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Prologue

In the near future America will face unprecedented economic and social problems. With the country on the verge of collapse a new political party known as Female First is formed. It believes that toxic masculinity is the source of all the nation’s ills, and offers a radical solution. It wants to empower women and give them not just more control in society, but total control.

At first Female First’s gains are small but they begin to build momentum. Parts of the media start amplifying their message and, over a number of years, they go from being a fringe party to a credible force in mainstream American politics.

The victories multiply and their views begin to resonate with more and more of the public, until finally they win a landslide victory in a presidential election. With a Female First Commander in Chief and control of both houses of Congress they are able to enact a radical slate of policies that empower women. These policies cover everything from criminal justice and the economy to healthcare and the environment.

One of the most eye catching initiatives of the new administration is compulsory Domestic Service for all males between the ages of eighteen and twenty-one. These placements in female run households are designed to ensure that men respect women from an early age.

To guarantee men comply with these new rules and regulations a new police force is created known as the Male Compliance Police, or MCP for short. The MCP has sweeping powers and a mandate to deal with unacceptable male behaviour in any way it sees fit. Some complain that it is an infringement of civil liberties and totalitarianism via the back door, but these voices are drowned out by a country crying out for change.

And as America becomes the first fully functioning matriarchy, the rest of the world watches with interest...


1: Afternoon Tea

Abigail was enjoying afternoon tea with her best friend Sylvia Braintree. They were sitting at a table by the bay window in Sylvia’s large living room. Kneeling beside the table were Sylvia’s new houseboys, Marcus and Xavier. Marcus had thick black hair and olive skin, while Xavier was blond and light skinned. Both were naked save for incredibly small thongs that left little to the imagination.

“Don’t their knees hurt kneeling like that?” asked Abigail, looking at the two young men. They had been kneeling for an hour while she and Sylvia chatted.

“No, they’re used to it,” said Sylvia dismissively. “And even though they're uncomfortable, they know better than to complain! Isn’t that right, boys?”

“Yes, Mrs Braintree,” they chorused.

Abigail smiled and looked out of the window at Sylvia’s sizeable garden. With its lush multi-tiered lawns, hanging baskets, deciduous trees and evergreen shrubs it was both beautiful and becalming.

“Your boys do a great job taking care of your grounds,” said Abigail, looking back at the muscular young men kneeling beside the table. The thought of them toiling half naked, mowing lawns and trimming hedges sent an erotic charge down her body.

“Yes, Marcus and Xavier are extremely adept at taking care of my greenery,” drawled Sylvia suggestively.

Abigail smiled and, although she tried not to, couldn’t help but glance at the tiny thongs the houseboys wore. Both bulged impressively, and she wondered how big their dicks were under those skimpy garments? Seven inches? Nine inches? Bigger?

Sylvia noticed Abigail’s wandering eyes and laughed. “Would you like to see what they have inside their pouches?”

Abigail blushed furiously. “No, I wasn’t... I just glanced there by accident and...” she trailed off, embarrassed.

Sylvia didn’t appear to mind. In fact she seemed to relish the lascivious direction the conversation had taken. Turning her attention to the two young men, she addressed them in a curt voice: “Stand up and remove your thongs.”

The young men instantly stood and stepped out of what little clothing they were wearing. Abigail’s eyes widened in shock: both dicks were ... well, huge. There was no other way to describe them. They were long and thick and clean shaven and absolutely mouth-watering.

“Oh my!” muttered Abigail, feeling more than a little flustered.

Sylvia laughed and then turned to the men. “Get your penises stiff for Mrs Ross, boys!” she ordered and the young men immediately started to pull at their manhoods. Within seconds both were fully erect.

Abigail looked at the huge dicks now pointing upwards with their shiny circumcised helmets shining. They were magnificent, and it helped that they were attached to such beautiful young men, with dreamy looks and muscular bodies. How could Sylvia concentrate on anything with these half-naked studs running around the place?

“You know you really should get yourself a houseboy,” said Sylvia, breaking into Abigail’s thoughts. “It’s your legal right as an American woman.”

“I do think about it,” admitted Abigail.

“Stop thinking and do it!” chided Sylvia.

“I don’t know.”

“What’s stopping you?”

Abigail sighed heavily. “I worry how Trevor would feel having a young man in the house.” It was true; Abigail worried that her husband might feel intimidated or jealous if there was a younger hotter man around all the time. She looked at her friend, “How does your husband feel about men like these in the house?”

Sylvia shrugged, indifferent. “I’m the boss so he accepts it. And if he ever does dare to complain, he’ll forfeit the weekly release from his cage.”

Poor Eddie Braintree, thought Abigail, not only did his wife have two well-hung hunks under the same roof, but she’d also locked him in a small chastity device. Abigail could never imagine doing that to her husband, even though it was becoming more and more popular with women. Many of her friends had caged their partners, and just this morning she’d watched an item on Good Morning America about a new chastity cage that delivered electric shocks at random, just to keep the man in your life on his toes!

“Doesn’t your husband get frustrated being locked up in a cage?” she asked.

The older woman nodded. “That’s the point. The more frustrated he gets, the more obedient he becomes. Which means he doesn’t make a peep of protest at me enjoying the company of young men like these,” she said, motioning at Marcus and Xavier.

Abigail eyed the enormous cocks swaying before the young men. How could any woman not enjoy having these beefcakes at her disposal? The question was, did Abigail want to jump on the bandwagon and get her own houseboy? Did she want a sexy young man around the house doing whatever she commanded, even if it upset her husband?

The answer was a resounding yes.


2: The Train to Ludlow Heights

“I hope I get a hot one,” said Henry excitedly.

“Sorry?” asked Justin, who had been looking out of the train window watching the New England scenery fly by. It was deliciously picaresque: small towns and rolling countryside straight out of an oil painting and way better than his home back in Trenton, New Jersey. Then again, most places were way better than Trenton, New Jersey.

“The woman who takes me, I hope she’s a hot one,” said Henry. “Preferably a milf – really well-preserved – with big tits and an insatiable appetite for young cock.”

“I just hope I don’t get a man-hater,” replied Justin honestly.

“A man-eater, that’s what I want!” leered Henry and Justin couldn’t help but laugh at his friend’s one track mind.

The two young men were on their way to their Domestic Service placements in Ludlow Heights. For the next three years they would be Houseboys in the upmarket New England town, performing domestic duties in a female run household. What duties? Cooking, cleaning, ironing, sewing, gardening and anything else the woman of the house wanted them to do.

