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Dedication

Having worked in an office for a good part of my life, I’ve come to realize that men have somewhat of a wandering eye, to say the least. They’ll almost all harbor an innocent crush on at least one woman. Usually it’s the cute & dainty college intern, sassy & sophisticated business executive or the gorgeous goddess secretary who are idolized in the workplace. And for good reason, of course. They do deserve their attention. However, have you ever wondered about that guy that always came in early and stayed really late? What the heck was he doing all those hours alone in the office. Could it have something to do with his crush?

This story is for all those boys that have fantasized about literally being a slave to a co-worker, subordinate or boss at work. Remember how her sense of fashion drove you wild? Didn’t you want to fall at her feet in worship whenever she pranced around in heels like she owned the place? How about her brash, no-apologies feminist attitude that bordered on Female Supremacy? Made you week in the knees, didn’t it? Did you accidentally drop your pencil under the boardroom table to catch a quick peek at her well-worn dangling leather flats? How many times did you dream about cleaning her shoes for her, using only your tongue?

And what if she found out about your little obsessive crush? What if she knew and used it (and you) to her advantage from then on? It’s the stuff your dreams are made of. You’re welcome. Now enjoy Executive Authority: She’s The Boss Now. That’s an order!


Preamble

The protagonist of our story, Mark McCauly, is a man perhaps not unlike yourself or your colleague at the office. He is, by most accounts, a successful, career-minded male who's managed to work his way up the corporate ladder. Perhaps due to his efforts and talents, but undoubtedly also to a certain extent because of his male genitalia.

Among many revelations, the advent of Feminism has successfully ascertained that men are intimidated by women who work harder or are more intelligent than they are. One way to cope with the embarrassment over their inadequacies was for men to oppress women in the workplace. As a result, men with authority routinely passed over better-qualified female candidates for promotion.

The finance sector, banking, and advertising agencies are still male-dominated. Thankfully this is changing. The scales of equity are beginning to tip in favor of women and will sway heavily soon. But, for the time being, the commercial real estate development sector is no different, and it's where our story takes place.

Our tale of hope and inspiration begins at our protagonist's place of employment. In the offices of a large successful commercial real estate development agency, we find that the vile patriarchy still thrives but thankfully is only hanging by a thread.

Because of his career ambitions, Mark McCauly never settled down like most of his peers. He never got married or had children. Unsurprisingly, it wasn't only because of his dedication to his employer that he found himself a lonely middle-aged male living a solitary life. The plain and average Mark was an introvert with more than a comfortable nest egg and enough assets to retire early. But an introvert with a high-paying job and large bank account could surely still attract a woman, one would expect.

Though Mark managed to repel women like oil on water and was doomed to fail in his relationships, he still held onto hope. Sadly, he was perpetually awkward around women, particularly those gifted with abundant beauty. He didn't think of himself as shy but was nonetheless. Unfortunately, his life was a testimony to it. And as a result, Mark ended up doing what most men do in his situation. Mark McCauly turned to pornography to quell his loneliness.

Mark quickly learned a lot about himself by spending evenings surfing the web for sexual gratification. First, he realized he was a beta simp regarding women — a bonafide loser around them. And soon, he turned it into his secret identity, like Clark Kent and Superman but only much less attractive and heaping more pathetic and laughable.

Enter Goddess Kerry Lockheart, the woman of Mark's dreams. When Mark interviewed Kerry for the Project Manager position, it took him less than five minutes to make up his mind and hire her. Although she demonstrated intellectual and experience-based excellence, it wasn't because of her answers to the interview questions. No, it was because of her arrogant attitude and gorgeous black leather flats. Unfortunately, Mark was already hopelessly in love with dominant women. Kerry must have sensed Mark's perverse attraction to her, pouring on the snipe remarks and snobbish attitude throughout their initial meeting.

As soon as Mark hired her to work on his team, Kerry masterfully began asserting dominance over him. She took advantage of every opportunity to correct Mark and point out his flaws in front of others. She controlled the conversation whenever they spoke and dictated to her boss, not the other way around. It was almost a game they played, a well-orchestrated dance. It was one where the elegant taskmistress danced daintily with arrogance on the back of her weak and pathetic drone of a male.

It innocently continued for a couple of captivating years, and Mark found great personal enjoyment in letting Kerry rule over him throughout the day. A long-time consumer of Femdom porn, he made Kerry the Goddess of his fantasies and secretly worshiped her in his thoughts. Then, each evening he replayed the day's interactions with his Goddess while unashamedly masturbating in worship before going to bed.

It seemed like an innocent crush, albeit a perverse one. And it was until Mark made a grave error in judgment on that one fateful, life-altering day. It marked a new beginning that he should have carefully considered in advance. But, like the Tarot Fool, the beta simp male marched headlong into his future, letting his dick lead the way. It was hardly unpredictable. Perhaps Mark McCauly should have heeded the wisdom of the ages-old saying, be careful what you wish for - it may come true!
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Kerry's Irresistable Flats

The day began like every other. Mark McCauly pulled into his parking space at his downtown workplace at precisely five o'clock in the morning. Except for the security guard and facility maintenance technician, the building was vacant, with no one else crazy enough to come in so early. Nevertheless, Mark insisted on the importance of getting a head start each day.

By arriving ahead of others, he could easily avoid the morning office chit-chat that would inevitably consume an obscene amount of his productivity. Furthermore, Mark strongly believed that allowing himself to get caught up in meaningless office culture would serve no useful purpose. So he did his best to steer clear of it altogether.

After a quick hello and good morning to the security guard and a short ride up the elevator to the 7th floor, Mark made his way down a long corridor of offices. One by one, as he passed the darkened, empty offices, Mark casually paused to peruse the jokes, announcements, and deadline reminders posted outside each door. "Happy Retirement," wrote one note. "Congrats on the baby," conveyed another. Sauntering, he read a few more postings, particularly the monthly and weekly reports, before training his eyes on his door. He'd had enough socializing for today.

Wait, what was that? Mark wondered curiously as something out of the ordinary immediately caught his attention. The door opposite his own was ajar, and the light inside was switched on. But no one else was ever here this early? He wondered. Intrigued by the oddity, Mark marched on to investigate.

"Hello?" Mark whispered, tepidly poking his head inside.

The office belonged to the beautiful auburn-haired, fashion and business savvy Kerry Lockheart. A cutthroat, super-aggressive project manager, Kerry was the one that everyone loved to hate. Then, of course, she would say that they were just jealous of her prowess and success. Nevertheless, Kerry ostensibly didn't care who she had to step on to get her way and even recently made a grown man cry at the company picnic.

During a seemingly casual conversation about leadership, things went awry. When the opportunity presented itself for Kerry to assert her dominance as a better leader than he, she relentlessly began criticizing her coworker's meager life's accomplishments until he unexpectedly broke down in tears in a heap in front of her.

Even still, she offered no apologies for her actions. Instead, Kerry just watched, arms folded with a sadistic smile, as her humiliated colleague walked away with his shoulders slouched and head bowed in shame.

Witnesses said Kerry even made several more degrading comments about him to others as the day progressed. However, apologizing was a weakness, and Kerry was the opposite of weak. She would never apologize.

After that day, mostly everyone kept their distance whenever Kerry entered the room. She was Mark's employee, however. So avoiding her wasn't an option for Mark.

Mark was responsible for an extensive portfolio comprising the more significant projects of the commercial development division of the company. In addition, he was the department manager and managed several highly skilled project managers assigned to lead individual projects. So he didn't have the option of avoiding her that others did. It didn't matter, though; Mark liked Kerry.

He admired her strength, conviction, and outright domineering tone whenever she spoke. Mark respected her for it. Why should only men be praised for having a savvy dominant business sense? Mark didn't think so.

One would think that Kerry could read her boss's inner thoughts as she always appeared to be taking charge of their conversations during regular sitdowns. Mark didn't mind in the least. On the contrary, he tolerated it as if he was doing a public service. And whenever she spoke down to him, often in an outright demeaning and condescending tone, he took it. Mark wanted Kerry to have the opportunity to speak her mind and practice being more assertive in a man's world. The fact was that Kerry didn't need Mark's help. She was naturally bold and asserted herself just fine all on her own.

Mark's aspirations as Kerry's boss focused on being a supportive mentor to an up-and-coming career woman. At least that's what he told himself. But, in reality, Mark adored Kerry, and Kerry openly walked all over her boss, treating him with disrespect. Others, however, would swear that Mark was in love with Kerry, even worshiping the ground she walked on. What else could explain how he happily ate the shit doled out by his subordinate, another team member remarked at the watercooler one day.

It was evident to some of the more gossipy office staff that Mark enjoyed how Kerry belittled him, even when it was in public with prying eyes watching. So it often appeared that Kerry was the boss and ran the department, while Mark was her subordinate. Ms. Kerry Lockheart couldn't care less about the gossip, though. She seemed pretty content with her reputation and wore it like a badge of honor.

Mark habitually yielded to her whenever she interrupted him at staff meetings. He often took cues from Kerry and allowed her to lead discussions on his behalf, especially when the higher-ups were at the table. And when they were alone in the middle of routine one-on-one conversations, Kerry dictated to Mark. She'd frequently take the opportunity to recount all the ways he was failing before prescribing solutions for Mark to improve.

Yet Mark was oblivious to all of it. His infatuation with all things Kerry Lockheart blinded him. Eventually, Mark accepted that he was in love with Kerry, but he also figured that it was his little secret and no one would ever find out, thinking he had everything under control. He was a fool.

Mark repeated himself in a louder voice, "Hello, Kerry? Good morning, someone's in early." He didn't see anybody, but just in case, he thought she could be crouched behind her desk or even standing behind the door. She wasn't.

That's odd, he told himself, wondering where Kerry could be or even if she was in the office. Then, failing to spot Kerry, he instinctively turned his body to leave. And that's when he saw them from the corner of his eye. Behind Kerry's desk on the floor next to her chair were her laptop bag, purse, and the pair of office flats she regularly wore each day.

Mark froze. He took a second look; it was them! Not only did Mark adore Kerry for her dominant personality and career-savvy fashionable beauty, but Mark also absolutely worshiped her feet. He'd spent countless hours admiring Kerry's feet as she confidently rushed around the office or sat primly at staff and board meetings. She loved to sit with her legs crossed while dangling those very same flats precariously from the tips of her well-pedicured toes.

Mark would watch, trying not to stare, as Kerry's shoe dangled so dangerously close to falling. But occasionally, a shoe would drop to the floor, and he fantasized about retrieving it and slipping it back on her dainty foot. Her feet enamored Mark. They always looked so soft, and her toes were never without color and enameled gloss for maximum attention. It wasn't only himself; Mark often caught other men ogling over Kerry and her intoxicating shoe dangling seduction.

He wondered if Kerry knew how much power she had over men like him. Mark's infatuation for Kerry and love for her feet was such an ingrained part of him that Mark hadn't realized just how odd his behavior would appear to most.

He stuck his head out into the hallway; the coast was clear. Mark snuck behind Kerry's desk and looked down at her flats. He loved her black leather ballet flats. Especially appealing was the low-cut instep that sang praises to Kerry's beautifully high arches. He knelt on the floor to inspect them further. He couldn't believe it! He was right all along; Kerry was a size 8.

He didn't want to get caught in such a compromising position, so Mark listened intently for distant approaching footsteps. Getting up and leaving Kerry's office would serve him better, but Mark's temptation was stronger.

He placed Kerry's well-worn business flats in front of her chair, positioning them so that he could imagine her wearing them while sitting in her chair. While behind her desk, he pictured her speaking on a conference call. She was in charge of the meeting and handed out assignments to others, commanding them to produce results. Produce, or else she would put a leash around their necks and make them bark like dogs.

Mark hurried around to the front of her desk and knelt on the floor again, where he could lay down on his belly under Kerry's desk. He wriggled and squirmed a little further until his lips were an inch from the tips of Kerry's shoes.

Whispering to Kerry, "Oh Goddess, Kerry Lockheart, I pledge my life to you in slavery. Please, oh please, let me kiss your beautiful feet. Please, Goddess Kerry! I'm begging you, Goddess. Please!"

Mark gently kissed each toe repeatedly and praised Kerry as his owner and Goddess. He promised to obey, serve and worship her for the rest of his life. Using his vivid imagination, Mark could hear Kerry responding to him. She accepted his offer before proceeding to bark additional orders at him. To which he replied, "Oh, yes, Goddess Kerry. Thank you so much for this privilege. Thank you for my slavery to you, my Goddess."

Mark buried his nose deep inside her flats and inhaled what he thought must be the scent of divinity. Then, pressing his nose into the well-worn leather, he breathed in Kerry's beauty. Upon exhaling, his breath warmed the insole of her shoe, which released even more of Kerry's wonderful foot aroma from the sweat-infused leather.

A couple of minutes passed when Mark sank back to reality. She could come back at any second! But, still lying on the floor under Kerry's desk with her flats pressed against his nose, Mark didn't hear anything. No footsteps, no voices. He still had time to worship his Queen.

Kerry never was in this early, and she never left her shoes at the office unattended; Mark was sure of it. What a blessing this day was, he thought. He'd watched her go home wearing her office shoes at the end of each day or slip into outdoor footwear while packing her indoor shoes during the colder months. Mark would have regularly worshiped Kerry's shoes if she'd left them in the office daily. He couldn't believe this glorious day!

He finished by cleaning Kerry's shoes. It was an honor to polish them for her. Using only his tongue, he started by licking the leather uppers all around until they were spotless before moving on to the soles. He could taste the dirt and grime from the bottom of her shoes on his tongue. Mark even used the stubble on his face as a scrub brush to ensure every speck of dirt was out from any problematic crack or crevice. He only stopped once he was satisfied they were shiny and spotless. Kerry was entitled to no less.

Mark carefully returned Kerry's flats to where he found them and adjusted her chair slightly. Joy and gratitude overcame Mark as he looked at Kerry's glimmering shoes one last time. It was such a glorious opportunity to worship his Goddess. He was so emotional that he fell back to his knees again.

Kissing the tips of her flats again, Mark prayed to Kerry in a vibrant whisper, "Goddess Kerry Lockheart, I, Mark McCauly, worship you. I re-affirm my binding pledge of lifelong slavery to you. Claim me as your property, Goddess Kerry. I am your slave unconditionally, and I make this binding promise to you, my divine Goddess, Kerry Lockheart. Hail and praise be to you!"

Mark sprung to his feet, quickly composing himself, and briskly darted out of Kerry's office. His dick was as stiff as a nail.
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Emma's Filthy Riding Boots

There was still no sign of Kerry by mid-morning, and it had Mark wondering. He polled several employees on his way to refill his coffee mug, but no one had seen her. Yet, Mark already knew that she had come in to work early. But where was she now, and when would Kerry be back? Mark wondered anxiously. He desperately wanted to see her, especially after the intimate moment he shared with her well-worn sacred flats.

Struggling to start his workday, Mark couldn't keep the memory of her beautiful flats from racing through his mind. He replayed the scene from only hours earlier over and over, focusing on every last detail. It was mesmerizing. He overlayed the imagery of his typical daily encounters with his employee. Kerry's beauty and her confident arrogance fascinated him uncontrollably.

Astonishing himself, Mark was beginning to realize now just how much of a hold Kerry Lockheart had over him. Worshiping Kerry's worn flats had been a wake-up call of sorts. Mark could never admit his slavish adoration to his gorgeous Goddess employee until now. The look, the feel, the taste, and the wonderful smell of Kerry's flats were driving him up the wall in anticipation of seeing her stride through the office hallway at any moment. Mark kept thinking repetitively about Kerry's shoes and how amazing they smelled.

He wanted more; the feeling was like a drug, and he was already an addict. Mark began to wonder if he could successfully sneak back into Kerry's office unnoticed and do it all over again. This time, he fantasized that his bossy Goddess was sitting at her desk wearing her flats when he walked in. She'd be grinning from ear to ear with nothing less than a perfect expression of bratty arrogance splashed prominently on her beautiful face. Then, without saying a word, Kerry would point to the floor at her feet, giving Mark the command to worship.

Mark even debated with himself, wondering if it was worth the risk of getting caught now that many more people were in the office. But, on the other hand, Kerry's flats deserved another quick polishing since half the morning had passed. He even tried convincing himself by thinking that there probably was some dust that had settled on the leather.

His cock had been stiff for several hours now. It was starting to hurt and was becoming another distraction. Mark tried desperately to refocus. A stack of folders was sitting next to his computer monitor calling out to him. They mainly were department metrics reports he was working on for the month-end review. One, in particular, urgently required his attention. It was a direct assignment from the company president and due by the end of the week. Mark had only two days to complete it, and he had just started working on it.

Knock! Knock!

"Mr. McCauly?"

"Uh? Yes, Emma. Good morning." Mark's mental fog dissipated as he quickly snapped from his daydreaming state in response to the visitor calling at his door.

"Mr. McCauly, I have some more of those chocolate-covered almonds you love so much. I'm fundraising for my equestrian club again this year. Would you like a box?"

"Yes, of course, Emma. I wouldn't miss it for the world."

"Perfect!" The voice squeaked as a young woman emerged promptly into full view in Mark's doorway.

"Wow! You're all dressed up like you've got a riding competition today?"

"Oh, yes... Bingo! You got me," Emma smiled, quickly posing and modeling her equestrian attire fleetingly for Mark. She had been getting many compliments around the office, but she already knew how terrific she looked. Emma White had been beautiful all her life; she didn't need the approval of any man, certainly not her boss at work. Mark's sexually charged tone was evident to her. She'd play along, though, she told herself.

"You even wore the tall horse boots. Nice!"

"They're called riding boots. But yeah, and oh my gosh, I love these boots. I've owned many different riding boots, but these fit me properly. They're just a pain to keep clean," she mused while handing Mark a box of chocolate-covered almonds.

He was playing dumb. Mark knew they were riding boots. He'd spent many hours online jerking off to pictures of beautiful young equestrian women in full dressage attire. The prim and proper look, complete with a whip and tall leather boots, made him instantly hard every time. Watching a petite rider commanding such a powerful and magnificent creature, sandwiched between her slender legs, hopelessly turned him on. No doubt, he had a fetish for the look, and Mark was already starting to get weak-kneed ogling at Emma.

"Well, dirty boots or not, you still look amazing."

"Yeah, thanks again. But my boots aren't so dirty right now, thankfully. Except for any stubborn bits of you know what from the horse stalls."

Emma White was a knockout. The young, spunky red-haired beauty was barely out of college. Until now, his dealings with Emma have been benign, but Mark suddenly noticed his administrative assistant in a new light. She was a bonafide Goddess dressed in her riding attire. Moreover, Emma was an accomplished equestrienne, not just some fashionista who appropriated the look. Knowing that turned him on even more.

Mark was starting to sweat. Like a pig, in fact. He hoped that Emma wouldn't notice. Striking a conversation with her about a topic that permitted him to marvel at her tall black leather riding boots made Mark's cock incredibly hard. His pants were getting quite tight in the crotch. Thankfully, he was safely seated behind his desk, where Emma couldn't see.

"Oh? How so? Do they get dirty often?" Mark asked, already knowing the answer.

"Sorry, what?"

"How are your boots a pain to keep clean? And what did you mean about the stalls?" Mark repeated, trying to keep the conversation about her boots going as long as possible.

"Yeah, well, it's not that they're hard to clean, although they can be. These boots get dirty a lot, just from being at the stables around horses."

"I see; a little mud never hurt anyone." Mark didn't know what else to say. He was sure he was starting to sound like an idiot.

"No, mud is fine, but horse manure is pretty darn disgusting sometimes. I guess - I wish - I hate having to clean shit off of my boots," Emma revealed with a subtle smirk.

"Good point," Mark nodded in agreement, pretending to be similarly disgusted. But instead, he was picturing himself buck naked at the horse stables with Emma all the while. He envisioned he was laying in the filthy muck at her feet with his tongue fully extended, ready to polish Emma's boots after she'd returned from riding with her horse in tow.

Then, Emma looked directly at Mark, catching him unprepared, "Why are you asking me all these questions about my boots? Do you like have a thing for riding boots?" Her eyes fixed on Mark's.

"Uh... Uh..." Mark froze.

Emma pressed on, "Well?"

How could she know? It was as if she saw right through him and into his most profound desires. Mark was a statue, unable to speak. Fearing his secretary had outed him and would soon slap him with harassment allegations, Mark shut his mouth and remained silent for fear of digging a deeper hole.

"Uh..Uh..Uh.." Emma jokingly imitated Mark. "It's alright if you do, you know. I knew a guy once. I met him in my first year of college while riding on the equestrian team. He was a stable hand that looked after the school's horses mostly. Well, I caught him once masturbating to online porn." Emma paused momentarily, laughing as she recalled the details, and continued, "He thought he was alone, but I was standing right behind him the whole time. It was some pretty hilarious stuff that he was looking at, but I won't get into that right now. Anyways, the guy begged me not to tell anyone about it. I told him that I didn't mind, and if he wanted to get off to images of women riding men like horses and whipping them with bullwhips, that was cool. Girl power, you know! Right?"

Mark couldn't believe his ears; he swore Emma was describing him to a T. "Wh-What happened?"

"He speaks!" Emma laughed. "...I felt charitable. He was an older man that always was nice to me, so I threw him a bone and made his day."

"What kind of bone?"

"You want to know, don't you? Hmmm?" Emma jeered.

"I'm just curious!"

"Uh-huh. Since I didn't have my riding-whip with me then, I asked the old pervert if he'd like to lick my boots clean instead."

"You what?!?"

"Don't sound so shocked, Mark. No offense, but men have always been filthy and disgusting creatures. Some more than others, that's all."

"I can't argue with that," Mark shruggingly admitted.

"And you've suddenly taken a keen interest in my riding boots yourself."

"Hey! That's not fair."

"Isn't it? Besides, my boots were pretty fucking dirty," Emma chuckled, recalling the memory with a certain sense of pride. "And I was sure I had stepped in a fresh pile of manure on my way to the stables that day. So if it made him happy to lick the shit off my boots, it was a win for both of us." She plopped her hands on her hips in an apparent matter-of-fact gesture.

"Uh, I don't know how to respond to that." Mark tried his best to mask his infatuated newfound love for Emma.

"I just thought I'd share since you asked about my boots. How did we get talking about this anyways? Two dollars for the chocolates, please." She held out her hand.

"So, where is the old man now?"

"The bootlicker?"

"Yeah, the bootlicker." 

Emma was quite expressive and candid about it all. Mark loved it but couldn't help but think how he'd easily be unemployed if he used such charged language so openly in the workplace as Emma did.

"Oh, I'm sure he's still at the college, probably still doing what he does. The best part of it, though, was how we came to an understanding. And it pretty much paid for my college education. He got to clean my riding boots almost every day for nearly three years, and I got my tuition paid in full," she smiled broadly.

"He paid your college tuition in exchange for cleaning your dirty boots daily?"

"Yup!" Emma inhaled, smiled, and confidently placed her hands on her hips. "But, I moved on and sadly have to clean my boots all by myself once more."

"Huh?"

Emma leaned into Mark as if speaking directly to his heart and whispered, "So, if you know any bootlickers that don't mind getting their tongue dirty and eating some horse shit, send them my way," she winked.

Mark badly wanted to tell her he would apply for the position. But he couldn't bring himself to admit it to Emma. So, he shook his head and shrugged his shoulders instead.

"Ok, well. That's too bad. It's the opportunity of a lifetime for some lonely guy out there. I know how you men think."

"Well, on second thought! Emma, I think I'd like to apply for that position. I'd give anything to lick your riding boots no matter how filthy they get," Mark smiled, finally admitting his secret desires to the equestrian Goddess with great triumphant glee.

Emma smiled, grinning devilishly at Mark's offer to serve her, and Mark's heart lit up. The feeling was short-lived, however. Just moments later, Mark's head began to ache and go into a dizzying spiraling haze. He felt like reality was collapsing around him.

"Mark? Mark! Wakey, wakey. Are you alright?" Emma inquired.

"Oh, yes, I'm fine. Everything's fine," Mark claimed, finally snapping out of his absentminded mental state.

The hazy cloud lifted, and Mark swiftly realized that he had daydreamed the entire sexualized exchange with Emma once firmly back in the real world. There she was indeed dressed in her striking equestrian garb. Those tall black leather riding boots adorned her feet and calves. But none of the discussion about licking Emma's boots was real. It was depressing. He wanted to go back to sleep!

"You kinda went blank for a second. You looked like a statue."

"Thanks for the chocolate almonds, Emma. I appreciate it."

"Well, bye for now. I'll come back in a couple of days to see if you need any more candy," Emma smiled.

Emma turned, and in haste, while leaving Mark's office, she accidentally bumped into the door frame on her way out. It was a rather adorable sight to witness and perfectly fit Emma's outspoken quirky persona. But, unfortunately, the dozen or so boxes of chocolates she was cradling under her arm slipped out and fell to the floor.

Instinctively springing to his feet, Mark rushed to offer Emma his assistance. Coming out from behind his desk, without thought and in one fell swoop, Mark suddenly found himself crawling on all fours at Emma's feet.

Taking his time, he carefully picked up each box and began to organize the whole lot of them in a neat pile in front of Emma. Meanwhile, Mark couldn't help but steal a discrete up-close glance at her gorgeous riding boots every few seconds. His heart pounded in his chest, hoping she wouldn't notice his ogling eyes and drooling mouth.

Emma's tall black leather riding boots were even more beautiful up close. Mark's cock felt stiffer than ever before. The leather looked like she hadn't cleaned it in a few days. He was sure he was looking at bits of barn and horse stall debris trapped in the crevice where the sole met the leather. Could it be actual horse manure? Mark wondered, inhaling deeply, searching for a farm odor.

"Are you alright down there?" Emma asked after hearing Mark breathe in deeply.

"Yup, yes. Just catching my breath." Mark fiddled with the candy boxes to create the illusion he was hard at work.

"Oh, ok then," Emma smirked, gesturing with her hands in a directing manner as she joked in a hoity-toity accent, "Carry on then, boy."

Emma adjusted her posture, crossing one foot over the other and bringing it down to rest on the toe of her boot. And there it was! The waft of air her stirring foot created sent a whiff of fresh stable manure Mark's way.

They were authentic riding boots indeed! That smelled fresh, Mark thought. He casually fantasized about extending his tongue out slavishly to clean the more prominent dirty spots adorning the leather. He was sure the sweet, rank smell was coming from her boot heel or perhaps the sole. His heart raced and pumped even more unsettlingly as Mark couldn't keep from looking at her boots. He was now staring directly at them. Emma would catch him in the act any second from now.

Instead, the Goddesses in the heavens must have heard his prayers. Suddenly, Emma twisted around to poke her head out into the hallway. She was leaning with her upper body halfway out while her lower body was still in Mark's office.

Her boots! Mark's eyes instantly trained and locked in on Emma's beautiful riding boots. He was now free to marvel at them without the risk of getting spotted so readily as Emma began what appeared to be a lengthy conversation with what sounded like the company's president. His golden opportunity may never come again; this was Mark's chance. He dreamt about licking a woman's soiled filthy riding boots for so long. Quickly, looking around to survey his surroundings, he committed fully to what he was about to do next.

Mark stealthily bent lower and leaned his body forward until he was within reach. He quickly gave Emma's boot heel a subtle but definite lick and immediately could taste the floor of her horse's stall. The gritty grains of dried muck crunched in between his teeth. It tasted amazing. Mark wanted more.

It was a massive risk, but Mark couldn't help himself feeling compelled to worship Emma by licking her boots. So he licked them again - then again, and again until it was apparent that the dirty parts started to disappear, leaving only wet and shiny saliva streaks. The patches where his tongue had wiped the filth clean were beginning to comprise a larger and larger surface area of Emma's boots.

Throwing all caution to the wind, Mark continued to lick and lick slavishly; he was even more determined to polish the leather uppers and boot heels to full completion. He imagined Emma looking down at her boots an hour from now, wondering if they were that clean when she slipped into them before leaving her house. Would she wonder, swearing that the leather was much dirtier that morning.

He positioned himself so that his lips were now within reach of the toe of her boot and gave it several soft, gentle kisses out of respect for her as a bonafide living Goddess. Meanwhile, Mark kept looking up at Emma to gauge when she was about to wrap up her conversation with the big boss.

Then without warning, she shifted her weight. Emma had repositioned herself and adjusted her posture. Mark sprung back to his original hands and knees position, pretending to look busy stacking and restacking the boxes of chocolate-covered almonds. He slowly lifted his gaze and looked up at Princess Emma. Her back was to him! She had turned completely to face away from Mark!

Emma stood leaning against the door frame, embroiled in her conversation with the company's president, who Mark could tell was safely at the other end of the hallway from the sound of his voice. Then, with her weight shifted onto her left foot, she propped her right foot up and balanced it on the toe of her boot.

Mark screamed with joy inside his mind. He was now staring directly at the dirty sole of Emma's boot. There wasn't any doubt in Mark's mind that the crud and gunk wedged into the sole of her boot came from the floor of Emma's horse barn. This moment was one that Mark would genuinely never forget. He thanked the Goddesses in heaven.

A deep-rooted desire, a longing, to pay respect to Princess Emma gave him the courage to press on. In the heat of the moment, Mark convinced himself that this was an opportunity of a lifetime. For anyone, but especially for a spineless beta-male loser like himself. He'd do this one last thing and stop before risking getting caught.

Carefully pushing aside the newly stacked boxes of chocolates, Mark proceeded to lay down flat on his stomach. He was fully prone at Emma's feet. Looking up straight ahead, Mark stared directly at the pungent sole of her riding boot. Then gently putting each of his arms to either side of his body, he realized how vulnerable he was.

Indeed, if Emma turned her head only slightly to look behind her, she'd find Mark groveling incessantly beneath her, and his career would be over in an instant. But Mark was hopelessly addicted to the notion of expressing his inferiority in disgraceful ways to beautiful and confident women; he had to do this. He owed it to Emma, if not to prove to her but to himself how much of a pathetic beta cuck loser he was.

