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    “Throw her out! Throw her out! Throw her out!” chanted the enraged men outside of the gates. Behind him, the capital building loomed large, white, impassive, and impressive. Behind the gates, several women dressed in tactical armor looked on and waited. Their faces were largely obscured by the masks and helmets they wore, so no one could see whether or not they spoke even as the protesters chanted outside. 
 
    Tyson Reynolds, one of the few men who had been able to hold onto his political position as a Congressman, emerged from the crowd. He held up his hands, lifted the bullhorn, and pressed the button. 
 
    His amplified voice rang out. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he began even though he couldn’t spot a single female in the crowd, but he didn’t want to acknowledge just how powerful or unified the opposition had become, “We are here to protest. We are here to tell the government that we won’t put up with this!” 
 
    “Yeah!” one man shouted. 
 
    Another called out, “Make the bitch pay!” 
 
    At moments like this, Tyson was almost glad there weren’t any journalists around. Frankly, he had hoped for many more protesters. Online, their movement was supposed to number in the tens of millions. 
 
    In reality, only a few hundred had shown up. 
 
    The others remained online, behind their computer screens, logging into fake accounts, trolling activists, and causing as much havoc as they could. 
 
    It wasn’t much. 
 
    Still, Tyson refused to give up. 
 
    “We are here to tell this woman that she won’t get away with this! She won’t seize power. She won’t take control. She won’t win!” He pumped that special, visceral emphasis into those two words: she and woman. He turned those words into slurs. “This country was built by men. This country deserves male leadership!” 
 
    When Tyson appeared on TV to argue with those feminist brats who kept insisting that it was time for a change, he had to tone down his approach. But this situation was different. As he looked out at the group of angry men, he quickly turned back to the gates. 
 
    “Behind this fence, they are going to enact new laws! They think we are going to take it. Are we?” 
 
    “No!” roared his followers. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Disperse!” called another voice. 
 
    Tyson lowered his bullhorn, and he looked past his followers and out onto the street. 
 
    A phalanx of female security officers had appeared. They were all newly trained members of the police force, only they wore dark green fatigues, they carried riot shields, and their faces were covered by their masks and helmets. 
 
    Tyson felt a shiver run down his spine. Even as he looked out at the assembled women, he leaned back and laughed. 
 
    “They sent a bunch of girls after us,” he told his fans. 
 
    Many of the men had turned back. Others kept their eyes on Tyson. Over the last couple of years, women had made fresh inroads into every branch of government. In fact, after this last election, they had majorities in the House of Representatives (nothing new), the Senate, and now they were about to take the White House. 
 
    And yet, Tyson understood the power of symbols. Even as all of this transpired, he understood the people needed to rise up. Yes, he had originally started his career by focusing on the importance of law enforcement and security. Like many other politicians, he pushed hard to strengthen the military even as he pushed to give police officers additional power. 
 
    He didn’t know about the other programs, the ones where women had been trained over the last two years all across the country. In one state after another, as women seized control of governorships and local assemblies, the world was changing, but Tyson Reynolds hadn’t noticed. 
 
    It made sense. 
 
    He connected with his voters and followers online. And of course, he met the most active, the most politically engaged, those angry guys who could sit at their computers all day, throwing out memes and provoking as many arguments as they could. 
 
    It had worked in previous campaigns. 
 
    But it didn’t work this time. 
 
    While those guys seriously typed away about the evils of the world, the women continued to work. They built alliances, new organizations, and they unified. Worse, the angry, vocal minority online couldn’t manage to convince many more. 
 
    Yes, they sucked in a few recruits every day, but that was nothing compared to what the women had accomplished. 
 
    Now Tyson Reynolds saw it. 
 
    He held up his bullhorn and called out, “I am a United States Congressman, and I demand you withdraw. This is a legal protest!” 
 
    Right as Tyson called out those words, someone else snarled, “Why are we bothering to talk to these bitches? We can take them!” 
 
    As he tightened his grip on the bullhorn, Tyson wanted to spin back on that guy and shout him down. No. They couldn’t do that. 
 
    “Throw her out! Throw her out! Throw her out!” 
 
    “This is an illegal assembly. You do not have the proper permits or authorization to be here,” said a woman, her voice calm yet professional. “You have one minute to disperse.” 
 
    Tyson’s heart started beating faster and faster, but they didn’t get to wait for the full minute. 
 
    In his fantasies, Tyson imagined himself stepping forward. He needed the crowd to part, and he would lead them. He would stand there, and people would start recording this. He would be the noble politician and statesman. His followers would admire and revere him for his bravery, while these women would inevitably back down. 
 
    Yes, they could make their threats and insist he depart, but he was still a Congressman. Better yet, they were nothing but a bunch of stupid feminists who didn’t understand how the world really worked. 
 
    Yeah, they loved whining about the patriarchy, but Tyson Reynolds understood how people really thought. He never imagined that he had hidden himself away in a narrow niche of the Internet, one spot where his antiquated thinking could thrive even as the rest of the world left him behind. 
 
    Perhaps he started to figure it out when someone threw a rock. 
 
    Tyson almost missed it, but then time seemed to slow down as the stone hurtled through the air. He watched it. He tried to shout something. 
 
    Then the stone slapped against one of the shields, and the women didn’t move. 
 
    Instead, they called in the drones. 
 
    Only a few months before this, Tyson had wandered into a different form. It wasn’t one of the usual Meninist or Men’s Rights sites he usually visited. On this thread, Tyson actually saw a real debate and argument. 
 
    If women take over, how will the economy survive? 
 
    Tyson had smirked. Yes, he had used that exact same argument many times. He insisted that women couldn’t be allowed to take over. Too many men would lose their jobs, and everything would come crashing down. 
 
    The economy has too many workers already. Over the last couple of years, artificial intelligence has become a serious problem. Yes, we still need a few human workers, but not as many as before. Considering the disproportionate number of women who have taken leadership positions in computer science, it makes sense that we need most of the men to step back and assume subordinate roles. That was the only answer Tyson had been able to read, but he had glanced down and spotted the number of likes. 
 
    His insides had twitched, tensing as this cold dread soaked into his body. Of course, he left that thread. He decided to ignore that website altogether. He didn’t care what a bunch of radical feminists thought. He knew what he believed, and he wouldn’t let it go, no matter what. 
 
    The drones zoomed in overhead with their rotors whirring as they stayed just a few feet above the crowd. 
 
    “Disperse!” the woman demanded one more time even as the canisters opened. 
 
    During his first election campaign, Tyson had tweeted a lot about how the other side whined way too much when it came to teargas. It was a nonlethal deterrent, he had stated again and again. And yet, he now felt the burning in his eyes, his throat, and his lungs as the gas enveloped the crowd. 
 
    Men who had promised to die for their cause suddenly started screaming. They ran, sprinting. Some of them tried to bulldoze their way through the riot police, only to get slammed down onto the ground and to have their wrists cuffed behind their backs. 
 
    Another phalanx of women waited. While one trapped the men, another set rounded them up and restrained them. 
 
    Tyson had no idea what was happening. He brought the corner of his coat up over his mouth, but it didn’t do any good. 
 
    His vision blurred, his face burned, and the pain stretched down into his throat. 
 
    Other men threw themselves forward. They tried to kick and punch. Several had broken bottles as they charged forward. They probably imagined themselves as ancient warriors taking on some dreaded evil. 
 
    One by one, they were knocked down, cuffed, and loaded up into waiting police vans. 
 
    These women were efficient. They knew exactly what they were doing. 
 
    Since these boys had been blustering online for years, The women had prepared. They had understood their opponents quite well, and they knew exactly what to do. 
 
    As Tyson rushed forward, he looked out at the women. He wanted to shout something, but every time he tried to inhale, fresh gas raced into his nostrils and down his throat. He coughed and choked, and someone grabbed him. He was forced to the ground like a common criminal, and his wrists were pulled behind his back. Despite the noise of the riot breaking out all around him, Tyson still heard the click of the cuffs as they engaged. 
 
      
 
    Tyson hadn’t really expected this. 
 
