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Servant Boy 
 
      
 
    Aimee Myers yawned and rubbed at her impossibly tired eyes. Just like the rest of the research staff, she had been working double shifts at the lab and it was starting to take its toll.  
 
    “Sample Eight-niner-four delta,” she muttered in the general direction of the recorder. She unsealed the small container and added a single drop to the prepared slide, then put it onto the microscope’s plate.  
 
    The experiment was very simple: certain viruses affected men and women differently. For example, men infected with the Human Papillomavirus are five times more likely than women to develop cancer as a direct result. Aimee wanted to know why, so she was using an engineered strain of a T-cell Lymphotropic virus to see if it could be trained to ignore the Y chromosome- the one that made a baby develop as a male and was accordingly shared by all men. If she could only crack that code… 
 
    Her mind wandered, as it often did when she worked. She knew that such a discovery would be ground-breaking. Worthy of a Nobel Prize even. Diseases could be cured- it would literally be the end of the common cold. Her name would go down in history. 
 
    She peered through the lens, not daring to hope that this would be the sample that would break the field wide open. She was, once again, disappointed. The virus reacted exactly as any other would.  
 
    Aimee sighed and glanced at the clock. There was plenty of time for another dozen or so iterations of the same process.  
 
    “Sample Eight-niner-five echo,” she continued, selecting the next in the series. She followed the same process, putting a small amount on the prepared slide and slipping it into the plate’s clips. She peered in through the lens.  
 
    “What the hell?” she muttered, forgetting for a moment that every word was being recorded. The slide seemed to have been improperly prepared- there was an X chromosome, but the Y was missing entirely. The sample would have nothing to interact with, which made that iteration useless. “What a waste,” she sighed as she prepared another one.  
 
    A single drop of 895E. Fix the slide into the microscope. Look through the lens.  
 
    Once again, there was no Y chromosome. Aimee swore inwardly; she’d have hell to raise with the prep team in the morning. One faulty slide was almost unheard of; two shouldn’t be possible. By the third, she was livid.  
 
    Rather than waste her time, Aimee decided to confirm the slide first. It was the correct procedure anyhow, but no one ever bothered with that step. Finally, she saw the familiar Y shape that told her that this test would be worthwhile. She removed the slide, added a drop of 895E, and slid it back onto the plate.  
 
    There was no Y chromosome.  
 
    That’s when it hit her. The plates weren’t improperly prepared. 895E killed the Y chromosome.  
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    That was as much as was known about the plague that wiped out nearly every man on Earth. No one really knew how 895E had found its way into the water supply. Theories ranged from terrorism to some sort of terrible accident, but by the time it was discovered it was already too late. The death toll was catastrophic. It was also entirely male.  
 
    Aimee’s notes had been studied for years by researchers and taught in what had become of the schools. To some, she was the hero that pulled the world back from the brink of destruction. To others, she was an accidental mass murderer. To Stefanie Simmons, Aimee Myers was merely an interesting historical footnote. Stefanie had much more important things to worry about.  
 
    “Miss Simmons?” The voice was appropriately deferential. 
 
    The tentative use of her name pulled Stefanie out of her thoughts. It was James, one of the few males that had somehow survived the plague. He had been immune, as were a small percentage of other men. Given her role in the new government, Stefanie was allowed to have a male of her own. As the new society’s best scientists had figured out the procreation piece years earlier, a high priority given the circumstances, Stefanie used James in the same way most women used their males: as little more than a personal slave.  
 
    It was a delicious twist. Stefanie remembered all the times she had been sent to fetch coffee for her male boss. How many times she had her ass “accidentally” been touched in a tight hallway. How many times had her boss or her boss’s boss unabashedly stared at her chest when all she wanted was to be heard. James, and the rest of the surviving men, deserved their fate.   
 
    He kept his head down, unable or unwilling to make eye contact with the powerful woman that had become his boss. He knew his place; when men lost the numbers and women made up the entirety of the of the government, millennia of male dominance disintegrated nearly overnight.  
 
    The men that accepted that fact found that they had a position, albeit a very low one, in the new women’s world. They were allowed to be a part of society, and many found it eye-opening to have the roles reversed in such a way. Those that rejected society soon found that they were excluded from it entirely. For one reason or another, there weren’t many men like that left. 
 
    As a small minority, the recalcitrant males had to give in. They had to accept the fact that women were in charge. Men couldn’t dominate society when they couldn’t be around to make many—if any—of the important decisions…so they were left to the tender mercy of those women who had once been routinely objectified and harassed. 
 
    “What is it?” she scowled. She was barely halfway through the new constitution’s draft, and the last thing she wanted was to be disturbed. Her ideas would be analyzed, dissected, and debated by a variety of different leaders—all women, of course. 
 
    “Miss Simmons,” he said again. “It’s five o’clock. May I go home, please?” 
 
    She glanced at the clock. She had no idea that it had gotten so late in the day. Rebuilding society…even making it better than it had been before…was more than a full-time job.  
 
    Stefanie ignored the question. He’d leave when she told him he could leave. “I need coffee,” she said simply.  
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he nodded. He disappeared for a few moments, then reappeared with a steaming mug. Without a word, he set it on the desk next to her. Then, he simply waited for his next direction. He was well-trained. 
 
    Because she needed a break, Stefanie stretched her arms over her head as she asked, “Remind me, James. What did you do before the plague?”  
 
    “I was an advertising executive,” he replied. He tried to hide it, but Stefanie could hear a little bit of pain in his voice. Longing. 
 
    “Ah, that’s right. An advertising executive. They’re all women now, of course. Every executive in the world, I believe. Men don’t get to lead.” Sometimes, she enjoyed teasing and baiting the hapless male. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.”  
 
    “Did you have any women working for you?”  
 
    James nodded.  
 
    “Account executives? Sales managers? Account specialists?”  
 
    “No,” he replied.  
 
    “I see. What role did a woman play in your office?” 
 
    “Just my secretary,” he admitted.  
 
    Stefanie nodded. “And now here you are, the lowest rung on the social and professional ladder. Life’s funny sometimes. It must be humiliating, having to do everything I say.” 
 
