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Kiana Lowen sighed as she watched news coverage of the Presidential election on television. She was running for President as the Democratic nominee, and after a rough start, really started to gain momentum thanks to her ability to appeal to younger voters and her opponent's various fumbles.
She rubbed some lotion on her chocolate skin as her nervousness got the better of her. She just had to win this. Republicans have been trying to overturn Roe v. Wade for decades now, not to mention repealing a bunch of other laws and protections supporting women, and if they won this election, there wouldn't really be anything the Democratic Party could do to stop them from doing anything they want. Kiana flipped back some strands of her shiny black hair as the news analysts brought up footage of a previous news conference of her chief opponent.
Victor Triumph came from a rich family and was a pompous asshole for decades, believing he knew better than anyone, despite his idiocy. The blonde-haired tycoon used to be a Democrat, but after finally throwing his hat in the ring, he joined the Republican Party. Many analysts mocked how little political acumen Victor had, but everyone was surprised by what happened when he actually entered the race.
He was popular. Very popular. Those sick of the current status quo and feeling like they were constantly ignored took to Triumph in an instant, many switching parties to become Republicans in order to support their “God Emperor.” Of course, not everyone had so innocent reasons for supporting him. Many racists and sexists supported Triumph simply to keep white men holding all the power, delighting in keeping other races on their knees. And, of course, keeping women, regardless of skin color, barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen.
That was another reason Kiana had to win. There had never been a female President of the United States. While other nations had female leaders, the US was still the biggest power in the world and having a woman leading the way would send a strong signal, both at home and beyond.
If everything went correct, Kiana's rise would inspire smart and talented young women across the nation to step up. The patriarchy had long held its boot on women's necks, but Kiana hoped to finally break the trend. She wanted to see women take full control, including the majority of Congress and even some of the biggest businesses in the nation. If she got elected, Kiana was determined to pass new laws that would give women the boost needed to finally take control of this country and dismantle the patriarchy once and for all.
Today was the culmination of all her rallies, her campaigning. It was Election Day, and Kiana hoped things would go her way.
Suddenly, there was a knock on her office door.
“Yes? Come in, it's open.”
Kiana instantly regretted those words when she saw who it was.
“Kiana, baby. How are ya?”
Victor Triumph himself walked in the door, and it didn't escape Kiana's notice that he locked the door as he closed it. With a wide smile, the sexist braggart sauntered over to Kiana's desk.
“Tonight's the night, huh?”
Kiana composed herself before speaking, “Yes. Yes, it is. Come to concede, Victor?”
“Come now. We all know I'm going to win,” Victor said as he sat on the front edge of her desk, “After all, everyone knows only men are smart enough to lead.”
That rankled Kiana. Smoothing her short business skirt, she stood up and walked around her desk to confront Victor. She stood inches from his smug face, his smile never leaving his mouth.
“The time of you macho he-men is over, Victor. Your precious little patriarchy is about to be crushed. Women are rising up all over, and we're going to stomp people like you into dirt. Which I'm betting you'd be into.”
Victor chuckled, “Yea, you wish, babe.”
Before she knew what happened, he stood up, reached around Kiana's waist, and pulled her close to him. She gasped at the sudden movement, suddenly finding herself much closer to Victor's face than she was comfortable with. Kiana was about to protest when Victor snaked his arm under her skirt and began to rub her snatch through her panties.
“Girls like you keep barking because you don't have a powerful man to keep you in your place. Once I'm elected, I'll make sure you and those other chirpy girls go right back to where they belong.”
Kiana began to push back against him, telling him to stop, but Victor simply increased his speed. Worse, he knew what he was doing, and Kiana began to get wet. She flashed back to earlier in the campaign when an audio tape leaked where Victor bragged about being able to “grab girls by the pussy” with impunity. She raised her head to demand he let her go when Victor took the advantage and kissed her.
Stunned, Kiana froze as Victor invaded her mouth. The helpless woman could do little but wriggle her body as she couldn't escape his grip. Eventually, Victor released her lips and Kiana panted, both in shock, and in arousal. Her body went limp, despite her intent.
