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   1: Roger’s Dirty Little Secret 
 
      
 
    Roger Bishop thought his wife had gone to work. That’s why he went on Pornhub and downloaded a clip of a woman in latex whipping a stark naked man. And that’s why he had his hand down his trousers and was masturbating. Sadly for Roger, his wife was running late and had yet to leave for work. She was still very much in the house. And that’s why the door opened and Suzy popped her head around it. 
 
    “I just wanted to tell you that...” she tailed off when she saw what Roger was doing. 
 
    “Suzy!” he squawked, mortified. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” barked his wife angrily, looking from him to the pornography on his laptop screen. “Is this what you do when you work from home?” 
 
    “No, I was... it’s spam! It just popped up on my screen!” 
 
    “And your hand just happened to pop down your trousers!” 
 
    Before he could say anything else, before he had a chance to make up another feeble lie, his wife was gone. Seconds later the front door slammed shut and her car pulled away.  
 
    Shit! 
 
    Being caught looking at pornography like a naughty teenager was far from ideal. And it didn’t help that their marriage had been a bit flat of late. Certainly the passion seemed to have all but died. Not that there had ever been a huge amount of passion, but there had at least been some. Now they seemed to be running on empty. Sure, they still had sex, about once a month, but that felt more like a chore than anything. And judging by the looks on his wife’s face during their more intimate moments, she’d rather be at the dentist’s getting a filling. 
 
    The sad truth was that Roger found it far more satisfying looking at smut on the internet. Not least because he watched things he would be far too embarrassed to talk to Suzy about. Namely female domination – or Femdom, as it was known. He loved to watch women dominating men. He loved to see women shouting abuse at pitiful males and ordering them about. And he especially loved it when men got beaten if they failed to satisfy, which they always did because they were pathetic. God, it was intoxicating! 
 
    Unfortunately he could never talk with Suzy about his peccadilloes. She wouldn’t understand. Roger supposed he could go and see a professional dominatrix to take care of his forbidden desires, but it was too risky. They cost money, and what if Suzy noticed large chunks disappearing from their joint account? Or what if the dominatrix marked him? How could Roger ever explain whip marks on his bottom or scratches on his back?  
 
    No, it was best to leave his fantasies unfulfilled rather than risk his marriage. And he definitely didn’t want to risk his marriage. He was already punching above his weight having a woman like Suzy. She was smart, sassy and incredibly sexy, with blonde hair and a slim athletic figure. He’d met her at university and was staggered she’d ever agreed to go out with him in the first place, and even more staggered when she said yes to his marriage proposal a few years later. He was beyond lucky to have such a woman and would never put his relationship in jeopardy.  
 
    Sighing, Roger opened up his work account and started answering emails. And as he plodded through inane questions from customers and colleagues he tried not to dwell on what had just happened. Hopefully it was just an embarrassing blip that Suzy would forget all about. 
 
    

  

 
  
   2: Duds and Studs 
 
      
 
    Suzy Bishop was in the office break room with Janelle, a beautiful black woman from Sales. Janelle was Suzy’s best friend and had been for a decade, which is why Suzy had just told Janelle about discovering her husband pleasuring himself over porn. 
 
    “Oh my god!” laughed Janelle huskily. “What a dreadful little pervert!” 
 
    “I know!” 
 
    “So what did you do when you found him?” 
 
    “Well, I just shouted and stormed off. To be honest I was too shocked to do anything else. What would you have done?” 
 
    Janelle shrugged. “I can’t imagine any of the men I date ever looking at porn. They all prefer the real thing rather than flickering images on a screen.” 
 
    Suzy nodded sadly. Janelle’s boyfriends, and there were many, were almost always good looking, funny and successful. It was hard to imagine any of these alpha males masturbating in front of a laptop like a dirty schoolboy. Yet Roger, nerdy boring Roger with his growing bald patch and round shoulders had self-abuser written all over him. 
 
    Janelle seemed to sense Suzy’s disappointment and tried to rally her. “Look, at least he wasn’t cheating! He was just scratching an itch.” 
 
    “I know, he was just looking and got carried away. I shouldn’t be too harsh on him since loads of men do it.” She took a sip of her creamy latte. “And he is a good husband. Solid. Dependable. Always there when I need....” 
 
    Suzy trailed off because Brad had entered the break room. Brad worked in Sales on Janelle’s team. He was tall and muscular and had a thick head of tousled brown hair. Suzy couldn’t imagine Brad jerking off over internet pornography. He wouldn’t have to. He was the office hunk and he could have any woman he wanted. 
 
    “He’s a sexy bastard, isn’t he?” whispered Janelle, following Suzy’s gaze. 
 
    “He’s got something going on, all right,” agreed Suzy wistfully. That was an understatement and a half. He had everything going on and the cocky bastard knew it. Rumour had it that he had slept with half the receptionists here, and even bedded the Managing Director’s frosty wife.  
 
    “Anyway, your sleazy little husband,” said Janelle. “You might want to find out what he was looking at. Maybe if you enacted some of his fantasies it might put the spark back in your marriage.” 
 
    “Yes, I will. I definitely will,” said Suzy, her eyes never leaving Brad’s well-developed chest. 
 
      
 
    An hour later Suzy was in her office thinking again about Roger furiously masturbating. When she had disturbed him he was clearly very excited, way more than he ever was with her. Whenever they had sex nowadays he always seemed distracted and distant, as if he would rather be somewhere else. That was when they even had sex, because more often than not he couldn’t perform due erectile dysfunction.  
 
    Erectile dysfunction? The dirty devil definitely didn’t have that problem in front of his computer screen! Hell, his penis looked harder than she’d seen it for a long, long time! So, yes, Suzy would definitely be checking his search history tonight and finding out what had put lead in his pencil.  
 
    And then, as ever when she thought of sex, she started thinking about Brad. She doubted Brad ever had a problem putting lead in his pencil. If anything she imagined his pencil had too much lead in! Ha! No woman would ever be unsatisfied with him. In fact if the rumours were true he delivered in spades between the sheets.  
 
    Suzy shook her head tried to concentrate on the contract with Bellingham Industries that needed double checking, but she couldn’t stop thinking about Brad. His broad shoulders and strong back. And those big hands. She could imagine those hands holding her and sliding down her body. She could imagine them tearing off her clothes and then throwing her roughly on a bed- 
 
    “You look a million miles away!” came a gravelly voice from the doorway. 
 
    Suzy looked up to see Brad. Brad! “Oh, hi ... yes.” She blushed like a schoolgirl. “I guess I was.” 
 
    “Well, next time you go a million miles away let me know if you need any company,” smiled Brad and ambled off. 
 
    Suzy watched him go, turning his words over in her mind. Next time you go a million miles away let me know if you need any company. Was he flirting with her? Had the reigning office stud just flirted with her? It felt like he had and she liked it. She liked it a lot! 
 
    Smiling broadly, Suzy got back on with checking the Bellingham Contract. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   3: His Secret Desire to Submit 
 
      
 
    Suzy was waiting in the living room when Roger arrived home from work. 
 
    “Hello, love,” he smiled as he came through the door after taking off his coat. 
 
    “Hello,” she said crisply. 
 
    That’s when Roger noticed she was sitting at the dinning room table with his laptop open. He swallowed nervously, thinking of the filth that was on his hard drive. Why the hell hadn’t he deleted it after she’d discovered him masturbating? What was wrong with him?  
 
    “Erm, is there a problem?” he asked, trying to keep nervousness from his voice. 
 
    “Sit down.” She pointed at a chair opposite and Roger sat down. 
 
    “I’ve been looking through your laptop,” she began and Roger’s stomach went into free fall. This was the moment he’d been dreading. If he couldn’t explain the weird porn he looked at his marriage was as good as over. He would finally lose the woman who was too good for him in the first place. 
 
    “I, erm... there’s a lot of old stuff on it that’s been there since university. I know I should delete it but I just keep forgetting.” 
 
    Ignoring him Suzy clicked on an mpeg. A second later the screen was filled with a young woman in thigh boots and a corset shouting at a naked man. She closed that and opened another mpeg, this time featuring a man being spanked hard by a matronly woman. Another file was opened featuring two naked men being walked on dog leashes around a field by a woman in riding gear. 
 
    Roger watched the images, burning red with shame. 
 
    “Seen enough?” asked his wife. 
 
    Roger nodded miserably and she closed the laptop. 
 
    “You like this kind of thing?” Suzy continued. 
 
    “No, I ... I was just bored and downloaded a few files one day.” 
 
    “A few files? There are over three hundred on your hard drive, pretty much every one featuring men being used and abused by a dominant woman.” She fixed him with a hard stare. “Is that your fantasy, Roger? To be controlled by a strict and unforgiving woman? To be told what to do and when to do it? And if you fail to be punished like a naughty little boy?” 
 
    Roger said nothing, just stared miserably at the floor. 
 
    “Well? Answer me?” 
 
    “I guess,” he mumbled eventually. There was no point trying to hide it. 
 
    “And is that why you no longer seem interested in normal sex? Because you’d rather be humiliated and dominated?” 
 
    Another miserable nod. 
 
    Suzy said nothing, and Roger squirmed. This was it, the end of his relationship. He was convinced of it. “I think it’s clear to both of us that our marriage isn’t working,” began his wife. “What little passion we had disappeared years ago and now we’re just going through the motions.” 
 
    A pause, then a dejected nod from Roger. 
 
    “But maybe our marriage isn’t beyond saving,” said Suzy and Roger looked up, hopeful. “Maybe we could breathe some life back into it I was to take control and become the dominant partner.” 
 
    Roger swallowed. “The dominant partner?” he asked. 
 
    “Considering the filth on your hard drive I hardly need to explain what a woman becoming the dominant partner means, do I?” 
 
    “Erm, no,” mumbled a chastened Roger. 
 
    “Good, because I’m willing to take a risk and give this a go.” 
 
    “You mean-”  
 
    “I mean that from now on I’ll be in charge in this relationship. I’ll be the boss. You want female supremacy in the home? Well, you’re going to get it. I will take control of every aspect of your life, understand?” 
 
    A dumfounded Roger stared at his wife. 
 
    “Understand?” 
 
    Roger nodded. 
 
    “Good, we’ll discuss what this means on a practical level over the coming days, but in the meantime you can go and run me a bath, and then move your things into the spare room.” 
 
    “The spare room?” 
 
    Suzy smiled. “We’re not equals anymore, Roger, so you don’t get to sleep in the matrimonial bed. If and when we have sex I’ll tell you, understand?” 
 
    “Erm, yes, of course.” 
 
    “Good, now hurry up and run that bath for me.”  
 
    Roger dashed off in a daze. What the hell had just happened? After years of fantasising had he really just stumbled into a female led relationship? Only time would tell. 
 
    

  

 
  
   4: Suzy’s Femdom Education 
 
      
 
    In order to understand her husband’s strange peccadilloes Suzy did a deep dive into the world of female domination. She started by watching the numerous clips on Roger’s hard drive, which in turn led her to a plethora of specialist ‘Femdom’ websites dedicated to smoking hot women and the snivelling male worms who worshipped them. It amazed her how popular the scene seemed to be, with what seemed like a million and one subcategories. Foot worship. Pegging. Adult babies. Smoking. Small penis humiliation. Clothed female nude male... no sooner had she learnt about one area than she was introduced to something equally weird.  
 
    At first everything struck her as overly dramatic and more than a touch silly. These were grown men, for crying out loud! Yet they scurried around naked at the feet of stern women, simpering like spineless idiots. “Yes, Mistress! No, Mistress!” they whimpered, thrusting their bare bottoms out for punishment.  
 
    But a strange thing happened, the more Suzy watched the more she started to see that these women had genuine power over the men they dominated. By acting out their fantasies, no matter how daft, they fed an addiction. These men became completely obsessed by being told what to do, and the more it happened the more beholden they were to the women who did it. So yes, the women in Femdom did have power.  
 
    After doing her homework on the subject it was time for Suzy to create a Female Led Relationship. Her first act as a dominant wife was to make Roger start addressing her as Mistress around the house. Everywhere else she would be Suzy, but behind closed doors she was Mistress. “Yes, Mistress!” he had gabbled eagerly when she informed him.  
 
    As for Roger, sometimes she would call him Roger, but at other times she would address him as slave or worm or idiot or cretin or dolt or fool or loser. Basically any insulting or derogatory name she could think of. And he lapped it up, seeming to get a high every time she insulted him or called him a cruel name. For example, before this he had been extremely sensitive about losing his hair, but he appeared to love being called Baldy and told how big his bald patch was growing. “I’m sorry for being a slaphead!” he had snivelled excitedly. 
 