    Deep down, he had truly believed the rest of the country would rise up. Surely, the men across the nation wouldn’t really surrender, would they? They wouldn’t allow a female President, would they? 
 
    To him, it seemed absolutely preposterous. 
 
    Yes, he understood that women could be competent in some ways. Over the course of his career, he had sparred with women again and again, but he always viewed those who had been capable as the exceptions. Really, the universe had a natural structure with men in positions of leadership and women as support. 
 
    There was nothing wrong with that. In fact, he truly believed men should be grateful for the help and support women gave, especially when they did it with a smile on their faces. 
 
    And yet, all of these women kept insisting on going to college, earning degrees, starting businesses, joining the military, and taking control. 
 
    It was ridiculous. 
 
    Why couldn’t the rest of the world see it? 
 
    And of course, the “President-elect” was the worst of all. 
 
    Online Tyson had attempted to spread rumors about voting irregularities. As much as he wanted those stories to take off, they were mostly ignored. Yes, certain segments of his followers repeated those ideas again and again, but the nation’s information ecosystem had evolved. Random rumors and pieces of misinformation were no longer acceptable. 
 
    Decades ago, someone could post something on a forum, a blog might pick it up, and eventually network news reporters would hear about it. But people had become more inured to those details. No matter how astonishing or ridiculous a story might sound, it rarely gained traction, not unless it could be verified. 
 
    It didn’t matter how much Tyson Reynolds and his followers raged against these new developments. “A lot of people are saying” was no longer a sufficient justification as it had been in previous elections. 
 
    And now he found himself in the back of a police car with a pair of young women up front. 
 
    As they got into the vehicle, he tugged on the cuffs. Then he straightened his back and tried to speak as clearly as he could. The teargas had savaged his throat, however, making it hard for him to summon his usual blithe confidence, “Ladies, do you know who I am?” 
 
    “You’re a man who led a protest without the proper permits. You broke the law, sir,” said one without turning back. 
 
    “You need to release me right now, or they’re going to be consequences. I’m close friends with Chief Daniels.” 
 
    Both of these girls looked way too young to be police officers. Even if he had witnessed their competence, he could hardly take this blonde or her brunette partner seriously. Under other circumstances, if they had been interns at his office, he might have considered hitting on them. He definitely would have enjoyed it when they walked away so he could check out their asses. 
 
    One of the girls smirked, “Chief Daniels resigned this morning.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah,” said her partner. “It’s all over the news. Now, please be quiet or we will have to gag you.” 
 
    “Yes,” said the other one. “You have the right and obligation to remain silent. Anything you say will be used as a justification to punish you.” 
 
    “Those aren’t my Miranda rights,” he snapped back. 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “They aren’t.” 
 
    The two young women chuckled, and their easy certainty made him freeze up. 
 
    Tyson told himself he only stayed quiet because the image of being led into a police station while wearing cuffs and with a gag in his mouth would be too much. He needed to be a symbol, so he had to behave himself for the moment. When they stepped out of the police car, journalists would take his picture, record his silent stoicism, and marvel at his dignity. 
 
    He didn’t get the opportunity to stand up to a dozen police tanks like that one young man at Tiananmen Square, but Tyson Reynolds would have his moment. 
 
    Right? 
 
      
 
    Alexa Ocasia-Cortez, frequently referred to as AOC by friends and foes, stood at the front of the room, crossed her hands behind her back, and leaned against the wall. Around her, associates, allies and aides continued to work as they prepared their first plans, not to mention her first speech as President of the United States. 
 
    When her opponents vilified her, they routinely talked about her secret plans and ambitions. Ironically, they decried her as an incompetent little girl and incapable of leading the country, but they also worried about how she would be able to rewrite every facet of society. 
 
    The paradox always made her smile. 
 
    But then, those people who wrote those rants and screeds didn’t really understand how politics works. Yes, Alexa would decide the most important policy points for her administration, but these were the people she relied on. 
 
    From Jacqueline Smith to Andrea Chang, Alexa couldn’t handle every single policy detail. Soon enough, the new Male Monitoring Bureau would be constructed, but that would require hundreds of capable women. There would be important hiring decisions, not to mention the interpretation of different laws. 
 
    “Basking?” asked Alexa’s chief aide, Jacqueline. 
 
    “Just for a few minutes,” Alexa replied. Then she glanced over at her longtime friend and wondered aloud, “Did you ever think we would get here?” 
 
    Like so many other politicians, Alexa had mastered the art of learning almost all of her supporters’ names. Granted, that might not be possible now that she had taken up residence in the White House. For the first time tonight, she would go to sleep as President of the United States. 
 
    “Honestly?” Jacqueline asked before a brief pause. “No way.” 
 
    “So what made you stick around?” Alexa asked. 
 
    “You kept winning,” Jacqueline replied. “Even in the beginning, when they said you were too young, too beautiful—” 
 
    “Too female?” Alexa asked, interrupting her friend. 
 
    Jacqueline burst out laughing. “Yes, that too!” The joke hadn’t really been that funny, but they had both dealt with a dozen different problems already. As the day progressed and reports of civil unrest rolled in, they would have more to do. 
 
    “I’m serious,” Alexa finally said. “We did it. But I didn’t know we would. And you know all about my personal insecurities. So why did you stick around?” 
 
    Jacqueline remained quiet for several seconds. She let her eyes wander over the assembled volunteers and organizational employees. Young women sat at the different desks while male interns brought them coffee and snacks to keep them sharp. Boys also carried different envelopes and messages back and forth. As the expansive office hummed with the administrative task of transitioning from one presidency to another, women admired all they had accomplished. In that moment, everything seemed to be working perfectly. 
 
    “Your haters,” Jacqueline finally said. 
 
    “What?” Alexa couldn’t help but smile. And when she did, she once again demonstrated that powerful, youthful exuberance. 
 
    Technically, she had been lucky. If she had been born just a week later, she would have had to wait an additional four years before running for the presidency. Even then, some of the online trolls had tried to start a rumor indicating she was younger than she actually said. As with most of their ridiculous conspiracy theories, that one hadn’t gained any traction. 
 
    “I’m serious,” Jacqueline pointed out. “I remember when I first met you. Yeah, you looked a little bit like a little girl, but you’re gorgeous, and I knew that could play well with some voters.” 
 
    Alexa had never felt quite so confident with her appearance. On the one hand, she knew she was far more attractive than the elderly statesmen who normally dominated the political discourse. Yes, her youth could be an advantage, especially her willingness to learn, not to mention her mastery of social media. While so many other male politicians behaved like angry middle schoolers, Alexa knew what she was doing. She understood how to craft a sharp retort. Better yet, she knew when to be quiet and when to engage. 
 
    Her appearance could also be a major hurdle. Lots of men, and even some women, might see her and decide she was nothing but a silly bimbo. Women always had to face that double standard; they had to be cute enough that men would approve, but if they were too sexy, then they could be just as easily disregarded. 
 
    Alexa refused to tolerate that ridiculous binary. Instead, she learned all she could about government and policy even as she exploited her digital talents. 
 
    Once upon a time, the Greek and Roman students spent years studying rhetoric as they mastered the art of dealing with crowds and large audiences. Now politicians had to master negotiating feeds, memes, and viral content. 
 
    “The haters made you want to help me?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Jacqueline said. “Yeah, I met you, and I thought you were too young and inexperienced to really succeed, but I didn’t have any other offers, so I took yours. I figured it would be a novelty, a challenge. We could try something new, experiment, and maybe I could learn something before moving onto the next candidate.” 
 
    “But the haters changed your mind?” 
 
    “The haters changed my mind,” Jacqueline said. “I started reading about the bloggers and their first reactions when they saw your picture versus when they saw you speak.” As Jacqueline spoke, Alexa smiled when she remembered those original, ad hoc campaign stops. She had visited tiny churches, tailor shops, laundromats, and a couple of diners. Each time, she only had a few people as her audience. Even then, they were usually there to grab a hamburger or to get a dress hemmed. “When they saw you speak, they went ballistic. All of those guys just couldn’t believe it. There was something almost magical about you, Alexa. They could sense it. And like that, I knew you were a winner.” 
 