Things had been like this for the last twenty years, ever since June Keppel had launched the Female First Party and placed all of society’s ills squarely on men’s shoulders. She’d been elected to the Senate, and had managed to get some policies adopted. The policies were a success and after that the Female First Movement snowballed. Within eight years they had formed a government with June Keppel as President, and introduced a raft of far-reaching new laws designed to put women in charge and men under their thumbs.

Justin was twenty and had never known anything else, but he knew from his henpecked dad that things used to be very different. Incredibly there was a time, way back, when men actually had the upper hand in society. It was called the patriarchy and in it women were often treated as second class citizens.

“Men were men and women knew their place,” his dad had told him once. Unfortunately for his dad, his mom heard the comment and, after stripping him naked, had spanked him in front of Justin. And she knew how to spank, so before long his dad was crying and begging her to stop. She didn’t, and after completing the vicious spanking, Justin’s dad was made to stand up the corner with his hands on his head and his bottom glowing, just to show their son that he was a man who knew his place.

“Did you see those teenage girls earlier?” asked Henry, intruding on Justin’s memories.

“Sorry?”

“Those teenage girls in the next carriage? Did you see them?” repeated Henry eagerly.

Of course Justin had seen them. They were about the same age as him, nineteen or twenty, and absolutely gorgeous. More to the point, they had seen him in his crisp white Domestic Service Uniform –shorts, t-shirt, socks and trainers – and teased him when he’d walked passed. “Is that bulge in your shorts part of the uniform?” one girl had asked and her friends all giggled.

“Perhaps you’d like one of us to rub it for you?” another had joked and the girls giggling went supernova. Justin had hurried back to his seat but he couldn’t stop thinking about one of them rubbing his dick until he squirted hot semen everywhere. And now Henry had mentioned them he was thinking about them jerking him off all over again.

That would be heaven!

Henry was thinking along similar lines and still prattling: “They were sexy as hell with their short skirts and tight tops!”

“Yes, they were very nice,” agreed Justin and noticed out of the corner of his eye that the Ticket Collector – a middle-aged woman with an aggressively tight perm – was marching angrily down the train. He was wondering where she was going in such a snit when she stopped beside Henry and Justin’s seats. “You two, come with me!” she said briskly.

“Sorry?” asked Justin with a sinking feeling. What the hell had Henry done now?

“Come with me NOW!” hissed the Ticket Collector, turning and marching back down the train. Henry and Justin looked anxiously at each other and then followed.

The Ticket Collector – Mrs Elaine Tabard, according to her overly shiny nametag – took them to a storage carriage halfway down the train. It contained bikes, crates, cases in racks and, alarmingly, several crook-handled canes on hooks. And it was one of these she reached for and then sliced through the air theatrically.

SWISH!

She didn’t seem happy with the sound so she put that cane back, grabbed another, and sliced that through the air.

SWISH!

She nodded, satisfied, and then turned to the two young men. “Shorts down!” she snapped.

Henry and Justin, who knew the penalty for refusing an order from a woman, any woman, automatically pushed their shorts down to their feet, exposing their naked genitals.

The Ticket Collector looked down at their penises with utter contempt. “It used to be what was between your legs let you do anything,” she sneered. “Now what’s between your legs lets me do anything. Doesn’t it, boys?”

“Yes, Madam!” replied Henry and Justin in unison.

“We’ve had complaints about you two, eyeing up some of the young ladies on the train. Undressing them with your eyes.”

Bloody Henry! Then again, Justin knew from experience that teenaged girls often didn’t need any excuse to get men into trouble. They relished the power they had over the opposite sex and often manufactured ‘incidents’ just for the hell of it. Justin’s neighbour’s daughter back in Trenton was a typical example. She was forever pretending the postman had ogled her, or the pizza delivery guy had said something lewd, just so her mom would strip him naked and whip him. Justin himself had been accused of many things and been beaten in front of her numerous times. So even though Henry was trouble, it would probably have happened regardless.

“Turn around and bend over,” the Ticket Collector said and Justin and Henry did as they were told. And as he gripped his ankles Justin looked towards the end of the carriage and saw the teenage girls were by the doorway, watching with smirks on their faces. One even waved at him when she saw Justin looking in their direction and he felt a stab of anger towards the vicious brats.

“You two need to respect the superior sex, and to help you you’ll get a dozen from my cane!” said the Ticket Collector, tapping each of their bare bottoms in turn.

“Thank you, Madam!” said the men and braced for impact. There was a short pause, in which the tension built, and then the Ticket Collector’s cane was biting into their bare behinds.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The blows were hard and fast and clearly the work of somebody who had done this many times. And why not? Teenaged girls weren’t the only females who relished their power in modern society. Women in lower level jobs often channelled their frustrations into making men suffer.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

And Justin and Henry were definitely suffering. Although both were extremely experienced at taking a beating, it wasn’t something you ever truly got used to. The pain, the discomfort, the humiliation ... it was all thoroughly unpleasant. And it was a long way from being over...

Following the beating Justin and Henry were made to stand up the corner of the storage carriage for the remainder of the journey, with their hands on top of his head and their shorts around their ankles. It was a humiliating pose that reminded them of their place in the world, and it was a pose thousands of American men assumed every day.

Justin was desperate to rub his smarting bottom, but he knew that if seen he’d earn himself a second caning. And a caning on top of a caning was pure agony. Henry wasn’t nearly so careful and rubbed his bottom freely.

“That bitch is a psycho!” he complained.

“Yes,” agreed Justin honestly.

“And it didn’t help having those girls watching and laughing at the end of the carriage,” he continued and then laughed. “Mind you, one had great tits and every time she laughed they wobbled like jelly!”

Justin snorted with laughter. “You’re incorrigible!”

After that they remained silent, listening to the rhythmic sounds of the train as it powered them to their new lives. And as it did Justin couldn’t help but think of the girls again, with their smooth young bodies, and how much he’d like to fuck one.

When the train eventually reached its destination several hours later they had to wait while the other passengers disembarked. Only when the train was empty did the Ticket Collector return and tell them to pull their shorts up, collect their cases and follow her.

“Yes, Madam!” they said.

The middle-aged woman led them from the carriage out onto the station platform, where three other houseboys waited. The five of them were then marched through the waiting room and out into the car park, where they were lined up like soldiers and told to wait.