    “And so you should be, you shiny headed fool! And maybe if you didn’t play with yourself so much, you wouldn’t have started losing you hair so young!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! I’m sorry for being a chronic self-abuser!”  
 
    The next thing Suzy did was establish a new role for Roger. As the Mistress of the house she would no longer do any cooking or cleaning whatsoever. Every single domestic chore would now be Roger’s sole responsibility. Sweeping and mopping the floor. Vacuuming rugs and carpets. Washing and drying dishes. Laundry. Ironing. Dusting. Taking out the rubbish. Sewing. Scrubbing the toilet...  
 
    And just to help him Suzy printed out a daily list of chores that he would be expected to complete when he got home. No matter how tired he was, no matter how late he got in from work, he would complete his chores or face the consequences.  
 
    In order to remind him of his new status as a domestic servant she decided to make her husband wear a special uniform around the house. She toyed with the idea of a suit like a butlers, but opted instead for a white t shirt, tight white shorts, white ankle socks and a pair of white pumps. He looked ridiculous, like a boy, but she liked that. And, judging by the mini bulge in the front of his tight shorts, he definitely liked it.  
 
    After completing his daily chores he would ask Suzy if she wanted anything else done. If not, he would be allowed to go to his room and watch an hour of television. Then he would go to bed. Of course some nights she might let him stay downstairs for a chat, but that would be her decision not his. 
 
    Then there was punishment. Suzy didn’t really fancy going full on pain and suffering, in fact she found it a little scary when she watched it in clips, so she opted instead for light spankings. She decided that when he failed to perform his duties satisfactorily, or did something else to annoy her like leave the toilet seat up, she would put him over her knee, pull down his shorts, and give his bare bottom six good hard spanks. And after each blow he would thank her.  
 
    At first she struggled with the role of strict wife. The idea that it was silly kept popping into her mind, especially when Roger went into full simpering slave mode.  
 
    Yes, Mistress! Sorry, Mistress! Of course, Mistress! 
 
    At times it was hard to keep a straight face at how foolish it all was. And the sight of Roger on his tiptoes trying to get at a cobweb with his pink feather duster was pure comedy. But gradually she succumbed to the lifestyle. She slipped into the role of dominant and started to relish the power she had over her husband. After all, who wouldn’t want a personal servant that does everything for her? Who wouldn’t want a willing slave that blindly obeyed?    
 
    

  

 
  
   5: Living the Submissive Dream 
 
      
 
    Roger was cleaning the bath. He was bent over scrubbing for all he was worth and ensuring that it had a showroom finish. And as he worked he reflected on how incredibly lucky he was. He was living out fantasies that had started when he was a horny teenager! Back then it had been the stern no-nonsense Maths teacher who had first awakened his desire to be dominated by the opposite sex. He used to imagine her finding fault with his algebra homework and, after yanking down his trousers, putting him over her knee and spanking him.  
 
    Before long the haughty sixth form girls had been added to the list of cold, imperious women he wanted to submit to. He would imagine these young minxes stripping him naked and making fun of his deeply average penis. After that his fantasies multiplied. Both at university and later work he would cross paths with yet more women who he dreamt about dominating him. 
 
    And of course there were an endless list of pop stars and actresses and TV presenters whom he imagined enslaving him. The Spice Girls were an early favourite, and he used to imagine being the personal slave of Ginger, Sporty, Posh, Scary and Baby. They would force him to serve them naked on tour, and even drag him out on stage a few times to whip him in front of their screaming fans. Newsreaders were a big favourite too, and he had spent many a happy hour imagining himself stark naked and sucking the heels of Fiona Bruce or that stern woman from Newsnight. Oh, and he’d lost of the number of times he’d masturbated himself silly over the idea of Kim Kardashian putting him over her knee and spanking his bare bottom, preferably while Kourtney and Khloe watched and laughed. But, of course, they were all just the sort of fever dreams that every submissive man had.  
 
    Never had he imagined that Suzy would go for such a thing, and yet here she was as his Mistress! And he was very glad she had because he loved this new life he was living. Absolutely loved it with every fibre of his being! 
 
    All he could think about at work each day was getting home, putting on his silly white uniform, and being bossed about by his wife. His penis was forever hard now, and a lot of the time when he was supposed to be performing his chores he would actually be hunched over, shorts around his ankles, pumping his five inch erection for all he was worth. And ten minutes after squirting his watery load he was usually hard again, ready for another stroke session! 
 
    Even better was when he deliberately made a mistake so that Suzy would put him over her knee, yank down his shorts, and spank him. The delicious humiliation of being smacked on his bare bottom! And after each blow landed he would cry out, “Thank you, Mistress Suzy!” 
 
    What’s more, his rock hard dick would rub and run against his wife’s thighs, meaning that shortly after each spanking he would scurry off to a quiet corner and pleasure himself! Heaven! 
 
    Rinsing out the bath he took his cloth to the window and looked out. The neighbour’s nineteen year old daughter, Amanda, was just taking her dog for a walk. Roger watched as the curvaceous young redhead walked away, her cute young bottom packed into jeans so tight they may as well have been sprayed on. Hard to believe that when he and Suzy first moved in Amanda had been a gawky kid in braces, endlessly jabbering about ponies or Harry Potter. He had even babysat her a few times. Now, though, she was a gorgeous young woman with sex appeal to spare. 
 
    As Roger eyed her delicious derriere, he temporarily forgot about being a submissive man and thought in terms of just being a man. Amanda was sexy as hell. What he’d do to see her naked. No, he wanted to do more than just feast his eyes on her hot young body: he wanted to actually have sex with her. To fuck her, as a cruder more laddish man might say. Oh, he was happy to play the servile slave, but he still had his more masculine urges, and seeing hot young Amanda brought them to the fore. 
 
    “Sod the chores!” he whispered and quickly pulled his shorts down, grabbed hold of his erection, and started pumping for all he was worth, his eyes never leaving the hot girl who lived next door. Within seconds there was another runny mess on the floor that needed cleaning up... 
 
    

  

 
  
   6: Drinks after Work 
 
      
 
    Suzy was just closing a particularly irksome spreadsheet when Janelle popped her head around the door. “We’ve just closed a big contract and are going out to the Hungry Badger to celebrate. Fancy joining us?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Suzy, who was tired after a day wrangling figures that didn’t want to be wrangled. “I just want to go home and slip into a hot bath.” 
 
    “Brad should be there!” grinned Janelle. 
 
    Suzy laughed. “Am I that predictable that I’ll go with you just because the office dreamboat is going?” 
 
    “Pretty much!” smirked a knowing Janelle. 
 
    “Okay, fine, let me just ring Roger and tell him.” 
 
    She picked up the phone and hit speed dial. Aware that Janelle was there she put it on speaker phone. “Yes, Mistress Suzy?” came the instant and achingly submissive reply. 
 
    “I’m going for some drinks after work so I’ll be back late. You have the ironing to do, which I will expect to be done by the time I get home. Understand, slave?” she snapped. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Suzy!” 
 
    As she hung up a bemused Janelle chuckled. “What the hell was that all about?” 
 
    “Remember I caught Roger looking at porn?”  
 
    Janelle nodded.  
 
    “Well, to cut a long story short I took your advice and investigated what he was looking at. Turns out he’s one of these men that’s really turned on by being dominated, so I decided to dominate him!” 
 
    “You dominate your husband? You mean in the bedroom?” 
 
    Suzy laughed. “He wishes! The wuss isn’t allowed in the bedroom anymore, except to clean.” 
 
    “To clean? So he does all the housework?” 
 
    “Willingly! He loves to scrub floors and polish silverware the way other men love to watch football!” 
 
    Janelle shook her head incredulously. “I wish the men I dated did housework! They’re too manly to lift a finger to help!” 
 
    “Well, I can bring him over one day if you like, and he’ll happy do all you’re cleaning.” 
 
    “You’re on, girl! Now how about we go and get rat arsed and flirt with some hunks!” 
 
      
 
    Two hours later and Suzy was drunk but not nearly as happy as she had hoped. In fact she was quietly furious. Brad was indeed there, but he had spent the entire night with one of the secretaries. Nimi or Nonni or some other stupid name that sounded made up. But Nimi or Nonni was wearing a short tight skirt and kept thrusting her nubile young body at Brad. And Brad, being a man, didn’t appear to mind. 
 
    Suzy was jealous. There was no point in denying it, she was jealous to her core. She wanted a hunky man like Brad. Hell, she deserved a hunky man like Brad, but all she had was that ludicrous doormat at home. Dusting and hoovering in his stupid white uniform. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” asked Janelle after returning from the toilet. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “It’s not nothing, something’s clearly bothering you.” 
 
    “Nothing’s bothering me.” 
 
    Janelle followed Suzy’s sulky gaze. “Look, Brad’s just being nice to Neni because she’s new and doesn’t know anybody. I swear he’s into you.” 
 
    Neni! What an idiotic name! And the fact that he was flirting with somebody with such an idiotic name made it all the more hurtful. “Yes, well, I should be getting back,” she mumbled and stood up. 
 
    And with that Suzy left the pub in the darkest of dark moods. Luckily for her she had a human piñata at home to take out her frustrations on. 
 
    

  

 
  
   7: Roger Suffers for the Sins of Other Men 
 
      
 
    Roger was fast asleep (and, ironically, dreaming of Kim Kardashian spanking him for masturbating over her Instagram page) when the door burst open. “Out of the bed, you fucking wimp!” shouted a harsh voice. It was Suzy, back from her after work drinks and clearly very drunk. 
 
    “NOW!” she thundered. 
 
    Judging by his wife’s tone she was very, very angry. Roger’s submissiveness kicked in and he immediately leapt up and stood to attention beside his bed. The new house rules stipulated that he had to sleep naked so he felt more than a little vulnerable standing there.  
 
    “What is it with you men that think you can whatever you want?” raged his wife. “You think you can just take take take. Well, you can’t.” 
 
    It was then that Roger noticed Suzy was carrying a cane. It had soil on one end so it was clearly from one of the plants in the conservatory.  
 
    “Band over and touch your toes, boy!” she snapped. 
 
    “Mistress?” he asked anxiously. He’d never been caned before and the prospect was more than a little scary. Spankings were one thing, but an actual bamboo rod across his bare bottom? That would hurt a lot. 
 
    Not that his wife seemed to care, she was too busy working herself into a blind rage. “BEND OVER AND TOUCH YOUR TOES YOU PATHETIC LITTLE PERVERT!” she shouted and Roger, feeling extremely intimidated, instantly complied. 
 
    “You’re getting twelve strokes across the arse to pay for your fellow man’s crimes. And after each stroke you’ll say, ‘Thank you, Mistress Suzy!’ like a good slave!” 
 
    And with that she brought the cane whistling down across his exposed buttock cheeks. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” he yelped and leapt up, rubbing his bottom. Never in his life had he imagined the cane could hurt this much! How on earth did the men in all the videos he watched cope?  
 
    “What?” asked his wife angrily. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Suzy!” 
 
    “Good, now get back into position because you’ve still got to suffer for your fellow man’s crimes!” 
 
    He did as he was told and the cold, hard caning continued.  
 
    CRACK!  
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Suzy!” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Suzy!” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Suzy!” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    And so it continued. The beating was hard and brutal and a million miles from the fevered Femdom fantasies of his dreams.  But if Roger thought the beating was the end of his torment he was very much mistaken. After turning his bottom into a fiery roadmap, his wife left the room and went downstairs. She returned several minutes later carrying a cucumber and a banana. 
 
    “The trouble with men is that all you think about is sticking your dick in women. You don’t even see women, you just see holes to be filled,” snarled Suzy. 
 
    Roger didn’t know what to say so he said nothing.  
 
    “Well, all I see when I look at you is a loser with holes to be filled,” sneered his wife darkly and then, handing Roger the cucumber and banana, explained exactly what would happen next. 
 
    “I...can’t do that, Mistress,” whispered a horrified Roger. 
 
    “You can and will, slave,” said Suzy, staring hard at her servile husband. Eventually he nodded and followed her instructions to the letter. To put it bluntly, Roger penetrated himself with the cucumber while simultaneously sucking on the banana, as if it was a man’s huge penis. And Suzy, seating herself in the chair in the corner of the room, watched and laughed. 
 
    “Fuck that bitch hard!” she sniggered cruelly. “HARDER!” 
 
    Roger, feeling more degraded than he had ever felt before, pushed the cucumber and banana in and out, in and out, in and out. It made him feel small and dirty and more an object than a man. 
 
    “And groan like you’re enjoying it!” chortled his wife and Roger duly began to make orgasmic sounds.  
 