    “I don’t mind,” he lied. He actually was humiliated nearly every single day in one form or another. Every time he had to give up his seat on the bus because a woman wanted it… or when he had to ask permission to go to lunch or leave for the day… or when he was mocked for an erection that he couldn’t quite hide… he was getting used to humiliation. Worse than all of that…there was a small part of him that liked it.  
 
    “We were thinking about letting men vote,” she said idly, flipping through the draft’s pages. “But we haven’t quite decided yet.”  
 
    “I’m sure whatever you decide will be perfect,” he offered. Secretly, he prayed she might allow him the right to vote. Then again, he never really appreciated it when he had it. He meant what he said; he had grown to respect Stefanie a great deal. She was a woman, but she was also extremely capable and intelligent. He wondered how many times he had overlooked a woman like her based on his own prejudices. It was far too late, but he regretted it now. 
 
    “Of course it will,” she snapped, a little more harshly than she intended. Fatigue sharpened her tone. She turned around but winced with pain before she had turned around completely. The stress of her position, which was affected by the historical loss of half the population, had taken its toll. Her neck and shoulders were constantly sore, and the last round of painkillers had started to wear off.  
 
    “Your neck again?” James asked. It was a slightly more familiar tone than he would have normally used, but he was genuinely concerned for her well-being. He had already accepted that he had developed feelings for his boss, and he wondered how long he’d be able to hide it from her.  
 
    It wasn’t fair, not when he found himself attracted to her power and the protection she could provide. Before the plague, women routinely developed crushes on their bosses. Now it was the boys’ turn. 
 
    “Dammit, yeah,” she replied.  
 
    “May I?” he offered, gesturing towards her neck. For his many flaws, James gave an incredible massage. It was one of his redeeming characteristics.  
 
    “Fine,” she replied and turned away from him and continued reading the document where she had left off. A moment later, she felt his soft hands brush against the back of her neck. He started rubbing her sore neck and shoulders in small, light circles. After a few moments, he pushed harder, then a few minutes more before pushing harder still. She could feel her tight muscles relaxing with his touch. She was fortunate that her male had that particular skill. Plenty of boys bordered on utterly useless. 
 
    “That feels good,” she sighed.  
 
    “I’m glad,” he replied. He meant it. 
 
    Stefanie let her mind wander. Given the current demographics, lesbianism was the societal norm. Women still needed companionship and they readily found it in each other. She thought about the last time she had been with a man, which was largely frowned upon now. It had been a few months before the plague hit, and he had been her boyfriend at the time.  
 
    As was often the case, it had been what he wanted. She wasn’t particularly in the mood, but she was a dutiful girlfriend all the same. He woke her up with a finger inside her vagina, then he was on top of her. A moment after that, he was inside her and thrusting furiously in and out of her. He came, rolled over, and left her to clean up. Hardly a satisfying experience, but hardly an uncommon one either. She was accustomed to being treated like a piece of meat- at least, she was back then. Things were different now. 
 
    “When was the last time you were with a woman?” she asked suddenly. She could feel his fingers pause for a moment, then continue as enthusiastically as before.  
 
    “I’m not sure,” he said after a moment. “Not since… not since the plague hit. And a while before that.”  
 
    “Do you masturbate?”  
 
    Again, his fingers reacted slightly, but he answered honestly all the same. “There’s not much privacy in the dorms. There’re six of us to a room, so there aren’t many opportunities. A lot of the other men have been castrated, so it’s not like they’re very sympathetic.” He paused for a moment. With a nervous gulp, he felt like he needed to say more, “Thanks for not, um, having me castrated.” 
 
    The decision was left up to each individual owner. Some women found it easier to control their males once they took their balls. Stefanie hadn’t ever felt the need with James. “You’re welcome. So that means you still have urges?”  
 
    “Yes,” he admitted.  
 
    “And you can act on them?”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    Stefanie pulled away from his touch, stood, and turned to face her male. “Lock the door,” she ordered.  
 
    “Ma’am?”  
 
    “You heard me,” she answered with a subtle purr. 
 
    James, as always, did exactly as he was told. When he turned around, Stefanie could see that he was very hard. His erection strained against his pants, but he made no effort to free it. They both knew who was calling the shots.  
 
    “What the hell’s that?” she sneered, pointing at his crotch.  
 
    His cheeks grew to a rosey red. “I’m… er, I’m hard, Ms. Simmons.” 
 
    Before he could react, Stefanie swatted at the engorged member. “That’s a little presumptuous,” she scolded. “You think you’ll need that thing?”  
 
    “I can’t control it,” he stammered. “I’m sorry.”  
 
    Stefanie sighed and rolled her eyes. Men. “You’ll learn.” She lifted her skirt and dropped her panties to the floor before stepping out of the delicate fabric. She could see his eyes trace every inch of her creamy flesh. “This would have been ridiculously illegal in the workplace, once,” she noted. “But now, you’re pretty much mine to use as I see fit.” 
 
    “That’s true,” James agreed. “Whatever you want.” 
 
    Stefanie sat in her overstuffed executive chair, spread her legs, and grinned. “Then use your mouth.” 
 
    James didn’t waste a moment. He certainly didn’t argue. The man obediently lowered himself to his knees and positioned himself between his boss’s thighs. He started slowly, licking along her pussy lips until he reached her clit; he circled it lightly with his tongue, then returned to her moist hole. He repeated the process, dedicating himself to her pleasure and expecting nothing in return.  
 
    Yes, he knew his place. At the moment, it was on his knees pleasuring his boss. He did it enthusiastically.  
 
    Stefanie moaned softly. She ran her fingers through his hair, giving herself over to the pleasure and impending orgasm. She grabbed the back of his head, holding him close to her body.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” she moaned. “I’m gonna come!”  
 
    She could feel the climax building, starting from her pussy and spreading to the pit of her stomach. Tiny bolts of electricity started flashing through her body. James did as he was told, eagerly licking her pussy and pushing her closer and closer to release. Stefanie looked down at him; their eyes met. She could see that he wanted nothing more than to please her, and he wouldn’t dare demand anything from her.  
 
    Suddenly, the climax hit. She cried out as the pleasure flooded her body and she moaned as she pushed against his face. She knew her pussy juices were soaking his mouth and tongue, and he lapped up every drop.  
 
