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Dedication

For my inspiration. Your feminine beauty coupled with your strong personality and charm inspires me to no end. With nothing short of absolute admiration and respect, thank you.


Preamble

Imagine a world where the principles of Female Supremacy governed as the law of the land. What would daily life look like? How would women exert their authority, and how would they choose to subjugate men?

Before this Utopian vision of an alternate existence can manifest, it needs a champion to bravely lead the charge. In the Chantal's Law series of femdom novels, our heroine is the exceptionally gorgeous and savvy young defense attorney, Chantal Gibson. A practicing and staunch advocate for female supremacy, she finds herself in the unique position of having the ability to usher in the very change in society that will one day bring rise to absolute female domination.

This erotic BDSM series explores many topics of Femdom, including foot fetish, cuckold, humiliation, sissy, forced-bi and forced-gay, human urinal, polyamory, female-led relationships, male slavery, corporal punishment, and Goddess worship.

The journey of Goddess Chantal Gibson and her emasculated husband, George, can become your journey. Join her and her allies in female supremacy and female domination as they blaze a trail into a Utopian society where women rule and Femdom dominates every single page!


- 1 -

The Birth Of A Goddess

"Bitch! Where are you?"

"I'm in the kitchen, Goddess," A man's voice answered from across the house.

"Get over here! Now, slave!"

"Yes, Goddess, I'm coming." George rounded the corner traipsing into the foyer. He was dressed in a scantily clad French maid's outfit. It resembled the kind that you could find at a second-hand costume shop.

"How many fucking times have I told you that I will not tolerate sub-standard performance? Look at my shoes!" Chantal pointed down at her shoes, "Did you even clean them? Look at that dirt!" There was a streak of something smeared across the toe of her shoe.

George swore that he did a thorough job. He cleaned them only yesterday, recalling how he repeatedly licked them all over. He knew just how much her shoes meant to Chantal. These ones, in particular. He was excellent with his tongue and took great pride in his work. So it was unlike him to do such a poor job.

"What the fuck do I even keep you for?" Her anger boiled, "If you can't properly polish my shoes, you're utterly worthless to me!"

"I'm so sorry, Goddess Chantal," George apologized before dropping to his knees. He frantically began to lick her shoes, trying desperately to re-clean them before his wife grew even angrier.

He knew he needed to make up for his lack of attention to detail. Chantal's shoes were sacred, especially these. They were her favorite pair. He ought to have been more attentive in his obligation to keep them spotless at all times. He could only hope that Chantal's disappointment wouldn't turn into a full-blown rage.

He hunched over her shoes as she towered above him. Then, laboring and doing his best to clean them, he ran his tongue over the dirty area. Chantal was so upset that she couldn't keep still, and as her foot kept moving anxiously, George struggled to keep his tongue pressed against the leather.

George was convinced that his punishment would be harsh thanks to Chantal's stringent expectations combined with a vicious temper. He needed to calm her down. In a desperate attempt to appease her anger, George feverishly lapped up any remaining traces of dirt from her otherwise pristine pair of heels.

His entire body was shaking. He cowered in fear as he pathetically groveled at his owner's feet, "I'm so sorry, Goddess Chantal. I have no excuse for my behavior. Please forgive me – I'm begging you – please..."

"Silence! Shut up and lick, loser!" Chantal had a fire in her eyes. She pointed assertively to the black leather, red-soled Louboutins adorning her pretty feet. She was tired of having to address the problem of George's insolence. Chantal fumed at the recollection of his most recent poor performance.

Yesterday, he messed up her dinner. Last week, he absentmindedly left a soaking wet load of laundry in the washer. After the wash cycle was completed, it sat for an entire weekend, developing a musty odor. It was too much for Chantal. It was totally unacceptable behavior. Not only did she expect absolute obedience from her husband but flawless servitude. If he wanted to continue having the privilege of being her slave, he would need to be reminded of who was in charge. What he lacked was brutal and severe discipline.

He couldn't have screwed up on a worse pair of shoes. Chantal had accumulated quite an impressive shoe collection over the years. It was no small task, really. But Chantal intensely loved her shoes, especially the pair on her feet presently. Her black stiletto Louboutins arguably meant more to her than her spineless husband.

"Keep licking bitch! You better pray they aren't stained. Otherwise, I'm going to shred your backside with my bullwhip!"

"Yes, Goddess Chantal."

They weren't only gorgeous heels; they carried a lot of sentimental value for Chantal, representing new beginnings and how she took control of her ambitions. It was only a few short years ago when George bought them for her. She could still clearly recall the moment when their relationship changed forever. George went from being a regular newlywed husband to her personal property and devoted slave.

Chantal married George not more than a year before that fateful day when something awakened within her soul, and she found her true self. She finally realized who Chantal Gibson was always meant to be. But, even more so, she found the very thing that would motivate her for the rest of her life, her innate female authority.

They were high school sweethearts from junior year through graduation. Voted most likely to get married, Chantal was class valedictorian and head of the cheerleading squad. Even more prophetic was that she was a talented leader throughout high school. As a bright and intelligent young woman, she attended and graduated from a top-tier ivy league law school after her teen years.

George followed Chantal on a football scholarship. He was quite the sports hero in high school, earning his place as captain during his senior year while leading the league in touchdowns. Although his passion was always football, he graduated college with a degree in liberal arts. They were the perfect couple, marrying soon after Chantal finished law school.

She had no trouble landing her first job. Her superior intellect and astounding beauty were enough to secure a placement at any top-notch law firm of her choosing. As it were, that's how things worked out. She joined the country's premier law firm in the largest and most sophisticated city.

Chantal's beauty was beyond words. In high school, she was the stereotypical blonde American cheerleading Goddess. Whether she knew it, she had everyone wrapped around her baby toe. All the girls wanted to be just like her, while all the boys wanted to be near her. She never had to carry her own books between classes, not even for a single day throughout her high school years.

Both beautiful and intelligent, she ran the school. Boys fumbled like idiots around her all day long. But not George; he was different. George was the captain of the football team. He was tall, muscular, and handsome. So naturally, the girls all wanted to be the ones that got to wear his varsity jacket. But he only ever wanted Chantal. He was the king of his high school, and Chantal was his queen.

Their relationship didn't change much while in college. Both prominent and beautiful, they enjoyed their time together. George continued playing football on his scholarship while Chantal focused on her law studies. They managed to make time for each other having a typical boyfriend and girlfriend relationship. However, things were destined to change for the two of them. Soon after their wedding day, they changed forever.

Chantal and George were out window shopping one pleasant and lazy Spring day. They held hands like two star-crossed lovers as they casually roamed the glitzy corridors of a posh neighborhood shopping mall. The day was moving at a relaxingly slow pace when Chantal abruptly stopped. That's when it happened.

She squeezed George's hand, "Oh my God! George, stop!"

"What? Honey, what is it? What's wrong?"

She almost missed them. Chantal caught a glimpse of the most gorgeous pair of shoes she had ever laid eyes on out of the corner of her eye. Highlighting the shop window display was a pair of black leather Christian Louboutin stilettos. They were meticulously placed on a strip of red velvet cloth. The deep red color of the velvet echoed the bold statement made by the red soles of each shoe. Faux gold and diamond jewelry were strewn about, accenting the regal presence of a remarkable pair of shoes. They were majestic. They were eye-catching.

Chantal's hand broke free from George's firm grip. She ran over to the window display. Her eyes fixated on the beautiful pair of heels. She had no way of knowing just how symbolic her break from George's hold would become.

"I need these shoes, George. These would go great with the outfits I wear to the office." The excitement in her voice was unmistakable. She could hardly contain her glee. It was as if Chantal had been reunited with a part of herself that she never even knew existed.

"The price tag says $1,200," George frowned. He had a slightly disconcerted look on his face.

"Oh please, George. You can't put a price on my happiness, sweetie," she poured on the schmooze. "Let's go in! I wanna try them on." Chantal didn't wait for an answer before zipping inside. She felt like a kid again, and this was her candy store.

Before George could chase after her, he watched as Chantal popped into the window display with the store clerk in tow. He could hear her voice through the glass and watched as she pointed out the rare find, instructing the clerk of her desire to see them up close. He'd give her a few minutes before heading in himself.

George found Chantal sitting casually on what looked like a medieval throne. It was a far cry from the typical cold steel benches he would have expected to find in a shoe store. Instead, it was ornate with gemstone inlays and gold accents. The seat and seat back were a plush cushion robed in red velvet. Overall the chair looked pretty impressive and quite expensive, George pondered.

"Is that Champaign?" He watched as Chantal sipped from an elegantly fluted crystal glass.

"It is. Isn't it cool? Steven gave it to me."

"Who's Steven?" George wondered. But before Chantal could answer, the store clerk emerged from the storage room. He was holding a highly decorative shoebox in his hands. It had the Christian Louboutin emblem on the lid.

"I am," Steven declared as he extended his hand to offer a polite greeting to George.

"You gave my wife a glass of champaign?"

"Of course I did. It's our store policy. We always treat our customers as lavishly as they'll allow us." Steven looked at Chantal as he spoke to George. "We're a high-class women's shoe boutique. We cater to the classy and elegant woman. As is the case, we strive to provide an overall excellent experience to our clientele."

"No complaints from me," Chantal shrugged her shoulders as she lifted her hands in the air, palms up. She sparkled with a cute, schoolgirl-like expression on her face.

"Huh," George shrugged it off. He told himself that it wasn't worth trying to understand.

"Here you are, Ma'am – A perfectly feminine pair of size 6's. Your taste in footwear is impeccable, I might add." Steven flattered Chantal as he opened the box to reveal the impressive pair of Louboutins.

She was thrilled at the sight of them. Then, as her eyes opened widely, it suddenly felt like Christmas morning. Chantal set down her Champaign glass and reached for a shoe.

"No need, Ma'am," Steven interrupted her, "Please, allow me."

Chantal's tender lips perked, offering a dainty smile in return. "Oh? Okay."

Steven reached for Chantal's left foot. He held it ever so delicately in his hands. "Your business flats are simply beautiful. Is it okay that I compliment you on them?"

"You may," Chantal chirped with hesitation in her voice.

"They are the perfect combination of professional and attractive. May I?" Steven very politely prepared to slip off her black leather casual business flats.

Chantal obliged, "You may."

Gently, he slid her out of her shoes. As he did so, his eyes wandered. Chantal caught him gazing at her toes. He stared for longer than either George or Chantal were comfortable with. George had a slightly worried expression, while Chantal was mildly embarrassed.

"I'm sorry," Chantal apologized. "It's been a few weeks since I last had a pedicure. I wasn't expecting to try on shoes today." Chantal tried masking her embarrassment.

"There is no need to apologize, Ma'am. Not at all. Your nail polish is perfectly intact, and the color is still quite vibrant."

"Why, thank you, Steven. I try to take care of my feet. I just don't always have a lot of free time."

"I can see that, Ma'am. You're doing a fine job. You have lovely feet. Is that Iconic Red by Gucci?"

"Wow! That's exactly right! Iconic Red by Gucci is my favorite color. How did you know that?" Chantal was impressed. She wondered how he could have possibly known.

Steven held up Chantal's leather flats, "Are they comfortable?"

"Hey! They're not your size, pal!" George interjected. He was becoming noticeably irritated by Steven's advances toward his wife's feet.

"Honey, please. It's alright," Chantal insisted.

George was getting a little hot under the collar. It was awkward watching Steven handle his wife's feet while giving her compliments on her pedicure. So he marched out of the store, preferring instead to wait outside.

"I'm sorry, Steven. I apologize for my husband's behavior. Please do continue," Chantal consoled.

Steven reached for a pillow that was stashed under a neighboring table. It was plush and clad in red velvet material, like Chantal's throne. There were ornate golden threaded tassels at each corner. It was a sophisticated pillow that looked expensive. He placed it on the floor next to Chantal's chair. Then very deliberately, he arranged her leather flats neatly on the pillow.

Chantal was taken aback. They were just an old ratty pair of worn flats she had owned for years. She felt ashamed that Steven would place her smelly shoes on such a fancy pillow. "Is that really necessary?" Chantal asked.

"Our patrons have a right to be treated like royalty. So, to answer your question, yes. It's absolutely vital."

Chantal giggled. Her soft and feminine laughter was music to Steven's ears. "Steven, I have to confess something. I love being pampered and given the royal treatment."

"I'm very pleased to hear that. But, Ma'am, you never answered my question. So I'm eager to find out."

"Find out what? I'm sorry, I forgot."

"Are your flats comfortable?"

"Yes! Yes, Steven. They're extremely comfortable – I've worn them for years. I absolutely love them, even though I have to admit, they've gotten to be pretty smelly." Chantal waved her hand over her nose to illustrate her point.

"Ah, but that's what makes them uniquely yours and infinitely special." Steven reached for the box of Louboutins as Chantal tried to make sense of his logic.

She extended both feet out in front of her, offering them to Steven. The shoes were gorgeous. She watched as he carefully took them out of the box and removed the packaging paper from the insole.

Steven put his hand around Chantal's foot, getting ready to slip her into one of the shoes. "Your feet are like icicles. Please, allow me to warm them. You poor thing, your precious feet must be freezing." He placed the palm of his hand flatly across the sole of Chantal's foot.

Chantal immediately felt the warmth of his hand radiate against her sole. It felt good. "Look, Steven, I really appreciate the royal treatment. I really do. But…"

Steven smiled, cutting her off, "It's quite an honor treating you like royalty. It's an outright privilege, in fact."

"Clearly, you have a foot fetish," Chantal bluntly asserted. She wasn't sure how he'd react to her proclamation. "And that's totally fine; I don't judge people."

Steven remained silent, respectfully allowing Chantal to speak her mind.

"Oh, and don't mind my husband – he's harmless. I pretty much wear the pants in our household." She hoped to set Steven at ease. She completely understood his fetish and how he had no control over his impulse to indulge in it. However, she was starting to feel a little uncomfortable with his persistent advances.

"I'm not worried about your husband. It was evident that you were in charge when you walked into the store. It's in the way you control him so effortlessly."

"Is all of this really a part of store policy? Look, I'm an attorney. If I wasn't such an easy-going gal, you'd probably be facing a sexual harassment lawsuit."

"Yes, it is. I can show you the store policy if you like. But – I don't really need to. I've worked here for so long now."

"The policy tells you to rub your customer's feet and fawn all over her stinky, well-worn shoes? You can't be serious."

"No, not exactly. It says to treat our female clientele with respect, reverence, and obedience. We treat all women in a manner that not only do they rightfully deserve but that they are entitled to as Goddesses."

"Goddesses?"

"Yes. You see – my wife is just like you. She's a successful, powerful woman. She owns this store; it's actually her policy." Steven began to lay it all out for Chantal. He went on to explain everything to her. He sensed from the moment that Chantal walked into the store that it was meant to be. That this was what she needed to hear. It must have been destiny how a humble store clerk exposed Chantal to the vast well of pent-up power she naturally possessed within her.

She listened quietly for several minutes as Steven spoke. He attempted to explain what amounted to an ideology rather than a store policy. Finally, Chantal interrupted, "I don't understand."

Steven was still gently holding Chantal's barefoot in his hands. He tenderly massaged her smooth and soft soles as he continued, "My wife has chosen that we live under the tenants of a strictly female-led relationship. We are both staunchly devoted female supremacists."

"Huh? Female what?" Chantal sat up attentively, her curiosity piqued. She leaned forward, pulling her foot away from Steven's considerate hands. She uncrossed her legs before recrossing them the other way, only to place her other foot back into Steven's still waiting hands, "Now, do this one. Continue, please. What exactly is a female supremacist?"

It was hard for Steven to contain his delight. Chantal's gesture was very nonchalant. It was a perfect example of her naturally dominant authority. Steven was so impressed yet baffled at how she didn't recognize her own power. He promptly began massaging her other foot. "Yes, Ma'am. Thank you."

Chantal's embarrassment from earlier had evaporated. She was never shy about discussing sexuality. She took no issue allowing a foot fetishist to sit at her feet as she publically lounged on a throne meant for a queen while sipping Champaign. Instead, she was content to have her tired feet massaged so diligently.

Cracking a reserved smile, Steven explained, "Female supremacy, or gynarchy as it's sometimes called, is government by women. It is literally female domination and embraces women's absolute authority over men. So, we are both deeply committed to it."

"I see. That sounds like my kinda governance," Chantal joked.

"I knew it! I could see it in your demeanor. You may not know it yet, but you're also a female supremacist. I acknowledge you as superior and accept your authority. I'm bound by my ideology to serve you and worship you. You are a literal living Goddess."

"I was just joking, Steven." Chantal pulled the wind out of his sails. "Although the more you speak about it, the more I'm intrigued. I've always enjoyed being the one calling the shots. What's so bad about being worshiped like a Goddess? Isn't that every woman's dream?"

"Nothing at all, my supreme deity, nothing at all. It's your birthright."

"You mentioned that both you and your wife believe in female supremacy. Tell me more about your wife."

"Although we're technically married, we live in a Master-slave relationship."

"With her as the master, of course. Or is it mistress?" Chantal winked playfully.

"Indeed. In reality, though, I'm completely owned. I'm property, and I'm proud to call myself a slave." Steven carefully applied pressure to the tips of each of Chantal's toes. He was naturally inclined to be subservient around women and even bowed his head while speaking to Chantal. It was instinctive, out of respect, and for the first time, she noticed it. After that, there was an unusually long moment of silence. Chantal was flabbergasted.

Chantal wasn't an ignorant person. She knew how diverse sexual preferences were and that many men had multiple different fetishes and deviant sexual practices. For example, Chantal knew a boy in high school with a foot fetish. She often got together with him after cheerleading practice. They were supposed to be working on a school project together, but all he did was pretend to drop his pencil so that he could bend down and get close enough to smell her sweaty sneakers. She knew he was doing it but just brushed it off at the time.

Chantal would never have guessed how a man's secret fetishes could spill out of the bedroom and into daily life. Likewise, she couldn't have fathomed how sexually deviant behavior could dominate a man's life so much that it affected his fundamental belief structure and outlook on life.

Chantal was beautiful and visually stunning, and she knew it. Although, it was a gift she accepted with grace for as long as she could remember. But she never took advantage of it. Her conversation with Steven challenged her own belief structure. Why shouldn't she use her natural gifts to her advantage? They were hers to use, after all.

She was smart, excelling at school, even out-doing the boys in every intellectual challenge when the opportunity arose at law school. A natural leader, she consistently moved up the ranks at the firm where she did her articling. While thinking about her successes, Chantal started wondering if something was indeed missing in her life. Then, she did something that she had never done before. Chantal began to reflect on how she was superior to the men she met throughout her journey in life.

Everything was starting to make sense as Chantal suddenly felt like she was just reunited with a long-lost sister. And because of her encounter with Steven, Chantal would begin to develop a genuine appetite for this newfound ideology. She thought it could perhaps change the face of the world for the better.

Chantal smiled as she imagined how perfect things would be with only women in charge. Men would grovel at her feet. She was hooked; she wanted more. Chantal was amazed at how she'd gone through life, never realizing that she was a female supremacist. Her mind was racing with exuberant thoughts.

George was growing impatient. He was tired of sitting on the hard bench out in the mall. Finally, bored to tears, he decided to get up and head back into the store. But the spring in his step was soon quelled, and instead, he was astounded to find the clerk sitting on the floor massaging Chantal's feet.

Hunched over, with his face only mere inches from touching her flesh, Chantal seemed oblivious as she was staring off in the distance, seemingly deep in thought. George would never guess what she was thinking. But instead, he was ready to explode and unleash a tirade of obscenities at Steven. George fumed. Who did he think he was, touching his wife like that, he thought.

George stormed up to Steven, grabbing the back of his shirt. He opened his mouth, ready to unleash his wrath. The scent of blood was written all over his face. Then with a firm grip, he started pulling him away from Chantal. Steven momentarily lost his balance, which immediately shifted Chantal's focus away from her thoughts.

"GEORGE! OUT! NOW!" Chantal screamed before George could utter a word. She silenced her tall, athletic husband with a stern yet straightforward command. Then, lifting her arm sharply, she pointed to the front entrance in no uncertain way, ordering him out of the store.

George stopped immediately, dead in his tracks, and his response to his wife was automatic. He didn't understand why and didn't even open his mouth to protest. Instead, George simply obeyed Chantal without hesitation.

Maybe it was because she was firm and direct. Regardless, George felt compelled to do as Chantal ordered. He wasn't even angry at Steven anymore, figuring Chantal knew what she was doing. George concluded that it was none of his business, and he immediately felt awful for imposing himself on Chantal's affairs.

George plopped himself back down on the mall bench outside the store. He couldn't help but wonder what they were talking about. Why was Chantal letting a complete stranger touch her feet like that? He started feeling a bit jealous. George admitted as much to himself; however, what was puzzling him was how his jealousy was quickly turning into excitement. He wasn't sure if it was the thought of another man flirting with his wife or the way she spoke to him in such a stern manner. Maybe it was both.

Chantal tried masking her frustration with her husband. Still, it was apparent in her voice. "Steven, let me offer my apologies for my husband's behavior. I don't know what's gotten into him. Clearly, he and I need to have a serious talk when we get home. Rest assured that he'll be firmly put in his place."

"It's no trouble at all, Ma'am. In fact, it was thrilling to witness you handle the situation. You were strict and forceful yet succinct. You dealt with him as a true female supremacist would."

"I suppose I did. It felt terrific - it was empowering," Chantal smiled.

"I'm so proud of you, Ma'am. I'm truly blessed just to have made your acquaintance today. It's not often that a natural-born Goddess walks into the store."

"You've been very attentive, and you've done an excellent job serving me, Steven. Right now, though, I'd really like to try on those Louboutins." Chantal pointed at the box.

They both laughed, and Steven obliged, finally reaching for the pair of glamorous stilettos. Chantal observed as he lovingly slipped her feet into the expensive heels. They eased on effortlessly, feeling incredible on her feet. Chantal was convinced that Louboutin was God's gift to women's feet, and suddenly she needed to have them.

"Steven, they look beautiful on me. Wouldn't you say?"

"Yes, Ma'am. I would very much say so. They're exquisite and perfectly complement your divine beauty and feminine majesty."

Chantal handed her empty wine glass to Steven, who accepted it graciously. She got up and pranced off to admire herself in the mirror. "Steven, go and fetch my husband for me." It wasn't a request but clearly a command. The tone of her voice was more confident and reverberated with authority. Steven happily rushed off to obediently fetch George for Chantal.

Chantal's perspective changed drastically in under an hour, like a light switch being flicked on. She now saw the world, herself, and her relationship with her husband differently. She was suddenly swelling with pride and wondered how she previously had no idea that she had been entitled to a lot more from life as a woman. Chantal was not going to settle for mediocrity any longer. Her life was about to change – forever.

Steven returned shortly after with George in tow. Chantal was in an effervescent mood. Smiling, she asked, "What do you think, George? Don't they just command your attention?" she said, emphasizing the word command. However, she wasn't so sure that George would pick up on her meaning.

"They look great on you, honey. It's just that darn price tag - $1,200 is a lot of money, and with me still not working – I just…."

George rambled as Chantal rolled her eyes, looking at Steven. Steven smiled back with a look of respect.

"I just don't know right now…." George paused to finish his thought. He noticed both Chantal and Steven locked in a gaze.

Chantal saw George. She wasn't interested in his jabber though it didn't matter anyway. Chantal didn't actually care what George thought about the shoes. She'd already made up her mind but supposed it would be fun to toy with George a little. So she asked Steven, "Darling, what do you think? Should I make my hubby buy me a new pair of super expensive shoes? Even though he has a paltry few dollars to his name."

Steven replied instantaneously with a resounding, "Yes, Ma'am! Of course! There shouldn't be any hesitation. It would be any man's privilege to sacrifice for you." Steven's eyes returned to the floor. He admired the beauty of Chantal's Christian Louboutins as he knew they were meant for her, and she wore them like a true Goddess.