    “Oooh! Ah! Ah!” he sighed, ensuring that he sounded exactly as ridiculous as he looked. This was a side to his fantasy lifestyle he hadn’t expected. And, as he despoiled his bruised and battered body for his wife’s entertainment, he hoped that it was just a one off.  
 
    

  

 
  
   8: A Slave on Loan 
 
      
 
    Janelle let Suzy and Roger into her third floor flat. Roger followed Suzy meekly into the living room and stood silently holding a small carrier bag. Janelle and Suzy sat down on the sofa and looked at Roger. 
 
    “What’s he got in the bag?” asked Janelle, curious. 
 
    “His uniform,” said Suzy and then turned her attention to her husband, who was still standing there mutely, awaiting instructions. “Go to Miss Janelle’s bathroom and change into your houseboy outfit. Fold your clothes and put them neatly in the bag and leave it there, then report back here pronto,” she told him and watched as he trotted obediently off. 
 
    “He’s very well behaved,” observed Janelle dryly. 
 
    “Thanks again for agreeing to have him, only I think it’ll do the little worm good to have other people see him. It’ll remind him of his lowly status.” 
 
    “Hey, I’m getting my flat cleaned for free! Plus I get to see what it’s like to have an actual slave should I ever decide to explore this Femdom lark!” 
 
    “It’s addictive!” laughed Suzy just as Roger returned wearing his regulation shorts, t-shirt, socks and plimsolls.  
 
    “Nice outfit! Very PE!” Janelle grinned, looking him up and down. She frowned as her eyes came to rest on his crotch. “Although those shorts don’t leave much to the imagination, which is unfortunate as your poor husband doesn’t seem to be packing much between his legs!” 
 
    “No, I’m afraid he’s not been blessed in the manhood department,” agreed Suzy sadly and then fixed her husband with a cold look. “Pull your shorts down to your ankles and let Miss Janelle have a look at what I’ve had to put up with all these years,” she commanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” he replied and quickly pulled his shorts down. His penis may have been fully erect, but at barely five inches it was nothing to write home about. 
 
    “Bit of a pencil dick, and far too short to be of any use,” murmured Janelle, scrutinising the undersized penis the way a scientist looks at bacteria. “And those pubes don’t help; if he shaved them all off he might look bigger.” 
 
    Suzy eyed her husband’s diminutive erection, quivering before him like a tube of lipstick. “Do you think?” she asked thoughtfully. “I personally think his dick’s a lost cause.” 
 
    “Probably it is, and I’d certainly never let anything that small near me, but it couldn’t hurt for him to have a full Hollywood between his legs.” 
 
    “Maybe,” agreed Suzy. 
 
    “I tell you what,” said Janelle with a devilish twinkle in her eye. “There’s a packet of disposable razors in the bathroom. He could shave the base of his cock now and we could see if it helps make the poor sod look any more impressive.” 
 
    Suzy nodded, happy to have found a new way to humiliate her hopelessly inadequate hubby. “You heard, Miss Janelle!” she barked at the half naked fool. “Go and shave that absurd little dicklet!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Right away, Mistress!” simpered Roger and waddled off with his shorts still down around his ankles. 
 
    “Hard to believe he actually likes being treated like that,” said Janelle after he’d gone and both women had stopped laughing. 
 
    “I know! Although apparently there are more men out there than you think who are desperate to be humiliated and punished by girls! I know when I was researching Roger’s foibles I was blown away by just how many websites there are devoted to belittling so-called men.” 
 
    Janelle nodded and changed the subject. “Talking of punishment, why are you going into the office again on a Saturday?” 
 
    Suzy rolled her eyes, frustrated and exasperated. “The Patterson Proposal has been brought forward and now they want it done for this Monday. There’s not much to do, literally just making sure the numbers add up, but I need to make sure it’s ready to go.” 
 
    “Rather you than me!” 
 
    It was at that point Roger returned, shuffling into the living room with his shorts still around his ankles. Only now the base of his penis was smooth and hairless. Suzy looked at it and frowned. “No, sorry, it still looks small. In fact now it looks smaller and even more pathetic, if that’s possible.” 
 
    “I’ll say,” agreed Janelle, eyeing the bald maggot contemptuously. “Although... come closer, boy!” she snapped. 
 
    Roger toddled closer and Janelle peered at his manhood. Then she reached out and, with the tip of her finger, pushed his erection back and exposed his small and very tight balls. “He hasn’t shaved his ball sack,” she said sternly. “He’s left the job half done.” 
 
    Suzy shook her head in disgust. “Typical! Luckily I’ve got time to punish the idiot before going to the office.” She looked at her friend. “You haven’t got a cane or anything? I used one from a plant pot on him the other night and it really seemed to focus his mind.” 
 
    Janelle was shaking her head. “No, sorry, but I do have an old carpet beater that my Nan gave me! I’ll go and dig that out.” 
 
    “Perfect!” said Suzy and then looked at her preposterous husband, who was still standing there with his hairless dick thrusting out from his groin like a coat peg. “Over the end of the sofa, boy!” she snapped. 
 
    Roger dutifully assumed the position, presenting his bare bottom for punishment. Janelle returned carrying the rattan instrument and handed it to Jane. “Wow! His bottom looks pretty battered already,” she said, looking at his striped rear end. 
 
    “Yeah, I got a little carried away the other night,” said Suzy. 
 
    And then she was beating her husband again. The carpet beater whooshed through the air and slammed into his buttocks, causing them to ripple out. And Roger, remembering the other night responded appropriately:  
 
    WHAP!  
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    Suzy stopped at twelve, partly because she had to get to the office and finish that damned proposal, and partly because she still felt mildly guilty about the harsh beating she’d given him the other day and didn’t want to overdo it. “Shorts up!” she snapped and Roger pulled them up over his glowing bottom. And then, with more curt words, he was sent scurrying to Janelle’s kitchen to start his cleaning duties.  
 
    “Right, I’ll get into the office, I’ll see you later when I pick up my slave!” said Suzy breezily and left for work. 
 
      
 
    Whenever she had to do overtime it reminded her of The Breakfast Club. The eighties film starring Molly Ringwald and Judd Nelson and ... well, lots of other stars from yesteryear who had long since faded into obscurity. Or maybe even died, which made Suzy momentarily sad. Great film, though. What she’d have done to be watching it now, with Roger serving her drinks!   
 
    She wasn’t watching anything, though; she was in the bloody office working! It pissed her off no end that she had to actually come in because the client details were on a secure server. Otherwise she’d have checked the proposal from home with the aforementioned Roger waiting on her hand and foot.  
 
    As she worked, tediously cross referencing figures and names, she absently wondered how her husband was doing. He better make a good impression otherwise she’d tan his hide raw. It was weird, but she was enjoying disciplining him more and more. At first she had been almost squeamish about disciplining him, but the longer this experiment went on the more she was enjoying physically putting him in his place.  
 
    “Hello!” said a voice and Suzy looked up to see Brad in the doorway. 
 
    “Oh, hello,” she mumbled coldly. She still hadn’t forgiven the bastard for ignoring her the other night. 
 
    “Need a hand?” he asked with his easy smile. 
 
    “What are you dong in?” she countered, avoiding answering him. 
 
    “Pretty much the same as you: my department has a bid in next week and we fucked up the figures, so I had to come in and clean up the mess,” he explained. “And you didn’t answer my question, do you need any help?”  
 
    Suzy looked at him in the doorway and wished she hadn’t. Why did Brad have to be so damned sexy! And he looked good in jeans and a check shirt. That chest! Those shoulders! Oh god, she thought, I’m like a teenaged girl with a crush!  
 
    “Erm, no, thanks, I’ll be fine,” she mumbled. 
 
    Brad turned to leave, then appeared to remember something and turned back. “And sorry I didn’t get a chance to talk to you the other night, but that ditzy secretary wouldn’t let me escape!” 
 
    “Oh?”  
 
    “Yeah, apparently she’s having problems with her boyfriend and thought I’d be able to help!” 
 
    “Well, I hope you sorted it.” 
 
    “Not really.” He stepped into the office and she smelled his musky aftershave. “And I was pissed off anyway because I really wanted to run something passed you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He stopped closer, close enough to touch. “This,” he said and kissed her on the lips.  
 
    After that, things happened fast. As Brad kissed her, his huge hands slid up and down her body, sending ripples of barely suppressed passion through her. “I’ve wanted to do this since the first moment I saw you,” he whispered huskily. 
 
    “Less talk more action,” Suzy gasped back and, suddenly, she was bent over the desk, her summer dress hoisted up and her silk panties yanked down. “Oh god!” she cried hotly as Brad’s dick slid into her. A dick that was most definitely not like the one attached to her husband. It was big and hard and hitting exactly the right spot. 
 
    “Fuck me hard!” she cried and Brad, with a fierce grunt, did exactly that. This, she thought, as she hurtled towards her first proper orgasm in years, changes everything! 
 
    

  

 
  
   9: The Next Level 
 
      
 
    Roger was in the corner of the living room with his hands on his head facing the wall. He hadn’t done anything wrong, but Suzy had told him to wait there while she talked to her Mom on the phone. After that she wanted to discuss with him how things were going since this Femdom experiment had been going on for exactly six months. 
 
    He stood and listened to his wife talking, wondering what she thought about their little experiment. He hoped she wanted it to continue because he loved it. Okay, maybe there had been a few moments that weren’t quite his thing – such as the caning and the self penetration with fruit – but overall it was mind-blowing, like all his Christmases had come at once.  
 
    Eventually his wife finished the call with her mother. “Over here, Roger!” 
 
    He turned and went to stand before her and she pointed to the sofa, indicating for him to sit down. Clearly this was to be a serious chat without the usual Femdom theatrics. 
 
    “Now then, Roger,” she began. “We’ve had this set up for half a year and I thought it was time for a one to one. A staff appraisal, if you will.” She smiled. “Or should that be slave appraisal?” 
 
    Roger chuckled. 
 
    “So, how do you like our arrangement? And feel free to speak freely without all that formal Mistress business.” 
 
    Roger nodded enthusiastically. “I guess I ... well, I love it! I really love it! It’s a dream come true. I mean it’s pretty intense at times, and sometimes the punishment is a bit heavy,” he said, thinking again of the caning and banana stuff. “But overall it’s amazing! I mean men with my interests would literally kill to live this lifestyle, so I count myself incredibly lucky.” 
 
    Suzy looked around the living room. “Well, I certainly can’t fault either your work or your work ethic,” she said warmly. “You make a truly excellent maid.” 
 
    Roger frowned slightly. For some reason his wife referring to him as a ‘maid’ hurt slightly. He felt it diminished him as a man. Which was weird as the whole point of female domination was to diminish him as a man, yet here he was slightly hurt! He supposed it was like his lusting after Amanda: within him there were still the vestiges of his male ego.  
 
    “Yes, I guess I like to clean and that, sort of like a butler,” he said. 
 
    “I suppose in hindsight you were never really an alpha male. You were always born to submit.” 
 
    “”Erm, I guess.” 
 
    “Which brings me to my feelings on the experiment?” She paused for a moment before speaking. “I won’t lie I’ve enjoyed it, and I definitely enjoy dominating and controlling you, but...” 
 
    Roger’s heart skipped a beat. But? Surely this glorious experiment couldn’t be about to end? How could he ever go back to a vanilla life now he’d experienced Femdom heaven? 
 
    “But I need a man in my life, Roger. A man that can satisfy my needs as a woman.” 
 
    “I can satisfy your needs,” said Roger meekly and Suzy laughed, piercing his heart.  
 
    “Don’t be silly, Roger!” 
 
    “I can!” he whined, almost petulantly. “Maybe we haven’t been having much sex while this experiment has been going on, but we could change so that-“ 
 
    Suzy held up her hand to silence him. “Please, Roger! Even before you became my maid you could never please me. You just don’t have the equipment or the skills in the bedroom department.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “Now, there’s no shame in that! Just read a copy of Cosmopolitan and you’ll see the world is full of sexually inadequate men with small penises who fail to satisfy their partners.” 
 
    “What does this mean for us?” asked Roger sulkily. Not only did it look like he was about to lose this fantasy Femdom lifestyle, but it sounded like his beautiful wife was getting ready to ditch him and his sexual inadequate ways! 
 
    “It means I want to cuckold you with men who can satisfy my needs,” explained Suzy in a matter of fact fashion. “You will be able to continue living this female domination life, but I will go outside our marriage and have sex with other men.” 
 
    “Other men?” 
 
    Suzy nodded. “Better looking men with more inches where it matters, and the skill to use those extra inches.” 
 