Ten minutes later a car pulled up and a young black woman got out. She consulted her phone and then walked up to the houseboy at the end. “Come with me, boy,” she said and the young man picked up his case and followed.

“She was fucking hot!” whispered Henry as her car pulled away.

“I’ll say,” whispered Justin back.

“I bet the dirty bitch loves young cock too!” added Henry.

“Maybe,” said Justin.

One by one the men were collected by their new Mistresses. Like the first one, they were very attractive women in their twenties or thirties. Justin would have been more than happy to go with any of them. Not least because none gave off the man-hating vibe that the Ticket Collector had; they were all smiles and pleasantries and every inch the perfect hostess.

Then the woman came to pick up Henry. She wasn’t like the others. She was in her forties, about six feet tall, and had a scowl that didn’t know when to quit. She made Justin think of a prison guard crossed with steroid abusing body-builder. “Shit,” said Henry as she got out of the car and marched purposefully towards them. “I hope she’s yours.”

She wasn’t. She had come for Henry, and grabbed him by the ear.

“Come on, slug!” she said and dragged him to her car, leaving just Justin and his small suitcase of belongings.

He stood alone in the car park for the next fifteen minutes, worrying he’d been forgotten. If that happened he’d be sent home and put back on the list, ready to be shipped out to another woman. And she could be somewhere he didn’t want to go, somewhere insanely hot like Arizona, or ice cold like Alaska. No, he wanted to stay in New England where the climate was nice and there weren’t as many crazies.

Just as panic was about to set in a small green hatchback pulled into the car park. A young brunette in tight jeans and a blue jacket got out. She was about twenty-eight or twenty-nine and was stunning. She walked towards him with a warm smile on her face. “Justin?”

Justin nodded dumbly and smiled back at the beautiful woman. Domestic Service, he thought with a tingle of excitement, might not be so bad after all.


3: Cuckoo in the Nest

Trevor was watching an old episode of Star Trek when his wife arrived home with the new houseboy she’d been going on and on about for weeks. Despite being one of the millions and millions of women who had voted ‘Yes’ in the Domestic Service Referendum, she hadn’t actually signed up for a houseboy. For some reason she’d dragged her feet, which Trevor was extremely grateful for, but now she had suddenly decided she wanted to exercise her constitutional right to have a young male servant in the house.

Abigail entered the living room first, followed by a muscular young man carrying a suitcase. He was wearing the traditional houseboy uniform: shorts, t-shirt, socks and plimsolls. “Justin, this is my husband, Trevor,” said Abigail.

“Pleased to meet you, Sir,” said the young man and stepped towards Trevor and put out his hand.

“Oh, yes,” muttered Trevor, shaking the proffered hand. “Good to meet you too, son.”

“Isn’t he a prime specimen, Trevor?” asked Abigail, motioning at her new acquisition.

“Erm, I suppose,” mumbled Trevor, trying to concentrate on Captain Kirk flirting with a sexy alien woman.

“No suppose about it! Although since he is new I should just check him over and make sure he’s as advertised!” She turned to look at Justin and adopted a commanding tone: “Take your clothes off, young man, so we can see that everything is where it should be.”

“Yes, Mrs Ross,” replied the houseboy and peeled off his t-shirt and placed it neatly on top of his case. Next he bent down and removed his socks and trainers. Trevor tried to concentrate on Captain Kirk but he couldn’t help but notice how well built the young man was. He also noted, with a pang of envy, how hungrily his wife was looking at Justin’s powerful young body. She never looked at Trevor like that.

“Shorts, too,” she said and in one swift movement Justin slid his tight shorts down and off.

“Goodness!” gasped Abigail when she saw the young man’s penis. Goodness indeed, thought Trevor sourly: the young man’s cock was as long and thick as a baby’s arm.

“What do you think, Trevor?” she asked her husband, without looking away from the young man’s substantial manhood.

Trevor pretended he hadn’t heard and stared rigidly at the television. Captain Kirk would never have put up with a younger better endowed man on his bridge. He’d have beamed the fucker into outer space and then given Abigail a bloody good shafting – the way it should be.

“Trevor!” said his wife sharply. “What do you think of the young man’s package?”

Trevor took a quick look at the penis under discussion and then looked away. “Yes, erm, it’s very...” he began and then trailed off, embarrassed. What exactly was he meant to say about another man’s penis? “Looks a good one,” he mumbled eventually.

“I’ll say,” said Abigail, somewhat lecherously. “Your girlfriend’s a very lucky young lady!” continued his wife, stepping closer to the young stud and taking hold of his penis, which was now stiffening. “I’ll bet she likes this beauty inside her at least once a day and twice on Sunday!”

“I’m single, Mrs Ross,” said Justin.

“That’s a surprise since you’re quite a catch.”

“Thank you, Mrs Ross.”

“But you’ve had girls, you’re not a virgin?”

“Yes, Mrs Ross, I’ve had sex with one girl.”

“And did you enjoy it?”

“I... yes, it was very nice.”

“I bet she thought it was nice too, having this big boy inside her!” said Abigail and squeezed the young man’s erection playfully.

Trevor, who was watching out of the corner of his eye, couldn’t believe what had gotten into his wife, behaving in such a forward manner, asking these vulgar questions and groping a young man’s dick like a slut. It wasn’t like her. It was more like Sylvia bloody Braintree, the man eater who treated her husband like dirt and had a voracious appetite for young houseboys. Hell, she was rumoured to go through at least ten a year, trading them in for a newer model the minute she got bored-

-And that’s when everything clicked into place for Trevor. This had Sylvia’s fingerprints all over it. Every time his wife saw that bloody woman and listened to her women’s lib nonsense she came back hyped up. That’s what had led to her to getting a houseboy in the first place, and that’s what was making her act like this.

Trevor, increasingly uncomfortable at his wife manhandling the younger man’s cock, coughed theatrically. “He’d probably like to freshen up,” he said, hoping to end this horror show.

“Quite right, Trevor!” Abigail let go of the young man’s cock and tapped him on his well defined chest. “If you’ll follow me, Justin, I’ll show you to your new room.”

With that she led the naked houseboy up the stairs. Trevor watched the young man’s muscular buttocks disappear from sight, wondering forlornly how he could ever compete with that?