"Well, then it's settled. So, George, you're buying me these shoes. But since I make all the money and your savings are trivial, you will be working off your debt to me."

"I'm not sure that's such a great idea, honey," George tried objecting.

"My decision's final, understood?" Chantal delivered her verdict on the matter.

George reflected briefly on the definitive tone of her voice; he just couldn't find it in himself to object any further. He simply nodded his head in compliance with Chantal's judgment. He thought, if she makes all the money, she's probably also entitled to make all the decisions.

George realized just how lucky he was to be in Chantal's life. She was gorgeous and always carried herself with professionalism and class. The last thing he wanted was to jeopardize his standing with her.

Chantal snapped her fingers, swiftly corralling Steven's attention. She pointed to her feet. He wisely assumed that she was signaling for him to remove her new shoes and place them back in their original packaging. So he did as he was told.

Chantal was a perfectionist. She began thinking about all the minor details involved in owning a pair of high-end designer shoes. For instance, Chantal wondered about the proper method to care for and clean such an expensive pair of shoes. After all, she didn't want the supple leather to prematurely wear. Perhaps Steven could suggest appropriate leather care products. Didn't shoe stores always try to sell little extras right after a sale?

Steven finished repackaging her new Louboutins. He reached for Chantal's well-worn leather flats, still sitting primly on the plush pillow next to her throne. Ever so respectfully, he slipped the first shoe onto her foot. A gentle puff of air from inside her shoe was pushed out as it slid onto her foot. The pleasurable sweet aroma invaded Steven's nostrils. He was immediately intoxicated by her scent, discretely smiling to himself.

Chantal noticed nevertheless and decided to position her other foot even closer to Steven's face. He could smell the wonderful light aroma emanating directly from her foot. She smelled beautiful, Steven thought. He took her second shoe and slowly slid it back onto her foot. Inhaling deeply, Steven felt a rush of heaven that came from the inside of her well-worn shoe. The powerful scent spurred him to consider guessing how many times Chantal must have worn her flats in the years that she owned them. It was a comforting thought, one that he would not soon forget. Steven rose to his feet and walked to the main store counter to ring up the sale.

Chantal couldn't believe how turned on Steven was by the smell of her feet and stinky flats. There must be something to all this female supremacy stuff, she concluded. "Steven, what about leather care, like cleaning products? Shouldn't I use something in particular to condition them? They are pretty expensive shoes," Chantal asked, genuinely wanting to know.

"No, Ma'am, not at all. Never. It's the wrong thing to do. All those artificial products are abrasive and will slowly damage the leather. It's not recommended." He then punched a series of buttons on the computer screen, processing Chantal's order.

It was a partial answer and not what Chantal was expecting. "But how am I supposed to clean them and keep them that way?" she pressed.

Steven stopped, pausing for a moment to formulate his response. Then, finally, he answered, "The old-fashioned way, Ma'am," somewhat cryptically.

Chantal scrunched her cheeks, projecting a bewildered look. Then, she leaned back in her opulent throne to ponder his answer for a second or two.

George abruptly interrupted the conversation to exclaim, "What? Like a spit shine? Military-style?"

Bingo! Steven locked eyes with Chantal, and with a subtle but distinct half nod, he confirmed that George was on the right track. It finally made sense to Chantal. The epiphany had morphed her puzzled expression into a devious little smile.

Steven signaled for George to come to the counter so that he could present him with the final bill. "After taxes, the total will be $1,248. How will you be paying?"

George took a deep breath. "With my freedom, apparently." Grudgingly, he reached into his back pocket to pull out his credit card as he knew he had no choice but to pay. Chantal would cover the rest when the bill came due if he couldn't pay it off with his savings. Then as she said, he'd be indebted to her, although George wasn't sure what that meant.

Steven leaned over the counter and whispered to George in a discreet sounding voice, "I envy you."

"Really?" George responded.

"You have a beautiful wife, a genuine Goddess. No one can dispute such a fact. Treat her well, my friend. Take delight in serving and worshiping her. She's entitled to at least that much from you."

George thought that Steven couldn't get any weirder, but that perception changed after hearing his so-called advice. George didn't know how to respond to Steven's comment, so he instead focused on the portable credit card machine. George punched in his PIN code. "Uh – Okay – I'll make sure to do that," he finally said, replying to Steven's freakish comments.

Chantal watched from her throne as her husband dealt with the mundane task of paying for and collecting her new purchase. She didn't want to get involved, letting the boys take care of the boring stuff. Shopping while getting spoiled and pampered was much more enjoyable.

While swiping through messages on her phone, Chantal remembered there was something she meant to ask Steven. "Steven, I'd really like to meet your wife. She sounds like a wonderful woman and one that I would definitely get along with. Would that be possible?" She didn't wait for a response. Instead, she simply went on to say, "George, honey, give him one of my business cards. Oh – And Steven?

"Yes, Ma'am?"

"Please tell her all about the best customer you've had today and ask her if she'll give me a call sometime."

"Yes, of course, I will, Ma'am. It's my pleasure indeed." Steven handed George a decorative pink shopping bag that contained Chantal's new Louboutins. "Thank you, Ma'am, for your business today. It was such a privilege having you as a customer."

"Thank you, Steven, for being such an attentive and subservient host."

"I very much appreciated the opportunity to serve you. Please do come back again to see me. We're planning to offer complimentary pedicures for all our clientele beginning next month."

"In that case, you can count on it. I love getting pedicures. It'll be even more enjoyable knowing just much your staff loves giving them." Chantal repositioned herself until she was sitting on the edge of her seat. She thought her throne was admiringly comfortable, something she could get used to. "I need one of these at home."

"I highly recommend it," Steven's response was immediate. "My wife loves hers. She'll sit for hours while I massage her feet and pedicure her toes each week."

Chantal smiled broadly before adjusting her posture once more and recrossing her legs. She looked at her feet and pondered, reflecting on how often she'd worn her flats in the past week. Chantal wore them daily while at the office, and in addition, there were three evenings that she met colleagues for drinks after work. Unfortunately, on one of those nights, it rained. She remembered because it was difficult to avoid stepping in more than a few puddles that day. And today, of course, she had been in them since the morning.

Usually, Chantal made a point to leave her office shoes tucked safely under her desk, but this week she forgot. It was difficult keeping them clean and professional looking if she wore them too often outdoors. So this morning, Chantal absentmindedly threw them on before leaving the house. She hated having to wipe them clean so often. It was gross and disgusting.

However, Chantal knew how vital a well-polished pair of shoes was in maintaining a professional image. They were indeed a little dirty and needed to be cleaned soon. Her face suddenly lit up. An opportunity had just presented itself, and given everything that happened in the last hour alone, Chantal was not about to let it slip away.

Steven's cryptic answer about proper shoe care was telling. His little innuendo gave Chantal the perfect idea. Let's see him put his money where his mouth is. She was about to test how deep his convictions in his devotion to female supremacy ran. Chantal wanted a demonstration.

George held Chantal's new shoes in his hands, and with the bill already paid, there was nothing left to do but turn and leave. But before taking too many steps, he heard a loud finger snap followed by an assertive Chantal, "George! Stay!"

Upon hearing Chantal, Steven froze, having just come out from behind the store counter. Although Chantal wasn't speaking to him, given her temperament, he instinctively gave her his attention as well.

"Steven, I'm not happy with your explanation." Indeed, Chantal was interested in speaking to Steven and not George. "I'm still a bit confused about how I'm supposed to keep my new Louboutins clean. You mentioned that I should do it the old-fashioned way." But, of course, she already knew what he meant when he said that. Chantal was toying with him. She pressed her lips together and out came another devilishly cute smile before pausing and allowing the suspense to build. "You're going to give me a demonstration, and you're going to do it now."

Steven suddenly felt a lump growing in the back of his throat. He started to break out in a sweat as his pulse raced. How could he refuse such a request from a woman as perfectly divine as she? Chantal was more than royalty to an avid female supremacist like Steven; she was a Goddess.

Chantal, in particular, was a rare type of Goddess, one so naturally beautiful and divinely feminine. She could naturally and effortlessly command respect and obedience from any man who was fortunate enough to be in her presence.

"You're going to show me exactly how you would care for my shoes if it were your responsibility. You will properly clean and polish these flats for me. Now, get to it." Signaling with her eyes, Chantal motioned toward her feet.

"Yes, Ma'am." Steven did not hesitate as he knelt down before Chantal and began lowering his head to the floor. He moved closer to her awaiting foot as Chantal sat patiently, with legs elegantly crossed. His face was no more than half an inch from the toe of her shoe when he paused to lick his lips and moisten them.

George was initially unsure of what was happening, but it quickly dawned on him, and he was in a state of disbelief at what Steven was about to do. He couldn't contain himself, "Ah – Come on! You're going to lick her shoes clean, aren't you?"

"Silence!" With a calm but booming voice, Chantal took charge, "Shut up, George! Now, get over here and sit your ass down on the floor right beside him and pay close attention. This is going to be your job from now on." Chantal pointed to a specific spot on the floor next to her feet. She watched as George calmly walked up to her and sat down on the floor as instructed. She was impressed with herself; taking complete control of her husband would be easier than she previously thought. "That's a good boy, George." She patted the top of George's head like one would do to congratulate a ten-year-old child. "Steven, please proceed now."

Steven remained still, not having moved a muscle the entire time. He held his face directly in front of Chantal's dangling foot. Inhaling deeply, with his nose so close, he could smell the worn leather of Chantal's shoe. It smelled so wonderful to Steven. Every woman had a slightly different foot odor; however, Steven found that each unique scent still smelled like heaven. He opened his mouth wide and stuck out his tongue.

The tip made contact with the point of Chantal's shoe, and Steven nearly orgasmed from the sensation. He was lost in the moment's pleasure, having been considered worthy enough to serve Chantal, an immaculate Goddess several years younger than himself. He marveled at the perfection of this young, beautiful, and naturally dominant woman.

Steven deliberately took his time as he proceeded to methodically and meticulously lick Chantal's shoes clean. His tongue passed liberally over every nook and crevice of the soft, supple leather. Not only an incredible feeling, but it was also the best taste he could possibly conceive of. Steven was determined to prove his appreciation to Chantal by ensuring that not even a speck of grime remained to soil her gorgeous flats.

Chantal could tell that he had done this many times before by Steven's sheer level of determination. What an excellent way for a woman to clean her shoes, Chantal thought to herself, watching him work.

Steven moistened his tongue several more times, then began enthusiastically licking the dusty soles of Chantal's flats despite contending with a few stubbornly stuck-on particles of mystery filth. Not knowing what they were didn't matter as he joyfully consumed every last morsel. Then, he nibbled at every piece still plastered to the bottom of her shoes until the bits fell into his mouth before swallowing them. It tasted like old pieces of chewing gum pressed into the dirt many times. But it still was the best candy Steven ever had.

Initially, the disgusting sight of a man licking the filth from her shoes made Chantal want to vomit. She tried remembering all the places that she had been that day and if she had stepped in anything particularly sickening. However, the feeling quickly faded as Chantal began thinking of Steven as something less than human. She told herself how he was blessed to lick the shit from the bottom of her shoe. It didn't matter whether he liked it; she would still make him clean her shoes.

Feeling empowered, she watched as the grown man slavishly quivered before her. And with a blackened tongue, he spared no effort to polish her shoes. Looking down on him now, she reassured herself that he was indeed sub-human, wondering what kind of man would let himself be treated like this.

George watched closely with mixed feelings about what he was witnessing. Chantal said that it was his job to clean her shoes. He wondered if she really meant it.

George couldn't fathom the thought of doing something so vile and demeaning, but his mind began to wander nevertheless. He pictured himself sprawled at Chantal's feet. George imagined Chantal laughing while scraping the mud off her boot onto his extended tongue and into his mouth. He obediently swallowed it as he looked into her powerful eyes.

Then, snapping out of his daydream, George quickly looked at Chantal with the clerk busily licking away, and she seemed very serious. In that instant, George became sure that Chantal really did mean what she said.

Chantal's flats literally shined. Steven obviously made an impression as Chantal boasted, "You see, George, that's how you'll be cleaning all of my boots and shoes from now on. Do you understand me?"

George hesitated in answering. He was confused yet excited at the same time but couldn't understand why. He had no idea where this journey would take them or what it meant for their marriage.

"Ouch!" George winced from the pain.

"I said, do you understand me? I don't like having to repeat myself." Chantal impatiently delivered a swift kick to his ribs.

Still hurting from the sharp blow, George managed to mutter a response as he clenched his side, "Ugh – Yes – Ow – Of course, Chantal, I understand. I'm excited to take this journey with you and follow your lead. Thank you, dear."

"Thank you what?"

"I mean Goddess dear. Ugh – I mean, thank you, Goddess Chantal."

She smiled, more confident than ever. Chantal knew what this meant. Finally, she had conquered her inhibitions and gained her freedom as a woman. It was just a bonus that Chantal also gained the upper hand on her husband in the process. She's always been a leader and even acted as the head of her household, but now she could finally take credit for it and reap the rewards. Things were about to change permanently in their relationship, and Chantal wouldn't have it differently.

"Hurry up, loser! I don't have time to waste with you. I need to get to the office." Chantal fumed as she stood in the doorway of her multi-million dollar home. Her expectations were not overly complex; even a complete idiot could comprehend them. She only had one rule – absolute and unconditional obedience. "Clean them faster, bitch!"

Chantal was a taskmaster and didn't attempt to hide it. As each year passed, she expected George to do more and more. What didn't he understand about absolute when it came to his obligation of obedience? Chantal loved her shoes, especially her Louboutins. It wouldn't be far from the truth to say that Chantal valued her shoes more than she valued George. If there was one task that he should make sure to execute to perfection, it was licking her footwear clean. When it came to her boots and shoes, Chantal demanded nothing short of perfection.

Although it wasn't that long ago when Chantal first enslaved George, there was no excuse. But, seriously, she wondered, was it too much for her to demand that her slave properly clean her shoes? She wanted them kept polished at all times. Over the years, it had become one of his favorite indulgences, after all.

She never understood how some men got so excited when allowed to lick the dirt, mud and who knows what else, even dog shit, from a woman's shoes. How fucking pathetic. What kind of loser does it take? As far as she was concerned, they were animals and deserved to be treated like garbage. George was no exception.

Her temper was ready to boil over when she granted George one final opportunity to make up for his incompetence. The expression on her face said it all. Chantal lacked sympathy for her emasculated husband as he groveled on his belly like a reptile at her feet. It didn't even matter that he was her husband. George was just another piece of garbage lucky enough to serve as her slave. She would keep him around as long as he had utility. His job was to work hard for her and occasionally provide a source of amusement. However, she could only tolerate so much incompetence before discarding him like a worthless piece of trash.

He feverishly licked the leather of her shoes, morbidly afraid to stop, let alone pause to catch his breath. Then, like a lizard, his tongue darted rapidly all around the surface of her shoe. George desperately lapped up any lingering specks of dirt and filth that he could find.

Chantal was tired of waiting, and her anger finally bubbled over. "Slave! Your only fucking purpose for existence is to serve me! That's your one job in life, loser! And you're completely fucking worthless at it!"

Chantal lifted her leg, pulling it back behind her and bringing hell to bear down on George in one swift motion. She lost it, delivering a flurry of sudden and decisive kicks to George's body. She beat him repeatedly, brutally kicking George in the ribs while stomping on his stomach. Her stiletto contacted George's thigh, gouging it deeply. She dragged her heel across his leg, scraping it sharply while screaming at George.

"You fucking loser! You're worthless!" she shouted.

George agonized as the pain seared intensely, yet despite Chantal's brutality, he endured. Chantal hadn't given him permission to stop. He continued polishing her shoes with his tongue as she severely beat him.

"You're a fucking piece of shit, George! I can't even count on you to clean my shoes. Maybe I should replace you. There are countless hordes of losers that would cut off their own testicles just to be my slave."

It was the last straw. George had finally crossed a line. "You've given me no choice. Tonight, you're going get it," Chantal threatened. "I'm giving you the severest fucking beating of your life! But not like before. This time you're going to suffer. You'll wish you were dead."

George dared not speak and kept licking until he was told otherwise. However, he heard everything Chantal said, and it scared him considerably. George had never felt this worried before. He knew that he had let her down, though. It wasn't as if George disagreed with Chantal's anger.

On the contrary, he deserved every second of her wrath. George learned to give up his free will and thoughts to live every moment for Chantal. He felt terrible about inconveniencing her and wished he had never screwed up cleaning her favorite Louboutins.

Each morning as Chantal started her day, there was nothing more comforting than slipping her perfectly pedicured size 6's into a pair of her favorite shoes before heading out the door. She was a bit of a shoe fanatic, but not like her emasculated husband. Instead, she just loved the look and comfort of a decent high-quality pair of women's shoes. They accentuated her sex appeal and symbolized her female empowerment.

The fact that they were lovingly cared for by an inferior male, meaning they were properly cleaned and polished, made wearing them publicly that much more enjoyable. It was highly symbolic, but it was also a source of pride for a woman.

They were a symbol of her authority and her feminine power. They encapsulated her divine female supremacy into the cutest and sexiest package of shoe heaven. George's poor performance was an outright betrayal of that sacred authority. It was a significant betrayal of his commitment to their Master-slave relationship. She couldn't let it go unpunished.

Chantal had a professional image and brand to maintain. She's a managing partner at the law firm. People look up to her. They expect to see her ideally put together and in a position of authority each day. It's just outright unacceptable, especially when George knew the rules and understood the consequences of incompetence. She demanded absolute obedience and devotion if he would live in her house and have the privilege of crawling at the end of her leash.

Sick at the sight of her husband, she pulled her foot away from George's tongue, declaring, "That's enough, slave! Get out of my sight and get back to your chores. You'd better pray I don't find out that you fucked something else up before I beat your ass tonight."

George rose to his knees so that he could crawl away. However, Chantal wasn't finished with him yet and using the sole of her shoe, she stomped on his face, knocking her husband of several years to the floor. Chantal turned toward the door, opened it, and stormed out. George could hear her grumbling under her breath as the door slammed shut.

"Fucking pathetic loser…such a piece of shit… you'll suffer tonight."
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Catering To Her Every Whim

She pulled up to the valet's booth at her office building and determined that George's incompetence would not ruin her day. Chantal's anger had subsided significantly after the drive downtown. George didn't deserve that kind of influence over her, and it certainly didn't matter that he was only a slave that could never reasonably follow orders precisely all the time. He would get the beating of his life later that night regardless. It'll serve as an appropriate reminder concerning respect for her authority as absolute.

However, despite George being a colossal disappointment lately, Chantal couldn't find significant fault in his efforts as a devoted slave husband. George was always obedient and more than willing to do whatever Chantal asked. Moreover, Chantal had been wildly successful in entraining his mind with a deep-rooted pride and appreciation for the opportunity of serving her. She told herself that it must just be a phase he was going through.

The valet nodded as he opened the gate, letting Chantal into the parking lot. She smiled back as she drove past him. She had one of the best parking spaces in the entire lot. It was close to the main entrance, which was perfect as she hated walking for too long outdoors in her Louboutins. The idea of getting them dirty didn't appeal to Chantal, no matter how much she loved making George clean them with his tongue. She eased her car into the parking space and turned off the ignition.

He does sincerely worship me, she thought proudly. Even she was surprised to see him go as far as he did last Spring. While on a romantic getaway with another man, she had George licking globs of muck from her equestrian riding boots. Chantal had asked George to prove his loyalty in a way that few self-professed slaves ever would. George later confessed to Chantal how thrilled he was to see her outfitted in formal English dressage and wanted so badly to demonstrate his appreciation and worship of his owner. It was a gesture that she would not soon forget.

It was a highly memorable weekend for Chantal, not only because of George's willingness to lick her incredibly soiled riding boots. Although it was a first for George, he'd already established himself as a disgusting bootlicker. Admittedly though, watching him lick the mud and who knows what else from her boots, not just once but repeatedly until they shined, marked a new low in her opinion of George.

Chantal had spent the day walking in and out of the horse stables, sloshing through the muck and manure piles indiscriminately. He couldn't avoid it, but the taste of what was undoubtedly horse manure wasn't as bad as he would have imagined. Despite a pungent odor and distinct lingering sensation in his mouth, it wasn't as vile as it appeared. Overall he found it a pleasurable experience and another opportunity to prove his devotion to Chantal.

George had prepared to do anything for his Goddess Chantal's amusement. The idea that it was so disgusting and degrading made the act itself more meaningful. It was all in the sacrifice. The experience motivated George to excel as a bootlicker. And after much practice, he was able to put a brilliant polish on even the foulest pair of Chantal's boots. All he needed was his tongue, some saliva, and some time. Finally, it didn't take long before Chantal mandated that George make it a regular daily occurrence.

The weekend was also memorable because of Ricardo. Chantal enjoyed Ricardo's company immensely, and that weekend formed the basis for many future get-togethers. It was a much-deserved romantic weekend getaway. Ricardo was a traditionally masculine man who was also a handsomely classy gentleman.

Although bold at times, Ricardo was highly educated, with a spectacular physique. As a tall man with strong hands, he was naturally very well endowed sexually. So deservedly for Chantal, it was a chance to unwind and relax with a hot and sexy guy, fucking for hours at a time, until the late hours of the night. Unlike George, Ricardo was a real man.

Ricardo invited Chantal to spend the weekend at his posh horse ranch for a fun-filled equestrian getaway. He was the prosecuting attorney on a case where Chantal defended the accused. He filled a need in her life at that time. With George serving as Chantal's full-time slave, she often missed spending quality time with a real man. Her husband was a spineless worm, helpful but a worm nevertheless. Instead, she craved being held securely in the arms of a strong and handsome man. It was a feeling that George could no longer provide for her.

She often reminded George of her urge to spend time romantically with other men, repeatedly telling him how her feelings were justified because of how inferior he was. How could George expect anything less? How could she possibly be required to be romantic with George?

Compared to a Goddess like Chantal, he was a pathetic loser, a real low life that was meant for one thing only - slavery. No woman could respect a man that begs to lick horseshit from her boots. So, of course, she'd spend time dating and sleeping with other men. George could hardly even be called a man. Chantal intended to take full advantage of the freedom and opportunity that her female supremacist lifestyle made possible.

She was defending a young woman that stood accused of brutally murdering her boyfriend. Chantal was determined to get the case dismissed and not about to let a fellow woman go to jail for something she pre-judged as justified. The evidence, however, was stacked against her client. Furthermore, the prosecution had a motive and could place the girlfriend at the crime scene. Regardless, Chantal would not accept a verdict concluding that a crime had occurred. To her, the boyfriend sounded like an authentic bag of shit that got what he deserved.

Ricardo was a womanizer that flirted with every woman he came across. During the case and in private, he commented to Chantal about how he found the defendant quite attractive and sexually arousing. He admitted that because of it, he was secretly rooting for her even though he was arguing against her.

Ricardo had been through many murder trials in his career. But, unfortunately, he'd become desensitized to cases of premeditated murder. And without any personal connection to the murder victim, he could only think about how smoking hot the defendant was.

Chantal didn't have many options and needed to devise something drastic to help this poor girl. She was the real victim, having to suffer through the process of arrest and confinement only to end up at a ridiculous sham trial. She did the world a favor by ridding it of another worthless male scumbag loser. It was an unfair predicament, but Chantal's chance to develop a winning strategy eventually came as luck would have it.

With the defendant on the witness stand and Chantal questioning her on how aggressive her boyfriend had recently started to become, she caught her big break. Something caught the corner of Chantal's eye. So she discretely shifted her gaze from the defendant to the prosecution's desk. With Ricardo's eyes glued to the witness stand, she saw him staring directly at the defendant's breasts while his hand nonchalantly bobbed up and down under the desk.