It was quite an uncomfortable position, but Mark managed to tilt his head back enough and lift it slightly so that he was perfectly aligned to lick the sole of Emma's elegant equestrian boot. He began to lick, tepidly at first, not wanting Emma to feel his tongue through her boot. But after only two licks, Mark was convinced he was home free and determined to clean every last spec of horse muck like it was never there.

Only a minute had passed, yet the entire bottom of Emma's propped-up boot was gleaming from the wetness of his tongue bath. Mark managed to clean even the stubbornest bits of crud pressed in the tightest crevices. The flexible but determined cleaning action of his tongue did the job.

Pausing momentarily, Mark reveled in the unmistakable taste and smell of the floor of Emma's barn. But his admiration was short-lived as he noticed Emma undeniably twitch her foot for the first time since Mark began cleaning. It signaled to him that she was wrapping up her conversation with the boss. So, taking no more chances, Mark simply glanced at the gorgeous riding Goddess's majestic tall black leather boots and marveled in awe.

Even though she was oblivious to his devotion, it was a great honor and privilege to serve the young and beautiful Emma. Mark couldn't help but feel a profound love for Emma, a love that was unlike love in the traditional sense. Instead, it was more like an undying sense of devotion and slavish subservient respect. So he swooped down one final time and planted a parting kiss on her boot heel. With a perverted sense of affection, it was his way of saying goodbye for now.

Uh oh, she felt that! Emma stirred, caught off guard by the unexpected pressure applied to her foot. Luckily for Mark, she immediately brushed it off as an accidental contact. It didn't stop Mark from panicking, though. Springing instantly back to his previous position, on hands and knees, Mark began nervously shuffling the boxes of chocolates once again, pretending to be busy.

"Oh my gosh! Are you still at it?" Emma amusingly demanded with a subtle undertone of disbelief. "How long does it take to pick up a few boxes?"

"I'm sorry, Emma, I managed to fumble them a few times." Mark made up an excuse. As sad as it was, it seemed to alleviate Emma's curiosity.

"Well, well, well. What do we have here? Emma, is this what you do with the boss when I'm not around?" another woman's voice interjected, catching Mark and Emma off guard.

Mark immediately looked upwards at the sound of the second female voice. It was Kerry Lockheart! The Queen had finally returned to her kingdom. But as she stood in the doorway next to Emma, Mark couldn't help but stress over the undeniably awkward disadvantaged position she found him in. Did she see him licking Emma's boots? He couldn't be sure one way or the other.

"Oh, hey, Kerry!" Emma smiled.

"Hi, Kerry. I was just..." Mark added from the floor below.

But mostly ignoring Mark's greeting and cutting him off mid-sentence, Kerry spoke over him, "I'm gone only half the morning, and you've already got him crawling on all fours."

Emma laughed, "When you're not around, Kerry, someone has to crack the whip around here."

"I was just helping Emm..." Mark attempted to chime in once again to explain himself, to no avail.

"Well, it looks like you're a natural, Emma," Kerry continued light-heartedly, ignoring Mark a second time. Kerry was not the type to yield even an inch when it came to the subtle art of power dynamics during a normal conversation. She was intentionally putting Mark in his place by ignoring him and letting him know that she was still in charge despite technically being her boss. It was a common tactic she used with Mark.

"Thanks, Kerry!" Emma quipped. "Yup, come on now, boss. Pick it up! Quicker! Faster!" she joked, finally letting out a big laugh and nudging Mark with her foot as she pretended to kick him.

It was best not to say anything even though Mark secretly loved every second of the light-hearted abuse from the two women. So he decided to quietly finish collecting the boxes of chocolates strewn on the floor. As he grabbed the last one, with both women carefully watching him, he snuck one final close-up peek at Emma's magnificent riding boots.

Her professionally fitted equestrian riding boots looked beautiful as they hugged Emma's slender calves. They were noticeably cleaner overall. Mark fondly recalled how they had been dirtier only moments earlier. It gave him a sense of pride, having been the one who got to prove himself as an adept bootlicker to a Goddess like Princess Emma, even though she was oblivious to his act of devotion.

"Oh, I love those riding boots, Emma!" Kerry exclaimed, just noticing them. "You look amazing in that outfit."

"Ah, thank you," Emma smiled as she did a quick twirl to show off her look.

"You know, I used to ride horses when I was younger. My parents owned a farm and raised horses."

"Wow, that's cool!" Emma's eyes brightly opened wide as she became noticeably intrigued. She never thought much of Kerry except as a successful ballbusting career woman. "Did you compete?"

"Dressage."

"Like me. Woo hoo! Oh, wow, Kerry, we have to go riding together one day soon."

"For sure, I'd enjoy that very much, Emma."

"I may even have some extra tack you can use and a pair of old boots you can try on and..." Then abruptly interrupting herself, "Oh my gosh, where have you been this morning? Your boots are filthy?"

Emma, Kerry, and Mark looked at Kerry's yellow rubber Hunter boots. They were filthy indeed. Depending on the degree of dryness, various shades of brown mud coated the usually sunshine bright yellow rubber.

"Oh sheesh, I hadn't even noticed. I'm tracking mud everywhere, aren't I?" Kerry acknowledged.

"I'd say so. It's such a shame to see; I love your Hunter boots. They look so cute on you, Kerry," Emma confessed.

"Where were you this morning?" Mark asked.

"I had to meet a client on the job site across the street. Unfortunately, I think all the rain we've been having blanketed the whole place in a thick layer of fresh mud. But that's why I brought these boots with me today," Kerry explained.

"Smart," Mark quipped.

Oddly enough, but unnoticed by the women, Mark still hadn't risen to his feet until now. So finally, he decided to get up slowly while carefully balancing the stack of chocolates. As he got up, he uncontrollably stared at Kerry's rubber rain boots. They were so filthy; Emma said it best. And the only thing that Mark could think about was throwing himself at Kerry's feet and begging to be allowed to lick them clean. 

"I am not looking forward to cleaning them," Kerry commented while watching Mark stare at her boots. "Well, how do they look to you?"

It took him a second to realize that Kerry was talking to him, so Mark could only quickly muster a brief, "Huh?"

"You've been down there on the floor since I got here. So I just figured you got a pretty good look from down there. Well?" Kerry pressed.

"Oh, yes, I'm sorry, Kerry." Mark, feeling compelled to apologize, did so, not knowing why. "They are filthy, Kerry. I don't envy whoever is cleaning them."

That was an odd response, Kerry wondered to herself. Why would Mark say he didn't envy whoever had to clean them? Who else would it be but herself?

Mark was getting nervous all of a sudden. The tone of their discussion was quickly starting to make him feel uneasy. For him, there was too much sexual tension. And Kerry's demeanor and responses made Mark think she was beginning to wonder about him and suspect something.

Mark didn't want to push his luck any longer. He quickly handed Emma the chocolates, and she immediately turned and darted down the hall with a cheerful wave goodbye. Then, idiotically, Mark instinctively turned to watch Emma from behind, forgetting for an instant that Kerry was still there and could see what he was doing.

It was an automatic response that any man would be guilty of whenever a pretty girl walked by. After catching himself in the act and turning back to Kerry, he hoped she would brush it off as such.

"Interesting." Kerry quietly whispered to herself without Mark hearing. First, she found him on his hands and knees at Emma's feet, thinking nothing of it. Then she noticed but didn't say anything about Emma's boots looking like they were just polished since she could see wet patches that hadn't yet dried. And then, Kerry wondered what took Mark so damn long to pick himself off the floor and why he kept staring at her boots. It was as if he was happy to stay there as long as possible.

Finally, an observant and keen Kerry caught Mark leering at Emma as she walked away. She watched Mark's eyes and noted to herself how he stared not at her ass but Emma's feet. Hmmm, Kerry was starting to wonder about Mark. But, of course, any real man would lock eyes on a woman's ass and legs or even admire the bounce in her step. But, no, Mark looked down at Emma's feet as if admiring her boots.

What started as an innocent casual meeting in the hallway quickly became a curious set of events involving her boss. In her job, Kerry always was a wise and cunning cutthroat competitor. In addition, she had a keen ability as a highly observant woman. So these newfound revelations about her boss were something she'd tuck away for later consideration. But, perhaps, they'd prove to be quite valuable someday.

Kerry Lockheart was physically stunning. Even in her thirties, Kerry was quite beautiful. Her wavy, sometimes curly auburn hair, toned physique, and impeccable fashion sense were unmistakable. Combined with her naturally superior intellect and forever bitchy attitude, Kerry was a force to be reckoned with in the workplace.

A natural-born leader, Kerry would make a better department manager. She applied for other manager postings, but the higher-ups turned her down twice. After the second rejection, she saw the pattern. Mark was a man; in fact, all the managers at Mark's level were men. Kerry was hands down a better choice to lead than any others. Ever since then, Kerry's held a personal grudge against Mark.

Mark was weak and docile, with barely more genuine experience than her. She knew that many managers only got their jobs because they had dicks. Kerry was furious and couldn't believe how prevalent misogyny still was in the workplace despite women's progress over the years. She vowed to get her revenge somehow, one day. 

Kerry knew her strengths well. However, she also knew the many weaknesses that her boss, Mark, had. It gave her the confidence to go over Mark's head routinely, ridicule him publically, direct him rather than the other way around, and generally walk all over him daily. It was a lot of fun, putting him in his place. She was running the department herself and leading her boss on a leash, showing him how to do his job. The only problem was that she wasn't getting formal recognition or his lofty salary. But, Kerry Lockheart wasn't going to settle for it much longer.

Mark returned to his office and hurried past Kerry, making a beeline for his desk. With all the excitement and unexpected pleasant events, he suddenly realized he had a problem. His raging hard-on from earlier had been with him ever since. It wasn't a problem when he was bent over on the ground at Emma's feet. No one could see it. And when he stood up and handed Emma the chocolates, she just darted off instantly. But now, he had to get back to the safety of his desk before Kerry noticed his boner.

But Kerry did notice and pretended not to notice instead. She wasn't even shocked. Instead, Kerry was experiencing a mixture of amused, disgusted, and delighted emotions. Her intuition about Mark's fetishes was spot-on. His dick gave him away.

"Interesting, indeed," Kerry smiled.

"I'm sorry, did you say something?" Mark asked from relative safety, seated behind his desk.

"No. No, I didn't say anything at all. But, unfortunately, I have to go, though," Kerry claimed, remaining calm and silent about her discovery.

"Ok, well, you have a good day, Kerry."

Already in her office, rather than respond with a simple thank-you, Kerry shouted, "I need you to finish reviewing that proposal I sent you yesterday!"

"Yes, of course. I'll try to get to it by.."

"Mark, I want it done by three o'clock!" Kerry commanded. "I need it today, Mark," she repeated in a softer tone.

"Yes, Kerry, of course. I'll get it done."

Mark was again alone in his office, left to reflect on all that just happened. He was dumbfounded. He reached for his cock and vigorously tugged on it while recounting every last detail.
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Freshly Muddied Hunters

Much of Mark's tumultuous day finally seemed to be behind him now. He managed to refocus after the crazy but memorable morning events threatened to derail his career and perhaps so much more. He wasn't complaining by any stretch of the imagination, though. On the contrary, Mark would probably be the first to admit that he just had the time of his life. Possibly even a transformative experience. But none of that, unfortunately, changed the fact that he still had a lot of work piling up waiting to get done. His responsibilities as a manager couldn't wait any longer.

A full heaping plate of stress stared back at Mark from his computer screen. With only a few hours left in the day to complete the most urgent of tasks, Mark was behind the eight ball. To make matters worse, he had just spent the bulk of his lunch break taking phone calls and answering e-mails, despite telling himself he'd get started reading Kerry's report.

He promised her he'd be done by three o'clock, and as the clock in his office struck two, Mark decided to prioritize Kerry ahead of all the rest, including the work from his boss. The last thing he wanted to do was disappoint Kerry, although his dick twitched slightly at the thought of her getting angry.

She had been quite explicit in her instruction to Mark, insisting that he be finished by three. So, he went to work and spent the next hour reading the text and making notes in the margins for her to consider. After that, Kerry only needed to write in any changes before distributing the document to her contractors and suppliers. Mark's feedback was the final step in the review process, which explains why Kerry was so anxious to have him complete his part.

Forty-five minutes later and Mark finally finished. It didn't take as long as he initially thought. Happy with his contribution, he sent his notes in an e-mail to Kerry without further delay, making sure to thank her for the opportunity to be of assistance.

Pfew! That was one less thing to stress about, Mark thought. Time for a quick coffee break and then on to his boss's report. Mark got up and darted out the door, past Kerry's office, in the direction of the kitchenette where the coveted coffee machine lay waiting. 

"Mark? Mark! Come here, please," Kerry called from the comfort of her plush office chair as he passed by. Her tone indicated that it was more a command than a request.

He stopped immediately, turned, and marched into Kerry's office, "Hi, what's up?"

"Mark, you misunderstood me." Kerry sounded disappointed.

"I don't understand."

"Exactly," she answered frustratedly.

"I'm sorry, Kerry. What did I do wrong?" Mark finally admitted. Being quick to accept responsibility for errors was one of Mark's weaknesses and allowed others to claim they were right while he was wrong, time and time again.

"I scanned through your comments and am comfortable with your feedback. However, I was expecting you to also do the rewrites for me."

"Huh? I, uh, I guess I thought that..."

"Mark, this is fucking important!" Kerry snapped back. "It needs to get done and get released A-S-A-Fucking-P!" Kerry raised her voice assertively while glaring potently at Mark.

Mark was caught off guard by Kerry's harsh, arrogantly presumptuous tone. His docile reply came out as a weak and timid sounding, "Y-Yes Kerry, of course. I'm sorry."

"Off you go then. Finish it." She raised her arm straight ahead and pointed her finger sternly at the entrance. She wouldn't be so kind next time.

Mark complied and left Kerry's office immediately. But rather than head back to his desk, he stupidly turned down the hallway toward the kitchenette to finally get that much-needed cup of coffee.

"Mark!" Kerry shouted from her office. "Get to your office and get to work, now!"

"Yes, Ma'am."

Coerced to abandon his caffeine urges, Mark decided it best to do what Kerry wanted. He walked swiftly back to his office, moving reminiscent of a child scolded by his mother before being sent off to his room. His heart was again racing and pounding through his chest. He couldn't believe how he allowed his direct report to treat him with such disrespect. However, the more he pondered it, the more the sentiment was short-lived.

Mark was finding it more manageable now than even the day before to readily accept how it was easy for him to let Kerry treat him this way. He knew he was her boss, but every day felt more like the reverse. Not the other way around. He worshiped her and was in love with her. Mark knew it; he wasn't any longer going to hide that fact from himself. It's just that he couldn't quite understand what was emboldening Kerry to act more egregious and belittling toward him than ever before.

Was it just in her nature to take advantage of Mark? Especially today. Or was it his disposition? Mark wondered if it was evident to the world that he was a pushover for beautiful dominant women. Maybe Kerry could sense that about him and decided to exploit it to her advantage. But her outburst just moments ago was taking it to the next level. Perplexed, he wasn't sure if he should be afraid or aroused by it. Maybe both, he decided.

Diving in, Mark started on the final edits of Kerry's report. It wouldn't take long to complete, maybe an hour or two. He wasn't too critical in his review. Kerry's document was already really well written. She was pretty good at technical writing, and most of Mark's feedback was on the formatting and appearance instead of the substance of the actual content.

Not even fifteen minutes had passed when Mark saw Kerry standing in his doorway again. Before anything else, he noticed how Kerry had changed out of her boots and back into her office flats. The very same sexy little black leather flats that Mark had thoroughly cleaned with his tongue first thing this morning.

"Mark?"

"Hi, what's up?"

"I'm heading out now, but I need that report. Do you understand?" She locked eyes with Mark, demanding his obedience.

"Yes. Don't worry, Kerry."

"Nod your head and say I understand. I'll work all night if I have to," she condescended.

Compliantly for his Goddess, Mark heeded. Then, nodding his head, he recited like a drone, "Yes, Kerry, I understand. I will work all night if I have to."

Getting the answer she wanted, Kerry's demeanor suddenly switched like a light, and she turned to flattery, "Mark, you're a lifesaver!" Then, smiling, she said, "I don't have the time to do it myself. You know I'm too busy."

"No problem at all. You're quite welcome, Kerry. I'm happy to help."

"I gotta go, though. I'm meeting with a few of my girlfriends for drinks after work. So, I'm slipping out a little early." Then jokingly winked and whispered, "Shh, don't tell the boss, though." Kerry mocked Mark to his face.

"Understood, Kerry." Mark wasn't offended, "You don't have to justify anything to me. You're the hardest worker around here. Just go and have fun with the girls."

"I know I don't, and thanks," she beamed confidently before prancing off.

Mark's shoulders sank when Kerry left. She was so beautiful! He wished he could have gotten down on the floor and kissed the tips of her toes goodbye. Wait a minute! Mark froze in mid-thought. He just realized that Kerry had only her purse slung around her shoulder. Where were her Hunter boots?

Peering out the door, Mark couldn't see Kerry anywhere in sight. He rushed across the hall to an empty office that looked out at the parking lot below. With his face pressed against the glass, Mark waited a minute or two before seeing Kerry exiting the building and walking to her car. He watched for a moment. Kerry walked with a confident stride in her step. Mark pushed his groin against the wall as his dick stiffened.

He rushed around the corner to Kerry's office, where they were. Her muddy boots sat neatly arranged on the floor next to her desk. Mark could tell from the hallway that not all the mud had dried. They were just that filthy.

With his dick stiffening in his pants, Mark closed his eyes and mentally committed to licking Kerry's muddy boots before leaving for the night. Unfortunately, too many people were milling about the office, so he'd have come back later to clean perhaps only some of the mud off her boots. As much as Mark wished he could give her Hunter's a thorough tongue bath, it would be too obvious if he were not careful, and Kerry returned to a finely polished pair of boots the next day. Indeed, she'd notice. Although it would be a real fantasy, it would cost him his job.
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Clean Them or Else!

It was an unplanned yet long overdue rendezvous, and as they entered the main lobby, Emma and Kerry were all smiles. Only a day had passed since their pleasant chance encounter outside Mark's office, but as the cheerful duo returned from a lovely lunch spent getting to know each other, it seemed like a new friendship was blossoming. 

"We need to do that again," Kerry remarked.

Emma replied with a resounding, "You bet! I had a blast, Kerry. You're such a ball to hang out with."

"Please, sweetie, you're a firecracker yourself. I had fun too."

Emma loved Thai food and made it a habit of frequenting the local Thai restaurant down the street from the office at least once a week for lunch. She invited Kerry after bumping into her on her way out this time. It was a superb decision as the pair had a blast chatting over their meal about horses and life growing up on the farm. Emma even coaxed Kerry into promising to go riding with her this coming weekend.

After working on the same team since Emma joined the organization, they finally hit it off, realizing they had so much in common. Not the least of which was a passion for horses and equestrian sport.

Sadly, lunch was over, and the pair had to part ways and say their goodbyes for the time being. Kerry hopped on the next elevator, and on her way back up, she'd stop in to see Mark. She had been meaning to talk to him about something important.

"Mark?" Kerry asked, poking her head into Mark's office, interrupting him while on the phone.

"Oh, hi, Kerry," Mark answered, covering the telephone microphone with the palm of his hand. 

"We need to talk."

"Did you like the final report?"

"Yes, it was fine. I sent it in this morning."

"That's great. I'm..."

"Listen, I need you to come to my office immediately."

"Oh, ok? What's it about," Mark inquired, wondering what was so important.

"Just come now," Kerry ordered. "On second thought, fetch me a coffee first - black. Just mine, nothing for yourself."

"Uh, ok." Mark wondered.

As Kerry left, Mark watched her spin around, turning on the balls of her feet. She was still wearing the same flats she left the office in yesterday. Sneaking a peek at her feet, Mark was sure she must have also worn them to her dinner date with the gals last night. He could tell by how they seemed a bit more worn and slightly dirtier than when he had polished them. Mark was highly observant regarding women's feet and footwear, having almost a photographic memory.

Only one thought came to mind. Mark desperately wanted to slip off Kerry's shoe and smell the insole for the rest of the day. He then salivated while imaging giving the leather another rigorous tongue bathing, leaving a brilliant polish so that Kerry could see her reflection. Finally, Mark returned to his phone call, promptly made an excuse, and hung up. Kerry was more important right now.

He didn't question why Kerry told him to only to make a coffee for herself. Perhaps Kerry didn't want to attract the attention of some of the more gossipy office staff by having him fetch two coffees. This way, people would think he was making himself a coffee. Besides, Mark started to enjoy the little game he and Kerry played. Anything to serve his Goddess. His only downfall perhaps was assuming it was even a game to Kerry Lockheart.

"Put it on my desk and have a seat," Kerry instructed.

"What's up, Kerry?" Mark wondered.

"I'm not in the mood to chit-chat with you today, Mark." Kerry frowned, and Mark went still, knowing when to shut up around her. But then continued rather unexpectedly by saying, "You know I'm single, right?"

The question surprised Mark, and he shakily replied, "Yes," while simultaneously wondering what she meant by it.

Mark was very curious. Why would she say that? He intently listened as Kerry went on about how her girlfriends were concerned for her safety several months back. They said such a beautiful young single woman living in a remote part of town was at risk. So they talked her into getting a security system with cameras linked to the cloud that was accessible also by phone. She went along with her friends and was quite pleased with how it worked.

"I'm sorry to interrupt you, but what's this all got to do with me?" Mark asked as he began to rise from his chair.

"Shut up and sit back down!" Kerry barked while sharply pointing him back to his chair with her finger.

"What? Kerry, why are you using that tone and language?" Deep down, Mark loved it but felt he had to sound somewhat insulted on the outside.

"Sit back down, I said! Do as your told," she angrily ordered.

Something was up, but Mark did as she said, sitting back down to listen while Kerry continued. She explained how instead of rushing to install a complete home camera system, her one girlfriend gave her a single camera to test out first. It was motion-activated and started recording automatically. And whenever it went live, it uploaded the video to an online cloud server. Then Kerry would receive a notification on her mobile phone. She used it for a couple of months, was happy with it, and ultimately replaced it for the complete system.

She meant to return the single camera for the longest time but kept forgetting. Instead, Kerry had stuffed the unit in the bottom of her desk drawer and forgotten about it. Finally, she stumbled across it yesterday and fished it out, meaning to give it back to her friend at dinner. Only she didn't.

"What? Why didn't you return it to her yesterday? While you had it out and ready to go?" Mark was puzzled.

"Well, you see, it kinda goes like this. You were acting a bit weird yesterday. More than weird."

"Me? Weird?"

"Yes. More creepy than weird. I mean, just different. Not your usual pathetic loser self."

Wow! That hurt Mark. What Kerry said about him was true, without question, but it just hurt a little to hear her say it in that way. He also now had confirmation that Kerry had him pretty well sized up and figured out a lot more on her own than he would have suspected.

Kerry continued, "It all started when I bumped into you and Emma. Seriously. You were crawling around on the ground like a little doggy at her feet."

"I can explain that."

"Shut up! I'm talking; you're listening," Kerry sternly silenced Mark.

"Yes, of course. I'm sorry, Kerry."

"While Emma and I were chatting, I couldn't help but notice how you kept checking out our boots. You kept glancing at our feet, assuming we wouldn't notice. I did."

"I'm sorry, Kerry. I had no right." Mark started to apologize, knowing where this was going.

"Be quiet. I get it; you like feet and stuff. Don't be surprised; most beta simp losers like you have foot fetishes. You're too pathetic to talk to women like a real man would. That's not even it, though. I pretty much already knew that about you. It's the main reason I've found it so easy to treat you like shit since you hired me."

"Then what is it, Kerry?" Mark asked, not bothering to object to her insinuations about him. On the contrary, he felt relieved that Kerry seemed ok with his fetishes and submissiveness toward her.

"Having a fetish is one thing, but you crossed a line, Mark. Yesterday before leaving, I was little more than suspicious about you. And then, while changing out of my boots and into my shoes before leaving for the day, I became certain you were a fucking shoe molesting pervert."

"What?!" Mark objected.

"I didn't get here without having a keen eye. I had to do a double-take while slipping into my flats, but it was obvious someone had cleaned them. They were perfectly polished. How and who and why I wondered. But for only a second."

At first, Mark felt positively proud that Kerry thought so highly of his work cleaning her shoes. But shortly after, his pride descended into fear, "That doesn't make any sense. What do you mean polished?" Mark mumbled and babbled like a fool caught red-handed.

"Yes. Polished spotless."

"Maybe they were always that clean, and it's just a misunderstanding. You always were a super well-put-together woman, Kerry."

"Flattery won't save you now, Mark. I know because it was wet yesterday, and when I left my house for work in the morning, I somehow managed to step in a mud puddle on my way to the car. I remember specifically looking at my shoes in the office while changing into my boots before heading across the road to the job site and seeing dried dirt stains on them. I also remember thinking I wasn't looking forward to having to wipe them down for the second time in one day."

"Kerry, I know how it looks, but I can assure you it's all a misunderstanding." Mark desperately tried to deflect attention from himself.

"There's no misunderstanding. You did it, Mark! Didn't you?" She gawked at him momentarily before continuing, "While I was staring at my flats, wondering and questioning my sanity, I thought about you. I recalled that you were ogling over my boots and Emma's earlier. But then, I remembered seeing you on the floor, like an insect at our feet. And that's when I had a revelation."

"Gulp!" Mark was starting to choke up from the adrenaline rush. Had his risky behavior finally caught up with him? Mark began accepting the immutable fact that Kerry pieced together his illicit affair with her shoes. But she didn't have proof. It was all a bunch of baseless accusations; he could argue in his defense.

"I bet you're shitting your pants right now." Kerry sneered and said, "While poor innocent little Emma was distracted by the conversation she was having in the hallway, you were busy greedily licking her manure-covered riding boots."

"No, I wasn't!" Mark asserted in a forceful tone that was unfamiliar to Kerry.

"Oh really?" she nodded. "Back to my story. I didn't give my friend back her camera because I decided to set it up in the office instead."

"What!?"

"You're fucking busted, asshole!" Kerry shouted as she clicked a few keys on her keyboard.

The surveillance video started to play on Kerry's computer screen, and the evidence was undeniably damning. Mark watched himself on the video sneaking into Kerry's office yesterday evening. Kerry shook her head in disgust as the footage showed Mark stripping naked, lying down on his belly on the floor, and licking Kerry's muddy Hunter boots. She audibly balked when Mark started squirming on his belly like a worm, presumably grinding his cock on the carpet in perverse pleasure.

"I'm sorry," Mark begged with a whimper looking up at Kerry.

Hock-Ptooey! Kerry's loogie landed on Mark's face. It stayed in place, partly covering his one eye. "You're fucking disgusting!"

"Please, Kerry, please. I'll do anything. I'm sorry." His pleading persisted, not even trying to wipe her spit from his eye.

Hock-Ptooey! Kerry added another thick wad of phlegm to Mark's face. It coated his hose and lips this time. "Leave it there!" she ordered.

"Y-Yes, Ma'am, Kerry."

"Get out!"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Now!"

As Kerry pointed abruptly to the hallway outside, Mark quickly rose to his feet and scampered out the door. He was genuinely scared. Kerry was in a position of serious power over him and held all the cards. Mark hadn't a clue what she was going to do next. But, he was sure of one thing: Kerry wouldn't let him get away with it.

Marked rushed off to the relative safety of his office to hide and collect his thoughts. But instead, he heard Kerry's door slam behind him. Mark gently closed his office door, sat down, and sunk into his chair. What just happened? Mark felt like such an idiot. How could he have been so careless?

Reaching his hand to his face, Mark carefully scooped off the bulk of Kerry's two loogies. They were thick and clumpy, definitely from the back of her throat. Mark stuck out his tongue and licked his hand clean, thanking Kerry for spitting on his face. She was right about him; Mark was a pathetic loser. His cock was hard again.

Mark glazed at his computer screen, attempting to resume his regular duties. However, focusing on work for the rest of the day was already proving to be an exercise in futility. He was sweating profusely while his nerves were dominating his ability to concentrate. It was the end of the line for him, he told himself.

Kerry would ruin him for sure. It was her nature; she was a take no prisoners ballbuster. It was why Mark loved her so much. So, as he fretted over what she might do next, Mark started packing up and clearing out his desk. There was no way he'd still have a job by the morning. Human Resouces would be calling him into their office at any moment.

RINGGG-RINGGG! RINGGG-RINGGG! 

The loud ringing startled him. It must be Human Resources. He froze for a second before slowly reaching for the phone and picking up the receiver.

"H-H-hello?" he almost whispered.

"Listen to me carefully, you worthless piece of shit," Kerry's voice rifled. Mark instantly felt relieved that it wasn't HR but terrified simultaneously as her tone was still clearly angry and spiteful.

"Y-Yes, Kerry?" Mark tepidly answered.

"You're going to finish cleaning my boots tonight."

"W-With my tongue?"

"Of course, with your fucking tongue, loser! Listen to me very carefully, worm."

"Yes, Ma'am." Although nervous, Mark noticed a glimmer of excitement taking hold within him by what seemed to transpire.

"I fucking own you now. You're my property - my slave. If you don't want to lose your job in disgrace and get branded a pervert and sexual predator, then you'll accept it."

"Uh-yes, Kerry. I understand."

"I want my boots cleaned spotless tonight. I'll be recording you. I want you naked and on your belly like a worm, just as before. Do that, and I'll accept you as my permanent slave. Don't, and your life as you know it will be over. Either way, I own you, and you're fucked. It's your choice, shitbag." The line disconnected before Mark could answer her.

He slumped back into his chair with mixed emotions. On the one hand, Mark was scared; on the other, his dick swelled with arousal like never before. Was Kerry serious? Mark couldn't believe Kerry offered him a chance to be her slave. He had fantasized about it so many times before. Was this happening?

He grabbed the head of his cock and started tugging on it through his pants. "Kerry Lockheart, Goddess Kerry. I worship you, Goddess. I pray to you, Goddess. Hear my prayers, supreme and divine Goddess, Kerry Lockheart." Mark muttered, pantingly praying to Kerry, hoping it would give him peace of mind. Oddly, it did.


