were talking about him now.  
 
    Controversial and racy, the content of the book shocked both his superiors and the politically-charged climate of the Stetson campus with the loudest feminist students deriding him as a sex-crazed, demeaning anti-feminist adolescent. Seeing the opportunity for publicity, Dr. Hart played the opponent to his anti-fans, displaying a braggadocio that had worked wonders for the president-elect, a man of immense public profile.  
 
    “Anybody? Anybody at all?” he asked; one could hear a pin drop in the thirty-student classroom, its walls paneled in polished oak and the sun gleaming through the trees and into tall, glass windows.  
 
    Dr. Hart paced at the head of the classroom, and while the protests and the arguments and the media attention burned like blistering-hot embers dancing on a campfire just outside of the classroom, the silence struck him as eerie; almost peaceful, to live for a few moments without the press gabbing into his face and his feminist foes on campus chirping angrily into his ears. His footsteps echoed along hardwood floors, the sound of an awkward student shifting in his creaking timber desk accompanying the loud cough of another uncomfortable student. His eyes scanned the freshman-year class - fresh-eyed and hopeful kids full of curiosity - and probably full of liquor, frat parties and the hard wiles of campus life no doubt draining them of vim in their first few weeks of life away from their small towns and small families. Pretty young women in blouses and makeup, their hair done up, fingers clacking away at laptops to appear busy; guys dressed casual, their eyes wandering along the walls; to the clocks, anywhere.  
 
    “Well,” Dr. Hart followed up, taking on that patronizing tone that had begun to make him profitable and famous on television, “did anyone bother to read the assignment, then? Anyone at all?” he scolded the assembled students; he expected this by now from most first-year classes.  
 
    There’d either be a room of stunned silence, no one wanting to make a move for fear of bringing this collective boycott crumbling down, or there’d be that one loud, chattering, irritating personality, often a fixture of the front row of the classroom, arm shooting excitedly into the air at any and every opportunity to drone in an intolerable tone until Dr. Hart’s ear fell off. His second question brought some activity from the crowd, though - a single hand meekly rose up before timidly falling back down.  
 
    His eyes flew to the daring individual who’d offered herself as sacrifice - or perhaps, she’d simply had it in her to answer honestly, whereas the rest of the classroom remained still in hopes of avoiding a singling-out. A woman - a meek and pretty blonde, and Dr. Hart could tell from the sheen of hope in her eyes that she had always been the over-achiever; the girl that her friends secretly hated for always following the rules, for always making them look bad. The perfect victim for a first-day chew-out. 
 
    “You!” Dr. Hart exclaimed with his flair for the dramatic alive in his tone, “Thank you, miss, for being brave enough to look like an idiot in front of your friends. That’s why you volunteered, right?” Dr. Hart said, the other students in the room chittering with hushed laughter. “You certainly don’t look to be the type of woman to bury her nose in Hemingway. Certainly, what sort of loser of a woman does that?” he teased.  
 
    The pretty blonde girl with her big, round blue eyes wore a rather frumpy earthen-tone skirt and sun-colored blouse; she recoiled, the pained expression in her eyes showing that she had immediately begun to regret her rather hesitant attempt at showing her knowledge of the material all the students had been expected to know of by today. “Besides, you ruin the fun of the rest of the class by being the one loser who happened to read the material, right? Just like a woman, huh?” he played up the role, and the entire freshman class was far too hesitant and stricken with fear to voice any opposition to his claims. A few of the guys started to laugh. She shook her head quietly, as if begging for the professor not to assassinate her character so freely or so early into her college career. “What’s your name, young lady?” he asked. The blonde waited a long moment to answer, biting her bottom lip.  
 
    “M-Misty, Misty Webb,” the woman’s voice warbled weakly in response. In spite of her weak response, she seemed to try to challenge him in her own way. “I app… appreciate your commentary, Dr. Hart, but I do enjoy Hemingway. I thought A Farewell to Arms was amazing. And I really appreciate his selflessness in fighting in the Spanish Civil War, for a cause he truly b… believed in,” she said, still weak, but with a fresh sense of conviction. She swallowed hard as Dr. Hart’s appraising gaze feel across her face; he smirked his contemptible smirk, rolling his tongue across his lips. Dr. Hart kept himself in shape - young and smart and in the prime of his life, Braden Hart worked hard to maintain rock-hard abs, a comfortable bronze to his skin, his sandy-blonde hair always kept free and wild like his carefree and libertine spirit. His striped button-down clung tight to his firm and strong muscles, he stroked his chin confidently. 
 