    “I...” Roger trailed off. He felt conflicted. On the one hand he wanted to keep his wife for himself, but on the other the idea of her with another man, a more confident man with more hair and a bigger dick, felt so deliciously humiliating and right. It was the natural next step for this experiment. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    He nodded slowly. “You deserve the best and I deserve to be cuckolded,” he whispered. 
 
    “Louder, Roger. I need to know you’re fully on board with this.” 
 
    Roger cleared his throat and spoke in a clear voice: “You deserve the best and I’m not the best. I deserve to be cuckolded.” 
 
    Suzy smiled and patted her husband’s knee. “Good boy! I knew you’d see sense, now why don’t you run along and get on with your chores and I’ll relax with some Netflix.” 
 
    He nodded obediently and, slipping automatically back into submissive mode, hurried to the kitchen to start tea. But at the back of his mind there was a nagging feeling that his marriage had just taken a very dangerous turn. 
 
    

  

 
  
   10: Going Out with a Real Man 
 
      
 
    Suzy looked at herself in the wardrobe mirror. The wanton make-up. The little black dress that clung to her curves like a second skin. The high heels that accentuated her long, slender legs. The silky stockings that promised passion. She couldn’t wait for Brad to see her. She couldn’t wait to present herself to that sexy bastard. But first she would remind her dutiful husband of what he was missing. 
 
     Roger was in the living room polishing the silverware when she entered. His jaw almost hit the ground when he saw her. “What do you think, Roger?” she asked coyly and gave him a twirl.  
 
    “Erm, you look very nice, Mistress,” he stammered. 
 
    “Nice? I want to look sexy for my hot date. I want him to want to tear my clothes off and ravage my naked body.” She gave her husband another coy smile. “Do you think I inspire that?” 
 
    “I...erm...yes, Mistress,” said Roger hoarsely and, judging by the tiny bulge in his shorts, she had certainly turned him on. 
 
    Laughing, she gave him an affectionate kiss on the cheek and gave the aforementioned tiny bulge a squeeze. “Anyway, I’ll leave you to rub your little cup!” 
 
    And with that Suzy left her cuckolded husband for a date with a real man. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me,” said Brad when he saw Suzy. 
 
    “Yes, please!” she giggled. “But how about we have dinner first?” 
 
    So they had dinner. The restaurant Brad chose was expensive and worth every penny. Not that Suzy paid for anything; Brad was a complete gentleman and insisted on paying for everything. He also pulled her chair out and stood when she left the table. It was old school and it was sexy as hell. 
 
    As they talked she couldn’t help but notice that every single woman in the restaurant was looking at Brad. Their hot, hungry eyes were all over him like flies on honey. It was painfully obvious they all wanted him. If Suzy had been here with Roger not one woman would have paid him any attention – unless of course he was wearing his houseboy uniform, then he may have attracted some stares! She giggled at the thought. 
 
    “What is it?” Brad asked. 
 
    “Oh, just thinking about my husband.” 
 
    Brad frowned slightly and leaned forward. “What exactly is the deal with you guys?”  
 
    So Suzy told him what the deal was. She told him they’d been married for ten years but the spark had gone out of their marriage. She told him how her husband was like a dull but reliable dog. And then, because the wine had been flowing and she was losing her inhibitions, she told Brad how she’d caught him masturbating one day and it had led to her discovering his secret desire to be dominated. 
 
    “Dominated?” asked Brad, intrigued. 
 
    Suzy nodded and took another sip of wine. “He’s what’s known as a submissive. Basically he gets off on being bossed around and humiliated by women.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Brad slowly. “So you’re saying he knows you’re out with me?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” she smiled. “I told the little wimp exactly where I was going, and left him at home doing his chores!” 
 
    Brad shook his head in amazement. “His loss is my gain.” 
 
      
 
    A couple of hours later they were in Brad’s bachelor pad. Suzy was even more tipsy but incredibly turned on. And so when her date led her to the bedroom she launched herself at him and they began tearing off each others clothes. Soon they were naked and fucking like wild animals on Brad’s bed. It was raw and primal and unlike anything she’s ever experienced with safe and sensible Roger. 
 
    After the first bout of vigorous lovemaking they collapsed on the bed, sweaty but happy. Brad was just peeling off his extra large and extra full condom when Suzy had an incredibly wicked thought. “You haven’t got a Ziploc bag, have you?” she asked. 
 
    “A Ziploc bag?” 
 
    “You know, a plastic bag you can seal shut?” 
 
    “I think so, yeah. Why do you need one?” 
 
    Suzy told him and Brad nearly pissed himself laughing. 
 
      
 
    Roger had gone to bed when Suzy let herself in. She went to the bottom of the stairs. “Downstairs now!” she shouted up. No response, so she shouted up again, louder: “GET DOWN HERE NOW!” 
 
    A second later Roger emerged, naked and bleary eyed, and trotted into the living room to stand before his wife. “Mistress?” he asked sleepily. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to ask how my night went?” 
 
    “Erm, did you enjoy yourself, Mistress?” 
 
    “Thank you for asking,” she replied sarcastically. “I did as a matter of fact. My date and I had a lovely meal and then we went back to his place and he fucked my brains out. He was an absolute stallion between the sheets.” 
 
    Her husband shuffled uncomfortably but she noted that his pocket-sized penis was rock hard and beginning to dribble pre-cum. The poor dope was the definition of conflicted. 
 
    “But you’ll be pleased to know my date was very considerate, and when I told him about you he insisted on sending you a gift.” 
 
    “A gift, Mistress?” 
 
    Smiling, Suzy opened her handbag and pulled out the Ziploc bag. The bag that now contained three of Brad’s used condoms. And Brad, like the stud he was, had no trouble filling each and every condom with his thick and stringy seed.  
 
    She opened the Ziploc and took out a condom. Smirking at Roger, she poured the milky contents onto the coffee table. She did the same with the other two until there was a sizeable sperm puddle, slowly spreading out on the glass surface.  
 
    “Clean that up, Roger,” she ordered and Roger took a step towards the kitchen. “No, not with a cloth, I want you to get down on all fours and lick it up.” 
 
    “Lick it up?” Roger stared in horror at the puddle of cold sperm. He looked utterly disgusted but Suzy noticed that his treacherous penis was practically throbbing with the humiliation of it all. 
 
    “Don’t make me cane your bare bottom again, Roger, just lick up my lover’s creamy spunk and then thank me for bringing you home such a delicious meal!” 
 
    Roger, looking sick to his stomach, got down on his hands and knees and, with one final pleading look at his wife, started tentatively licking up the sperm of a superior man.  
 
    “Lick it up properly, Roger, or we’ll be here all night!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” gabbled Roger and Suzy watched as he began to take bigger and bigger licks. And each time he swallowed another mouthful of cum, he grimaced at the taste. Suzy didn’t, she was smiling broadly, because watching her husband debase himself like this was quite a rush. 
 
    “Yum yum you’ve got cum in your tum!” she laughed. Roger didn’t. He carried on licking until every last drop of the semen was gone.  
 
    

  

 
  
   11: Beta Meets Alpha 
 
      
 
    It was Saturday morning and Roger was catching up on the weekly laundry. As he loaded clothes into the washing machine he tried and failed not to think about how he had eaten another man’s sperm less than a week ago. How he had got down on all fours and slurped up the disgusting puddle of cold jism while the woman he loved watched. It was both horrible and horribly arousing. And yet more proof that he was sinking deeper and deeper into the quicksand of his fantasies.  
 
    What would his friends think if they knew he had eaten another man’s spunk? What would his family think? Or his neighbours? And what did he think? It was a line and he had crossed it.  
 
    He was still dwelling on his cum eating shame when Suzy, fresh from the shower, entered the kitchen wearing her short bathrobe. “Big day today, Roger!” she said and snapped him across the bottom with the towel she was carrying. 
 
    “Mistress?” he asked with a yelp.  
 
    “I suppose I should have mentioned it sooner but my boyfriend, Brad, is coming over. He’s keen to meet you, cucky!” 
 
    “Meet me, Mistress?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I think it’s high time you met your replacement, Roger.” 
 
    It was like being slammed in the stomach with a wrecking ball. Another man was coming into his house? The man who had fucked his wife? The man whose greasy spunk he had licked off a table?  
 
    “Anyway,” continued his wife breezily. “Since I want to show him how unthreatening you are I want you to do your chores naked today. That way he can see just how little you have to offer a woman.” 
 
    “Naked, Mistress?” 
 
    Suzy rolled her eyes. “Yes, you know, unclothed, bare, nude. It’s not a difficult concept to understand, even for a clod like you.” 
 
    “No, Mistress, I understand.” 
 
    “Oh, and please remember that Brad is your superior in every way. So you will call him Sir at all times, and you will do anything he says as he will also have total control of you. In a very real sense he is now your Master.” 
 
    Roger swallowed nervously and nodded. “Yes, of course, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good. Now strip down to your birthday suit and continue with your chores.” 
 
      
 
    Roger, now as naked as the day he was born, was sorting out the recycling when the doorbell went. With a terrible feeling burning deep within him he went through into the hall and, after taking a deep breath, opened the front door. There on the doorstep was a tall young muscular guy in his mid twenties. This was Brad, his younger, hotter replacement. 
 
     “You must be Roger, the man of the house?” asked Brad sarcastically and Roger felt himself blushing bright red. 
 
    “Erm, yes, Sir, I...” he trailed off, not quite sure how to proceed with this alpha male. 
 
    “Yeah, you should probably invite me in before someone sees you and reports you for indecent exposure,” grinned Brad. 
 
    “Yes, Sir! Please come in!” gabbled Roger and held the door open so that the younger man could enter. “Please follow me, Mistress is waiting for you.” 
 
    Roger, feeling extremely vulnerable in just his birthday suit, led Brad into the living room where his wife was curled up on the sofa reading a magazine. When she saw Brad she leapt up and kissed him hard on the lips. 
 
    Then she turned to Roger. “Two coffees, black no sugar, pronto!” she ordered and Roger trotted obediently off.  
 
    As he stood in the kitchen waiting for the kettle to boil he thought again about how confused he was. On the one hand this was dreadfully exciting and a textbook Femdom fantasy, and definitely something he had masturbated over in the past, yet on the other hand he was awash with a corrosive envy. He already didn’t like this Brad. He was young and cocky and clearly thought Roger was a joke. Roger wasn’t a joke, was he? Yes, he had some peculiar needs, but that didn’t make him inferior, just ... different.  
 
    When he took the coffees into the living room Suzy and Brad were now sitting side by side on the sofa. They were very close, and Brad’s large hand was on Suzy’s thigh, stroking it casually. 
 
    Roger, trying not to look where Brad’s hand was, put the coffees on the table. “Your drinks, Mistress.” 
 
    “What do you think of my husband?” asked Suzy and Brad looked Roger up and down, his eyes lingering on Roger’s clean shaven nether regions. 
 
    “What do I think?” The young man laughed. “He’s exactly like you said, a complete loser. Although judging by how stiff the hairless noodle between his legs is, I’d say he’s very excited to see me!” 
 
    “Yes,” agreed Suzy thoughtfully, looking at Roger’s erection. “The poor lamb does seem terribly aroused in your presence. Are you excited, Roger?” 
 
    “I, erm, suppose, Mistress.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because .... Mistress deserves the best!” 
 
    “And you’re not the best, are you, Roger? You’re not even close to the best?” 
 
    “No, Mistress, I’m... a sexually inadequate little man.” 
 
    Brad and his wife laughed. 
 
    “You’ve got that right, hubby! Now stand there and watch while I make out with a real man!” 
 
    And that’s what happened next. Roger, feeling even more emasculated than usual, stood naked and watched helplessly as Suzy and Brad made out like teenagers in lust. The young man’s tongue was in his wife’s mouth and his hand was between her legs, inside her panties. And the more they groped the more Roger’s below average penis throbbed. Oh god, he wanted to grab and pump it for all he was worth. He was desperate to. He- 
 
    -Brad had stopped kissing Suzy and looked at the naked cuckold. “Tell me, Roger, did you enjoy that treat I sent you?” he asked with an evil smirk. 
 
    Treat? What treat? Oh, he was talking about the used condoms and the filth within that he had eaten. Roger looked at the floor and nodded miserably. “Yes thank you, Sir, they were very tasty.” 
 
    This brought more laughter from the couple, and jokes from Brad about Roger being a dirty cum eating piglet. And how next time he was made to eat spunk they would film it and put the footage up for sale on one of these pervy websites that Roger used to jerk off over. After a while Suzy and Brad grew bored of mocking Roger and he was told to put on his houseboy uniform and go clean Roger’s car. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!”  
 