“See? This is why you girls are so weak. Play with your cunts and you become putty in our hands. This is why you'll never beat us.”
Kiana couldn't help but let out a small moan. His words hurt, but they also increased her arousal, which just made her more frightened. She had to push off of him and get him out of there, but her strength was waning rapidly.
“We have an updated count now,” one of the news anchors on television said, “Both candidates are neck and neck. It all comes down to one more state. Whoever wins that one will win the election!”
As Victor and Kiana looked, Victor had a huge smile while Kiana whimpered. The final state was one that voted Republican.
“Looks like the patriarchy stomped your precious feminism into the mud yet again, babe.”
Victor grinned and claimed Kiana's lips before she could respond. As much as she wanted to argue, she couldn't. Closing her eyes, she let her body go limp, allowing Victor unrestricted access to her body. Victor sensed this and reached inside her panties to rub her pussy and clit directly while groping her ass. Arousal flared through Kiana's body and she began to think Victor was right. She was supposed to be a champion of feminism, but it took barely any effort for this sexist man to conquer her.
After a few minutes, Victor let Kiana go and unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. Kiana's eyes stared at the erect rod and didn't resist as he gently pushed her to her knees. As a woman, Kiana had been in this position plenty of times before, but this was the most humiliating. She whimpered as Victor slapped her face with his cock multiple times.
“Come now, slut. Give thanks to the superior sex. Worship the winner.”
As if almost by reflex, Kiana gripped the stiff rod and pushed further forward.
“Congratulations for winning, Victor. I acknowledge that men are superior.”
With that, Kiana leaned forward and took Victor's cock in her mouth. Her motions were slow at first, but soon enough she began to speed up, slurping up the rod like it was a popsicle. She thought to herself how she had better get used to this.
Suddenly, a breaking news report appeared on the television.
“Ladies and gentlemen, we have enough votes to call it! In an unprecedented upset, we now have our first female President of the United States! Kiana Lowen has reached 270 Electoral College Votes and won the election!”
Instantly, both Kiana and Victor froze. Before Victor could pull out, Kiana slammed her teeth down, biting the erect cock before it could escape.
“OOOOWWWW! YOU BITCH!”
Victor screamed at the top of his lungs as he retreated back, cupping his now-sore cock. He almost fell over, since his pants were still bunched around his ankles, but he managed to steady himself just in time.
Kiana, however, wasn't going to stop anytime soon.
“You bastard! How dare you assault me like that!”
Still on her knees, she reached out with her right hand and pulled Victor's arms away from his cock just long enough to wind up and land a powerful uppercut right into his cock and balls. The man screamed louder as he fell to his knees, paralyzed in pain.
Taking advantage of the situation, Kiana quickly got up and ran around to grab her high heels, then walked around the other side of her desk. Victor's ass was in the air as he continued to cup his sore cock and balls. Smirking, Kiana propped her high-heeled foot on Victor's ass and pushed forward, sending him collapsing completely on the ground.
“How dare you, you little bit—ARGH!”
Victor attempted to lash back at Kiana, but then the newly elected President began walking along his back. With the high-heels digging into his skin, Victor cried out in pain, his suit only offering the most minimal protection. Kiana, however, loved the sight of literally walking all over the mascot of the patriarchy. She trampled all over him for a few minutes before moving towards Victor's head and ground her shoe into his face.
“How does it feel to be on the bottom, Victor?” Kiana gloated, “See, what you don't get is that this is where sexists like you belong. Under the feet of powerful women like myself.”
Victor tried to shake her off, but she held firm. He glared upwards at her, but was taken aback by the sight before him. Seeing Kiana so tall, so smug, so triumphant stirred something within Victor. For some reason, she seemed to be infinitely sexier than she normally was. Involuntarily, he felt his cock start to stir once again, getting rock hard.
Regaining his composure, Victor once again began to struggle, but couldn't escape the foot on his head.