Was this fucker jacking off in the courtroom? Chantal was in disbelief. She had seen many strange things happen in the courtroom before, but never a guy jerking his dick off. It wasn't any guy either; it was none other than the prosecuting attorney, Ricardo James. What a horny motherfucker, Chantal cursed to herself. He wasn't so obvious that others noticed; however, Chantal had a knack for spotting the ogling eyes that men made. It was a weakness they all had.

Ricardo's undisciplined masturbating was the break she was looking for, and Chantal intended to exploit it to the fullest possible extent. After trial the next day, Chantal flagged down Ricardo in the corridor. He was in a meeting with his team, undoubtedly going over options and strategies. Unfazed, Chantal was confident in her newly formed plan and was about to prove to Mr. Ricardo James why she was far out of his state-appointed prosecutor's pay grade.

As the group broke and went their separate ways, she approached Ricardo, politely asking if he'd like to go out for a cocktail and discuss the trial, attorney to attorney. Chantal informed how she had recently come across some new evidence and wanted to share it with him. Naturally, Ricardo didn't hesitate in agreeing to meet.

Several hours later, they were both sitting at the bar in a nearby trendy hotel. A young waitress dressed in far too little just finished bringing their drinks. As Ricardo's eyes wandered down the waitress's blouse, Chantal initiated the conversation. "We both know that the state has no case against my client. So why don't you drop the charges now? My client is the real victim here."

Laughing out loud, he retorted, "Are you fucking kidding me? The real victim is dead!" Ricardo's reaction was so powerful that he nearly choked while taking a sip of his Heineken. However, it didn't deter him from staring at the waitress's ass as it jiggled up and down while walking past their table.

"Come on, Ricardo. You know he was a scum bag and deserved it. If it were me, I would have tortured him for days before putting that piece of shit out of his misery!"

"I believe it," Ricardo smiled, "You have quite a reputation as a ball buster."

"I do? Who told you that?"

"Everyone knows it, my dear. The way you destroy witnesses on the stand, particularly men, is classic. I'm sure by now your technique is taught in law school as the model way to discredit a witness."

"They deserved it; every last one of them."

"Perhaps so. But what of the old man – Winston?" Ricardo shifted the conversation.

"What about him?" Ricardo piqued Chantal's curiosity.

What did he want to know about Winston? Winston Wakefield was the principal partner of her law firm. He owned the place, and Chantal's had her sights on him for a while. Ever since she first got there, Chantal promised herself that the firm would be hers one day. So she had no qualms about figuring out what Wakefield's weaknesses were and making it her mission to exploit them mercilessly.

"Old Mr. Wakefield won't last forever. You know as well as I that there are no obvious candidates to take over his empire."

"So?"

"I imagine there's quite a bit of competition amongst all the partners."

"I haven't noticed."

"Ah, bullshit! You've noticed, honey."

"Okay. Maybe a little. So, what's your point?"

"You've climbed up the ranks pretty fast while most of your colleagues have years of seniority on you. What gives? People are starting to talk."

"Oh yeah? What are they saying, and what are you driving at anyways?"

"Hey, I don't judge. More power to you, I say."

"Mind your own business then, Ricardo."

They had been chit-chatting for a while until suddenly, Ricardo looked Chantal directly in her eyes. He finally realized how he was starting to feel the effects of the alcohol. So Ricardo leaned in closer, took her hand in his, and pledged, "Honey, I'd promote you any day."

Chantal could tell that he was horny. Ricardo was always horny; in fact, all men are always horny. It's so fucking pathetic, she thought. They're so easy to manipulate and control. She reciprocated Ricardo's gaze with a piercingly uncomfortable stare before making him an offer she knew he couldn't refuse. "Look, you and I can work something out. We're just a couple of attractive people trying to get through the day."

"Yes, we do make a lovely couple, my dear. We'd make a great team, and teammates share everything. Even intimately so." Ricardo couldn't contain his lust anymore and began kissing Chantal's hand.

Chantal slapped his face with her free hand. "Ricardo, you're an attractive, single, and available man, but this isn't the place nor the time."

"We can go back to my apartment. I'll take care of the drinks, and I can be on you right away - I mean, we can be on our way." Ricardo couldn't think of anything else except fucking Chantal in every hole she had. He had a dirty mind, and despite highly respecting Chantal as a classy lady, it didn't deter him from fantasizing about hot and dirty sex with her. "What do you think, my beautiful Chantal?"

Chantal offered a different solution instead, "You flatter me, Ricardo. So instead, how about I let you take me on a nice date – say, a romantic weekend excursion?"

Ricardo froze. He looked at Chantal but couldn't believe his ears. Holy shit, he thought, Chantal was an oasis dropped down from the heavens – the sexiest bombshell attorney on the planet as far as he was concerned. Every lawyer in town wished they could bang her, even many of the women.

Judges fought to preside over her cases to be in the same room as Chantal. Ricardo personally watched her strut around the courthouse on many occasions, fantasizing about sticking his cock deep inside her. He loved watching how she twitched her cute tight butt on her way to the judge's bench.

Chantal often wore the tightest fitting suits with short sexy skirts. He imagined that she was doing it all for him. It didn't just turn him on; it drove every testosterone-filled man at the courthouse crazy. She almost always had on a sexy pair of stilettos that the men could hear clicking on the hard floors from down the hall. Chantal was a bombshell of a sex goddess and the biggest tease ever. Ricardo couldn't get any more excited.

"Hello? Earth to Ricardo. Can you hear me? So what's it going to be?"

"Y-Yes! Of course, my love. We'll have the most romantic time."

"Perfect. It's settled then. But..." Chantal was about to ask about easing up on her client before Ricardo awoke from his fantasy.

"Wait a minute! You're a married woman, aren't you? I mean, don't get me wrong. I completely understand why you're asking me out on a date. I'm probably the best looking and most physically fit man within the legal profession, but…."

"Who? Are you worried about George? Please, don't insult me. I wouldn't exactly say that we're married, as husband and wife."

"But he is your husband, my sexy Chantal."

"Technically, I suppose he is, but it's not like we're intimate. I like to think of him more as my domestic servant than a husband." Chantal smiled as she took a sip of her Long Island ice tea before placing her glass back down on the bar. She paused before speaking again. Chantal was delighted that Ricardo lusted for her. So she carefully explained, "Listen, my husband does what he's told. He knows his place. You know what I mean?"

"Where I come from, they call that a cuckold."

"Since you put it so succinctly. Indeed, George is a cuckold. He's my fucking cuckold, and if he doesn't obey, he gets his ass whipped raw."

"He doesn't sound like much of a man. So, my dear, I don't blame you for looking elsewhere to meet your needs. Your secret is safe with me." He put his hand on hers once more, "Please don't slap me this time."

Chantal laughed, "Don't worry, I take most of my frustration and anger out on George."

"Yikes, sucks to be him."

"Though I have to admit, I'm looking forward to being in your strong arms for an entire weekend. I may want to bring George along, seeing how it would be good to have someone to carry our bags and fetch our drinks," Chantal confessed.

Ricardo was in a state of mild shock. Still processing and trying to understand how the conversation had initially developed, he wanted to get it straight but couldn't help but stutter. "S-So, what you're telling me is – Your husband doesn't mind if I take you out on a date and we have sex? Even right in front of the poor bastard?"

"Nope, not at all. It's fine. I told you that he knows his place. Remember the ass whipping? I was serious about that."

"Because I'm not looking to get into a fistfight with some dame's crazy jealous husband."

"Ricardo!" Chantal grabbed his hand this time, "You're not listening to me. I'll repeat it." Chantal took another sip of her drink. She didn't mince words this time. "My husband is my slave. We have a contract. I own him. He's my property, and George is fine with it."

Ricardo's mouth opened so expansively that Chantal thought his jaw was about to hit the table's edge. "What - the actual fuck?" he exclaimed.

"His whole purpose in life is to obey and serve me at all times without question. He loves me and loves every second of his enslavement." She enjoyed talking about George and how he was nothing more than her slave. She felt free and liberated whenever she reminded herself of all she had accomplished in a few short years.

"Okay. Okay. Okay. I get it. I know some people are into some kinky shit. But I never thought it would become such a part of their everyday life."

"Ricardo, do we have a deal or not?" Chantal began gently stroking Ricardo's leg with the toe of her shoe as she waited for his response. "What do you say, my hot and sexy Latin stallion?"

"Yes, of course, Chantal! Of course, we have a deal. I don't care about that stupid case. At least not as much as I care about spending a passionate weekend with you." Ricardo raised his beer glass to salute Chantal. But all he could think about were her perky tits and that sexy ass in his face. He couldn't wait to fuck her brains out.

Chantal licked her lips in a sultry and demure fashion. Then after kissing the tip of her finger, she reached out, brushing it across Ricardo's lips, making a hushing gesture. "Hold your horses, cowboy," she whispered. "What about my client?"

"Done! I'll withdraw all charges effective tomorrow." His cock was rock hard. He didn't even try to hide it from Chantal as it bulged in his pants. His penis was above average, which made him immensely popular with women. So confident, given his gift from God, his 7 ½ inch circumcised cock guaranteed that he'd never have a problem finding a woman to fuck.

Chantal was different, though. Perhaps it was a case of the thrill of the chase. Chantal always seemed untouchable and out of his league, that is. But, on the other hand, he was so horny that he could spill his load just looking at her.

Ricardo was gorgeous himself, a natural beauty, a man's man. Beneath his polished fine-suit exterior was a chiseled sculpture of a god's body. Oozing with confidence, he knew it too. That's why Chantal didn't mind agreeing to a romantic getaway with him. She didn't care what George would think since his opinion didn't matter.

Chantal opened the door of her Mercedes after first tossing her car keys into her purse. She stepped onto the pavement and immediately cursed, "Fuck! I just finished polishing these shoes." More accurately, George just finished polishing them – with his tongue. What a disappointment, and it was the last thing she needed now.

"That fucking George!" Chantal swore at her husband. Of course, it wasn't his fault, but Chantal had grown accustomed to taking out her anger on George. "These are my favorite pair of shoes! It's all his fault," she fumed.

Chantal had unwittingly parked next to a mud puddle and absentmindedly stepped right into it as she exited her Benz. "Unbelievable! Today's just not my day." Her thoughts of George were preoccupying her attention. It was all because of the episode with her Louboutins earlier that morning.

"Ma'am. Hello Ma'am?"

Chantal looked up as she heard a voice calling to her. She grabbed her briefcase and stepped away from the puddle slamming the door shut. "Yes, who's there?"

"No need to worry, Ma'am. Please, let me take care of that." The parking lot attendant overheard her frustrations and swiftly stepped out of his booth and approached Chantal.

He briefly stood in front of her before surprisingly getting down on his knees. Chantal was stunned and somewhat taken aback. It wasn't because the male attendant was kneeling in front of her in public. Instead, because Chantal didn't know him all that well, she was impressed by his bold initiative to acknowledge her this way.

The asphalt was cold and wet. The man pulled out a handkerchief from his suit breast pocket and quickly began patting her Louboutins. "The trick is to pat them dry and to do it as quickly as possible." He carefully soaked up the damp, wet spots of dirt. He was very thorough, making sure not to leave behind any streaks or smudges.

Chantal sighed, "Thank you, Charlie. You're a godsend."

"No thanks required, Ma'am. I'm simply doing my job. I wouldn't be much of an attendant if I didn't attend to all your needs."

"Well, I appreciate it, Charlie. By the way, you're very good at that."

"What's that, Ma'am?"

"What you're doing now. Cleaning my shoes for me."

"Aw shucks, Ma'am. It's a pleasure to be of service to a beautiful and elegant woman, such as yourself." Charlie blushed as he knelt on the hard pavement, diligently wiping Chantal's shoes.

"You're too kind. You flatter me."

"It's not flattery, Ma'am. It's the truth."

Chantal could tell that he was happy right where he was. Her misfortune was his fortune. Cleaning her shoes was the highlight of his day, perhaps even the whole week. At any rate, she was accustomed to men constantly flocking to attend to her needs, whatever they were. In the end, Charlie was no different.

"Well, I'm so happy that we see things the same way. You're being such a good boy doing a swell job serving me. So, Charlie, you have my approval," Chantal patronized.

"Thank you, Ma'am. That means a lot to me," he panted in reply, like a puppy dog.

Charlie was an elderly man in his late sixties. His white hair and white beard signaled that this was a post-retirement job. Perhaps his retirement pension didn't pay all that well, forcing Charlie to return to the workforce for a while longer.

Chantal, however, never really took much notice of Charlie until now. She appreciated that his heart was in the right place. He went out of his way to help her, doing what was necessary to make her day more manageable. She wasn't concerned that he was ruining his dress slacks kneeling in a puddle of mud for her. It was the price he paid to garner the approval of a beautiful young dominant woman.

She was happy that older men like Charlie were willing to publicly show their subservience to a superior woman. He was setting an excellent example for men half his age. Chantal wouldn't forget her encounter with Charlie, thinking instead of how he might again prove beneficial to her in the future.

After one final wipe, Charlie finished his work, and Chantal's shoes were once again clean and dry. Next, he shifted his posture and lifted one leg until he was only kneeling on one knee. Then Charlie gently maneuvered Chantal's foot onto his bent knee and proceeded to buff her shoe, giving it a brilliant shine. Chantal was delighted and even more pleasantly impressed with the parking attendant's behavior.

After the first shoe sparkled with a shine, he went on polishing the second. "There you go, Ma'am. All cleaned and polished now."

"Wow! They look amazing. I can almost see my reflection in them. Good work, Charlie! You know how to treat a lady," Chantal said while patting him on the head like a mother would a child. "You give the best shoe shine on the block."

"It was my pleasure, Ma'am."

"I won't soon forget it, Charlie. But, say, would it be alright if I switched my husband out for you?" Chantal joked.

"I'd like that very much, Ma'am, but I'm afraid my wife would object."

"She's a lucky woman with such a handyman around the house. I'm guessing you clean her shoes quite nicely."

"Yes, I do, Ma'am. Yes, I do." Charlie answered with a sense of pride in his voice.

"That's a good boy," Chantal condescended. "Be seeing you again, Charlie." Chantal was happy to reinforce his behavior. She was more than comfortable allowing him to publicly humble himself as he subserviently attended to her needs. Chantal believed that more men needed to behave like Charlie.

Chantal darted off into the building without another word, leaving a still kneeling Charlie behind. Then as she walked through the revolving door and into the building, Chantal laughed and was all smiles, thinking about how well Charlie knew precisely where his place was as a male. Finally, she headed for the elevators.

Chantal stepped out of the elevator and into the familiar sight of the main lobby of her law firm. The offices sat perched on the upper floors of one of the city's most historic and architecturally beautiful buildings. It boasted some of the most spectacular views of the skyline below. The downfall was that only a few offices were situated next to a window. However, Chantal's office had two large glass wall windows. It was a rare gem, a highly coveted corner office, and it was Chantal's.

The marble underfoot gleamed as it reflected the overhead lighting. The flooring was a testament to the era's opulence with its black and white checkered pattern. Architects designed the building during the roaring twenties, a time of significant growth and change when movers and risk-takers ruled the country.

Chantal loved that period of history. She would have blended right in, not being intimidated by the big boys of the business and legal professions. But instead, Chantal would have happily accepted the challenge. Give her the decade, and she'd have every boss in town bowing to her and licking the soles of her shoes, eager to serve and obey her every command.

Her stilettos melodiously clicked as she made her way in from the elevator. The tapping sound that her heels made on the hard marble floor reverberated sharply throughout the offices. Chantal smiled as the heads of every male within earshot swiveled around as if on a hinge. It was an automated response that men were programmed to make. Brainwashed, they perk up at attention whenever a pair of heels enter the room, like mindless robots. Their silly heads turn abruptly, hoping to catch a glimpse of some young beauty with perky tits passing by.

To Chantal, it amounted to more evidence that men were indeed the weaker sex and one of the reasons she enjoyed wearing a sexy pair of heels to the office. It was amusing watching the males trip over themselves and squirm in their chairs whenever she walked past.

She made her way toward her office and, as expected, was greeted by the usual masses of male coworkers and underlings. But, predictably, they didn't need to see her for anything significant; they were just eager to garner even a fleeting moment of attention from the most beautiful woman in the building. How pathetic is that? Chantal thought.

A security guard fumbled and nearly fell out of his chair as Chantal approached. He rose to his feet to hold open the door that led into Chantal's wing. He signaled his respect by tipping his hat to her, "Good morning Ms. Gibson. I hope you have a fine day, Ma'am."

Chantal smiled without saying a word as she walked through the doorway. While on the other side, she nearly bumped into Dave. He was the stereotypical young and nerdy computer geek who was there on a college internship. He hurried out of Chantal's path before freezing like a statue with his back against the wall.

"G-Good morning Ms. G-Gibson," he stuttered, embarrassing himself in front of her.

"Dave, I'm still waiting for my new computer to arrive. How long has it been?"

"U-Uh, two weeks, Ms. Gibson."

"That's unacceptable, Dave. The IT department assurance is one week or less. Do I need to report this to your supervisor?" Chantal was firm.

"No! Please, Ma'am. I'll get right…."

"Or shall I put you over my knee and beat your ass until it's red and blistered?" Chantal teasingly joked but also would have done it. She could tell that he'd never had a girlfriend before, let alone sex. He was just the type of self-loathing loser that she enjoyed belittling and treating like a horny little boy.

"Yes, Ma'am…I mean no, Ma'am," Dave blushed uncontrollably. He felt embarrassed but was used to girls making fun of him. Chantal was so beautiful and a woman of significant authority that it made him feel even more inept as a man. His humiliation showed.

"Don't worry, Dave." Chantal leaned closer until her lips were right next to the side of Dave's head. She whispered, "I know you'd like that, my weak little boy."

Dave's eyes fixated on the floor. He couldn't summon the courage to look directly at Chantal. Instead, he was speechless and could barely open his mouth to exhale, let alone say anything.

Then, Chantal spotted a slight bulge starting to grow in his pants. His penis was becoming erect. "You see, I was right," she smiled as her hand casually slipped over his crotch. She gently stroked the bulge of his cock through his pants with her fingertips. "After I finish bloodying your virgin ass, I'm going to lock you naked in my basement for a month so that I can conveniently beat you every day."

Dave gulped. The thought of being tortured by Chantal petrified him yet simultaneously was uncontrollably arousing. She was effortlessly spellbinding him. Dave couldn't stop thinking about how much he loved her and wanted to rush to the bathroom and masturbate as he replayed the memory of his encounter with his Goddess.

Yet, not once did he think about actually having sex with Chantal. He didn't even consider it an option as Chantal was far out of his league. Besides, Dave was already comfortable settling for masturbating to the mental image of a pretty girl. His only wish was that one of those cute girls that were so far out of his league might one day allow him to jerk off in her presence. He was tired of doing it in secret.

"And I'll let the rats slowly nip at your fucking nuts until they fall right off," Chantal threatened as she discretely clenched her hand around Dave's testicles, making a fist and squeezing tightly.

The young college intern winced in agony while she tightened her grip around his balls for several moments longer. "Do you understand me, geek boy?" she asserted.

"Y-Yes, Ms. G-Gibson," Dave struggled to answer. A tear formed and trickled down from his eye as he nearly broke down. The truth was that Dave was grateful to Chantal for bullying and humiliating him. However, he was too shy to let her know how much, but he felt she understood nevertheless.

Chantal suddenly burst out in laughter as she noticed a growing wet spot on his pants. The excitement must have gotten the better of Dave as his one wish had essentially come true. Chantal could have guessed that he was a premature ejaculator, but this was an embarrassment. "You'd better take care of that, you dickless loser."

"Yes, Ma'am." Dave hung his head low in shame.

Chantal walked away, leaving Dave to stew in his humiliation. "I want my computer by tomorrow Dave, or else," she shouted from down the corridor, only turning her head slightly back when she spoke.

Dave ran off to the bathroom. He would fondly recall this morning for many months to come. But first, his number one priority was to get Chantal's new computer ready.

Chantal manipulated and controlled men with such ease, yet somehow, they always made it even easier for her. All men allowed their penises to rule their lives, and getting that load of jizz out was a constant desire that motivated their every decision. Chantal knew how their little pea brains couldn't say no to that sack of flesh swinging between their legs. And she was convinced that most of the men in the office went home each night and jerked off uncontrollably. It was positively pathetic.

She often joked with her close girlfriends about how she could picture the male staff wanking their pathetic little cocks to her profile picture posted on the law firm's website. What a bunch of losers, Chantal imagined. Men are wired to be natural followers. They're led by a dangling sack of testicles hanging limply between their legs. This is precisely why, as senior partner, one of her goals has been to adjust office demographics so that only women are promoted. Eventually, all men will be subordinate to the women in the office.

Chantal believed that only women could be trusted to make critical decisions. Only women should make the decisions that have a material impact on either the firm's reputation or its bottom line. Men were more suited to roles of administrative nature, such as secretaries and other clerical staff. They make great clerks working in the mailroom or astute couriers and errand boys. They just aren't trustworthy enough. As far as Chantal was concerned, the average male should be content to live a happy life as a cleaner or garbage collector.

When Chantal finally arrived at her office, she opened the door and quietly slipped inside. Moments later, her secretary arrived, coming to greet her. Michael had a pleasant smile and held the usual morning stack of case notes, phone messages, and appointment briefs.

"Just put them on my desk and close the door behind you on your way out," Chantal instructed as she stood next to the coat rack waiting for Michael to take her overcoat and place it on one of its large hooks.

"Yes, of course, Ms. Gibson. Good morning to you!" Michael's voice was soft and docile yet full of enthusiasm. He'd been Chantal's secretary for nearly two years, and she was pretty satisfied with him. Michael was brilliant at multitasking and was always on top of her schedule. Whenever she had errands for him to run, he usually did everything correctly as instructed.

She invested extensively in his training and had no intention of ever allowing him to be promoted beyond his current role. By the time his probationary period had ended, he had shown significant promise to excel as a long-term secretary. Bringing him on in a permanent capacity made perfect sense. Chantal kept no secrets about her belief that Michael made a better secretary than anything else, and Michael never complained once about it. The soft-spoken beta male was more than happy working as Chantal's secretary for the entirety of his career.

On several occasions, Michael even confessed how happy he was working for her, even jokingly declaring how he'd do it for free. She wasn't surprised. Chantal knew that most betas would jump at the opportunity to take his place. In a way, she expected him to feel grateful. How many men get to spend their workdays in the presence of divine femininity? Once in a while, she toyed with testing his sincerity. One day perhaps she would, she promised herself.

Chantal sat down at her desk and gave Michael one more task before sending him on his way. "Be a darling and fetch my morning coffee, Michael. The usual. You know how I like it."

"Why yes, of course, Ma'am. Be right back!" Tiptoeing out, he gently closed the door behind him. He was off to fetch her coffee like a dog would its master's slippers.

Chantal was pleased with Michael. He was an excellent assistant. She honestly didn't know what she'd do without him around to help plan her day. He was always attentive and carefully followed her instructions. His enthusiasm shined through each and every day. Michael was eager to take care of her needs all day long. Chantal didn't just appreciate Michael's loyalty and obedience but came to expect and even require such traits in a good male secretary.

She flipped through the stack of more than a dozen messages while waiting for her laptop to boot up. Unfortunately, her computer was slow, taking a while to wake up. She cursed Dave, the computer nerd, thinking about what she'd do to him if her new computer wasn't ready by the end of the week. She shook her head and thought about how excited he got when she teased him and how he came in his pants. It may be a good idea to keep Dave on a short leash. One never knows when having IT skills can become an asset. He could come in handy. Besides, Chantal mused, he'd make an excellent footstool fitting nicely under her desk.

The size of the stack was astonishing, even for someone as busy as Chantal. "Holy shit," she muttered to herself. Most of the messages were useless junk. Some callers were looking for corporate donations or endorsements, while others were from businesses trying to sell new or upgraded services, such as Internet or courier. She sorted them into multiple piles making a point to tell Michael to deliver the useful ones to the appropriate department head.