Several hours later Trevor lay in bed and watched his wife brush her hair in the dressing table mirror. She was wearing a sheer and incredibly short black nightdress that stopped mid thigh and accentuated her impossibly long legs. And was she wearing make-up? Yes, there was the hint of blusher and lipstick, enhancing her natural beauty. “Are you coming to bed?” he asked. He dreaded the answer because had an uneasy feeling about where all this was leading.

“In a minute, but I think I should check on Justin first. Just to make sure he’s okay.” She stood and headed to the door. “After all, it’s his first night in a strange house, he must be anxious.”

“I’m sure he’ll be fine,” mumbled Trevor.

“Better safe than sorry!”

With that she was gone, and all that remained was the waft of expensive Coco Chanel perfume that he had brought her last Christmas. Trevor lay in bed and stared miserably at the ceiling, listening as his wife padded across the landing and opened the spare room door. He heard voices, then laughter, then... was that a bed spring?

Yes, it was!

There was giggling and very low murmuring and the bed was creaking, he was sure of it. He tried not to think what could be making those noises, although it was patently obvious. And then, after what seemed an eternity, the creaking stopped and was followed by more low murmuring. A few moments later his wife reappeared looking somewhat redder faced than before. Worse, her make-up was smudged.

Pulling back the covers she climbed into bed and gave Trevor a chaste peck on the cheek.

“Is he asleep?” asked Trevor tightly.

“He wasn’t, he seemed a bit tense, but now he’s much more relaxed.”

Why was he relaxed, thought Trevor jealously, what had his wife done to relax him?

Abigail was speaking again, her voice soft and contemplative. “He must work out a lot, to get a toned body like that. All those muscles, and not an ounce of fat anywhere.”

Trevor grunted non-committally. Why couldn’t his wife shut up and go to sleep? Why did she have to keep droning on about this boneheaded youth?

“And that penis!” she laughed huskily. “It’s so big!”

“Was it? I hadn’t noticed.”

“Liar!” Abigail jabbed him playfully in the ribs. “You kept sneaking glances at it in the living room!”

“I did not!” blustered Trevor, but he had. How could he not? It was huge, like the sort of cocks you’d see on men in porn films. Of course that was before porn films were banned. At least the good porn that men liked. Now it was all state approved mush that had to have storylines to promote a positive and empowering image of women! In other words, propaganda that rammed feminist dogma down your throat!

His wife leant over and kissed Trevor on the lips, sliding her hand down to his own cock. “Don’t worry,” she whispered huskily. “I still love you and your proud little soldier!”

“Can we...you know?” he asked, his penis stiffening in her hand.

“I don’t think so, it’s not good for a man your age to be doing it so often,” she said, giving his penis a playful squeeze.

“My age? I’m only two years older than you!”

“I know, but men age so much faster than women.” She nodded emphatically. “No, I think we should ration you a bit, and leave sex to young men.”

With his penis uncomfortably hard, Trevor rolled onto his side and stared at the clock radio. He tried not to think about Justin but the cuckoo in his nest was all he could think about.


4: Life with Mr and Mrs Ross

Justin couldn’t believe how lucky he’d been to get Mrs Ross – Abigail – as his Mistress. Not least when he recalled the fearsome battleaxe poor Henry had been dragged off by. Ha! Some women, like the ticket collector on the train, loved to beat and humiliate young men, and Henry’s owner looked like one of those women. Whereas Abigail clearly saw him as a human being and treated him with respect.

No, she treated him with more than respect. He still couldn’t believe that on his very first night she had come into his bedroom wearing a sexy short negligee and flirted outrageously with him. Flirting that had led to her reaching under the bed covers, taking hold of his throbbing cock, and jerking him off.

“It’s nice to feel a big dick again!” she had whispered hotly. “My husband’s is so small and can’t even get hard most of the time!”

Justin certainly didn’t have that problem with Abigail. His dick was like an iron bar, and having her soft hand pump it was amazing. And as she pumped she had leaned over and kissed him passionately on the lips, forcing her tongue down his throat. It was at that point he had lost control and ejaculated all over her hand. “Oops!” she had said, wiping herself off on his duvet.

“Sorry,” he had stammered, mortified.

“You’ll have to last longer next time otherwise it’ll be spankies!” she had giggled before leaving his bedroom.

That was just the first night! Lucky didn’t begin to express how he felt. There were so many stories about bad houseboy experiences – psychos, man haters, sadists – but Abigail wasn’t any of those things. She was a kind and decent woman with a smoking hot body!

Of course Abigail’s husband had been giving him the evil eye since he arrived, but that was to be expected. Doubtless if Justin had been married and had to suddenly welcome a younger better looking guy into the house he’d have reacted badly.

During the next few days Justin had got the feel for what his role would entail and thrown himself into it heart and soul. He cooked, cleaned, polished, scrubbed and basically became a one-man chore machine. Abigail would be his Mistress for three whole years and he wanted to make her happy.

Ironically, what seemed to make her happy was watching him work, and he made a point when cleaning in front of her of bending over to make sure she got an eyeful. It worked, because before long she was coming up behind him and stroking his muscles appreciatively. “It makes a nice change to have such a muscular young man around the place,” she’d coo.

And then she would set him to work cleaning the oven or washing the car. And often, as when she told him to wash and wax her Toyota, she had him strip down to his shorts to do it. Shorts that became wet and practically transparent as he worked, which judging by the smile on her lips as she watched him was exactly what she wanted. Justin wanted it too. It was nice to have an attractive woman looking at him with something other than contempt in her eyes. It was nice to be desired.

Even so, it was hard work, and by the end of his second day he had more than a few aches and pains. His back hurt and his thighs ached from when he had been squatting to get the car’s wheel rims shiny and new looking.

Abigail noticed him wincing. “Are you all right, Justin?” she asked with genuine concern in her voice.

“Yes, thank you, Mrs Ross, just a bit of muscle stiffness,” he replied.

“We can help you with that,” she said and told Justin to go to his room and undress.

She came up ten minutes later with her husband following meekly behind. Then she had Justin lie on his front and, sitting astride him, began to massage him. “Such a broad strong back,” she murmured, kneading his flesh.

“Mm,” he muttered happily. She was good. Her hands felt delicious on his tight muscles, unlocking the aches and pains and banishing them. He liked feeling her on top of him as well. Her strong legs holding him, gripping him. And because she was wearing a short dress with no tights or stockings he could feel the smoothness of her thighs and the hotness of her pussy.