“Nuh uh, Victor. If you want up, kiss the shoe of your superior. Acknowledge your defeat and who beat your ass.”
“Please. You barely won, you bit—” Victor tried to say when Kiana pushed further into his head.
“What was that?”
Grunting, Victor stayed still for a few more seconds, but he couldn't think of a way out of this. With a sigh, he turned his head and began to kiss the sole of Kiana's shoe.
“You win. You beat me. You're the superior one.”
Kiana gushed with warmth as she listened to Victor degrade himself between kisses on her shoe. She felt her pussy getting wet and wanted to keep going. Glancing over, she saw the tip of Victor's cock poke out from under him and she recognized it was erect. This made the newly elected President grin wildly.
Soon after, Kiana finally took her shoe off Victor's face and ordered him to stand up. Victor's hard cock became very obvious for both parties, which made Kiana smirk.
“Heh. Look at that. You liked getting trampled by me. Why, that cock looks harder than when you tried to rape me. I think deep down, you like being my little bitch boy. Isn't that right, bitch boy?”
Anger flowed through Victor's body. He attempted to yell at her again, but then Kiana reached down and grabbed Victor's balls, squeezing them hard. Triumph groaned in pain, his legs giving out under him. When he tried to attack Kiana, she just squeezed even harder, forcing him to his knees.
“I said, 'You like being my little bitch boy, don't you?'” Kiana said, emphasizing her point with another squeeze.
As much as Victor wanted to rebel and take out Kiana, her hand on his balls practically paralyzed him. Worse, he could feel his cock somehow getting even harder, which he could see Kiana noticing as well. With one more squeeze, Victor's mental defenses fell.
“All right! I'm your bitch boy! I'm your bitch boy!”
Kiana grinned. It was so much fun taking down macho men like this. She should have done this months ago.
After a few more squeezes, Kiana let go of Victor's balls and ordered him to strip and lie down on the floor. Victor glared at her from his knees, wanting so, so much to leap up and attack Kiana for what she did, but he didn't. Instead, he felt himself undoing his tie and unbuttoning his shirt, eventually shedding everything, still on his knees, before lying down on the floor next to Kiana, his stiff cock standing at attention.
Kiana was in heaven seeing Victor cow before her. She walked around his body, her eyes drawn to his stiff rod. Licking her lips, she kicked Victor's legs open and sauntered towards his stiff rod. Hands on her hips, she placed one foot on his rod and began to push it forward until it was trapped between Victor's waist and her shoe. The high heel dug into his rod, causing the trapped man to groan in pain once again.
“This is what you get for doing what you did to not just me, but women everywhere. Time for you to pay up for all your misdeeds.”
Kiana ground her foot into his cock even harder, causing Victor to yell in pain even louder and wriggle under her foot.
“Argh! Kiana, stop this! It hurts!”
“That's Mistress Lowen to you. Show respect for your superiors, bitch boy.”
Victor was incensed. He hated femdom porn, thinking it was blasphemy that a woman should be in control of a man, and now Kiana was forcing him to call her “Mistress”? No, he had to fight back! But as soon as that thought crossed his mind, Kiana pushed down further, causing him to splay back in pain. Worse, he could feel his cock still getting even harder. The fact that his dick was somehow enjoying this torture and arousal flowing through his body frustrated him more than Kiana's newfound dominance.
“OK! OK! Mistress Lowen. I'm sorry for what I did to you and all other women! I promise I won't do anything like that ever again!”
A wide grin spread across Kiana's face, “Oh, you definitely won't. I will make sure of that.”
Victor froze, unsure of what she meant by that, and feared the worst. Kiana, however, had other plans. She let her foot off of Victor's cock and kicked him in the balls again, delighting in his screams of pain, before she began to take off her clothes. Despite his anger, Victor laid entranced as Kiana soon was just as naked as he was, her plump tits bouncing in the air and her chocolate skin shining in the overhead light. He wanted nothing more than to fuck this woman right here, right now.