One message did catch her eye, though; it was from Sergeant Baker of the 12th precinct. What could the boys in blue want from her this time? For a man, Sergeant Baker was one tough cookie. Chantal supposed that she ought to give him a ring to see what he wanted.

Baker was a stereotypical tough guy when it came to his police duties. He wouldn't think twice about bashing the face of a suspect. And Chantal knew just how much Baker enjoyed beating the living shit out of the bad guys. He confessed as much to her over cocktails once.

She sat and listened as he shared his delight in telling her how his favorite part of the job was interrogating the detainees. He revealed how he had an avid interest in medieval history, particularly in the methods of torture from that time. She never felt threatened by Baker. In fact, quite the contrary. To women, Baker was the sweetest and kindest gentleman there could possibly be. However, there clearly was a darker side to his personality.

Hours later, and after several more drinks, Chantal poked and prodded and eventually discovered Baker's sexual preferences. He wasn't only a sexual sadist; Chantal soon learned that Baker also was gay. It was peculiar, but she could readily relate to Baker since they both had a passion for subjugating the male species. Finally, Baker opened up and began frequently sharing with Chantal after the cat was let out of the bag. He was relieved to finally have someone to talk to about his wicked desires.

Chantal happily listened to Baker's escapades whenever he called her at the office, excited to share them with her. She consciously made an ally out of Baker, knowing that she'd probably need a favor from him one day.

She'd giggle as she listened to how Baker bitch slapped some scumbag in the interrogation room. He'd bring them to tears, making them beg for mercy. He reduced even the most hardened criminals to sobbing babies that threw themselves at his feet on more than one occasion. Once in a while, one of them would even start licking Baker's police patrol boots, cleaning them as they begged for mercy. Chantal loved hearing about that. Baker was a friend, and she knew that he would always be in her corner.

Physically, Baker was a beefcake of a bear. He was a cross between a bodybuilder and a military jarhead that could act tough as nails and had the physique to back it up. Standing at six foot three, he was a tall man. His hands were big and powerful, and Chantal often wondered if his cock was made to match. She never had the pleasure of seeing Baker naked but admitted that she'd leap at the opportunity. At least for Chantal, it was a shame that such a worthy and beautiful alpha male turned out gay. She would have loved to spend a night in bed with Baker.

Chantal carefully watched as the doorknob on the office door slowly began turning. Michael re-entered Chantal's office, carefully balancing an overloaded serving tray. A small coffee pot and a matching dairy creamer and sugar bowl were balanced precariously on the tray. He placed a fresh mini croissant next to the coffee carafe. Although she didn't ask for it, Michael knew that Chantal would appreciate the thoughtful gesture. And as Chantal already knew, Michael was always striving to please his master.

"Here you go, Ma'am. A fresh brew – just for you. And a special treat – sweet like you," Michael poetically flattered.

Chantal didn't thank Michael. Actually, she ignored him while continuing to focus on Baker's message. She did, however, look up momentarily as he carefully set the tray down on the corner of her desk. Chantal didn't bother helping him. Instead, he coped alone, desperately trying not to spill her coffee. She couldn't help but offer a hint of a precious smile from the corner of her beautiful mouth as she watched him struggle.

Michael noticed the attention he was getting and right away felt reassured. He delighted in her subtle display of amusement at his subjugation. Michael wondered if Chantal realized just how much she was adored. Then, after making room for her morning coffee and croissant, he placed the tray next to her stack of messages. But before turning to leave, Michael quickly tidied the loose papers and books on and around her desk.

"Michael?" Chanal finally spoke.

"Yes, Ma'am?" His ears perked attentively, expecting to hear a thank you, or I don't know what I'd do without you.

"Next time, knock before you enter. You won't be told a second time," Chantal scolded instead. She knew that his hands were full and that he couldn't possibly knock. She was also keenly aware of how much effort he was putting in to please and serve her. None of it mattered, though. Michael clearly required more training and discipline.

"Yes, Ma'am, my sincere apologies. It won't happen again."

"It better not."

"I'm truly sorry, Ma'am." Michael turned and, with slumped shoulders, trotted off, closing the door quietly after himself.

Chantal decided that it was time to give Baker a call. So, she picked up the phone and dialed his number at the precinct. He answered after the first ring. He's so predictable, Chantal thought to herself.

"Hello? Baker here," Baker answered in a monotone robotic voice.

"Baker, it's Chantal Gibson," Chantal said, referring to him by his last name like everyone usually did. "I'm returning your call from yesterday."

"Yes, Ms. Gibson. We have to talk." Baker sounded unusual. "It's about your girl from last year. The one that got acquitted for murdering her boyfriend."

"Yes?"

"She struck again."

"She murdered another boyfriend?"

Baker could sense that Chantal found the news somewhat amusing. "No. Thankfully not. She – how do I say this?" The uneasiness in his voice was apparent. "Sh-She castrated a man. She literally crimped off his testicles using a pair of snips meant for cattle." As he finished his thought, Baker could hear Chantal giggling on the other end of the phone. "Do you find this funny, Ms. Gibson?"

"I'm sorry, Baker. As a matter of fact, I do. I'm sure he deserved it or even begged her to do it."

"Either way, it doesn't look good for you."

"How so?"

Baker had called Chantal out of respect to give her a heads up regarding a developing situation. "Her acquittal last year never sat right with the police force. There was a lot of speculation that you and that state prosecutor Ricardo, whatever his name, cut some secret sweetheart deal. No one could figure out why the prosecution suddenly dropped all charges. Then eventually, the dust settled, and it all just faded away."

"Go on." Chantal wanted details. She wasn't particularly concerned about the ball-less victim; instead, Chantal was concerned for her little darling sadistic emasculator. She also wanted to hear what the police knew about her agreement with Ricardo.

Baker went on to explain further, "But this changes that. People are talking again. They're calling for a full-blown inquiry into you and Ricardo James."

"Make it go away, Baker. I'll make it worth your while."

"Oh yeah? How so?" Baker was curious. He liked Chantal, often confiding his secrets in her, but what was she offering him? He wondered.

"My husband's been a naughty boy lately. He needs to be taught some serious discipline. So I told him this morning that I would severely punish him tonight. I'm talking about the kind of punishment that he hasn't experienced in quite some time."

"What are you saying, sweetie?" There was an apparent excitement building in Baker's voice as it softened.

She dangled the carrot in front of him a bit longer as she lay the trap. Chantal felt exhilarated about the proposition she was about to make. "Are you interested in helping me sort out some discipline issues with my domestic servant? My cuckold husband, George, I mean."

He could barely contain himself. Baker's imagination was running wild. "Um. Yes, I'm listening. How can I help you, sweetie?"

"I'd like you to torture and beat the living shit out of my husband."

"When?"

"Tonight."

"Tonight?"

"You're free to use your favorite medieval torture devices. Whatever turns your crank, Baker. Fuck his ass all night with your police baton for all I care."

"I'd love to; that sound's hot."

"It does, doesn't it?"

"Wow, you're an extraordinary girl indeed, Chantal."

"Baker, I really want that bitch to be put in his place. That is if you can make this other problem go away."

As fast as Chantal finished her sentence, Baker blurted out, "Deal! Consider it gone. I'll make sure that no charges are pressed against your little girlfriend," Baker promised.

"Perfect! Thank you, Baker."

"And there won't be any investigation of you or that cute boyfriend of yours either. You know I've always got your back, girlfriend?"

"Perfect! I do appreciate your loyalty, Baker. Though I think we can both agree that this woman doesn't deserve to be behind bars for anything. Even if she does have a bit of hatred towards the male gender."

"I don't know If I'd condone her behavior."

"Can you blame a girl these days? With so many men taking advantage of us. Girls need to get even sometimes, you know."

"Hey, hold on now," Baker half-heartedly objected.

"Baker, my favorite alpha male hunk of a sadist, cut the crap." Chantal tapped her exceptionally well-manicured fingertips on the surface of her desk. "We both know you're turned on by what she did. Shit! I imagine you wish you were there to watch."

"You know me far too well, Chantal." Baker dropped his belligerent tone in favor of a softer, less often seen quieter side. "What time do you want me at your place tonight? I'm really looking forward to mopping the floor with your husband. Maybe you'll let me take his nuts?"

"Eight o'clock sharp."

"Perfect."

"I want you to have fun but remember, I'm the only one who'll be castrating my husband."

"I understand, babe. I was only kidding."

"I must confess, I'd prefer to stomp on them with a nice pair of heels until I feel them pop under my foot."

"You're evil, sweetie. That's why I love you so much, though."

"Oh! Before I forget, could you get me the phone number and address of our favorite little slasher girl? I'd like to give her a call."

"You know I'm not supposed to do that. So what is it that you want to talk about?"

"Oh, just some girl talk."

"Girl talk? Really?"

"I could use someone with her passion for a personal venture."

"Chantal, honey, I don't even want to know. Whatever you need. I'll get it for you. See you tonight." With that, Sergeant Baker hung up the phone.

Chantal sat quietly at her desk, deep in thought. Her mind alternated between thinking about how she just asked Baker, an over-emotional aggressive sadist, to torture her husband.

She needed to talk to that young woman who castrated a man for no apparent reason. But, of course, there's always a motive. Chantal was resolved to determine what drove her to despise men. Although she defended her during her trial for killing her boyfriend, Chantal realized that she hardly knew the woman. However, as a female supremacist, one thing was sure - Chantal was a fan of her work.
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A Man's Work Is Never Done

George sat on the hallway floor as he carefully looked over the remaining chores that he needed to complete before the end of the day. He felt like taking a break after having just finished cleaning every bathroom from top to bottom, including floors, sinks, and toilets. The list was substantial, though, leaving little time for rest.

To complete everything before Chantal came home from work, he could only afford a precious few moments between tasks to catch his breath. Unfortunately, much of that time was used preparing for the next job on his list. So far, half the day had already eluded George, and he still had much work left to do.

Chantal was constantly looking for ways to make George more efficient so that she could assign even more work to him. So, purchasing a tablet for George, she loaded it with practical tools and apps that would help keep him on his toes. There was even an app to help him properly do her laundry. It included timers, color compatibility charts, and solutions for those difficult stain removal circumstances.

George recently used the app after struggling for thirty minutes trying to clean semen from Chantal's bedsheets. It was after one of Chantal's regular Friday nights spent unwinding. She and one of her many casual lovers interlocked in passionate sex for hours that night while George remained securely confined in his cage in the basement, cold and alone.

Another app helped George with his cooking obligations and contained loads of recipes for nutritious meals that he could prepare for Chantal. The most important tool, however, was the task management program. It displayed his lineup of chores for each day, ranked by priority and the amount of time it ought to take him to complete it. There was even a space for special instructions. Chantal loved it because she could remotely edit tasks or create new ones. She could even check in on George from the office to track his progress throughout the day. George managed his workload throughout the day using Chantal's prioritized list as his guide for the most part. Today was hectic, though, with a lot of work that needed to get done.

Chantal was extremely strict in her expectation that George completes all of his chores each day. She had zero tolerance for anything less. So that when she arrived home after work, Chantal expected to find George reverently down on his knees waiting at the front door, ready to greet her. And that's what typically happened day in and day out.

George bowed and hailed Chantal as he groveled beneath her whenever the front door opened. He removed her shoes only to replace them with a warm, trusted pair of her favorite slippers. Occasionally, if Chantal was in a good mood, she allowed George to bury his nose deep inside her freshly peeled shoes. It was a rare treat that George was extremely grateful for. Whenever he smelled Chantal's day-long worn shoes, he became instantly intoxicated by the incredible aroma. So he was particularly thrilled when Chantal came home in a pair of well-worn leather flats during the summer months. Nothing compared to the smell of her worn flats after she wore them barefoot all day long.

George then took Chantal's coat and bags as she disappeared into the house. Most of the time, she barely even acknowledged him as if he didn't exist or, at best, was nothing more than an object. Why would she waste her time talking to an object? It was a daily ritual that George received immense pleasure from and took great personal pride in.

Chantal's cloakroom was a large walk-in closet near the entranceway. It was George's responsibility to keep it tidy. He spent many hours inside caring lovingly and meticulously for Chantal's outerwear, especially her shoes and boots.

One side of the room was dominated by sturdy racks for all of Chantal's heavy coats and light jackets. The other wall supported many levels of shelving that extended all the way to the ceiling. There was even a ladder so that George could reach the top tiers when he needed to fetch a pair of her lesser-worn shoes. It was home to hundreds of pairs of designer boots and shoes.

The middle wall was adorned with a large ornate mirror for Chantal to admire herself. The center of the room was dominated by a lavish and plush throne. It was where Chantal sat as George worked tirelessly underfoot. It was comparable to the throne at the upscale shoe boutique that Chantal sat on some years earlier.

After performing his ritual greeting, George disappeared with Chantal's coat and footwear into the cloakroom. He inspected her garments with a keen eye for any defects. If it was made of leather, it received a gentle wipe with a damp cloth, while fabric coats were carefully rolled with a lint brush to pick up any undesirable bits of lint. Afterward, he placed her garment back on the rack in its appropriate section, organized by season.

Her shoes were carefully set down on a small shelf just inside the door. It was meant explicitly for Chantal's dirty shoes. These were the shoes she had recently worn that required immediate attention before being put away. Chantal insisted that her shoes be cleaned after each and every use.

Once her coat and accessories were safely stored, George attended to cleaning her shoes. Because her footwear comprised mostly of expensive designer brands, such as her favorite pair of Christian Louboutins, George needed to be particularly delicate. As a result, he was only permitted to use his tongue when cleaning Chantal's shoes or boots, regardless of what they were soiled with. But, of course, George was happy to comply.

He couldn't imagine a more personally rewarding experience than licking his Goddess Chantal's shoes and boots clean. He was extremely grateful for it. The act itself felt much like a religious experience to George. Her cloakroom was his temple, and it was a place where George devoutly worshiped his Goddess.

It felt more natural for George to place Chantal's shoes on the floor when he cleaned them. So he lay prone on his belly on the ground as he subserviently and methodically licked the filth from her footwear. George would not rest until they shined. It didn't matter how dirty they were, and once complete, George took great comfort in any recognition for a job well done. It thrilled him incredibly to hear Chantal comment about how proficient a bootlicker he was, whether she said it to him directly or mentioned it to a friend.

It was surprising and unexpected to learn of Chantal's displeasure with his performance earlier that morning. He was confident that he had cleaned and polished her Louboutins thoroughly. Evidently, it wasn't the case, and he somehow missed a spot. It wasn't like him and not the behavior he wanted to showcase for his owner, Chantal. It was utterly unacceptable, and George still felt horrible over the whole incident. So, even despite his fear of Chantal's vengeance, he welcomed his punishment, knowing that he deserved it.

He genuinely believed in the fact that Chantal was a living Goddess. The act of serving and worshiping her as a deity formed the basis of his religious beliefs. Letting her down was not an option as George constantly strived to prove his devotion to Chantal. He deserved whatever punishment she was planning and welcomed it as an opportunity to atone for his sin against her.

Sometimes George would witness a softer side to Chantal as she occasionally shed her tough exterior. However, it never happened when interacting directly with George. Instead, her warm and tender personality would shine while spending time with close girlfriends or in the muscular arms of one of her numerous male lovers. It warmed his heart knowing how Chantal had such capacity to be loving and considerate even though George hadn't been the recipient of her tenderness for years.

Chantal was remarkably strict with George. If she ever became angry, whether or not it was George's fault, her cruelty was unrelenting. She was demanding, expecting her slave to serve and obey immediately without exception or hesitation. Chantal insisted that her footwear be adequately cleaned regularly. George was only to use his tongue - never anything else. It was one of the few things she felt his mouth was actually helpful for. George was forever grateful and happy to demonstrate his constant appreciation, respect, and subservience to Chantal and the entire superior female race.

Despite accepting his fate, he was still scared. In the morning, she had a fire burning in her eyes. Nothing even came close to the fury of his Goddess Chantal. She wouldn't think twice before shredding his back with her bullwhip, even for a minor infraction. A part of her enjoyed inflicting severe pain on worthless and inferior men.

George wasn't the only man that Chantal tormented. One of her favorite pastimes involved imprisoning and torturing random anonymous beta-males. George saw that same fire in her eyes many times before as she wielded a bullwhip only to strike down and tear the flesh of a sobbing slave. It was intense.

George thought of himself as a hardened masochist but wasn't sure if he could survive her full wrath. When Chantal set out to punish an inferior male, she wouldn't be content until he was uncontrollably begging for mercy. She didn't care how much it hurt him nor the severity of damage she caused, always maintaining that her victim's suffering was precisely the point.

One consolation was that George would be spared the worst of what she was capable of. Although Chantal insisted on necessarily inflicting maximum pain and suffering, she would want to limit any significant long-term physical damage to her property. After all, Chantal wanted to continue using George as her slave, and that simply wouldn't be possible if he was beaten to death. Nevertheless, George swore that on occasion, Chantal had indeed contemplated driving the stiletto of her shoe right through his eye socket and into his brain.

George looked down at his locked penis. Despite not having experienced an actual erection in years, he knew he was rock hard. Mentally, he was aroused thinking about Chantal's cruelty toward him. She kept him in a constant state of arousal by locking him in chastity. After years of being denied release, he would literally do anything for her, and Chantal knew it.

She thoroughly exploited his weaknesses. George wasn't alone; most men were inundated with deficiency being ruled by their penises. It was the source of power for dominant female supremacists. Weak men governed by their sex-starved penises were ripe for exploitation. In fact, George was proud of Chantal for giving him the gift of slavery.

Chantal's beauty was breathtaking. Her elegance and intellect were admirable, and her youthfully innocent-looking graceful complexion contrasted starkly with her often arrogant cruelty. She was divinely feminine.

While still a student in high school, she was the most sought-after and popular girl in town. Of course, she could have had any boy she wanted. But why settle for any boy when she could conquer the best, the football team's captain - George.

George was a peak-performing football player. In his senior year, his team won the All-State championship primarily due to his leadership on the field. Every boy in school wished they were George. They were jealous of his success and envious that he was with Chantal. Boys drooled at the sight of Chantal as she strutted through the hallways between classes. She was royalty, the Queen of the entire student body, and on her arm was her trophy, the football team's captain.

George had come a long way since his proud days of football godhood. Now, Chantal laughed at the notion of George being a trophy husband. Ever since George accepted his place at her feet, Chantal started quickly losing respect for him until she had none left. He was a slave now, not even a man. George lacked as a man, and Chantal unquestionably no longer considered him one.

She was the head of her household and in complete control of her own life and George's. It all belonged to her, and George did not object. Instead, he was content following her lead while allowing her to spit in his face and walk all over him. This led to his slippery descent into outright slavery and religious indoctrination into the growing movement of Female Supremacy. Chantal embodied the divine feminine and was the epitome of perfection – a Goddess to be served and worshiped for eternity.

After only a few minutes of cleaning her shoes, George had to catch his breath. Between the vigorous licking and his daydreaming about Chantal, he noticed how he was automatically grinding his cock cage against the hard floor and stopped abruptly. Over the years, he had built a massive persona around his impressions of her perfection, and it never ceased arousing him whenever he thought of her.

Her long, naturally blond wavy locks wisped elegantly across her shoulders. She was petite in stature yet blessed with features perfectly shaped in every manner. Her breasts were always perky and firm, while overall, her cheekbones and bone structure were unrivaled by any runway supermodel. But best of all, her feet were astonishing and to die for.

Chantal's perfectly high arches with soft and smooth silky soles owned his soul. At a petite size 6, they oozed femininity. Her well pedicured and painted toes melted George's knees each time he saw her prance around the house barefoot or in her cute little flip-flops. He couldn't help but repeat mantras of reverent, worshipful praise whenever the thought of Chantal entered his mind.

He needed to wake up from his dream. Slowly and reluctantly, George picked himself up off the floor, realizing that time was rapidly slipping away. There was still so much work to be done before Chantal came home. He'd better get back to it.
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Girls Rule!

"Gwenny, you fucking stepped on my on Loubs!" Chantal slapped Gwendoline's arm while looking down at her precious Louboutins. She anxiously eyed the leather for scuff marks. Then, not entirely serious, Chantal jokingly asserted, "I'm serious, bitch; if you weren't my best friend, I'd kick your fucking ass!"

"Nice try, hon. I'd beat you in a fight while napping," Gwen laughed. She reached down to lift Chantal's foot and assess the damage, "You see. They're fine. Don't have a cow; it's just a little smudge." Then she smiled, "It'll give something for your loser of a husband to do tonight. How is ol' Georgie boy doing, by the way?"

"Seriously, do I look like I care? He's my slave, not my lover. Come on, Gwenny?" Chantal replied.

Although Chantal was still a little frustrated, she had lightened up significantly thanks to Gwen's intervention. However, she still couldn't stop staring at the dirt spot on her shoe. Gwen was right, though. No harm was done, she finally admitted quietly to herself. Besides, Chantal couldn't stay mad at Gwen for too long.

"I guess you have a point there, babe," Gwen conceded. "Speaking of lovers, any chances we'll be seeing that sexy stallion Ricardo around here any time soon?" Gwen waited eagerly for a response.

"I don't know. I guess you'll just have to wait in suspense, Chantal teased instead.

"You bitch!"

"Gwen!"

"His ass is hot, Chantal. Didn't you date him for like three months last year?"

"I don't remember."

"Piss off! How many times did you fuck him?" Gwen probed further. She was, beyond a doubt, not a shy woman. Instead, Gwendoline Chase was highly outspoken. She and Chantal met at the firm but only became close after they both were made senior partners at the same time.

"Like… A lot." Chantal smiled as she answered Gwen with a smidgen of a bragging tone in her voice. "And I made George lick up the mess each and every time. He still has all of Ricardo's used condoms. He keeps them in his little cage that I lock him in at night. I make him stuff his pillowcase with the used condoms from all my lovers. That way, he's always reminded of his place in life."

"You know it, babe! You're so fucking cruel. But that's why I love you so much," Gwen laughed.

"It constantly reminds him of his lowly status as a cuckolded bitch on the totem pole of men. Then, of course, there are alpha males – like Ricardo and beta males – like Michael, my secretary. But then there's another class of submissive and pathetic losers like George. They're just meant to be enslaved."

Gwen nodded in an overly dramatic fashion in agreement. "And old man Winston fucking Wakefield too. He's also a bitch," she added.

"He's our boss, Gwen."

"But you're taking over Chantal. Right? That was the plan. When are you gonna do it? Soon I hope."

"Yeah, soon enough, Gwenny. Wakefield, as well as George, were born to lick boots."

"So true. This is why you're the head of our local chapter. You're so fucking smart," Gwen complimented Chantal.

She was referring, of course, to the local chapter of the Female Supremacy Society, or FSS as it's abbreviated. Its ranks snowballed across the country over the past decade, and Chantal was recently elected FSS President for the second year running. She was a natural leader and a born supremacist. Not to mention a role model for so many young up-and-coming dominant women.

"Thanks for reminding me, Gwen. I still need to go over my address to the membership speech."

"What are you planning to talk about at tonight's monthly meeting?"

"I've been working on a few ideas behind the scenes. But first, I'll go over our core principles and stress how we should be actively working to incorporate female dominance in our everyday lives."

"Sounds boring, babe."

"We really need to start legitimizing the cause within the public sphere." Chantal retorted with an unmistakable air of passion in her voice.

"But I think we are, aren't we?"

"At an accelerated pace, though!"

"Hon, I really think we're winning."

"Why do you say that, Gwenny?"

"Listen to me. The other day I was out jogging in the park after dinner, and, I shit you not, I jogged right past a young lady taking a guy for a walk."

"How so?"

"She was taking him for a fucking walk. Hello! Like a fucking low-life dog. The guy was, I kid you not, wearing only a thong, and she had him on a fucking dog leash. He crawled on all fours as she paraded him down the sidewalk while chatting on her phone."