After that he was told to role on his back and she sat astride him and smiled down. “I’ll do this splendid chest of yours,” she said and began to rub oil into his pecs. It was even better looking up at her while she rubbed his body. And as she did so he couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to have her sitting astride his cock, riding him.

As Abigail worked on his chest she ordered her husband, Trevor, to go down to the end of the bed and massage Justin’s feet.

“His feet?” asked Trevor, sounding disgusted.

“Yes, his feet!” snapped Abigail. “And be gentle or I’ll have your guts for garters!”

That was how Justin came to be lying on the bed naked while Abigail sat on his chest massaging him and her husband rubbed his feet. Ironically Trevor was pretty good at it, although Justin imagined that was because his wife had trained him to do foot rubs on her.

Unsurprisingly Abigail’s hot body sitting astride him caused his dick to stiffen, which she noticed when it prodded her in the back. Grinning, she climbed off him and sat beside him on the bed, her finger tracing up and down his throbbing cock. “I suppose I’d better take care of the stiffness in this muscle, unless you’d like my husband to do it?” she asked cheekily.

Justin smirked. “I’d rather you did it, Mrs Ross!”

“Please, it’s Abigail!”

Laughing, she took hold of his dick and began to pump it up and down. At first slowly, but she gradually increased the tempo. Justin couldn’t help but notice that as she did that her husband kept sneaking glances at it. Abigail must have noticed too because she laughed. “I’d only need my thumb and forefinger to do you, Trevor!” she joked and her husband blushed furiously.

It was heaven, having this beautiful woman pumping at his rock hard dick. He tried to hold on, to think of unsexy things like bunions or dead slugs, but eventually Justin lost control and pumped his seed into the air. It fountained across the room and splattered on the hard wooden floor.

“Oops!” she grinned and then turned to her husband. “Fetch a cloth and clean that mess up!” she said.

Trevor, looking awkward and annoyed, dashed out and returned a second later with a wet cloth. While he set about cleaning Justin’s thick sperm off the floor Abigail leaned down and kissed Justin on the mouth. “That was very naughty, squirting without my permission and wasting all that lovely fresh cum,” she whispered hotly.

“I’m sorry, Abigail.”

“Don’t be sorry, Justin, just make sure that next time you fill me with your hot seed!”

Justin couldn’t believe his ears. And judging by how shocked Trevor looked, the poor old sod couldn’t believe them either.


5: A Very Successful Business Man

Trevor was happy to arrive at work on Monday morning. All weekend he’d had to put up with that bloody houseboy. Everywhere he looked Mr Muscles was vacuuming or dusting or scrubbing the kitchen floor in his absurdly tight shorts. And wherever the houseboy was, his wife was as well, giggling and flirting and eating the young man alive with her eyes.

Disgusting!

More worryingly, had his wife acted upon her desire to have Justin’s cock inside her? Trevor didn’t know and didn’t like to think about it. Sadly, it was all he could think about. Abigail and Justin were alone together an awful lot, and any one of those times could have led to intimacy. The thought of the impudent young pup’s penis sliding in and out of his wife filled Trevor with dismay and reminded him just how irrelevant he was becoming in his own home.

He shook his head and tried to clear his mind. He was at work, and here he was the boss. No, more than that, he was the captain in the same way James T. Kirk was captain of he Enterprise. Juniper Tools was his ship. It was a small but profitable company that manufactured a bespoke range of tools. And despite the stiletto heel of oppression, he had still managed to build this business into a very lucrative endeavour. He owned a small manufacturing plant where the chisels, planes, saws and other tools were made. It employed fifteen men and paid them a good wage with benefits, like dental and life assurance. He also rented this small office in the centre of Ludlow Heights, where he employed a further nine employees, all working under his expert stewardship.

“Morning, Gina,” he said as he entered the office.

“Morning, Mr Ross!” beamed his attractive young secretary.

“I need to make an important call so don’t disturb me for half an hour,” he said.

“No problem, Mr Ross,” said Gina cheerfully.

His office was at the back of the building, at the end of a long corridor. He thought of it as his Fortress of Solitude as it allowed him to escape the horrors of the modern world. And god knows, there were a lot to escape from. On the radio this morning he had heard a senator from Female First talking about a new proposal to electronically tag all men, so their movements could be tracked at all times. What the hell kind of feminazi state was America becoming?

Once inside his inner sanctum he closed he blinds, sat behind his desk, and breathed deeply. He let the chatter in his mind about his wife and the oppressive government drain way. After a few moments of peace he leaned down and unlocked the bottom draw of his desk.

Inside was his collection – both rare and illegal – of adult magazines. But not just any adult magazines, these were vintage spanking magazines from Britain that dated back to before the Women’s Libbers ruined everything. It had cost him an awful lot to have them smuggled in, but as a businessman he had a little more latitude than most in terms of importing goods. And he had used this power to feed his illicit fantasies.

He pulled out one – a copy of Blushes from the last century – and opened it at a photo story. It was a about a nubile young secretary being stripped naked and spanked by her boss. He particularly liked this story because the model playing the secretary was not dissimilar to his own secretary, Gina. He could imagine calling her into his office and enacting a similar scenario. “There are irregularities in the expenses claims,” he would say in a firm no-nonsense voice.

“Irregularities, Mr Ross?” she would ask nervously.

“Don’t insult me by pretending not to know what I’m taking about, Gina. You’ve been stealing from the company and I’ve rumbled you.”

“Please, Mr Ross! Don’t report me to the police!” she would cry, her face awash with panic.

“I can’t just let it pass,” he would say. “There needs to be some kind of reckoning for your crime.”

“Yes, yes,” she would agree and actually beg to be punished. At first he would be reluctant, even aghast at the notion, but then he would give in. He would strip Gina naked and make her stand before him with her hands on her head and her legs spread. He imagined that she’d be shaven smooth down below, and he’d see every inch of her sex.

Trevor, fuelled by this sordid daydream, unzipped his trousers and took his cock out. Then he looked at the photos and superimposed Gina’s face onto the model. “Dirty girls get punished,” he whispered hoarsely, pumping his fist, at first slowly but then faster and faster.

“Dirty girls get what they deserve,” he muttered, his hand a blur on his erection. Then, with a guttural grunt, it was all over and he was cleaning up his semen with a tissue. It made a nice change to clean his own spunk up and not that bloody houseboy’s!