    “You seem to know a lot about the material, Ms. Webb. Not something I’d expect a freshman whose lifestyle presumably consists of campus parties and long nights spent in the Student Union Building,” Dr. Hart slyly commented, bringing another jostle of weak laughter from the assembled classroom. “And perhaps you know a lot about Hemingway. So tell me, why are you in my intro to twentieth-century lit class, then, and not one of my classes for majors? A woman who knows so much about Hemingway must have a certain interest in my particular subject matter,” he derided her playfully. 
 
    “Perhaps I saw a class being taught by an… interesting, new author, and decided to take it,” she retorted bashfully, her cheeks blooming with a rosy tint. Dr. Hart, taken aback at the sudden mention of his ‘extracurricular’ activities, sighed. 
 
    “So you’re here to harangue me for writing a book about my desires as a man? You’re one of those, huh? A lot of your type among freshmen classes lately,” he grumbled sarcastically, bringing a loud laugh from the classroom. 
 
    “Or maybe I was curious, not angry, when I read your book,” she responded brashly, bringing a silence and stunned eyes from across the room. She immediately realized the folly of her statement and shrunk away in her seat like a flower withering under a blistering-hot summer. 
 
    “Perhaps I ought to ask someone else what they think of Hemingway, then,” Dr. Hart briskly moved along, feeling satisfied at having readily - and awkwardly - eviscerated the brave young blonde student. “What about you?” he motioned to a rather blank-faced athletic guy near the rear of the room, who blinked and stammered a dull noise as empty of life as the look on his face. 
 
    The remainder of the lecture went as it usually did; lots of awkward silence, lots of hesitant arms extended, and very little actual discussion of the writer or topic at hand. Still, that question the blonde girl had asked, and the way she’d responded, stuck with him - and he found his eyes wandering through the aisles of stuffed backpacks and clacking laptop keyboards and meeting her again, her face always pained in embarrassment each time their eyes briefly met.  
 
    When the time came for class to dismiss Dr. Hart watched the blonde gather her things, her face blistering-red; she talked to no one, and waited for most of her classmates to breeze past her. When her opportunity came, she stuffed her books into her messenger bag and grasped her laptop and rushed across the front of the classroom in a harried frenzy, hoping not to attract the attention or the ire of any of the people she’d made a complete fool of herself in front of. 
 
    “Ms. Webb, was it?” Dr. Hart called out to her, his face still bearing that contemptible and brimming smirk from end to end. “That’s an interesting opinion you had on my book. Not one I expected to hear from a student, but interesting nonetheless,” he said, terminating her retreat rather suddenly and definitively. She swallowed hard, aiming to simply brush past him and pretend she hadn’t heard his comment; instead he stepped in path as the rest of the class filtered out of the room, making his presence - and his words - completely unavoidable.  
 
    “Y-yes, Ms. Webb,” she sighed, eyes downcast. “I’m, just… I didn’t mean to br-bring up your book, if you didn’t want it to be a part of the discussion.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I want you bringing up my book? It’s making me a lot of money, and it’s pretty much all true,” he bragged with a grin. “Is that the kind of thing you’re in to?” he teased. “It’s not exactly the sort of book women, especially in this day and age, express ‘interest’ in. At least, not publicly,” he purred. She felt her heart hop in her chest as a realization struck her young, nubile body.  
 
    The words in his book came rushing back to her mind. She looked at her professor - and saw he was everything he had said he was in the book. It struck her profoundly; she felt a heat build up inside of her, realizing she had been thinking - even dreaming - about encountering the man who had been so dominant and so depraved in all of the encounters he wrote about. And now she stood flush with him, listening to his confident purr; squirming at the feeling of his words on her skin, she realized he had been just what she dreamed of. 
 
    “Dr. Hart, I don’t… I don’t know if I should ask you, about the book, about…” she gulped. “It’s pretty… well, it’s pretty crazy for a… a student to talk about, with her professor. I think,” she expressed a weakening second-guessing about the subject. 
 
    “What’s wrong with it? You’re an adult, aren’t you? Or are you not?” he teased. “I know you’re certainly blushing like a little girl right now,” he flirted. She giggled. 
 
    “I’m j-just, it’s not something I talk about a lot. Especially,” she snickered, “not… not with professors.” 
 
    “You’re a freshman. What have you talked about with professors, so far? Why not this?” he retorted charismatically. 
 