"That's amazing, Gwen! What a great story. Maybe you're right; maybe we are winning." Chantal's anxious demeanor faded into a calmer state.

"Fuck yeah! Of course, we are. These fucking inferior men will all be on our leashes like the fucking dogs they are."

"I really appreciate your enthusiasm, Gwenny. I couldn't do any of this without ya, hon."

"It was so fucking awesome to see. Right there in broad daylight. Like it was just another day. Completely normal." Gwen folded her arms proudly, reminiscing about the empowered woman she saw.

"We should find out who that was and get her involved in the FSS. We need more good women like her leading the charge." Chantal gathered some papers and stuffed them into a manila folder. Then she stood up and looked directly at Gwen, "I need to take a raincheck on this conversation. I have to go. I have a meeting with the old man."

"Winston?" Gwen asked.

"I think he's finally ready to hand over the practice to me," she smiled.

"Bullshit," Gwen responded in disbelief. "I'll believe it when I see it."

Chantal leaned over her desk phone and pressed the small button labeled secretary, "Michael?"

An eager voice answered nearly instantly. "Yes, Ms. Gibson?"

"Michael, get in here, now."

"Yes, Ma'am. Right away."

Seconds later, Chantal's secretary entered her office. "How can I be of service, Ms. Gibson?"

"Be a darling and fetch my cute little Gucci's for me. You remember which ones they are, don't you?" Chantal instructed.

"Yes, Ma'am, I believe so. Are they the black leather ankle boots?"

"Yes, with the wicked four-inch stilettos." Authority naturally oozed out of her as Chantal conditioned Michael.

She watched as his memory suddenly sharpened. He smiled and nodded as he remembered the exact pair of boots she was asking for. Then, without further discussion, Michael turned and walked toward a rather stately-looking black chest at the rear of Chantal's office. He gently opened the lower drawer. From it, he pulled out a pair of glamorous, sexy stilettos which were placed neatly among several other pairs of shoes and short boots.

Gwen and Chantal watched as he looked them over, carefully inspecting the tops, the soles, heels, and even the zipper on the side. Afterward, they both looked at each other. Chantal smiled first.

Then Gwen abruptly erupted in laughter, "At an accelerated pace, huh? It looks to me like the cause is moving along quite well."

Chantal slapped Gwen's arm lightly, jokingly pretending to be angry, "Oh, cut it out, silly."

They continued watching Michael for a while longer. Finally, both were pleasantly surprised as they saw him use the sleeve of his neatly pressed white dress shirt to thoroughly wipe and lightly buff Chantal's boots. This time they both laughed out loud in near unison.

Michael turned, "It's just a bit of dust, Ma'am. I'd hate for you to put on a dirty pair of boots. Something about that just doesn't seem right."

"You have a keen sense, Michael. You know me well. I wouldn't dare slip my precious feet into a dirty pair of boots."

"Well, it's all taken care of now, Ma'am. So you needn't worry."

"No, not with you around, I suppose. Right Michael?" At first, Michael didn't respond. So Chantal continued to stare directly at him, making him slightly uncomfortable. She was intentionally putting him on the spot and wasn't about to let up without first hearing his response.

"Yes, Ma'am, Ms. Gibson. My job is to take care of you, and I enjoy my job greatly." He closed the drawer and approached Chantal with her prized Gucci ankle boots in hand.

Chantal glanced at her feet. She was signaling Michael's next instruction. Her cue was promptly picked up as Michael felt compelled to get down on his knees in front of her. Then, he carefully took Chantal's foot in his hands one at a time. Next, Michael proceeded skillfully to remove her black leather stilettos. He handled each one lovingly with the utmost respect, knowing that these were Chantal's favorite shoes. More than familiar with Chantal's shoes, he had complimented her countless times on her beautiful red-soled Louboutins.

As he slowly slid them off her feet, he was greeted with a brief and light, fleeting aroma emanating ever so subtly from her shoes. It didn't faze Michael one bit. Chantal often wore her Louboutins barefoot, and today was no exception. Her tender-soft bare skin superbly contrasted the black leather of her shoe. Curiously, Chantal's shoes smelled somewhat pleasant to Michael. He finished removing them before gingerly substituting Chantal's fashionable Gucci ankle boots.

"There you go, Ma'am. I'll just put your Louboutins away for you until you need them again."

"Wonderful, Michael. I'll need them at the end of the day. I'll let you know when to fetch them for me."

"Yes, Ma'am. Thank you, Ma'am. Have a wonderful day." Michael left the office.

Her ankle boots complemented Chantal's black business suit. They looked exceptionally sharp against the naked flesh of her legs. Her skirt was cut just below the knee and added the right amount of manipulative sex appeal to the overall look. It was just what Chantal needed to bring her boss to his knees.

"Those look killer on you, babe!" Gwen exclaimed.

"Thanks, Gwenny."

"You give the old man hell. He will melt when he sees you prance into his office in your little Gucci's."

"I intend to. Winston adores these heels."

"I can't say I blame him."

"Gwen, this place will be ours soon enough." A confident Chantal said before turning and gingerly striding out the door.

Her heels clicked sharply on the hard floor as she walked down the hallway toward Winston Wakefield's office. Gwen snickered as she peered out the glass window from Chantal's office. All the men's heads darted up over their cubicles at the sound of Chantal's clicking stilettos passing by. They were like little prairie dogs. What a bunch of weak and predictable losers, Gwen smirked. She was proud that she was born a woman.
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Losing His Manhood

"Oh, Shit!" George suddenly realized. A grave look blanketed his face.

He dropped the feather duster from his hand and darted to the front door as quickly as possible. He stripped down to his naked flesh and nearly tripped, reaching for the dog leash hanging on the coat rack. Hastily, he nervously grabbed the leash, and it made a snapping sound as he latched it to the steel collar that was inescapably fastened around his neck.

Chantal kept George's collar securely padlocked most of the time. It was a constant reminder of his slavery to her. She would only take it off on rare occasions, even making him wear it while out in public most of the time. Onlookers usually smiled in support when they noticed it around his neck, especially when he and Chantal were together. The general public found it somewhat acceptable to see a man led like a dog by a woman; however, rightfully so, it wasn't the same sentiment in reverse.

George picked up the pile of his discarded clothing from the floor and tossed it aside until it was safely out of view. He looked down at his naked body as he stood vulnerable in the foyer. It was cold in the house, and neither a dog collar nor the chastity device locked around his penis offered much warmth.

Exhaling deeply, George reached over to unlock the deadbolt, then knelt down on both knees just behind the door to wait. Phew! He managed to get into position and was ready with almost no time to spare. It was that time of the month.

Ding Dong! The doorbell rang, startling George.

It caught George off guard even though he was expecting it. His heart was already racing but began pulsating even harder. It felt as though it would pop right out of his chest. He was nervous.

So, to help calm himself down, George quietly whispered a prayer to his Goddess Chantal. "Hail and praise thee, O Goddess Chantal. I give thanks for the opportunity to serve you. I reaffirm my pledge of lifelong slavery and allow myself to be used and degraded in obedient worship. Hail, Supreme, and Divine Almighty Goddess Chantal Gibson."

The thrill of the moment was exhilarating. The mystery, the brutality, and the humbling that George was about to experience both scared and excited him profoundly.

"Come in!" George called out.

The door creaked open slowly. Emerging from outside was a middle-aged Latino man wearing walking shorts and a classic wife-beater muscle shirt. His forearms and chest were covered in tattoos ranging from crucifixes and images of the virgin Mary to depictions of gang symbols and 9mm handguns.

"Hello, Chantal baby, are you home? Your favorite cable TV technician is here," the man called out.

George tried to speak but was too nervous, having difficulty gathering his words. It felt as if he had a massive lump in the back of his throat, preventing any sound from coming out. It didn't matter how many times he'd gone through this before. Every time felt like the first.

"Hello? Little Georgie boy, where are you bitch? This cock isn't going to suck itself," the tone in his voice suddenly flipped. It was much more aggressive sounding this time. Evidently, the visitor's patience was growing thin.

"I-I'm here, Sir. I'm pleased to be of service to you, Sir," George finally spoke just as the man had entered and turned to see him cowering naked behind the front door.

"Bitch, why the fuck didn't you answer me right away," he scolded, viciously slapping George across the face.

"I'm so sorry, Sir. I'm just a lowly and pathetic cocksucker, Sir."

The man closed the door. He reached for George's leash, quickly snapping it taught. "Damn right you are! Bitch, I'm here to remind you of that. I haven't emptied these balls in a whole week. You're gonna beg to eat my load today, you fuckin' puto."

"Yes, Master Jesse. Thank you for this privilege, Sir," George pathetically blabbered his gratitude.

The brawny Hispanic man forcefully yanked George's leash, bringing him down on all fours. "Crawl here bitch! Let's go." He led George like a dog into the living room before sitting on the couch. Jesse already knew his way around the house and felt comfortable making himself at home. "Go and fetch me a beer, doggy. But get back here fast. I want my dick sucked dry. I'm talkin' drained completely this time."

"Yes, Master. Right away, Sir." George scurried on all fours into the kitchen and out of sight.

Jesse watched as he wriggled away. He shook his head, making a face that expressed his disgust at George. Then, spotting the remote control on the coffee table, he picked it up and switched on the TV. "Might as well watch some TV while getting my cock sucked. Let's see what's on."

Chantal met Jesse not long after first enslaving her newlywed husband, George. Jesse was the cable TV installer that retrofitted their first home. Then, one hot summer afternoon, he came by the house to upgrade the roadside equipment box and the connections into the basement.

At the time, Chantal was going through a bad boy phase, and Jesse was just rough enough around the edges to catch her attention. The timing was perfect as Chantal missed having a man in her life that was a little more like an equal. She was still adjusting to George's new role and quickly grew bored of having only a pathetic docile wimp around the house. She craved spending time with a real man.

It first started with Jesse innocently flirting with Chantal. It was something that most men did, especially around beautiful women. At least the alpha males did. Then, while working in the living room, Jesse tested the signal strength on their satellite dish while George was in the kitchen making Chantal's lunch. Jesse couldn't resist as Chantal looked far too cute in her casual cut-off jean shorts.

She pranced around the house like an innocent schoolgirl as Jesse repeatedly complimented Chantal on her short shorts. Loving the attention, Chantal teased him and skillfully encouraged Jesse by licking her lips suggestively and brushing up against him whenever she walked past.

Jesse couldn't contain himself any longer. Finally, he blurted out without thinking, "Wow! Hey beautiful. How about you come back over here, and I'll show you a good time."

Chantal shot back with an equally suggestive flirtatious comment, unfazed by his ogling eyes and lustful words. "Oh my. You're so strong. You must work out," she said, walking up to Jesse and putting her hands on his large bicep.

Jesse flexed his tattooed muscles for her. "You like that?"

"Mmmm, yes, I do. Very much, baby. I haven't had a real man around the house in some time."

"What's wrong, sexy? Your husband doesn't do it for you anymore?"

"Ha-ha! You could say that." Chantal laughed as she moved closer to Jesse.

They lightly embraced, carrying on with one sexual innuendo after another until George walked into the room. He was holding a plate with Chantal's lunch. "Honey, your lunch…Uh..."

"Oh, hi, George. I was just getting to know Jesse, our cable technician," Chantal said, flashing an innocent-looking smile.

George didn't know what to say. He had walked in on his wife in the arms of another man. Chantal was everything to him. After what happened at that high-end shoe store, his love and devotion to her had been renewed. George gave her a lot more leeway in just about every respect since then, but this took it too far. Or so he initially thought.

Jesse quickly backed away from Chantal when he noticed George standing motionless behind him. "Uh, man. Sorry, I was just... And your wife was… Uh, I didn't do anything, dude."

"Oh, please!" Chantal exclaimed. "You had your hands all over me. What happened to, let me show you a good time, baby?"

"No, man, I didn't! Seriously friend." Jesse looked over at George apologetically, knowing that he was out of line.

But George remained expressionless, unsure how to react. He had mixed feelings and looked at Chantal instead, praying she would take the lead. She did just that and in no uncertain terms.

"George, get on your fucking knees now!" Chantal commanded sternly.

George sprang to life as if awakened from slumber. It was suddenly clear, and George knew what he needed to do – obey. He set the plate of food on the coffee table before sinking to both knees in front of Chantal.

She turned to Jesse and put her arms around his shoulders, saying, "Now, where were we, my dear?" as George looked on.

"Uh?" Jesse was speechless; he couldn't believe what was happening. This was his lucky day.

Then without even waiting for a response, Chantal stuck her tongue in his mouth and began to French kiss him affectionately. She knew what she wanted and wasn't afraid to take it for herself.

After locking lips and intertwining tongues for several seconds, Jesse used his muscular arms to pry her away. "But you're married. Isn't that your husband?"

"Yes and yes. Any more questions?"

"Yeah, aren't you pissed off right now, dude?" He looked at George. "I'm on parole. I don't want any trouble. I'm not going back to prison."

"Does he look pissed off to you? Look at him." She grabbed Jesse's chin turning his head until he looked directly at George. George was down on his knees in front of Chantal and Jesse just a couple feet away. "He just finished catching another man making out with his wife. I showed him who's boss, and he hasn't said a fucking word about it. He's still on his fucking knees now!" She held her hand palm up, motioning toward George.

Jesse was stunned. "That's fucked up," he finally articulated.

But George remained silent instead, looking at Chantal with respectful eyes, knowing he obeyed whenever she commanded. It was all George knew by this point in their relationship.

Chantal was proud of herself. She casually looked back at Jesse, then quickly turned toward George again as she coughed deeply before leaning forward to spit all over George's face. "Now you do it," she told Jesse.

"Me?"

"Yes, for fuck's sake! If spitting on my husband's face doesn't convince you that he's a bitch, I don't know what will."

"Okay, I guess so. You're one crazy babe."

"Make sure there's a big thick loogie in it," Chantal laughed. "Let him know you're the alpha male in this room."

"Look at me bitch!" Jesse ordered.

George turned his head to look up at Jesse. Jesse flung a large wad of spit onto his face and watched in disbelief as it slowly oozed down his cheek.

"Gross! You're a fucking loser George," Chantal taunted, verbally degrading and emasculating her husband in front of another man. "Nice loogie Jesse."

"Thanks, babe. You were right; this one's a fucking bitch. A fucking puto!" He spat on George once more before turning to pinch Chantal's ass.

"George may be a bitch, but he's my bitch, and I own him just like I own everything else in this house – like property."

"Sounds good to me, baby. I'm all yours now, I guess," Jesse excitedly responded.

George finally understood that Chantal didn't owe him anything despite having a husband who bent over backward for her. She didn't even need to remain faithful to him, instead literally treating him like dog shit, knowing that he would happily beg for more. But, of course, Jesse had heard about men like this before. So he didn't blame Chantal for wanting to have a masculine man around.

Chantal needed a man who could care for her needs because despite being a good slave, her inferior sissy husband wouldn't ever be able to satisfy her in the bedroom.

Jesse took another step closer to George, still kneeling, "Look at me bitch," he ordered.

George immediately complied, "Yes, Sir."

Jesse bitch slapped him across the face and smiled as George winced in pain from the sharp sting. "Don't cry, you fucking bitch! You sissy! That's what a real man thinks of you."

"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir." George's response came naturally. Chantal trained him well. He sensed that this was the behavior that Chantal wanted from him, and her happiness meant more to him and anything else in the world.

"George, It's so nice to have a man around the house. But, of course, I don't mean you," Chantal giggled while she watched Jesse slap her husband several more times.

Chantal spent the rest of that afternoon in Jesse's strong embrace. She had sex with him three times, insisting George soak in each moment, making him kneel at the foot of the bed as they fucked like animals. She even made George ask Jesse for permission to keep his used condoms as souvenirs. But before he could have them, George was made to suck Jesse's cum out of each condom after climaxing.

"From now on, you're eating my lover's load every time I fuck a guy. And I want you to start a used condom collection. So you can stuff your pillowcase with dirty condoms and sleep with them every night. It's the closest thing to sex you'll ever have again." It was the beginning of a lifelong tradition, and Chantal was certain to make sure that George's supply of used condoms never ran out.

"Yes, Goddess Chantal. Thank you, Goddess Chantal." It was all that George could think of saying after eating his first load of cum.

He winced, trying desperately to stomach the idea of eating another man's sexual fluids regularly. As he struggled to comprehend his fate, Jesse and Chantal laughed at George, who felt utterly degraded and humiliated.

However, by the third orgasm, it had gotten much easier already. The emasculation that Chantal put him through helped George strip away any lingering layers of macho behavior that prevented him from becoming who he truly wanted to be; Chantal's complete and totally owned slave. It was an afternoon of firsts. It was the first time that George ate another man's cum. It was also the first time George was cuckolded by his wife, but it was certainly not the last. There would be many more lovers and more loads to come.

George shuffled back from the kitchen, balancing a large platter. There was a tall, ice-cold bottle of beer and a small bowl of gourmet chips with dip for his superior to appreciate. "Here you are, Sir. Just as you like it – frigid cold. I also brought you something to snack on while I serve you."

"Put it down next to me and get on your fucking knees bitch! I have a snack for you too." Jesse picked up the beer. He crossed one arm behind his head and drifted back, sinking into the couch, "Suck it, whore!"

George understood what he had to do. "Yes, Sir!" He knelt down and leaned forward, opening his mouth before benevolently placing his lips around Jesse's manhood.

"Ah, that's a good cocksucker. I'm so glad to have met your sexy hotwife. It's been one perk after another."

"Mmmpf!" George gagged as Jesse forced his head down onto his cock, assaulting his throat with its massive size. However, George still managed to completely swallow the shaft of his penis as it went past his throat and down his esophagus.

"Now nice and slow, you filthy bitch," Jesse commanded, clearly in charge of the moment.


- 6 -

Old Boss, Meet Your New Boss

"I don't fucking care about his family problems, Charlie! Your client is a convicted rapist, goddammit! If I were in your position, I'd be advising your client to cut a deal on the civil suit. My girl Chantal will stomp his testicles flat if we go to trial. She's hard as nails, and you'll lose. Think about it. Good-bye!"

Winston Wakefield was a tall, brooding man. By all accounts, he was a stereotypical aging alpha male. Like a fish out of water today, he was the perfect specimen of a successful male from a bygone era. Winston was well-polished, exceptionally well-spoken, and quite handsome for his age. Now in his seventies, he managed to stay fit by keeping active. The gym was like a second home, particularly since having a falling out with his wife of forty years.

Winston was the top dog at Wakefield & Associates. The sign out front had his name on it, and staff cowered whenever he entered the room. It was partly out of respect for his accomplishments and partly due to his overbearing attitude. Not Chantal, though - never. She wouldn't capitulate to anyone, especially an inferior patriarchal male.

She was never one to be intimidated by Winston. Instead, she saw an opportunity. Chantal infiltrated Winston's better judgment, declaring him her puppet long ago. He essentially belonged to her, and Chantal capitalized on every chance to torment and influence him to bend to her will. She always knew that it was only a matter of time before discovering his weaknesses and secrets.

Winston had a debilitating soft spot for young and pretty women despite all the power and influence. His penis couldn't remain flaccid for more than sixty seconds in the presence of a confident young woman. Chantal gleefully took advantage of Winston because of it.

Once Winston deduced that Chantal was manipulating him, he oddly felt more comfortable around her, even opening up to her and spilling all his dirty laundry at her feet. It was like a weight was lifted from his heart, and he often begged Chantal to put him in his place in ways that his wife never did.

Wakefield suddenly became more than agreeable to Chantal's demands for change, such as a new policy crafted to promote only women into positions of greater authority. Some would call it affirmative action, but Chantal only referred to it as overdue. But, of course, he was happy to oblige as long as she pandered to his filthy indulgences. So, she strung him along to best serve her interests.

Although grudgingly admitting it, Winston loved the abuse from Chantal. It didn't matter if it was physical, verbal, or psychological abuse; he got off on it in spades. Winston would beg to lick the soles of her shoes clean as she so often sat in his desk chair with her legs crossed elegantly. He would lay naked on the floor in front of her, cleaning whatever crap was stuck to the bottom of her shoe while she filed her nails or chatted on the phone. She didn't even have to pay attention to him. Chantal ignored him most of the time as he licked the dirt and street grime from her shoes.

He loved being degraded and humiliated by Chantal. After everyone else had gone home, she would often put a dog collar and leash around his neck at the end of the day. Then, Chantal pranced him totally naked around the empty offices. She had dozens of photographs on her cellphone to prove it.

On other occasions, Chantal took him into the lunchroom after forbidding him from eating anything for the entire day. She had something special planned for lunch. Chantal made Winston eat the rotting garbage left behind in the trash bins while spewing obscenities at him. Finally, If that wasn't enough, she regularly forced him to lick the men's toilets and urinals until the porcelain gleamed brightly. His staff had no idea what a foul and disgusting pig he was.

Things were moving fast in Chantal's life. She accomplished so much in such a short time. However, her ultimate objective still eluded her. With fierce determination, she intended to get Winston to hand over complete control of the practice. Her influence over him got her and Gwen appointed as senior partners so early in their careers. And after only a few short years, they managed to leap past several other more senior male candidates. Yet despite all her successes, Chantal grew impatient and tired of waiting. The time for a hostile takeover was now. She was not going to leave his office empty-handed.

He stood in the lounge area of his office with his back against the door. Winston hung up the phone, relieved that his call had finally ended. He reached for a nearby bottle of Booker's bourbon. Grabbing a glass, he began to pour himself a drink.

"How's old Charlie boy doing these days?"

Chantal's presence caught Winston off guard. First, he spun around like an Olympic figure skater doing a pirouette. Then, he shrieked as he spilled his bourbon onto the sleeve of his shirt, "Shit!"

"Careful. Don't hurt yourself. That's my job."

"Holy shit, Chantal! You scared the living crap out of me!" Winston reached for a handkerchief to blot the wet spot, "Are you trying to give me a heart attack?"

"That wouldn't be such a bad thing."

"How long have you been standing there, for fuck's sake?"

"Long enough."

"Long enough for what?" Winston was always a little nervous around Chantal. She was unpredictable most of the time.

"Long enough to hear about your little fantasy. You want me to crush some worthless loser's marbles under the sole of my boot. That can be arranged." Chantal's arrogance was simultaneously seductive. It was a combination that made many men very weak in the knees while in her presence. 

The thin heels of her boots echoed on the hardwood floor as she marched slowly across the room. Winston soaked in every last second as his eyes were fixated on her black leather Gucci ankle boots. Chantal carefully observed Winston as he gawked at her feet before settling down behind his massive antique hickory desk. She made herself comfortable in the oversized affluent quilted leather chair. It immediately felt like she was sitting at her desk, and Winston was a guest in her office, not the other way around.

"Chantal, he's going to settle. They always do. And this guy is loaded. Our commissions alone are worth a fortune!"

"Do you remember the time when I had both you and good old Charlie boy groveling at my feet like dogs?"

"How can I forget? You nearly had us both outed in public."

"Oh, please! You loved it! Every minute of it," she asserted.

"You took us for a walk in a public park only a block from here. We were naked!"

"Oh, cry me a river! It was late and dark. Nobody saw you."

"A crowd started forming!"

"Nobody important."

"How do you know? Someone could have been watching from the skyscraper windows with a telephoto lens taking pictures," Winston nervously recalled.

“Ha! They’d need more than a telephoto lens to find your tiny little dicklet,” Chantal laughed then reminisced fondly, "I had you both crawling on your hands and knees at the end of my leash. Like filthy fucking pigs. That's what you are, Winston," Chantal stated in a matter-of-fact tone. She then made direct eye contact, saying definitively, "That's what all of you are."

"I'm sorry, Chantal, cutie. It was a lot of fun. I'm really thankful. You're so beautiful and exceptionally cruel. You know that I love you."