- 5 -

Slave For Life

RINGGG-RINGGG!

"Hello?" Mark answered, expecting to hear Kerry on the other end.

"Get in here, bitch. Now." Kerry made her point succinctly and then promptly ended the call with conviction.

Immediately after she hung up the phone, Mark obediently sprang to his feet. He had chosen the previous evening and was determined to live out his most profound and highly coveted ambition. Mark chose Kerry's proposed option one - total unconditional slavery. While feeling renewed with a novel sense of purpose and newfound energy, Mark was in uncharted waters with plenty of uncertainty in his future. It was compelling him to feel a little bit apprehensive. It didn't matter; Mark was committed to going through with it now.

"Come in," Kerry commanded in response to Mark's gentle knocking at her office door.

"Good morning, Kerry."

"Shut up! We're going to have to work on how you properly address me in private from now on," she sneered. "Close the door behind you and lock it."

"Y-Yes, Ma'am."

"That's better. It's a start anyway."

"T-Thank you, Goddess Kerry."

"Hmmm, you're learning already, you worthless worm."

"Uh um, thank you, divine Goddess Kerry Lockheart." Mark poured on the devotion as he sat across from her desk.

"What the fuck are you doing?"

"Sorry?"

"On your fucking knees, slave! Kneel on the floor, loser. You don't get to sit in my presence, you pathetic bag of shit."

"I'm sorry, Goddess," Mark begged as he scrambled to his knees in front of her.

"Bitch, you made the right choice. I would have utterly destroyed you had you not taken my offer. Although you did a pretty good job cleaning these boots, I must admit." Kerry said as she extended her leg towards Mark. She was wearing the yellow Hunter boots that Mark affectionately French kissed and polished last night as ordered.

"Thank you, divine Goddess. It was a great privilege to clean your sacred boots."

"Although, you did miss a spot. See right there on the heel." She pointed to a stubborn lump of mud wedged in the tread. "Clean it!"

"Yes, Goddess Kerry." Mark sprang into action, leaping forward.

Kerry crossed her legs and held the dirty sole in front of Mark's face. He committed to using everything at his disposal to clean the remaining mud from his new owner's boot. Mark extended his tongue, puckered his lips, chomped his teeth, and even scrubbed using his facial hair to coax the dirt out from the tread of her boot. A few moments later and it was clean.

"Good, now... Oh, I can hear the dirt crunching in your teeth. Mmm, yummy!" Kerry laughed.

"Thank you, Goddess Kerry."

As Mark knelt humbly below Kerry, she elaborated, giving insight and setting expectations. Kerry touched on some of the details of his enslavement. Mark wasn't to treat her any differently while others were around; however, in private, she outlined various protocols he needed to follow when interacting with her. She promised him that he'd be tested and likely want to change his mind altogether. But that wouldn't be an option. Kerry would make sure that Mark honored his lifelong pledge to her.

"Put this on," Kerry instructed, tossing a small box at Mark.

Mark opened the box, "It's a chastity device," recognizing it immediately.

"Put it on, now," she repeated sternly.

Compliantly, Mark stood up and unbuckled his pants, letting them drop to the floor around his ankles. Then, he hesitantly pulled down his briefs.

"It's no wonder you're middle-aged and still single," Kerry laughed. Mark's less than impressive penis amused her. "I was right. I bought you the smallest cage they had because I knew that a failure as big as you would have a micro-dick."

It took Mark a second, but he quickly figured out how to get the cold stainless steel ring and small restrictive cage around his cock. He'd jerked off to countless hours of cuckold porn over the years. Mark was impressed at how he'd learned something valuable from it.

"Now, put the padlock on and lock it."

"Yes, Goddess." Mark did as she instructed. There was no turning back after he closed the shackle.

There was a brief moment of silence as Mark and Kerry looked at each other and latched eyes before the lock clicked and was secure. Mark handed Kerry the key, which she took gleefully.

"Welcome to slavery, loser," she mocked.

Mark hung his head in defeat. He bore no regret or sadness, however. On the contrary, Mark felt content and filled with gratitude. He was determined to be the best slave to Kerry that she could ever want.

Mark may have been naive at the time, not knowing anything about Kerry's true intentions for him or how cruelly she may be planning to treat him. But, for now, Mark was full of enthusiasm as he bowed his head humbly out of respect for his new master.

"From now on, at the end of the day, whenever you see a pair of boots or shoes in that tray," Kerry pointed to the boot tray next to her desk, "it means you'll be staying late and cleaning them for me. Is that understood, bitch?"

"Yes, I obey you, Goddess Kerry."

"Good. Also, you're to spend a whole hour every night before bedtime staring at my photo on the company website. Kneel next to your bed and worship me."

"Yes, Goddess."

"Say prayers to me."

"Yes, Goddess."

"I want you going to bed with a fucking painful erection."

"Yes, Goddess."

"You're the biggest fucking loser I've ever met, but I've just given you the most magnificent present of your sad life. So you better not disappoint me, slave!"

"I won't, my Goddess."

"Or I'll cut off those worthless balls." She tapped Mark's dangling testicles with the toe of her boot.

"No, Ma'am, I won't let you down, Goddess."

"I'm done with you for now. Put your little dicklet back in your pants and get the fuck out of my office, bitch. I've got to be back on the construction site across the street in ten minutes. So expect these boots to be caked in mud when I return." Kerry devilishly smiled while whisking past Mark and out the door.
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Put It In Writing

Mark was at the right place. The sign outside prominently declared in bold text, "Gibson & Associates - Attorneys at Law - specializing in Women's natural rights." The slogan on the placard ought to have signaled caution to Mark about the trouble he was about to find himself in, but the subtle yet overt loaded wording went over his head. Instead, simply being sure he had arrived at the correct address preoccupied his mind.

Kerry had instructed Mark to meet her after work at the law firm by six o'clock. It was fifteen minutes to six, but Kerry was nowhere in sight. Maybe she was already inside, Mark wondered nervously. He didn't want to upset his Mistress. Dreading what she may do to him if he were late, Mark decided to head in and wait in the lobby outside Mr.Gibson's office instead.

Mark couldn't help but wonder why Kerry summoned him to meet with her lawyer as he rode the elevator up. Perhaps she changed her mind and decided to get him fired over sexual misconduct allegations. Maybe, but he didn't think so, especially given how Kerry's exploited him lately.

Mark had diligently served his new master in the weeks since his enslavement. He dutifully suffered through the pain of getting constant erections while being locked in an unforgiving steel chastity device. Yet he never once complained to Kerry nor begged to go back on their agreement. In addition, her regularly worn boots and shoes were meticulously kept cleaner than ever by Mark's loving tongue that religiously polished and shined them daily. If there was a reason to have Mark disappear from Kerry's life, he couldn't see it.

"Good evening, sir. How can I help you?" an effeminate voice greeted Mark from behind the counter.

"I'm meeting a colleague from work, Ms. Kerry Lockheart. We have an appointment with Mr. Gibson."

The slender clerk giggled. Mark thought it odd but brushed it off initially. He wore a fashionable metrosexual classic black tight-fitting suit. He seemed pleasant enough; perhaps he just had a bubbly personality.

Noticing the name tag clipped to his breast pocket, Mark asked, "Michael, is it?"

"Yes, sir, that's correct," the man answered.

"Michael, you're probably filling in for the secretary, right?"

"No, I am the secretary, sir."

"Oh, my apologies. I didn't mean to suggest that you couldn't be, err, I mean that women are..."

"It's alright, sir. But, unfortunately, it happens more often than one might expect."

"Let's start again," Mark backpedaled. "Is Mr.Gibson in?"

"Well, I..."

"Michael?" a woman's voice inquired from behind Mark. "Is that my six o'clock?"

"Yes, Ms. Gibson, Ma'am. It is," Michael promptly answered as a look of realization swept across Mark's face.

"Send him in then."

"Yes, Ma'am." 

As if sounding like a chauvinist towards the secretary wasn't bad enough, he also insulted the attorney he was there to see by assuming she was naturally a he. A slightly embarrassed Mark turned and followed Ms. Gibson into her office.

Wow! She was a knockout, Mark told himself, trying to keep his jaw from hitting the floor as he ogled over the view from behind her. Everything from the tailor-made tight-fitting black pencil skirt and custom-tailored blazer, including her black stockings and patent leather red sole Louboutin stilettos. Her long blonde hair was exquisite, only topped by piercing blue eyes. She must be a supermodel and not an attorney, Mark thought. Regaining his composure, Mark quickly scraped his tongue off the floor and simultaneously picked up his dragging knuckles.

"Good evening, Mr. McCauly. Feel free to stand while we wait for Ms. Lockheart to arrive," she suggested just as Mark was about to take a seat on the warm, welcoming leather couch.

The sofa sat cozily in Ms. Gibson's office off to one side, adjacent to a beautifully modern-looking gas fireplace. Tempted to sit anyway, Mark mentally slapped himself, determined to obey the gorgeous Goddess Ms. Gibson instead. Mark stood in the middle of the room while Ms. Gibson sat at her desk and began typing away on her laptop. Surprisingly, she didn't say another word to Mark.

Then, Mark decided to break the silence, "Uh, Ms. Gibson, I..."

"Shush!" she sternly cut him off, "Can't you see I'm working?"

Feeling awkwardly remorseful, he took her advice, and Mark decided to keep quiet. So he stood silently at attention only six feet directly in front of Ms. Gibson's desk as she resumed summarily pounding away on her keyboard. Although the humbling feeling didn't escape Mark, Ms. Gibson remained wholly unfazed by his uncomfortableness and continued ignoring him with ease. Fifteen grueling minutes passed before a knock at the door saved Mark from a rapidly rising level of boredom.

"Come in!" Ms. Gibson called.

"Chantal! So good to see you. It's been a while." In walked Kerry, already well-acquainted and on a first-name basis with her attorney.

Mark made a mental note that Ms. Gibson's name was Chantal. It suited her; Chantal was unbelievably gorgeous. Her complexion was a cross between the sexy seductiveness of a younger Heidi Klum and the innocent schoolgirl charm of Emma Stone. Chantal was a breath of heaven made incarnate for the world to bow down to and worship.

Out of respect for all women, Mark quickly stopped himself from determining which woman was most beautiful, Heidi Klum, Emma Stone, or Chantal Gibson. It would still be a tough call and that close of a race. But then, as Kerry entered the room, it didn't matter anymore as she immediately took command of his attention. Mark looked in her direction but kept his eyes lowered, with his head bowed slightly as a subtle gesture of profound respect for his owner.

"Darling!" Chantal stood up to walk past Mark and affectionately hugged Kerry. "It's been far too long, months, I think."

"Thank you for taking the time to see me. You're such a busy woman."

"Kerry, I'll always have time for you. You are the type of woman I admire, so connecting with you is a privilege."

"Thank you. I appreciate it."

"Enough already, please sit." Chantal motioned toward the warm, cozy-looking leather couch that eluded Mark earlier. "Tell me how I can help you, Kerry?"

Before answering, Kerry sat down and crossed her legs, getting comfortable and briefly glancing at Mark. Then, she snapped her fingers astutely and pointed to the floor in front of her. "Heel bitch! I need a footstool."

"Ahhh, wonderful, Kerry," Chantal laughed. "You've acquired another slave. Had I known this worm was your property, I wouldn't have been so polite to him."

Polite? Mark wondered how making him stand at attention while ignoring him for fifteen minutes was polite. He dreaded seeing her angry, if that was being polite. However, his dismay was short-lived as Mark quickly mentally slapped himself again for daring to critique her. Chantal was right; he was indeed a slave - a slave to his Goddess Kerry. Any friend of hers, especially one as divine as Ms. Chantal Gibson, could treat him like absolute garbage any day of the week.

Mark processed the evolving situation as fast as he could while dropping to his hands and knees in front of Kerry. Kerry propped her feet onto Mark's back, and he realized two crucial details. First, Chantal congratulated Kerry on acquiring another slave, meaning Mark wasn't the only slave she owned. Second, besides being a Goddess herself, Chantal Gibson is a friend of Kerry's who is ok with women enslaving men in the first place. He could already feel the pressure of his cock growing inside its cage. Mark felt as if his every fantasy was coming true.

"I'd like to draw up some papers," Kerry asked.

"A slave contract?" Chantal chirped, already knowing the answer to her question. "Of course. I think the standard clauses around indentured servitude and consideration being satisfied will do."

"That sounds good, Chantal," Kerry responded. "Will it also have a taxation clause?"

"What percentage, dear?"

"One hundred."

"Ah, going right for the balls, are we? I love it," Chantal proudly suggested as she returned to the comfort of her massive oversized desk. "It'll take five minutes to draft. Just sit tight."

"You have no idea what you've gotten yourself into, bitch." Kerry smugly taunted Mark while shuffling her feet on his back. "Your life belongs to me now."

"Yes, my Goddess Kerry," was the only thing Mark could think to say.

Kerry scanned her phone while she waited for Chantal. She scrolled through messages on social media and read e-mails while bouncing her feet gently up and down on Mark's back.

Bing! A new text arrived, and Kerry read it immediately. "It's from Emma!" she exclaimed.

"Yes?" Chantal inquired from behind her keyboard.

"Oh, not you, Chantal. I'm sorry to disturb you. I just received a text from our department secretary. She's a young and sassy little thing." Kerry then kicked Mark sternly in the ribs, "This fool's secretary."

"Does she know her boss is fucking piece of shit?" Chantal candidly stated.

"No, she doesn't. But, of course, I'm certain she knows what a beta simp loser he is. But she doesn't know her boss is a disgusting bootlicker and spineless worm. But she will, soon enough," Kerry smiled.

Mark suddenly felt a wave of heat blanket his body as his anxiety consumed him. His addiction to Femdom felt more and more like it was taking over his entire life, and he was starting to lose all control over his destiny. The realization that Kerry was literally in charge of his existence now was a tough pill to swallow.

"She's invited me out riding with her this weekend," Kerry said. "She said it's supposed to be muddy from the rain we've been having but not to worry; she'll have a pair of her old boots I can wear. How kind of her."

The thought of Kerry and Emma frolicking in the meadows and enjoying a day of pleasure riding was starting to hurt physically. Mark's cock was nearly fully erect now, or rather would be if Kerry hadn't locked him in a rigid chastity device where it had no room to grow. And unfortunately, the cage was half the size it ought to be to allow even the slightest bit of comfort during an erection. Mark winced at the pain going from painful to unbearable in seconds.

"Ow-ouch!" he cried out.

"Shut up, idiot!" Kerry commanded, kicking him again in the ribs. "What's wrong with you?"

"I-I, my cock hurts, bad," he whimpered.

"Oh, my dear, I'm sorry to hear it." She wasn't. "Is your little tiny dicklet getting stiffy-whiffy down there?" Kerry mocked with pouty lips and a condescending tone.

"Y-Yes, Ma'am. The thought of you and Emma wearing riding boots, spending the day on horses is arousing, my Goddess."

"I bet it is, you fucking shit worm. But, since you're thinking about it, do you know what I'll need the most after we finish putting the horses back in their stalls?"

"No, my Goddess. A ride home?"

Kerry lifted her feet off Mark's back for a moment. Then, grabbing a full fist of his hair, she yanked his head back so that he was looking directly at her, "No, you worthless piece of human shit! We'll need a good, well-trained bootlicker to clean the mud and horse shit from our boots." Hock-Ptooey! Kerry spat in Mark's face with genuine disgust before pushing his head back down.

"Done!" Chantal affirmed. "Just sending it to the printer now."

"Oh, that's wonderful. You're such a doll," Kerry said.

"It's nothing at all. I'm not even going to charge you for this. Anything I can do to promote female supremacy is a charitable service as far as I'm concerned."

"You're an angel, Chantal."

Chantal smiled. It was a beautiful smile that could light up any room she graced with her presence. "Michael, I just sent a contract to the printer. Fetch it for me, honey," she dictated to her secretary through the intercom on her desk phone. "Kerry, are you still planning to build a horse stable on your property?"

"Yes, yes I am," Kerry smiled. "With all this newfound income I'm earning," she said, referring to Mark's wages that she was garnishing from him, "I can finally get back to my roots recreationally and enjoy horses and riding dressage again."

Chantal's secretary walked in less than fifteen seconds later, holding the contract in hand. He gave it to Chantal with a pleasant smile and then quickly turned to leave. But before leaving, Michael glanced at Mark, slavishly hunched down on all fours under Kerry's feet.

Winking at Kerry, Michael asked, "Comfortable, Ma'am?"

"Very. Thank you," Kerry responded.

"You have a wonderful day then, Ma'am."

"Thank you. I will." Kerry appreciated the comment. She gave Michael a polite smile of her own as he left, knowing it would make his day.

"Ok." Chantal sat next to Kerry, "Let's go over this, and then I'll get you both to sign."

"Of course," Kerry excitedly answered.

Without asking, Chantal eased back into the comfy couch next to Kerry and confidently plopped her feet down onto Mark's back in one natural motion. She took advantage of Mark no differently than if he was an inviting piece of furniture, an ottoman to be precise. Then, turning to face Kerry, she smiled warmly once more before reading through the entire contract aloud.

Mark followed along, listening intently. Emotionally, it was a rollercoaster ride. What began with anticipation quickly turned to fear, arousal, and delight before returning to worry. He would essentially be signing his life over to Kerry. She'd be entitled to his entire current net worth and all of his future earnings, even after their relationship dissolved, should it ever. He would be trapped.

Upon further reflection, Mark's lust began clouding his better judgment. He was aching from discomfort, and Chantal's stilettos dug sharply into his back. Yet, despite the suffering, he couldn't think of a better place he'd rather be than under the feet of two Goddesses. Mark's sexual desire to worship Kerry made him realize it was for the best.

He wasn't much of a man anyway and would never be the type to attract a woman as beautiful as Kerry. He scarcely had a prayer at ordinary life, never mind a traditional marriage. So becoming her slave was a blessing. Mark reminded himself of his fascination for Kerry and his pledge to devoutly worship her. For the rest of his life, she was his divine living Goddess; she would be his religion.

That day, Mark signed his life away to Goddess Kerry Lockheart and was no longer a free man. He didn't know it then, yet though his life had changed drastically in only the past few weeks, it was nothing compared to what was about to come. Kerry had plans for her newly acquired office slave, and Mark was unknowingly in over his head.
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Extremely Well-Worn Ballet Flats

"Goddess?"

"What is it, bitch?"

"I have it. It's in the trunk of my car."

"What?"

"The cock box you asked me to make."

"So you finished it? Is it sturdy? Because I'm itching to do some serious testicle crushing with you soon."

"Yes, Goddess Kerry. I think you'll be pleased."

"Let's hope so, for your sake. Because if I don't like it, I'll skip the nut stomping altogether and fucking castrate you instead." Kerry chuckled as she motioned for Mark to leave her office.

"Yes, Ma'am, my divine Goddess."

"Oh!" Kerry blurted as Mark was nearly out the door. "Where's my paperwork to sign? From the bank."

"I'll have it tomorrow, Goddess. According to the bank, that is."

"Good. I want to see those lofty paychecks automatically show up in my account. I'm tired of waiting for you to hand-deliver me stacks of cash at the end of each week. But, mind you, I do quite enjoy kicking your nuts after I take all your money."

"Yes, Goddess. I'm looking forward to it as well."

"Now get the fuck out of my office, worm!"

As he marched out of Kerry's office, Mark couldn't keep from training his thoughts back on the cock box he made for her. Mark felt a perverse sense of pride when he finally finished handcrafting the very implement of torture his owner would soon use on him. It was doubly pleasurable to rush into Kerry's office only to deliver news of how the tool was ready for her malicious use. Although he didn't get a heartfelt thank you from Kerry, nor was he expecting it, Mark knew she was pleased with his diligence in constructing one for her in just a week.

Kerry had commented how her attorney friend Chantal Gibson owned several cock boxes she regularly used to stomp men's testicles. Most were in her home, which she frequently used with her husband's balls and during private parties with others. However, she confessed that she kept one at the office whenever the occasion presented itself to make mush out of some poor schmuck's balls. Usually, a district attorney went up against her on a case and found himself with his genitals padlocked in her cock box later that evening. But, of course, they always lose, sometimes more than just the case.

Being a powerful and successful woman wasn't easy. So ball stomping was a way to unwind and relieve the daily stresses of professional life, Chantal said. So naturally, Kerry couldn't wait to start using one on Mark. What Mark thought about it was irrelevant. Stomping Mark's balls flat would be Kerry's way to decompress and unwind each day.

He knew his place was to obey Kerry and strive to please her to the best of his ability. So no matter how severely she was planning to stomp his testicles once he was inescapably locked in it, Mark prepared himself mentally to take it.

After returning to his office, Mark immediately followed up with the bank regarding his change of deposit request. He didn't want any surprises; Mark had to ensure he'd get all the paperwork for Kerry by tomorrow as promised. Otherwise, Kerry may be one to make good on her promise to castrate him. Mark sat behind his desk, hurriedly dialing the bank, and promptly was put on hold.

Kerry enslaving him and immediately locking Mark in chastity wasn't only a sexual fantasy come true; it made Mark more productive at work. With the rearranging of his life goals around service to Kerry came a singular focus, renewed sense of responsibility and duty, and a passion that burned like an unquenchable fire. He genuinely wanted to be the best in everything he did to please her.

Mark wanted to earn more income to hand it over and place it in the palm of Kerry's greedy, manicured hands. He admitted it was weird, and most people wouldn't understand it, but rationalized his relationship with Kerry as being not that different from marriage. Men worked long, hard hours to please their wives in the hopes of getting a little sex now and again, whereas Mark's chastity device kept him in a constant state of arousal. Kerry made certain he desired and longed for her attention every waking second.

Having his cock locked securely for weeks without sexual release was one of the hardest things he'd ever done. A habit of chronic masturbation was difficult to shake off, yet Kerry freed him from that dependency without batting an eye. It allowed Mark to earmark much of his energies and mental capacity to spend in service to his Goddess rather than gooning it away in self-indulgent shallow lustful gratification.

The annoying music stopped. "Finally!" Mark exclaimed. A clicking sound followed, and then the voice of a bank employee came on and introduced herself after apologizing for the wait. Mark spent nearly twenty-five minutes on hold listening to the worst ever elevator music. Then, disappointingly after a brief conversation, the droney-sounding female told him he'd have to come into the branch to pick up the needed forms in person.

The bank was bustling with clients, and the lineups for every available teller were long. Taking a guess, Mark picked the seemingly shortest line. He figured his best bet was to dart out of the office for a quick trip to the bank during his lunch break. He couldn't have been more wrong, judging by the massive crowd. Going sometime after the lunch hour crowd died down would have been a better decision. But, it was too late; he was already here and in line.

As the queue inched forward, Mark's eyes wandered. Naturally, they gravitated to the women he saw, particularly their feet. He was fascinated by their individual footwear choices and overall sense of fashion. Scanning the room with his eyes, trying to be as discrete as possible, he found the perfect pair of feet worthy of admiration to pass the time. 

A beautiful young red-haired woman was standing at the front of the adjacent line to Mark. She was slender and fair-skinned. He could only see her from behind, yet still, she looked like a fashion model running errands between photoshoots in her dainty loose-fitting spring dress and cute ballet flats. The Goddess was patiently waiting for the teller to attend to her next. It was such as shame, Mark thought. A woman as gorgeous as her shouldn't have to wait at all. If it were up to him, she'd get the royal treatment instead.

Mark unconsciously decided to fixate on her cute white leather ballet flats. He could see from his vantage point that her flats were well worn. The softened leather caressed and hugged the outsides of her feet and heels while slightly bridging across the instep and shapely arch, leaving a small gap. Mark wished he could insert his tongue in the opening to lick the sweat from her instep. The tips of her shoes were pointy but not too sharp, with a slight wrinkle in the leather. There weren't any ornaments adorning the outside of her footwear. It wasn't necessary; Mark agreed with the shoe designer. He could tell that this fiery red-haired Goddess had beautiful feet, and that's all that mattered.

Who needed buckles and straps when angelic feet graced the insides. Oh, how wonderful the insoles must smell. Mark imagined himself kneeling down and carefully slipping her out of her delectable little flats. They looked like a size 6 or 7. His nose would be pressed deep inside in a heartbeat, inhaling the most intoxicating scent on earth.

One advantage of having a steel cage locked over his cock was that others couldn't see the raging boner in his pants. The cage prevented it from getting large enough to be visible to others. It was just as well because Mark nearly came in his pants at the sight of what he saw next.

The woman lifted her right foot out of her slipper and began teasing him. Or at least that's how Mark imagined her motivation to be. Over the next several minutes, Mark gawked with his jaw wide open as the woman dipped her toes in and out of her shoe. She did it over and over again, driving Mark wild. He purposefully watched as the deity foot-fucked her shoe in the most sensual manner possible. But, of course, it didn't go unnoticed that she also had impeccably smooth and soft-looking feet, accented ever so alluringly by the bright red nail polish professionally applied to her toes.

Wait a minute! It was Emma White, Mark's secretary. He recognized Ms. White when she momentarily whisked around to observe how long the lineup had gotten behind her. Thankfully, she didn't see Mark. What a relief, Mark thought. She would have indeed seen him drooling incessantly over her majestic feminine feet. Emma was gorgeous! What a knockout! It aroused Mark even more, now knowing that he had been ogling over his secretary, Princess Emma, this whole time. He wanted to throw himself at her feet and start licking her shoes, cleaning them profusely.

"Next!" shouted the teller.

Mark inched forward, closer to the front of his line, even closer to Emma's flats and perfect feet. Though it was several weeks ago now, it felt like only yesterday when Mark found himself groveling pathetically at her feet, licking her dirty riding boots. What a privilege that was - an honor. He recalled the experience fondly as he slipped his hand into his pocket and gently rubbed his swollen, imprisoned cock. It was where his new life began.

Shit! Mark instantly became nervous as Emma abruptly turned around, finally noticing him. Mark hung his head low instinctively, staring at the floor, trying to be inconspicuous. It didn't work. Those beautiful well-worn white leather flats came to rest right before him. He held his gaze for as long as possible without being obvious. Too late.

"Do you like my shoes?" Emma asked.

"Oh, hello. Emma! Fancy meeting you here." Mark tried his best to act surprised seeing her, as if he hadn't already been watching her, admiring her from afar.

"They're pretty old, pretty gross actually. I've had these like forever. Like, I think, yeah, that's right," Emma recalled, "I bought these flats in my senior year of high school. After that, I wore them nearly every day to college."

"Emma, they look cute on you." That was an understatement. "Say, what brings you to the bank today?" Mark tried changing the subject.

Emma smiled, "Just doing some banking. But, hey, you wanna know something more interesting instead?"

"Yeah. What?" Mark responded, thinking what could be more interesting than talking directly to Emma about her gorgeous shoes.

"Kerry and I have been spending a lot of time together. We've gotten to be pretty good friends, you know. She's quite an amazing woman. I admire her," Emma smiled, speaking fondly of Kerry.

"That's wonderful! It's great to see the team spending time together." Mark tried playing it cool, but in reality, the idea of Emma spending time with Kerry worried him. Did Kerry tell Emma about his perversions and spill the beans about his real relationship with her?

Emma carried on, telling Mark about her lunches with Kerry and their candid chats about life. She even admitted that she'd been confiding in Kerry about her personal love life and the men she'd been dating. The more Emma went on, the more Mark got anxious and started sweating profusely.

"You're sweating like a pig, Mark," Emma poked. "Hmm! Oh well, not surprised."

"I'm sorry; it's boiling," he answered nervously. Then, Mark started panicking, "Say, your shoes are very nice and dirty." What!? Mark uncontrollably began to babble like an idiot embarrassing himself in front of Emma. His nerves were getting to him and making him extraordinarily anxious. All he wanted to do was end the conversation as fast as he could.

"Yes, they are quite dirty. These old flats need a good thorough cleaning. But, sadly, I'm too busy these days even to clean my shoes. So that's why I only wear them to run errands."

"I see." Mark nodded.

"I'm too lazy when it comes to things like that, so I keep them under my desk and out of sight when I don't need them." She fluttered her eyes at Mark before concluding, "That way, no one else has to look at my gross dirty shoes. Besides, a Princess shouldn't have to bother with such menial tasks." Emma winked, smiling broadly, before turning to leave the bank with an almost dainty-like skip in her step.

On her way out the door, a symphony of rubber-necked gawkers couldn't help but ogle at Emma as the self-proclaimed Princess floated like an angel having the confidence of a rockstar. And Mark was one of them. Wow! The talk about her sexy white flats made him super hard inside his constricting cock cage.

By now, Mark was sure she knew about him and Kerry. It was giving him that unmistakable feeling deep inside his gut. Why else did she go on about her shoes so liberally? Emma must have been teasing him, Mark concluded. She felt it necessary to mention how she didn't have time to clean her flats but probably meant that such a task was beneath her. It was someone else's job to clean Princess Emma's shoes.

Emma also revealed that she keeps them tucked under her desk at the office when she's not wearing them. So was she telling him where to find them so Mark could obediently polish her dirty flats back at the office? Or was she hinting that she already knew how Kerry caught Mark licking her flats at work? Mark desperately wished he knew the answer to both.

While waiting in line, his mind turbulently churned, wondering what was in Emma's devilishly pretty little head. Was she the type to own another human being and keep him as her slave? Perhaps? Maybe not, but certainly, she's the type of woman who's used to having beta orbiters surrounding her, begging to do things to please her.

It wouldn't be such a dire predicament. A lucky orbiter would regularly spend time in Emma's presence, seeing her smile and making her happy with no prospect of ever calling himself her boyfriend. All it would cost would be a dedication to be on call 24/7 and ready at a moment's notice to pick up her dry cleaning, stop by to tidy up her apartment, or perhaps cook her and her boyfriend breakfast after a long night of sex. Such was the blessed life of a beta male cuckold.

The little morsels of crumbs she left him as payment for dutiful service would make it worthwhile. Perhaps Princess Emma would ask her beta for a foot rub, a full-service pedicure, or maybe even give her gross dirty leather flats from her senior year high school a good clean and polish.