    When she was done, she pushed James away from her. She could see hope in his eyes, but he would just have to wait. Maybe next time she would allow him to come, but for now she was satisfied and that would have to be good enough for him. Somehow, she knew that it was.  
 
    She stood, put her panties back on, and reseated herself in the chair. It was slightly damp; she’d have to remember to have him clean it later.  
 
    “Why are you staying in the men’s dorm?” she asked as if nothing had happend. She was doing her best to control her breathing, but she couldn’t do anything about her flushed skin or thundering heartbeat.  
 
    James licked her juices from his lips before answering. “It’s where I was assigned,” he explained.  
 
    Despite the lingering satisfaction, she did her best to scowl. “You mean that I’ve been cleaning my own house and washing my own damned dishes, while you’ve been hanging out with your friends in some dorm?”  
 
    For just a moment, he looked pained. But then he suddenly realized what she was getting at. “I’m sorry, ma’am. You’re right.”  
 
    “Of course, I’m right.” She fished inside her purse and pulled out her housekey. “You probably don’t have much to pack, so I expect you to have my house clean by the time I get home. I’ll be late. You’ll cook and clean, so I can focus on fixing the mess you men left behind.”  
 
    She turned away to hide her own smile. She liked the idea of having her own man at home, dutifully cooking and cleaning, and doing whatever else she wanted him to do.  
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he replied. She could hear the smile in his own voice. “Whatever you want.”  
 
    Stefanie knew, to the core of his being, that he meant it.  
 
      
 
    The next day, Stefanie wondered if she had been too impulsive. Inviting her male to live with her? Sure, she had always wanted a pet, and he could be useful, but that kind of intimacy shouldn’t be offered lightly… 
 
    She didn’t give her potential regrets or secondary concerns much time. As a woman and as an owner, she could easily have him sent back to his dormitory. Granted, he would probably be punished. Even if she said that he had been an exemplary servant and an obedient male, the dormitory matron would likely decide that he needed some extra correction. 
 
    This was quite common. 
 
    Stefanie didn’t mind overly much. 
 
    But then, those thoughts got derailed, of course, by the analyses she needed to complete. She continued her work on the new Constitution. There were questions to be addressed. The old systems of government, those run by men, had brought forth some interesting ideas. 
 
    Men weren’t utterly incompetent, she knew. It would be illogical and no service to humanity to suggest that fully half of the species was utterly stupid. While the average male was obviously inferior to the average female, Stefanie could still respect some of the great political thinkers. Plato, Sun Tzu, Aristotle, Solon, and others held her grudging respect. 
 
    Then again, she also had to wonder what humanity would have done if men hadn’t worked so hard to suppress female thought for so long. 
 
    Oh well. 
 
    Mother Nature had decided that men needed to be wiped out for the most part. 
 
    A few lucky boys, like James, remained. And he knew his place. 
 
    “How may I serve you, ma’am?” James asked as he opened the door to her office. 
 
    “Coffee,” she said. “Oh, and my dry-cleaning probably needs to be picked up,” she told him. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she called out just as the door to her office closed again. 
 
    As she worked on her reports and proposals, she kept drifting back to thoughts of James. 
 
    To think, that boy had been in charge. Before the plague, he probably had plenty of people who would listen to him. He even had his own secretary, a female no less. 
 
    While the plague had caused many problems, it had definitely corrected more than a few as well. With a smirk, she shook her head. 
 
    Focusing on her work, she let the hours dribble by. 
 
    James came back, and she ordered him to collect a variety of files. Because really, that’s what a boy was best for: menial labor. Obediently, he collected everything she requested, all without complaint. More than that, he was actually a pretty good office worker. He quickly and efficiently gathered up the requisite materials. He brought them back for her to analyze and study. 
 
    “What do you think the impact would be of male enfranchisement?” Stefanie asked just as he was about to retreat from the room once again. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “I asked you about the male privilege of voting,” she said. 
 
    “Yes. I remember.” 
 
    “I’m thinking about a variety of different systems we might implement. The first and easiest one would simply be to allow men to vote in the same way that women do. We could just have men turn eighteen, and then they could go register.” 
 
    “That would be one possibility,” he allowed. She spun around in her chair. She looked over at her hapless male. 
 
    “Does this make you nervous?” 
 
    With an adorably obvious gulp, he shrugged, like he didn’t know one way or the other. “I’m not sure it’s a good idea for a man to have an opinion,” he said. This was just one more humiliation he had to endure over the course of his day. 
 
    “I know, I know,” she said with a wave of her hand. “You’re a very good boy, and don’t worry, no enforcers going to hear about this. I’m genuinely curious about what you think, James.” 
 
    “Thank you for understanding, ma’am.” He stared over her shoulder even as he continued to face her. He was a smart boy. He didn’t want to potentially provoke her wrath by making eye contact. Stefanie didn’t mind when men looked at her. She wasn’t insecure, and she couldn’t be intimidated by some boy, even if he happened to be taller. 
 
    “If we don’t go with automatic voting privileges, we could always try something else.” 
 
    When she didn’t say anything, he glanced back at her. Clearly, he was curious. 
 
    After a few more seconds, she put him out of his misery, “For example, maybe boys will need to take a test for the privilege to vote.” 
 
    “A test?” 
 
    “That’s right,” Stefanie replied. “You see, some of my colleagues are very much against the idea of male enfranchisement for one reason. They worry about a political backlash. Did you know that men have traditionally held power because they’re overly emotional creatures?” 
 
    “What?” James asked. The deep frown marring the corners of his mouth made it clear he didn’t like this idea. 
 
    Too bad. 
 
    Stefanie continued as though she hadn’t noticed his unspoken objections. “It’s true. Men might be bigger, but they only held power because they are more emotional. Women were routinely required to hold themselves back, to protect the fragile male ego.” 
 
    His lips opened, and it was clear he wanted to say something, but James couldn’t venture forth. He couldn’t make a sound, lest he risk getting himself in trouble. 
 
    “Do you disagree?” 
 
    “If you’re telling me this, it must be true,” he said, though his shoulders shook slightly, as though it required all of his willpower to get those words out. 
 