"In retrospect, I should have made you suck each other's cocks for the crowd. A little sixty-nine, maybe next time?"

"And I would have obeyed you, Chantal. You know I would. I love you, Goddess."

"Hmmm. I wouldn't call it love, dear. I'm not interested in that. But I'll settle for your obedience, worship, and most of all, your sacrifices."

"I've been giving you everything you've asked of me. What more can I do?"

"Oh, a lot more, Winston, a lot more."

"Like what? Name it!"

Not one to turn away an open invitation like that, Chantal decided this was the moment to act. Before leaning back into the comfortable desk chair, she calmly stretched her arms over her head, then to her sides. "Your retirement is calling you, Winston."

"You really can't wait to get rid of me?"

"No, I can't. Not at all. I want the firm, and I want it now. Today!" Chantal spoke with conviction.

"What Chantal wants, Chantal gets."

"Naturally. Would you disagree?"

"No, my precious little cutie. I worship you, Goddess. You know that. You deserve the world at your feet."

"Then fucking lay it under my feet!"

The room suddenly went eerily silent, and Winston could only stare blankly at the floor. She had a point. If he genuinely worshiped Chantal, he would simply give her what she wanted.

Chantal continued, "You can stay on as an employee if you like." Her gaze was burning a hole in Winston's soul. "You can even come and visit me here in my office occasionally. It's a big office. I like it, but it'll need regular cleaning. So I'll let you be my cleaning bitch. How's that?"

Winston's knees felt like they were about to buckle. It was all because of Chantal's crooked little smile. She was so evil; she meant it all. She spoke frankly, offering to take away his livelihood in exchange for literal slavery without mincing words. Her tenacity was intoxicating.

Winston nervously replied, "Chantal, my gorgeous petite and divine Goddess. Of course, you know that I absolutely adore and worship you. But…"

"But what? You promised that this was the year that all of this would be mine. The whole fucking firm! Don't you think I deserve it? Haven't I been kind and generous to you?" Chantal was a master manipulator. She knew exactly how to push buttons.

"Yes, you have. I'm grateful for the chance to worship you, Goddess Chantal."

"Do I need to publish all those photos I took of you? How about the countless videos of you doing all sorts of nasty shit? What would your wife think of you then? How about your colleagues?"

"Chantal, you know as well as I do that it's not in your interest to expose me to the world."

"Winston, what would they think watching you suck anonymous cock on the corner of 5th and Central? Or licking all of those revolting public urinals at the bus station?"

"It would ruin me," Winston sighed, admitting defeat.

He was right, though. Chantal knew that if she exposed Winston, his practice would suffer irrevocably. They would likely lose most of their client base, especially the noteworthy accounts, and the firm wouldn't have a tenth of the influence it does now.

It was the power that Chantal was after. She knew that she needed to be in a more significant position of authority to influence politicians and judges and begin accelerating the rate of change of laws in favor of women. However, regarding Winston's wife, Chantal didn't give a shit about his marriage. It sounded like it was already failing.

Winston pleaded, "Darling, I will give it all to you soon. God knows you deserve every penny." He picked up what was left of his glass of bourbon and walked over to Chantal, who was still seated behind his desk.

"Why, thank you," Chantal said, condescendingly grabbing the half-filled glass of bourbon from his hands for herself. Winston didn't even manage to take a single sip. "See? You'd make for an excellent office slave."

"You're welcome, Chantal." Winston shrugged, knowing it would be a losing battle to argue with her over a glass of bourbon.

"Look, I'm wearing your favorite boots." She reclined further back into the chair, slowly lifting one leg at a time and teasing him suggestively with her black leather Gucci ankle boots. Then, Chantal gently placed her feet onto the edge of the desk while crossing her legs at her ankles. "When was the last time you cleaned these boots for me, sweetie? They're due for a good polishing."

It was hardly true. Michael had wiped them clean earlier. It was a rare sight to find Chantal with so much as a smudge on her shoes. Everyone was always offering to shine her boots wherever she went. It had almost become a requirement for Chantal for every interaction she had with men.

"Oh, my!" Winston's mouth opened wide as his jaw slowly dropped in awe.

"They're not too dirty now, but," Chantal taunted, "it would be a shame to replace my favorite office bootlicker with some other lucky boy."

"Oh, Goddess Chantal. I'm so weak for you." Winston's resistant facade was finally starting to crack. "It's been too long. A minute doesn't pass that I don't think about cleaning your beautiful boots. May I polish them, Goddess Chantal, please?"

His groveling came naturally. Winston could feel the blood coursing through his veins. He felt his penis swell in his pants and couldn't hide it from Chantal. He was hopelessly addicted to Chantal's arrogance, power, and inherent authority over him.

"Not so fast!" Chantal waved her finger at an overexcited Winston. "My boot cleaners will show proper respect if they even have a hope in fucking hell of serving me. You know the drill, bitch."

Winston undressed as fast as he could, down to his birthday suit. He stood, completely naked and compromised, before his own employee. Chantal could have easily picked up the phone to call Human Resources, and instead of licking her boots, he'd be put through the wringer on sexual harassment charges. No one would even care that she was the actual instigator in today's age of feminism.

It was a source of pride for Chantal that she was a master manipulator with a knack for exploiting men relentlessly. She had no intention of putting a stop to any of it. Chantal knew what she wanted, and nothing would get in her way. Getting some guy fired meant nothing to her. Her vision, her end game, was much grander in aspiration.

Chantal's vision for society and social order was where women were in charge, possessing all rights. But, of course, men would have absolutely no standing in the law, except as pieces of property. After being reduced to the legal status of a slave, all men would be required to be registered. Furthermore, they would be forced to have a legal owner simply to continue living. Most slaves would be privately owned, either by private arrangement, legal purchase, or state enforcement. However, the state would reserve the right to own or imprison slaves if it deemed it in the best interest of society.

However, before she could realize her dream, society needed to reach several milestones. The first was for Chantal herself to gain an ever-increasing standing and authority in the community. Having sole control over the country's largest and most successful law firm would be pivotal in gaining a foothold.

"How's chastity been treating you, slave?" They both looked down at Winston's locked penis.

"It's been challenging, my Goddess."

"How long has it been since I last let you out?" Reaching into her blouse, Chantal pulled out a key hanging from the gold necklace around her neck.

"Eight months, Goddess."

"Wow, eight months is a long time." Then, tucking the key back under her blouse, she smiled, "If you're a good little boy, I could unlock you. But it doesn't sound like you really want out."

Chantal giggled as Winston's penis was bulging, trying to escape confinement. He couldn't achieve a full erection because it was locked tightly in chastity. The padlock that Chantal affixed to the cage was made of hardened steel. He could never free himself without Chantal's key. A few years ago, she bought it for him, even charging the expense back to Winston's corporate card.

Chantal was young but had balls. The rookie defense attorney stood in front of Winston's desk with a serious expression as she watched him sign to purchase his own chastity device. The whole experience had a ritualistic undertone, as if Winston was joining a religious cult. It was analogous to signing a contract with Chantal. Not only was he agreeing to be kept locked in chastity but also to be bound as her slave.

She required that Winston wear it immediately and stay locked in chastity until otherwise freed. Perhaps permanently, she thought, just like her husband George, who she's kept emasculated round the clock for several years.

It helped prevent his lack of willpower from getting the better of him and succumbing to his constant urges to jerk off. Of course, Chantal was well aware that most men couldn't help but play with their penises during most of their free time. But, more importantly, it was a symbol of Chantal's ownership of Winston. She had finally branded Winston as her personal property.

He was an easy mark. His constant praising of her beauty and assertiveness was hard to ignore. However, his wandering eye quickly betrayed him, as it consistently focused on her feet as she walked by. He was nearly begging to be owned by a young and hot Goddess like Chantal.

Chantal had reached a milestone that day. She succeeded in conquering the head of the most prestigious law firm in the country. He obediently stood naked at attention before her and allowed Chantal to lock his cock and balls perhaps permanently inside a tiny steel cage. It marked a fundamental change in his relationship with her. She fully controlled his genitals, and they unquestionably belonged to her, which meant that she now owned Winston Wakefield, the man himself.

She placed the tiny key that opened the padlock onto a gold necklace that hung around her neck. She wore it daily to the office like a trophy, ensuring that others could see it. George's key, however, had its own special place hanging from her ankle bracelet.

After first psychologically castrating George, Chantal noticed how some women wore tiny keys on their necklaces or anklet. Eventually, out of curiosity, she approached several of them to ask about their keys, only to find that it was for the same reason nine times out of ten. They kept their husbands or boyfriends securely locked in chastity. It thrilled Chantal to learn that so many women cuckolded their partners, cheating on them with other men or otherwise exerted control over them.

Chantal eventually escalated things with Winston. She forced him to sign a letter of intent pledging that he was for a period of not less than a lifetime to be her legal property and slave. It was largely symbolic as a guiding principle, but Chantal would use her feminine authority to enforce her entitlement.

Winston became powerless like a once-great lame horse. She kept him on a tight leash and often reminded him that he was a worthless worm beneath the sole of her boot. Policy changes ensued. More women began working at the firm and getting promoted. More men were hired as secretaries, cafeteria staff, and cleaners. The performance reviews were more problematic for men, often setting them up for failure and even demotion. Wages were frozen for men while lucrative raises were afforded to female staff. Through automatic paycheck deductions, the men employed by the firm were forced to contribute handsome sums to numerous women's charities and advocacies. It was the beginning of Chantal's hostile takeover and an exciting time in Chantal's early career.

"Chantal…Could I please be unlocked? Please let me out; it's been so long," Winston begged.

"Shut up bitch. I'm in charge here, and you don't get to make requests."

"Yes, Ma'am. I understand and obey. My deepest apologies, Goddess."

"Good. Then get down on your fucking knees and bow down to me."

Winston promptly dropped to the floor while Chantal looked on as her exposed boss reverently bowed down before her. The significance of the moment did not go unnoticed by either of them. The top boss of the firm and a critical influential public figure was reduced to a pathetic worm groveling beneath a woman not even half his age. For Chantal, it was almost effortless.

She was impressed by her own abilities. Her narcissistic personality savored the victory. "That's a good slave. Bow to me. Bow, bitch! Reflect on your pathetic life and worship me."

"Hail and praise be to you, my divine Goddess Chantal. Hail!"

"Pray to me bitch! Remember, I'm your religion."

Knock! Knock! Knock! Someone was knocking at the door.

"Who is it?" Chantal called out. Winston remained silent, knowing that he dared not speak over Chantal. Winston was, however, nervously wondering who was at the door. More importantly, he anticipated what Chantal was going to do next.

"It's Michael, sir."

Chantal looked down at Winston, slavishly bowing to her, and calmly instructed, "Bitch, I want you to pick up your shit and get under the desk. Do it now. You have five seconds."

Winston scrambled to pick up his discarded clothing from the floor as fast as possible, knowing that Chantal would keep her word.

"Five…Four…Three…Two…"

Although he loved how Chantal degraded and humiliated him, he was in no mood to experience certain embarrassment should Michael walk in and see him debasing himself. He scurried like a mouse on his hands and knees around the desk. He slithered under Chantal's legs and under the desk, getting down on his belly.

"One!" She didn't give Winston a second longer before calling out, "Come in, Michael."

The door creaked open, and Chantal's favorite puppy dog secretary walked in. "Oh! Ms. Gibson? I didn't realize you were here. Where is Mr. Wakefield?" Michael appeared mildly confused.

"Don't worry, Michael, he's just in the bathroom." Winston's office was rich and well furnished. There was a lounge and a bar, but he also had his own private bathroom. It even had a full shower. "What can I do for you?"

"Well, I'm afraid my message is for Mr. Wakefield, Ma'am."

"I understand, Michael, but you can also tell me as a senior partner and your boss." Chantal looked Michael directly in the eye with her signature hypnotic gaze.

Her sweet stare quickly lulled Michael securing his compliance. It didn't take much. Working for Chantal gave Michael such great purpose that the simple act of obedience felt so good. "Yes, of course, Ma'am. It's a message from his wife."

Chantal felt a brisk tapping on the side of her boot. It was Winston urging caution. Indeed, he was concerned about having Chantal get involved in his personal affairs. Rightfully so, as she frankly did not care about Winston. Her relationship with him was merely strategic. But, of course, there was an element of amusement as well. It would be entertaining to toy with his personal life only to sit back and watch him squirm and suffer. But there wasn't time for that now. Instead, she needed to keep her eye on the end goal of taking over the firm. Having no interest in taking orders from Winston, Chantal responded with a firm and swift blind kick that landed squarely on Winston's forehead.

He reacted with a muffled, "Ouch!"

Michael's ears perked as he heard the strange sound from under the desk. "What was that?"

Chantal smiled, "These old chairs are just so creaky? Don't you agree?"

"Yes, Ma'am, of course." Michael suspended his inquiry being content with Chantal's explanation. "Yes. About Ms. Wakefield. She's on her way here."

"How interesting."

"She'll arrive in about fifteen minutes."

"Did she say why she was coming?"

"No, Ma'am. Well, not really."

"Michael?" Chantal pressed. It sounded like Michael was holding something back.

"She sounded pretty upset. She was cursing Mr. Wakefield and suggested something about divorce papers."

Divorce? Chantal took a moment to consider that this may be the occasion she was waiting for. How could she use this information to her advantage?

As Michael stood quietly, waiting to be dismissed, Winston groveled nervously under the desk, waiting for his next opportunity to speak. However, he couldn't help but fixate on Chantal's Gucci's. They were so beautiful, and she was so feminine. He wanted to slip them off and worship her perfectly pedicured toes and delicate soft feet. Winston was desperate to bury his nose between her toes and inhale deeply.

"Just send her in when she arrives," Chantal instructed and then nodded while swiftly motioning Michael to the door in a shooing fashion. It was the cue that Michael was waiting for, and he immediately left the room.

"Are you fucking crazy?" Winston shouted from under the desk just as the office door closed. "I think you gave me a black eye."

"Good! You deserve it. I should have just dragged you out from under that desk and beat your worthless ass purple. Right in front of Michael."

"I'm sorry, Goddess Chantal. I misspoke. I have no right to talk to you that way. I humbly beg your forgiveness." Winston lowered his forehead to the floor in front of Chantal's feet.

"Do I need to remind you of your place? I'm the one in charge. I own you, remember?" Her anger subsided and was quickly replaced with a look of disgust. "You're pathetic! It's no wonder your wife wants to divorce you."

"Yes, Goddess Chantal. Thank you, Goddess Chantal."

"Now get out from under there, loser. Your wife will be here soon," she commanded. And just as before, that evil, crooked little smile blazed across Chantal's face. It was the kind of smile that simultaneously aroused and terrified Winston.

Winston crawled out and made his way around the desk until he was in front of Chantal. He had never felt this helpless before. The senior managing partner of his own law firm could only think to prostrate himself in front of the much younger Chantal and hope for her to be merciful. Winston got down on his belly. Then, with his arms lowered at his sides, he buried his face into the floor. He was afraid. Not knowing what she had in mind horrified him. However, the man still in charge wisely kept his mouth shut.

Chantal walked across the room but not before stepping on Winston's fingertips with her entire weight bearing down as she walked past him. While in the lounge area, she sat down on the leather sofa. Then, casually crossing one leg over the other, she bounced her foot up and down as she sipped the last of her bourbon.

"Get me another drink, bitch!" The stern tone of her voice convinced Winston that she meant business. Her patience with him had all but completely evaporated. Chantal held the empty glass in her outstretched arm.

"Yes, Goddess!" Winston rose to his feet and came running to collect the glass.

"Fucking hurry!"

"Yes, Ma'am, Goddess Chantal!"

He snatched the empty glass from her hand and darted behind the bar to grab the bottle of bourbon and pour another shot. Winston was more careful this time, not spilling a single drop. "Would you like ice, Goddess Chantal?"

"Make it neat. No ice." Chantal didn't say much. She was being quiet, collecting her thoughts and contemplating her next moves.

Winston returned with her drink. "One bourbon, neat," he embarrassingly blabbered while placing a napkin on the coffee table in front of Chantal before setting her glass down on top of it. He then got down on both knees, and with his hands clasped in front of him as if in holy prayer, he began to beg, "Chantal, can I please put my clothes back on now? My wife will be here any minute. She'll surely insist on divorce if she sees me like this."

"No, you may not. So shut up! I'm busy thinking."

"Chantal, please. Please, you can't…."

"What did you say?" Something finally got her attention.

"You can't ruin my marriage. Josie can't see me like this." Winston turned and rose to his feet. He trotted to his desk, where his clothes were still stashed.

That was the straw that broke the camel's back. "Enough! I will not be disobeyed," Chantal raised her voice adamantly. But then lost it, "GET YOUR FUCKING WORTHLESS ASS BACK HERE SLAVE! NOW, YOU FUCKING PATHETIC PIECE OF SHIT!"

Winston froze in place, petrified. He had pushed her too far, challenging Chantal's authority, and gravely regretted it. He slowly turned to face Chantal only to find her standing with her arms folded sternly in front of her chest. She was beyond furious, and the expression on her face spoke volumes. Winston had never seen her look that angry before. Chantal was not about to cede her authority to him.

"Don't you fucking dare make me repeat myself!" Chantal exclaimed.

Winston plummeted down onto his hands and knees in immediate response before frantically rushing to crawl back to her. On his way across the floor, he pleaded, "Please, Goddess, please forgive me. I'm an idiot. A worthless worm. Oh please, my sweet Chantal, Goddess. I'm begging you!"

"I will fucking destroy you, worm! Don't ever forget how much dirt I have on you; the photographs, the e-mails, all those disgusting videos of you sucking anonymous cock and licking all sorts of shit from my boots. Did you forget those visits to clean public urinals with your tongue? Do you need me to go on?"

"No. No, please. I'm so sorry, Goddess Chantal. I have no excuse for challenging your authority. Please, I'm begging you. Goddess, please forgive me," Winston pathetically pleaded his case for mercy and forgiveness. However, Chantal was not impressed, and Winston again found himself prostrating at her feet. Although naked and shivering, he laid as prone and low to the floor as possible to demonstrate his subservience to his Queen.

Chantal fumed as Winston continued to beg for mercy, groveling at her feet. Finally, she raised her foot and then set it down on the back of Winston's head. Then, leaning forward, she put her entire weight into it, pushing his face into the floor.

"I have been very kind to you," she declared, "but not anymore. I'm taking over this firm, and it starts now. Do you understand me, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess. Almighty Goddess Chantal. Yes. I understand...I obey...please...oh please, Goddess Chantal."

His muffled sucking up and sniveling reaffirmed how pathetic he was to Chantal. She pushed even harder with the sole of her boot. "Fuck you, worm!"

"All I've ever wanted was to be your slave and serve you. Oh, my divine Goddess Chantal!"

Chantal kicked Winston's head. The toe of her boot connected recklessly with the side of his face, "Say it! Give it all to me."

"Ouch! Oh please, Goddess Chantal. Please! Take everything. It belongs to you, Goddess. I'm begging you. Please let me serve in slavery for the rest of my life. Please!"

"Just remember this bitch, I own you. Your life is mine. Everything is mine."

"Yes, Goddess Chantal." Winston was utterly overwhelmed with mixed emotions. On the one hand, his lifelong dream of being the property of a beautiful and strict Goddess had come true. On the other hand, however, he felt more scared than ever before.

"I don't want to hear your stupid fucking voice unless I order you to speak. Understood?"

"Yes, Goddess Chantal."

"Now go and crawl back under that desk. Get out of my fucking sight! I have a meeting with your wife."

He scurried off like a rodent back to his desk. Winston was visibly distraught as he wobbled while crawling away, almost falling over twice. He muttered under his breath a continued apology to Chantal. "Oh please, Goddess Chantal, please, please forgive me. It's all yours. Everything. You own it all. You own me. I'm your property, my Goddess. I'm so sorry."

Chantal plopped herself back down onto the leather sofa. She let out a big sigh. "Unbelievable. Who do these worthless pieces of male shit think they are?"

Brrring! Brrring! Brrring!

"Aw, man! Who the fuck is that?"

Jesse's erection was buried deep in George's mouth as George's head briskly bobbed up and down on Jesse's hard cock. Each time it came back down, he completely swallowed the shaft of Jesse's throbbing manhood. When he heard the phone ringing, George stopped abruptly and pulled Jesse's fully erect member out from the back of his throat. Saliva dripped from the head. George licked his lips before putting them back around the mushroomed tip. He slurped as he licked up all the oozing spit and drool.

"Sir, I really must answer that, though. It might be Goddess Chantal."

Jesse rolled his eyes. He didn't want Chantal mad at him either. He still had a sweet spot for her and would feel rotten if she couldn't reach George because of him. "Go ahead but make it quick, bitch! I still need my load eaten today. And it's gonna be a big one."

"Yes, Sir, thank you, Sir." George quickly rose to his feet and ran into the kitchen, where the phone sat ringing on the counter.

Brrring! Brrring! Brrring!

"Hello? Chantal Gibson's residence." George always answered the phone, even when Chantal was at home. It was part of his regular duties. He answered every call the same way. Chantal insisted that every caller knew that she was the head of the house.

George fell to his knees when he realized that it was Chantal. "Yes. Hello, Goddess. Hail and praise you, Supreme Goddess." Even when she couldn't see him, George felt obliged to show respect and subservience to Chantal, so he immediately got down on his knees.

Jesse looked on from the comfort of the living room couch. He seemed to be growing somewhat impatient. Then, finally, he called out from across the room, "Come on, what's the fucking hold-up?"

"Yes, Goddess, he's here. Yes, that was Master Jesse speaking," George answered robotically. "I'll bring the phone to him right away. Thank you, almighty Goddess." George awkwardly crawled, scurrying his way back to Jessie. He desperately tried to keep the phone from falling as he made his way across the kitchen floor using only three of his limbs. "Sir, it's my owner, Goddess Chantal. She insisted on speaking with you," he said, handing the telephone over to Jessie.

"It's Chantal? For me?"

"Yes, Sir, it is."

"Why don't you put that mouth of yours back on my dick and get to sucking it." It was more of a command than a question. A brief moment elapsed as Jesse took the phone from George. "Do you hear me, bitch! Suck it off, now!"

George immediately repositioned himself over Jesse's semi-hard cock. He knew that he'd better do as he was told. Jesse wasn't shy about delivering a good beating to his face. He leaned forward and stuffed Jesse's massive cock back into his mouth. It easily slid down his throat, only stopping after it was all the way in.

Jesse moaned, "Ah, yeah. Just like that. Worship my cock while I talk to your hotwife. She has the sexiest little phone voice." Jesse leaned backward, sinking into the sofa, finally putting the phone to his head.

But before he could say a word, he heard Chantal shouting on the other end. "Jesse, what the fuck are you doing? Is George sucking your cock? You're on the fucking phone! You're horny all the time, god damn it."

"What can I say, babe? I just can't help myself. When you're blessed with a glorious cock like mine, it requires a lot of fucking attention," Jesse countered in his defense before concluding, "My big balls need constant draining."

"Just shut up and listen, okay?"

"For you - Ah fuck yeah, suck harder - Anything for you, babe."

"I can't believe I'm saying this. I need a favor from you."

"Let me get this straight. The big shot lady lawyer needs a favor from me, the ex-con cable guy?"

"Listen carefully, Jesse. Can you come down to the firm right away?"

"Now? I'm kinda in the middle of something here, babe."

"Yes, now. Be here in thirty minutes. Finish up, if you must. I'll owe you."

"Alright, I guess so. But only because you have a cute tight ass. And maybe also a little because your bitch of a husband sucks cock so well." Jesse smiled as he watched George vigorously sucking his manhood without pause. He coughed deeply before launching a thick wad of spit that hit George directly in the eye.

"Don't let me down, Jesse. I'm counting on you."

"Don't worry, babe. I'm your man for the job."

"Oh, remember to drink a shit load of water before you get here. And tell my worthless bitch, George, that he's still in trouble and he's getting the beating of his life tonight." With that, Chantal ended the call.