Mark wanted to worship her soft feet and warm, freshly worn shoes. He imagined smelling and licking them, thinking of nothing else for several minutes until he finally found himself at the front of the line. After his turn finally came, Mark collected the forms and rushed back to the office to deliver them to Kerry as fast as he could.

Kerry was busy in the conference room, and Mark chose not to upset her by interrupting her meeting. Instead, he decided to leave the paperwork for his auto deposits on her desk. As he set them down, Mark reviewed the information one last time. Everything looked to be in order. His signature was already on the document, and once Kerry added her own and faxed it to the bank, his entire paycheck would automatically be given to her each week. She alone would decide how much money Mark would be allowed to keep, if any. It was all Kerry's money now. Mark worked for her, literally.

But before he could turn to leave and get back to his office, Mark unexpectedly noticed two pairs of shoes sitting on Kerry's boot tray awaiting his experienced tongue. He recognized the first pair as his owner's black leather Nine West flat-heel ankle boots, which he had tongue-polished on several occasions. But, curiously, the second pair didn't look like Kerry's; at least, he'd never seen her in them at the office. Mark looked up, noting that the door exiting her office was partly ajar. This wing of offices hardly saw much foot traffic, so Mark knelt next to the tray for a closer inspection determining it was safe.

His hunch was correct; the second pair of shoes was only a size six, while Kerry typically wore a size eight shoe. But, wait one second, Mark excitedly noted. They were still warm, meaning someone had just slipped them off and placed them here. No way! It couldn't be.

The excitement of finding two pairs of shoes awaiting cleaning by his slavish tongue was so overwhelming that Mark completely missed that the second pair were Princess Emma's stunning white ballet flats. The discovery floored mark. Why did she leave them here? On Kerry's tray of shoes awaiting cleaning.

Mark was staring at the same beat-up leather flats he had just been drooling over at the bank. They were an exact match with the pair engrained in his memory. He recalled several worn-out patches, smudge marks, and dirt stains. She must have just slipped out of them only minutes ago.

Mark couldn't believe his fortune. He was holding Emma's freshly removed, well-worn flats in the palm of his hands. But why were they here? He'd have plenty of time to ponder it later. The temptation was too great. Mark slowly lifted the dainty shoe to his face and pressed his nose against the leather insole. Simply divine. They smelled amazing!

"Ah, excuse me?" An unmistakably feminine voice chimed from behind.

Mark dropped the shoe and spun around, "I-I was picking up... Uh-umm. I was-"

"Yes, I can see." Emma stood in the doorway with arms folded, tapping her toe accusingly on the ceramic tile underfoot.

All that Mark could think of what that he was busted all over again. He was so nervous; his face was flush with horrible embarrassment. His secretary had caught him in a humiliating act of perversion. "Emma, I can explain!"

"No need to, fucker." Emma walked in all the way, closing the door behind her.

She stopped right in front of Mark, who was still down on all fours. Mark noted that it wasn't that long ago when he was in a similar position in front of his secretary.

Then Emma surprisingly ordered, "Go on, smell them. Smell my gross flats, loser! It's what you were about to do, wasn't it?"

"Y-Yes, Emma."

"Then sniff them!" WHACK! SLAP! Emma struck Mark across the cheek, first with her open palm and then using her backhand. It was a bold action by the petite young secretary.

"Yes, P-Princess," a defeated Mark whimpered.

"Louder! I want to hear you take a good long whiff," she insisted, backing it up with a swift kick to Mark's ribs. "Good! It looks like we've given you a bit of homework for tonight. So you better do a good job shining our shoes - or else!" She followed up with another swift, firm kick for good measure.

"Yes, Princess Emma. I will. I'll do an excellent job cleaning your flats. Oh, Goddess, they smell so good. Thank you, Princess," Mark blabbered. He was reveling in the scent of her sweat-infused old leather flats.

"While Kerry and I have gotten to know each other lately, she told me all about you, bitch. So when you took such an avid interest in my flats at the bank today, I remembered that Kerry mentioned you were cleaning her shoes and boots daily. So I thought I'd drop my disgusting smelly shoes off for you to polish." Emma's tone made it evident that she was entirely on board with using Mark, degrading him, and treating him like a piece of garbage for her amusement. It was apparent that Emma was enjoying it herself. It wasn't often that a secretary had the upper hand on her boss.

"Yes, Princess Emma, thank you. Thank you, Princess. Your feet are so precious and beautiful, my Goddess. And I devoutly worship your flats," driveled Mark, showing Emma how hopelessly addicted he was to his fetishes.

"You've got to be the biggest and most pathetic piece of shit in the world," Emma laughed. "Although technically I still am your secretary, make no mistake that I am your boss and not the other way around. So, just like Kerry, my foot is firmly on your fucking throat, loser." Emma's expression turned from amused to harsh at the drop of a hat, "Is that clear, bitch!" she asserted before kicking him a third time in the ribs, this time much harder than before. 

Mark winced from the pain, instinctively putting both hands on his ribs protectively. Emma didn't appreciate that. She stomped down with her foot on the side of Mark's face while he hunched over. Once, then twice, and finally a third time. Her short boots had a thicker heel, giving Emma the extra whooping she hoped to deliver. Mark's face instantly turned red, then purple, and swelled quickly.

"Ow-Ouch-Pl-Please! Please, Princess Emma," Mark pleaded for her to stop.

"You worthless piece of shit!" Emma shouted, "Take it, bitch!" She screamed, only stopping the beating a half-dozen blows later.

"Ow-Oh yes, Goddess. Thank you, Ma'am."

Mark noted the perverse look of glee on her face. It was in response to the beating she just gave him. Kerry had the same look. Both Emma and Kerry enjoyed inflicting misery on inferior men; they were bonafide natural sadists while weak males addicted to dominant women were their natural prey. Mark both dreaded and yearned for a Goddess to beat him mercilessly all his life. Finally, it looked like the Universe answered his prayers, and Mark instantly looked forward to his subsequent beatdown from divine Princess Emma White.

Emma smiled, "Pfew! Wow! I've wanted to do that to a guy for a long time. That was seriously fun." She paused to catch her breath before saying, "Next time, it will be your worthless balls. But, then, maybe Kerry and I will fuck you over royally together. That could be lots of fun too. Either way, I can't wait!"

"Thank you. I can't wait for it either - Boss."

"Boss! I like the sound of that. I'm the boss, and you're just a bitch," Emma laughed out loud and then promptly left, leaving Mark to nurse his new bruises.

His instructions were clear. Whenever a pair of shoes or boots was on that tray, he would have to clean them promptly. Mark had until the following day, but since Kerry wasn't in her office, he may as well start on them now. But before beginning, Mark was desperate to smell Emma's flats some more. Quickly the throbbing pain in his ribs and the side of his face melted away. The only thing on Mark's mind was the wonderful intoxicating smell of holy Princess Emma's well-worn flats and the best job in the world that lay ahead, cleaning them.
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I Don't Care If It's Gross, Eat it!

"Kerry, your new stables look amazing from this vantage point!"

"Thanks, Emma. Frankly, I couldn't have done it without the help of my slaves. It's fucking expensive to build a new barn complete with horse stables and large paddock," Kerry confessed.

"Well, you certainly have the property for it."

"Thanks," Kerry smiled. "I decided to get out of the city a couple of years ago after accumulating enough wealth through slave ownership," Kerry admitted while a wide-eyed Emma listened with awe. "My female supremacist lifestyle has paid for most of everything you see here, the barn, the property, the house, and a lot of the furnishing inside," Kerry boasted well-deservedly. She only wished more women knew the power they had to take total control of their wealth and happiness through female supremacy.

"Wow, I can't believe it, Kerry." Emma's excitement was hard to contain. Could she do it as well? What girl didn't want to be spoiled with riches all day long? "You're amazing, Kerry," she complimented, "you're such an inspiration for young women like me."

Now Kerry was no old hen in her early thirties. On the contrary, Kerry, a knock-out in her younger years, aged gracefully. Her polished and refined beauty oozed a sense of royalty and elegance. Yet, just as gorgeous as in her younger spoilt Princess years, Kerry earned her place as divinity among women through her persistent dedication to the noble cause of female supremacy.

"I almost forgot!" Emma's enthusiasm was contagious. Suddenly, Kerry found herself getting giddy, "Slaves will shower you with new pairs of shoes and boots. They'll beg to buy you a brand new pair of expensive Jimmy Choo's, Manolo Blahnik's, or Christain Louboutin's only to see you slip into them for a moment and put a smile on your face."

"Mmm, that's fine with me. I love getting new shoes," Emma admitted.

The girls sounded like a pair of teenage brats, bragging about how easily they could manipulate the boys in their lives. Especially the betas, who never realize they don't have a prayer in hell getting a date but continue following the pretty girls around like lapdogs.

"I have so much to show you, Emma." Kerry put her arm affectionately around Emma's shoulder as the friends looked out over the valley below and off into the densely wooded forest. They soaked in the beautiful landscape and scenery for a few precious relaxing moments of silence before hopping back on their horses to continue their leisurely ride.

"Oh, and thank you for introducing me to Chantal. Ms. Gibson is a wealth of knowledge. I can't wait to get involved in the movement she's leading and hold some slaves of my own."

"Oh, it'll happen quick. You're a beautiful young woman. But, Emma, you'll have men lined up in droves wanting to be your slave."

The two women laughed as they lazily continued slow-cantering down the trail. It was a pleasant Saturday morning. Kerry decided to invite Emma to spend the day enjoying her newly constructed equestrian facility and network of attached pleasure riding trails. Emma had inspired Kerry to rekindle her love of all things equestrian, and in return for the favor, Kerry offered to board Emma's horse for free. This way, the pair could ride together whenever it suited their schedules.

Emma's horse, Pepper, was the love of her life. They had been together for some years. No longer a competitive horse, Pepper was enjoying his retirement as a pleasure riding horse. Emma and Pepper won several competitions during Emma's college years. Pepper would be joining a pair of newly acquired horses that Kerry had recently purchased.

"Kerry?"

"Yes, my dear?"

"How many slaves do you own?" Emma asked curiously, perhaps wondering how many she'd like to acquire one day.

"I believe I'm up to thirty-eight now," Kerry answered a matter of factly. "Honestly, I can't always recall how many. They may be useful bitches, but most of my slaves are hardly memorable."

"What! You own thirty-eight slaves!?" She was in disbelief. How was it even possible to maintain a career and be a slave owner of many slaves.

"They all serve me to various extents. For example, some only pay taxes to me and get nothing in return." But then, she quickly clarified, "I make them all pay hefty taxes. Others also do useful things like run errands, clean my home, my toilets, and now the horse stalls, of course," she smiled and winked at Emma. "I hardly ever even see most of them in person. But I always see the results of their obedient service to me. And, well, I do keep a few slaves that I regularly use for sport."

"Sport?" That got Emma's attention. "What kind of sport?" The perplexed-looking, excitedly curious young Emma wondered.

"You'll see in due time," Kerry laughed as she sprinted off with her horse accelerating to a full trot.

"Kerry, wait!" Emma sprung in pursuit, "What kind of sport?"

Both women were seasoned riders making the sometimes winding trail easy to navigate. The woodlands behind Kerry's mansion estate were perfect for trail riding. The acreage she owned had forest, flat meadow clearings, and a healthy-sized river running through the property.

Emma rounded the corner of the trail and slowed her horse, "Whoa! Whoa, Pepper." She spotted Kerry dismounting just on the other side of the river. She wasn't alone.

"How about a nice riverside picnic?" Kerry asked.

"That would be nice," Emma answered. "Who are they?" she wondered about the two balding, out-of-shape, naked men standing beside the blankets and picnic spread neatly prepared for the women.

"Two of my thirty-eight slaves, of course."

Emma smiled, "What are their names?"

"I honestly don't have a fucking clue," Kerry answered while holding back her laughter. "I can't remember. Those two ugly losers are my property and cater to my every whim. That's all that matters to me."

"Can I name them?"

"Of course, you can. Be my guest, sweetie."

"How about Dip and Shit?" Emma giggled.

"That's perfect," agreed Kerry. "Slaves Dip and Shit! What did you bring us?"

Kerry and Emma sat on the large opulent blankets and pillows laid out for them, and the two slaves served them lunch. There were even fancy hors d'oeuvres such as caviar on expensive organic vegan crackers. Her slaves not only prepared the lunch but also paid for everything. So naturally, no expense was spared for their slavedriver, Kerry. As slave Dip handed Emma and Kerry an hors d'oeuvre, slave Shit poured each woman a glass of bubbly Champaign.

"This is the life," Kerry remarked.

"I can see. I like it," affirmed Emma.

One of the slaves asked, "Goddesses would like anything else?"

"How about a nice foot massage," Kerry replied. "Can you manage that, shit for brains?"

"Yes, Goddess, of course. It would be an honor," the old man confessed.

"And your boots, Ma'am. Will you require them to be cleaned?" Asked the other slave.

"Yes, but not quite now, worm. We're having our boots cleaned later after finishing our afternoon ride. I have something special lined up that doesn't involve you two pieces of shit," Kerry informed. "Now get to work. Did you bring some polish as well? Princess Emma may wish to have her nails freshly painted."

"Yes, Goddesses. I bought several colors for you to choose from, thank you," said the first slave.

They chatted and gossiped about people at the office and then spoke some more. The two friends were having a ball, just relaxing while immersed in nature down by the peaceful riverfront clearing. Mostly the women talked about Mark or how easy it would be for Emma to collect and keep a stable of slaves all to herself. The friendship blossomed further while the pair were utterly spoiled by two men overly eager to service them unconditionally.

"Don't worry. I'll go to Chantal's with you next week. She'll get you started on all the paperwork for slave ownership. It's straightforward and a cinch to complete, I promise. You wouldn't believe how long the waitlist is for weak men waiting for an owner." Kerry raised her hands, motioning toward the two losers squirming at their feet, "I sound like a broken record, but they are lining up, Emma!"

"Sign me up!" Emma exclaimed. "I want to be worshiped like a Goddess, waited on hand and foot, and have all my bills paid off."

"You can have it all, my dear. You truly can."

"So why did you make Mark your slave?" Emma wondered. "You already owned thirty-seven other slaves."

"Well, that's a bit complicated, but as I explained, the opportunity presented itself to me, and I seized it."

"You mean you seized it by the balls!" Emma jokingly added.

"That's right, and Mark is a stepping stone which I plan to use to climb the corporate ladder and take what's mine." Kerry looked at Emma. Her face intensified and hardened with an emotional resolve. She felt wronged by the patriarchal system that purposely oppressed women's careers in the workplace. "And when I no longer need him, I'll discard him with the rest of the trash," Kerry concluded as she turned her focus back on the two drudges massaging their feet.

"So, you're planning to take his job? I'd much rather work for you anyways."

"Probably, I don't know for sure. It all depends on how things pan out. But, for now, I'm content having an office bootlicker that pays me the entirety of his managerial income for the privilege."

"He did an excellent job cleaning my white flats. I've had them since high school and would never have imagined they could be gleaming white again. Mark must have been born to be a bootlicker."

"Most men are," Kerry said in a cheeky tone seconds before the women burst out in hilarious laughter.

The girls took the last sip of their wine before wrapping their picnic up and deciding to head back. They put their wine flutes down and marveled at the shiny new colors ornamenting their toes.

"Ooh, I love that blue on you," Kerry commented on Emma's choice.

"You can never go wrong with classic red, Kerry. Your feet look amazing," Emma complimented in kind.

The weak and pathic excuses for men groveling at their feet slipped the ladies back into their knee-high riding socks and boots. Once finished, they began to bow down and praise the Goddesses. Their faces went all the way down, pressing into the dirt.

Emma noticed how the men had their cock and balls wedged into a tiny steel cage and padlocked shut. "Is that so they can't get an erection?" She asked.

"Yup! Keeping a man locked for long enough will significantly reduce the length of his dick. If you wanted, you could shrink it to the size of a tiny mushroom."

Emma giggled, "That's so funny. Is Mark locked in one?"

"Sure is! I wouldn't have it any other way. Men like Mark have no use for a dick. They're useless."

"I'm going to call him micro-dick from now on," Emma promised, still giggling.

"It also keeps these perverts from wanking off all day long. Every last one of these pathetic fuckers would either hump the floor or fuck their hand all day long if it wasn't for the invention of the lockable chastity device for men. So I'm doing them a service; they're much more productive now."

Emma finally stopped giggling. "I see," she said, nodding in understanding instead.

"Isn't that right, losers?" Kerry asked the slaves.

"Yes, Goddess. I'm dirt," said slave Dip.

"Yes, Goddess, I'm a loser," answered slave Shit.

Kerry leaned in closer to slave Dip. Hock-Ptooey! She let out a thick wad of spit that landed directly in his left eye. It immediately began to ooze slowly down his cheek. "That's right; you are a fucking loser! And I own you, bitch."

Kerry looked at Emma, prompting her to follow suit. Emma leaned into slave Shit. Hock-Ptooey! It must have been the Champaign she drank, but Emma's spit was particularly heavy with mucus and phlegm. It landed in the center of his face and stuck in place, looking rather grotesque. "Blah! You make me sick, you worthless fucking piece of shit."

The men thanked the Goddesses and quickly darted next to Kerry and Emma's respective horses. Then, bending over, they got down on their hands and knees.

"What a wonderful step stool they make," remarked Emma.

The women climbed up and mounted their beloved horses using the men as a step. Once on horseback, they shuffled about until ready to depart back to the stables.

"Wait a moment," Kerry declared, spotting something that prompted Emma to turn her horse around, "I just realized that while we had enjoyed a wonderful little picnic in nature, our gracious hosts had received nothing in return."

"What? Why do you care about them?" Emma wondered what angle Kerry was driving.

"My slaves must be hungry," Kerry jokingly wondered. She turned to one, "Well, aren't you?" Sternly requesting a response.

"Y-Yes, Ma'am."

"Yes, supreme Goddess Kerry."

The first sounded a lot more nervous in his response than the second. Perhaps he rightfully suspected Kerry's newfound concern for their well-being was insincere.

"Well then, our horses left a little gift for each of you." Kerry's expression turned gravely serious as she pointed to the two piles of horse shit deposited recently where their horses just stood. "That's your lunch!" she stated contemptuously.

"B-But..." slave Dip stuttered.

"It's shit, Goddess," slave Shit added.

"And so are you both!" Kerry shouted.

"Yuck! Gross," Emma balked.

"Eat it, slaves!" Kerry barked in anger. How dare they have the nerve to question her orders, let alone hesitate in following through. "If I have to come down off this horse to make you eat that shit, I will cut off your balls and feed them to you as well!"

"Mmm, Yummy," Emma smiled, adding her flavor of encouragement, "You'd better do as your told, worms."

"Now!!!" Kerry screamed.

That was enough for the two men. They hurried on their hands and knees, positioning themselves each over one of the fresh mounds of horse manure.

"Get down on your belly, like a worm," Kerry commanded.

They each prostrated in front of their respective dung pile and hovered their faces over it. The smell alone was gut-wrenching. Then, slave Dip noticed a worm wriggling in and out of one horse apple. He fought hard to keep the contents of his stomach from coming up, knowing that Kerry would also make him eat his vomit.

Finally, Kerry shouted, "Now, eat shit for me, slaves!" And the men buried their faces in the warm mound of horse shit. Then, they scooped up large mouthfuls and chewed as fast as they could, struggling to swallow. They wanted the disgusting, humiliating ordeal to be over as quickly as possible.

"That's gross, Kerry," Emma laughed as she turned to ride away. "I don't understand how a man would let a woman make him eat horse shit like that."

"It's simple, dear; they are NOT real men. They are essentially sub-human filth, and underneath all their primal macho bullshit, just another slave to be put in its place. So believe me when I tell you how grateful those two losers back there are for the privilege of eating our horse's shit," Kerry explained.

"Wow. I want slaves so badly now," Emma said, shaking her head.

"I know. You'll have more slaves than you know what to do with soon enough. Trust me," Kerry reassured her. "Now, let's get back to the stable. I have another surprise for you," she teased.

"Kerry, I can't wait."
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Whipped! To The Bone

Mark's arms were beyond sore; they were practically numb. The leather-lined steel shackles padlocked around his wrists were starting to dig unforgivingly into his skin. And with only a lone cinderblock barely reachable under his feet, the weight of his body hanged heavier with each passing minute. Struggling, he barely maintained contact with the concrete block by touching the tips of his big toes to it. Even so, it helped ease the burning pain in his limp, hanging body.

His bound wrists were attached to a large hook bolted to a low hanging beam in the middle of the barn. A ball gag was stuffed into his mouth with a wrap-around harness securing it firmly in place. He couldn't speak or call for help. All he could do was whimper and drool profusely.

As he rocked side to side, shifting his body weight to alleviate the stiffening in his toes, Mark's groin throbbed agonizingly. A chain was clasped to the tip of his chastity device, and what felt like fifty pounds of weight hanging from it. With both testicles pulled and stretched as far as they could, Mark wondered how much time before they finally tore right out of his scrotum altogether. He wasn't sure how much longer he could endure this torture.

Kerry sent Mark a text message earlier that morning. Her instructions were explicitly clear. First, he was to show up at her estate and report to the barn where a mystery man would be waiting for him. Second, he was to strip naked and hang himself from the rafters with help from the mystery man. Kerry was adamant that there would be no discussion and no excuses for missing the appointment.

Once the man finished shackling and hanging Mark, he upped and left without saying anything. The fellow was much older than him, perhaps in his seventies, and Mark couldn't help but wonder if he had been serving Kerry for a long time. Although he was long past retirement, maybe being one of Kerry's slaves gave him a renewed sense of purpose post-working age. Not to mention a good reason to spend his pension checks making slave tax payments to their mutually adulated Goddess. Mark wondered about the circumstances surrounding how they met.

Mark's curious thoughts about the man quickly turned into lusting and fantasizing about what Kerry would do to him now that he was completely immobilized and helpless. He figured he was in for a whipping, given that she had him hanging like a piece of fresh meat waiting for tenderization. Mark had fantasized about his cruel Goddess Kerry picking up a bullwhip and tearing into him mercilessly, long before becoming her actual slave. Now finally, he was ready to experience the real thing.

Ten minutes, twenty, and then a full hour had passed, and still no sign of Kerry. Mark's pleasurable anticipation gave way to worry and anxiety. Maybe she wasn't coming? Perhaps she just wanted to leave him here to suffer alone indefinitely?

More time had passed, and Mark found himself in his current state, barely hanging on to consciousness. His joints were stiff, and the pain was no longer bearable. He was in a real predicament with no one else around. If something went wrong at this point, no one would come to his rescue. 

It didn't matter, but Mark decided to scream, "Mmmpf! Mmmpf!!!" It was pointless but oddly comforted him a little, regardless. He yelled at the top of his lungs for more than ten minutes as his last bit of energy seemed to dissipate from his body. Ultimately exhausted, Mark passed out, and his body went limp. The cinderblock toppled over, leaving him hanging freely in mid-air, with his feet dangling off the ground. He gently swung side to side until the momentum gained from his collapsing muscle tension subsided.

Emma dismounted from her horse and thanked Kerry for the memorable afternoon. "That was fun!" she exclaimed. "I'm going to remember this for a long time. Today was even better than a day at the spa; my feet feel amazing!"

"It was my pleasure, hon. You're welcome to spend the afternoon here anytime. Even if I'm not around, I'll ensure there's always a slave or two available to serve you." Kerry saw just how enthusiastic Emma was. She'd make an excellent slave owner herself. Moreover, Kerry was excited about the prospect of introducing her to other like-minded women in her network.

"What next?" Emma flopped her arms down at her sides.

Kerry rubbed her leather-gloved hands together, "Well, I have a surprise for us to enjoy."

"There's more? Ah, Ok. I love surprises."

"I think you'll find this, shall I say, quite therapeutic," Kerry said with a crooked smile as she motioned Emma to follow her into the barn.

Emma's eyes lit up when she entered the barn, "Oh my gosh! Is that Mark hanging from the rafters?"

"It is."

"Are we going to whip him? I've always wanted to whip a guy, you know, for all those years of patriarchy."

"I know the feeling well. You can have all the revenge your heart desires."

"I also want to kick his balls, I mean, really hard. Is that allowed?"

"Certainly! There's no need to hold back here, Emma. My barn is a completely safe space," Kerry pleasantly assured. Then pointing to an unconscious Mark, she chuckled, "For you, I mean. For him, not so much."

Emma wasn't worried about Mark's well-being in the least. Emma was like a kid in a candy store and highly uninhibited when it came to sharing her sadistic fantasies with Kerry. The young woman grew up in the entitled generation, where girls were always treated like princesses, even when they acted like the furthest thing from it.

Emma jumped at the opportunity. "I mean, sure. I'd love to whip his ass to shreds and kick the fucker hard in the nuts. But, on the other hand, it'll be amusing to watch him limp around the office all week and struggle to sit during board meetings."

The women laughed. Kerry handed Emma an eight-foot-long, high-quality leather bullwhip she retrieved from a nearby tack box and kept a second one for herself. "Shall we wake this bitch up?" she asked.

"Let's!" Emma gleefully affirmed.

The ladies slowly circled Mark before taking a position on opposite sides of his body. They carefully admired his predicament, noting the considerable weight stretching his balls halfway to the floor. His body was limp, and his breathing shallow. Using her foot, Kerry rapped on the heavy steel items slung to his cock cage and giggled as they rocked back and forth. Mark remained in his slumberous sleep.

"Ready," asked Kerry. Emma nodded, and Kerry said, "On three then. One, two..."

The women readied their bullwhips, cocking them back over their heads, ready to strike with maximal force. Then, quickly glancing one last time at each other, Kerry winked, and Emma smiled in return.

"THREE!!!" Shouted Kerry. WHOOSH-CRACK!!! Her firey whip struck first, squarely across Mark's chest.

WHOOSH-CRACK!!! Emma snapped the whip, cutting into Mark's backside.

CRACK-CRACK! WHOOSH-CRACK-CRACK! WHOOSH-CRACK! CRACK-CRACK!!! The whooshing and cracking sounds pierced the air as the sadistic duo delivered an intermixing volley of unending lashes.

Their cruel whips lashed out with hellish fury, blanketing the front and back of Mark's defenseless limp body. Looks of joy swept across their faces as the women felt like a couple of teenage girls again, enjoying a bit of mindless fun on a lazy weekend afternoon.

Mark sprung to life, awaking from his passed-out state after the initial onslaught from Kerry and Emma. His eyes were wide open and fully alert. There wasn't any time to waste being groggy or sleepy as the intense pain he was feeling wouldn't allow it. His skin was on fire. 

Mark did the only thing he could think of; he screamed, "M-Mmmpf!!!" The ball gag dampened the muffled noises coming from his mouth at first. Then, somehow through sheer determination, he pushed the rubber ball out of his mouth until it slipped under his chin. "Ow-Arrrghhhh!!! No!!! P-Please! Please, mercy!"

WHOOSH-CRACK! "Fuck your mercy! Suffer, slave," screamed Kerry.

"Ow-Ouch! Arrrgh!"

"Take it, loser," added Emma. WHOOSH-CRACK!

His whipping lasted an eternity. Kerry and Emma were having too much fun to stop, certainly not because Mark was begging them. Mark screamed until his voice cracked, and he could no longer yell out from the pain. His cries sounded a lot more like a squealing pig after that. A giggling Emma struggled to contain her amusement. Expectedly, her laughter became a real contagion, causing Kerry to burst out and almost into tears. Between Emma's cute giggling noises and Mark's hilarious pig sounds, she couldn't help herself. Kerry hadn't had this much fun in a long time.

WHOOSH-CRACK! WHOOSH-CRACK! "Take it, pig! Squeal!" shouted Kerry. WHOOSH-CRACK!

"Ow-Arrrgh!!!!!!"

WHOOSH-CRACK!

They rotated positions for a change of target. Emma was now in the front and honed in on Mark's nipples, intent on destroying them. There were already several deep gashes with blood splattered all over the front of his body, thanks to Kerry's expert precision whip cracking. Seeing blood didn't deter Emma, and she pressed on with vigor. The atmosphere felt like a young bride's bachelorette party where nothing was off-limits, and Emma could do as she pleased while her naughty indulgences would stay secret forever. So she lashed away with intent to cause the most damage she could to Mark's flesh.

Kerry paused momentarily to admire the honesty of Emma's attack. The way she readily seized and stepped into her authority as a superior woman was admirable. It reminded Kerry of herself. Most women require a lot of time to break through the many years of inferiority programming deep within their minds before opening up just a little. It may take months before a deeply programmed woman wakes up enough even to feel comfortable having a man bow at her feet and lick her boots. Emma was already whipping the shit out of Mark and making a bloody mess, which invariably brought Kerry a warm, comforting feeling.

Content making a purplish mush out of Mark's nipples, Emma called out to Kerry, "I wanna whip his balls next!"

"You go, girl. Show him that you're the boss, not the other way around," Kerry excitedly shouted as she resumed working on Mark's ass cheeks. "Girl power! Woo-hoo!" WHOOSH-CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! She was bent on making Emma's wish come true by making it so that Mark wouldn't be able to sit comfortably for at least a month.

"Here it goes," Emma quipped as she steadied her aim.

"N-No-No! Please, no!" Mark begged.

WHOOSH-CRACK!!! It was a direct hit.

"Ow-Arrrghhh!!!" Emma's bullwhip cut right into his outstretched testicle. It instantly sent Mark into a state of panic and horrifying agony.

"Woo-hoo!" Emma celebrated, like a proudly confident cheerleader, "Nailed it!"

Kerry's whip-cracking went silent. She shouted to Emma, "Careful, Emma, I'm coming around. I don't want to get hit." Kerry paused the onslaught from the rear to inspect the damage caused by Emma. "Oooh! That looks bad."

"Let me see," said Emma before joining Kerry next to Mark's hanging body.

"You, shut up!" Kerry scolded, berating Mark and slapping his face before threatening him with additional harm. "Stop your whimpering, or else I'll take them off completely and wear them as jewelry."