    Roger dashed off, glad to be away from the terrible humiliation. 
 
      
 
    Outside, back in his all white houseboy uniform, he washed his wife’s lover’s car and tried not to think about what was going on inside the house. Although it was proving difficult as the window to his wife’s bedroom was wide open and he could hear Brad and Suzy having sex. And judging by how vocal his wife was, Brad was clearly very good. Roger had certainly never made his wife make that noise. Or any noise beyond a half hearted sigh-  
 
    “-Morning Mr Bishop!” came a voice and he looked up to see Amanda, the next door neighbour’s daughter. She had her dog and was about to take him for his daily walk.  
 
    “Oh, hi, Amanda,” he said cheerfully, and thought quickly about how to explain his short shorts and tight t-shirt. “Yes, just cleaning the car before going for a run!” 
 
    “Well, it’s lovely weather for...“ she began but tapered off because his wife chose that exact moment to scream orgasmically from inside the house.  
 
    Roger coughed loudly, trying and failing to cover his wife’s ecstasy. “Yes, it is lovely weather for a run,” he said loudly. “Well, I’ll let you go!” 
 
    “Yes, of course! Bye!” Amanda smiled and, with a final look towards the bedroom where Brad was fucking his wife, disappeared down the road with her dog. Roger watched her go, enjoying her curves through the thin summer dress she was wearing. And there it was again, he was living every submissive man’s dream but part of him was still vanilla to the core. Part of him just wanted to be alpha and have sex with attractive women. Women like his wife, Suzy. Sadly that was no longer part of his life. It had been taken from him by Brad. 
 
    

  

 
  
   12: The New Man of the House 
 
      
 
    Suzy lay in bed with Brad after another marathon lovemaking session. He really was an absolute stud! And not only was he enormously well endowed, with a cock like a fire hose, but he knew exactly how to use those extra inches. In the few short months they’d been dating she’d had more orgasms than she’d had with Roger in ten years of marriage. Sure, she’d always known Roger lacked both skill and inches in the bedroom department, but she never realised how much until now.  
 
    Even more impressive was how comfortable Brad was with dominating Roger. He had taken to controlling the slightly older male with ease. What’s more, it was actually pretty arousing watching this young stud put her wimp of a husband in his place. There was something primal about seeing an alpha male assert himself over a beta male.  
 
    And it happened on a daily basis because Brad had moved out of his flat and into Suzy and Roger’s home. He was now unquestionably the man of the house and her husband knew it. In fact she loved how ultra-submissive he became in Brad’s presence. 
 
    “I’ve got some new implements to use on Roger,” said Brad, breaking into her thoughts. 
 
    “Oh?” asked Suzy, running her hand across his deliciously well defined chest. 
 
    “Yeah,” nodded Brad. “Riding crops, paddles, nipple clamps... basically a bunch of toys to abuse the timid little mouse with!” 
 
    Suzy laughed and kissed him hard on the mouth. “I love watching you mistreat my husband! It’s hot as hell.” 
 
    It really was. Aside from the night she caned and buggered Roger with a banana, she’d never really made her husband suffer much. Brad had changed all that. Her better half was forever over Brad’s knee, shorts around his ankles, having his bare bottom spanked. And spanked hard. Her husband would yelp and squirm and beg for Brad to stop, but Brad never did. He just continued relentlessly spanking like a machine, often until Roger’s bottom glowed like an ember.  
 
    And Brad didn’t stop at spanking, on occasions he took his belt off and really laid into Roger. Her husband would leap up, cradling his bottom, and beg Brad to show mercy. Brad never showed mercy and would just force Suzy’s husband to bend back over, and then continue whipping him with his belt. As a result Roger’s bottom was now permanently bruised and battered. 
 
    The stricter regime worked too. Roger not only completed his chores far more quickly and efficiently than ever, but was also getting more obedient by the day. He did whatever he was told to without question. Such as cum eating. Brad had decided that the cuckolded man needed to eat his Master’s sperm regularly to show he knew his place, so at least once a day a used condom would be emptied onto a dish and Roger would be forced to lick it clean. “Thank you,” Sir!” he would simper after consuming the slimy mess. 
 
    Brad was talking again. “Oh, and I’ve also got something new for Roger to wear, something more suitable. I’ll organise a little fashion show after I’ve given him a makeover...” 
 
      
 
    Two hours later Suzy was finishing off a report at the dining room table. She’d just saved the file when she heard Brad coming down the stairs barking instructions at Roger, and Roger squeaking pathetically in reply. Then they entered the living room and Suzy laughed. 
 
    “What have you done to him?” she hooted, staring in shock at her husband. 
 
    “Since this loser is our maid I thought he should dress accordingly!” said Brad and shoved Roger into the centre of the room. Roger stumbled and fell to his knees, but quickly stood back up, doubtless fearful of his Master’s belt. 
 
    Suzy shook her head and looked at her husband in delighted disbelief. Gone was his tight white houseboy uniform and in its place was a skimpy French maid’s uniform, complete with ruffled skirt, a small frilly apron, fishnet stockings, and six inch high heels. And just to add another layer of humiliation, Roger’s face was heavily made up with blusher and lipstick, giving him the appearance of a whorish clown.  
 
    “Wow!” whistled Suzy, dumbfounded. “He looks a right tit!” 
 
    “That was my aim.” 
 
    “Where did you get the uniform?” 
 
    “I got it for an ex a few years back, but she refused to wear it because it was too cheap and tacky.” 
 
    “She was right! Which makes it perfect for my doormat of a husband!” cooed Suzy.  
 
    “Show Mistress you can walk like a girl,” snapped Brad and Roger began to walk around the room on his six inch heels. In truth he didn’t walk like a girl. He didn’t walk anything like a girl. He tripped, he stumbled, and at one point he fell flat on his face, causing Suzy and Brad to laugh uproariously. 
 
    “I think the bitch needs more training!” Suzy chuckled. 
 
    “Oh, he’ll get trained,” said Brad ominously, taking off his belt. 
 
    And so Roger, with the help of a leather belt across his ruffled bottom, became a mincing maid.  
 
    

  

 
  
   13: The Neighbour’s Daughter 
 
      
 
    It was a week later and Roger was on his hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen floor. He was still wearing the French Maids outfit his wife’s lover, Brad, had got him. It made him look utterly ridiculous. Then again, that was the point. To remind him that he was no longer a man. To reinforce the fact that he had gone from husband to cuckolded maid in less than a year.  
 
    Was this lifestyle still that he wanted? He honestly wasn’t sure anymore. He seemed to be heading down roads that were dark and dangerous, but he couldn’t stop. Everything had a momentum and he was being swept along whether he wanted to be or not. 
 
    “In here, Roger!” came his wife’s voice from the living room, breaking into his thoughts. 
 
    Roger stood up, pulled down his cheap nylon dress, and teetered towards the living room on his six inch heels. He’d got better at walking in them, thanks in no small part to regular whippings, but it was still ungainly and ugly.  
 
    He wondered what his wife wanted. Probably a fresh coffee, or to remind him to clean the toilet yet again. And while he received his orders Brad would sit beside her and smirk at his humiliation.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress?” he asked as he entered the living room. 
 
    “Ah, Roger, I wanted you to introduce you to your new babysitter,” said his wife with a smile. 
 
    “Babysitter, Mistress?” asked Roger and, with a feeling of pure dread, realised that Suzy and her lover weren’t alone. Sitting on the armchair by the window was a young woman. And not just any young woman, but the neighbour’s nineteen year old daughter: Amanda!  
 
    “Hello, Mr Bishop!” said Amanda with a big grin. 
 
    “Erm, hello, Amanda,” he mumbled, his face going bright red. Not that you could tell beneath his thick make-up. 
 
    “Miss Amanda!” corrected Brad sharply. 
 
    “Yes, sorry, Sir, I mean hello, Miss Amanda!” replied Roger hurriedly. This was already mortifying enough; the last thing he wanted was to be put over Brad’s lap and spanked in front of this teenaged temptress. 
 
    Amanda giggled. “Miss Amanda!” 
 
    “If you would prefer it, he can call you Mistress or Ma’am or Madam. The choice is yours,” said his wife. 
 
    “No, Miss is fine! It’s rather fun being addressed as ‘Miss’ by a man!” 
 
    “I’d hardly call this spineless wimp a man,” said Bra and everybody laughed, except Roger who went even redder. 
 
    “Don’t just stand there, bitch, come and give Miss Amanda a twirl!” snapped Brad. 
 
    “Yes, Sir! Of course, Sir!” lisped Roger and, going to the centre of the room, pirouetted like a prima ballerina, giving Amanda an eyeful of his new sissified self. 
 
    “Mm, very nice!” she giggled. “It’s very you, Mr Bishop!” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Amanda!” said Roger. Very you? What did she mean by that? He’d always imagined she respected and admired Roger, perhaps even fancied him? But if she thought wearing a cheap maids dress was him then he had got it all wrong.  
 
    “Miss Amanda will be keeping an eye on you while we go out on a date,” explained Suzy.  
 
    Oh god, now he had a cucksitter! Could he go any lower? Then again, the humiliation was starting to work on his submissive psyche and his penis was stiffening in his cheap knickers.  
 
    “Don’t just stand there, bitch!” snarled Brad. “Go and get on with your chores!” 
 
    “Yes, Sir!”  
 
    A chastened Roger dashed back to the kitchen, his high heels clattering.  
 
      
 
    Sometime later, after Brad and Suzy had gone out on the town, Amanda ambled into the kitchen. Roger was unloading the dishwater and putting cups and plates back in the cupboard, but when the teenager entered, he immediately stood to attention. “Is everything all right, Miss Amanda? Would you care for anything?” he asked. 
 
    “No, I just thought I’d have a look at what you were doing, Mr Bishop!” she smiled. “Carry on!” 
 
    Roger carried on. He felt like a right tit, not least because he looked like a right tit. He dreaded to think what Amanda would tell her friends and family. Would everybody on the street soon know what a henpecked loser he was? And how he did the housework dressed as a slutty maid? 
 
    “Your wife’s very lucky, having a man like Brad,” said Amanda with a wistful smile. “He’s so gorgeous it’s not even funny.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Amanda,” agreed Roger miserably. 
 
    “I mean it’s great she’s got you as well, Mr Bishop!” said Amanda hurriedly. “Cleaning and tidying and taking care of all the domestic stuff.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Amanda.” 
 
    “Anyway, I’ll leave you to your maid duties!” she said cheerfully and left Roger.  
 
      
 
    The more he thought about the gorgeous young redhead in the living room the more aroused he became. In an ideal world he would have been man enough to have sex with her, but it wasn’t an ideal world and he definitely wasn’t man enough. Then again, maybe he could still use her to sexually gratify himself?  
 
    So Roger hatched a plan, and that plan involved doing nothing. He’d heard Brad tell Amanda that his chores should be finished by eight, ready for him to go to bed. If not, she had their permission to punish him. And that’s exactly what Roger wanted. And he was going to make it happen, which is why he’d deliberately left some dishes on the side.  
 
    “Mr Bishop, you’re supposed to be...” she trailed of when she saw the dishes. “Weren’t they supposed to be put in the cupboard an hour ago?” 
 
    “I was busy, Miss Amanda,” he said. 
 
    “Busy? You were supposed to have finished all this.” 
 
    “Oops,” he said, somewhat cheekily. 
 
    “Oops?” she said, her face darkening. “I think I’d better punish you, don’t you?” 
 
    “If you say so, Miss,” he replied tartly. “You’re the boss.” 
 
    Several minutes later Amanda was sitting on the sofa and Roger, with his ruffle knickers around his ankles, was over her knee. More importantly, his rigid dick was pressed against her smooth young thighs. 
 
    “I don’t know how many you normally get, Mr Bishop, but I’ll give you a dozen,” said the teenager and started spanking his bottom. It wasn’t particularly hard but it was sexy as hell. And as each blow landed he pushed down, rubbing his erection against her silky thighs. Rubbing and rubbing and rubbing... he ejaculated, squirting his seed all over his nineteen year old neighbour’s knee. 
 
    “Eugh!” she said, pushing him off onto the floor. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Miss!” he said, faking contrition. “I didn’t mean to-” 
 
    “Didn’t mean to what?” asked Brad, entering the living room with Suzy behind him. 
 
    Oh no, thought Roger, he’d got so carried away that he’d failed to hear the front door open and his wife arrive back. And now he was kneeling before them with his dripping dick like a smoking gun. 
 
    “Mr Bishop just... squirted all over me!” said Amanda, sounding more than a little disgusted. 
 