    “I… I guess you’re right,” she admitted hastily, looking towards the door where freedom awaited. But something pulled her back… a strange desire, to talk to him; to ask him about all the things he’d written about in the book. Because when she’d read it she had never even imagined the debauchery, the desire… the feeling of subjugation, or even the feeling of dominance. She hated to admit it but young Misty had gone to college a virgin - and until that moment, she had never met someone like Dr. Hart. “I… well, I liked your book.” She admitted, her cheeks full rosy again. 
 
    “Saying that’s dangerous on this college campus,” Dr. Hart warned. “You’d better watch who you say it to. Especially among the women on campus. They’re not too happy about my opinions on sex and women, and I guess the way the world’s going they’re not shy to let everyone know.” 
 
    “Well… women, we just want the right to be equals with men, to make men realize what they do to us, how they make us feel in society,” Misty quaintly protested. 
 
    “Now you sound like one of them,” Dr. Hart rolled his eyes. “What we do in the bedroom is what we do in the bedroom. And women like to feel the way I make them feel,” Dr. Hart bragged. “They put themselves in that position. And I’m not the only one who feels that way, clearly, by how my book is selling,” he continued rather smugly. 
 
    “Dr. Hart, I… I didn’t…” she thought about admitting the truth; that reading his book had opened her eyes, made her want so badly to experiment; to feel free and comfortable in who she was, and what she enjoyed. And while she never knew for sure, she thought she wanted to be the one dominating him - with his face against the carpet, as he had put the women in his stories. The more she thought about it, standing in front of the author, she began to breathe harder, her entire body titillated beyond sensation at the thought of putting him in that place. 
 
    She wanted to admit it, but instead, she fell quiet, looking away; embarrassed. 
 
    “…Maybe we should talk about my book tomorrow - in my office? In the afternoon,” Dr. Hart commented with a casual yawn. “I think we might want to get into some of the… themes, I wrote about. Maybe you’d be interested in a discussion of it?” he offered. Her heart brimmed in her chest and before she could think better of it she pipped up a loud answer. 
 
    “Yes!” she chirped, before her eyes widened and she realized what she’d just agreed to. “Or, well… tomorrow, maybe I shouldn’t?” she said - or more accurately, asked, not sure whether she really wanted to go through with this. 
 
    “Are you looking for my advice?” he hummed. In that voice, anything he said made her knees shiver. 
 
    “I just don’t know if I should…” her voice quaked. 
 
    “You should,” he implored her, moving in close enough that she could feel the tickle of his breath against her ear. It sent a shiver down her spine and she gulped loudly, almost dropping her laptop and her messenger bag right there. When he breezed past she imagined everything he had written in his book, all at once, and she almost felt faint. She left behind him, forking at the hallway, rushing in the opposite direction, still full of indecision - but so curious, and so enticed. 
 
      
 
    “Is this what you like?” 
 
    She whimpered. It had been such a revealing day, and as she laid bent over his desk, gasping hard, her body shaken down to her spine by the feeling of his words and his dirty-talk, she couldn’t keep herself together. When she had first arrived at the office, their discussion began normally, and frankly, enough. She mentioned she had seen her mother reading the book, and even commenting in disgust on its contents, which inspired her to pick up the book and begin reading.  
 
    The story soared into places she hadn’t ever seen - places she never understood, and had never thought about. The story had made her question her own place in society, just as it had made her question the very heart of everything happening in Canada—with the revolution—with the presidential election—with everything. 
 
    The discussion moved slowly from book, to the world; Dr. Hart derided the feminists, and with confidence in his words he talked up the success of his book and his way of thinking. She couldn’t completely agree with him, but the way he talked moved her; just like reading Hemingway, and learning his convictions, she swooned silently at the way her professor put his words together. She had moved like a hungry slave to him when he came closer and asked her, tensely, what her favorite part of his book had been. She hesitated to answer, at first; she didn’t want to be honest, because she feared that revealing her favorite part would turn him off completely; that she’d sabotage whatever this feeling between them was before it even happened. She lied; he could tell. 
 
    “Be honest,” he had implored her, whispering now hotly into her ear; her hands shaking, she ran her fingers along his arms, tracing the lines of his muscles beneath his shirt; tugging calmly at him, wanting to feel him do to her what he had done in his book.  
 