Later that day Trevor stood in the break room talking to Kevin, his cocky lead salesman. “Got a good feeling about Butterworth’s,” said the young man, referring to an online seller he’d been wooing for a while. “I think we’ll be able to wrap up a tasty deal soon.”

“Excellent work, Kevin,” said Trevor, taking a sip of black coffee.

Kevin was a top flight salesman and the continued success of Juniper was in no small part down to his abilities. He was confident and clients liked that. Hell, Trevor liked it, and was sometimes jealous that, even in this female dominated world, Kevin had managed to remain his own man. He had a beautiful girlfriend who wasn’t remotely interested in the Female First agenda, pretty much allowing Kevin do exactly what he wanted. She even turned a blind eye to him pursuing other women, which he did with abandon. In fact most of the women who worked at Juniper were rumoured to have slept with Kevin, including Gina. And Lucy, the hottie from accounts barely out of her teens. Trevor found solace in the fact that even though they had a full on gynarchy in America Kevin was still behaving like it was the twentieth century.

Then again, wasn’t Trevor doing the same thing, albeit on a business level? The women in charge recognised that men had certain skills and, were they good enough, could be allowed to own and run businesses. Of course Abigail had a legal right to take the business off him and run it herself, but she seemed happy being a housewife, gadding about with Sylvia and all those other WASPy women. Maybe he and Kevin were alike after all? Two proud men that were an echo of a better America?

“I hear you’ve got one of these houseboys now,” said Kevin, breaking into Trevor’s thoughts.

“What? Oh, yeah....” Trevor shrugged in what he hoped was a nonchalant way. “Just to help out around the house: chores and whatnot. Women’s work, I guess you’d call it.”

“You want to be careful having a young guy in your house, you don’t want your wife’s head turning,” said Kevin ominously.

“No, I don’t think Abigail would ever do anything with him,” said Trevor, knowing that his wife had already done far more than he was happy with. The last thing Trevor wanted was for Kevin to know that, though. Then again, Kevin might have some valuable insight into how to deal with such a threat. He was, after all, a player.

“As a matter of interest, how would you deal with your partner getting a houseboy?”

“She wouldn’t.”

“But if she did?”

“She wouldn’t.”

“Yes, but if she did?”

“She wouldn’t, though.”

“Yes, I understand that, but if she did?”

Kevin took a sip of coffee and seemed to contemplate it, really contemplate it, and when he spoke his voice had an edge of menace. “I’d show the little fucker who was boss.”

Trevor liked the sound of that. “What do you mean?” he asked.

“It’s your house and she’s your wife. Even in today’s deeply fucked up America that still means something. So I’d stamp my authority on him, show him who the man of the house is, after all he’s just a kid.”

A kid with a muscular body, a thick head of hair, a chiselled jaw, clear blue eyes and a monster cock between his legs, thought Trevor sourly. But Kevin had a point. He was the man of the house and as such needed to stamp his authority on this interloper. The question was, did he have it in him?


6: Life Model

While her husband was talking to his lead salesman, Abigail was five miles away in Sylvia’s art deco kitchen with Justin. Her new houseboy wore a very short black robe and not much else. He looked worried sick, which was kind of ruining the vibe slightly. “How many women are out there?” he asked Abigail nervously.

“Just five,” she said in a soothing voice. “There’s Sylvia, who owns this house, and some of our friends: Susan, June, Tazmin, and Harriet.”

“That’s a lot of women.”

“Their houseboys are here too, so you won’t be alone,” she said and squeezed his arm reassuringly, again marvelling at how brawny it was.

“I guess,” he nodded, but still sounded anxious.

“You’ll be fine!”

And with that she grabbed him by the hand and led him out of the kitchen.

There were six easels in Sylvia’s spacious living room, and behind five sat her friends. They ranged in age from mid twenties to late forties, and represented the more moneyed aspect of Ludlow Heights. And yes, they were all WASPs.

Standing beside each of the women were their respective houseboys. Sylvia only had one of hers – Marcus – because Xavier had been bad and was upstairs in the naughty corner, awaiting punishment. In other words, his muscular ass would be paddled until it was purple and bruised.

Abigail gave Justin a friendly pat on the bum and sent him into the middle of the room, where he stood awkwardly. “Go on, Justin,” she said gently.

“Yes, get it off!” laughed Tazmin, who’d already been at the gin and was well on the way to being sloshed.

Justin smiled uneasily and, after taking a deep breath, took off his robe and draped it over a nearby chair. And then he stood naked for all to see. The women behind their easels murmured in approval at what they saw.

“Nice body!” said Susan.

“Nice dick!” said Harriet and everybody laughed, including Abigail.

“Yes,” agreed Sylvia, looking at the new man’s penis with her forensic eye. “Good length and eye watering girth, you’ve got yourself a keeper there, Abigail.”

Abigail blushed furiously but also felt pride. She liked that her friends were impressed with her houseboy. Especially Sylvia, who went through young men like a knife through butter, and was something of a connoisseur when it came to young dick.

And so the women got on with the purpose of the day: painting. Justin had to lie back on a chaise lounge while they attempted to paint his naked body. In truth none of the wives were particularly good at painting, indeed their attempts at art were almost embarrassingly crude, and this whole thing was essentially an excuse to ogle a hot young man in his birthday suit.

“Loving those shaven balls,” said Tazmin. “They look nice and hefty!”

“Yeah, I wouldn’t say no to a suck on them!” laughed Susan.

While the women painted and made coarse comments, their houseboys’ served red wine and grapes, ensuring the mood became rowdier and bawdier as the afternoon progressed.

“All the houseboys have good dicks, but I reckon mine has the biggest,” said Helen suddenly.

“Poppycock! Mine has the biggest prick, no question!” laughed Susan, sounding slightly angry beneath the bonhomie.

“Ladies! Ladies! Let’s not fight!” said Sylvia, standing up and facing the women behind their easels. “If we want to find out which of our boys has the biggest dong we’ll just have to line them up and see.”

“Yeah!” hooted Harriet. “Let’s do The Usual Suspects but with dicks!”

Which is how the houseboys ended up standing in a naked line up having their penises judged. And, because their owners wanted to compare erection sizes, the men were ordered to get themselves poker stiff. They were young and healthy so it didn’t take long and soon there were half a dozen proud erections ready to be judged.

“Which is biggest then?” asked Abigail, looking at the forest of boners.

“It’s impossible to say for sure,” said Tazmin, looking from one cock to another with hot and hungry eyes.