Mark's genitals were gushing blood. Emma hit a larger blood vessel, tearing into it. The raw inside meat of his ball was visible through the gash.

Emma leaned in closer for a better look. Then, she offered Mark support by spitting on his bloody cock and balls, "There, let me help you clean the blood off."

"Let's not whip his balls again, Ok?" Kerry said to Emma. "Unless we feel like castrating him completely."

"Mmmm, I'm game," Emma teased, looking Mark square in his terrified eyes.

"Don't get me wrong, Emma, I want to. I just wasn't planning on cutting his balls off just yet," Kerry revealed to Mark's horror.

Mark tried to adjust his line of sight to look down at his balls but failed, "A-Are my balls ok, Goddesses?"

"For now," Kerry answered. "For now."

"Oh, thank you, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess Kerry. Thank you, Princess Emma," Mark pathetically whimpered.

"Even though your testicle is nearly hanging out of your ball sack and you're covered in badly bleeding cuts and deep lacerations, don't think for a second you're absolved of your duties," Kerry stated.

Hock-Ptooey! "Yeah!" Emma seconded, spitting in Mark's face.

Kerry walked to one end of the barn, in front of where the row of horse stalls started. Emma followed her and noticed a small wooden trap door constructed into the floor next to the series of horse stalls. There was a heavy padlock securing the hatch down to who knows where.

Kerry reached for a lone key casually left hanging on a small hook attached fleetingly to the adjacent wall. Then, squatting down over the trap door, she put the key in the lock and gingerly turned it. Click!

"What's down there?" Emma curiously wondered.

"You'll see," Kerry answered. "Worms! Get out, now!" she shouted.

Emma could hardly believe her eyes when two scrawny frail-looking naked senior citizens wriggled out of the narrow opening and onto the ground at their feet. "Oh my," she said excitedly, "What do we have here?"

"I call them shitworms," Kerry answered.

"Shitworms? How fitting; they're both covered in horseshit. And, blah, they smell like shit too," Emma gagged in disgust at the male creatures.

"You see, this door leads to a small crawlspace under the horse stalls. I try to be as environmentally friendly as possible. We don't need to waste food on these two worthless losers, so I'm having them eat and compost the manure that rains down on them from the horses. It's freshly prepared meals daily for these two shitworms," Kerry proudly explained.

"Human composters. Mmmm sounds yummy," Emma laughed before addressing the pair of elderly shitworms. "Do you like eating the shit from your owner's horse?" She laughed again as they both nodded their heads yes. "You're disgusting and pathetic." Hock-Ptooey!

"Worms, go on and cut our little whipping boy down, hanging over there," Kerry ordered as she pointed at Mark, who was barely conscious. She watched the pair scurry away on their hands and knees, almost as if being locked under the horse stalls for so long had caused them to forget how to walk upright.

The white and silver-haired, partly balding men clumsily worked to unshackle and lower Mark to the ground. His bloody body was still dripping. With his flesh blanketed in cuts and bruises, a hopelessly weak Mark dropped to the ground in a heap. His face landed heavily in the dirt to the sound of female laughter.

"You have ten minutes to gain your composure, slave," Kerry said to Mark. Then I want you to crawl to the house and meet us on the porch." She lifted her foot and said amusedly, "You have some boots to clean, bitch."

Kerry led Emma out the main door of the barn to where their horses were waiting. As time passed, the pair discovered conveniently enough that two more fresh piles of horse dung were deposited nearby. First Kerry, then Emma, trodded through the manure deliberately as Mark watched.

"You're welcome," Emma laughingly called to Mark.

Kerry then shouted at two stable slaves, "Shitworms! First, feed the horses and put them back in their stalls. Then, you're to gobble up this shit we just stepped in and get back in the hole under the stalls where you fucking belong."

"Yes, Goddess Kerry," one replied meekly.

"Yes, Ma'am, my Queen," answered the other.

Emma shook her head, "Shitworms? I wouldn't have believed you if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes." She reached for Kerry's arm, and the pair headed happily down the path to the house where afternoon tea was waiting for them on the porch.

"What took you so long, slave?" Kerry asked Mark as he climbed onto the porch crawling on his hands and knees with barely a minute to spare. "Still looking pretty fucked up, I see," she joked, surmising the sad state of his naked body.

The beautiful pair of sadists did a number on him. "We require your boot cleaning services, loser," added Emma. "They're covered in dirt and horse shit. And we want them licked clean." Her arrogance was relentless, assaulting Mark's dignity.

Mark hobbled toward the two Goddesses, a broken man, "Yes, Goddess. Thank you for this opportunity to serve you both. It's truly an honor." He groveled like a pro. But Mark meant it; it wasn't just an act to tell the women what they wanted to hear. As much as he begged them for mercy earlier, he was glad they didn't show him any. Mark wanted nothing less than for the pair of deities to enjoy torturing him - because he knew they were entitled to it.

Out of respect, Mark started with Kerry's boots. The women had propped their feet onto a small stool in front of Mark's face. He stuck out his tongue and began to lick. The smell and taste of horse dung were unmistakable. It was a signature aroma with a heavy sulfurous scent. He licked again and then again.

"Don't worry, bitch, you'll come to love the taste of horse shit in no time," Kerry mused, watching the long strokes of Mark's tongue glide across the sole of her riding boot. "This is your rightful place now."

Emma reached for and picked up a tiny little bell that sat neatly in the center of the small cafe table between her and Kerry and rang it definitively. Ding! Ding! Ding! A younger male dressed entirely in a french maid's outfit emerged from the house only seconds later.

"Yes, Ma'am, you rang?" the French maid asked.

"Oh my, Kerry. This one's young."

"Yes, I've owned this sissy for just over a year. He came to me on his eighteenth birthday, and now he's a she."

"You mean..."

"Yes, I had him castrated when he turned nineteen."

"Wonderful. I love sissies. Sissy, I'd like another tea, please," Emma asked politely.

"Yes, Ma'am. And how about you, Goddess Kerry, can I fetch anything for you, Ma'am?" she asked in an almost natural high-pitched voice.

"Nothing right now, sissy. Thank you," Kerry responded before watching her castrated maid turn tail and prance away. Her frilly short skirt bounced teasingly, occasionally revealing a pair of skimpy silk panties. "And how are you doing down there?" Kerry sternly inquired of Mark.

"Um, Yes. Very well, my Goddess." Hack-Cough! Mark gagged and coughed unexpectedly after speaking, attempting to clear his throat. The filth and debris from Kerry's boot soles had quickly started causing discomfort. He just hadn't noticed until he used his vocal cords.

"Well, you'll get no sympathy from me, bitch. You can choke to death in front of me, and I wouldn't even set down my cup of tea to help," mocked Kerry. "Besides, you'd better pick up the pace. My boots are filthy, and you still need to clean the shit from Emma's."

"Work faster, bitch," quipped Emma. "I want mine spotless before I finish my second cup of tea."

"Yes, Goddess Kerry! Yes, Princess Emma!" Mark swallowed any sense of pride that he had left, embraced his shame, and enthusiastically resumed his diligent efforts cleaning the soles and leather uppers. At this point, he committed fully; it didn't matter how dirty they were. Mark would remove any mud, smears, clumps of horse manure, and even bits of casually stepped-on squished bugs.

Kerry's sissy returned onto the porch holding a tray with another tea serving for Emma. She curtsied in front of the women, "Miss Emma, your tea."

"Thank you, sissy." Emma took the teacup and saucer from the sissy's tray and placed them on the table. "Sissy, lift your skirt for me and pull down your panties. I want to see your pussy."

Kerry nodded to the sissy affirmingly, and the sissy complied, lifting her frilly little number and slipping down her undergarments. The operation had been successful, leaving the sissy with a pretty little vagina to offer in service to men. But, of course, only whenever Kerry permitted her to whore herself out to random anonymous men, that is.

"Impressive!" Emma congratulated her. "That's a very nice pussy. You're quite the sissy and a wonderful maid as well."

"Thank you, Ma'am. May I be dismissed? Or do you require anything else? I have many chores to get back to," she asked as Kerry winked at her, smiling.

"You can go," Emma instructed, which seemed to come naturally to her.

The women watched as Kerry's maid departed again, jiggling her behind playfully with each step. They giggled, then looked down at Mark, who was still fervently licking away with a blackened tongue. Then, as both let out a sigh of contentment, Kerry and Emma leaned back and eased into their comfy chairs.

"Ahhh, this is the life," exhaled Kerry after a drawn-out stress-releasing yawn.

"I Love it. I'm in," added Emma.
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I Want More!

By now, Mark was used to living an extremely frugal life. He regularly wondered where he'd find his next meal without any disposable income to call his own. With his entire paycheck paid in slave taxes to his owner, his survival suddenly became a concern for him. But, of course, Kerry didn't care; she was intentionally oblivious to Mark's plight.

One saving grace of his was how he managed to pay off the mortgage to his home a couple of years back. His lucrative salary and the added benefit of being single afforded him that much. In addition, Mark gave up taking multiple vacations each year to save up for a larger initial down payment when he bought the home. His foresight was perhaps saving his life today. So it was one less significant expense to worry about. However, many bills were still piling up fast, left to pay.

He had canceled non-essential services like the internet, TV, and even his gym membership to save money. But it wasn't enough, and Mark had to resort to more extreme measures. For example, he adjusted the temperature setting on the furnace thermostat to the bare minimum while also forgoing his usual daily morning showers. Instead, Mark snuck into the janitor's utility room in the basement of his office building and used the facilities there. It was a very humbling additional sacrifice to make for Goddess Kerry. Yet, even with the extra frugality, it didn't feel like he was gaining enough traction to stay in command of his sliding descent into destitution. Moreover, since his entire paycheck went to Kerry, Mark was left essentially penniless apart from his life savings.

Way behind on utility payments and sometimes skipping meals for up to two days to make ends meet, Mark resorted to occasionally dipping into his retirement accounts to pay the bills and fill his growling stomach. However, Kerry strongly opposed it, voicing her displeasure when Mark finally confessed at work that he tapped into his long-term assets to pay bills and feed himself.

When she heard the news, Kerry's initial knee-jerk reaction was to have Mark drop his pants on the spot and remove his chastity device. Next, she swiftly and without warning repeatedly kicked his balls in anger, perhaps a hundred times more, before stopping the carnage. He endured it in virtual silence, not wanting to make a scene or somehow get Kerry in trouble at work. Finally, Kerry shouted at Mark, cursing him for daring to spend her money. She slapped his face repeatedly, spitting at him in between blows. Mark felt horrible; how dare he assume that while he still had control of his assets, somehow they didn't belong to Kerry. It was all hers, as Mark came to understand that evening.

Later that day, she had Mark stay at the office incredibly late. He knelt naked in the corner next to her desk and waited. Eventually, sometime after seven o'clock, Kerry returned to the office after having dinner with one of her several boyfriends. And with only the two of them in the building, Kerry locked Mark inescapably in the cock box he made for her. And after several punishing warm-up stomps, she called Emma at home and asked if she wanted to join her.

Of course, Emma enthusiastically agreed, and the sadistic duo viscously stomped on Mark's vulnerable nuts in retribution for several hours that evening. They stepped, stomped, crushed, jumped, and danced on his fully exposed balls. Mark's bloodied ruptured testicles were black and blue for more than a month afterward, and it took several days just for him to stop noticing blood in his urine. Through intense disciplinary punishment, Mark had learned the hard way that his financial savings and assets were strictly off-limits. Kerry wasn't content only to take his regular income; she wanted every last accumulated penny he was worth.

However, on occasion, Kerry would pity Mark and toss him a few dollars in coins cluttering the bottom of her purse so he could buy a case of Ramen noodles or mac & cheese when they went on sale at the grocery store. He was never given money without working for it, though. It amused Kerry to no end, making Mark beg on his knees for her spare change.

Groveling alone was never enough, and Kerry usually had Mark do something humiliating like dance naked like a fool for her behind her closed office door. She once had Mark draw a target on his chest and stand at attention shirtless across her desk. Then while chatting on a conference call, Kerry tossed the occasional dart at Mark, hard enough to make sure it stuck. Mark knew better than to yelp no matter how much it stung.

Mark was a horrible dancer, so naturally, he made an idiot of himself, which presumably was Kerry's intent. His degradation more than provided an amusing distraction from Kerry's hectic day, usually bringing tears to her eyes. Passerbyers could easily hear Kerry's laughter through the walls, and once in a while, Mark wondered what people must be thinking. It didn't matter, though. If Kerry wanted him to run naked through the hallways, he would do it for her.

Having Mark humiliate himself publically wasn't out of the question either. Kerry once instructed him to ride the subway on a busy Saturday night after the bars let out. His assignment was to ask men and women alike if he could lick the bottoms of their shoes while a bystander filmed it. It made for an amusing highlight reel for Kerry and Emma to enjoy while waiting for their meal orders to arrive on their lunch breaks.

One incident, in particular, was Emma's favorite. Mark approached a young couple and asked the gentlemen if he could lick his shoes. The man's intoxicated girlfriend laughed so hard at the sight of Mark that it caused the blonde-haired college bunny to puke onto the subway car floor. Then, with Mark's tongue slavishly polishing the sole of his sneaker, the alpha male purposely stepped in his girlfriend's vomit with his other foot and offered it to Mark. "Lick it!" he ordered. Mark obeyed without hesitation while the crowd of onlookers laughed hysterically.

Kerry's handouts went a long way, and with an added bit of diligent rationing, it went even further. But it wasn't enough to fully satisfy his aching hunger, let alone pay the delinquency notices from the utility companies.

Mark had to find other means. Going days without eating helped, not counting the mud and filth that Kerry and Emma had him regularly lick from their boots and shoes. That, he ate daily, of course. Then, brilliantly one day, Kerry suggested that Mark could eat from the trash for all she cared. She meant it as a derogatory comment. However, it was a slur that turned into a welcomed suggestion.

He was desperate, so he began rummaging through the garbage receptacles after hours at the office. Mark got to know the habits and schedule of the night shift cleaning crew and always found his meal in time before they arrived to empty the trash bins in the cafeteria.

The cafeteria usually yielded the best results. But, of course, Kerry and Emma's wastebaskets sometimes contained surprise edible treasures. Occasionally Mark got lucky and would find a half-eaten apple in Kerry's trash under her desk or a spit-out clump of already chewed lunch in Emma's. But, of course, those finds always tasted best coming from the garbage of Goddesses such as Kerry and Emma. So it quickly became routine that once he finished cleaning whatever the women left for him to polish on Kerry's boot tray, Mark ventured through the rubbish for dinner each evening after work.

He found himself sitting once again outside Ms. Chantal Gibson's office. Her secretary, Michael, was busy chatting on the phone with his husband about their dinner plans. Mark wasn't sure if Michael had forgotten he was sitting within earshot because the married couple's conversation quickly turned Not-Safe-For-Work shortly after he arrived. So much so that Mark began to worry a little about Michael's job should Chantal or another senior associate accidentally overhear him.

During the awkward twenty-minute wait, Mark couldn't help but listen intently. He listened to how Michael and his beau planned to stay in for the evening and prepare a delicious-sounding dinner together. He learned that Michael loves pampering his husband and committed to giving his partner a full body massage after dinner, starting with his feet up to the top of his head. After that, they planned to have a few more Martinis and play a few rounds of naked twister.

It sounded like a lot of fun, for them, of course, Mark told himself. Though, he would have done anything to join them if only to share in on that beautiful sounding meal. Mark's stomach audibly growled despite his best efforts to hide it. It was enough to prompt Michael to briefly look up from behind the cover of his desk before returning to his conversation. It was the affirmation that Mark needed to confirm that Michael hadn't forgotten that he was sitting nearby, able to hear his entire dialogue. It was rather apparent that Michael didn't mind how Mark listened to every intimate detail.

Then without warning, the NSFW planning call between Chantal's secretary and his husband went full-on x-rated. Michael started talking about how much he loved his partner's cock. The length, the thickness, the shape. He seemed to love everything associated with his partner's penis and promised to give him a blow job that he wouldn't soon forget. But, in return, he asked for his man to shoot his big load into his Martini glass. Michael claimed it would be a delicacy, calling it a dirty Martini, and seemed to salivate at the thought of downing the drink.

Although his initial reaction was disgust by all the talk of a man servicing another man's cock, Mark rapidly dismissed it, focusing instead on how hard his dick was becoming while continuing to eavesdrop on the conversation. After years of using pornography, the idea no longer bothered him. Forced-bi porn was one of Mark's favorites, and he quickly caught himself imagining Kerry lending him to Michael and his husband for a weekend to be their dutiful cocksucker. However, fantasizing about sucking a man's cock was one thing, but putting one in his mouth and pumping it up and down until it exploded, would be an entirely different experience.

The call ended, and Michael hung up the phone with a delightful expression. Mark decided to refocus rather than engage in any awkward follow-up conversation with Michael. Instead, he wondered why Kerry dragged him back to meet with her attorney, the gorgeous blonde-haired Goddess, Ms. Gibson.

His income was already regularly deposited directly into Kerry's account. He swore he'd never touch his savings or investments again without her permission. What more damage could she do? Kerry took 100% of his lucrative managerial salary, leaving him with basically nothing with which to live. He struggled to understand her motivation for the return visit. It wasn't going to go in his favor, though; that much he knew for sure.

Before even seeing her enter the office foyer, Mark recognized Kerry by her perfume. However, she ignored Mark while whizzing past the front desk rather than acknowledging him. Instead, she was greeted almost immediately by Ms. Gibson. The pair disappeared into Chantal's office and closed the door. Was Mark supposed to follow them in, he wondered. He looked at Michael, who offered no help as he busily shuffled through a mountain of paperwork. It was probably best that Mark stayed put until explicitly called.

His thoughts began drifting once again. Mark was effectively broke after Kerry had him sign his future paychecks to her. However, he couldn't keep from focusing on the perks of being her loyal slave. Unfortunately, despite the hefty monetary sacrifice, Kerry insisted that he still be obligated to buy her gifts on special occasions such as her birthday and Valentine's day. So Mark had to cough up yet additional money somehow, or Kerry might be inclined to castrate him and toss his balls in a jar of formaldehyde as she so often threatened.

Kerry also expected that he regularly spoil her with gifts and the like. Mark was supposed to pay for her occasional dates with real-man lovers. If he didn't, she'd be furious with him, and he wasn't about to let down the love of his life. So he needed to figure out how to make some additional money on the side to make ends meet without dipping into his 401(k). What Mark desperately needed was a second job. So he humbled himself and got one.

Delivering pizzas for a local pizzeria whenever he could find free time during his evenings and weekends wasn't all that bad. Admittedly, it wasn't much, but it was a welcome cash stream with Kerry already taxing him so heavily. Of course, he still had to beg for spare change and eat from the garbage receptacles at work, but at least he could occasionally spoil Kerry with spa appointments and dinners at fancy restaurants.

Thankfully, Kerry allowed him to keep his meager wages from delivering pizza to incentivize him to work more diligently for her. The irony was not lost on anyone that Mark spent most of it spoiling Kerry with gifts. He bought her flowers on boss appreciation day, paid for most of her shoe purchases, covered the cost of her lunches and coffees each day, and contributed to her vacation fund. This year she was planning to sail the islands of Fiji on a luxury cruise line.

Michael interrupted Mark's thoughts, "They'll see you now, Mr. McCauly."

"Oh, ok. Thank you, Michael," Mark politely responded, rising to his feet. "Say, good luck on that dinner of yours with your husband. He sounds scrumptious." Michael laughed, and Mark quickly corrected himself, "I mean dinner sounds yummy, not his, um-uh, you know what I mean. Sorry for eavesdropping." Mark was flush, nervous that he'd made a fool of himself.

Michael quickly set him at ease, "I know, I know," he laughingly assured. "It's no biggy. But hey, if you're ever interested in trying my cooking, I'd love it if you dropped by sometime. I know Carter, my beau, wouldn't mind."

It was a nice gesture, but was Michael inviting Mark on a date? First, Mark wondered what it would be like to have a three-way with two other men. Then, he reminded himself of all the videos he watched where he would imagine kneeling and servicing multiple men. "Uh, no, that's ok. I'm quite busy these days," Mark finally answered.

As if reading his thoughts, Michael added, taking it one step further, "Maybe I should be asking Ms. Lockheart. Perhaps she could find some time to loan you out."

"Perhaps," Mark replied without objection, "but I have to go."

Mark scampered into Ms. Gibson's office, where she and Kerry were waiting. Then, without being asked, he quietly took his place at Kerry's feet as she sat across Chantal's large opulent desk.

"Ok bitch. It's time to sign again." Kerry kicked Mark's thigh.

"Yes, Goddess." Mark automatically responded and began signing the legal papers where indicated. He didn't question Kerry or Chantal about the nature of the paperwork, nor did he attempt to read any of it. Instead, he signed as instructed.

"Good," Kerry indicated, pointing at the final place Mark needed to sign, "and here as well." 

"Wonderful," smiled Chantal, "you now own all of Mark's assets outright. And his home? You mentioned that you plan to sell, correct?"

"Yes, I don't want to wait," Kerry answered. "I'm calling my real estate agent after we finish here. I want it liquidated and turned to cash."

Mark wondered where he was going to live. Kerry had graciously allowed him to continue living in his home for several months. It was only a matter of time before she outright took it from him; it was inevitable. He thought maybe now was the right time to ask Kerry about living arrangements, "But-" so he stupidly interjected himself into the conversation.

"Oh shut up, you worthless piece of shit. No one cares about you," Kerry scolded.

"Well said," Chantal seconded while getting up from her chair and heading out the door to get several copies made.

Kerry looked down at Mark, saying, "Besides, a worm lives in the dirt. You should be at home slithering and squirming in the sewers underneath society's feet." Being the astute woman she was, Kerry already knew what Mark wanted to ask her without him saying it.

"Y-Yes, Ma'am. As you wish, Goddess Kerry," Mark nervously concurred.

"Anyways, I wasn't planning to mention it right now, but I may as well. Remember several weeks ago when I had you strung up in my barn and precious Emma and I bullwhipped the living daylights out of you?" Kerry asked.

"Yes, Goddess. It was an honor to suffer to such an extent for you. I still have many of the scars from your bullwhip," Mark proudly declared.

"Good. You're quite welcome, by the way." Kerry adjusted her posture, uncrossing and then re-crossing her legs. "And you met my two manure composting shit worms?"

"Yes, under the horse stalls."

"Right. Well, one of those old fucks passed away last week, not that I feel sorry for that shiteater." She paused to reflect momentarily. "Quite the contrary, I'm delighted!" Kerry's expression washed over with happiness.

"Goddess?"

"I discovered that ten years ago, he named me the sole beneficiary of his massive life insurance policy. He was a retired banker without family, and the only thing he wanted in life was to worship me through his service and suffering. So I kept him locked in a cage in my basement for most of his retirement years. You see, all I needed him for was to collect his lucrative pension. Then, after I had the new barn constructed with much of your money, I put him to work outside as one of my new horse shit composters."

"He must have loved you, Goddess, to endure through so much just to please you," Mark offered.

"Of course he did, loser," she barked, kicking his ribs with the toe of her boot. "Back to my original point. I require another manure boy, and you're it, at least for a few months until I can figure out what to do with you in the long term."

Mark's shoulders slumped; he didn't want to spend months eating horse manure. It's not that he found it all that disgusting. On the contrary, he enjoyed licking it from Kerry's boots. However, he wasn't sure how healthy it would be to ingest so much of it daily.

Certain that Kerry would disregard his thoughts on the matter, Mark kept quiet and didn't object. "Yes, Goddess. I worship you. As you command."

"And that's why I'm selling your house. The reality is that you won't need it from now on, bitch. Or should I say, shit worm?" Kerry laughed out loud, unable to contain her amusement. "You must have at least a few months of vacation banked up. It's the perfect opportunity to use them."

"What's so funny, babe?" Chantal asked, stepping back into her office.

"I was laughing at this loser and making fun of him. But, since he's homeless now, I've decided to put him to use under my stables," Kerry laughed again.

"Right, eating horse shit all day. What did you call those old bastards you keep locked in that hole? Worms?" Chantal wondered.

"Shitworms." 

"Yes! Hilarious, Kerry. That's why I love you so much, babe. You have fun with it." Chantal handed Kerry two copies of the legal forms, "I'll walk you through it all, don't worry." Then, the blonde bombshell attorney bent down and asked Mark, "Tell me, would you rather eat horse shit all day or human shit? Because I've outfitted each of my five bathrooms at home with a human toilet. It waits all day and night, hoping I might shit into its mouth. What do you think about that, shithead?" Hock-Ptooey!

"I-I don't know," Mark mumbled.

"Don't worry," said Chantal Gibson, "I'm sure Kerry will allow you to try both. Then, you can decide which you prefer as your meal for the day. But it really wouldn't matter; a shiteater is a shiteater. If you're a good boy, she may even ask one of her Alpha boyfriends to use your disgusting mouth for a toilet." Again, Hock-Ptooey! This time, Chantal spat a thick wad of phlegm from the back of her throat, coating Mark's nose and mouth.

Forgetting about the dread of Kerry following through with any of what Ms. Gibson said, Mark could only marvel with fascination at the beauty inherent in the stunning attorney's arrogance. Who was Chantal Gibson, he wondered. He wanted to take a peek into her lifestyle, be a fly on her wall for a moment. What seductively dark and mysterious adventures she must have? Chantal was a seasoned enslaver of men much like Kerry, but for even longer and with a particular penchant for the lifestyle that most born-dominant women don't even possess.

Mark imagined how it would be like to serve such a confident, well-put-together Goddess as Ms. Chantal Gibson of Gibson & Associates. She and Kerry were natural taskmistresses who needed to maintain strict and total control. Who could blame them, Mark told himself. They were perfectly flawless creatures.

Mark gawked at Chantal's tall black stilettos. He wanted to lick her Louboutins more than anything but dared not ask. It wasn't a slave's place to make such requests. The patent leather and red sole bottoms were the signature style by Louboutin. Mark became enamored by the sight and sound of her heels clicking as she swaggered around her desk.

Noticing his gaze, Chantal chimed, "These heels cost more than you earn in three months working as a pizza boy." Then, easing back into her comfortable chair, she explained the contract details to Kerry. Chantal went on as Kerry nodded, fully comprehending that she now owned every last item with any value of Mark's, including him. Chantal also explained that the contract was binding and permanent with no revocation clauses. "So, in summary, you own everything now. The house, his investments, and all personal property, present, and future."

"You're the best, Chantal." Kerry stood up and leaned across the desk to kiss Chantal.

That was much more than a friendly kiss between girls, Mark noted. Kerry kissed Chantal on the lips with a peck, but as she pulled away, Chantal yanked her back close and delivered a long passionate one in return. The gorgeous Goddesses remained in a lingering embrace as Mark watched their tounges dart in and out of each other's mouths. They were devouring each other's lips in a way a man and woman could never do.

There was something incredibly erotic about witnessing the two women make out. It was beyond simply enlightening; it was spiritual. Mark felt a profound sense of worship and idolization of the women. It caused his cock to swell harder than it had ever been since it was caged. He wanted badly to pull it out and jerk himself into a state of goon but knew better and quickly cleared the thought from his mind. How dare he consider objectifying the deities in that way.

"Come to my place this evening," Chantal whispered in Kerry's ear. "I'll order a couple of well-hung studs for us to enjoy. We'll have a foursome."

"Mmmm. That sounds appetizing," Kerry panted and then moaned when Chantal put her hand between her pant legs and gently caressed up and down Kerry's crotch.

"And does that feel appetizing?" Chantal teased.

"Oh-Oooo-Ah-Ummmm. Y-Y-Yesss." Kerry oozed with pleasure.

"I can have George serve us expensive wine while our studs pleasure us."

"Oooo. Uh-huh. How is good old hubby bitch doing?"

"He keeps my house in order, and my shoes are always shined. What more could a girl ask for from a husband?" Chantal didn't wait for Kerry to respond any further. "I'll send a car for you later this evening."

"Sounds great," Kerry said before something jogged her memory on another topic. "Chantal?"

"Yes, my sweet dear?"

"I'd like to get this bitch started volunteering his services at the glory hole. Do you still manage the one downtown?"

Chantal nodded, "Yes, well, I don't. I have someone else running it, but I can call ahead, and they can put him to work."

"Perfect!" Kerry smiled, breaking her embrace with Chantal. She turned to Mark, "I think you'll be a wonderful cocksucker. Although, if I don't hear amazing feedback from the club, you're getting castrated. But, on the other hand, it might improve your cocksucking skills. You won't let me down!"

"Ow-Ouch!" Mark recoiled from Kerry's swift kick that she expertly placed on his chest this time. "No, Goddess, I won't let you down."

"Wonderful," added Chantal.

"Heel, bitch! It's time to go." Kerry led Mark out like a dog in tow past Michael's desk.

Michael politely stopped Kerry. "Excuse me, Ms. Lockheart. May I have a quick word? It's about Mark. I'd like to borrow him for a night or more," he inquired.

Glory hole? Mark wasn't enthusiastic about the idea of sucking on anonymous men's dicks all night. But it's what Kerry wants and what Goddess Kerry wanted, Goddess Kerry got. Mark admitted, however, that the notion of eating random cum loads while beefy hot studs were working over his beautiful Goddess Kerry did turn him on.
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Gloryhole Galore

"Yuck!" Mark gagged, attempting to swallow the man's load. He couldn't have imagined that a man's testicles could produce so much jizz. It was like an endless torrent of thick and clumpy cum flowing from the head of his dick. How do you turn off this spigot of stickiness, Mark desperately wondered.

"Swallow it, faggot! Eat my load, bitch!" The anonymous gentleman barked at Mark through the paper-thin wall. "I want my nuts drained, dry!"

Mark lost count sometime after the twentieth penis protruded through the hole into his cramped, darkened closet-like room that hopelessly imprisoned him. There was barely enough room to kneel on the unforgiving and poorly padded mat placed crookedly on the floor in front of the hole. Apart from the paltry floor covering and a small red light mounted on the wall, the tiny room was empty - no wipes, no disinfectant, no nothing. It wasn't very sanitary, but neither was sucking the unprotected dicks of hordes of random men all night long.