    “The little shit did what?” roared Brad and, marching up to Roger, reached down, grabbed his balls, and dragged him to his feet. “You did what?” he snarled, squeezing hard. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sir, I...” squealed Roger as pain exploded in his testicles. 
 
    “You will be!” hissed Brad and, still holding him by his shaven balls, dragged Roger to the armchair and bent him over it. And then, with one fluid motion, Brad had removed his belt and was whipping Roger’s naked bottom with a vengeance.  
 
    WHUP!  
 
    WHUP!  
 
    WHUP! 
 
    Roger squirmed and squealed and tried to protect his bottom but it was to no avail. The belt kept slicing into his unprotected rear. And only after he had been reduced to a blubbering wreck, with a bottom covered in vivid red welts, was he allowed to stand. And then, with a trembling voice, he was made to apologise to Miss Amanda for being such a disgusting pervert. 
 
    “You really are a pathetic little man, Mr Bishop,” said the redhead with real feeling and Roger couldn’t help but agree. He really was the lowest of the low.  
 
    

  

 
  
   14: Caging Day 
 
      
 
    Suzy was looking at Brad, who was driving. “I still can not believe you did that!” she laughed. 
 
    Brad flashed his devilishly sexy grin. “What?” he asked innocently. “Make your spineless husband travel in the boot?” 
 
    “Yes! And I’m sure you’re deliberately driving over bumps and potholes just to bounce him around in there even more.” 
 
    This earned another grin from her lover. “Maybe I am? What’s that little bitch going to do about it?” 
 
    They were in the car heading somewhere out of town, somewhere deep in the countryside. Brad hadn’t revealed their destination yet, but Suzy knew that wherever it was it would be fun. Brad was a fun guy and being with him was never dull. Of course, poor Roger locked in the boot being bounced around like socks in a tumble drier, might well disagree. And Suzy was sure that wherever they were going Roger would not enjoy it. In fact she got the impression that he wasn’t quite enjoying his female domination fantasies quite as much as he used to. Tough! She was, and she wasn’t going to throw away this lifestyle anytime soon. Not now she had the best of both worlds: a superhot boyfriend and a supersubmissive husband. 
 
    About half an hour later they came to an upmarket business park filled with plush looking buildings. Brad pulled up outside a small one with smoked glass and maroon window frames. “Control Inc,” said Suzy, reading the sign on the front of the building. “What do they do?” 
 
    “You’ll see!” winked Brad and opened the door to get out. 
 
      
 
    Several minutes later Suzy, Brad and Roger were in the reception area of Control Inc. “We’re here for a ten o’clock appointment with Mr Hargreaves,” said Brad to the young blonde receptionist. 
 
    “Certainly, Sir, I’ll let him know you’re here,” she replied with a professional smile. “In the meantime please take a seat.” 
 
    As they sat down Suzy looked at Brad. “Who on earth is Mr Hargreaves?” she asked. 
 
    “The man who’s going to help Roger and the problem he seems to have controlling that hairless maggot between his legs.” 
 
    “Colour me intrigued...” 
 
      
 
    Mr Hargreaves office looked like any other office aside from the fact that it had a screen up one corner and what looked like an examination table next to it. There were no other clues as to what the nature of Control Incorporated did, but Suzy was more convinced than ever that Roger would hate it. 
 
    Mr Hargreaves turned out to be a well-preserved man in his mid fifties. He had a thick head of grey hair and a strong chiselled jaw line straight out of a nineteen-fifties cowboy movie. After greeting Brad and Suzy he looked Roger up and down. “I’m guessing you’re the beta male?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir,” squeaked Roger, who was clearly as confused as Suzy about what went on at Control Incorporated. 
 
    Mr Hargreaves nodded. “Well, be a good boy and go behind that screen and take your clothes off, then come and lie on my examination table.” 
 
    “What on earth is going on?” asked Suzy as the trio sat down. 
 
    “Chastity devices,” said Mr Hargreaves.  
 
    “Chastity devices?” repeated Suzy, none the wiser.  
 
    Mr Hargreaves paused a moment before speaking, as if deciding how best to explain. “The simple truth is men like your husband can and do benefit from tighter control of their genitals,” he said eventually. “He’s a submissive and now, living the dream of every submissive, he’s in a state of near permanent arousal. Sadly that gets in the way of his duties since he will invariably be thinking of ways to go and pleasure himself.” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s always sloping off to rub one out,” said Brad contemptuously. “It’s revolting behaviour for a man of his age.” 
 
    “How he behaved with Amanda was pretty bad,” agreed Suzy, remembering how mortified she was at her husband’s dirty behaviour. “But chastity? That seems so medieval.” 
 
    “Not at all,” countered Mr Hargreaves. “It’s actually boomed in popularity in the last decade, and has become one of the most popular ways to control beta males.” 
 
    “So you make chastity belts?” 
 
    “Not belts, but cages to lock onto the penises of men who, frankly, are better off without free access to their genitals.” 
 
    As if on cue Roger emerged from behind his screen and, stark naked, padded quietly to the examination table and lay down on it. Suzy was pleased to note he looked worried sick, doubtless because he had heard their conversation and had an inkling of what was coming. 
 
    Mr Hargreaves stood and went over to the examination table. Putting on a pair of glasses from his pocket he peered down at Roger’s hairless genitals. “He’s already semi tumescent, and if we weren’t here he’d doubtless be manipulating himself to orgasm.” 
 
    There was a knock on the door and an attractive young brunette entered in some kind of white nurse’s uniform. She went to stand by the examination table and looked down at Roger’s genitalia. She didn’t look remotely impressed. 
 
    “What size would you say, nurse? Small?” asked Mr Hargreaves. 
 
    The nurse looked at Roger’s penis, sizing it up. “No, I’d go extra small. It doesn’t look like he’s got more than four inches.” 
 
    “Extra small it is then,” said Mr Hargreaves and the nurse left. Moments later she returned carrying a shiny steel cage. Suzy watched, fascinated, as Mr Hargreaves lifted Roger’s small penis and took hold of his shaven balls. He then tugged them through a steel ring. Once the ring was in place around Roger’s testicles, Mr Hargreaves took the metal cage and forced it down onto Roger’s small but exceedingly stiff penis. The cage was then attached to the ring. Mr Hargreaves then pulled a padlock from his pocket, hooked it to the base of the cage and clicked it shut. He then turned and handed a small key to a dumbfounded Suzy.  
 
    “It’s up to you how often you unlock your husband, Mrs Bishop. Some women allow their partners regular milking sessions, while others keep them locked indefinitely.” 
 
    Brad was smirking. “Stand up and show us your bling!” he ordered and Roger stood, his little cage bouncing in front of him. 
 
    “It’s rustproof, enabling your husband to shower and bath in it,” said Mr Hargreaves. “It will, however, set off metal detectors, so be sure to take it off if you go abroad with him as it will trigger alarms and lead to him being strip searched.” 
 
    Suzy looked at her caged husband and thought about the key in her hand. She really did hold all the cards now and Roger was utterly powerless to do anything about it. She wondered how many other women in Britain had locked their men in chastity like this. She hoped that it was a lot, as the idea of hoards of women having total control over their husband’s and boyfriend’s sex was deliciously empowering. 
 
    

  

 
  
   15: Brat Attack 
 
      
 
    As ever, since being put into his cruel and dreadfully small chastity cage, Roger awoke in considerable discomfort. Morning glory meant that his erection, albeit tiny, pressed painfully against the bars of his cage. He was about to adjust his chastity device to try to make it more comfortable when the door opened and Brad was standing in the doorway. 
 
    “Get up and present yourself for inspection!” barked the younger man. 
 
    Roger immediately leapt naked from his bed and stood ramrod straight with his arms by his side. If he didn’t then Brad would have him over the end of the bed and take a riding crop to his bottom. And the riding crop, like the cane and the belt and the whip, hurt like hell. 
 
    Brad stepped closer to Roger and looked down at the naked man’s groin. “How’s your new cage, boy? Nice and tight?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir. Very tight.” 
 
    Smiling, Brad reached down and grabbed Roger’s caged penis. He gave it a few tugs, which was both painful and humiliating. “How does it make you feel knowing that another man, a younger better looking man with more hair on both his head and his balls, had your tiny dick locked in a cage?” 
 
    “It makes me feel small and helpless, Sir.” 
 
    “Much like your cock then?” Brad smiled thinly and gave Roger’s caged cock a final disdainful tug. “Anyway, you and your caged dicklet will be gardening today. The back yard’s getting out of control and you need to whip it into shape.” 
 
    “Yes, Sir.” 
 
    “And since me and Suzy are going out I’ve asked Amanda if she’d like to come and supervise you again. She did, and she’s bringing her friend Priya to help.” 
 
    Roger swallowed. Amanda again! Heartbreakingly beautiful and incredibly sexy Amanda. The girl whose golden thighs he had ejaculated on. And if Priya was the Indian girl he’d seen her with a few times, she was equally stunning, with long black hair and legs that went on forever.  
 
    Brad must have read his mind. “You disgraced yourself last time you saw Amanda, Roger. Do it again and I’ll beat your backside so hard it’ll look like a map of the London Underground. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir!” Roger understood all right, the last thing he wanted was to make Brad angry. No, he’d definitely be on his best behaviour. Not that he could get up to much locked in this infernal chastity cage. 
 
      
 
    Roger was just finishing mowing the lawn when Amanda and Priya arrived. To save his French maids uniform from getting dirty Brad was making him work naked. Naked, that is, save for the bloody steel prison around his dick. It was hot and sweaty work, with the added worry that if he didn’t pay attention he could accidentally cut his toes off! 
 
    He’d just emptied the grass box into the green bin when Brad came out with the teenaged girls who would be cucksitting him. They both wore dark sunglasses and short summer dresses that emphasised their long and impossibly smooth legs.  
 
    “Oh my god, it’s true!” exclaimed Priya when she saw Roger.  
 
    “Told you so!” said Amanda with a knowing smirk. “Although last time he was in a slutty maids dress.” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t want him ruining it so it’s best to have him work naked,” explained Brad. “You girls don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    “Nah!” grinned Priya, revealing a faultless smile. “I quite like the idea of a stark naked slave running around after me.” 
 
    “Well, Roger’s put the sun loungers out on the patio. If you girls want anything else, just tell Mr Micro Dick and he’ll do it for you. And if he doesn’t, feel free to punish him however you see fit.” 
 
    And with that Brad was gone, out for another fun day with Suzy, leaving Roger all alone with the two hot but worryingly unpredictable nineteen year old girls... 
 
      
 
    At first Amanda and Priya ignored him. They talked about boys and university and sexy film stars, leaving Roger free to weed. It was sweltering in the sun and he started to sweat. At first he carried on working, keen to get as much done as possible, but after a while he started to worry about dehydration. If he fainted he wouldn’t get the gardening finished, which would earn him another brutal beating from Brad. That was why he stopped working momentarily to fetch a drink. 
 
    When he turned he found that the girls had peeled off their simmer dresses to reveal extremely small bikinis beneath. Oh god, he thought, looking at their flawless young bodies. They might as well have been Photoshopped they were so perfect. Roger’s penis immediately swelled in its cage so he averted his gaze and padded softly towards the kitchen. 
 
    “Erm, where do you think your going?” asked Priya sharply when she saw he had stopped working and was on the move. 
 
    Roger stopped and turned to face the young Indian girl. “To get a drink, Miss Priya. I was hot.” 
 
    “I don’t remember giving you permission to get a drink,” she said and turned to her friend. “Do you remember me giving baldylocks permission, Amanda?” 
 
    Amanda shook her head. “No. The cheeky bitch just did it off his own bat.” 
 
    Roger was starting to get worried. Priya was clearly intoxicated on her newfound power and therefore dangerous. “Sorry, Miss Priya, I just thought-” 
 
    “It’s not your job to think you stupid little man!” snarled Priya, leaping up and marching up to him. 
 
    “No, Miss Priya, I’m sorry!” 
 
    “You will be, boy,” she snapped and slapped him hard across the face. “Because now I’m going to have to punish you.” 
 
    And with that she ordered Roger to go and fetch the garden hose. He did so, in double time, and after handing it to her was told to bend over and touch his toes. Taking the hose Priya – without any preamble – proceeded to whip his bare bottom with it.  
 
    One!  
 
    Two! 
 
    Three! 
 
    It hurt! It hurt a lot! He should have been used to being beaten by now, his bottom hardened, but he wasn’t. And each time the teenaged girl lashed at his bottom with the green plastic whip he whimpered and struggled to hold his humiliating position. 
 
    Four! 
 
    Five! 
 
    Six! 
 