    She smirked as she rested her eyes on him. She liked studying him. More than that, she loved the way James had to behave. If he let his emotions get ahead of him, he might risk an outburst. In turn, he would be punished. Overly emotional males were routinely “fixed.” If he wanted to remain one of the lucky boys who avoid castration, he needed to keep quiet. 
 
    “Good boy,” she answered. “But now, if boys get to vote, there’s the same concern. They might gather into groups and go to their sisters and their mothers and their friends and beg or plead or whine. They might even get aggressive and decide that they should try to take over again. It could all start with the vote. It might be a slippery slope.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    “Would you ever try to take over, James?” Stefanie asked. 
 
    The boy swallowed again, recognizing just how dangerous this line of reasoning could be. 
 
    “No, ma’am. I would never, ever try something like that,” he said, and his voice shook ever so slightly. He almost sounded like some adorably innocent adolescent. 
 
    “That’s good to hear, James.” She enjoyed using his name and talking down to him as her subordinate. “What about the other boys out in the world? Do you think any of them might get bad ideas into their cute little heads?” 
 
    “There are always bad people out there,” he said, his tone neutral now. 
 
    “So you’re telling me, if you had the chance to get your old position back, to become an executive or maybe a political leader, you wouldn’t take it?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” He lifted his gaze and stared straight ahead. 
 
    Stefanie studied him for several more seconds. “And why is that?” If this sounded like a test, that’s because it was meant to. Well, it was a test and a game. She was toying with him, and they both knew it. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because men are inferior. Like you said, we’re overly emotional, we get too aggressive, and we can’t think clearly.” 
 
    “If I walked over there right now, would you be turned on?” 
 
    James gulped again, like he didn’t want to say anything. Because she needed a break and because she was having so much fun, Stefanie got up. She took several slow strides in his direction. Clearly, he yearned to retreat from the room, but he knew better than to try to abandon his superior. 
 
    She came closer and closer. Then she touched the underside of his chin. He still didn’t look away. Good boy. Smart boy. She ran her fingers along his cheek, just past his ear. Then she gripped him by the back of his head. Her fingers wove their way into his soft hair, and she tugged, pulling his head back. She demonstrated her control over this young man. 
 
    And then she pushed forward, tilting his head down so that she could kiss him hard. With her free hand, she slid her fingers down into his pants. She explored his trousers until she found direction. She stroked him, teasing him. 
 
    “What, what are you going to do?” 
 
    “You’ve been so forthright with me, giving me such good feedback,” she said. “I thought maybe you would like a treat.” 
 
    Judging from his panting, he clearly yearned for an orgasm. That’s why she took his shaft in the palm of her hand, and she jerked him off. Her fingers glided up and down as she forced him closer and closer to relief. 
 
    He wanted to stop this. He knew how it would end—with his humiliation. Even so, he didn’t beg her to stop. He took it. Every masculine desire in his body crying out for completion. 
 
    Then he came, his cock pulsating. He blew his load right there into his underwear. He could feel every throbbing pulse of his shaft as she squeezed him. She milked him until there was nothing left. 
 
    Then she pulled her hand out, and she wiped her palm off on his shirt. “Look at that. Still wet,” she said. “Get down on your knees like a dog and lick my hand clean.” 
 
    His eyes widened, but Stefanie just grinned at him. She revealed her teeth. In doing so, she made it very clear that he had to obey. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said as he fell to his knees. Like an eager little dog, he started to lick the palm of her hand. He cleaned her off like a good boy. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “I’m always impressed by your tongue, James.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.” 
 
    When she was satisfied, she put her hand on his forehead and nudged him back. “You know, there’s another option for giving boys like you the privilege of voting.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” He had his head bowed down. He remained on his knees because he hadn’t been given permission to stand. 
 
    “Sponsorship,” she explained. “Maybe men should be allowed the privilege of voting, but only if they can get one or more females to sponsor them. This way, a boy will have the privilege of voting, but he will have to make sure he can please several women beforehand.” 
 
    “What would that entail?” James asked before he realized such a question might be taken as impertinent. 
 
    Fortunately, Stefanie was in a very good mood. First, she just shrugged. “Who knows?” She wobbled her head from side to side as she stood above him. He glanced upward, and their eyes met. With James down on his knees, he could feel her strength and physicality. She seemed taller and more powerful, closer to a goddess than just a regular woman. 
 
    How many other men all across the world have that exact same thought? How many of them bowed down, only to find their traditional advantages shrivel away into nothingness? 
 
    “Maybe a man will only be allowed to vote on an annual basis if he can get the requisite number of signatures. To do this, he might have to do chores or perhaps answer these girls’ questions to their satisfaction.” 
 
    “Then he wouldn’t really be voting at all.” 
 
    “Oh yes, he would still be voting. He would get to write in his name and pick a side. If you really want to see a system where the whole thing becomes a charade, then maybe he should be allowed to vote, but only with female supervision.” 
 
    James felt his throat clench as he processed those words. 
 
    “I know, right?” Stefanie said with a giggle. “It would be crazy. I mean, as a boy, you would be allowed to vote, but you would go with your sponsor, and she would get to supervise you the entire time.” 
 
    “She would tell me how to vote.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Stefanie said, mostly because she enjoyed thinking through these implications. “You would get to tag along with her, but the choice would ultimately belong to your sponsor. How do you feel about that?” 
 
    James opened his mouth, and he was about to tell the truth before he stopped himself. “My feelings don’t matter, ma’am. I will do as I’m told.” 
 
    She reached down and squeezed his cheeks between her thumb and finger tips. “That’s right,” she agreed. “Don’t worry. You’ll be told what to think eventually.” 
 
    James answered with the only possible, the only acceptable response, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    That night, she worked too late. She enjoyed her coffee, and then she had her slave boy give her another massage. He worked his fingers along her neck and shoulders just as he had done before. In fact, Stefanie was getting very used to this sort of treatment. 
 
    “Were you a good boss?” Stefanie asked. 
 
    He paused, much longer than she expected. 
 
    “James, be honest,” she ordered. 
 
    Unfortunately for James, his boss had a very good sense for when he was lying. 
 