    But she remembered one passage…one she had savored. She remembered a passage he had written about a woman he had been with in Prague, a territory in the midst of its own feminist revolution, with feminism and the sexual dominance of women in full-swing. He had allowed himself to be dominated by the woman in the tight leather with the heels on her feet and force in her words. He admitted, deviously, to enjoying the shift of position - if only for a fleeting moment, before reasserting his masculine position of power over the woman. 
 
    She had fantasized about that scene… over, and over, and over. Over and over she had dreamed of her in the position of the strong woman with her long black hair and her tight, gripping leather; of the woman commanding him, telling the man what to do and insulting him with so much lust in her voice as he responded. 
 
    “I couldn’t stop dreaming about the scene in Prague,” she hesitantly admitted to him, her voice cracking weakly and loaded with want. She reached out to bite his ear just as the dominatrix had done to him in the scene in the book, and when her teeth met the lobe of his ear desire filled her like it never had before. She felt something her body had never experienced, exploding in every limb with orgasmic pleasure; she almost fell right out of the chair there, shaking and shuddering with climax, feeling even the faintest bit of dominant control over the man who had been so sexy an object of her desire. He had been an enigma, but now he was here; he was her professor, he was her teacher, he was her everything. 
 
    He recoiled. Her breath gasped in her throat, she feared for a moment that she had ruined it. Instead, his hands moved to her hips; he picked her from the chair, and she was taken, so confused by the sudden aggression rushing through his blood. With a sigh, she recalled the book…how the scene had gone. 
 
    He had misunderstood her…he had believed she truly desired to be dominated in the end, just as the dominatrix in his book had bowed to him after she had been so dominant over him, instead of the truth - her desire to be dominant over him, to experience what it was to have so much power over his handsome, delicious body. She cringed, she felt pain fill her as he bent her over the desk and spanked her, cooing dirty into her ear. It felt good…but it just felt…wrong. 
 
    And she began to regret her feelings; she began to fear she should be ashamed. The more he spanked, the more she pretended to like it; she wanted him, after all. But then a different thought took ahold in her mind. Maybe she could get the chance to dominate him, but only if she lulled him into a false sense of security. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Invigorated by that dirty thought working through her mind, she fell deeply in love with that notion; she fell for him as he kissed along her back, manhandling her, leaving deep handprints emblazoned into her ass. She bit her lip, thinking about the end - about when she’d finally win him over, and when she would pin him down, pressing her hips against his, fucking him until he couldn’t think anymore, burying her thighs against his body and pumping herself down hard against his shaft until he begged to be able to release inside of her - and she would deny him, over and over again, humiliating him, making him beg and plead until he was fucking pathetic beneath her, and only then would she let him cum deep inside of her succulent, powerful feminine folds.  
 
    The secret desire buried in her mind kept her hot as he pulled her skirt up and manhandled her flesh, pulling her panties from her dripping folds and fucking her ruthlessly as she lay bent over his desk. It hurt, but at the same time it felt so good when she imagined how he would be cowering for her soon enough.  
 
    He took her virginity and with her breath alight and her body climaxing hard on top of him, fueled by her secretive and delicious desires, she cooed his name as he came in her and filled her with steamy, sticky rope upon rope of tempting white seed. He picked her up, kissed her, nibbled along her neck; they shared a taboo filth with their bodies bound together in the dark corner of his office, and she was stricken; so completely taken now with the relationship between them.  
 
    “Is that what you were expecting, after reading my book…Ms. Webb?” he teased, straightening his pants as he ran his hands through his wild hair. It had felt amazing - but only because she had so hungrily imagined herself atop his pliable and subservient body, making him feel what he felt about women; making them feel the same way she had felt. She wanted to spank him; she wanted to bind him up, she wanted to make him her slave. 
 
    “Yes…” she admitted breathily, her fantasies still heavy on her mind. 
 
      
 
    The next day, she strolled in to class… only to find class had been canceled. Worry immediately set in; it wasn’t characteristic of the professor to simply disappear. She texted him, and he explained it as part of his book’s publicity tour. Then, the next week… canceled again. The more she texted him, the more he avoided her; and when he finally showed up again to class, nearly a month later, she confronted him after the class ended. 
 
    “Where have you been?” she had spent a month in quiet terror; with only thoughts of him to haunt her dreams and her memories, she had only her fantasies of her dominating his strong body to keep her company every day. 
 
    “Busy,” he coldly responded, packing up his collection of textbooks and notes without so much as a look her way. 
 
    “Busy? Too busy for me?” she responded, her voice weak and unsure. 
 