Mark promptly left the office and punctually reported to the address that Kerry supplied him. He parked his car and entered the non-descript-looking industrial establishment. An attractive petite dark-skinned woman dressed in a serpentine skin-tight black rubber catsuit stood behind the front counter, waiting to greet guests. The cat-like woman came out from behind the counter and approached Mark, slinking closer. That's when he noticed the accessories complimenting her mind-blowing catsuit. The African Goddess wore a commanding pair of tall black leather stiletto-heeled boots. Her short black leather gloves were presumably to get a good grip while swinging the coiled-up bullwhip hanging from her hip.

"Is that for security purposes?" Mark idiotically asked her, immediately realizing how he put his foot in his mouth addressing her so casually.

The female guard's hair was tied back tightly in a bun, giving her a stern, commanding overall look that Mark found amazingly sexy. Then, looking directly at Mark, she responded coldly, "I use it for amusement."

"Oh, I'm sorry, Ma'am. I didn't mean any disrespect," Mark apologized profusely, backtracking as best he could.

"Name?" she asked plainly.

"Mark McCauly. I was sent here by my Goddess Kerry Lockheart. To volunteer."

"Yes, I see you here," the woman said, looking into her tablet, "I have you on glory hole duty today," she confirmed. "Alright, strip!" she commanded abruptly, maintaining her stern facial expression.

Ready or not, Mark was far from prepared for the experience. Nevertheless, he nodded in compliance and slipped off his shoes right where he stood, in the middle of the main entrance for all to see.

As he hurriedly removed his clothing, she handed him a dog collar to wear, "Our policy requires that male slaves wear a collar at all times while on the premises." Then the mysterious woman told Mark it was good that he was already locked in chastity; otherwise, he'd have to rent one of the club's devices for a hefty $100 per day fee. But, of course, the fee was on top of the existing user charges that Mark was required to pay. So it didn't matter that he was there to volunteer himself to serve as a glory hole cocksucker for the evening. Slaves must pay, regardless.

She processed his paperwork, took his identification, and added Mark to the system's registry. Next, the woman took several naked photos of Mark from various angles, including close-ups of his genitals. "They're for your file," she said. "I had to zoom in."

The sexy rubber-clad woman returned to a computer kiosk behind the counter and typed away for several minutes while Mark stood shivering in the lobby. Several men came in off the street while he waited. Some laughed while others just chuckled at Mark. It was one thing to be humiliated by a woman but entirely another for random men wearing street clothes to laugh at him in public. It was humbling.

Mark watched as the men produced a chip card that allowed them to bypass the counter, although he couldn't understand why anyone would want to pass up a chance to chat it up with the gorgeous guard. So instead, the visitors used their chip cards to open several locked doors that dotted the lobby.

"Can't wait to get my cocked sucked," said one younger college type to his buddy.

"I've got a five-day load that I need out," replied the friend. "But first, I've got to piss like a horse," he laughed.

"All done," chirped the guard, "we're ready to put you to work now." She initially approached Mark calmly, then in one fell swoop, the beautiful stern-faced Goddess whipped out a dog leash out of nowhere and clasped it onto Mark's collar. "Heel!" she ferociously ordered while tugging on his leash with a powerful downward force.

A naked Mark crawled behind his slaver as she led him down a long sterile-looking corridor that was remarkably void of decor. 

The beauty of Mark's immediate situation wasn't lost on Mark. Here was a middle-aged white European descended male crawling naked at the end of a leash held by a young black African-American Goddess. It was a small price to pay in retribution for generations of slavery; however a welcoming gesture.

As he struggled to keep up with the brisk pace of the guard, Mark heard muffled noises coming from the rooms they passed. Some sounded like innocent chatter, some were groaning, and yet others were unmistakably the sound of terrified screams.

"You're lucky; your owner signed you up for glory hole duty." The sweet petite executioner spoke a little more naturally this time. "It brings in a lot of money for the cause. We charge fucktards like you to suck cock and the Johns who pay to be serviced by wimps like you."

Wondering what she meant, Mark asked, "The cause?"

The woman turned to respond to Mark while still leading him down the corridor. Mark crawled frantically in a desperate attempt to match the torturess's brisk pace. But despite his best efforts, the feline deity hopelessly dragged Mark along by always maintaining firm tension on his taught leash. And unbeknownst to her, it was causing the edge of Mark's collar to dig into his neck unforgivingly.

"This establishment is a non-profit charity founded by Chantal Gibson to support the worthy cause of Female Supremacy," she said, finally starting to exhibit what appeared to be a smile, or at least as close to one that a woman as tough as she could muster.

"Chantal Gibson?"

"Yes, she's our founding Matriarch."

Mark couldn't believe it, but it all made sense now. It was the missing piece to Goddess Chantal's story that he was so intent on figuring out. This facility was her creation. She was like a Godmother to Female Supremacy, Mark guessed. But how on earth did she convince the government that a glory hole even remotely resembled a tax-exempt charity?

"Yes, Goddess. It's a very worthy cause." Mark spinelessly concurred with her previous statement.

"When I'm not helping at the door processing fucks like you, I spend my time in the subterranean levels working Re-Education and Retribution." Her demeanor turned suddenly from cold with a hint of civility to overtly enamored and slightly psychotic. "But to be honest, the Retribution wing is my favorite."

"What happens in those places?" Mark asked but was simultaneously afraid to hear her answer.

"In Re-Education, we break down male chauvinist pigs and misguided macho bullshit men sent to us by wives and female corporate CEOs. Then once we strip away everything and all that's left is a whimpering wretch, we build him back better than before."

"Better?" Mark wondered.

"Yes, more obedient and much more respectful of women. Like a true feminist male ought to be - a Gynarchist," she smiled.

"I see," Mark nodded, "and the Retribution wing? What happens there?"

She laughed, "You really wanna know? Most men sent there never come out. I'm not saying they're all killed, but those who aren't will spend the rest of their lives underground in the most horrible living conditions possible. We put them in a tiny cell, giving them only four hours a day to sleep, and the rest of the time, we torture them. Seven days a week," she explained. "It's so much fun!"

"What did they have to do to get sent there?" Mark wanted to know so he could never be condemned to such a hellish-sounding fate.

"For their crimes against women, of course," she stated precisely.

The guard spoke with a clear and fond tone of voice. He could tell she believed what she was doing was just, and Mark respected her for that. "They get what they deserve," he summarised her points in solidarity.

"It's where we punish those males that wrong us. And by that, I mean endless torture. The state sends us their repeat offender rapists because we know what to do with them." A sinister smile broke as her face animated, coming to life. "This whip here," she patted the implement of torture on her hip. "It's for show mostly. I like wearing it to see the look in the eyes of fresh meat, like you," she smiled eerily.

Fresh meat? Like him? Mark gulped anxiously. He reminded himself that he was there to give blowjobs and not get his backside shredded by a psychopath, no matter how beautiful she was. Although, he already knew what that felt like and still hadn't fully healed after Kerry and Emma shredded his flesh.

"I keep my workhorse bullwhips underground. They're hanging just outside the main dungeon to dry out."

"To dry out, Ma'am?"

"When I'm through with them, they're dripping soaked in blood," she answered in a cold, matter-of-fact tone. The woman then yanked on his leash, presumably to shut Mark up from speaking further.

Mark imagined the horrors happening under their very feet and pictured this beautiful petite dark-skinned enchantress dressed in latex inflicting cruel and sadistic terror on her male victims. He admired her; she was so impeccably gorgeous. Mark then remembered her comment from earlier when she shared that she uses her bullwhip for amusement. It sunk in, and he finally understood what she meant by it. It spoke volumes about what a sadist she was. Enamored by her convictions, Mark quietly praised her, muttering worshipful words to her as they arrived at the glory hole wing.

There were a dozen small closet-like doors. Behind each door was an individual booth where cocksuckers were locked while servicing johns. She opened a door and ordered, "Get in there! Your owner signed you up for a twelve-hour double shift. I hope you're hungry, bitch. It's a Friday night, and there are only two other cocksuckers on duty. So you're about to get your stomach full." She kicked Mark in the ribs causing him to lose his balance and stumble into the room.

"W-Wait, Goddess." Mark had to ask her something. "What's your name, Goddess, if I may know? So that I can thank you for walking me like your dog this evening."

"It's Goddess Nikki, worm." Hock-Ptooey! She spat in his face and unclasped the leash from his collar. "Now get in there and suck some dick, faggot! There's one already waiting."

The door slammed shut, and Mark heard the locking sound of the deadbolt engaging. She had locked him in! He tried turning the doorknob from the inside, but it was useless; he was a prisoner in the tiny closet for the next twelve hours.

Goddess Nikki wasn't lying when she said someone was already waiting for service. A small red LED light hanging in the upper right corner glowed brightly. Under it, a sign read 'SUCK WHEN LIT!' Unfortunately for Mark, the sign lit up just as Goddess Nikki turned to leave. It was time to earn his keep.

Not another second had passed when a fully erect penis poked through the opening bumping into Mark's cheek. "Suck on it, whore," a husky, stout voice commanded. "Make daddy's cock feel real good."

Mark slowly opened his mouth and wrapped his lips around the head of the man's penis. He hesitated, and the man shouted, "I said suck it, faggot!"

Mark then reminded himself why he was there. He was doing it for Kerry Lockheart, his owner and the Goddess he now worshiped as head of his new Gynarchist religion.

It was the first cock he'd ever sucked. It went by quickly as the man's bark was worse than his bite. Less than sixty seconds later, he came into Mark's mouth. It wasn't a lot, but Mark struggled to gulp it all down. Being a rookie, he forgave himself for hesitating, although Mark knew she wouldn't have been so kind if Kerry had been there with him.

As he slurped the last bit of dripping cum stringing from the head of the anonymous cock, Mark quietly thanked Kerry for the privilege of eating another man's cum. It was what he needed to do to psychologically train himself to stomach the thought of what he was doing in her name. Oddly, it helped, and Mark instantly felt more confident about his predicament.

It may have been his first cock sucked but certainly not even close to the last for the night. Nevertheless, Mark dug in and only had to wait seconds before the next one poked into his booth.

It had a beautiful circumcised head and shaved smooth all over. There was no smell, and Mark immediately thanked his lucky stars. This cock would be much easier to suck, so he got to work. Spitting on the head, Mark slid it into his mouth and pushed his face down onto the shaft. The man moaned, and Mark knew he was someone in his twenties, maybe even a college student.

"Suck it faggot. I brought you a five-day load this time, and my buddy's right behind me waiting with another load for you," the voice behind the wall ordered.

Mark immediately knew that the cock he was sucking belonged to one of the college frat boys that laughed at him earlier in the main lobby. It felt good to match a face to the penis. Mark was curious and wondered what kind of load a younger man would shoot into his mouth. Would it be thick and clumpy or runny? How would he taste?

One after another, he sucked and throated their cocks. Some were big, and some were small. Some were shaved or cut, while others were hairy and uncut. Some smelled bad, but Mark had to stomach through it and swallow every load no matter what. Johns were paying customers, and there was an expectation that cocksuckers would provide a high-quality service to all Johns. Indeed, the glory hole policy was, 'All cum will be swallowed with gratitude.' Somehow Mark inherently already knew this without actually having read the policy.

Inevitably, Mark faced his first momentous challenge in his current predicament. While faced with a monster cock adorned with softball-sized testicles, Mark naturally felt uneasy about how he would perform. And when the man started cumming, and it looked like he was never going to stop cumming, Mark told himself he had no choice. Every load of cum must be swallowed. The mantra repeatedly played in his head as he gulped down the cocky frat boy's jizz.

"Swallow it, faggot! Eat my load, bitch!" the brat commanded.

Mark was gagging on it. The man was too large. Some of his cum dripped out of Mark's mouth and landed on the floor instead. He prayed the impatient, entitled alpha wouldn't notice. Regardless, he planned to lick it up later, hoping that would still be ok according to the glory hole policy.

There was so much cum shooting out of the head of the man's penis. He must have had extremely high levels of testosterone in his system to produce such an eruption. To stem the flow oozing onto the floor, Mark boldly pushed his face onto his cock as hard as he could, forcing the massive member deep into the back of his throat. It hurt like hell at first, but it suddenly became bearable after tearing past his vocal cords and tonsils and the man's cock partway down his stomach. The dick was huge, maybe ten inches, and very thick, but Mark was determined to swallow it whole.

Once down his throat, the john grew even more excited, "Ahhh, fuck yeah! Oh shit. You're good! No one's ever taken my cock that deep. Suck it dry!"

Surprisingly, his cumming continued, pumping directly into Mark's stomach. Unable to moan, let alone speak, Mark felt its throbbing and thrusting as the cock wedged in his throat pulsed and pounded out every last drop of juices.

"Oh-Ahhhhhh!" the man with a horse's cock finally sighed in relief, keeping his penis in place a while longer until it became flaccid enough to become passively unstuck from Mark's throat.

As the hours went on, Mark concentrated on honing his skills. He quickly became confident in his ability to service cock with much practice. He even started enjoying himself, longing to taste cum. The peculiar thing was how soon Mark went from being turned off by the idea of sucking a man's cock to loving every second of it. He was genuinely looking forward to seeing and tasting all the different varieties of a dick there were. Then, Mark recalled Michael's offer and quietly kicked himself for not accepting and spending time with him and his husband. He would have loved to suck them both off now.

Later in the evening, things started to slow down, and Mark began thinking more about Kerry. He wondered how her date with Chantal was going. Chantal promised Kerry a good time at her mansion. But, Mark couldn't shake the idea of the two Goddesses locking lips and wondered what they were up to and what he was missing.
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Black Is Better

"Oooooooh!!! A-Ah-Ah-Ahhh! Oh fuck yeah! Harder! Harder!" Chantal groaned.

"Mmmm, yeah. Pound me harder, you stud. Fuck me! Mmm-Yeah!" Kerry mirrored Chantal's excitement in near unison.

The women laid back on the bed with legs spread open as two tall, handsome muscular black men merrily fucked their pussies. They occasionally paused, pulled out, and switched places with each other, giving the women an enhanced encounter. That way, Chantal and Kerry could experience the feeling of both premium male specimens inside of them.

Their naturally long and meaty manly cocks thrust in and out, keeping the pair moaning and cooing in ecstasy, dancing at the very edges of sexual bliss. It was a better feeling than any mind-altering substance could ever provide. Cuckolding was a favorite pastime of Chantal's. Sharing it with Kerry made it all the more special.

"Urgh! His cock feels so fucking amazing, Chantal!" Kerry shouted joyfully.

"Relaxing, isn't it?" Chantal replied. "Nothing beats a big black cock in your pussy," Chantal moaned before turning and leaning into Kerry. They locked lips while their tongues embraced and began a lustfully poetic waltz.

Chantal's rented studs looked at each other and smiled. They watched closely as Kerry and Chantal made out with each other. Kerry's lips dominated over Chantal's, but Chantal's tongue freely darted in and out, licking Kerry's face all over in the process.

It only further aroused the men. They pushed their cocks harder, fucking the women with rhythmic intensity, the way only a black man could. Their erections grew stiffer still. As they jackhammered the women, Chantal and Kerry groaned and shouted in uncontrollable pleasure. They had been at it for multiple hours, and both had already experienced several orgasms.

"Ah-Ah-Ohhh fuck yeah!!!" Chantal reached another with a dramatic flair.

"Ah-Ah-Ah uh shit. Fuck me, mmmm." Kerry's followed only a moment or so later.

Exhausted, both women collapsed, releasing all tension from their glistening naked bodies. One intense orgasm after the next for several hours was enough for them. So they slumped back into Chantal's king-sized bed, looked at each other, and then laughed.

"That was fun," an elated Kerry confessed.

"Boys, why don't you finish yourselves up now. You've earned it," Chantal said to the ebony gods, who happily kept on thrusting deep inside the women.

They must have already been close to cumming as it only took another minute, "Oooh! I felt that load." Chantal giggled as the first stud filled his condom while deep inside her.

"Oh, yes! That one was big too," laughed Kerry, feeling her guy finally reach orgasm, emptying the contents of his testicles into her.

When one of the male escorts reached down to peel the condom from his penis, Chantal waved, stopping him abruptly and insisted he wait. Instead, she reached for a small brass bell sitting on the bedside table and gave it a sharp, brief ring. Ding-Ding!

Chantal's husband, George, immediately burst into the room as if he had been waiting outside the door the entire time. "I'm here, Goddess Chantal," he announced. "Goddess Kerry, it's a pleasure to see you as well."

"The pleasure is all yours, loser," Kerry condescended.

George was dressed formally in a black tuxedo with a white shirt and black tie. He looked like a butler, which was likely Chantal's intent for him. He wore white gloves and was pushing a tray stocked with several amenities.

"Goddesses, I brought you both some fresh bathrobes and some white wine to enjoy while you relax." Taking a plush white robe from his tray, George first helped Chantal into hers before doing the same for Kerry. He then handed each of them a glass of freshly uncorked vintage wine straight from Chantal's basement wine cellar.

"George, don't be rude to our guests," Chantal scolded while pointing to the two beautiful escorts standing patiently next to the bed. "This is Terrance, and this is Dalton."

George smiled. "Sir," he said, first looking at Terrance and, "Sir," followed by Dalton.

"They are real men, unlike you. So you better show them proper respect." Chantal cautioned George while the men looked at her with an eyebrow raised.

"Yes, Goddess," affirmed George.

"Boys, this is George, my cuckold husband," Chantal confessed with a sense of pride. "And please, he is at your service."

"Ok," said Terrance peeling off his condom and handing it to George.

George handed the man a damp, warm facecloth to wipe his genitals with and watched as Terrance started cleaning the sex juices from his dick and the sweat from his ass.

"Thank you, Sir," George added. "For this honor. It's quite a privilege." But Terrance mostly ignored him, not comprehending what George was talking about until seeing what George did next.

Bringing the heavily weighted condom holding Terrance's massive load to his nose, George inhaled deeply, sniffing its contents. "Mmm," said George before lowering it to his lips and tipping it up until a thick, slippery torrent of jizz started flowing out and into his mouth. Terrance watched with disbelief and disgust as another man greedily ate his cum.

"Are you sure this is your husband?" joked Dalton. "Shit, he's no husband. He's a bitch," he mocked.

Chantal and Kerry both laughed. They found it amusing watching real men mock and insult pathetic beta-wimp males. Kerry pointed to Dalton's colossal cock, still wrapped in a condom. "Make George take it off and eat it," she insisted.

"That's rank!" blurted Terrance, still fixated on George gleefully eating his cum.

George savored the gooey clumps of sperm swimming in the man's semen, swishing it around and rolling it on his tongue. It was as if he was sampling a glass of fine wine and trying to tease out the flavorful essence of Terrance's cum.

"Now eat Dalton's load, faggot!" Kerry commanded.

"Yes, Goddess," George said, first placing Terrance's empty condom on his serving tray.

Dalton laughed, "Saving that for later, bitch?"

George got down on his knees this time and took the initiative to remove Dalton's condom himself. Although both men had huge cocks, Dalton's was more prominent, and so was his load. At least two total ounces of alpha male cum hung from the tip of his penis. George carefully slipped the latex from his cock and poured it into his grateful mouth, again, taking the time to thoroughly taste and savor the texture and flavor of every last drop.

As with Terrance, Mark gave Dalton a warm damp face cloth to wipe himself with while eating the cum from Dalton's condom. First, Terrance and then Dalton tossed their used towels onto George's face, satisfied that their genitals and ass cracks were now feeling fresh and clean. George inhaled deeply with both rags covering his nostrils and could smell the sex and sweat from their alpha-male bodies. George's dick tingled as it pressed tightly against the walls of his restrictive chastity cage.

The whole room erupted in laughter at George's expense. Both Terrance and Dalton shook their heads while Chantal and Kerry pointed and laughed out loud at George and how utterly pathetic he looked.

"You see," shouted Kerry, "this is why black men are superior to a white loser like you, George. You're fucking pathetic," she mocked, "you're not even a man, period!"

"Is that right, faggot?" Dalton talked sternly down to George. "Are you just a pathetic inferior white bitch worm?"

"Yes, Sir. I am." George mumbled from under the sweat-soaked fabric. "I'm an inferior, worthless white loser, Sir."

"Yeah, that's what I thought. Bitch!" Dalton shouted.

"Bow down to your superiors!" yelled Terrance. "Bow, bitch!"

George wiped his face with the stained face cloths, smearing their ass-sweat and ball juices all over himself. Then, he gently laid Dalton's condom next to Terrance's on his cart, along with the pair of face cloths.

"What you gonna do with that, fuckface?" asked Terrance.

Chantal answered for George, "He's going to use the towels to wipe his face each morning and evening for the next month. And after he's finished thoroughly tongue-cleaning your condoms, he'll stuff them in his pillowcase and sleep with them for the rest of his life."

"Wow! That's some fucked up shit." Dalton was speechless. Being an alpha male all his life, he was perplexed at how any man could be so pathetic. He could only attribute it to something that weak and hopeless white men did.

George bowed down to the men praising their superiority as strong black men. He professed to them that he was a loser and reiterated his gratitude for being allowed to eat their superior black cum. The men got dressed while George continued to bow down and praise them.

Chantal and Kerry gave the tall, dark, and handsome muscular stallions a kiss goodbye and slipped each a $500 tip on top of the regular fee.

"That's $100 extra for every inch above average," joked Kerry.

"Well worth every penny, boys. I hope we see you again soon," Chantal said before kicking George in the side, commanding him to, "Show these gentlemen out, worm!"

They left with George hobbling behind them, hunched over pathetically in submission. "This way, Sirs." Kerry and Chantal heard George from the hallway directing the male escorts to the staircase.

"What shall we do now?" wondered Kerry.

"Anything you want, my dear." Chantal put her arm around Kerry, giving her a soft kiss. "Anything your little heart desires."

"I wonder how Mark is doing? He's about halfway through his shift."

"I'm sure he's got a mouthful. Friday's are our busiest nights," Chantal laughed.

"You know, I could use a massage. Because getting fucked by such huge cocks all night is a lot of work," Kerry sighed happily.

"Certainly. I'll have George order us a couple of gorgeous masseuses with strong, skillful hands."

"Oh, thank you, Chantal. You're the best." Kerry fluttered her eyes. "I'm having such a wonderful evening with you."

"As am I. I adore having you over." Chantal pecked Kerry on the cheek one last time. "Now give me a moment to page George. Then I'm off to take a quick shower."

"I'll join you," a naked Kerry added, springing to her feet.
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Footstool Face

"Mark, what the hell has been going on with you lately?" Joel Evans asked. His boss's voice showed a noticeable concern while remaining firm and commanding. "You haven't been your usual self in a while," he pressed.

"Nothing! Why are you asking me? Is something wrong?" Mark countered with defensive posturing. But there has been a lot going on lately, though the last thing he needed now was his boss on his case.

"Have a seat."

"But, I have to work on the Connor Plastics proposal."

"It can wait. Sit!" Joel insisted.

"Of course, Mr. Evans." Mark conceded and sat down across from the man in charge.

Joel Evans, or as Mark called him, Mr. Evans, was the vice president of the commercial development division. He was in charge of the architectural design and construction portfolios, including Mark's project management services team. He was a physically fit and handsome younger man that rose in prominence because of his aggressive, hands-on approach to getting things done.

Joel's physique, good looks, and still young thirty-something charm meant that every woman in the office, and some of the men, had a secret fantasy about him being cast in the central role. And because of his height, he often was mistaken for a basketball player while out in public. It meant that Joel always had at least one girlfriend to keep his bed warm at night, often several. Mark knew he was an alpha from the first day he met him.

With over a decade of tenure before Joel joined the organization as an entry-level analyst, it was apparent to Mark how Joel was fast-tracked through the ranks. And impressively, Mr. Evans became Mark's boss in less than five years.

"Joel, what is it?" Mark wondered.

"Mr. Evans, please. Or sir, if you prefer." It was a power play. Joel knew how to put people in their place, especially Mark. He could smell the beta on him from day one. It's why when the top brass passed Mark up for the vice president position in favor of Joel, instead of offering condolences, Joel smiled at Mark, telling him that at least the best man had won. He was cocky and arrogant; everyone knew it.

"Sorry, Mr. Evans." Mark slavishly complied.

"Wait, on second thought, let's try saying sir for something new."

He was rubbing it in now. Mark didn't know how to stand up to Joel. Just like with Kerry, Mark allowed himself to be a doormat. He figured it was his nature to submit to alpha personality types, regardless of gender.

"Ok. Yes, Sir."

"That's better. I like it. Call me sir from now on."

"Yes, Sir." Mark's shoulders hunched lower in defeat.

"Mark, I called you to my office today because I'm starting to get concerned about your performance lately."

"Oh? How so?"

"Well, for starters, you've been coming in late a lot more, and you're missing deadlines."

"I can explain. I've been volunteering a lot lately," Mark blabbered out.

"Volunteering? Oh yeah, where?" Joel pressed.

Mark scrambled to make up an excuse that would satisfy Joel without revealing the real reasons he'd been lacking in his performance. Of course, it had everything to do with his torment at the hands of Goddess Kerry, but he couldn't very well tell his boss that.

"Save it," Joel interrupted Mark's silence. "We're the best firm in town for a reason. Because we get shit done on time!" Joel then raised his voice, "I can't have slackers like you putting our projects in jeopardy."

"Sir, please, I promise it won't happen again," pleaded Mark.

"I know it won't. Because I've asked Kerry to step in and co-manage the department with you," Joel articulated decisively. He shushed Mark from speaking further in his defense and explained how he trusts Kerry and sees much of himself in her. "Besides, it's not permanent. It's temporary. I've asked Kerry to help you prioritize things and get you to focus on what needs to get done."

Mark sat speechless for a moment. Of course, he loved Kerry. He worshiped her to the ends of the earth. What Kerry had put Mark through over the past months would convince even the staunchest skeptic of his devotion to being her permanent life-long bootlicking stooge. But the news of Kerry taking a co-manager role in his department felt different. It didn't feel like another sacrifice he was compelled to make for his owner. Mark didn't know how to respond and failed to offer a semblance of a defense. Instead, Mark timidly replied, "I understand, Sir."

"Good! Now get back out there. I've already spoken to Kerry. She'll let you know what to do." 

"Yes, Sir." Mark stood up, arranged his chair neatly, and left Joel's office with his head bowed low.

Ring-Ring! Ring-Ring!

Mark answered the phone. It was Kerry, and she wanted to see him in her office right away. So without delay, Mark put down the phone and sprinted out the door.

"Close the door," Kerry instructed, watching as Mark hurriedly scampered to comply. "Lock it."

"Yes, Goddess." Mark knelt next to Kerry's desk as he always did whenever Kerry called him into her office and had him lock the door.

"Strip!" she commanded.

Given Kerry's demanding nature, Mark had become adept at stripping naked in under ten seconds. He was back down on his knees in no time, buck naked except for his long-locked chastity device weighing his penis down.

"So, Joel has finally put me in charge," she boasted. "Not that I haven't always been in charge of you."

"Yes, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess."

"You're so fucking pathetic."

"Yes, Goddess."

"I called you here because I have another boring video conference call in a few minutes with a client." She sat up in her chair, then explained to Mark why he was there. "Crawl around and get down on your belly under here, worm," she ordered, pointing to the front of her desk.

Mark crawled on hands and knees and laid down on his stomach at Kerry's feet. He looked up, saw her legs elegantly crossed above his head, and thanked her quietly for being a divine creature.

"Now, clean them, bitch," Kerry ordered, referring to her shoes.

Mark eagerly licked Kerry's leather office flats. The same ones that she wore so often. Mark snuck a quick sniff as he cleaned the dirt from the toe and licked down across her instep. He smelled the wonderful scent of Kerry's foot, wrapped in the most exquisitely fashionable well-worn leather footwear.

Oh, his Goddess indeed owned him. At that moment, Mark foolishly made himself a promise. He would gladly trade his very life, his soul, to her, if only to be assured of another opportunity to clean the beautiful shoes of his supreme and divine Goddess once more.

"I'm starting my call now. I expect total silence from you, loser."

"Yes, my Goddess."

"After they're nicely polished, you can rub my feet," she said a matter of factly.

Mark worked diligently under Kerry's desk, mostly ignoring the discussions on the video conference call. He only caught phrases here and there, usually whenever Kerry forcefully raised her voice to dominate a conversation and impose her will. It worked. She almost always got her way. But whenever it didn't, Mark was the first to know.

"Ouch!" Mark labored, desperately trying to silence his inconvenient knee-jerk scream, despite the viciousness of the kick to the side of his head. Even though his skull immediately began throbbing, Mark happily took Kerry's frustrations full-on. He learned it was one way his Goddess grounded herself, releasing all her pent-up tensions. If Kerry took it out on him, then all the better. Mark was glad to provide her with a healthy outlet, so she didn't have to keep any stress bottled up.

The meeting dragged on. Kerry provided project updates to a major client on a new construction project. Primarily the focus of the call was for Kerry to justify cost overruns and schedule delays.

"It's in your best interest... Need I remind you... Because I say so... I want it done now... Is that understood..." were the typical interactions she had while barking at her screen commandingly.

Mark heard a resounding volley of "Yes, Kerry!" affirmations from above. He smiled, knowing how his Goddess had them all tucked neatly in the palm of her hand. Yet, through it all, Mark couldn't help but be fascinated at how they were oblivious of him groveling at Kerry's feet in worship while they interacted with her.

Kerry muted her microphone, slid open her desk drawer, and reached inside, pulling an object out. Then, she casually extended her arm below her desk to hand it to Mark, saying, "Here, touch up my toes."

It was a bottle of red nail polish. Mark happily took the bottle, noticing several small chips and missing polish on Kerry's normally well-pedicured toes. Well, that can't stand, not for a Goddess, Mark immediately thought.

Kerry was a perfectionist, and that extended to her feet as well. She demanded her toes look their best, always. But it certainly wasn't her place to take care of them herself. That's why she owned lower lifeforms like Mark, and he was more than happy to comply.