    “I wasn’t the greatest of bosses,” he ultimately confessed. 
 
    “Meaning?” 
 
    “Meaning I sometimes teased my secretary.” 
 
    She raised her head and opened her eyes. She turned around. She snapped her fingers, indicating he needed to get down on his knees where he belonged. 
 
    “How so?” Those two words came out, sharp and dangerous. 
 
    “Well, I sometimes joked with her. Sometimes, I said some things that were probably insensitive.” 
 
    “Did you treat her like a servant?” 
 
    “She was my employee, and it was just the thing to do. My colleagues would have laughed at me if I let her get away with anything.” 
 
    “So you humiliated her because it felt like the right thing to do?” 
 
    James clearly didn’t want to say anything, but he knew better than to ignore her. “Yes, ma’am,” he finally said, each word strained, like he could barely get them out. 
 
    “I think you need to be punished for that.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said because any other answer would have made it worse. 
 
    “Did you want to fuck your secretary?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Really? I didn’t know that you were such a cliché before the plague,” she said with a shake of her head. “I guess I expected better from you, James.” 
 
    Realizing he had only one chance, he said quickly, “I’m sorry, ma’am. As you pointed out, I’m an inferior male. When I had the opportunity to misbehave, I took it.” 
 
    “So you’re better now?” 
 
    “I don’t have any opportunities to misbehave.” 
 
    “You know, I don’t think you really understand what it means to be subjugated. Tonight, you’re coming home with me, and I’m going to ride you. I’m going to bend you over, pull your hair, in turn you into my obedient little bitch for the night. What you think of that?” 
 
    “Anything to please you, ma’am,” he said. 
 
      
 
    It was late when she finally left the office, but Stefanie was looking forward to this. Adrenaline pumped through her veins, banishing the exhaustion from her body. She drove, of course. She had her slave in the passenger seat, but he kept his hands on his lap like a good boy. 
 
    “The world is ours,” Stefanie said. 
 
    James couldn’t disagree. 
 
    He looked out the windows, studying the different buildings. Before everything changed, they would have been owned by men. Men would have held every political and executive position. Now, no man could be anything more than an assistant, at best. In many ways, he was lucky that he hadn’t been reduced to physical labor. 
 
    Then there were the rumors. Some of the guys back at the dorm would talk about how women would actually train the boys in their lives to behave like dogs or ponies. Apparently, seeing the man reduced to the status of literal animals turned on more than one power-hungry female. 
 
    Then again, men had always enjoyed seeing girls dress up as bunnies. Perhaps this was what they deserved, recompense for decades of abusing their authority. 
 
    Stefanie pulled up in front of her home. She got out of the car and motioned for her boy to follow. He trailed after her obediently. She opened the door and put her hand on his ass. She nudged him forward, guiding him through her home until they made it all the way to the bedroom. That’s when she put her hands on his chest. “Stay,” she said. 
 
    Right away, he bristled, automatically thinking once again of the women who addressed the boys they owned as actual animals. It seemed that Stefanie had no problem talking to him like he was a dog. 
 
    By her command, he froze. He didn’t move his arms or his legs. She touched him, pressing her hands up to his chest. She pinched his shoulders and biceps. She examined him slowly, taking her time as her fingers wandered along the contours of his body. 
 
    From there, she reached for his buttons. She loosened his shirt before yanking it past his shoulders. Next, she pulled his undershirt up and over his arms and head. 
 
    Shirtless and naked from the waist up, he stood there, still obedient. 
 
    “I enjoy objectifying you,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said dutifully. 
 
    “Tell me. Did you ever ask your secretary to show you anything special?” 
 
    She could tell that his jaw just clenched. “Tell me,” she ordered. “You wouldn’t want to lie to me.” He knew that would be a mistake, so he nodded his head. He told her the truth. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I once offered my secretary a raise in exchange for naked pictures.” 
 
    “She must’ve been very pretty. Was she?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “But that’s not why you did it, is it?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “Explain,” she ordered. 
 
    “It was all about the power,” he said. As he explained, she loosened the buckle on his belt and she yanked down his pants. He still stood there, motionless like a statue, although his lips continued to move. “I loved knowing that I could say whatever I wanted to her. There wouldn’t be any consequences because I was her boss. I could get away with anything.” 
 
    “As opposed to real life?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” He exhaled slowly before continuing, “I’m not proud of it. I know that what I did was wrong.” 
 
    “And why is that?” 
 
    “Because women should always be respected.” 
 
    “And why’s that?” 
 
    He had said this before, but he had to say it again. Such was the fate of every man left alive. “Because women are superior. They are the better half of humanity. There’s a reason why so many of the men died off.” 
 
    “Which was?” 
 
    “We were weak,” he told her. 
 
    “Good boy.” She walked over to the bed. She reached for the nightstand, opening one of the drawers. As she did so, she pulled out a pair of panties with a special opening and her favorite dildo. 
 
    “You know what this is?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said as she held the harness before him. 
 
    “Do you know what I’m going to do to you?” 
 
    There it was again, that adorably nervous gulp of his. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “What am I going to do?” 
 
    “You’re going to fuck me,” he said. 
 
    “That’s right,” she answered, her eyes glittering. 
 
      
 
    Stefanie had him naked. She ordered him to hold his hands behind his back, and he complied. Obviously, he obeyed. For a moment, Stefanie considered some of the wild, feral males who are still out there. A few men refused to acknowledge female authority despite their overwhelming numbers. 
 
    Silly men. 
 
    Of course, there were some women out there who enjoyed the idea of wild boys. They thought it was sexy, especially because the same women fantasized about catching and training them. 
 
    For her part, Stefanie just enjoyed seeing her boy bent over her bed. 
 
    “Tonight, should I allow you to sleep with me?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know.” 
 
    “I could treat you like a stuffed animal,” she said. “You could keep me warm, and I could hold you tight.” 
 
    He shivered. 
 
    Before the plague, he would routinely go out and see how many women’s phone numbers he could collect. Inevitably, he would do well, not because he was especially charismatic or attractive. No, James was successful because he had money. So many women had been attracted to his power in society. 
 
    That was all gone. 
 
    “How do you feel about belonging to me?” 
 
