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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
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