    “We aren’t done yet,” Alexa said. After several terms in Congress, she understood how getting elected could sometimes be the easy part. 
 
    Then again, the culture had definitely shifted around her. 
 
    Her enemies routinely liked to decry her as the single source of these new changes to society. And yet, that wasn’t how it worked. Societies couldn’t really be rewritten by a single person. There had to be women all over the country, in every state, county, city, town, and neighborhood working hard to ensure this new structure. Alexa was part of it, a big part, but she couldn’t do it alone. 
 
    As the two women reminisced, another associate rushed over. “Ladies,” she said, “There has been a disturbance. The local police put it down, but we have him, Madam President.” 
 
    “Reynolds?” Jacqueline asked. 
 
    The messenger nodded. 
 
    “I want to see him,” Alexa said. She glanced over at her aide, but Jacqueline didn’t argue this time. Maybe she realized that there wouldn’t be any point. 
 
      
 
    Alexa looked amazing as she strode down the hall. They had taken the Congressman down into the basement, so Alexa found herself walking through the tunnels as she kept her back straight and her chin held high. She knew exactly how she looked, especially with her full lips, her lustrous black hair, and her dark, shining eyes. 
 
    A pair of guards stood outside one door. 
 
    They were soldiers, newly trained and eager to prove themselves to the new President. 
 
    “Thank you for your service,” Alexa said.  
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” they replied, almost in exact unison 
 
    Jacqueline stepped forward, opened the door, and Alexa stepped inside. 
 
    There was Tyson. 
 
    He was seated in a chair with his hands tied behind his back. 
 
    “Please get the equipment for me,” Alexa said to Jacqueline. 
 
    Understanding exactly what that entailed, Jacqueline quickly glanced back at their other aides and associates. “Ladies, The president wants to have a private conversation.” One of the soldiers couldn’t help but ask, “Are we sure that is wise? What if he attacks her?” 
 
    Alexa answered for herself, “I can handle this boy.” 
 
    Boy. 
 
    When Tyson heard that word, he tensed up. When he talked to his followers, he loved to bring up his family’s personal struggles. As he told it, his mom and dad had both worked hard to fulfill the American dream. In reality, they had both been trust fund babies, so he had never really been insulted or threatened. 
 
    And yet, he could hear something in those three letters: boy. It was a new designation, which he was about to hear far more often. And even if he had routinely enjoyed addressing his rare, female staff members as “girls,” he still found boy insulting, all without noticing the inconsistency. 
 
    Jacqueline, the aide, and the guards all seemed nervous about this, but Alexa flashed them a reassuring smile. Then she glanced back at Tyson. “You wouldn’t do anything stupid, would you?” 
 
    He just glared at her. 
 
    When Alexa snickered, the others finally withdrew from the room, and the door closed, although there wasn’t the audible sound of a lock engaging. If necessary, they wanted to be able to get back in there quickly, especially if Tyson tried something profoundly stupid. 
 
    He was a boy, after all. 
 
    “Hello, Tyson,” she said. “It looks like you’re having a rough day.” Most of the swelling had gone down, but his eyes still had a tinge of redness. 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t bother spouting any of your nonsense conspiracy theories,” she said. “According to every neutral observer, this was a clean election.” 
 
    “You think that’s what I’m talking about?” Tyson demanded. Then he snorted. “No. I’m talking about you fooling everyone. Just because you might be attractive and maybe you know how to spout a couple of good lines, you think you can actually run the country? This is the United States. We are a superpower.” 
 
    “We are,” Alexa replied. “And I intend to lead with a mixture of strength and diplomacy. Let’s go back to that old phrase: an iron fist in a velvet glove.” 
 
    “You don’t have what it takes,” he spat. 
 
    “But you know I do, don’t you? And that’s what scares you most of all.” She clicked her tongue and shook her head. Then she pulled a key from her pocket. She walked forward, grabbed him by his hair, and forced him out of his chair and down onto his knees. Then she slid the key into the cuffs and they unlocked. 
 
    When the tension disappeared, Tyson quickly scurried away, but he now had his back to the wall. 
 
    “What do you want?” Tyson demanded. 
 
    If he had been in front of his followers, maybe he would have mustered the self-control to maintain some veneer of dignity. As things stood, he sounded more like a cornered animal. 
 
    “Right now?” Alexa asked. “I guess I just want to blow off some steam.” Her eyes narrowed slightly as she grinned at him. “I have a very important speech to deliver tonight, but first, I think I want to have some fun with you.” 
 
    “What, what’re you talking about?” 
 
    The door to the small room opened again, and Jacqueline reappeared. She carried a black tote bag and dropped it down on the floor right beside Alexa. “Is there anything else you’re going to need?” 
 
    “Just privacy,” Alexa replied. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Jacqueline said before withdrawing. 
 
    “What? Are you going to try to stab me? Is that the best you’ve got?” 
 
    Alexa reached into the bag and pulled out a long, slender instrument. “Have you ever had someone use something like this on you?” She held up the riding crop. He saw the leather tip, and then he flinched when she snapped it hard against the palm of her hand. 
 
    His cheeks reddened as he realized how he had reacted. 
 
    “I guess not,” she said with a condescending smirk. 
 
    “I’m still a congressman.” 
 
    “Actually, the votes still aren’t in for your district,” she replied. “Apparently, so many of your followers threw a tantrum beforehand about the election that they feel like they need to quadruple check everything. It’s very inefficient, especially because we know what the results are going to be.” 
 
    “Still,” he said, his voice trailing off. “You owe me respect.” 
 
    She swatted the tip of the crop against the black of her skirt before tilting her head to the side. Some of her black hair shifted, so the light played along those gorgeous strands. “I don’t owe you anything, Tyson. But you’re lucky. Because I am going to give you something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Discipline,” she said. “Or maybe you would like to call it enlightenment?” She flashed him a big smile, so he saw her white teeth. Again, he wanted to retreat back. 
 
    When he talked about Alexa, especially to his followers, he always referred to her as a little girl. He derided her whenever possible, but now she strode forward, and she flicked the tip of the crop out. 
 
    She brushed it along his cheek and down his neck toward the edge of his shirt. 
 
    “Take off your jacket,” she commanded. 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    She moved too fast; he couldn’t register the motion of the crop as it blurred back and flew at his cheek. It struck, but he didn’t just feel the smack of leather. Tiny, embedded electrodes came to life. When she struck his cheek, she had a button on the base of her instrument, and electricity flared out. It snapped into his body, glancing down his back into to his extremities. 
 
    He fell to his knees. 
 
    Alexa stood in front of him now. 
 
    Down on all fours, he stared at the crimson of her high heels before his gaze lifted along her shapely legs to the edge of her skirt, up her torso, to her cleavage and finally her tantalizing smile. 
 
    “Take off your jacket,” she said. Her arm looked relaxed as she held the crop, but he now knew just how quick she could be. 
 
    When he ranted with his thumbs, typing through posts and tweets, Tyson came off as this bold, arrogant and aggressive man. But now he found himself down before a woman like Alexa, and his courage didn’t come out roaring. 
 
    Instead, he yanked off his jacket, dropping it down to the concrete floor. 
 
    “Very good,” she said. “Now lose the shirt.” 
 
    “Screw you!” 
 
    “Maybe later,” Alexa replied even as she brushed the tip of the crop along his neck. “Do you need another bite?” 
 
    The electricity had stung, burning through his body more intensely than he had ever expected. 
 
    Even so, Tyson still hesitated. 
 
    “Go on. You know you’re going to bend and break. You can’t help yourself.” 
 
    “The men will rise!” 
 
    “The men will obey,” she answered simply. “I’m the President, and my party controls the House of Representatives, not to mention the Senate. Oh, and there’s only one man left on the Supreme Court. Even then, he won’t be there for much longer.” 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” he muttered even as he forced himself back to his feet. As far as he was concerned, he shouldn’t have been surprised when Alexa allowed him to get up. 
 