Sylvia nodded in agreement. “We need to get them measured.”

With that she left the living room. They heard voices in the kitchen and a second later she returned with her husband, Eddie. Eddie, who was about fifty, wore nothing but a pink apron and a pair of washing up gloves. He also carried a tape measure.

“Be a poppet and measure these young pups,” said Sylvia to the older man.

The women watched, amused, as Eddie went from one man to another, measured his firm young erection, and then recounted the number out loud to the watching women.

“Nine inches.”

“Eight and a half inches...”

“Eleven inches...”

Justin wasn’t biggest, that honour went to Harriet’s houseboy who had a staggering thirteen inches between his legs – thirteen inches! – but Abigail was pleased that Justin had a mightily impressive ten inches swaying before him like a meat truncheon.

“I think Eddie should get a reward for his sterling dick measuring work,” said Susan with a sly smile.

“Oh?” asked Sylvia, who was always up for humiliating her hapless husband.

“Yeah,” continued Susan. “I think it’d be nice if the boys toasted his success.”

Sylvia threw back her head and laughed. “I think I know what you’re suggesting!”

And so Eddie was forced to kneel in front of the houseboys and their quivering erections. They were then told to jerk off and cum on Eddie’s face. Smirking, the young men started pumping their dicks furiously, and the watching women laughed and egged them on:

“Pump those sexy rods!”

“Pull those peckers!”

“Faster, boys, Eddie’s desperate for your spunk!”

Then one grunted and ejaculated, his sperm flying through the air and landing in Eddie’s eye. That opened the floodgates and pretty soon all the young men were groaning and sending plumes of jizz into the middle-aged man’s face.

“Nice shot, boy! You got him in the mouth”

“He looks like a glazed donut!”

“Dirty little spunk monkey!”

Eddie, without being asked, scooped all of the semen off his face and shoulders and ate it. Once clean Sylvia pointed at the houseboys drooping cocks. “Clean them as well, and then get back to your chores,” she said crisply.

Eddie dutifully cleaned each and every cock with his mouth, licking them until they were pristine. Abigail watched, enjoying the older man’s degradation and the way his wife completely and utterly owned him. Increasingly she was starting to think it was how she should treat Trevor.


7: The Green Eyed Monster

Trevor’s hatred for Justin had gone supernova. He tried to keep it in check but he couldn’t. He was jealous of the younger man and his wife’s obvious attraction to him. Well, his wife was away – visiting her parents in nearby Appleton – and Trevor was in charge of the houseboy. And knowing he was in charge reminded him of Kevin’s simple advice:

Stamp your authority on him.

Trevor prowled the house looking for something to find fault with. It didn’t matter what, he just needed a pretext. He found it in a pair of his shoes in the hallway. They were slightly dirty with scuff marks on the front. Smiling thinly, Trevor picked them up and made his way to the kitchen, where Justin was unloading the dishwasher.

“Why haven’t you shined my brogues yet, boy!” Trevor barked and banged the shoes down on the table.

“What?” Justin looked at the shoes and shrugged. “Oh, I’ve had other things to do.”

“Sir!” snapped Trevor.

“Sorry?”

“You’ll address me as Sir! I am the man of the house and you will respect it!”

“Yes, of course ... Sir,” said Justin with the hint of a smile.

Trevor nodded to himself. It was time to show this impudent young pup who was boss. “Pull your shorts down and bend over the table, boy,” he said.

“Sir?”

Trevor swallowed. He felt nervous taking this route but he knew he had to be firm or all was lost, including his wife. “I said, pull your shorts down and bend over the table,” he said firmly.

Justin stared at him a moment and did nothing. The moment seemed to stretch on forever and Trevor wondered what he would do if the houseboy ignored him. Repeat the order? Or just leave and pretend none of this had happened? Ultimately it didn’t matter because Justin pulled his shorts down and bent across the kitchen table.

“Good,” said Trevor and went to fetch the crook handled cane that hung on a hook by the door. He tapped the young man’s bare bottom a few times and was gratified to see him flinch. Well, he’d do a damned sight more flinching before this was over. And with that Trevor raised his arm high and then brought the cane whistling down on Justin’s muscular rump.

CRACK!

“Feel free to scream, boy!” Trevor said and brought the cane down again.

CRACK!

Trevor was using all his strength but Justin refused to scream. He grunted as each blow landed, squirmed slightly, but he didn’t cry out. That infuriated Trevor and made him summon all his strength to cane the young man harder and faster, landing blow after blow in quick succession.

CRACK! CRACK! CACK!

CRACK! CRACK! CACK!

Justin took it in stoic silence, stubbornly refusing to make a sound, and Trevor feared he would never get any response. But then, as the blows rained down with growing intensity, the houseboy eventually cracked and cried out.

“Ah!” he whimpered.

Finally he had got through to the little shit!

“Hurts, does it?” asked Trevor and carried on with the brutal caning. Oh, this was the most fun he’d had in ages! Breaking this arrogant boy and showing him who the man of the house was! He couldn’t wait to tell Kevin about it at work the next day. Kevin would appreciate this act of ultra masculinity. They’d laugh about it in the canteen and then make crude jokes about how fuckable Gina was.

CRACK! CRACK! CACK!

And still he carried on caning until Justin was nothing more than a whimpering figure huddled in the corner of the kitchen. Job done, thought Trevor with savage pride, and then hung the cane up and went to watch TV in the living room. Maybe he’d find another Star Trek episode to watch? He hoped so, not least because Captain Kirk would definitely appreciate what he’d just done to a rival.

Trevor was in bed when Abigail arrived home from her day out with her parents. He heard her letting herself in and bustling about in the kitchen, opening the fridge and having a drink of something cool. Then he heard her come up the stairs. She paused on the landing and he heard the spare room door open and close. As he listened to voices from the spare room he began to feel mildly worried. Had he overstepped? Had he gone too far?

No, of course not, he was the man of the house and that meant he had the right to discipline the houseboy. Sure, he and Abigail had never actually talked about it, and she’d certainly never given him permission, but he felt it was implicit. No, there was nothing at all to worry about.

The bedroom door crashed open and his wife stormed in, her face contorted by rage. Before he’d had a chance to say anything she grabbed him by his thinning hair and dragged him forcefully from the bed.

“Ow!” he said.