    “I’m grateful,” he said, and his voice cracked slightly. Other people might not have noticed, but Stefanie paid close attention to her slave. 
 
    “Oh?” Stefanie asked. “And why’s that?” 
 
    “Because you’re kind to me, ma’am. Because you take care of me and you allow me to serve you.” 
 
    “So you’re grateful?” something teasing slipped into her voice. “You’re glad that you get to be my property?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said in a small, timid voice. He sounded so utterly sincere. 
 
    She walked up to him, and she caressed his ass. She glided her fingertips along the curves of his buttocks, up to the small of his back. Then she scratched him, her nails sliding along his vulnerable skin. She watched as those little red marks appeared over his flesh. Those marks meant something; they promised the world that this male belonged to her. 
 
    As he shivered and shook, she pulled her hand back and smacked his ass. She squeezed him. 
 
    “Did you ever want to do that to your secretary?” 
 
    “I did,” he said. 
 
    Stefanie blinked once, surprised. “You wanted to do it or you actually did it?” 
 
    Because he couldn’t lie to his owner, he told her, “I actually did it.” He barely whispered the word, like he was ashamed of it. Or more likely, he worried what his owner would do to him. 
 
    “I’m glad you were honest with me, but I think you absolutely need to be punished on her behalf,” she told him. 
 
    “What, what does that mean?” 
 
    “Did you know that there are women out there who are buying shock collars for their slaves?” Stefanie asked. “They might look stylish with little rhinestones or special colors like purple or red, but the colors are very straightforward in their functionality. A man wears it, and if his owner is displeased, she pushes a button or says a special word, and he gets shocked. From what I understand, those are very painful.” 
 
    His shoulders clenched slightly as he imagined what it would be like to be collared like an animal. Worse, he could be punished so easily. 
 
    “Personally, I’m not a fan. I think that’s lazy. A better way to punish a boy like you is to do it by hand.” She came up to him, and she squeezed his buttocks again. He didn’t exactly know what would happen. Perhaps, if he had thought about it, he would have been able to figure it out. 
 
    Stefanie cocked her hand back, and then she swung down. Hard. With all the force she could muster, she smacked his ass. 
 
    He was pushed forward, straight into the mattress. That absorbed a little bit of the shock, but the pain still lanced along his nerves. 
 
    “Did that sting?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “Tell me. Did you ever think you would be spanked like this?” 
 
    “Not before women took over,” he told her. 
 
    “It’s happening. Right now, you’re about to be spanked for all of your previous indiscretions. But there’s something you need to understand. This won’t be enough. As far as I’m concerned, nothing will be enough.” 
 
    Before he could ask exactly what she meant, Stefanie spanked him hard and fast, her hand slapping down against the curves of his behind. She watched as his ass began to turn pink, then red. She listened to those snacks, each one another clap of force. More than that, she savored the sounds of his whimpers and moans. 
 
    She continued to spank him on and on until her arm got tired. But then, she also grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. She looked into his eyes and saw them shining bright with tears. 
 
    He didn’t start crying; he must’ve known better than that, but she still enjoyed that look of frustrated pain on his face. 
 
    “Apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry. I messed up. I had no idea what I was doing.” 
 
    “You know that you were misbehaving?” 
 
    James decided to be honest with her. “Yes.” 
 
    “But you did it anyway?” 
 
    With a grimace, he confessed, “Yes. I knew what I was doing. I knew it was wrong, but that made it feel more exciting. I messed up. I was a spoiled, stupid man. I thought I could get away with anything.” 
 
    “But you can’t, can you?” She breathed into his ear. 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “And that’s why you need to be fucked, isn’t it?” 
 
    Stefanie wasn’t interested in his answer or waiting for a reply. She grabbed  something from the headboard. She squirted some of the lubricant onto her fingertips, and then she used her other hand to spread his buttocks. She pushed her digits forward, straight into his exit. 
 
    He tried to clinch down, but it didn’t make the slightest difference. Stefanie knew how to fuck a boy hard. Part of it meant surprising him. As the invasion swept through his body, she fingered him and made him squirm. She made him moan even as his shaft remained hard. 
 
    “Take it,” she said. “And get used to it. From now on, you’re my assistant at work and my fuck toy at home.” She enjoyed growling those words. She let that primal, predatory nature asserted itself deep within her psyche. 
 
    And once he was slick, she slipped her dildo into her harness. She rubbed her fingers along the smooth cylinder until it glistened with lubricant. Then she placed her hands on his hips again. Then she pushed forward. She shoved her dildo deep into his ass. 
 
    She heard that sharp intake of breath as he clenched down, but there was no keeping her out. He couldn’t fight her; she was destined to win, to take him, to do whatever she wanted with this boy because he was nothing more than chattel now. 
 
    “How does that feel?” 
 
    “It, it…” James tried to say. 
 
    “Speak,” she ordered, talking down to him like he was a canine. 
 
    “It feels like you own me!” 
 
    She put her hand to her shaft to make sure that the aim was perfect. She pulled back, but not so much that he would be free of that artificial cock between his butt cheeks. Then she pushed to down again, shoving into him hard. He felt at the friction, and James tried to deny it, but some part of him actually enjoyed it. 
 
    “Don’t you dare come,” she commanded. 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said, his breath shallow. 
 
    “You belong to me, which means your orgasms belong to me.” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, I understand,” he said to her. She swung her hand down again, slapping his behind, if only to prove she could. She loved that percussive sound as the clap echoed through her bedroom. 
 
    “Do you? Do you really?” With her free hand, she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. “I know that I’m yours,” he said. “I’m grateful. I’m so grateful for the opportunity to be yours.” 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” she said. 
 
    She pushed into him again, only to pull back. With every thrust, she asserted her authority over this boy. 
 
    Nature or biology probably meant for the male to be on top. Too bad. The world had changed, and she was going to savor every second of her newfound power. She was on top. She bent him over the bed and looked down at the back of his head. She loved the lines of his muscles, the contours of his back. More than that, she knew that he was breathing in the scent of her sheets. It would smell like her, and he would know that aroma because it meant his subjugation. 
 