But that wasn't what Kiana wanted. After stripping down, the newly elected President dropped to her knees, slamming one of them into Victor's cock and balls. He groaned in anger once again and tried to cup his crotch, but she easily slapped away his arms and crawled up his body until her face hovered inches above his.
“I'm going to teach you a lesson in respecting female authority, Victor. By the time I'm done with you. You're not just going to be an ally for feminism, you're going to be a devout follower of female supremacy. You're going to lead all of your little incel followers to their knees as the matriarchy destroys the patriarchy and completely takes over.”
“You're dreaming. Just because you won this time doesn't mean I'm going to become some pathetic beta male.”
“Come now, Victor. You already admitted you're my bitch boy. Just accept your new place. Besides, if you really wanted this to stop, you'd be fighting back more.”
Victor was about to argue again when Kiana quickly lowered herself down and kissed him. Her tongue stabbed into his mouth, claiming it as hers. He had done this dozens, if not hundreds, of times to unwilling girls, so having it done to him was an unusual feeling. A fresh new wave of arousal coursed through his body.
He briefly tried to grab her and push her off, but Kiana grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the floor. Victor groaned, his mind in shambles. He wasn't a bodybuilder or anything, but he was still a man. Even with her pinning his arms like this, he should be able to throw her off easily. So why couldn't he? Images of him being Kiana's sex toy, helpless to watch as feminists took over the country and enslaved him and all his buddies, eager to take revenge for being raped and assaulted by them. They only served to make him even more aroused than he already was, and he began to reflexively thrust his hips in the air, his cock coming close to touching her juicy pussy.
Finally, Kiana released his lips, a supremely confident smile on her face, “Well? Ready to admit your new place?”
Rather than lash out again, Victor remained silent. He tried to glare at Kiana, but they could both tell it wasn't anywhere near as intense as it was earlier.
Kiana chuckled at his continued resistance and got up, sitting on his torso. Though his arms were now free, Victor kept them on the ground, doing nothing to resist her. After a few seconds, Kiana crawled forward until her pussy was directly above Victor's head. Before he could protest, she sat down on his face, trapping his head between her thick thighs.
Victor grumbled, unintentionally pleasuring Kiana as she steadied herself above him.
“Bitch boy, I think you should congratulate your superior with that sharp mouth of yours. Put it to good and proper use, rather than spouting useless shit like your opinions.”
The trapped man realized what she wanted and grunted in anger again. He was a man's man! Men didn't go down on girl's pussies! That was gross! Girls gave men blowjobs, men didn't do the reverse!
Unfortunately, he had no way of throwing her off, and he couldn't help but inhale her scent, which surprisingly smelled nice. He glared up at Mistress Lowen, but he could feel his resolve weakening. She just looked so damn sexy sitting on his face, her big tits gently bouncing with each breath she took. But what took the cake was her own face. She was in complete control, super confident, and radiated strength and power.
Victor was forced to admit to himself that she never looked hotter.
With another squeeze of his head, Victor sighed and began to obey. With trepidation, he licked the slit of his enemy, delighting his Mistress greatly.
“Ah, I knew you could follow orders, bitch boy. That's it. Lick. Oh, this is where boys like you truly belong.”
Kiana gasped and moaned as Victor began to lick, slow at first, but soon picking up speed. He was clumsy with his licking, as she guessed this is the first time he's ever eaten a woman's pussy, but that was fine. The feeling of having her greatest foe and the symbol of male oppression as her slave more than made up for it.
Victor continued to lick Kiana for several minutes, following her directions to get her off more. Much to his surprise, and chagrin, he was actually starting to enjoy the taste of her nectar. Once he felt her cum, he increased his speed even more, trying to make her orgasm again. Kiana moaned and screamed as several orgasms ripped through her. Victor was learning how to please her fast. Even faster than she thought he would.
Eventually, Kiana had enough and scooted back, letting Victor breathe normally again. The defeated politician licked his lips and tried to rest his aching jaw, duly aware of the amount of fluid on his face and lips.
“Good boy. You're such a natural pussy-licker,” Kiana said between gasps, then reached over and pinched Victor's cheek.