    “Too busy for everything,” he stated with a sense of finality, as if he expected her not to respond. She waited, defeat stewing in her expression, before speaking again, pursuing him as he began to walk out the door. 
 
    “We…we haven’t even really talked about the day we met, in your office,” she alluded to the moment hesitantly. “I really hoped we could…sometime soon.” 
 
    “We had a productive meeting. That’s it,” he responded, giving her a stiff shoulder as he walked towards his office. “I think that’s all that needs to be said. Don’t you agree, Ms. Webb?” the man responded. It dawned painfully on her - she had been used. The hungry chauvinist had used her and made her an object, just another one for his book, or maybe for the sequel. She had been a sexy story to him - another victory to brag about. She whimpered, chasing after him, though he remained wordless. 
 
    “There’s a lot more to it than that, don’t you think, professor? You haven’t talked to me in almost a month,” she pleaded. 
 
    “I told you, I’ve been busy. Too busy for students,” he declared, stepping up the short staircase leading in to his office. Light burst slowly from within as he pushed the door open, and she bit her lip bitterly as he stepped inside. 
 
    “You shouldn’t have used me like that,” she said bitterly. “It might not mean anything to you, Dr. Hart. But it meant everything to me.” He looked on her from within, a hard edge to his expression. He shook his head, slamming the door shut in her face. Her books gripped in her arms and tears beginning to stream along her cheeks, Misty sniffled loudly, storming through the halls as the sobs began to come on loudly, cutting a tear-stricken path across campus, throwing herself painfully onto the bed of her dorm room. 
 
    “Let me guess,” her roommate, Maria, asked from her side of the room. Maria had always had her mind deep into the political goings-on in the Americas - the revolutions taking Canada by storm and spreading even now to the United States, as the feminist nations began to form and fight for the freedom of women across the globe. “That bastard of a professor broke you, didn’t he?” 
 
    “Wh…what?” her voice quivered. “What…do you mean?” 
 
    “I know you had a thing for him. You talked about him all the time,” Maria added slyly. “He used you and dumped you like garbage, didn’t he? Just like he did to women in that book of his,” she sneered. 
 
    “How did you…” she sobbed, trying to collect herself. 
 
    “There’s something you can do about men like that. They’re making the world a disaster, one by one, Misty,” Maria warned. Misty’s voice fell to a whisper; she knew the president hadn’t been quiet about finding ways to monitor campuses, to stop feminists wherever he could. 
 
    “What…do you mean?” 
 
    “Come to a meeting with me tonight,” Maria implored. “You won’t regret it.” 
 
      
 
    Things had been complicated after that. College campuses became one of the key battlefields in the war between the women and the men. Activists on campuses joined forces, taking up arms when things came to violence. As the president and his friends in business slowly lost control over the United States, and the feminist armies stormed the White House, Misty joined up with them.  
 
    While she was busy with politics, she worked hard with Braden Hart, her freshman professor, always on her mind. She had never given up those filthy fantasies of hers - of controlling a man who had helped contribute to the chauvinistic rule of the men of the world. And she still dreamed of him at night - of those fantasies she’d had of him, of his body pushed beneath her, his voice deferential as he begged and pleaded for her; as she made him her slave, and treated her the way he had treated so many women.  
 
    And she wanted to get him to admit the truth she knew lay in his heart - that he had enjoyed that night of domination, and that he wanted more and more of it. 
 
    She didn’t remember the rest of that year, spent in his class… she vaguely recalled that she passed the class, maybe even with an A, something she knew he had done just so that he could move on and ignore her. By then - the end of her first semester - things had changed. His book had become a target of the feminist armies, and their program of changing culture to treat men the way they had treated women made it a target of mockery, scorn and book-burnings. Misty had even organized the meetings and movements against the book herself - and Dr. Hart became a recluse, as so many of the men who feared the feminist revolution had done, retreating after the attempts on his life began.  
 
    But Misty didn’t want that. She didn’t want him to die - she didn’t want his book burned or destroyed or forgotten. Because she knew it was the secret of getting him to admit the truth - something she knew she would get out of him, if it killed her. When she’d met him she’d been an ignorant virgin - and when they’d made love she had learned just what she wanted out of not just him, but out of her life. She wanted to see women - powerful and proud, standing above the rest of the world. She wanted to see victory. And she wanted to show him what it meant to be a woman - to be dominated, to be demeaned, to be treated the way he had treated her. 
 