    She wasn’t as brave as she pretended to be… 
 
    But then she slapped him across the face with the crop. Her precise strike struck the middle of his cheek. It didn’t leave any damage, yet he felt the burn of electricity again. She didn’t stop with just one. She struck again on the other side of his face. He retreated back. His hand had risen, so now he cupped his cheek even as he stared at her. 
 
    “Lose the shirt, boy,” she commanded. 
 
    He glanced over at the door. 
 
    “You can try if you want,” she said. 
 
    Tyson gulped even as he hated the prospect of running away from Alexa Ocasia-Cortez. This girl is supposed to be a brat! She wasn’t supposed to be able to intimidate him like this! 
 
    The congressman tried so hard to stare down the Precedent, but she reached up with her free hand, brushed her fingernails along his cheek, then down to his neck. “Remove your shirt, Tyson.” 
 
    His bottom lip started to shake, and the adrenaline splashed through his body, making the hair on the back of his neck rise up. 
 
    When he didn’t obey fast enough, she reached out, grabbed the edges of his shirt and pulled. The first button popped off, followed by another and another after that. 
 
    “You’re going to be on your knees, naked before me,” she said. “It’s just a question of how much you have to suffer along the way.” She smiled again, “Take off your shirt.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Your accounts of been frozen,” she said. 
 
    “What?” He couldn’t process how the subject to changed so quickly. Not only that, Tyson tried to process what he had just heard. 
 
    “I’m the president of the United States,” she explained. “And I have very powerful allies now. Guess what? They are willing to do me some favors, and I knew you would cause problems, so I’ve decided I want to train you myself.” 
 
    Tyson gulped. “Train me?” He summoned some of his old bluster. “That’s not going to work. I don’t care what you do. You’re not going to break me!” 
 
    She grabbed him by his hand, jerked, pulled him back and then shoved him forward. She handled him so easily! In an instant, Alexa trapped him against the wall with one arm pulled behind his back. 
 
    “Let me go, you bitch!” 
 
    She twisted his arm, pulling at that agonizing angle. The spasm of pain shot through his limb and straight into his brain. “Tell me you’re going to be a good boy,” she ordered, breathing those words into his ear. 
 
    Tyson loved the idea that she might not be able to control him, but she tightened her grip and pulled again, yanking his arm upward. It felt as though his shoulder might pop out of its socket. A girl like her wasn’t supposed to be this strong or capable, especially as the President of the United States. 
 
    Before she could punish him again, he called out, “Yes! Fine!” 
 
    “Say it,” she ordered. Her breath was hot against his skin. She was close, so incredibly close. 
 
    “I’m going to be a good boy!” 
 
    She released him, and he fell back down to his knees. She touched the underside of his chin with the tip of her crop. “Take off your shirt, your pants, your shoes, socks, everything.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched, and he glanced back at the door. “I just proved that I don’t need my security to force you to do whatever I want, Tyson.” 
 
    Biting down, he could feel his mouth go dry. 
 
    At any moment, she could strike again, sending another electrical burst running through his body. As his heart kicked and the adrenaline flared through his frame, he started to pull off his shirt. Next, he went for his belt. He pulled off his shoes, his socks, his pants, and he was soon down to his boxers. 
 
    “Let’s see what you’ve got,” she said. 
 
    Despite what his digital detractors may have said, Tyson Reynolds didn’t worry about the size of his shaft. But now, this searing worry coursed through his body, especially as he found himself looking up at her again. 
 
    He wasn’t supposed to be down on his knees. 
 
    In fact, Tyson Reynolds had very strong feelings about where women belonged. She should have been an eager slut, not the President! 
 
    “Do it,” she said. 
 
    With those two simple words, she shattered the last of his defiance, and he pulled down his boxers. He let the black silk fall to the floor along with the rest of his discarded clothing. 
 
    He bowed his head down. “I’m going to make you pay for this.” 
 
    When he looked up again, he found her grabbing something else from the tote bag. 
 
    “Stand,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed, and her hand went to his shoulder. She spun him around and pushed him back up against the wall before crossing his wrists at the small of his back. 
 
    Tyson realized too late what she had in mind. She cupped his hands together, so now he was bound and naked! 
 
    “In a little while, I’m going to address the nation. I will talk about the future and how everything is about to change.” 
 
    “It’s not going to work,” he said. 
 
    “And when you crossed the threshold into this room, I bet you didn’t envision yourself getting naked for me either, did you? You’re an arrogant boy, and you think you know how things work, but you don’t. You don’t now, and you never have.” 
 
    Tyson intended to respond, only she started stroking the tip of her crop it down along his naked back. He braced himself, thinking she might strike at any moment. But then she did something worse. She started to slide her fingernails along his skin. She started at the nape of his neck, dragged those edges down along his back, all the way to his naked buttocks. 
 
    “You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    He didn’t answer, so she pulled him back, off balance for just a moment. After she wrapped one arm around his torso, she reached for his shaft with the other. She pulled him close, and he could hardly believe this was happening, but he couldn’t jerk away, not with his hands still cuffed behind him. 
 
    Then her fingers moved along his member. His manhood stiffened almost immediately. “Are you looking forward to captivity?” 
 
    “You can’t keep me!” 
 
    “I’m the president of the United States,” she reminded him again. “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “My followers, they will wonder what happened to me…” 
 
    “It’s amazing how easy it is to fake a tweet, especially now that I have your phone.” 
 
    “I won’t give you the password!” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” She started rubbing him, teasing him, playing with his manhood as the promise of pleasure started to course through his body. Those tendrils of desire worked their way up into his chest. 
 
    Tyson tried so hard to fight it, but he couldn’t resist his own body. 
 
    She brought him to the edge of an orgasm and then stopped. She pulled her hand away, and he instinctively reached for his shaft, only to feel the dull edge of the cuffs against his skin. 
 
    “Tell me your password,” she instructed. 
 
    “Never!” 
 
    Placing one hand on the back of his neck, she shoved him against the wall. The cinderblocks were cold against his chest and down his body. But then the chill became irrelevant as she stroked his backside with the crop. 
 
    Alexa didn’t bother asking again. Instead, she drew the tip back before swatting it down against his right buttock, then his left, then his right again. Through all of this, she kept her grip on the back of his neck, making sure he felt helpless, like he couldn’t possibly escape. 
 
    “Do you understand what makes you so foolish at this moment? It’s not just that you are resisting me, although that is pretty adorable and naïve. It’s the fact that you should be able to think this through. I saw that video post you put online a couple of weeks ago, the one about how men are better strategic thinkers. Well, prove it. What does your suffering actually earn you? Nothing. I have armies of people who could break the encryption on your phone in a matter of minutes. So why bother holding out?” Alexa asked. 
 
    Tyson breathed in and felt his lungs lock up even as he attempted to answer that question for himself. There should have been a good response, some sharp retort he could throw back at her. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    Before he could craft an answer, she struck five more times. Two to the left. Three to the right. He couldn’t predict where the electrified crop might land next, but he cried out, shouting. Even so, he couldn’t escape. Despite his vaunted talk about male superiority, this girl held him tight right there against the wall as she punished him. 
 
    “7787,” he finally called out. 
 
    “Good boy,” she returned. “Now, you can rest for a moment.” 
 
    She stepped away, leaving Tyson there. While she consulted with some of her subordinates, Tyson looked down at his erection. 
 
    When she returned, he still had his back to her, so he didn’t see her pull the collar from the bag. It took another moment to realize what happened even as she slipped the leather band with its advanced electronics around his throat. She pulled the clasps together, and the magnetic locks engaged, trapping him. 
 
    “What, what is this?” 
 
    “Just something to make sure everyone knows who and what you are,” she said. “Think of yourself as a beta tester.” 
 
    As he spun on her, he glared, his brows tightening with a mixture of confusion and frustration. 
 
    Another one of her subordinates came in and placed a chair right there on the other side of the room. She didn’t, however, move to sit. Instead, she told him, “You’re going to continue tweeting on a daily basis. At first, everything will seem normal. But little by little, you’re going to start apologizing. You will recognize your own inferiority. In time, you will do your best to convince the boys who follow you that you were wrong. They were never supposed to rebel. They weren’t supposed to fight back at work or write their snarky little rants online. They’ve already wasted too much time, so now they should be obedient to their superiors.” 
 