    “You go girl! Whip that old loser!” laughed Amanda from her sun lounger and Priya, clearly loving the authority, started whipping his bottom even harder with the garden hose! 
 
    Seven! 
 
    Eight! 
 
    Nine!  
 
    Eventually Priya stopped and, with the sweetest of smiles, told Roger he could go and have a cold drink. Roger, clutching his battered bottom, thanked her and scurried off. 
 
    “You’re good at whipping men,” he heard Amanda say as Priya returned to her lounger in the sun. “The sad fuck was really suffering!”  
 
    Priya nodded. “It’s weird; I’ve never done it before but felt so natural. And it was nice imagining that loser was all the teachers and ex boyfriends and creeps on the street who’ve ever pissed me off.” 
 
     
 
    Later, while Roger was finishing pruning the hedge, Priya turned her attention to him again. “Over here, slave!” she shouted and he immediately put down his shears and dashed over to stand before her and Amanda.  
 
    “You let another man sleep with your wife?” Priya asked. “That’s pretty feeble, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Priya,” he agreed miserably. It was more than feeble and he knew it. 
 
    “And he let another man lock up his tiny dick!” chimed in Amanda. “So he’s not even allowed to play with himself anymore!” 
 
    Priya eyed his locked cock with disdain. “Miss jerking off, do you? Miss pumping that little pink worm?” 
 
    “I, erm ... yes, Miss,” mumbled Roger honestly and both girls laughed. 
 
    “Aww! Poor little Roger is a born again virgin!”  
 
    “No sex and no wankies for baldy!” 
 
    And with their cruel words echoing in his mind the cuckolded fool with a sunburnt bald patch and a caged dick was sent back to continue gardening... 
 
      
 
    There was one final humiliation before the girls left. Priya, who had turned out to be as dangerous as he thought she would, decided it would be funny to insert the rake handle up his bottom. The girls lubricated it with suntan lotion and then, giggling like crazy, shoved it up into him. 
 
    “Take that big cock up your arse, slut!” 
 
    “Feel that stiffness in your boy pussy!” 
 
    He yelped and the girls laughed and told him to stay like that, bent over with he garden implement sticking out of his bottom, until Brad and Suzy arrived home. And Roger did exactly that; uncomfortably aware that before Amanda and Priya left they took numerous pictures of him on their phones, pictures that would be lasting proof of his sad and dismal position in the world.  
 
    

  

 
  
   16: Day Out 
 
      
 
    Suzy and Brad were having a picnic in the countryside, complete with blanket, basket and baguettes. They had found a pleasant field near a stream and had Roger lay everything out for them. The hapless cuck was then made to stand facing a tree while Brad and Suzy enjoyed the spread. 
 
    “Roger’s done a good job,” said Suzy. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess all those beatings I give him are really paying dividends!” laughed Brad. 
 
    After the food and drink had been consumed Brad started kissing Suzy. At first softly but as his ardour rose the kisses became harder and deeper. Things inevitably heated up. He pushed her down on the ground and yanked her dress up, exposing her small pink panties. “No need for these,” he said and pulled them roughly down. 
 
    Suzy started to breathe harder and faster as Brad’s big fingers slipped inside her. Oh god, she thought, this was hot! They could be discovered at any moment and that seemed to make it hotter. And her docile husband, just a few feet away, facing a tree like the doormat he was, made everything that much more exciting, 
 
    And then Brad’s huge dick was in her, sliding in and out, in and out, in and out, and Suzy was transported to a whole new dimension of pleasure... 
 
     
 
    Before going to explore a nearby village Brad, with an evil smirk, made Roger strip naked and hide in a clump of bushes. “I don’t know what time we’ll be back, but it’s probably best if you don’t get caught out here naked because then you’ll be arrested and get a criminal record as a pervert. Hell, you might even end up on a sex register!” 
 
    “Yes, Sir,” squeaked Roger from the foliage and then yelped in pain. 
 
    “And watch out for any nettles!” chortled Brad. “We don’t want those shaven balls getting stung!” 
 
    “No, Sir,” whimpered Roger. 
 
      
 
    Brad and Suzy found a village pub called The Startled Vole and had a pub lunch and a drink, safe in the knowledge that they could enjoy some alcohol since Roger would drive. As ever when Suzy was with Brad, she noticed other women eyeing him hungrily. And it felt good, damn good, knowing that he was hers and hers alone. 
 
    “How do you manage to come up with so many new ways to humiliate Roger?” she asked, genuinely curious. 
 
    “Beats me,” grinned Brad impishly. “I just see your pathetic little husband and I get a thousand and one ideas on how to abuse him some more.” 
 
    “Well, you were born to dominate beta males!” 
 
    “And fuck their wives brains out!” he whispered and she blushed furiously, knowing that before the day was out he would have fucked her in the open air again. In fact, she thought, finishing her food hurriedly, the sooner he fucked her again in the open air the better.  
 
      
 
    It was after dark when Suzy and Brad returned to the bushes they had left Roger hiding in. Her hopeless husband emerged scratched, bleeding slightly and shivering because it had dropped quite cold. 
 
    “Had fun, Roger?” Suzy asked, looking at the goosebumps on his body. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Suzy,” said Roger and she could tell by his face his day had been anything but. Perhaps ramblers had discovered him and chased him with their sticks? Or an irate farmer had spotted him and let loose his dogs. That would be funny, seeing barking dogs chasing a terrified naked man!  
 
    Well, whatever had happened Roger looked red faced, exhausted and utterly miserable. Still, the meek fool had no cause to complain, thought Suzy, this was the life he’d wanted and this was the life he was getting. 
 
    

  

 
  
   17: Poker Night 
 
      
 
    “Brad’s having a poker night for his buddies and he wants you to cater the event,” said Suzy a couple of weeks later. 
 
    “Cater, Mistress?” asked Roger, confused. 
 
    His wife rolled her eyes. “You are dense sometimes, Roger! Yes, cater, as in serve drinks and snacks to his friends. And since we both know you live to serve it shouldn’t be a problem.” 
 
    “No, Mistress, of course not.” 
 
    But already Roger had a bad feeling about this Poker Night. A very bad feeling indeed. Brad’s buddies implied that it would be an all male event. Being humiliated by one alpha male was bad enough, but a whole group of them! All laughing and jeering and mocking him! Men like that didn’t understand submissives like Roger, and that made them cruel and without pity. This wasn’t at all what he wanted and yet he was powerless to stop it. 
 
      
 
    Two days later the dreaded event arrived. Suzy had disappeared for a night out with Janelle, leaving Brad and Roger alone. And worse, Brad had decided that Roger should wear a modified maid’s uniform to serve his friends, consisting of just fishnet stockings and high heels. In other words, Roger’s caged penis would be fully on display for the cocky alpha males to jeer at. 
 
    “Oh, and pop plenty of lipstick and blusher on,” said Brad before anybody had arrived. “I want you looking like a complete and utter whore.” 
 
    “Yes, Sir,” said Roger and dashed off to make himself as slutty as possible. And as he made his face up in the mirror, applying lipstick and mascara by the inch, it was hard not to reflect for the millionth time on just how far he had fallen. And would doubtless continue to fall since Brad seemed fully committed to totally emasculating him. 
 
      
 
    Poker Night was exactly as mortifying as Roger thought it would be, perhaps more so. Brad’s buddies were just like Brad: loud, brash and extremely cruel. And the minute they saw Roger, mincing about in his fishnet stockings and suspenders, they launched into a volley of mocking abuse: 
 
    “Who’s this saucy bitch, Brad?” 
 
    “Fucking hell, I didn’t know we’d have tarts here!” 
 
    “How much to let me fuck her? Not much because she’s a bit of a dog!” 
 
    The mistreatment continued throughout the night. As Roger served snacks, ensuring the men were never without beer or nuts, they would slap his arse or give his chastity cage a brutal tug. 
 
    “Dick in prison, is it?” 
 
    “Nice stockings, boy!” 
 
    “Wriggle when you walk, whore!” 
 
     And as the drink flowed they started finding new ways to torment Roger. They made him scamper around on all fours like a dog and catch nuts in his mouth. They forced him do star jumps in his heels, which caused him to trip and collapse painfully on the floor. They even made him dry hump a pillow and tell it what a dirty bitch it was. And then they went back to their poker and he was again racing around after them.   
 
    “More beer, slut!” 
 
    “Pick that up, bitch!” 
 
    “Faster, cunt! Or you’ll be over my knee!” 
 
    They were as good as there word and as the night wore on he found himself going over knees left, right and centre to be spanked. And spanked hard. Some of these men were construction workers and labourers, and when they spanked Roger he felt it. Boy, did he feel it! His poor bottom was soon as red and hot as a cinder, which made them laugh even more. 
 
    “You could toast bread on those cheeks now!” 
 
    “You should really put some cream on that arse, bitch!” 
 
    “I’ve got some cream but I’d rather cover her face in it!” 
 
    And when they grew bored spanking him, they made Roger get down on all fours to lick the dirt and muck off their shoes. And as Roger licked, they made sure to shove their shoes deep into his mouth, causing him to gag and splutter. And yes, that amused his abusers even more. 
 
    “The saucy bitch is deep throating my shoe!” 
 
    “Squeezing his shaven balls makes him lick harder!” 
 
    “I hear you like eating cum, boy? How’d you fancy me pumping a load into your mouth when you’ve finished sucking shoe?” 
 
    Roger, red faced and with the taste of dirt in his mouth, scurried back and forth amongst the men. It was physically exhausting and not remotely arousing. At least with Janelle, or Amanda and Priya, he got an illicit thrill from being dominated. Yes, because they were beautiful women and his lifelong fantasies had always been about dominant women. But suffering at the hands of brutish men was just plain miserable. And it got more miserable when, towards the end of the evening, Roger was made to get on all fours, push his face into the carpet and thrust his bottom high in the air. And then the men, these boorish oafs who he despised, took turns whipping his exposed bottom with belts and riding crops and canes.  
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 
 
    “Take that, you useless bitch!” 
 
    WHUP! WHUP! WHUP! 
 
    “Suffer, whore!” 
 
    SLICE! SLICE! SLICE! 
 
    “Yelp, girl!” 
 
    And then, after they grew bored beating him, they drifted home and Roger, with a bruised bottom and tears in his eyes, was left to clean up the considerable mess they had made. A submissive man’s work is never done and all that.  
 
    

  

 
  
   18: Club Decadence 
 
      
 
    “Wow!” said Suzy, looking out of the car window at the cars in the car park. “There is some serious money here!” 
 
    “You can say that again!” whistled Brad, impressed. “Lexus. Mercedes. Bloody hell, even a couple of Teslas!” 
 
    Suzy, with a growing interest in the field of Femdom, had befriended a dominatrix on Facebook called Mistress Dominique. Mistress Dominique ran an exclusive fetish club and, after exchanging a number of messages, she had invited Suzy to come along and bring both the men in her life. Suzy, intrigued by the mysterious domme had readily accepted. And now they were in the car park of the club that Dominique ran.  
 
    “Try to find a spot near the entrance since I don’t really want to walk far in these eight inch heels,” said Suzy to Roger, who was the chauffeur tonight. He wouldn’t be drinking, at least not anything that would put him over the limit. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress” came back the instant reply. 
 
      
 
    On the outside the building was grey and anonymous and just like every other building on the industrial park it was located. But inside it was lush and moody and everything you would expect from an establishment called Club Decadence. 
 
    No sooner had the trio of Suzy, Brad and Roger entered than a statuesque blonde in a latex cat suit was heading towards them with a smile. “My name is Mistress Dominique and you must be Suzy, Brad and pet,” she said in a smoky voice. 
 
    “That’s us,” smiled Suzy, immediately liking the stunningly beautiful blonde. 
 
    “Loving that little dress and ankle boots!” winked Dominique, looking Suzy up and down. 
 
    “Thank you. It’s my first time in latex!” And it was, but the black mini dress and perilously high heeled ankle boots felt so right, so damned sexy, that it definitely wouldn’t be her last. 
 
    “And aren’t you the hunk,” said Mistress Dominique to Brad, stroking his bare muscular chest approvingly. He had opted to wear just leather trousers and motorcycle boots and looked achingly sexy.  
 
    “I do my best,” grinned Brad, clearly enjoying the attention of the sizzling blonde beauty. There was a time when Suzy would have been green with envy, but not anymore. The Femdom lifestyle she had immersed herself in had taught her to believe in herself and not see threats at every corner. Besides, Brad belonged to her and her alone. 
 
    Mistress Dominique turned her attention back to Suzy. “If you two would like to circulate I’ll take your cuck and brief him on his role for the night!” she said and led Suzy’s feeble husband away. 
 