    She pushed into him again, and he gritted his teeth as he exhaled out. For a second, she almost felt sympathy for this boy. But then, she thought of how he had strolled through the world, thinking that his penis made him an authority in the world. It didn’t. 
 
    He had been lucky. Now, his fortunes had turned for him and every other boy who survived. She shoved her phallic deep into his opening. She buried it all the way to her belt. Then she pulled back slowly. As she did so, she could hear him groan with that mixture of frustration, dismay, and humiliation. 
 
    Still holding onto his hair, she yanked a little bit harder, just enough to remind him of his place. “Tell me how this makes you feel.” 
 
    “It makes me feel dirty, ma’am. It makes me feel used.” 
 
    “Say thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you. Thank you, ma’am. Thank you for using me. Thank you for giving me this opportunity,” he said to her. 
 
    Because she could and because she wanted to, Stefanie pumped him harder and faster. She started working him. With a flurry of movement, she pressed her hips deep. She made sure the cock would go as far as it could. All the while, he loosened up and accepted it. 
 
    He had no choice. 
 
    His body relaxed, almost as if some instinct took a hold of him. It must have recognized the futility of fighting this woman. He couldn’t win, so he had to yield. 
 
    Then she slowed down again. Her heart was pounding, her breathing came in quick gasps. Even so, she purred into his ear, “Are you enjoying this.” 
 
    “You don’t like feeling dirty, do you?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “But this is still stimulating you, isn’t it?” 
 
    She glanced over toward the bed, and she watched as his fingers clenched. He pinched the loose sheets under his hands. He gripped them tightly, so his knuckles started to turn white. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “I wonder if I should give you another title to use with me.” 
 
    “What, what do you mean?” 
 
    “Maybe you should start calling me Goddess or Mistress,” she teased. 
 
    “I obey,” he said. 
 
    She slowed to a complete stop. She still had the dildo pressed deep into his body, but now she just squeezed him. She wrapped her arms tight around his torso. She could feel his stiffened nipples and the soft contours of his flanks. She pinched at his clenched muscles, and she enjoyed every sensation. 
 
    This boy belonged to her. She owned him. 
 
    Those intoxicating thoughts made her giggle. “No. I want you to call me ma’am. I enjoy that traditional bit of respect.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    She reached up and patted him on the head, like he was an obedient dog who had pleased her with the sounds he made. 
 
    Then she pulled back, and she started to move again, hard and fast. With every thrust, she pushed down. With every pivot of her hips, she made it clear that his status as a person had been revoked. He was a slave. He would never be anything but a slave. Men would never take over again, no matter how much they fantasized about it. 
 
    “You’re mine,” she said. She pushed harder and faster, and she savored the friction of the harness against her pelvis. It felt good. 
 
    With one smack against his ass, she stopped. She pulled out. 
 
    “It’s time for you to go down on me again,” she said. “Eat me out just like before.” 
 
      
 
    James heard the commands. Strangely enough, he didn’t register them like words. Instead, he watched as she stripped. She removed her clothing, one garment at a time. She took off her blouse, her bra, her panties. As she disrobed, he snuck furtive glances at her. 
 
    His owner never said he couldn’t look at her, although he knew that plenty of other men suffered under these conditions. They might have beautiful owners, but they would be required to keep their eyes aimed down at the floor at all times. Perhaps they would be allowed to look at the foot, toes, or ankles, but that would be all. 
 
    Then again, those same men didn’t enjoy positions at an office. 
 
    In many ways, he really was lucky. Even if he was owned, at least there were a few tastes of independence. Women may have looked down on him. He may have been a drone, scurrying to fetch coffee, make copies, or retrieve dry-cleaning, but he still had a job. 
 
    And now, his job entailed licking this woman, bringing her to climax, maybe again and again. He would do it as many times as she wanted. And when she said to stop, he would pull back and stay there on his knees. 
 
    A different question hovered at the back of his mind, however. He yearned to know if he was going to be allowed the reward of an orgasm. 
 
    His pleasure belonged to her, just like every other inch of his body. 
 
    James watched as she pulled herself up onto the mattress. She raised her hands above her head, stretching. She arched her back, showing off the tightness of her waist. Then she spread her legs. 
 
    “May I serve you, ma’am?” He sounded like some obsequious butler. 
 
    And yet, that was precisely what his owner expected of him. 
 
    “You may touch me,” she said. 
 
    With a subservient nod of his head, he kept his gaze aimed downward even as he began to stroke and pet her. Back at the office, she demanded a firm touch, a solid massage. Here, she simply wished to be caressed. His fingers lightly danced along her neck and down her shoulders. He listened as she purred. 
 
    Before women took over, so many men had been selfish when it came to sex and pleasure. They would get off as quickly as possible, like that was their only concern. Now, her pleasure and her satisfaction became his top priority. Even if he silently and not-so-secretly hoped for an orgasm, he knew that she came first. 
 
    His fingers moved down toward her breasts. 
 
    “Would you like me to suck on your nipples?” 
 
    She opened her eyes and looked up at him. “Are you asking for me or for you?” 
 
    “For you, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    Stefanie obviously enjoyed that little tremble of nervousness in his voice. He was scared, like displeasing her might mean another punishment. Good, she thought with a feral grin. 
 
    “You may,” she allowed, making it sound like he was getting a treat. 
 
    With his fingers still caressing her sides, he leaned down and he looked at her nipple. He touched it gently at first, just the tip. Then he swept his tongue along that point. From there, he nuzzled the rest of her breast in tight circles. He made it hard for her to guess where he might lick or touch next. He wanted to keep this interesting for her. 
 
    After a few more seconds, he lifted his mouth and moved over to her other breast. Before he leaned in to start licking and kissing her nipple, he reached down and grazed his fingertips over her sternum, down to her stomach, almost all the way to her pubis. 
 
    Although she was naked, Stefanie didn’t look self-conscious at all. If anything, she exuded a natural confidence. “You did a good job,” she said, sounding like a supervisor talking down to her employee. 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am,” he replied. 
 
    His fingers continued to move down along her legs. Then he started licking her nipple again. He pressed his lips to that point, and he resisted the urge to grin as she began to moan. Clearly, she liked the tightness of his mouth right there. He grazed his teeth over her skin. He didn’t bite, but he nibbled gently, licking and sucking in equal measure. 
 