Regaining her composure, she looked behind her to see Victor's shaft, still has rock hard, “I guess you've earned a little reward for being so obedient.”
Surprise and elation flowed through Victor's face as he saw Kiana scoot down to his crotch and grab his shaft, which was so sensitive right now he had to stop himself from cumming right then and there. Kiana giggled as she lowered her slick pussy, taking his length rather easily. While he wasn't the biggest cock she ever saw, it was still big enough to fill her up. Slamming down, she moaned as the last of his rod disappeared in her channel. Victor groaned in arousal, using all of his willpower not to cum immediately.
Once she got used to his length, Kiana began to ride Victor's cock, squeezing him for all he was worth. Victor was helpless to do anything but flail uselessly.
“Don't you dare cum, bitch boy. I'll tell you when. If you cum early, you'll get punished!”
To make her point, she reached behind her and squeezed his balls again, making him groan in pain.
“I-I won't, Mistress Lowen! Your bitch boy won't cum until you give permission!”
Seeing him so pathetic and broken already made Kiana smile. She continued to ride the man hard and fast, speeding up as she came closer to another orgasm. The feeling of conquering the symbol of the patriarchy and the fantasy of the matriarchy to come during her term made her erupt into her biggest orgasm yet. She grabbed her tits and squeezed them and Victor's cock as hard as she could as a massive wave of pleasure washed over her. As much as she wanted to rest, however, there was one more thing to do.
Quickly, Kiana looked down at Victor, “Cum, bitch boy! Cum for your superior!”
Victor groaned, finally releasing his pent-up arousal. However, instead of emptying himself inside Kiana like he expected, she quickly got up and grabbed his cock and balls. Victor looked downward to see his cock aimed right at him as his dick finally let loose, blowing spurt after spurt of cum all over his chest, with a handful even reaching his face. He spit out his cum in disgust, but was helpless to do anything but lie there as Kiana pumped his cock to milk him completely dry.
It took almost a full minute, but finally, Victor was empty. He gasped for breath and plopped down on the ground, completely spent. A part of him was pissed off for everything that happened, but that part was dwarfed by the newfound fear and awe he had for Mistress Lowen. Much as he loathed to admit, that was easily the most intense and powerful orgasm he has ever had. No wonder so many beta men let women walk all over them, figuratively and literally.
So consumed was Victor by his conflicting feelings that he didn't notice Mistress Lowen get up and run over to her desk to get something. He only came back to Earth when he felt something over his flaccid penis. Victor looked up just in time to see Mistress Lowen snap a lock on some kind of plastic casing over his crotch, one that was very tight.
“What? What the fuck is this?”
“This is your new chastity cage, bitch boy. One of my associates gave it to me as a gag gift years ago. Never thought I'd actually use it, but you presented such a perfect opportunity!”
“OK, enough of this! Take this shit off!”
Victor reached forward to try and pry the cage off, but Mistress Lowen quickly brushed his hands away and put a knee on Victor's chest.
“No, you don't. This is staying on. Men like you need to be controlled, and as the new President of the United States, that makes me more than qualified. Besides...” Kiana said, lightly slapping the caged cock, “I told you I was going to make you a mascot for female supremacy. This will help in training you a lot.”
Kiana then stood up and walked over to her desk, leaning on the front edge and sticking her foot out.
“Now, bitch boy. Crawl over here and accept your new future.”
Victor paused, still lying on the floor. His mind raced to try and find a way out of this. But then he stared at Mistress Lowen, her radiant, condescending smile plastered on her face, and he realized she really had whipped him good. Easily, at that.
Sighing in defeat, Victor got on his hands and knees and crawled over to his Mistress. He hesitated for a few seconds before leaning down and kissing her bare feet.
“You win, Mistress Lowen. I'm your bitch boy, now and forever. Female supremacy is the future.”




Decades later, an elderly Kiana Lowen sat in her assigned seat, a wide smile across her face at the scene before her.