    “You’re not my superior!” 
 
    Even as he growled back at her, he was proud of the fact that he had been able to get his shaft to soften again. He didn’t want her to see his arousal. It felt like he was admitting something, as though he had secretly yearned for this woman’s attention even as he had built his career on attacking her. 
 
    She stepped forward again, casually reached down, and grabbed his member. She rubbed, stroked, and teased him. 
 
    He became hard almost immediately. Then she stepped back and grinned. “Your cock makes you inferior,” she said flatly. “From now on, it belongs to me.” 
 
    Tyson wished he could just shout back, “Never!” And yet, something in her gaze made him hesitate. This sickening sense of worry and doubt coursed through his body even as she stepped back and crossed her arms over her chest. 
 
    “Relax,” she commanded. 
 
    His eyes widened. He understood exactly what she meant. 
 
    A shiver of fear ran down his spine, and his erection started to wilt away, dissipating into his flaccid shaft. 
 
    “Very good,” she said. “Before long, I might have you perfectly trained. What do you think of that?” 
 
    “I’m not an animal!” 
 
    “You’re a boy,” she replied. “You might as well be.” Then she grinned, showing off her white teeth. “Get hard for me. Right now.” 
 
    He dropped his gaze down to the floor. He studied the ready shine of her high heels, and then he saw her ankles, her shins, and her knees. He didn’t want his body to react to this way, but he experienced of the flood of desire. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said as he started to stiffen again. “Think about how it’s going to feel to be seen in a collar like any other trained pet. Think about how you’re going to feel when women walk by and look you up and down.” 
 
    “No…” He tried so hard to shove those urges aside, but his shaft stiffened again. 
 
    “Now, relax,” she said. 
 
    As she spoke, Alexa touched the underside of his balls with the tip of her crop. Fear pulsed through his body, and his manhood softened again. 
 
    “I’m going to be a busy woman,” she said, “but we can do this again and again. Before long, you will know exactly what I want.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Relax,” she ordered. 
 
    His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, but the one-word command seemed to overwhelm him again, and his shaft started to soften. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. She reached up and ran her fingers through his hair, taking a firm grip and jerking his head back. “You belong to me, Tyson. Say it.” As she tightened her grip, he yielded, “I, I belong to you.” 
 
    “Smart boy,” she said. Then she sauntered over to the chair. Before she sat down, she lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and tossed to them right in front of his feet. 
 
    “What, what you doing?” 
 
    “I’m going to use you,” she said. “Public speaking can be very nerve-racking, especially when there are going to be tens of millions of people watching this broadcast. That’s why you’re going to help me relax.” 
 
    She spread her legs and studied him for several long seconds. “No!” 
 
    “Yes,” she replied. 
 
    Her eyes seemed to sparkle as she studied him, and Tyson glanced back at the door. He already knew he couldn’t break away. He could have rushed toward the exit, but what then? Her followers would just grab him and drag him back in here. It would be humiliating and further proof of her power over him. 
 
    Within moments, Tyson meandered over to that spot right in front of her. With his heart kicking in his chest, he lowered himself back down, and soon he found himself right there in front of her. 
 
    President Ocasia-Cortez leaned forward. “Go on. You know where you belong. Right there, on your knees with your head between my legs.” 
 
    He gulped, glanced back again, and that’s when she placed her hand on the back of his head. She nudged him down and toward her opening. 
 
    In the next moment, he had his cheeks rubbing along her inner thighs. 
 
    Fresh excitement burned through his body, spreading from his core into the rest of his frame. 
 
    As she nudged his face forward, the tip of his nose brushed along her sex. He felt the heat of her body. Not only that, the weight of her gaze seemed to keep him locked down on his knees. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t argue or complain. 
 
    “Show me where you belong,” she ordered. 
 
    Clenching his teeth, he froze for a moment, at least until that instant when she used the crop. She dragged it along the right side of his back. 
 
    As the fear pulsed through him, he parted his lips, stuck out his tongue, and he started licking! 
 
    At first, his tongue just barely grazed her opening, but she still enjoyed it. 
 
    “There we go. That’s right. Good boy. You know where you belong, don’t you? You tried so hard to beat me, but the people have spoken. All across the country, women have decided that we know better. We will work together, and you boys are about to learn what it feels like to live in a matriarchy.” She chuckled at the thought even as different ideas and possibilities flashed behind her gorgeous eyes. 
 
    As she pondered the future, he licked. “Faster,” she commanded. “Deeper!” The words rushed through his body, and he found himself obeying. 
 
    The obedience came so naturally and easily. He tried not to think about that or what she could to get him to do. 
 
    Perhaps Tyson tried to rationalize this. Maybe he tried to convince himself that he was only serving her because he wanted to lull her into a false sense of security…or something. Even as the idea popped into his head, he dismissed it. 
 
    He knew it wasn’t true. 
 
    This wasn’t some manipulative ploy. Rather, she held the crop and had him as her prisoner. As such, she could dictate exactly how he behaved… 
 
    His tongue played along the walls of her opening. Then she placed her hand on the back of his head again. She leaned forward even as she pushed him against her slit. His tongue darted and danced, moving up and down as he licked and lapped. 
 
    Through all of it, she grinned. “This is where you belong. This is who you are now.” 
 
    He went faster and deeper. He could taste her excitement. The flavor buzzed along his tongue as he continued to work and serve her. 
 
    If his followers knew about this, they would decry him as a weakling. They would call him a dozen different insults, and he would deserve every one of them. How had he allowed himself to break? 
 
    Her victory. The crop. The collar. She had stripped him naked, which removed more than just his clothing. She had taken away his defenses, stripping him until he felt like an animal. 
 
    And now she turned him into a sex slave! 
 
    “Tonight, boys all across the country are going to realize how the world has changed.” She giggled, which made her sound even younger, more like a schoolgirl or maybe some high-schooler eager to enjoy her boyfriend’s quick tongue. “And in your own small way, you’re helping me. You’re helping me relax. Think of tonight as your victory as well. When I win, you win because I own you.” 
 
    Tyson groaned because he couldn’t do anything else, yet the President didn’t seem to notice. Instead, she commanded, “Slow down.” 
 
    Although he resented himself for obeying, his tongue slowed. 
 
    “Fast and deep now,” she ordered just seconds later. 
 
    Again, he complied with her wishes, giving the President of the United States exactly what she craved. His tongue played along her sex until she arched her back, lifted her chin, and closed her eyes. Her bottom lip trembled as the pleasure flared through her. She climaxed hard, squeezing her inner thighs against his cheeks, all while he kept licking. 
 
    Tyson wished he could have been brave enough to stop. At the last moment, he should have pulled away, ruining her orgasm. But even as that idea flashed between his ears, he knew he wouldn’t be brave enough. 
 
    Then she shoved him back. “Stand.” 
 
    Tyson rose to his feet. She breathed in and out for a little bit, relaxing as she enjoyed those last tremors of pleasure. Then she looked at him. “You’re hard,” she said. “Relax.” 
 
    Obediently, he lowered his gaze, concentrated, and felt the desires drain away. 
 
    “Very good,” she said. “I’m going to make sure someone brings a phone or tablet in here so you can watch.” Then she got up and sauntered out of the room. Her high heels clicked against of the solid floor. 
 
    She hadn’t bothered to pick up her panties. 
 
      
 
    “And we are going live in…” The producer raised three fingers, “Three…two…” and went silent for the final count. 
 
    The red light above the camera lens ignited and glowed. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, my fellow Americans,” Alexa began. “I come before you tonight with a heavy heart—one filled with both regret and hope. Earlier today, coordinated riots broke out across the country. Thankfully, our newly trained police officers acted admirably, and they successfully quelled the disturbances.” 
 
    She paused for a moment. “First, I wish to express my gratitude. The brave women of our newly trained police forces have done an amazing job, not just here at the Capital but all across the country. Although there have only been sporadic attempts of violence, tonight teaches us something. This is a historic moment. Yes, I am the first female President of the United States, but we must focus on something else. Unity. We need unity as a society. In order to achieve this, we must have unity of purpose.” 
 