Jesse exhaled, whispering loudly to himself, "Don't worry, babe."

George's head bobbed relentlessly up and down, consuming Jesse's cock with each stroke. All that Jesse could think about was how good it felt. George was such a good cocksucker. He was better than most women.

"Your lady sends her regards. She sounded pretty pissed about something. She said you're in for the beating of your life, and it sounded like she meant it. It sucks to be you - Oooh, Ah. Wow! Shit! Fuck!"

George sucked and kept sucking as Jesse started to orgasm. He was close to dumping his load into George's mouth. Jesse was notorious for producing remarkably massive loads of jizz that often filled George's mouth with a hot sticky mess.

Despite his focused dedication to servicing Jesse, George listened carefully to every word of his conversation with Chantal. He was frightened, thinking about what was in store for him later that night. And he grew more nervous as the day progressed; however, he couldn't let it deter him from his obligations to Jesse. A good beta male should always suck cock to the best of his abilities. It was what Chantal expected of him.

"Fuck! Ah! Eat my load! You fucking bitch!!!" Jesse cursed at George. Reaching full orgasm and ejaculating, he shot his whole load into the back of George's throat. "Shit! That was a five-day load, bitch. Fuck! That was good."

George swallowed it, gulping down every last drop of Jesse's thick and gooey load of cum. "Thank you, Sir," was all he said.
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I'm In Charge Now

Chantal hung up the phone. She was worried that Jesse might not arrive in time. But, as she did with George, having Jesse's help to emasculate Winston would be ideal. There was nothing better than using strong Latino men with a history of violence to put weak-willed pathetic males like George and Winston in their place. With Jesse's help, Winston's wife would quickly realize that her husband was nothing more than an inferior beta male bitch. Chantal's plan would work; it had to. There was no turning back now.

With the temptation of Jesse's raw masculine sexuality and a bit of coaxing from Chantal, it should be enough to convince the lady of Winston's house of the benefits of cuckoldry. Then, with Winston as a permanent slave to his wife, Chantal would persuade her to hand the keys to her husband's empire over to her. Chantal would surely be better suited to manage the firm. It was a slightly different approach to what she had initially planned. However, Chantal was convinced that she would still end up with autonomous control of the firm and all the influence that comes with it.

The leather sofa comforted her nerves. She loved leather. It was soft and smooth, making her legs gently tingle as they lightly brushed against it. Chantal rhythmically bobbed her foot as she admired her boots. As much as Winston was in love with them, she was also quite fond of her Gucci's. Her cute little ankle boots always turned heads whenever she walked by.

Sexily, the stiletto heel came down to a near sharp point. As Chantal glanced at the tip, she recalled countless fond memories of torturing Winston with them. It was thrilling and empowering standing directly on top of her boss's naked chest, treating him like an old rug. But her favorite memory was leaning back and deliberately shifting her body weight to dig in her heels to cruelly gouge his vulnerable flesh. Winston screamed like a baby every time, which always made her laugh. Chantal wondered what excuses Winston must have made to his wife to explain the permanent scars she gave him.

Winston peeked out from under the desk. He could just barely see Chantal's boots dangling across the room. He strained and contorted his body to the correct position to see them better. It was such an honor for Winston to worship Chantal. She was young and beautiful and the longer he stared at her dangling boot, the more he became mesmerized thinking about her.

Chantal just finished switching her posture, crossing her left leg over her right. It was such an elegant and majestic sight for Winston, who badly yearned to touch his penis and jerk off in worshiping her. But, sadly, it was no longer an option ever since Chantal securely locked him in chastity. It was a small price to pay to serve a true Goddess like Chantal. And he couldn't wait for another opportunity to grovel beneath her feet, only wanting to clean the soles of her boots with his tongue.

Winston almost forgot about the horrible shame she had in store for him in all his fantasizing. His wife would be there any minute. What would she think? What's Chantal planning? Only his perfectly evil succubus knew for sure.

Chantal was in charge. She was always the one in control, Winston told himself. But she was so perfect and deserved every ounce of the power she demanded. Winston's mind started drifting again. Chantal Gibson had that effect on men.

Knock! Knock! Knock! She was here.

Then, the door burst open without warning, and Josephine Wakefield, Winston's wife, walked in.

"Hello." Chantal greeted her as she entered.

"Who are you? Where is my husband?" she demanded, looking directly at Chantal with Michael trailing behind her.

"I'm sorry, Ms. Gibson, she insisted on coming in before I could buzz you."

"That's quite alright, Michael. You can leave us for now."

"Yes, Ma'am." Michael immediately left the office, closing the door behind him.

Unfazed by her forthrightness, Chantal remained seated and calm, "Ms. Wakefield, I presume. Thank you so much for coming. Winston will be out shortly."

A cowering Winston gulped as he crouched silently under his desk. Was she going to make him crawl out there with no clothes on? It sounded like that to him. But, of course, Ms. Wakefield had no idea he was involved with Chantal. Nor did she know just how much of a perverted sexual deviant he was. He feared his wife would lose all respect for him. And if there was one thing that Winston knew for sure about his wife, it was how much she despised weakness in men.

"Where is he?" Winston’s wife repeated.

"He'll be out shortly, I promise you, Ms. Wakefield."

"Alright then. My sincerest apologies to you, young lady. I just stormed in here and left my manners at the door."

"That's quite alright, Ms. Wakefield."

"Call me Josie. That's what I let the people I like call me."

"Why, thank you, Josie. It's a pleasure to make your acquaintance. Is that what Winston calls you?"

"He calls me Josephine." She was blunt in her response.

"Of course he does. I can empathize with your frustration. I understand that you may be undergoing some...uh...marital stresses."

"I'm sorry, who are you again?"

"My name is Chantal Gibson. I'm a senior partner here at the firm." Chantal rose to her feet, offering her hand to greet Ms. Wakefield.

Josephine accepted the welcoming gesture, responding, "It's great to meet you." She had calmed down significantly thanks to Chantal's relaxed demeanor, which naturally set her at ease. And as they shook hands, they also exchanged pleasant smiles.

Chantal immediately had a good feeling about Josephine. She felt as if they might have a lot in common. Of course, it was strange since they had just met. But, it gave Chantal a confidence boost regardless, and she felt even more sure about how things were going to go.

"Please, have a seat, Josie," Chantal politely smiled as she waved Josephine over.

Josephine sat on the sofa at the opposite end of Chantal. Then, when she went to cross her legs, being a connoisseur, Chantal was tempted to glance at her shoes.

"Oh my gosh!" Chantal eagerly exclaimed, dropping her professional demeanor for a fleeting moment. "Are those Louboutins you're wearing?"

"Why yes, they are, my dear. I'm an aficionado of fine footwear."

"So am I! They're gorgeous."

Josephine proudly looked down at her shoes. Then, she pivoted and flexed her foot at different angles. "They're part of Louboutins winter nude collection," she boasted before focusing on Chantal's feet, "Oh, I love your Gucci's. They are Gucci, aren't they?"

Chantal's eyes lit with excitement. "Yes, they are, thank you. The winter nude collection, you say. That's ingenious. Does Winston share in your passion for shoes?"

"No. Whatever do you mean, my dear?"

"I was just curious. Knowing that you possess a passion for shoes, did Winston ever surprise you with a new pair?"

"Never."

"Even for a special occasion?"

"Not even once. Winston doesn't have a romantic bone in his body."

"Pity." Chantal couldn't believe how Winston was such an imbecile. He had married a knockout of a woman with a passion for footwear and simply let his prospects of worshiping her languish. How could he waste such an opportunity by never mentioning his foot fetish to her?

Winston was an intensely private person who had a lot at stake. He didn't want to jeopardize all he had built at the firm; instead, believing that it was better to fool around on the side. His family life was totally separate. But, that was about to change forever.

"Winston is always working. He never has time for anything romantic or otherwise."

"Maybe he just never made time."

"He built this firm. He fashioned it from a one-man enterprise into the international empire it is today. He's a man of power. And if nothing else, I respect him for that."

Chantal tried not to laugh. But instead, she contained herself and withheld the truth about Winston from Josephine. For now, at least, she thought.

Winston's eyes were glued to the space between the floor and the edge of the desk. Peering out from under the desk, he watched intently. He hung on every word as he studied the subtle movements of Chantal's and Josephine's feet. They swayed and bobbed from left to right, up and down. His wife's nude-colored patent leather heels were so luscious and looked delicious. Hunched in a ball under his desk, he regretted never sharing his desires with her.

Josephine continued, "I can't stand a spineless man. A pushover of a man is no man at all in my book. But, on the other hand, I'm unsure what I would think if Winston had a thing for shoes. I mean, what kind of man likes women's shoes?"

Chantal smiled. She knew exactly what kind of man. And there were many more of them around than Josephine realized. "Josie, I agree with you completely. I could never respect any man that loves my shoes more than I do. But what if us ladies could have our cake and eat it too?"

Josephine looked perplexed, unable to follow Chantal's rationale. Still, the idea intrigued her nevertheless. "Explain, my dear. A man can't be both a beta male and a real man simultaneously."

"Correct! But I'm not referring to a single man. Instead, I'm asking you to contemplate a world where a woman can choose to surround herself with beta and alpha males."

This was Chantal's opportunity to convince Josephine Wakefield of her ideology. But, first, she needed to make Josephine a believer in something that she already possessed - divine feminine authority. Maybe then, Josephine would even consider joining the cause for Female Supremacy. Then, together, they could help roll out societal female authoritarian rule.

Josephine's support was crucial if Chantal was serious about taking over the firm. It would make things easier. Josephine would be entitled to half of Winston's assets in a divorce. As a result, he'd be barred from simply signing away rights to Chantal. It wasn't in Chantal's interests to get bogged down in a legal battle with Winston's wife. She saw a much better opportunity instead. Chantal would rather have Josephine as a staunch ally.

She planned to get Winston to step aside, handing over business ownership to his wife. Chantal could then step in as a managing partner to run the firm on Josephine's behalf. With Josephine as a willing co-conspirator, there would be no stopping them.

"I see your point now, Chantal," Josephine admitted, "However, I don't see how you'll get most men to go along with it. I mean, what's in it for them?"

"It's a paradigm shift, of course. But it can be done. You'd be surprised at how many men secretly desire to be subservient to a woman. They're slaves just waiting for a master to rule over them."

"I'm very intrigued. I could use about a dozen slaves."

Chantal smiled, grinning from ear to ear, "Sister, you can have two dozen slaves if it pleases you."

"And what about the rest of the men, the real men? Why should they agree to share their woman with spineless worms?"

"They don't have to share you at all. Without the commitment of marriage, these men are free. They can have their own lives. You can live apart. You're free to date as few or as many of these gorgeous, real men as you please. Your slave won't complain. But, if he does, you show him who's boss."

"It sounds like you're speaking from experience to me." Josephine sat up, adjusting her skirt. She uncrossed and then re-crossed her legs the other way.

"I am." Chantal looked directly at her, making eye contact. She mentally crossed her fingers and toes. She craved so badly to bring Josephine into the sisterhood. It was time for a demonstration. "What if I can save your marriage and make you happier than ever before?"

"I'd say you were a miracle worker. A god."

"A Goddess! Josie, we're both Goddesses."

"It's not possible, Chantal. Besides, Winston will have none of it. He's not willing to share his wife with another man," balked Josephine. She couldn't fathom the idea of Winston having anything to do with such a preposterous proposal.

"Are you so sure, Josie? How well do you know your husband?" Chantal stood up from the sofa. She put her hands on her hips and winked at Josephine.

"I don't see where this is going, but I'll play along." Josephine slumped back into the sofa, indulging Chantal.

Josephine had come to see her husband and discuss the possibility of getting a divorce, but since he was nowhere to be found, she had nothing to lose in letting Chantal make her point. Josephine watched Chantal closely in anticipation, wondering what she was up to.

Chantal stepped into the middle of the room, and once she was confident Josephine had a clear view, she began. "Josie, I'm so glad we met today. Your life is about to miraculously change for the better."

"I can't wait, Chantal dear."

There was a brief but looming silence in the room before Chantal belted out, "Bitch! Get out here, you worthless worm!"

Josephine raised her eyebrows at Chantal. What on earth was she doing? Has she gone mad?

"This instant, worm!" Chantal re-asserted.

Winston heard Chantal just fine the first time. Then, despite his anxious fear, he knew what he had to do next. But his body started shaking uncontrollably. Winston was mortified. He couldn't bear the idea of Josephine finally discovering what kind of man he was - the kind of weak and spineless man that she despised.

"Obey me, bitch! Now!" Chantal's patience had run out, and Josephine was starting to question Chantal's sanity.

Winston finally gathered the courage and crawled out from under his desk. He immediately felt a cold draft as he emerged from the security of concealment. Winston pathetically hobbled out into the open, slowly making his way toward a domineering Chantal.

Chantal stood menacingly with her arms folded in front of her.

Tap! Tap! Tap!

The toe of her boot tapped on the hard floor in a frustrated 'I'm waiting!' gesture. Chantal needed to put on a good show of authority for Josephine's sake. For most women to be convinced of the superiority they naturally possess, they required a demonstration before believing it for themselves.

Josephine could discern what looked like the form of a naked man crawling on all fours as he emerged from behind the desk. She couldn't help but let out an innocent giggle. "What on earth?" She looked to Chantal for a response before focusing again on the naked figure slithering across the floor.

Chantal continued unashamedly with even more authority, "Crawl here, loser! Grovel at my feet. That's where you belong!"

Josephine took notice of the tone of her voice and her body language. Chantal spoke with such commanding authority. She was in complete charge of this cowering loser. Josephine couldn't help but compare Chantal's demeanor to that of a dog trainer. She admired such qualities in a woman.

Winston was now in full view of Chantal and Josephine and could barely stay upright as his knees wobbled on the hard floor. His total embarrassment was imminent.

"Oh my god! Is that Winston?" Josephine finally realized that the pathetic, subjugated person was her own husband. "Winston! What the hell are you doing?"

Winston's morbid embarrassment got the better of him, and he couldn't bring himself to look up at his wife. So instead, he remained silent and focused his attention on Chantal's feet.

"Answer me, you fucking coward!" Josephine was beyond irritated. She raised her voice significantly. "You spineless fucking worm!"

Chantal looked over at Josie with a broad grin plastered across her face as Winston stopped in front of her. He proceeded to lay flat on the floor until his body was prone. He was as low to the ground as he could make himself. His head was at Chantal's feet. His lips came to rest next to her foot, gently touching the toe of her boot.

He reminded Chantal of a bearskin rug with his arms tossed backward at his sides. She looked down at the naked body of the prestigious law firm's owner and chief partner and reassured him, "That's a good slave."

"Get up, Winston! What's gotten into you?" Josephine's disbelief remained, however. She had never seen Winston behave like this before.

Chantal began by explaining, "Josie, this is your husband. A worthless worm."

Josephine started to calm down a bit as a hint of acceptance came through in her change of tone, "Winston, you are a pathetic excuse of a man. Divorce is too good for you. You deserve to be treated like shit for the rest of your worthless life."

Chantal kicked the side of Winston's face, commanding, "Clean my boots, slave! Lick them!"

"Yes, Goddess Chantal." Winston reverently complied. He began enthusiastically licking Chantal's boots. From toe to heel, he thoroughly licked the fine black leather. His tongue darted in and around each and every stitch and seam as Josephine looked on in disgust.

Then, Chantal lifted the toe of her boot, shifting her weight back onto her heel. Winston immediately repositioned himself, angling his body to better lick the sole of her boot. He had no shame. Winston Wakefield couldn't afford to. He knew that Chantal expected him to clean whatever disgusting filth was presented.

Josie stood up, no longer able to sit by as her husband lay debasing himself at another woman's feet. "You're a spineless and worthless worm, a piece of shit! You're right where you belong. You disgust me! You make me want to vomit."

Winston's initial fears began waning as he recognized that there was no going back. Chantal had finally forced his hand. After all this time, things were really going to change. He had been catering to Chantal's whims and serving her for a long time. However, he still felt like he was in control of his own life. Not anymore, though. Chantal had just taken possession of him. Winston was at her mercy. Yet, despite his initial fear, it felt peaceful. It was as if a debilitating weight had been lifted from his shoulders.

Josephine approached Winston. The pointed toe of her nude-colored heels stopped an inch from his face. "What do you have to say for yourself? Huh?"

Winston addressed his wife. "I'm so sorry, Goddess Josie. I am worthless and pathetic, I know. I've always been a spineless beta male. I've just kept it a secret from you. I'm so sorry." He kissed Josephine's shoe several times.

Whack!

"You are not to call me Josie!" she shouted after kicking her husband in the face. "Only people I respect can call me Josie."

"I'm sorry, Goddess Josephine. Please let me be your slave! It's all I've ever wanted. Goddess Chantal showed me how to put my passion to good use. I owe her everything. I'll always respect and worship her, but I'm first and foremost your slave. I'm your property, and I pledge my eternal life to you in slavery. Oh! Supreme and divine Goddess Josephine. Please let me live in permanent slavery to you. Please!" Winston begged and groveled at Josephine's feet as his life depended on it.

Winston's begging and pleading further annoyed Josephine. She was rapidly losing all respect for her husband. She was disgusted to think that until recently, she actually looked up to him. "Shut up, you worthless bitch!" Winston went silent and returned to licking Chantal's boots.

Chantal smiled as she and Josephine exchanged glances. "Well done, Josie. You go, girl!" she cheered, making a fist pump gesture.

"Chantal, you've made your point. You've proven that my husband is a pathetic piece of shit." Josephine looked down at Winston. She was disgusted at how he repeatedly lapped his tongue across the sole of Chantal's boot. He seemed to enjoy it immensely. She wondered about the gross shit Chantal might have stepped in. "So tell me, Chantal? How is this supposed to save my marriage?"

"Ah! I thought you'd never ask." Chantal could barely suppress her excitement any longer. As Winston cleaned her boots with his loyal tongue, she explained. "Meet your new husband. He will cook and clean. He will serve and obey your every command. And if he ever disappoints you or if you just feel like it, then just kick the fucking shit out of him."

Then abruptly, without warning to demonstrate her point, Chantal pulled her boot away from Winston's obedient tongue before delivering another swift and brutal kick to his head. Winston winced and screamed in pain. "Oh, shut up, you worthless bitch! Take it!" Then, Chantal turned to Josephine with an innocent smile and insisted, "You try it."

"Alright." Josie looked down at Winston, "Winston, you're a pathetic excuse for a man. Your life is worthless. From now on, I own you. Do you hear me? I'm in charge!" Josie lifted her leg in preparation to strike but paused to consider how using a pair of pointy stilettos to kick him in the face was sure to hurt a great deal. She didn't care, however. This was all about taking back her power and asserting her dominance over her husband.

"Oh please, Goddess Josephine, please don't," Winston pleaded. His head was still extremely sore from Chantal's brutal kick. One side of his face was already starting to swell. "Please!" he exclaimed.

"Shut up bitch! Look up at me!" Her voice was stern and authoritative. Both Chantal and Winston could tell that she was being serious. "I want you to see my shoe coming," she said before finally kicking Winston full force squarely in the face. The pointy toe of her shoe contacted Winston in the mouth knocking out his front tooth.

"YYYEEOOOWW!" Screaming in agony, Winston spat his lost tooth out on the floor at Josephine's feet.

"Shut up and take it, bitch!" Chantal barked at Winston. "Suffer!"

Winston continued screaming aloud as he writhed on the floor at Chantal and Josephine's feet.

Looking at each other, they spontaneously burst out in laughter. It was a liberating moment for Josephine. Chantal offered her a congratulatory high five. The women celebrated their victory together as they completely ignored Winston's suffering.

Josephine brought her foot down heavily to stomp on the side of Winston's face. The heel of her shoe dug sharply into his cheek. He grunted and winced in anguish as she smashed his face into the floor.

"Shut up bitch! Just suffer. I don't want to hear another word from you." She then shifted her body weight while maintaining pressure on the heel of her shoe. Stepping firmly on his face, she watched until a trickle of blood slowly dripped down his cheek and onto the floor.

"I'm so proud of you, Josie. I wasn't sure how you'd react to the sight of your husband groveling at my feet," a reassured Chantal said.

"I just want to thank you, Chantal. I'm beyond glad that we met. I learned so much from you in such a short time. You literally changed my life," Josephine replied, giving Chantal a warm hug.

Chantal lifted her foot and placed the heel of her boot down on Winston's head. It landed directly on his temple. Both she and Josephine had their foot planted firmly on the legal mogul's head in victory. "The feeling is mutual. I'd like to continue as close friends, Josie," Chantal explained as Winston moaned from the intense pressure on his temple.

"Indeed! I'd like that very much, Chantal." Josephine lifted her foot from Winston's face. "Stay down!" she commanded. "Look at my heel. My gorgeous stilettos. Your blood is all over the sole." Josephine chastised Winston as she casually wiped the bottom of her shoe on his hair until the blood was cleaned off.

Winston was intoxicated by his own submission to Chantal and Josephine. However, he managed to blurt out his appreciation just as Chantal lifted her foot from his head. "Thank you, Goddess Chantal, for bringing me to this moment. For training me as a slave. Thank you for exposing me to my beautiful wife, Goddess Josephine. Hail and praise to you almighty and divine Goddess, Chantal!"

Chantal could tell how sincere Winston was in his profession of worship and praise. She was particularly proud of herself and all of her accomplishments. But nevertheless, she was confidently adept at domesticating and enslaving the men around her.

"Slave, you are quite welcome." Chantal was reassuring as she leaned forward, spitting in Winston's face, who looked up at her with great reverence and adoration in his eyes.

He immediately thanked her for spitting on him, "Thank you, Goddess Chantal!" Then turning to his wife, he continued groveling, "Goddess Josephine, hail and praise you, most supreme and divine deity. I worship you with all my being and pledge my eternal existence to you in complete and unconditional servitude. I am so fortunate to exist as your property, Goddess Josephine."

Josephine was also very proud. Her life became so much simpler in mere minutes, thanks to Chantal. It was happening so fast. "Yes, slave; you are extremely privileged to be my property." Then, pivoting on her heels, she turned to face Chantal, "Well, what now?"

"Now, I have my secretary Michael prepare the paperwork necessary to transfer all of Winston's assets to you. We'll revoke all claims he has to any of it," Chantal started exuberantly explaining.

"That's perfect. Winston would be completely dependent on me. He'd have no choice but to serve me as my permanent slave."

"You won't need to rely strictly on his abject poverty for his loyalty. I have hundreds of photos and hours of videos of your husband doing the most disgusting and humiliating things. This little sick fuck would be more than happy to settle for a life of slavery."

"Hmmm." Josie tapped her foot on the hard wooden floor. "Now that sounds very intriguing. We will have to explore that in much greater detail indeed. Somehow though, I think being inferior is just in his blood. He loves it too much. Don't you, loser?" Josie asked as she kicked Winston's shoulder.

Chantal joined in, "You love serving and worshiping us. You'll never give it up. That's why you're going to hand over the firm to Josie. She'll own it, and I'll run it for her. You're addicted to powerful women. You'll always be a pathetic beta male loser. You know it!" Chantal coughed, clearing the phlegm from the back of her throat. Then without any regard for Winston's dignity, she spat a thick wad all over his face. Her spit dripped down his cheek, falling to the floor below.

"Lick it up, bitch!" Josephine ordered. "Lick Chantal's spit off the floor!" She laughed as Winston sprung into action, quickly licking every drop from the dusty hardwood.

Chantal put her arm around Josephine. "Let's celebrate. At my place tonight. My husband, George, is getting the beating of his life for disobeying me. I'd love to have you over. You can watch or join in. It'll be fun."

"Oh, it certainly sounds like fun. Should I bring Winston?"

"Yes, of course. You can help me break in my new bullwhip."

"Okay! I'd love that."