It was Washington D.C., at the inauguration of the newest President of the United States. Standing at the podium was a young woman reciting her vows to the office as another older woman gave her the oath to repeat. Behind them were the members of the Senate, House of Representatives, and the previous Cabinet. The vast majority of which were women.
Kiana kept to her goals during her two terms. The majority of her Cabinet were bright women, and dozens of women had been elected to Congress, though not the majority. During her term, Kiana passed numerous new laws to help support and empower women across the country, while also imposing harsher penalties on rapists and sexual assaulters. A fresh new, more powerful, #MeToo wave swept through the nation, and thousands of sexist men were taken down.
This only encouraged more women to step up, and soon enough, the desired results had taken fruit. Nowadays, there were over 70 female Senators, while the House now held over 350 female Representatives. Many of the men still in Congress knew their place and didn't speak up or interrupt the women, instead following in their stead. Many of the Cabinet members were also women. The male Supreme Court justices were slowly pushed out, so now the bench was entirely female. In the line of succession, you'd have to go down over 20 places before a man could become President. Of course, that man would likely be nervous, as there hasn't been a male President elected once after Kiana stepped down.
Women didn't just take over the government. While the richest people in the nation were still mostly male, most of them were from old money and were basically figureheads, if they weren't already retired. Of the nation's top 500 major businesses, almost 450 had female CEOs, a majority female Board of Directors, or both. Many, many corporate structures now had a mostly female hierarchy, with male secretaries being significantly more common nowadays.
The economy was now largely female led. Most products not specifically designed for men was squarely aimed at women, and the majority of entertainment media was now female-led, some via the cast, others, the production staff, with most being both. If there was a male lead and not an ensemble, it was usually a very handsome, charming man who seemed practically designed to be sex symbols to women.
Education wasn't spared, either. Over 70% of 4-year college graduates were female, even moreso at Ivy League schools. Harvard actually became a girls-only school due to the number of men qualifying being so low it wasn't worth the trouble. Other Ivy League schools such as Princeton still accepted men, but they were the vast minority and women basically ran all of the schools.
Those women went on to often do great things. Doctors, lawyers, judges, managers, coders, and more had become overwhelmingly female as the decades wore on. It was now expected that these positions were filled by women, and any men still in these positions was often met with more scrutiny than their colleagues.
Relationships also became largely female led. While certainly not scientific, a recent study noted that seemingly 50% of all heterosexual marriages had the man in a chastity cage. The wife being the breadwinner while the husband stayed home to take care of the house and kids was now increasingly more common. And with husbands now bent to their wives' will, the overall happiness of wives skyrocketed, particularly in the bedroom. Lesbian relationships were also extremely popular now, with many of the most powerful women being either lesbian or bisexual.
This wasn't to say men were chattel or slaves or anything, far from it. They still had voting rights, and many single men still complained about women taking over, but they were largely ignored nowadays. The stereotype that women were smarter than men had firm claws in the mindset of people in this day and age, and men often played into it by sabotaging themselves from getting ahead.
Most men, once they leave high school, either got a service job or went to a community college to learn a trade. While women could become anything they wanted, relatively few of them were interested in becoming plumbers, electricians, mechanics, and the like. There were still men who owned their own businesses or were low-level managers, though they rarely expanded or moved up without a woman guiding them.
Sure, some movements occasionally sprung up, calling to end the matriarchy and to put men in charge once again, but they never went anywhere. Young men were raised to defer to female authority, with virtually all entertainment media focused on emphasizing this fact. Even porn was bent this way. The most popular porn among men was femdom and lesbian porn, and even vanilla porn largely had the woman take control. There were still rough sex porn videos out there, but that was mostly aimed at women who liked it rough rather than men. Thanks to all of this, each new generation of men grew up more and more submissive to female needs.
Kiana smiled as the newest female President finished her oath. Everything she had worked for had succeeded beyond her wildest dreams. While she doubted she'd live long enough to see it, she knew by the end of the century the United States would officially become a gynarchy. As the crowd clapped, Kiana stood up, proud of the sight before her.
The patriarchy had finally been crushed. Once and for all.
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