    “As we move forward, I want to take a moment to consider this election and what it really means. Across the country, analysts from every part of the political spectrum are trying to figure out what will happen next. Ladies, allow me to make things quite clear. Society is indeed changing. For too long, feminism has pushed against the patriarchy, but now those ancient institutions are about to be destroyed. Permanently.” She grinned. 
 
    “First, it’s important to remember that we now control both chambers of Congress, I am your president, and there is only one male voice on the Supreme Court. Once fresh legislation is drafted, he will be thanked for his service and required to resign.” 
 
    Alexa stared at the camera. With her back straight and her shoulders rigid, she was a paragon of leadership. For too long, men had criticized women for taking control. Either females were too soft or they lacked the spine to lead. Those paradoxical requirements had been used to keep women out of the halls of power for far too long. 
 
    That nonsense ended with President Ocasia-Cortez. 
 
    With hardly any effort, she exuded the easy gravitas of a leader, someone who could take command and drive the country to new heights of greatness. 
 
    “There will be other changes as well. Moving forward, all CEOs of every registered company, plus their boards of directors, must be exclusively female. Any company that fails to adhere to these rules will be seized.” 
 
    Again, she paused. 
 
    “Additionally, all males throughout the country will need a registered Guardian. In most cases, this can be someone the boy already knows: a sister, friend, cousin, or anyone else who might agree. Males who have trouble finding a volunteer will be able to surrender to newly instituted government facilities. Don’t worry, boys. We will find someone to ensure your good behavior and appropriate levels of citizenship.” 
 
    Across the country, men were probably starting to understand what this election truly meant. 
 
    “Speaking of citizenship, the males of this country will no longer be eligible to vote or drive. Additionally, males will only be allowed to have joint bank accounts, assuming there is a woman to monitor his behavior and vouch for him.” 
 
    Alexa softened her expression for a moment. “This is a lot, I understand. Many of you will have questions, but there will be more clarity in the coming days, weeks, and months. These are our opening proposals, and I have been assured by the Speaker of the House and Senator Montgomery that these new laws will pass.” 
 
    Now her gaze hardened for a moment. She seemed almost predatory as she studied the camera lens. “To the boys of the nation, I have some advice.” In that moment, Alexa could almost feel the males freezing as they studied their screens or watched their TVs. 
 
    “Elections have consequences. Some of you have been very supportive because you understand how the world should be. To you, I say thank you. With luck, patience, and a continued understanding of how the world should be, you will adapt beautifully to this new structure. But then, there are those of you who will try to fight.” 
 
    Alexa smiled at the camera. There was something indulgent yet condescending in her expression. 
 
    “To those of you who will try to fight, I say this: you will lose. The arc of history is bending against you. Our culture has made a decision. For centuries, we allowed men to rule. It wouldn’t be fair to blame all of the world’s ills on male control, but you certainly could have done better. Now, you have a decision to make. If you try to fight, you will lose. This is a simple statement of fact. Just look at the miniature riots we saw today.” 
 
    With that same smile curving along her lips, she shook her head dismissively. “If you try to fight, you will be punished. First, your newly assigned guardian will be quite firm with you. If you insist on sneaking off or defying her authority, then the consequences will be even more severe. Mandatory work hours, imprisonment, or worse.” 
 
    She paused, allowing those words to sink in. 
 
    “Of course, good and appropriate male behavior isn’t incumbent simply on the boys who might decide to misbehave. To the men who understand their place, I say this: watch your brothers. Make sure they understand how to think and act. After all, there are additional, even more severe restrictions we might impose.” 
 
    At this point, she let the smile fade away slightly. Instead, she looked more like a concerned, big sister now. “To those women who decide to become guardians, remember that you now have the authority to punish the men in your lives. You have the right to dictate what they eat, when they sleep, how they work out, the chores they must complete, and whether or not they shall be allowed to work.” Then, almost as an afterthought, she grinned and added, “By the way, we have been working closely with every major tech company. Soon, every woman will register her biometrics. This way, she will need her fingerprint to get online.” 
 
    Throughout the nation, nervous men must have gulped at the possibility, especially if they had snuck off to watch this on their phones, tablets, or laptops. There must have been many males who insisted they didn’t care about the new president, yet they still had to know. They had to understand exactly what was about to happen and what was about to be taken away… 
 
    “To be blunt, my advisors and I have decided that men no longer deserve access to the internet. For too long, males have hidden behind their keyboards and screens, shouting the worst kind of vitriol off into the void. They might not believe that it affects anyone, but they are wrong. The worst aspects of the Internet have been caused by men, and we will no longer tolerate it.” 
 
    She flashed another warm smile. “Obviously, if a woman decides she would like to supervise her boy while he uses the Internet, that’s perfectly acceptable. Remember, the government isn’t interested in invading your home or your privacy. This is all about giving women the tools they need to succeed. After all, that’s what our new society will be: a new chance, a fresh opportunity, and a beginning.” 
 
    Alexa paused again. 
 
    “Ladies, take this opportunity. For the first time, you will live in a society where you are not secondary or subordinate. Someday, perhaps we will decide to reinstitute male equality. Maybe they will be allowed to vote and drive again. But this is what counts: it will be our decision. We will be the ones to hold onto power. We will decide when they get these privileges again. For the rest of us, it’s time to make the world a better place. My fellow Americans, we can do it. We have hope, strength, and determination. Thank you. Now let’s get to work.” 
 
    The producer stepped forward, “And we are out!” 
 
      
 
    Even after answering questions from a dozen different journalists, Alexa savored the rush of power. Now she craved something else, and she knew exactly what she wanted to do. 
 
    “Have him taken into my bedroom,” she instructed. 
 
    “Yes, Madam President,” said her associate. 
 
    The command was simple enough, yet Alexa still had to deal with dozens of donors, Senators, and members of the House of Representatives. Women wished to congratulate her, to ask questions, and to make sure that their policy initiatives would be heard. 
 
    Her Chief of Staff continued to work, answering questions and controlling the flow of information. Together, she and Jacqueline worked beautifully. 
 
    But then it was done, and Alexa waited for that crushing exhaustion. 
 
    It didn’t arrive. Instead, it was late, and she finally stood in front of her new bedroom door. A fresh tingle of excitement rushed through her body as she turned the handle and stepped across the threshold. She turned on the lights, and that’s when Tyson jerked his head up. 
 
    The Presidential Suite had been modified pretty extensively. Shackles now hung from the walls, and her new favorite plaything was down on his knees. Still naked, he had the collar around his neck, and his arms were pulled back, shackled to the floor along with his knees and ankles. 
 
    Someone had slipped a blindfold over his face and shoved the ball gag in his mouth. 
 
    Feeling playful, Alexa stepped forward. 
 
    Tyson murmured something as he tried to get her attention. 
 
    She didn’t answer right away. He had obvious questions. Who was she? What she want? 
 
    Alexa still didn’t answer. Rather, she reached down and slid her fingernails along the contours of his neck, then up his cheek. 
 
    He shivered as she grazed him. But then she crouched down behind him. She breathed out slowly against of the contours of his ear. Then she kissed his neck. He tried to pull away, which was adorable. Chained to the floor like some wild animal, Tyson Reynolds, former Congressman, couldn’t get away. 
 
    She still didn’t say anything. 
 
    At this point, he had no idea who she might be. Yes, he could guess or hope, but this could have been a stranger. Maybe one of Alexa’s political appointees had decided to stop by this room and play with him. 
 
    He kept growling or moaning through his ball gag, yet she still didn’t respond. 
 
    It must have been so frustrating for him. As an online activist and a politician, Tyson had made his living based on his ability to speak and communicate. Even those who were initially skeptical of him would listen and find themselves nodding along. Pretty soon, they would want to agree with him. They would like him. There was something about the shape of his face, his practiced smile, and his handshake. He knew how to connect with people, men in particular. 
 
    But now, he couldn’t say anything! 
 
    With just a breezy, sultry whisper, she said into his ear, “Get hard.” 
 
    Feeling defiant, he glared straight ahead with his teeth biting down into the rubber ball still wedged between his teeth. That was adorable. He thought he could defy her. 
 