"There'll be a bunch of other girls there as well. I belong to a women's group that looks for ways to take charge of our lives and take back all men have stolen from us. I'd love to introduce you to the gang."

"That sounds swell, Chantal," Josephine answered excitedly.

Her worries and anger over her failing marriage had faded entirely. Josephine's eyes glowed. She was oozing with excitement. It was hard to contain the exuberance as Josephine Wakefield suddenly felt like she had a renewed outlook on life.

A divorce from Winston would have been tough. However, this new approach is the best of both worlds. She'll get to keep his money while gaining the freedom to be with other men. And as an added bonus, Winston becomes her loyal lifelong slave. She was thrilled to have met Chantal and eager to begin her new business arrangement. She had a good feeling about her.

"Perfect! I'll have all the paperwork ready for you to sign tomorrow. As far as our celebration goes, feel free to drop by my house around eight o'clock this evening." Chantal scribbled her home address on a sticky note before handing it to Josephine.

Josephine took the address from Chantal and then turned to bark an order at Winston. "Go and clean yourself up, you disgusting and worthless piece of shit."

Winston rose to his knees, but before he could crawl to the bathroom, the office door again burst open unexpectedly.

"Hello, ladies! Your man is here."

"Jesse! Holy shit! Don't you knock?" Chantal exclaimed after all three of them were startled by Jesse's abrupt entrance.

"Babe, I'm sorry, but this dork here told me that I had to wait. I don't wait around just because some pencil neck loser says so." He looked over his shoulder, pointing at Michael, standing behind him.

"I'm sorry, Ms. Gibson. I told him you were in an important meeting - Oh my goodness - Mr. Wakefield?" Michael's tone turned somber. He saw Winston kneeling in the center of the room - naked and bruised. "Mr. Wakefield, are you alright?"

After a brief but intensely embarrassing moment of silence for Winston, Chantal spoke, "Answer him, bitch!" Then another fierce kick pummeled Winston's ribs. "Go on, you piece of shit!"

Winston looked up a Michael. "Effective immediately, Ms. Chantal Gibson is the chief executive partner of the firm. My wife, Josephine, has taken control of all my worldly assets, including this firm."

"Mr. Wakefield, I don't understand."

"What don't you understand, boy?" Jesse interjected. "Your boss is a bitch, a fucking pansy ass loser."

"Sir..."

"Don't call him that." Josephine corrected Michael. "He doesn't deserve such a title of respect. He's a lowly and pathetic worm."

Michael didn't quite understand as his naivety was apparent. So instead, he decided to follow Chantal's lead. "Ms. Gibson, you'll make an excellent boss. Congratulations Ma'am."

Chantal kicked Winston again, "Tell him the rest, bitch!"

"Michael, I'm no longer part of this firm. My beautiful Goddess Josephine has taken over. She's asserted her authority and made me her slave instead."

"Her what? Her slave?" Michael was slowly piecing it all together. His beta brain was ticking away, trying to comprehend the complex dynamics of their relationship.

"Yes, Michael. It's a wonderful privilege to live in service to a woman. I'm so lucky to live the rest of my days at the end of her leash. Goddess Chantal has helped me to realize that my life is worthless otherwise. I am a subhuman loser. I'm a worthless piece of shit. I've never been this happy in my entire life." Tears started to well up in his eyes. "Hail and praise be to you, Goddess Josephine! Thank you, Goddess Chantal, for making this possible. I will always devoutly worship you."

"Okay! Okay! Enough of this pathetic loser's babbling. He's just a whiny bitch." Jesse pushed Michael aside and began unzipping his pants.

"Excuse me, Sir, you can't do that here!" Michael raised his voice as he watched Jesse lower his pants. His jaw dropped when Jesse pulled out his huge penis. His large cock and big balls suddenly became the room's primary focus.

Jesse snapped back, "Shut up, little man. No one asked you for permission." Jesse's rugged masculinity was unmistakable. It was a refreshing change from a world of overly sensitive beta male wimps.

"Michael, it's okay." Chantal felt the need to calm the atmosphere.

"But Ms. Gibson. He can't just do that."

"Silence!" Chantal commanded. Josephine smiled as Michael went utterly silent, fondly noting how Chantal had little patience for disobedience.

"Thanks, babe." Jesse blew Chantal a kiss and winked at Josephine, who simply looked on, wondering what Jesse was about to do next. "Chantal, because of you, I drank four bottles of water before I got here."

Chantal laughed out loud.

"What's so funny?" Josephine inquired.

In all the excitement of the moment, Chantal had forgotten about Jesse. "It's okay, Jesse. I didn't need you after all. Josie was able to see what a pathetic loser Winston was without your help. You don't have to…."

"Well, I still have to piss, like I've never pissed before. Seeing how I drove down here just for you, somebody here is drinking my piss." He looked around the room for a human urinal to use. Chantal and Josephine were clearly off-limits. He automatically respected them too much. Although he liked to talk a big game, Jesse was pretty traditional when it came to women. "Who wants to be my fucking urinal?"

Chantal backed off, letting Jesse have his fun. She didn't mind either way. If he insisted on making a mockery out of one of the men, so be it. It would be rather amusing to watch.

Josephine kept staring at Jesse. His rugged looks and forceful demeanor appealed to her. She couldn't wait to see what he was about to do next.

Jesse's eyes scanned the room, darting back and forth between Michael and Winston before stopping at Michael.

Michael briskly retorted, "Oh no, not me, Sir!" He was firm and adamant yet respectful of Jesse's natural authority. In fact, Michael had consistently referred appropriately to Jesse as Sir. He was a submissive cuckold at heart. Even though he wasn't overt about it, he clearly respected the authority of a genuine alpha male.

Jesse turned to face Winston. "Alright, I guess you're my fucking human toilet then." He took two steps until he was standing right in front of Winston. Jesse eased his cock into position until it hovered over Winston's face. "Open up, bitch!" he sternly commanded.

"Oh, dear!" Michael exclaimed.

"Do it, baby!" Josephine cheered.

While watching Jesse exert masculine control over her husband, Josephine had quickly become sexually aroused. The tingling in her thighs and between her legs was unmistakable. Wow! She thought to herself, Jesse was a real man. She was attracted to his raw energy and assertiveness. He didn't ask; he just did as he pleased. He was about to show Winston he was boss. And to Josephine, he was gorgeous, and his body was sculpted with muscles in all the right places. It was driving Josephine wild inside.

Chantal watched as her new friend took a liking to Jesse. "Like what you see?"

"Mmmm. Yes, I do. He's so powerful. He's aggressive. He's…"

"A real man." Chantal completed her sentence.

"Yes, and his cock is big and gorgeous!" Josephine smiled, "Not like my worthless husband's tiny peepee."

"Agreed." Chantal was already familiar with Jesse's manly cock. They had had passionate sex many times before. Even though they don't fuck as often as they used to, she still affords Jesse certain indulgences. For instance, when he drops by the house to be serviced by George. Jesse was the kind of man you wanted in your life. He had many skills that would often prove helpful.

Jesse barked at Winston, "Open that mouth wide, bitch. Here it comes. I hope you're thirsty, loser. There's gonna be at least a gallon of hot piss for you to drink."

Winston knew that he had no choice but to obey. There simply was no question about it. His life had changed forever, and there was no going back. So he leaned forward, saying, "Yes, Sir! Thank you for this privilege, Sir." He opened his mouth as wide as he could.

Jesse started to piss. His urine dribbled out at first, splattering all over Winston's face. Then, he readjusted his aim until the full stream landed directly in Winston's mouth. The pungent-smelling liquid quickly filled Winston's oral cavity.

"Swallow it, bitch! Drink my piss! There's lots more for you," Jesse shouted, showing off for the women.

"I don't want to see a drop spilled on my hardwood floor. Drink it, Winston!" Chantal exclaimed.

Josephine's arousal was getting to the point that it was becoming unbearable. She had to take action. Stepping forward, she lightly clenched Jesse's penis, helping to guide the steady stream of piss into her husband's mouth. "Drink it, you worthless loser! You are not a real man. Look at you. Your mouth is like a toilet!" She was relentless in berating Winston.

Jesse playfully winked at Josephine. She was many years older than him but still captivating for her age. And with Jesse's hyper-sex drive making him constantly in the mood, she may as well be a runway supermodel.

"Kiss me, babe, while I empty my bladder into this urinal's mouth," he confidently declared.

"You mean, subhuman urinal?" Josie laughed. The question was rhetorical. Her free hand wandered until it settled on Jesse's butt. She squeezed his ass tightly.

It caught him unexpectedly, startling him enough to interfere with the steady stream. A brief blast of piss splashed Winston in the eye. "Oops! Did that burn?" Jesse joked.

"Mmmpf!" Winston gagged on Jesse's piss as he attempted to respond.

"Wow, Chantal! This one's got some fire in her." Jesse was beginning to like Josephine. He put his hand around the back of Josephine's neck and gently pulled her toward him while simultaneously leaning closer to her. Locking his lips with hers, Jesse passionately kissed her.

Josephine responded favorably. She buried her tongue deep in Jesse's mouth. All the while, Jesse's body was angled away from her as he emptied his seemingly infinite bladder into her husband's waiting mouth.

Winston watched helplessly from below as another man erotically kissed his wife. But, it was no longer just his wife emasculating him. A complete stranger walked up to him, demanding to piss in his mouth, and he complied. There wasn't a thing he could do about it. He felt like a total loser.

Winston desperately fought, trying not to spill Jesse's urine as he repeatedly filled his mouth. Instead, he drank as much of it as he could. Gulp after gulp, it went down his throat. It was more difficult than he would have thought. Not all of Jesse's piss made it into his mouth, but most did, surprisingly. His aim was less than stellar once he started kissing.

Winston was amazed at how powerful the stream was. It was like a fire hose that quickly filled his mouth. The second he swallowed a large mouthful, it was filled again. However, the pair ignored Winston, as Jesse and Josephine were oblivious to his struggle.

The whole experience had demoralized him entirely. Yet despite its extreme nature and inhumanity, Winston persevered. It was his duty now to serve and obey, no matter what. He was ready to be Jesse's urinal for the rest of his life if that was what Josephine wanted.

"Oh, my sweet fucking honey. You're so fucking gorgeous! I haven't felt this way in a long time. Never, in fact. It's so nice to be in the arms of a real man." Josephine was delighted and didn't bother hiding it.

"That's what I'm here for, babe. A real man treats a woman like a real lady." Jesse eased his penis out of Josie's grip and slowly back into his pants. He had finally finished urinating into Winston's mouth. "I must have emptied a gallon of piss into your husband's, ugh, your slave's mouth," he said before he spat a thick and disgusting large wad of spit all over Winston's face. Then, proclaiming to Winston, "You, my little pathetic fucking loser, are gonna make an excellent urinal. You're good at it; you should be proud."

"Thank you, Sir." Winston wiped his mouth with his forearm. It was futile to disagree with piss and spit covering his entire face.

"I'm gonna be spending a lot of time at your house," Jesse laughed, squeezing Josephine around the waist. "I think.."

"Josie! You can call me Josie," Josephine interjected.

"I think Josie and I hit it off nicely today," Jesse answered with a smile.

Winston was finally an utterly broken man. He knelt in somber reflection, thoroughly emasculated in front of his wife, who up until recently looked up to him. But after watching another man relieve himself in his mouth, how could she now? Jesse used him for a toilet while stealing his wife's heart.

Being Chantal's slave was one thing, but this had escalated everything to a whole new level. Finally, Winston realized that this simply was the way things were going to be from now on, and he needed to accept it.

"Sir, Master Jesse, it will be a privilege to drink your piss daily. Thank you, Sir," Winston blabbered almost incoherently.

"Yes, bitch. It is a privilege for you," said Jesse.

Josephine added, "I don't know what I ever saw in you. You're disgusting filth, Winston! I guess it's not a total loss, though. I now own everything. The house, the law firm, and even you." Josephine took Jesse's hand. "And I met a gorgeous hunk in the process. I suppose that I should actually thank you, but I won't. Fuck you, Winston!" Josephine locked eyes with Jesse.

"Yes, my dear?"

"Jesse, Chantal invited me to her house tonight to celebrate our new business arrangement."

"Is that so? What arrangement?"

"I've appointed her as Winston's replacement here at my new law firm. So she's going to be running things. This practice has a lot of influence around town, and she's the right woman for the job. She's a visionary with some amazing ideas that'll benefit all of humanity."

"She's pretty amazing, I agree," Jesse replied, flattering Chantal.

Chantal just looked at Jesse and reciprocated by sticking her tongue out at him in a playful manner. She always felt relaxed around Jesse. Despite his brash, masculine rhetoric, he possessed a certain charm that set women naturally at ease.

"She's a real cutie," he went on, "We had a lot of fun together in the past. It was a while ago, but we've remained good friends since. I would do anything for her."

"It's not like you don't get anything in return," Chantal sneered.

"Yeah, okay. Chantal lets me fuck her bitch husband's throat every week. But I guess it'll be you and I fucking from now on."

Josephine laughed, "That sounds delicious. But you're also free to face fuck my worthless husband any time you please. But, of course, that is when you're not deep inside me."

"I'll definitely take you up on your offer. Now, what about that party at Chantal's?"

"I'll tell you all about it. Walk me to my car, will you?"

"Of course, babe." He motioned and steered toward the door with his arm around Josephine's waist. The newly matched hotwife and bull made for the exit, leaving Josephine's soon-to-be cuckolded husband behind.

"Chantal, thanks again. You're so awesome. I can't wait to hear more about your ideas," Josephine said as she stepped out the door with Jesse.

"Likewise, Josie. I loved meeting you. I'll see you tonight." Chantal watched as they disappeared into the hallway. She then turned and faced Michael. He had been standing patiently in silence and disbelief the entire time. "Michael, come here."

"Yes, Ma'am, Ms. Gibson," he obliged as he approached.

"Michael, do you trust me?"

"I don't understand."

"It's a simple question, Michael. Do you trust me?"

"Yes, of course, Ms. Gibson. You've always been good to me. It's like Ms. Wakefield said, you're a wonderful person."

"Okay, fair enough. Pull out your penis."

"Ms. Gibson?" Michael was in shock. He was not expecting any of this today.

"Trust, Michael, trust. What did I just ask you about trust?"

She didn't need to repeat it. Michael knew what she meant, so he quickly answered, "Yes, Ms. Gibson, I trust you." Michael proceeded to unzip his pants. Then, he pulled down his underwear, exposing his penis to Chantal.

"Very nice package, Michael. I'm impressed. I would have never guessed."

"Thank you, Ma'am." Michael felt his penis starting to swell. It went from flaccid to semi-hard in a matter of seconds. It must have been Chantal's attention toward it that unknowingly aroused him. Michael knew he was bisexual but thought he was more gay than straight.

"Michael, don't get your hopes high. You're my employee and a subordinate. I wouldn't ever consider pleasuring you. Is that what you thought? That I was going to suck your cock?" Chantal smiled.

"For a moment, Ms. Gibson, I did."

Her laughter was abrupt and loud, filling the room. Chantal slapped his penis with the open palm of her hand.

"Ouch!" Michael grunted. The slap stung but wasn't too hard, and his penis quickly went limp again.

"But, I still am the best boss in the world. I'm the best boss you've ever had, right?" Chantal asked.

"Yes, of course. I love being your secretary, Ms. Gibson."

"I want to reward my most loyal subordinate. But first, I need you to do something for me." Chantal's face scrunched up cutely. Then, her signature little evil smile returned.

Michael knew that he would be uncomfortable from the devious look on her face. He hoped that he wasn't about to suffer the same fate as Mr. Wakefield. Still, Michael loved his job and Chantal even more. With her as his guide, he was ready for anything. "Yes, of course, Ma'am."

"Haven't you always had in for Mr. Wakefield?" She pointed at a naked and ashamed Winston. "Hasn't he always been a bit of a fucking prick to everyone at the firm? He wouldn't even be bothered to give you the time of day."

"I suppose that's true. I've always felt like Mr. Wakefield especially hated the men in the office. On the other hand, though, he was always very nice to you."

"That's because he was my slave all along, Michael. As much as you enjoyed dusting my boots for me, it was nothing compared to the deep cleaning of Winston's tongue on my boots."

"Yes, Ma'am, I understand. Today has been very - enlightening, to say the least."

"So, now is your chance to get back at him." Then after a long pause, Chantal helped Michael fill in the blanks. "Piss in his mouth, Michael. You just saw what happened. He's a pathetic subhuman urinal, a piece of garbage. He just drank a gallon of Jesse's urine. It's your turn now." She had a huge smile across her face as she finished her instruction. "Piss on that fucking bitch! Do it."

Michael thought about it for a moment. He wasn't worried about what Winston would think. He was no longer relevant. Instead, Michael was more concerned about how his relationship with Chantal was changing. Where would this lead? He didn't know, but Chantal insisted that he go there with her. "Okay! I'll do it."

"Good boy, Michael. Go for it. Enjoy pissing in your old boss's mouth."

This morning when he awoke, Winston could never have imagined how his day would unfold. He had fantasized about events like this for many years, but living them out proved quite a different experience. It was thrilling and arousing to be under the complete control of such a beautiful and dominant woman. He was helpless, and Chantal was merciless. When it all finally came true, he couldn't hide from the genuine embarrassment and feelings of inadequacy. The extreme degradation, relentless humiliation, and disgusting acts of subjugation were overwhelming. He honestly felt pathetic and insignificant. Winston started to cry.

"Those tears aren't going to save you, bitch," Chantal quipped.

"Okay, Mr. Wakefield, err, you fucking bitch!" Micheal ordered.

Michael broke from his usual timid attitude. It felt good. It was something he wasn't used to. He was raised to be polite, courteous, and compliant, even coming in proverbial second place. There was nothing particularly dysfunctional about his upbringing though he had a single mother who did her best to make ends meet. Michael turned out to be the perfect beta male. A career as Chantal's personal secretary was actually a dream job for him.

Winston knelt at attention in front of Michael while just moments ago, he was Michael's most senior boss. Now, he was reduced to the lowest of lifeforms. "Sir, yes, Michael."

"Open your mouth. You're going to be my urinal. I watched how good you were at it, and now it's time for you to drink my piss." Michael spat in Winston's face. It wasn't a sizeable thick gob of spit like Jesse's, but Michael didn't often spit, so it was impressive nevertheless. He made his point.

"Good! That's my good boy Michael. I'm so proud of you." Chantal encouraged him. She took delight in Winston's abuse.

"Get ready." Michael moved closer to Winston's waiting mouth. He positioned his penis over his face. "Open that urinal drain nice and wide for me."

"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

Michael urinated into Winston's waiting mouth. There was a certain sense of relief in the room, and it wasn't simply Michael's bladder. The hierarchy of relative statuses was evident once again. This time, Chantal was at the top and Winston at the bottom. Nevertheless, Michael managed to enjoy pissing in Winston's mouth. He even cracked a smile as Winston choked on his urine.

Chantal reflected on her achievements. She pondered on all the great things coming under her new leadership. But first, she needed to redecorate her new office. Winston's taste in decor wasn't bad, but the room lacked a woman's touch.

"Ms. Gibson?"

"Yes, Michael. What is it?"

"Earlier, you said that you wanted to reward me if only I would first piss in Mr. Wakefield's mouth."

"Yes, I did, didn't I, Michael? Run and fetch my Louboutins."

"Yes, Ms. Gibson."

"When you're back, you can get me out of these boots and rub my feet while I work. I still need to put some final touches on my speech for tonight. So that's your reward."

"Yes, Ma'am. Thank you so much!" Michael ran off to fetch Chantal's shoes.

Chantal had no intention of making any abrupt nor significant changes. Her best professional qualities were her determination and methodical approach to success. She believed that you have to plan to win or else you can count on failure. So, with Winston finally out of the way, the next phase of her grand scheme could begin to unfold.

Taking over the firm was a significant achievement, but her new authority would undoubtedly face challenges. There would be a lot of needless resistance if she moved too quickly to implement change. With so many precise details, everything needed to be carefully crafted. Moving too fast would create unnecessary setbacks delaying her ultimate goals.

A gradual, phased-in approach would face very little opposition from staff and business partners alike. She thought about the analogy of boiling a frog. If you gradually turn up the heat, it wouldn't resist its demise. She wanted the least amount of resistance. In fact, Chantal expected her staff to embrace her pending changes with open arms.

Her plan was simple, although admittedly bold and highly manipulative. The first step was to implement small yet strategically important policy changes. The new policies would promote behavioral modifications in the overall office culture. Over time, opinions and beliefs about the role of women and their relative authority over men would change. It was the type of innovation that would accelerate as time went on. After only one year, she expected tangible results and undeniable change after five years.

The time for Chantal to strike was now. Governments and politicians were chomping at the bit, looking for opportunities to virtue signal. Chantal planned to exploit that particular niche. Her firm would be a beacon in advocacy for women and gender promotion, a shining example. Business communities across the nation would strive to mimic their success. Once the seed is sown, there will be no stopping the cause of female supremacy.

Like a contagious virus, it will spread. No one will escape, and daily lives will be affected profoundly. Governments and major institutions will promote and legislate on the merits of a female-led and controlled society. It will be too late to reverse the effects on society when men themselves wholeheartedly support the cause. They will preach and debate in favor of their own enslavement. Chantal was not going to rest until men literally begged for women to put a leash around their necks while locking their manhood in chastity forever.

Of course, not all men will be treated equally in this new society. Even women will not necessarily all be equal. They will, of course, have equal opportunities to succeed. Like today, women will still have to work and compete against other women for great jobs and promotions. The significant difference will be that women will finally have proper access to opportunities without men getting in the way, unlike ever before.

Men would fundamentally have no rights as they would be owned as property. No man would ever be granted his freedom under any circumstance. If any man is not privately owned by a woman, he would automatically become the state's property. Then according to his abilities and society's needs, he would be assigned to serve the public good in some capacity. If no good general-purpose existed for the male slave, he would be offered for purchase at public auction. If he remained unsold after the auction, he would be disposed of. By that time, it wouldn't make good financial sense to waste any more resources to sustain the life of the obviously worthless property.

The majority of men would likely be domesticated and kept as house slaves and cuckolds. Others would become laborers and be required to perform menial tasks that women should never have to do. This would include a long list of things such as working as a cleaner, a server in a restaurant, a secretary, a mover, a road worker, etc. This working class of labor slaves would be state-owned property. They would be assigned as required to meet the evolving needs of the brave new female-led society.

However, the fortunes of a select subset of worthy men could improve drastically after the transition is complete. Attractive, physically fit, and well-endowed men should fare better. Both alpha and beta males of sufficient caliber will likely find good homes. Despite being registered and kept as property, these males would be permitted the luxury of otherwise ordinary existence.

Women have sexual desires. Many will still crave the company of a man, a real masculine man, or a compliant beta sex toy. No woman will have to be intimate with a man that is undesirable to her, even in the slightest. Opportunities to please and cater to women's needs for comfort and sexual satisfaction will be plentiful for the right men.

Chantal was deeply committed to her vision for the future. It was a utopian vision, but one she knew was entirely possible. The more Chantal reflected on the struggles of women over the past fifty-odd years, the more it encouraged her. Women have come so far; she wasn't about to give up even an inch. The acceleration of change was already happening, regardless.

Women became leaders and took charge in the home and workplace at an increasing rate. The female supremacy movement was already alive. But it needed guidance and direction from the right leader, a calculating woman like Chantal, to elevate it to a state of critical mass. She was the right person for the job. Chantal was a woman that would always put females first. She was determined to enslave every man on the planet.

Chantal was excited by the future. It couldn't come any sooner for her. Furthermore, she wasn't concerned about how many men she'd have to ruin to succeed.

"Ah, Michael. You're back," Chantal said while motioning him to come to her. "Now, get me out of these boots and impress me with your ability to massage my feet."

"Yes, Ma'am, Ms. Gibson."

To be continued…
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