      
 
    Suzy couldn’t believe how many hot people there were at Club Decadence! The place was bursting at the seams with the bold and the beautiful. Women dressed to the nines in PVC and latex were accompanied by impossibly muscular hunks in leather shorts and not much else. This was clearly where all the gorgeous people hung out and Suzy, much to her amazement, was now one of them. 
 
    “Is that the actress from that cop drama on ITV?” asked Brad, looking at a blisteringly beautiful girl in PVC thigh boots and a purple corset. 
 
    “I think so,” said Suzy. “And I think she’s talking to that hot chef from the Channel 4 show.” 
 
    She wondered what the public would think if they could see these celebrities in their kinkiest finery. Hopefully they’d think they were just people having fun and hurting no one. Well, except for the people that wanted to be hurt!  
 
      
 
    Sometime later a middle-aged man in a skimpy maids dress approached Brad and Suzy. “Mistress Dominique has requested you join her,” he said in a somewhat ridiculous falsetto voice. 
 
    They followed the ‘man’, impressed by his ability to walk in high heels, to a room on the second floor. There they found Mistress Dominique and Roger. Roger had been stripped naked – save for the cock cage that never came off – and was on all fours like a dog. He had some kind of collar around his neck with a plastic box attached to it. Suzy leaned down and saw that the words ‘Cum Dumpster’ were written on the box. 
 
    “He’s a mobile Condom Disposal Unit,” explained Dominique in her deliciously husky voice. “He’ll crawl from room to room and men, after they’ve had sex, will stuff their used condoms in the plastic box around his neck.” 
 
    Suzy felt like applauding it was so perfect. “I love it!” she cried happily. 
 
    “Yes,” purred Dominique. “I find there is something deliciously humiliating about a man who is no longer allowed to cum having to collect the used condoms of men who are allowed to cum.” 
 
    Brad nudged Roger with his foot. “Guess you can’t escape from sperm, can you, boi?” 
 
    “No, Sir,” agreed Roger glumly. 
 
      
 
    As Roger started to crawl around the establishment collecting used condoms in his little box, Suzy and Brad explored Club Decadent some more. They stayed away from the rooms in which people were having sex and gravitated towards the BDSM flavoured rooms. Suzy found it especially empowering seeing so many men submitting to women. Some of the men were like Roger – deeply unimpressive specimens with undeveloped bodies and penises like noodles – but some were quite brawny. In one room three muscular young guys were tied naked over a bench and were being whipped by a handsome woman in her sixties. 
 
    “I love making young pups squeal!” she said to Suzy and lashed at the men’s beefy buttocks in turn. And squeal they did, writhing and squirming beneath the woman’s relentless whip. 
 
    “Thank you, goddess!” they wailed in unison.   
 
    In another room two naked men in studded dog collars were on their knees sucking off two other men while woman watched and jeered. “Come on, boys! Suck the spunk out of those big alpha dicks!” 
 
    “Drain those big heavy balls!” 
 
    “And remember, good boys always swallow!” 
 
    Suzy watched as the submissive wretches sucked on the hefty dicks of more dominant men. They were actually pretty good at fellatio, and Suzy absently wondered how many times they had been forced to kneel and suck thick alpha cocks like these. Except of course they weren’t ‘forced’, judging by how erect their small penises were they were as excited as the men they were sucking off.  
 
    And then Suzy and Brad were circulating again, enjoying the wild and crazy sights they saw. It was a heady brew of power, sex and submission and Suzy couldn’t get enough... 
 
      
 
    Towards the end of the evening the sissified maid who had found them earlier found them again to tell them that Roger had finished his collection duties and was ready for the next stage of his job. 
 
    “The next stage?” asked Brad. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Suzy, but she couldn’t wait to find out what fresh humiliation hell awaited her beta husband. 
 
    In the same room as before Dominique stood over Suzy’s naked husband. On the floor was a pile of used condoms. Empty used condoms, since the greasy contents had been poured out and was now pooling on the floor like a huge milky white spunk reservoir. 
 
    “That is a lot of fucking jizz!” Brad chuckled. 
 
    “I’ll say,” agreed Suzy. And it was, there must have been forty or more condom loads on the floor. It looked truly icky! 
 
    “Okay, Roger, show your wife and her lover just what a good little cum eater you are!” said Dominique, and gave him a crack across with the bottom with her riding crop. 
 
    And then Roger, looking sick to his stomach, started licking the semen off the floor. He lapped it up like a cat licking up cream. Eugh, thought, Suzy, fascinated by her husband’s total and utter degradation. Just how low was he willing to go? 
 
    “I hope we don’t get stopped by the police on the way home!” quipped Brad as they watched the greasy-faced fool slurping. “If they breathalyse Roger they’ll find he’s ninety percent cum!” 
 
    Everybody laughed, except Roger, who continued licking the rapidly cooling spunk of other men off the floor. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   19: The Unkindest Cut 
 
      
 
    It was Roger’s thirty-third birthday and Brad was being weirdly nice to him. Instead of shouting at him when he entered Roger’s bedroom in the morning, he was smiling warmly. “Happy Birthday, Roger!” he cried as Roger leapt out of bed and stood to attention the way he did every morning. 
 
    And that’s when Brad told Roger that not only could wear his normal everyday clothes today instead of his French maids dress, but that he could also have the day off from his chores.  
 
    “The day off, Sir?” asked a confused Roger. 
 
    “Yeah, you deserve a day off. Just relax and chill out!” said Brad. “Enjoy your birthday!” 
 
    “Erm, thank you, Sir,” said Roger. 
 
    “Now get yourself dressed and come downstairs, because Suzy and I have a few surprises for you!” 
 
    So Roger got dressed in his normal clothes and went downstairs to find his wife and Brad in the living room. In front of them on the coffee table were a cupcake and a key. 
 
    “Happy birthday, Roger!” said Suzy, getting up to kiss him warmly on the cheek. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he said, meaning it. Perhaps she did still care for him? And perhaps Brad wasn’t such a pitiless monster after all? 
 
    “Tuck in, Roger!” said Brad, motioning at the little cake. 
 
    “Erm, thank you, I will.”  
 
    Roger sat down and ate the cake. It was only small but it suddenly seemed like the nicest present he had ever been given. In recent months he’d started to feel like nothing more than a tool for Suzy and Brad to use or abuse, but this showed him that they still thought of him as a person. And why not, he was an integral part of the household. 
 
    Brad leaned forward and picked the key up off the table. “Since it’s your birthday Suzy and I have decided you can be released from chastity for today.” 
 
    “You mean it?” 
 
    “Of course!” Brad handed Roger the key to the cage imprisoning his genitals. “There’s the key, go upstairs, unlock your cage off and ... well, I don’t need to tell you what to do when you’ve got your cage off!” 
 
      
 
    Upstairs Roger hurriedly stripped naked and then unlocked his cage. It had been locked on for over nine months and his dick sprang up when it was released. It looked visibly smaller thanks to muscle wastage, maybe up to two inches shorter, but it was free! And stiffening up nicely! 
 
    Grabbing hold of it between his thumb and forefinger he began to pump his diminished dick. He thought about Amanda and Priya and the sexy checkout girl in Tesco and started to pump faster. And the more he thought of hot girls the faster he pumped. His hand was a blur and then, with a grunt, he came, squirting his watery seed onto the bedspread. 
 
    Smiling he went to sit up but suddenly felt woozy.  
 
    Boy, that wank has really taken it out of me!  
 
    And then another wave of drowsiness hit him and he realised this wasn’t normal tiredness, this was something else entirely. And then a terrible thought hit him: he had been drugged! How, though? But the answer was obvious: his birthday cupcake had contained something! But why? Why drug him? He would do whatever they told him, so why go to the trouble of drugging him? It didn’t make sense. 
 
    And then the door opened and Brad was smiling at him from the doorway. “Time for your next surprise!” he said with a malicious wink and Roger passed out. 
 
      
 
    He came to in the car. He was in the backseat and Brad was in the front. He tried to sit up but became dizzy when he did and slumped back down heavily. “Nearly there, cucky,” chuckled Brad and Roger slipped into unconsciousness again. 
 
      
 
    When he next awoke he was looking up at a bright light. Had he died and gone to heaven? No, not unless heaven was filled with barking dogs, because somewhere nearby he could hear yapping, and lots of it. Cats too, not barking, but meowing.  
 
    Roger tried to move but found he was tied to something cold and hard and flat. Turning his head he saw that he was in some sort of examination room with pictures of animals on the walls. He was in a vet’s and he was tied to an examination table! And, ominously, he had been stripped completely naked. This wasn’t good. This wasn’t good at all. 
 
    “He’s awake,” said a female voice and Roger turned to see an attractive young woman in a blue tunic looking down at him. 
 
    “Looks like we can start then!” came another voice. He recognised it, but it took a second to place it. He was Jack or Jim from the Poker Night. No, definitely Jack; and Jack was a vet if he remembered rightly! 
 
    Fear and panic took over and he started to struggle, but to no avail. “Don’t worry, Sir,” said the girl warmly. “It’s a simple and very safe procedure.” 
 
    “I’ve never performed it on a human before but it shouldn’t be any different from neutering a cat,” said Jack. 
 
    “No, please!” pleaded Roger desperately. “Don’t take my manhood!” 
 
    But they didn’t listen, and within minutes the pretty young vet’s assistant was showing him a dish containing two small fleshy orbs. It took a moment to realise they were his own testicles. Roger was now a eunuch and would be for the rest of his life. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   20: Five Years Later 
 
      
 
    Suzy was admiring the view. Although she and her husband, her new husband, had moved into the house over a month ago, she still couldn’t get enough of the view through the back window. It was truly panoramic and showed off the significant grounds that the property had come with. It wasn’t quite Downton Abbey, but it was enough to give her a thrill each time she looked out of the window.  
 
    Footsteps from behind and she looked up to see Rowena approaching. “I’ve put the girls down for their afternoon nap, Mistress,” said her housekeeper. 
 
    “Any trouble?” 
 
    “No, Mistress. They were absolute angels,” said Rowena. 
 
    “In that case you can go and start tea. David will be back shortly and you know how he hates to be kept waiting.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” said Rowena and sashayed off. Suzy watched her go, marvelling that Rowena had once been a man called Roger. Not much of a man, admittedly, but still a man. Not anymore. Now all traces of masculinity had been stripped from him and, thanks to intensive hormone therapy, allowed him to transition into a highly convincing woman.  
 
    Even better, not only was Rowena an excellent housekeeper but also a superlative nanny. Roger may have been a mediocrity, but Rowena excelled.  
 
    Suzy smiled and thought about how much her life had changed in the last five years. The confidence she had got from dominating Roger had spilled over into her professional life. Instead of standing back and letting others take credit, she stepped forward and started actively seeking opportunities at work to shine. Her bosses were impressed by her new dynamism and promotions started coming until now she was the Managing Director of the company. 
 
    Other things had changed too; she had broken up with Brad. He was sexy and exciting but not really marriage material. He was a great transition boyfriend, though, that had led her to bigger and better things. And last she heard Brad was happy too. He was going out with a secretary and, if the rumours were to be believed, was cuckolding the secretary’s young boyfriend. And knowing Brad, he was doubtless making the youthful wimp suffer!  
 
    As for Suzy, shortly after breaking up with Brad she had met David, who was ... well, a dream man. He was good looking and intelligent with just the right level of dominance. Marriage and twin girls followed. 
 
    The thought of her beautiful baby girls made Suzy smile. They were everything to her and she would devote her life to making them happy and successful. And when they were old enough she would teach them that you can have it all when it comes to men. You can have alpha males and beta boys at the same time, all wrapped up in one delightfully satisfying relationship. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
  
   Like Be Careful What You Wish For? Try this Femdom story on Amazon Kindle from the same author... 
 
      
 
    Submissives Anonymous 
 
      
 
    You can’t escape your Femdom addiction... 
 
      
 
    In this Femdom Short Read a submissive man starts a support group to help men break free of their destructive addiction to Femdom. The group is a success and attracts more and more members, but two local dominatrices aren’t happy as they’re losing clients and money. So the girls decide to crash the meeting and remind all the men present just how much fun being dominated by women is... 
 
      
 
    What follows is a rollercoaster of humiliation as the men are stripped and ‘forced’ to take part in the most degrading group session imaginable. And by the end each and every one of them will be hopelessly addicted to female domination again. 
 
      
 
    Submissives Anonymous is a bite-sized slice of perverted fun. It’s strictly adults only and not for the easily offended as it contains raunchy scenes of men being ordered to do unimaginably demeaning things by two confident young women. 
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