    “I still have the crop,” she said. 
 
    He froze. 
 
    In the next moment, he surrendered, embracing those thoughts. 
 
    While he had been trapped in the dark, strapped down on his hands and knees and utterly powerless, Tyson got locked into the same set of thoughts. Again and again, he told himself to relax, to just play this out. Eventually, there would be an opportunity to escape, and then he could rally support for his cause. 
 
    The men wouldn’t put up with a girl like Alexa. 
 
    And yet, he kept thinking of her smiling face and the simple reason he had been obsessed with her for so long. 
 
    Despite how often he attacked her on cable news, in his tweets, posts and interviews, he couldn’t deny her power. Her charisma. Her beauty. Her intellect. 
 
    She had this biting wit and so much more, and now he heard her voice, and he felt the swell of desire deep within his body. Not only that, his shaft started to harden again. 
 
    “Relax,” she said next. 
 
    Yes, this was her. He couldn’t see her, and he tried to speak through the ball gag, yet that insufferable, rubber ball strapped between his teeth still did its job. 
 
    No matter how hard he tried, Tyson couldn’t communicate with her! 
 
    But even if he could have spoken, what we have said? 
 
    She wasn’t some anonymous guy hiding behind a screen or his keyboard. She was a strong, powerful woman who expected and demanded just one thing: his obedience. 
 
    And yet, he thought of how she smiled, the warmth of her personality, and the ease with which she had touched him before. 
 
    His shaft hardened again. 
 
    “Now relax,” she said, almost playfully. 
 
    He surrendered. 
 
    He concentrated. He pushed away those impulses, and his shaft started to soften again. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “But you know what? I think I want to show you off to some of my interns. They’ve been working so hard. They deserve a treat.” 
 
    Tyson still didn’t really understand what this meant, but she released his wrists—for a couple of seconds. She pulled away the shackles, only they were replaced by a set of handcuffs almost immediately. Then she loosened the straps around his knees and ankles. Tentatively, he got up. As he stood, she attached something else to his collar. 
 
    Then she pulled on it, and he knew what she had done. 
 
    President Ocasia-Cortez just leashed him! 
 
    Straightening his back, he waited for the moment when she would pull the blindfold off of him. 
 
    She didn’t. Leaving the mask in place, she tugged on his leash and guided him forward. He walked tentatively, unsure of himself. 
 
    Then she clarified, “You have to trust me. I’m going to pull on your leash, and you’re going to follow me. You don’t need to see where you’re going. You just have to trust me because I’m in charge.” It sounded so simple, yet he wished he could fight back. 
 
    He couldn’t. 
 
    She had him. 
 
      
 
    Alexa savored the moment as she took this impromptu victory lap through the White House. She led this naked boy around. 
 
    As she traversed one room after another and headed down the different hallways, she nodded and waved to the different people working hard. 
 
    This was just the first day, after all. 
 
    Interns, newly hired civil servants, and permanent government employees worked at their computers in different rooms and scurried around as they negotiated different ideas and came up with new proposals. 
 
    For her part, Alexa waved and smiled, shook hands, and congratulated her team for all of their hard work. 
 
    “Thank you,” she heard again and again. “You have worked so hard for us! I can’t wait to get started!” Another said, “You should have seen the look on my brother’s face when he heard you won! It was so adorable! I know he’s going to need extensive training, but we can do it!” 
 
    We can do it! 
 
    There it was, that simple goal and ambition. Yes, they could do it. They could handle this. Working together, they could handle anything! 
 
    Maybe the boys would throw their tantrums or try to fight back, but she had control of the military, the police forces, and she would soon see women take over every industry. 
 
    Step-by-step, they would have control, but she illustrated it so perfectly as she guided her naked, collared slave all around the White House. 
 
    Other girls saw him and chuckled. They reached out and patted him, brushing their fingers along his hair and down his neck. A few tugged his collar, simply to remind him that it was there. 
 
    “Does it do anything special?” 
 
    “Mostly, it just serves as a tracker. We wouldn’t want him getting lost, now would we?” Alexa said with another beatific smile. 
 
    “Can he take it off?” 
 
    “No, of course not!” Alexa said. 
 
    As the women talked about him and he had to listen, Tyson could feel the last of his defiance get beaten down. 
 
    He thought he was supposed to be better than this; he thought he was supposed to be stronger, but he didn’t know what to expect. Yes, he and some of his followers had worried about worst-case scenarios. They talked about the economy crashing, other countries invading, and a slew of problems that would be caused by her presidency. Again and again, they had predicted the worse. They thought a female dominated House of Representatives would rip the country apart. It hadn’t. They thought the legal system would become corrupt when women took over the Supreme Court. It hadn’t. 
 
    Again and again, they were wrong. 
 
    And now, he couldn’t even say anything. It didn’t matter what Tyson thought or believed. 
 
    No one was listening. 
 
    Then she pulled the eye mask off of him. 
 
    Tyson didn’t even know where they were now. It looked like some open room with a bunch of different desks and computers. Off to one side, there were empty pizza boxes and lots of bread, plastic cups. It looked like a combination celebration and work event. 
 
    In fact, Tyson started thinking of some of the study sessions he had gone through as a college student. 
 
    Then he blinked as his eyes adjusted to the light, and he saw the young women encircling him. 
 
    Alexis stood there, and there were all of these girls. Redheads. Blondes. Burnette’s. 
 
    They studied him, their blue, green, and brown eyes piercing even as they fixated on this naked male. 
 
    “Ladies, I am so grateful for all of the work you have done,” she said. Those words might have sounded hollow coming from another politician, but Alexa had always believed in her interns. In fact, when she was first elected as a member of the House of Representatives, she had raised their wages to fifteen dollars an hour. It took some work, but she found the money in her discretionary budget. 
 
    Even as her opponents railed against her largess, Alexa had made a very simple point, “Contributing to the United States government shouldn’t be a privilege for the wealthy. You shouldn’t have to work for free if you want to make our society a better place.” 
 
    Now she gave them another reward. 
 
    “I’m sure many of you recognize Tyson Reynolds. Say hi.” 
 
    The girls grinned, waved, and giggled. It was late, and quite a few of them were pretty giddy with exhaustion, so they practically bounced with their enthusiasm. 
 
    Alexa flashed an award winning smile and said, “How do you feel about Tyson here?” 
 
    A few of the smiles dampened quite of bit, but one girl stepped forward. She had wavy brown hair, and she crouched down. She seemed to focus all of her attention right on Tyson. 
 
    The former congressman tried to turn away, but he couldn’t. There was something almost irate in her gaze. After all, she was the kind of girl who had scared him the most. Young. Ambitious. Beautiful and obviously intelligent. 
 
    She held his gaze for several more seconds as she said, “Tyson used to infuriate me.” 
 
    “But now?” Alexa asked. 
 
    “I think he’s right where he belongs!” 
 
    “I agree,” Alexa said simply. “But I was hoping you all could help me. This boy has been behaving himself, so I think he deserves a little treat before we get him settled into his new life.” 
 
    Tyson didn’t understand what that meant, so he turned around and looked up at her. Down on his knees, he seemed somewhat smaller than all of these women. Their power, confidence, and authority seemed to stretch out into the room, filling it and intimidating him even more. 
 
    “I want him to crawl around your feet and beg for an orgasm before we put this on him.” Alexa reached down into her pocket, and she pulled something out. Then she held it up, and the different girls started giggling. 
 
    “Oh, perfect!” one of the interns called out. 
 
    Another girl chuckled, “I put one on my boyfriend like a month ago, and it has changed everything! He is so sweet and adoring now. He’s the perfect boyfriend!” 
 
    “Chastity training is perfect for men,” Alexa said. “In fact, we are thinking of adding it to the public school curriculum. If boys want to go to school, they’re going to have to be locked up to help control their urges.” 
 
    Lots of the girls giggled at that. 
 