She continued her call while Mark gave her toes a minor touchup before gently blowing on them until they were dry. The color matched perfectly and blended beautifully. Mark noted the brand, Red Carpet Manicure. It must be expensive, he told himself.

Using her foot, Kerry pushed Mark's face to the floor. But while still on his belly, he heard Kerry command, "Flat on your back, bitch," and hoped he was the only one who heard her. So mark twisted his body until he was on his back as ordered.

Then suddenly, all the humiliation, bullwhipping, and beatings were worth it. Kerry planted her left foot's impeccably soft bare sole squarely on his face while crossing her legs until her right foot was dangling above him. Indeed heaven couldn't possibly be more of a beautiful place than where he found himself right now, Mark immediately thought.

He could smell the light scent of Kerry's foot pressing down on his nose and mouth. Her heel was pushing into his right eyeball. And out of his free eye, which he kept plastered open, Mark watched Kerry's dangling sole only inches above him. It bounced casually up and down as if doing a dance that seduced Mark's soul, enslaving it for eternity.

Ingraining every moment of it in his psyche, committing the experience to memory in vivid detail, Mark relished being Kerry's footstool more than anything. It was a profound and significant moment to lay literally beneath the feet of his Goddess. His entire life's experiences led him to this moment, and Mark would not soon forget the fulfillment he felt.

However, the irony was that Kerry had completely ignored Mark after that point. She almost forgot that he was even there anymore. Kerry had grown accustomed to being served by men. It was second nature to have a man groveling unnoticeably at her feet. It was a religious epiphany for Mark; for Kerry, it was simply a comfortable place to rest her feet.

Another hour had passed before Kerry ended her call.

Mark lay silently under her feet while she shifted her weight, uncrossed and recrossed her legs, and sometimes placed both feet on his face. At one point, Kerry forced open Mark's jaw only to insert her heel into his mouth. Once in, she plopped her other foot down, crossing her feet at her ankles. It became excruciating for Mark in no time, and his jaw locked up for several minutes. But Kerry didn't care, she didn't even notice, and Mark went on to endure in silence.

"Get up, loser!" Kerry commanded. "Put my shoes back on me and get the fuck out of my office."

Mark nodded, praising her before slipping her lovely flats onto her precious Goddess feet. He rose and started to dress. Kerry reminded him that he still needed to clean the boots in the tray this evening. Four pairs were waiting for him, two of Kerry's and two of Emma's. He quickly glanced at them, nearly salivating as he imagined licking them. They looked like they needed it too.

"Remember this weekend; you're back at the house. I promised Emma she could try something she'd always wanted to do."

"Yes, Goddess Kerry. I look forward to it."

"She's going to tie you to her horse and drag you around the paddock. It should be fun!" Kerry smiled. "At least for us."

A terrified Mark responded, "Is that safe, Goddess?"

"For us? Perfectly." Kerry then started to laugh, "Oh, you mean for you? Do I look like I fucking care? If you keep asking me stupid questions like that, we'll drag you by your fucking balls. Now, get out!"

Mark bowed his head, thanked Kerry one last time, and left out the door in shame but with a big smile on his face.
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Ballkicking Competition

"Kerry, I must admit, you are simply amazing," Joel confessed. It was hard for such a self-absorbed narcissist to say it, but he did, and Kerry politely rewarded him with a pleasant smile that made his day. Unsurprisingly, even a man as confident as Joel could be made weak in the presence of a well-put-together woman who knew how to manipulate his ego. Kerry was a professional, and setting men up to benefit her was her specialty.

Mark could hear the entire conversation because they had it just outside his office door. He wasn't sure if it was intentional or not. They had lowered their voices only slightly, but Kerry's office was right across from Mark's, so perhaps it was an honest oversight. However, they could have just gone inside Kerry's office and had a private discussion.

"So, Joel. From now on, come directly to me whenever you have questions about any of the accounts in Mark's portfolio," Kerry asserted.

"I will. It's so much easier talking to you," Joel said. "I like Mark, but I have to admit I'm more than a little disappointed lately."

"Yes, I agree. Mark's been - distant." Kerry played along, "Like his mind is on something else."

Kerry then went into full-blown acting mode. Mark heard it all, the nuance in her voice, its tone, and the over-dramatization of emotion. Joel, however, was clueless and none the wiser of her deception. She began conveying her well-planned tale to Joel. The semi-fiction was setting Mark up in a negative light. Was she trying to get him fired? Mark wondered as he continued listening intently from the cover of his office.

"I saw him the other day staring at Emma's butt after she was leaving his office." It wasn't untrue, yet Kerry spun the facts until she had Joel eating out of the palm of her hand. "Then, on a day that I was working late, I noticed something odd when I was going out the door. I had to do a double-take and wondered, what on earth was Mark doing?"

"What?" Kerry had piqued Joel's interest.

"He didn't see me, but as I walked by Emma's desk, I saw him wriggling around on the floor underneath it. I thought that was weird, so I began to approach him but ran off when it looked like he was about to get up."

"What was under Emma's desk?" Joel asked with conviction.

Mark knew. Again Kerry wasn't lying; she was spinning the truth to give Joel the impression that he was some office pervert. The ironic thing was that Mark indeed was the office pervert. There was no way around that fact. Kerry had caught him secretly licking her dirty shoes and boots. He even tongue-bathed young Emma's riding boots while she was still in them. By all accounts, that made him a pathetic pervert. Mark wondered who else in the office might know about him.

"The next morning, when I came into work, I took a quick peek. Emma hadn't come in yet, so I thought to look. But there wasn't anything under her desk except a pair of her old trashed flats."

"Yuck! What was he doing with her shoes?" Joel asked disgustedly.

With the seed of doubt about Mark's suitability to manage the department now starting to blossom, Kerry knew she finally had Joel where she wanted him. "Let's not jump to conclusions," she said, apparently only now coming to Mark's defense.

"I'll fire the fucker right now." After hearing Kerry's insinuation, Joel started to rile himself up, thinking that Mark was doing something inappropriate with Emma's shoes. He convinced himself that it most certainly had to do with something sexual. Only God knows what, he wondered.

"No, no. Let me keep an eye on Mark now that we've got him on a short leash." Kerry was gloating now. She knew that Mark was listening but didn't care. So instead, she teased him, reminding Mark who owned him and who controlled his fate.

"Well, ok, Kerry. But the minute I get a complaint, that basement-dwelling loser is out on his fucking perverted ass."

"Agreed. On both points."

"What?" Joel missed her subtle humor.

"That we should fire him if we hear any complaints," she used the word, we, interjecting herself as an authority figure, "and that he's a basement-dwelling loser." Kerry giggled as Mark's second boss cracked a smile of her own.

"What a fucking loser. I have no respect for spineless men. I mean, he's not much of a man at all," Joel mocked Mark, shaking his head.

"Agreed," said Kerry folding her arms in front of her chest.

Joel turned to leave. "Have a great weekend, Kerry. I'm thrilled you're in charge now," he said before taking off down the hallway past Mark's office door.

"You too!" Kerry smiled politely before adding at a much-reduced volume, even out of Mark's earshot, "I'll be happier once I take your fucking job too. I can't wait to put your pompous, arrogant prick ass on my leash." 

Mark couldn't figure out what Kerry was planning. Sowing drama by purposely revealing his perversions to Mark's boss meant that Kerry was clearly up to something. But if Kerry wanted Mark gone, she could easily make it happen. Mark was already bound to her. Besides, all that Kerry would need to do was tell Mark to quit. There was more to this scheme of hers.

Kerry startled Mark, suddenly appearing at his door as he strained his neck, eavesdropping intently. Then, she boasted teasingly, "You're fucked, loser." And when Mark nervously opened his mouth to speak, Kerry was gone, just like that, leaving him to wonder what exactly did she mean?

The ground was wet and blanketed in horse muck. The prevailing mud and horse manure mixture reeked extra aromatically because of the morning's heavy rainfall. Thankfully, the rain had subsided by late morning, just in time for Kerry and Emma's planned leisurely activity.

Rather than help retrieve the horses from the stalls, the women ordered Mark to stand naked in the middle of the paddock and wait. The pair first finished their coffees, sipping them slowly while catching up on the latest office gossip. Once finished, they gathered their horses from the barn and confidently approached their naked and shivering prey.

At first, Mark thought he was in for a long day of difficult boot cleaning as he watched Emma and Kerry carelessly march through the paddock with horses in tow toward him. Their boots quickly became covered in the vile muck with each sloshing footstep.

"Well now, what shall we do with him?" Kerry inquired of Emma.

Emma answered with her quickly becoming famous playfully psychotic facial expression. "I think we should kick his fucking balls. Real hard." She could easily be cast as the perfect actress to play Harley Quinn if ever discovered by Hollywood.

Kerry quickly picked up on Emma's vibe. And to Emma's delight, Kerry suggested, "How about a friendly little ballbusting competition then?"

The rules were simple, whoever kicked Mark in the balls hard enough to drop him to the ground won. The women traded multiple volleys of firm swift kicks to Mark's manhood. He lost count after the first half-dozen excruciating whacks. Despite his agony, Mark somehow managed to enjoy his grueling torture. Watching the Goddesses have such a blast pulverizing his testicles was a delight. Mark sincerely felt blessed to be their willing dummy to do with as they pleased till their hearts were content.

Kerry ultimately won. She kicked Mark so hard that he thought for a moment, his balls became lodged up into his throat, causing him to cough uncontrollably. He dropped immediately, first to his knees, then to the ground after a second follow-up kick placed perfectly to his nuts sent him down writhing in agony at the women's feet.

His suffering only drew hilarious laughter from the ladies who found it endlessly amusing watching Mark scream out hysterically, gasping for air. 

"Yea, Kerry! That was so much fun!" Emma jumped up and down, clapping her hands in a celebratory manner. "Can we do it again? Best two out of three? Please?"

Those fluttering eyelids elevated Emma to a state of maximum cuteness. Kerry couldn't resist her pouty-faced expression and sad puppy dog eyes. So she leaned closer and planted an unexpected kiss on Emma's gorgeous young lips. "For you, my dear, anything." It was a little more than friendly.

"Yea!" Emma clapped again. "Me first!"

This time Emma easily won the second round. Mark managed somehow to take another two dozen relentless blows before she downed him with a combination kick. Mark was sure that Emma had popped a testicle after she landed a rapid succession of blows that hit him square on. It was a hard kick followed by a ball-flattening stomp and finished with another brutal kick. Again, Mark fell flat on his face, this time without even dropping to his knees first.

While on the ground, Kerry stepped down firmly on the back of Mark's head, forcing his face deep into the rank-smelling horse muck. Emma giggled when Mark's face became completely submerged in the goopy, raw sewage.

"Oh, just look what you've done to my boots," Kerry exclaimed. "They're covered in mud and shit. But, of course, you'll be cleaning them later."

Mark lifted his face from the foul muck to thank Kerry for the opportunity to polish her boots. A fresh coating of sludge oozed down his cheek, camouflaging his skin against the backdrop of the muddy ground and the rest of his dirty body. Stunningly, it made the white in his eyes and teeth pop visually, which gave Emma an idea.

She coughed first, then Emma cleared her throat. Hock-Ptooey! Her loogie landed on Mark's eyeball, coating it with a thick, slimy green phlegm. "Haha! Bullseye!" she celebrated, giving Kerry a high-five.

Kerry won the third and final round, repeating her stellar ball-destroying performance from the first round. Mark was down and out. Wailing in agony, he knew he wouldn't be wearing any tight-fitting underwear for quite some time.

"Up!!!" Kerry screamed, and Mark immediately complied, rising to his knees.

Kerry ordered Mark not to leave the area and said he could only crawl on his hands and knees while in the paddock. She explained that Mark couldn't stand upright like a natural person since he was essentially a subhuman worm. And to make matters worse for Mark, the stench of the mud-manure mixture blanketing the ground was getting particularly odorous as a light breeze began to blow. Down on the ground, there wouldn't be any way for Mark to avoid the stomach-churning smell.

Kerry and Emma mounted their horses and left the paddock, slow trotting down the trail. Mark was alone in the muck. He looked around, but there wasn't anything interesting that caught his eye. He crawled around a bit but quickly decided to lay down on the ground and spend his time praying to his Goddess, Kerry. Mark shivered as the cool breeze swept across his wet skin while reciting devotional mantras in the worship of Kerry.

Down the trail, far from the sight of the paddock, Kerry slowed her horse, allowing Emma to catch up and pull alongside her. "Dreary day today, isn't it?" Kerry politely asked Emma.

"I don't mind, Kerry. I love riding. Besides, you brought your slave along to keep our boots clean," Emma smiled, letting out a precious feminine giggle.

"Indeed. Mark's turned out to be quite a catch."

"Literally!" Emma broke out in laughter, followed by Kerry. "I still can't believe I didn't feel his tongue on my boots that day in his office."

"Never underestimate a determined bootlicker," Kerry stated a matter of factly.

Emma's facial expression slowly began to shift somewhat from fun-loving to agitated. "Yeah, no kidding. I don't mind having my boots polished, but the fact that he did it without my permission rubs me the wrong way."

Kerry stopped her slow-moving horse, "Emma, you can exact your revenge any time you wish. Just let me know."

It was all that Emma needed to hear. Her demeanor abruptly changed back to her usual cheery self. "So, are you going to let me do it today?" she asked.

"You mean to drag him around with your horse?"

"Yes!" Emma excitedly answered, nearly jumping off her horse. "I want to drag that fucking bitch. I'd do it by the balls, but I know it would rip them off, and I wouldn't want to do that to you."

"Hmm, I'd enjoy seeing that too. But you're right; let's save ripping Mark's balls off for another day. We'll have some fun when we get back to the barn. I promise." Kerry he-yawed her horse, riding it briskly on down the trail.

Emma smiled and gave chase. "He-yaw! Let's go!"
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Dragged Through the Muck

Mark was buried deep in the foul-smelling muck. The breeze had picked up, causing a bone-chilling sensation throughout his body. He started incessantly shivering until he came up with a brilliant idea, perhaps spurred on because of his growing desperation. The only way Mark could keep warm was to dig down in the swampy mush and blanket himself in the warmth underneath. It worked well. Having a layer of muck to shield the wind from contacting Mark's skin was a blessing in disguise under his feet that he never appreciated until now.

Buried underfoot, Mark squirmed on his belly and wriggled under the earth, getting as comfortable as possible. Suddenly he began to appreciate how Kerry and Emma had often called him a worm, albeit in a derogatory manner. Mark felt like a worm now, and the thought started arousing him. After that brutal ball-kicking competition, he could barely wedge his puffed dick and swollen testicles back into his chastity device. Yet his re-caged cock grew and steadily stiffened inside its stainless steel prison.

Changing his attention, Mark scanned the field just beyond the paddock with only his head protruding from the ground. He desperately hoped they would return soon and imagined Kerry and Emma appearing into view at any moment. He wanted to see them again; Mark longed to worship at the feet of the two gorgeous deities. However, there was an eerily peaceful quiet serenity in the air. Instead, all he heard was the cool breeze blowing. Mark closed his eyes and began to daydream that his owner had returned and stood above him, and he was licking Kerry's boots.

Only a few minutes had passed, and Mark had already daydreamed how he licked Kerry's heavily soiled riding boots twice over, giving them an impeccable shine. He slowly opened his eyes again. Then without warning, the ground under his belly started to hum and vibrate. It grew in intensity, slowly at first but then rapidly. It was must be them galloping in on horseback. Before he knew it, his suspicions were proven right. Kerry and Emma were nearly on top of him when he heard a voice.

"There you are, bitch," Emma shouted as she rode in first, bearing down on Mark from behind.

CRACK!!!

"Ow-Ah-Owwwww!!!" Mark screamed an agonizing wail. Emma halted her horse abruptly, just shy of the back of Mark's head.

"I almost didn't see you there. Your head was poking out of the muck like a dung beetle wallowing in shit," Emma smiled, then laughed. "I nearly crushed your skull," she said, ignoring his shrieking altogether. Then she dismounted, jumping off her horse and landing next to Mark's skull.

Pepper was standing on Mark's back with Emma above him, straddling his face with one foot on either side. While still holding the horse's reins, Emma lifted one leg and stepped down on top of Mark's head, using it as a temporary footrest.

"Ahh, that was a wonderful ride," she sighed as she leaned forward, putting more weight on Mark's vulnerable skull.

Mark could feel the wet soggy mud from the sole of her boot squish against the top of his head. The sharp shooting pain from a moment ago hadn't subsided yet, worrying him. And while Emma largely ignored it, Mark winced as he lay beneath the sole of her boot. The agony was intense, convincing him that the weight of her horse stopping abruptly on his back did something significant. He hoped that it wasn't too serious. Still, Emma didn't seem to care when Mark grunted and moaned. With her muddy boot in Mark's face and another on his head, he fought through the pain, trying his best to ignore it himself.

"That's right," shot Emma, "lick the shit off my boot." She looked down at Mark as he struggled to stick his tongue out far enough to lap away at the disgusting coating covering her elegant riding boots. "Come on now; I know how much you enjoy licking my boots." But even with the weight of her foot pressing down on his head and two heavy horse hooves standing on his back, Mark still managed somehow. Emma laughed at how silly Mark looked with his tongue extended to meet her toe.

"There's the worm, all nestled in the muddy shit underfoot," Kerry hollered, coming to a halt next to Emma. "What an excellent idea, Emma. My boots need a good cleaning too!"

In between licks, Mark cordially managed to ask, "Goddess Kerry, Goddess Emma, how was your ride?"

"A lot more fun than you're having, loser," Kerry answered, jumping off her horse. "Why are you buried in the muck?"

"To keep warm?" Emma answered for Mark.

"Yes, Ma'am, Goddess. To keep warm. I was shivering," he affirmed.

"No one fucking cares that you were shivering, bitch," sniped Kerry as she delivered a firm swift kick to the side of Mark's head before getting distracted by her horse, who began shuffling anxiously.

Kerry and Emma closely watched in anticipation as the horse slowly lifted its tail and pushed out several giant excrement apples onto the ground forming a large steaming mound nearby.

"Wow," said Emma, "that was a big one."

"Indeed," added Kerry. "You know, slave? That's what my horse thinks of you. He thinks you are a fucking pile of dung. Well, are you?"

"Yes, Goddess Kerry. I'm a worthless pile of manure," Mark admitted to the howling of Kerry and Emma's laughter.

"You are, indeed," replied Kerry. She then turned, glancing at Emma and looking down at the mound of fresh manure deposited mere feet away from Mark's face. They smiled at each other.

The women brought the pile of droppings closer using their boots to carefully scrape, drag and place it right in front of Mark's face. The aroma was intense. Unable to move, Mark couldn't avoid inhaling deeply when the steaming clumps aromatically wafted under his nostrils as the cooler breeze swept over it.

Kerry roared, "Open your fucking mouth, worm!"

Mark immediately complied and stretched his mouth as wide as possible while Kerry shoveled a large clump into his jaws. It wasn't that its taste was so bad, nor even the smell; It was difficult to chew and even tougher to swallow. But his co-workers made him do it regardless of the challenge.

"Eat fucking shit, slave!" a disgusted Emma exclaimed as she spat at an emasculated Mark wallowing under her feet. It was hard for Emma to accept how she once thought of Mark as her boss. It may still say so on paper in the office, but surely now, he was the farthest thing from an authority figure to her. So she spat on him again, "Eat it all, bitch!"

Kerry and Emma relentlessly enjoyed themselves as they exercised their unchallenged female authority over Mark. Forcibly, Mark ate nearly half the pile of horse dung before the women made him clean the rest from their boots. And whatever was left uneaten was mostly wiped and rubbed into Mark's face using their boot soles.

After they had enough, Kerry looked at Mark and gagged, "You are the vilest and most disgusting creature on this planet. You have horse shit all over your face and in your hair. What kind of a man would allow a woman to treat him like this?" She kicked him once again. This time they all heard the popping sound as she struck him in the nose.

"Oh, I think it's broken," declared Emma proudly.

"I couldn't care less," was all that Kerry offered in the way of condolences for breaking Mark's nose. "Fuck him! Could you help me, Emma? Let's give him two black eyes."

"Let's!" Emma's eyes lit up in gleeful agreement.

Mark screamed under the volley of ferocious kicks to his face by their hard-toe, rigid riding boots. Many missed the mark, hitting his cheeks and an already broken nose. But several blows struck his eye sockets, delivering a deadly dose of pain each time. His face quickly went from intense pain to numbness to a neverending sensation as if his flesh was on fire. 

"Fuck the patriarchy!" shouted Emma.

"Long live Female Supremacy!" yelled Kerry.

He begged the women for mercy, but it only seemed to infuriate them more. They must have delivered over thirty ruthless kicks before stopping. Mark was sobbing from the pain.

His bloodied face pulsated and swelled, almost rendering his complexion unrecognizable. His eyes were already puffed shut. There was horse manure and mud smeared into his wounds, yet Mark's mind remained narrowly focused on one thing only - being an obedient, worshipful slave to his gorgeous sadistic masters.

He muttered a solemn and sincere oath of gratitude to the women with incredible difficulty. However, Kerry and Emma instead looked at Mark with disdain. Their voices reflected how much they despised him for being worthless and pathetic as they each continued trash-talking and slamming him for being so miserable.

Satisfied with the damage caused to Mark's face, Kerry and then Emma each coughed to clear their throats before hocking up and spitting out two disgusting wads of phlegm on Mark's face and all over his wounds. It was the cherry on top of their handiwork.

"Ok, are you ready to drag this bitch, Emma?" Kerry asked.

"You bet I am!" she answered excitedly.

With no empathy for Mark's suffering or apparent injuries, Kerry reached into the pouch attached to her horse's saddle and pulled out some rope. The women dug Mark's limp buried arms out from under the muck and tightly bound his wrists over his head.

Mark never offered one single objection to their actions. On the contrary, he was baffled by his silence. How could Mark just let these women torture him like this? Their antics went well beyond any sane limits he thought he had placed on his sexual fetishes. Or maybe they hadn't. Mark knew that a dominant woman could effortlessly exploit his primitive male sexual arousal and make him accept any fate. He hungered to sustain the mental rush of pleasure he was experiencing and would do anything to prolong it.

Mark had come a long way since declaring himself Kerry's legally owned property for life. A sense of pride began to fill Mark's heart and, indeed, a profound love for his tormentor, supreme and divine Goddess Kerry Lockheart. He told himself that she could do anything her heart desired, and that's how it ought to be.

They tied the free end of the rope to Emma's saddle, and after several threatening and intimidating comments and taunts, she rode off in a rapid full gallop. The lead went taught, and Mark's body tensed momentarily before being yanked and erupting from the muck burying him. Multiple cracking sounds followed a loud snap. Troubling sensations reverberated throughout his body as Emma dragged Mark across the paddock in a moment of girlish delight.

"Yee-haw! Woo-hoo! He-yaw!" Emma rooted and riled herself up while Kerry looked on and cheered. The smile on her face spoke volumes; she was having a blast.

Emma dragged Mark's limp body through the mud and manure of the paddock. She rode around in a circle until the muck coated his entire body. As she came around, Kerry cracked her bullwhip at Mark. Her skill with the whip and markswomanship was apparent as the sharp stinging tip unforgivingly contacted Mark's flesh nearly every time, cutting him deeply.

After what felt like an eternity to Mark, Emma finally stopped and dismounted in the middle of the paddock. She briskly dashed toward Mark, and with momentum in her favor, Emma hopped into the air over his head and landed directly on his back. Thud! "Come on, Kerry," she waved, "let's fuck him up!"

Naturally, Kerry couldn't resist the opportunity and quickly joined Emma, pouncing on Mark's back. The pair jumped up and down, stomping and laughing until they made sure no square inch was left untrodden. Kerry jumped on Mark's head repeatedly until stopping and standing on it, forcing his face down into the muck, totally burying it. Then, intent on puncturing his flesh, Emma viciously dug her blunt spurs into Mark's ribs, causing instant bruising along with several large blood splatters.

Mark could hardly breathe, inhaling the wet, soupy mush instead of air. He gasped and fought for each mouthful. His skull throbbed, and all he could hear was the muffled laughter of his Goddess trampling him. Given its rapid decline, Mark constantly recalculated the worsening state of his predicament, wondering if this would be his last day on earth. Mark was fine with the permanent scarring left behind after Kerry's previous bullwhipping, but now, with his face destroyed and many broken ribs, he started questioning his convictions. But if that wasn't enough, what concerned him the most was that Mark could no longer feel his legs. He attempted to move them to ensure they were still ok; however, the young Princess Emma was still busy jumping and stomping on Mark's lower body, making it impossible to tell.

"Turn over, bitch! Get up!" Kerry screamed.

"Now, worm," added Emma.

Mark flailed his arms and managed to flip onto his back but didn't get up as ordered. It wasn't because of disrespect, though. No, Mark's worst fear was confirmed. His injuries had paralyzed him below the waist. His legs didn't work, no matter how much he tried to move them.

"I said, get up!!!" Kerry exploded, relentlessly shouting.

"I-I can't, Goddess. I-I-I think... My legs; they won't move." Mark whimpered.

Kerry burst into a tirade of narcissistic rage, kicking Mark in the head, arms, ribs, and stomach. "I don't care if you're dead. When I give you a command, you fucking obey it! Now, get - the fuck - UP!!!". She either didn't believe Mark or frankly didn't care that he might be genuinely severely injured. Regardless, Kerry made up her mind; she expected absolute obedience, period.

He was knocked over several times but got back up only to be greeted by Kerry's angry boot sole, stomping back down on him. He struggled under the intense beatdown, but eventually, Mark managed to use his arms to lift and prop his body into enough of a kneeling position to placate Kerry.

She finally stopped beating Mark. "Good. Now we can fuck up your balls too. Emma, would you care to start us off?"

"Certainly," remarked Emma, approaching Mark. "Unlock that cage, bitch!"

Kerry removed the key from her pocket and tossed it at Mark. It landed in the muck next to him. They impatiently watched as Mark fumbled to unlock his chastity device as quickly as possible. Finally, he removed it and set it aside. It took a bit of wriggling to get it off. His penis and testicles we still horribly swollen from his earlier beating.

Emma wound up and snapped a fierce kick squarely at Mark's ball sack. His testicles recoiled from the wicked blow, but Mark remained upright, still on his knees. "Huh? That was a direct fucking hit," Emma wondered in disbelief, "you should be down from that."

Whack! Kerry delivered one of her own, but Mark still didn't drop. The only thing reacting was his skittish flinching from the anxiety of anticipation. 

"I can't feel my balls either, Goddess Kerry!" Mark confessed, clearly panicked.

"Shut up, worm!" Kerry snapped. "Well-well. Perhaps you were telling the truth after all. Didn't you know that slaves are disposable," she so casually admitted. "I don't care."

"Yeah," Emma jumped in, "you're worthless."

"Let's have some fun, Emma. Since this bitch can't feel his balls, he won't mind if we cause some serious damage." Kerry took a run and kicked Mark as hard as she could. "Woohoo! That was fucking liberating. Now your turn, Emma."

Thud-Whack! Thud-Whack! Thud-Whack!

The pair alternated kicks to Mark's genitals. They didn't hold back as promised, delivering one devastating solid kick after another. Knowing that Mark couldn't feel a thing, they figured there wasn't any reason to go easy on him. It was the perfect opportunity to cause real damage.

Apart from the fun, the pair told themselves it would be for educational purposes. But, of course, there wasn't any reason not to have fun either. Kerry wondered how much torture a man's testicles could take before rupturing. Since Mark's were undeniable useless now, it was the perfect opportunity to find out.

"If the world hands you lemons," Kerry declared, "you turn them into fucking mashed grapefruits," she giggled.

Whack! Smack! Whump!

Mark watched closely as Kerry and Emma obliterated his testicles. They quickly became even more swollen than before, first doubling and then tripling in size. They went from a shade of red to purple and then disturbingly black and blue. His skin throbbed from the many cuts and scrapes wallpapering his cock and balls. Blood dripped at a steady pace from both his penis and scrotum. It splattered uncontrollably across his legs and belly whenever a boot smacked hard against his groin.

Goddess Kerry and Princess Emma laughed and high-fived each other, content with their accomplishments. Mark smiled, resolved to his fate of unrestricted suffering for the Goddess he worshiped devoutly. He was honored, even telling himself that this must be the best time of his life. And that the sacrifice he was making was worth it to worship Kerry. His only concern was how well he'd be able to serve if the loss of his legs was permanent.

Mark wondered if perhaps Kerry would reject him in this state and no longer want to keep him as a slave. It was all he had, and serving as Kerry's slave meant everything to Mark. It was pointless trying to read Kerry's mind; for now, Mark delighted in his brutal torture at the hands of his beautiful stern deity, Goddess Kerry Lockheart.

After they finished with him, Mark's blood-soaked testicles weren't recognizable. Instead, they were freakishly swollen and visibly throbbed incessantly. One testicle looked as if it was horribly ruptured. It wasn't an egg shape but looked more like a thick pancake.

Kerry shuffled her feet, heading back to the nearby mound of horse manure that she and Emma had stepped in earlier. She stomped her boot in it, rubbing the dung into the sole before turning back to Mark.

Seeing what Kerry was up to, Emma lifted her leg and stomped Mark in the face, knocking him on his back. "Get down, you fucking worthless worm!" she shouted.

As Mark landed, Kerry lunged and stomped ferociously on his battered cock and balls with her freshly soiled boot. Then, grinding the stiff sole with careless contempt down as hard as she could muster, she smeared the manure deep into his wounds while simultaneously causing him more damage. The lacerations already there tore wider and then wider. Noticing this aroused Kerry, "Oh, there it is! I can see it. It wants to come out." She referred to one of Mark's testicles, now visible through the deepest gash in his scrotum. "Give it to me!" she shouted.

"I worship you, Goddess Kerry," confessed Mark moments before watching his testicle slip out of its sac under the grinding pressure of Kerry's beautiful riding boot.