    Eventually the chauvinists lost - and it started on the campuses. Maria and Misty had worked together to bring Stetson under the control of the feminists; it became one of the most powerful strongholds for the feminist forces in the entire country, with abusive and destructive male faculty - including Dr. Hart - held captive in their own classrooms. When the feminists finally claimed the White House as their own, with the president resigning and the governments of North America falling under the control of the sorority of feminist states, Misty gained a great amount of influence - particularly in the new administration of education by the new American government. She’d be in control of the feminist power on the universities across the Americas, thanks to her successful campaign during the war between man and women. Most importantly to her, though, she’d administer her old school - Stetson University, its female faculty in control of what had been not just a university but a power base for the entire feminist movement during the war that erupted between men and women. 
 
    And, most importantly… she’d now be the one in control of the fate of the man who had scorned her; the man who had destroyed her fantasies with his chauvinism, his selfishness, and his abuse. The man she had dreamed of, in both love and hate, since he took her virginity hot and heavy and hard in that cramped office.  
 
    Each professor came before Misty, now a powerful, influential woman; her blonde hair still kept long, her skin a golden tone, her eyes a striking shade of blue. But no more did she dress in unflattering skirts or frumpy blouses; instead she wore the uniform of victory, custom-made by herself. Leather, tight and black to her bosom, beneath a school uniform jacket; stiletto heels of perfect craftsmanship on her feet, long stockings on each of her plump, pretty and perfect legs.  
 
    The men came to her office, one by one, led by Maria, her loyal assistant; the woman who had fought alongside her, helped her to transform their university from a school into a base for the women’s armies. After a long string of men pledging loyalty and being assigned to the pleasure and desire of any of the various women on the campus, Maria smirked as she led in the very last of them, knowing that her comrade Misty couldn’t wait to resolve the fate of this last man. 
 
    “Someone special here, just for you,” Maria snarked, dragging the man behind her, chained up, bound in leather - though even after all the years, his body was just as fit, that same tone of striking bronze, and his hair that elegant sandy-blonde that she remembered from their very first day together. Maria threw Dr. Hart down at Misty’s feet, and the new leader of the Sorority State’s Department of Education strutted forward. She pressed her heel against the subjugated professor’s cheek; he grunted, falling onto his back, and immediately she realized her fantasies had finally come true - it had taken longer than she had expected, perhaps, but it was happening now - just as she had hoped. Just as she had always imagined. Realizing the turn of fate she felt a surge of desire push through her so fiercely that she stared fire at her partner. 
 
    “Maria, leave,” she demanded; she sat wildly straddling the prone professor, her breaths quivering; she grasped his shoulders, digging her fingernails deep, so deep it burned. Then she grasped his ass, exposed beneath the simple straps of leather that kept his hardening cock concealed. Maria hastily left the office, slamming the door shut behind her. 
 
    “Misty…” Dr. Hart’s voice quaked. “Please…”  
 
    “Good,” she hissed. She pressed her palm against his cheek, flattening his face forcefully against the carpet, doing what she had always wanted to. “I want to hear you beg. Beg,” she repeats, her voice dripping with honeyed desire. She felt his cock stiffen beneath her; she pumped her hips against his lap, and when his hands shook weakly, she grasped his wrists and flattened them at his sides. “I want you to admit it. Admit that you want this,” she hissed, leaning down to bite down on his lip, leaving him weakened and prostrate before her. “You want to be dominated. You always did,” she breathed against his lips. He hesitated, feeling powerless; he squirmed, but he could do nothing here. He served her - whether he wanted to or not, he lay at the mercy of the student he had once taught; the woman he had once slept with, whose virginity he had taken. And now with her head full of filthy fantasies and her thoughts possessed with her need to live out every twisted desire on his muscled body, she reached her hand into the leather strap keeping his cock concealed, gripping it at its base and teasing it. He ached, pressing his hips out against her. 
 
    “No,” she demanded. “I want to hear it. Now. From your lips, you useless fucking slave. You do what I want you to do - and nothing more. Now, tell me,” she groaned, pressing all of her weight and all of her strength down on top of him. He whimpered. And he begged. 
 
    “Please,” his voice shook. “Please, Misty…” 
 
    “You will call me Mrs. Webb,” she roared, her voice hot and thick with stewing desire now as she began to jerk his shaft hard. “Is that understood?” 
 
    “Y… yes, please,” he answered obediently. 
 
    “Good. This is the beginning of something magical,” the student hissed - though, no longer the student, but now - the master. “Mr. Webb… beg for me.” 
 
      
 
    The End…? 
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