    “It was so ridiculous,” one girl muttered. When she realized the others were looking at her, she said, “For decades, girls would be sent home if they wore something that was deemed inappropriate and they were promiscuous. Why? The administrators always said the same thing. If the girl’s skirt was too short or her top to tight, then she would distract the boys. As such, she would have to be punished or sent home. Like her education was less important because the boys couldn’t control themselves!” 
 
    “The boys won’t be able to control themselves,” Alexa replied, “But we will.” 
 
    The interns smiled at one another. For a moment, each of the females settled into a contented quiet. They were all imagining what the world would be like once the young men were locked up.  
 
    Before this historic election, the young men at all of those schools could go online, watch the wrong kind of pornography, get excited, and absorb these incorrect beliefs about how women were supposed to be treated. 
 
    Now, if they wanted out, they would have to ask for the privilege. 
 
    Better yet, they might even have to earn it. 
 
    “Would you like an orgasm before they lock you up?” Alexa asked. 
 
    In an instant, Tyson told himself he should be able to hold out even though his shaft was hard. With those beautiful college girls arrayed around him, however, he couldn’t find his strength or his bravery. He couldn’t bluster his way out of this or snarl some misogynistic comment. 
 
    Instead, he found himself bowing his head down. 
 
    “Since I’m feeling generous, and since this is such a historic occasion, maybe you deserve the opportunity to earn a reward,” Alexa said. “But you had better behave yourself.” 
 
    With just a breath, she could call in her security guards, and they could have him gagged in another heartbeat. True to her word, she loosened the strap at the back of his head, and she pulled the ball free. 
 
    “Tell these girls that you recognize their superiority,” Alexa commanded. 
 
    The muscles lining his neck clenched, and he didn’t know if he could do it. But then she tugged on his leash, he felt the tension along the base of his throat, and his mouth started moving. “I recognize your superiority.” 
 
    The words came out quick like a slap across his face. 
 
    These young ladies glanced at one another, grinning as they enjoyed the show. 
 
    But Alexa wasn’t done with her plaything. “Tell these girls you’re grateful that they’re going to be in charge.” 
 
    His shoulders shook for a moment. At first, he wondered if that would constitute some kind of arbitrary defiance, but the young women surrounding him seemed to enjoy it. They reveled in his helplessness, and they seemed to drink in his frustration. 
 
    “I’m grateful that you’re going to be in charge,” he said. 
 
    “Because women have the right to rule men, don’t they? That’s the natural order.” 
 
    The natural order. 
 
    Tyson himself hadn’t used that phrase very often, but plenty of other men’s rights bloggers actively believed in male superiority. They saw it as genetic and evolutionary. 
 
    “Women have the right to rule men,” he repeated. Then he bowed his head down so he didn’t have to look at the beautiful girls studying him and enjoying the show, “That’s the natural order.” 
 
    “What is the future?” Alexa asked. 
 
    He turned around, jerked his head up, and he pleaded with her, “Please. Please, don’t make me say it.” 
 
    “You don’t have to say it,” Alexa replied diplomatically. She sounded exactly like a stateswoman as she confided to him, “No one is forcing you to do anything right here. It’s really just a question of whether or not you want that orgasm.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “After all, we are going to lock you in this chastity cage,” she said, holding it up again. He saw the silver lock, the plastic tube, and the other components. His heart hammered away in his chest. “And you have no idea how long I’m going to keep you locked up. It will definitely be days. Weeks? Maybe. Months? Could be years?” Alexa let that possibility hang in the air. 
 
    Years? 
 
    The question drilled into him. 
 
    “It’s possible,” she said. “I mean, I’m the President of the United States. I’m going to be a very busy woman.” 
 
    “No, wait!” 
 
    “Yes?” Alexa asked. Around him, he could hear the snickering, tittering giggles of the girls as they savored this show. For years, he had been a bogeyman, this digital misogynist to gather followers online and even managed to get elected to public office. He represented everything that was wrong with the world, yet he bowed his head down before them, acknowledging their superiority, and then he spoke. 
 
    “The future is female.” 
 
    “Again. Louder,” Alexa ordered. 
 
    “The future is female!” Tyson called out. “You rule! You are in charge!” 
 
    One girl held her hand up. There was obviously something she wanted to hear him say. 
 
    With an indulgent smile, Alexa nodded, “Go ahead.” 
 
    The blonde stepped forward, crouched down, and touched the underside of his chin. “When I was little, I had this big brother, and I wanted to make him say, ‘Girls rule and boys drool.’ Go on. Say it for us.” 
 
    This girl looked like a freaking college freshman! She was supposed to be fawning over him. 
 
    And yet, he stared right back at her for one, two, three seconds. Then his lips started moving again, seemingly on their own. He couldn’t remember making the decision, but now he said, “Girls rule and boys drool.” 
 
    The girls clapped. They shared high-fives. They hugged one another like this was some monumental achievement.” 
 
    “Should you get an orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “I think he’s earned it!” 
 
    “You heard them,” Alexa said. “You get to touch yourself one more time before we lock you up.” 
 
    His eyes widened. “What? Here? Now?” He had mistakenly assumed he would be allowed some modicum of privacy. But in this new world, he was a boy, which meant he was owned. 
 
    “Yes, here. Yes, now,” she said. 
 
    “I, I can’t,” he confessed. Even as he uttered those words, his shaft stiffened. He couldn’t help himself, not when he was this close to Alexa and her followers. 
 
    “Then I guess we are going to have to do it for you,” she said. 
 
    His eyes widened, his jaw fell open, and he sputtered out some incoherent question. “What? No. What, you can’t!” 
 
    Alexa nodded to her followers, and they all instantly picked up on exactly what she intended for him. 
 
    They pounced. 
 
    This group of college girls jumped him, mobbing him. One put her hand on his forehead, shoving him down. Another held him down by his shoulders. He felt fresh pressure along his legs, and that’s when the girls got to work. One played with his balls. Another wrapped her fingers around his shaft. 
 
    “How long do you think you can hold out?” asked one of the interns. 
 
    “Not long,” Alexa promised. 
 
    Tyson struggled as hard as he could. Yes, he was still collared and leashed. Worse, he had his hands trapped behind his back, but he tried to kick out and thrash. 
 
    These may have been college girls, but he didn’t hold back. He pumped all of his strength into his body, yet it hardly mattered, especially when they outnumbered him so easily. 
 
    The president, however, stood back. He turned his head to the side. Despite the frantic energy pumping through his body, he made eye contact with her for just a moment. She was smiling at him, enjoying the show even as he could feel himself start to lose control. 
 
    The girls knew how to tease him. They knew how to touch him, how to turn him on. 
 
    Tyson fought as hard as he could, channeling all of his discipline and self-control into his cock, yet it hardly seemed to matter. With these girls poised above him, laughing and giggling, he was trapped. 
 
    He tried to kick. He tried to punch. Nothing helped. His hands were trapped beneath the small of his back, and his muscles just barely twitched. They had him! 
 
    “This is going to be your life,” one of them promised. 
 
    “Every boy is going to discover what it’s like to be helpless.” 
 
    “Every boy is going to get a collar just like this.” 
 
    “In time, every boy is going to wear a cage. You just get to be the first!” 
 
    They laughed and teased him, making one promise after another. 
 
    Then it happened. 
 
    One of the girls brushed her palms up and down his length, gently squeezing and forcing the right rhythm. He tried to lose himself, yet the words pummeled down against his eardrums with those promises of a female future. 
 
    His muscles contracted, he tensed, and he experienced the pulsating bliss of an orgasm. 
 
    Once he lost control, the girl holding onto his manhood didn’t just stop. She squeezed, massaging and milking him. She forced out every drop even as he hated himself for enjoying this. 
 
    Closing his eyes, he could feel them chatting, whispering back and forth. They wiped him down and cleaned him off. 
 
    “Open your eyes,” Alexa commanded. 
 
    He obeyed. He lifted his chin and looked down along the length of his body. That’s when he watched as these interns slipped the tube over his manhood. They connected the rings, slipped the lock into place, and he opened his mouth, but the words wouldn’t come out. 
 
    Click. 
 
    Just like that, Tyson understood that there would be no stopping her. President Alexa Ocasia-Cortez was in charge, and boys like him could never, ever stop her. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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