"Yes, there it is," said Kerry as she leaned forward and crouched down to pick it up in her leather-gloved hand. "These are mine, you know?" she said to Mark.

"Yes, Goddess Kerry. They belong to you."

The massively swollen testicle filled the palm of her hand. Kerry smiled, "You know; I could rip it off you right now. This tiny little cord is the only thing that attaches it to the rest of your worthless body."

"Yes, Ma'am. You would be well within your rights to do so, Goddess," Mark bravely conceded.

"But I won't. So, lucky you, you get to keep your balls today. Not because I fucking care about you. I don't; look at the sad state of you." Kerry paused, looking Mark over carefully. "No, it's because I enjoy torturing you, and I want to do it again soon." Hock-Ptooey! She spat on his mangled testicle. Then let it drop in the soupy mud and horse manure before standing back up. "You're utterly pathetic. But you already know that."

"Thank you, Goddess," Mark agreed, watching the women collect their horses and walk off to the barn, leaving him alone and helpless.

Paralyzed and severely battered, Mark would spend the night shivering in the horse muck before two men in a van came to retrieve him the following morning.
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Stiletto Skewer

Mark awoke to a blindingly bright white light stinging the back of his eyeballs. He could barely keep his eyes open even though he struggled to fight the urge to close them. Nevertheless, he lasted only a short while before giving up. Too weak to fight it, Mark's head was pounding, and it felt like he was broadsided by a ton of bricks. It was throbbing like it never had before.

Slowly, the grogginess and haze clouding his brain dissipated, and Mark began to remember - all of it. From the brutal testicle massacre to the severe bullwhipping. The experience of being dragged by the dainty Miss Emma's horse already felt like it was only a fond distant memory. But he'd cherish it for the rest of his life nevertheless.

Mark's stomach gurgled and churned. Oh yes, how could he forget? His cruel torturers forced him to consume that massive mound of freshly supplied horse shit. But it was all worth it to lick their boots and squirm like a worm under their perfect Goddess feet. Their arrogant cruelty was intoxicatingly marvelous.

And then Mark remembered that Kerry and Emma left him in a bloody, paralyzed heap of brokenness by the end of his delightful suffering. It was the very same state he found himself in now. Everything ached. But in the clarity of hindsight, Mark's only regret was that his torment hadn't lasted longer. Such were the perverse passions of a hardened masochist and staunch believer in the Truth of Female Supremacy.

But wait a minute! What was that? Mark wondered with a sense of excitement. Then, another slight sensation piqued his curiosity and grasped his full attention through the widespread searing pain. He tried touching his genitals but abruptly was stopped by the bindings that secured his wrists to the table. Mark finally realized that several bands of tight strapping were inescapably binding him to the cold steel table he lay on. It was the kind that morticians used on corpses, so they didn't accidentally fall off the table. Only these felt much tighter.

His penis tingled initially, then began swelling quickly into a full-on erection. Mark was elated that his cock was still functional, somewhat at least. He could enjoy the feeling of having a hard-on despite still having his cock locked in chastity for most of his life.

His legs still didn't work, though. Maybe he'd regain feeling there too, Mark hoped. Then just as quickly as the wave of pleasure swept over him while recounting the sadistic pleasures of Kerry Lockheart, so did a wave of burning pain sweep over his groin. He thought about how bad the damage might be, and although he couldn't see it, Mark just knew that his penis and testicles were in horrible shape.

Blackened from the profuse internal bleeding, Mark's cock and balls were swollen and puffy. The testicles themselves were as large as grapefruits. Even with his current erection stretching everything out, it still looked horrible. It was as if he had a severe case of elephantiasis. Thankfully for him, someone had repositioned his loose dangling testicle back in his scrotum, with the sliced open gash freshly sewn shut.

Then suddenly, Mark heard footsteps approaching from outside the room. They stopped abruptly on the other side of the door. He was barely able to make out details of the conversation. He stopped breathing momentarily and listened carefully to discover both a male voice and a female one talking. It was Goddess Kerry!

"What's the verdict, bitch?" Kerry asked from the other side of the wall, evidently speaking to another inferior male from her choice of derogatory wording.

"He'll be fine, Ma'am. But he's partially paralyzed and will never walk again," the humbled-sounding male answered. "Judging by the story you told me, I would say the horse stepping down on his back did it - coupled with dragging him around the barn so violently."

The soft-spoken male updated Kerry on Mark's condition; going on in detail, he partly spoke in medical jargon. Given his in-depth knowledge, Mark assumed he was a doctor and considered he was here with him, also committed to the Female Supremacy lifestyle.

"Oh well, whatever. Fuck the bitch; he's just another worthless slave anyway," Kerry asserted. "I had fun. So did Emma, and that's all that matters to me."

"Yes, Ma'am," the man answered, bowing his head meekly at the callousness of Kerry's rhetoric.

"I want to see him," she insisted.

Mistakingly the doctor voiced his concern, "He's pretty weak and needs rest, Ma'am." It was a knee-jerk reaction and a fair comment in any other situation he'd find himself in during his real-life medical practice. But, Kerry did not appreciate it one bit.

Whack-Slap!!! "How dare you speak to me that way, worm!" The backhand-forehand combination stunned the doctor, rendering him silent. "You seem to forget that a paralyzed slave's well-being is of little consequence to me. A woman's satisfaction always comes first." Then, with her nose pointed arrogantly upward, Kerry stormed past the meek doctor and into the room.

"Yes, Ma'am. As you wish, Goddess," the doctor conceded, pathetically apologizing, "I'm very sorry."

Kerry ignored him; instead, she focused her attention on Mark. "Get up, slave!" she shouted.

"He's strapped down," the bumbling doctor answered.

"Well then, unstrap him," she commanded before standing back with her arms folded to watch the doctor loosen Mark's bindings. As he removed the last strap, something caught her eye, and she moved in closer. "Ahh, what is this?" she declared, noticing Mark's rigid penis. "Slave, who gave you permission to let that disgusting worm become erect?"

Mark immediately answered, "No one, Ma'am. Goddess Kerry, oh divine deity, I humbly beg for forgiveness." As a sex-starved beta male, Mark had almost no control over his erections. Besides recently having the shit kicked and stomped out of his testicles, it felt good not to be in chastity. Being locked up prevented him from experiencing the pleasure of an erection, and getting unlocked just to be kicked in the balls made it nearly impossible to get one either. Regardless, Mark knew that he was in a heap of trouble now.

Kerry was furious. No excuse would appease her. All she saw was an unauthorized erection. Whack! Whack-Whack! Thud!!!

"Ow-Ugh! Ouch! P-Please, Goddess," Mark recoiled and screamed as Kerry viciously slapped and punched Mark in the nuts repeatedly. His tender groin was still in shambles and meant nothing to her.

The stitches holding his scrotum closed began to tear, causing an unbearable discomfort that reverberated throughout Mark's body. "Aiiieeeeeeowwwwww-ouch!!!"

"I can sew that back later," added the doctor-slave in a timid voice, pointing to Mark's ripped scrotum.

"Shut Up!" Whack! Kerry raged, slapping the doctor across the face. "If you don't shut your fucking mouth, I'll sew your lips shut."

"Y-Yes, Ma'am," the terrified, sad excuse for a man affirmed.

Turning back to Mark, she continued, "Now, get on your feet, slave. Immediately!"

He didn't know how and Kerry knew full well he couldn't. But even in his weakened condition, Mark managed to use his arms and muster enough strength to hoist himself off the ice-cold table. Amazingly, he stood at attention in front of Kerry for a brief moment. But nearly instantly afterward, Mark fell flat on his face in a heap on the floor at her feet.

"Ahahaha!" Kerry laughed hysterically. It was the kind of laugh an insane man might make at a funeral to break an ominous silence. She took great pride in being the one to reduce her once proud boss to a pathetically broken fossil crushed beneath the sole of her boot.

Mark apologized profusely from the floor underfoot. He couldn't stop debasing himself; it was in his nature. Then, instinctively, Kerry spat at Mark in disgust, shouting obscenities at him. He genuinely revulsed her, and Kerry refused to hide it. Mark thanked her for the wad of phlegm that landed on his head.

The walls reverberated at another resounding, "Get up!!!" Again, Kerry was in her element, demanding instant compliance from Mark. She kicked him swiftly in the ribs, letting him know she was serious.

Mark took it; he took all of her abuse. Yet, despite his peril, Mark was beyond committed to Kerry. She owned his soul. He was prepared to walk off a cliff to his certain death at the snap of Goddess Kerry's fingers.

Mark struggled, unable to use his legs. So instead, he utilized his arms while Kerry kicked him in the chest viciously. Finally, he managed to lift himself into a kneeling position in front of her.

"Good slave!" she smiled, "That's the diligent obedience I expect from a slave." Hock-Ptooey! Kerry spat on him again, this time in Mark's face. "Blah! You are an utterly repulsive and disgusting worm. You're nothing better than the scum under the rim of a filthy men's room toilet bowl. But you know that already, don't you?"

"Yes, my Goddess."

"I came by to check up on you today - to see how you were doing. Aren't I a thoughtful owner?"

"Yes, Goddess Kerry. Thank you, Goddess."

"It looks like cute little innocent Emma, and I did a real number on you this weekend. Not only is your already ugly body shredded to bits, your hideous face now looks like hamburger meat.".

"Thank you, Goddess."

"It wasn't a compliment, loser." Kerry shook her head, "So pathetic."

"Yes, Goddess"

"Ugh, stop! Stop being such a fucking loser. Oh, but you can't, right?" Kerry then took a step closer to Mark and leaned in. "And now, you're a fucking worthless cripple too." Hock-Ptooey! Another thick wad hit Mark in the face. "We managed to snap your spine - how hilarious, right?" she laughed. "Was it worth it, bitch? To lick my cute little well-worn office flats. For all this?" She waved her hands over Mark's broken body. "All of this just because your tiny little dicklet got hard watching me kick ass and take names at work - climbing the corporate fucking ladder by stepping on the skulls of losers like you. With my cute dangling smelly flats, I tease losers like you like cheese in a mousetrap."

"Thank you, Goddess Kerry. It was all worth it. I would die for you, my deity."

"Hmm, don't give me ideas, bitch. For now, I'll keep you until you're completely worthless. Then I'll throw you away with all my other trash. Oh, and lucky for you that you can feel your worthless balls again. Or, maybe lucky me," Kerry smirked.

Then again, without warning, Kerry leaped back before springing forward to deliver one of the most ferocious kicks she had ever given. Then, whack!!! The hard tip of her tall fashion boot landed brutally on Mark's testicles.

"Aiiieeeeeeowwwwww!!!" Mark wailed hysterically, writhing on the ground, nursing his balls with his hands cupped around them.

Kerry swooped like a cat on her prey, stomping Mark everywhere. The sharp stiletto heel of her boot scraped, gouged, and sliced into Mark's skin. She kicked his head, face, body, and groin in an unending rant. Kerry spitefully shouted and barked derogatory words at Mark; she looked like she wanted him dead.

At first, Mark tried to protect himself using his hands and arms in the act of natural self-preservation. However, it seemed to anger Kerry even more, so he stopped, giving in to her will. Finally, realizing that his owner intended to beat him senselessly, Mark let her have her way. Why shouldn't he, after all? Kerry Lockheart was the Goddess he swore to religiously worship with all his heart.

"You fucking worm! I should end you right here!" Then, with one last stomp to Mark's bloodied testicles, her thin heel came bearing down on the loose ball that had slipped back out of Mark's torn scrotum and pierced through it. Kerry stopped and smiled in a way that only a natural-born sadist could. Her cold, evil smile would make the devil himself swell with pride as the temperature in the room felt like it dropped ten degrees in an instant.

All those serial killer suspense movies Mark watched in his younger years replayed throughout his mind. So this was it, he told himself. He already knew what she was about to do next. It was always just a fantasy but being castrated for a superior woman's amusement was about to become his reality. Losing his testicle would be worth it - for Goddess Kerry.

Kerry towered over a groveling Mark with his still attached testicle skewered by her boot heel. Her eyes locked purposely with Mark's. What was she about to do next, the slave doctor wondered, even though Mark already knew. Kerry held her intent gaze, staring at Mark. The doctor, stunned in awe by Kerry's savageness, remained silent. His frozen face and pried-open jaw looked stunned in disbelief. Or perhaps he was amazed by admiration for Kerry, judging by the prominent bulge in his pants.

It was an uncomfortable feeling at first. But then, waves of calm and happiness poured over Mark as he lost himself in the intensity of Kerry's eyes. Her remarkable brown eyes lured him deeper into an almost hypnotic state. Mark only felt love and worship for his perfectly divine Goddess.

Then with a firm flick and tug of her foot, Kerry significantly diminished Mark's manhood irrevocably. "Oops! Did I do that?" Kerry mocked.

"Ugh-Oh-Th-Thank you, my supreme and divine almighty Goddess, Kerry Lockheart. I exist only for you, my glorious deity." There was barely a whimper from Mark as Kerry ripped it from his body before kicking his severed testicle across the dirty concrete floor.

The doctor stood frozen in fear with only his eyes carefully tracking Mark's testicle as it slid and rolled across the grimy ground until coming to rest in the far corner of the room. He flinched as a giant rat snatched it up in its mouth before disappearing into the shadows.

"Oh-Ahahaha!" Kerry belted out again in sadistic laughter. "Wonderful! At least your pathetic balls aren't worthless after all."

"Y-Yes, my Goddess Kerry," a humbled Mark agreed.

"Now," Kerry began, shifting her focus while taking several steps away from Mark, "get down on that fucking filthy ground on your belly and squirm over to me." She pointed sternly to the uninviting concrete floor as encouragement.

Kerry folded her arms and began tapping her foot while watching Mark drop face down to the ground with a whopping slap. His naked flesh smacked the floor with a hard slapping sound reminiscent of a belly flop. Mark hugged the ground as closely as he could with every inch of his body as he began to slither.

"I said fucking SQUIRM!" WHACK-STOMP!!! A furious Kerry shouted as she leaped forward to kick and stomp Mark's head viscously before stepping back again. "Do worms slither, slave?"

"N-No, my Goddess. They squirm." Mark answered with a mouth full of blood trickling steadily onto the floor, leaving a trail in his wake.

"Good! That's better. Like a worm. Squirm, you pathetic worm - to my feet." She propped her hands onto her hips as Mark approached. Kerry looked at him in amusement as Mark's head inched closer to the ground beneath her. "Now stop! Lick my boots and thank me for all the suffering I put you through. Thank me for letting you worship at my feet."

Mark licked the leather and soles of Kerry's boots like his life depended on it, which it probably did. Unfortunately, Kerry proved that she was more than willing to callously discipline Mark regardless of how well he cleaned her boots. But it wasn't fear that drove Mark to lick at a frantic pace as he shouted unending devotions to Kerry. Mark loved Kerry with all his heart. He worshiped and idolized her, willing to sacrifice everything to prove it. He'd live for Kerry and die for Kerry. Kerry Lockheart was everything to Mark, including his reason for existence. Mark poured his heart to Kerry, pledging all to his divine Goddess, even his eternal soul.

"Yes, I'll take it. I'll gladly take it all. You're mine, bitch. I own you and always will, slave."

"Thank you - Thank you - Thank you - Thank you, Goddess!" Mark groveled hysterically, praising Kerry between licks.

Kicking him off her boots, Kerry spat at Mark and turned to face the doctor. Then, after spitting in the servant doctor's face, she told him, "Patch him up. I want him upstairs and in a glory hole booth in an hour sucking cock."

"But..." The doctor cautioned reasonably.

"Do it! Or else I'll take both your nuts and break your fucking spine too." It wasn't a hollow promise. It was a deadly serious threat. Kerry would do it, and the doctor knew it, especially after witnessing her at her cruelest.

"Yes, Ma'am. As you wish."

Kerry stormed out of the room, and the doctor quickly rushed to help Mark up off the floor. "Let's get you on the table so I can sew you back up."

"Th-Thank you," Mark whispered. He was exhausted. He collapsed, unconscious the second his head touched down on the cold, rigid steel tabletop.
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Gimp

"Fucking suck on it, faggot!"

"Hey homo, my cock's waiting. I've got a nice big five-day-old load."

"Hey, I'm next. It's been six months, and I haven't had a good blowjob since the wife kicked me out."

An endless line of men waited impatiently for their turn with Mark's throat. It was just another busy night at the glory hole with large crowds of testosterone-filled men eager to have their balls drained. Mark was unfazed. He had already sucked thousands of men of different shapes, sizes, races, and demeanors. The amount of semen and sperm Mark had consumed by now could only be measured in gallons. He loved his job, and the women running the glory hole loved having him. Owning an attentive, highly skilled cocksucker like Mark, who diligently serviced the men who shoved their throbbing cocks and heavy balls into his mouth, was just what the club needed.

Revenue was up, with new memberships surging by thirty percent since Mark joined the ranks of full-time indentured cocksuckers. Mark had become the glory hole's premier cum dumpster. It was all due to a blend of his superior cocksucking skills, bottomless throat, and a touch of natural talent.

Four months had passed since his nasty life-changing injuries sustained during a day of equestrian fun with Goddesses Kerry and Emma. Although his flesh wounds mostly healed, scars now littered his body. As bad as they were, they provided ample reminders of the fond memory of his tormentor, supreme and divine almighty Goddess Kerry Lockheart. Of course, Mark still was paralyzed. But at least Kerry allowed him to continue serving her in some capacity; he was alive after all.

"Mmmpf-hmm-Mmmpf-Mmmpf-Mmmpf!" Mark gagged as a giant cock forcibly thrust in and out of his mouth, only stopping when it hit the back of his throat.

"Oh, ah-ah-oooh, fuck yeah! Eat it, faggot!" the man ordered while unleashing a massive load of cum that continued to dribble and ooze long after the lion's share filled Mark's stomach. "Good whore. That's a good, good whore. I'll be back again soon. I need to fucking piss now."

Mark watched him withdraw his penis through the hole in the wall. The taste of the man's thick wad of sticky, clumpy sperm weighed heavy on his tongue. "Thank you, sir," Mark slavishly praised, but the man didn't respond. Instead, tucking his flaccid penis in his pants, he zipped up and turned to leave, darting out the door.

"Suck on this, faggot!" shouted another man only seconds later while shoving his partially erect cock into Mark's mouth. "Ah, now suck!"

Sucking and swallowing one cock immediately after the next was how Mark spent nearly every waking hour. From morning, shortly after he woke up through the last call at the bar and tavern next door, Mark knelt on the floor in the cramped booth positioned to suck. He never waited long. Each week, Mark serviced at least one hundred men. So it wasn't any surprise that he became such a good cocksucker.

Then, with a cock still in his mouth, Mark heard the locked door behind him open, and a woman's voice said, "Hello, boss." He immediately recognized it as Emma's and pulled the man's cock out of his mouth.

"Hey! Get back on that cock, faggot!" the man shouted.

"Princess Emma!" Mark gleefully exclaimed. If he were a dog, his tail would be wagging so hard it would be stripping the black paint off the walls.

"Slave is more like it. You haven't been a boss to anyone in many months now," she noted smugly. "You'd better listen to your superior. You have a paying customer that requires some urgent ball-draining," Emma smiled, motioning to the hard ten-inch cock protruding through the wall.

The random, anonymous man on the other side of the wall couldn't hear Emma but shouted again at the right time, "Get your faggot lips back on my cock before I break down this wall and shit down your throat!"

Mark finally complied with the intolerant man's demands, taking Emma's advice. He instantly thrust his mouth back onto the man's raging erection and sucked and bobbed like never before. He desperately wanted to impress Princess Emma. Mark's eager moist lips and darting tongue quickly had the man moaning like a middle-aged woman getting her brains fucked out by a giant dicked black king. It took only thirty seconds for him to erupt in Mark's mouth, and Mark slurped down every last drop. He even licked up the dribbles that escaped and landed on the filthy floor below. Finally, the man grunted one last time, let out a loud belch, turned, and left.

Emma inserted a tiny key into a mysterious lock in the middle of the wall and flicked off the switch beside it. To Mark's surprise, the glory hole in front of his face closed automatically, and the red light overhead went dim. It was the first time he'd seen the red light go dark. So that's what that lock was for, Mark marveled. Early on, he thought about closing the hole somehow to give himself a break from endlessly sucking. It made sense that only women with a key could do such a thing. Emma must have gotten the key from one of the guards.

Unfortunately for the men outside, a chorus of about a dozen complaining voices echoed through the wall when the lit sign denoting availability went dim. It was evident that they specifically came to have Mark suck them off. But not today; they'd have to find another glory hole booth to service their needs. Unfortunately, Emma had other plans for Mark.

"Kerry sent me," she finally shared as Mark attentively knelt before her.

He could kneel thanks to the unique prosthetic made for him by another fellow slave who treated the physically handicapped for a living. It aided Mark in staying planted in a kneeling posture for most of his waking day and looked almost like a chair, except it kept Mark propped up on his knees. In addition, the in-house medical staff gave Mark a wheelchair to get around the complex.

It was too large to fit in the tiny room and be used as a more comfortable chair rather than kneeling all day, so Mark had to keep it just outside his booth. It hardly saw much use. He only used it to travel between his sleeping quarters and his glory hole booth. He divided his time between the tiny room where he sucked cock for eighteen hours a day and his prison-like cell in the lowest level sub-basement sleeping quarters. It was where he slept in a cage with the other permanent club slaves.

"It's so wonderful to see you, Princess Emma. I see that you're wearing your riding boots today. May I please lick them clean for you, Goddess." Mark begged.

"No thanks, bitch. I just watched a guy cum in your mouth. You eat hundreds of loads a week. I'm pretty certain if you lick my boots, you'll just be making them dirtier," laughed Emma. "Besides, I came on business from Kerry."

"How is my sweet, divine deity, Goddess Kerry? I pray morning, noon, and night every day to my Goddess Kerry."

"As you should, loser," Emma replied. "Kerry is doing wonderful, as usual. She took your old job, and I'm her assistant now. She's so wonderful. You were such a fucking shit stain of a boss, a real loser, but that's so obvious now, isn't it?"

"Yes, Ma'am. I am pathetic."

Emma shook her head at Mark's laughable admission of being a loser. "You were just a stepping stone. Now that Kerry has your job, she's planning to move on and take Joel's."

"Joel Evans, the VP of Commercial Development? He's a prick. He'll never bow to a woman."

"Kerry's already making progress. Soon, tiny thin-dick Joel will be licking her boots. His job and income will be hers as well."

"Wow," Mark admitted, "that's great to hear. I hope Goddess Kerry is successful. She's entitled to everything she desires. As are you, Princess Emma."

"Naturally," Emma smiled. "Maybe Joel will join you here, and you can be cock sucking buddies. Or maybe Kerry should bring him in so you can suck your old boss's cock first. Mmm yummy, eh?"

"Yes, Princess. It would be a privilege either way."

"But I didn't come here to chat it up with a loser like you. Kerry and I don't fucking care about you. She's donated you to the Female Supremacy Society. So, you're officially the property of the FSS - A bonafide gimp."

The realization of what Goddess Emma was telling him started to sink in. Mark would spend the rest of his life at the club sucking cock and who knows what else. He may never even see the light of day again. It didn't matter. He was content with how everything worked out.

Kerry used Mark as a stepping stone to bigger things, and now he gets to serve a whole society of superior women. Nevertheless, the best memories in his life were those experienced in devout worship and servitude to Goddess Kerry Lockheart. She'll always be his primary owner, the true Goddess he would worship above others.

"Will I ever get to see Goddess Kerry again?" Mark asked Emma.

"I doubt it. But Kerry did have a message for you she asked me to deliver," Emma excitedly disclosed to an eager Mark. "Do you want to hear it?"

"Yes, please! Oh please, Princess Emma."

"Ok. Here it is. Kerry wanted me to tell you - Fuck you!" Emma laughed as she flipped Mark off with her middle finger. Then abruptly, Emma wound up and booted Mark forcefully in his remaining testicle with the full brunt of her rigid riding boot. Mark screamed in agony before falling to the floor in a heap in front of a hysterically amused Emma.

Mark returned to his knees, saying, "Th-Thank you, Princess Emma. Please send my sincerest gratitude to Goddess Kerry for her kind words."

"She really won't care, so, no." Emma smiled again. "But I need you to sign this form," Emma insisted, pulling out a paper from inside her coat breast pocket. "It's just a legal declaration. Since you're a worthless crippled gimp for life now, there's the matter of your long-term disability insurance payout and pension. Sign here." Emma pointed to the empty signature space at the bottom of the form, "It's to affirm your intent to have everything transferred to Kerry's account in perpetuity."

Emma handed Mark the form and a pen, and he applied his signature without hesitation, only saying, "She deserves it all."

"Perfect! Well then, my time with you is done. Enjoy your sad and pathetic life of slavery."

Before Emma could turn to leave, Mark pushed and propelled his body forward. He fell on the hard floor, face first at Emma's feet while blabbering out his undying gratitude and devotion to Kerry and Emma. Mark pledged to worship them both for the rest of his life and make them proud. Furthermore, he promised to become the best cocksucker in the city for Goddess Kerry and Princess Emma.

"Hahahaha!" Emma laughed; then, she confessed, spitting on Mark, "We don't care at all about you."

"Thank you, Thank you, Thank you, Goddess!" Mark pathetically groveled.

Emma turned to leave but stopped herself midway, "Shit, I almost forgot. Although I hear you are one of the best cocksuckers and cum eaters we own at the club, Kerry thought it best to ask the club to rotate you into other roles. To make sure you're a well-rounded slave, of course. And because she despises you, she arranged for you to spend the next six months as a 24/7 human urinal in the extremely busy main floor men's restroom." Emma laughed, "You're already used to eating the cum from random anonymous men's cocks. So now they'll also be emptying their bladders, full of piss, in your thirsty mouth all day and night. Mmm, Yummy! Enjoy it, loser!"

All Mark could do was thank Emma. What else was a devoted slave to do? It didn't matter whether he loved or hated the thought of consuming gallons of fresh urine for the next half year. He'd have to do it regardless.

Finally, Emma turned one last time, "Bye bitch," she said, waving her slender hand at Mark. "You'd better head over there now. I saw a long line outside the restroom on my way to see you. We get an awful lot of men stopping over after drinking at the bar next door for a long piss and a sloppy blowjob. It's the closest thing you'll ever get to having a tall pint again. Hahaha! Bottoms up, you fucking worthless crippled gimp!"
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New Beginnings

Mark's life had taken a series of unexpected twists since pledging his soul to his once subordinate employee, the savvy project manager Kerry Lockheart. What started as a workplace crush and obsessive fetish for Kerry's black leather office flats ended in life-altering sacrifices for Mark. Giving up his prestigious commercial development management position and high six-figure income paled compared to what he gained.

Mark, who secretly worshiped his star-performing employee for several years before it all happened, believed it was well worth it. The cutthroat project manager had already been running Mark's department for him, giving him orders and treating him worse than a lowly errand boy.

Mark reveled in the memory of all those impatient and entitled yell sessions that Kerry so frequently shouted at his face behind his closed office door. She complained about his performance, lack of insight, leadership, and even others in the department. Mark was her go-to punching bag and lapdog for years before he gave her the ammunition to put a collar around his neck forever.

His weakness for her dominance ended up being his downfall. Perhaps it's better stated that his obsession with Kerry led to his salvation. It was all because of Goddess Kerry's perfectly delectable black leather, well-worn office flats. How she wore them daily, dangling them under his nose and slipping in and out of them seductively. Mark fell in love with her shoes, and they cost him everything. Kerry certainly had no regrets; why should her slave either?

He spent nearly a year in loyal service to her, building memories of a lifetime. He'd forever be grateful for the countless insane whippings and brutal beatings, along with the opportunity to clean her boots and shoes every day. Of course, she took so much from him as payment in return, but it was worth it ten times over to Mark.

After the accident that forever took his ability to walk, Mark found himself a prisoner of the most popular glory hole in the city's history. Kept locked in a tiny cage deep underground each night, Mark was uncaged only to work in his cramped glory hole booth and the men's room as a human urinal. That was his life, day in and out for more than a year after. He hadn't seen the light of day or taken a breath of fresh outside air in as much time.

With every cum load he sucked from a cock, and there were many, and every bladder of piss he drank, Mark grew increasingly fond of his female captors and their disdain for him. Especially the one true God he worshiped above all, Kerry Lockheart, who technically was still his registered and rightful owner. The women in his life hated him for being a man, but Mark only felt love for them. He never thought he could feel so alive in his life.

Unfortunately, though, Mark didn't realize he lost part of his humanity with every passing day. It wouldn't be long before Mark's image of himself matched precisely the impression women like Kerry had of him. Mark quickly became a sub-human creature with no discernible endearing qualities one would respect.

Stripped of every last bit of dignity and self-respect, Mark wouldn't bat an eye if he had to replace one of the emotionless drone-like slaves in the toilet stalls, who he hadn't thought much about until now. They lay locked in place, made to gobble up and eat the logs of shit that arrogant men would unapologetically defecate onto their faces while laughing incessantly. Shit-eaters, the guards called them, were treated as the lowest form of life on the planet. They were more worthless than maggots, eating shit all day long without end. Yet, in an odd twisted way, Mark envied them. They had reached the absolute bottom of the food chain, a feat that every truly devoted slave aspired to attain.

Mark didn't know how they could even do it. He wondered how come they don't vomit or flail about in disgust. Yet thinking more, Mark became confident that he would be proud of himself if told to become a shit-eater. If making Mark eat another man's shit amused Goddess Kerry and the superior gender as a whole, Mark would gladly capitulate.

Mark was wholly dedicated to playing his insignificant yet meaningful part in the religious ideology of Female Supremacy. He was so close to reaching the lowest echelons of depraved loserdom.

Emasculated and dehumanized, Mark was all-in to the bitter end.

The end


Contact

I wish to sincerely thank you for purchasing my book and supporting Femdom fiction authors like me. If you wish to send additional tribute directly to me, please reach out for details at CordeliaLivingston@protonmail.com. Your continued support of the genre is a testament of your devotion to Female Supremacist women everywhere.
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