    Then he pulled back, and stroked her side some more. His fingers drifted down toward her legs and thighs. He studied her, watching as the color brightened her cheeks. At the same time, she would close her eyes or moan. 
 
    “Finger me gently,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    Because he thought she would like it, he raised his hand up to his mouth, and he gently sucked on one, then two fingers. With his digits glistening, he brought them down toward her sex. He touched her and he could feel the heat radiating from her slit. She was excited. That much was obvious. She loved having him obey her every command. 
 
    He pushed his fingers between the walls of her crevice as he gently penetrated her. He could feel her swollen clitoris, and her deep breathing began to morph into moments of ecstasy. 
 
    “Stop,” she ordered just before she could get off. 
 
    He pulled his hand back like an obedient boy. 
 
    Her eyes were bright now. “Lick me,” she commanded. 
 
    He lowered his head down between her legs. She placed her hand on the back of his head. She pushed him down, and he stuck out his tongue, lapping at her sex like an eager puppy. Energetic and determined, he was going to please her. That much was obvious. 
 
    Because if he didn’t, he would be punished. That, too, was obvious. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said as he licked. “There’s a very good boy. I’m proud of you,” she said. “I can’t wait to tell all of my friends about you.” 
 
    They wouldn’t be jealous, not exactly. More like impressed. After all, so many of her friends had taken female lovers. They weren’t interested in men, but boys could still be kept as an exotic treat, more like a pet than anything else. 
 
    He licked, sliding his tongue up and down. He worshiped her crevice and did everything he could to please her. 
 
    She kept one hand on the back of his head, however. She did this to remind him of his status. She didn’t want her slave boy thinking that he had any kind of control here. Occasionally, she pulled or pushed down, almost to slide his tongue free from her opening or push it all the way in. 
 
    He could feel her pubic hair brush against the tip of his nose. At the same time, he opened his eyes and looked up along the length of her body. 
 
    To him, she was perfect. To him, she really was a powerful creature. He was lucky that he belonged to her, he reflected again. Gratitude was an important aspect of being enslaved. 
 
    “You’re doing a good job, slave boy,” she teased. 
 
    As he licked and nuzzled, moving his tongue up and down, left and right, and in shifting diagonals, he made her moan again. Even so, she managed say, “Oh yes, that feels good. You’re doing a good job. Keep going. Yes. Yes. Yes!” The muscles in her stomach tightened as her body clenched. It felt so good. 
 
    An orgasm raced through her skin and rippled along her body. 
 
    He started to pull away, thinking that she was done with him. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Stefanie pressed her palm down against his head again. She pushed him down against her slit so that he could continue licking. “Slowly now,” she commanded. 
 
    Like a good boy, he obeyed. His tongue continued to slide and swirl along her crevice, but now he took a more measured, sedate pace. He licked gently, barely touching her. Even so, she savored those little flickers of sensation as they darted along her nerves. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said as her heart rate slowed. She closed her eyes and relaxed into those impulses. It felt so good. At the same time, she savored one simple fact. With a word, she could order him to speed up. That kind of control and the fact that she didn’t need to worry about his pleasure compounded her arousal. 
 
    She could be selfish; she could be greedy. She could do whatever she wanted with him, and he wouldn’t dare complain. 
 
    As she thought of the different possibilities, she put her hand on the back of his head again. She pushed him down. “Hard and fast,” she commanded. 
 
    Like a well-trained slave, he licked her eagerly. His tongue sped from side to side and up and down. He worshiped her. His appendage teased her clitoris until she could feel that inferno of desire racing through her body. She arched her back. She pressed down harder, her nails digging into the soft give of his scalp. 
 
    “Yes! Yes, yes, yes!” 
 
    The pleasure exploded through her body, but she was still hungry for more. 
 
    “Get on your back, slave,” she growled. 
 
    He looked up at her, timid and nervous. Even so, he obeyed nonetheless. She watched as he fell to his back. Naked and horny, he looked up at her, his eyes wide with nervous trepidation. Good. She wanted to see him squirm. 
 
    “Cross your hands over your head,” she ordered. He obeyed. With his arms overhead now, he watched as she leaned over and grabbed something from her nightstand. Handcuffs. She looped them around his wrists. “I want you to feel trapped. I want you to feel helpless,” she explained. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. He had already been in bondage. But now, those mental shackles were matched by iron ones as well. He heard the click, and he flinched, but then he had other things to worry about. 
 
    She kept one hand braced along the chain between his wrists. She used her other hand to aim his shaft right for her slit. Lowering herself down inch by inch, she enveloped his shaft. She took him, claiming him. She started to ride him almost immediately even as she savored the sensations he brought. 
 
    “Nice and hard,” she said, resisting the urge to giggle at him. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Tell me how much you enjoy being owned.” 
 
    “I love it, ma’am. I’m so grateful. Thank you. Thank you for owning me. Thank you for telling me what to do. Thank you for taking control of my life. I’m your slave now,” he said. 
 
    When he made the mistake of closing his eyes, she corrected him. 
 
    “Look at me,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed. He studied his owner and continued to talk, “I’m yours. I’m always going to be yours. I’m your slave boy from now on.” As he said those words, she rode him, moving her body up and down. She savored those refrains, one promise after another of obedience and subjugation. 
 
    “Struggle,” she ordered. 
 
    Like a good slave, he didn’t question her. Instead, he tried to break free. He pulled against the cuffs. He tried to push her away. None of it worked because she was in charge. And as he fought, he pushed his cock deep into her crevice. He pumped into her harder and faster, again and again until she was ready for her next orgasm. 
 
    “Come for me,” she growled. 
 
    For a second, he worried that he had imagined those words. Maybe his desires had morphed fantasy to reality. But no. He looked up at her, and she grinned down at him. She put her hands to his shoulders and pressed him into the mattress. Seconds later, he lost control. He pumped hard and fast as his shaft pulsated. 
 
    Pleasure danced through their bodies. Hot and damp, they reveled in her authority and his enslavement. 
 
    When they were done, she pulled herself off of him. She wrapped him in her arms, and she held him tight. He wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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