“I’ll give you ow, Mister!” hissed Abigail. And then his pyjama bottoms were down around his ankles and he was bent over the end of the bed.

“You like the cane so much, here’s some!”

Grabbing the cane from by the dressing table (there was one in every room) she began slicing it down across his rump. What she lacked in accuracy she more than made up for with righteous fury. The bamboo lashed his bottom again and again and again, causing him to squirm and squeal and beg. But she didn’t stop, she just carried on.

CRACK! CRACK! CACK!

And as the relentless blows fell he realised that yes, on balance, he probably had gone too far. But what use is hindsight when you’re being thrashed senseless by an angry young woman?


8: Two Houseboys

Trevor and Justin stood naked in front of Abigail in the living room. Both men had their hands on top of their heads and their legs spread, exposing their genitals. “Mm, matching houseboys!” joked Abigail. “Do a little twirl so I can get a good look at you both!”

Both men pirouetted on the spot, giving Abigail ample opportunity to scrutinise their bodies. Not that she wanted to look at Trevor’s too much. Poor runty Trevor with his round shoulders and short penis wasn’t worth a second glance. But Justin! She never tired of looking at his young muscular physique, and that thick heavy cock, bouncing like a fire hose between his legs. She’d never thought of herself as a size queen, but it was becoming increasingly obvious that she was.

“Your bottoms’ still look sore,” she commented. “Fortunately, that’s why cream was invented.”

Smiling, she handed Justin the tub. “Be a good boy and rub some of this on my hubby’s poor red bottom.”

“Yes, Mrs Ross,” said the young Adonis and took the tub. Unscrewing the top, he scooped out a generous dollop and then slapped it hard – very hard – onto Trevor’s cane ravaged bottom.

“Ah!” Her husband flinched at the strength of the blow and stumbled forwards slightly before righting himself.

“Use those big muscles to hold my husband in position,” ordered Abigail, leaning back to get a better view.

Justin didn’t need asking twice. His huge hand reached out, grabbed her wimp of a husband by the scruff of the neck, and held him locked in place. He then proceeded to forcefully rub the cream into her husband’s derriere. Judging by the amount of wincing Trevor did, it wasn’t a pleasant experience.

“Be sure to thank Justin for creaming your bottom,” instructed Abigail after his bottom had been done.

Looking anything but grateful, Trevor turned to the younger man. “Thank you for rubbing cold cream onto my bottom,” he said flatly and Abigail laughed.

“Try to sound like you mean it!” she said.

“Thank you for rubbing cream on my bottom,” repeated Trevor.

He still sounded like a surly child but Abigail wanted to move on. So instead she smiled at Justin. “I’ll do you, young man,” she said and, using her finger, indicated that he should turn around. He did so, and suddenly she was faced with his marvellous muscular arse.

“Mm, this really is very well toned,” she said, gently rubbing cream into his brawny buttocks. “Very well toned indeed...”

It was relaxing to just rub cream into those mighty cheeks. Just rubbing and rubbing and feeling the raw masculine power beneath her fingers. While she was doing it she noticed that her husband kept glancing enviously at Justin’s groin.

“Turn around, boy,” she said. Justin turned and nearly took her eye out in the process. Her ministrations had brought the young stud to full erection.

“I don’t remember giving you permission to become excited, Justin,” she said in a serious tone and the young man blushed.

“I’m sorry, Mrs Ross, I just...” he tapered off, embarrassed.

Chuckling, she gave his dick a playful tap that caused it to bounce delightfully. “Don’t worry, you’re a healthy young man with urges, it’s perfectly natural. And it’s nice to see a good sized penis for once.”

Trevor looked irritated by the slight to his manhood, which is exactly why she’d said it. Although if that upset him, she dreaded to think how he would react to what happened next. “Since I’ve inadvertently aroused you, Justin, it’s only fair that I help relieve you,” she said and grabbed his huge cock with her hand.

“Ah!” gasped Justin as she slowly began to pump his dick up and down, up and down, up and down. God, it felt good in her hand, so big and firm and everything a cock should be. And to do it while her husband watched jealously was the icing on the cake.

“Oh, and Trevor, why don’t you kneel by my feet while I deal with this horny young pup,” she said and her naked hubby, green with envy at what was going on, knelt by her feet and watched her masturbate Justin’s ten inch manhood. And as she stroked she looked into her husband’s eyes, enjoying the misery she saw there.

He stared back but his eyes kept darting to the huge cock she was manipulating. “Even at your peak you never had anything like this,” she said slyly, twisting the knife into her husband’s fragile ego.

“No,” he said hollowly, his eyes flitting between the glistening cock and her smiling eyes.

“I must admit, I’m still not used to handling ones this impressive, although I’m sure I’ll get better with practice,” she smirked.

“Yes,” mumbled Trevor quietly.

She felt Justin’s mighty organ twitch and, with a mischievous smile, directed it in Trevor’s direction. He pulled back but it was too late: the sperm erupted like white lava and splashed across her husband’s face, causing him to lurch up as if scalded.

“Justin!” she chided. “How could you cum on my husband’s face! It’s most impolite!”

“Sorry, Mrs Ross,” he said, not sounding remotely apologetic.

“Eugh!” muttered Trevor, and reached up to wipe the sperm off.

Abigail slapped his hand away. “Leave it where it is!” she said curtly and he left it.

She had had enough fun for the moment and decided both men needed to get on with their domestic duties. So she wiped her hand on Trevor’s thinning hair and waved them both away. “Get on with your chores, boys,” she said dismissively. “Oh, and Trevor, Justin’s semen will remain exactly where it is, as a reminder of how disappointed I am in your recent behaviour.”

“Yes, Abigail,” he said and exited with another man’s sperm smeared across his face like blusher.

With a satisfied smile Abigail picked up a magazine from the coffee table and started reading an article at random. It was about achieving the perfect orgasm, rather ironically.

Sometime later Sylvia called by the house and Abigail, eager to show that she too could play power games with men, took her through to the kitchen to see her husband. Sylvia laughed when she saw Trevor – stark naked with his bottom still red raw from his caning – down on his knees scrubbing the floor. “Your houseboy has seen better days!” she joked and her husband blushed furiously.

“Yes, I decided to take a leaf out of your book and put my other half in his place.” She grabbed Trevor by what remained of his hair and pulled his face up for Sylvia to look at. “The white stuff is Justin’s dried cum!”

Sylvia chuckled approvingly and looked down at the deeply unimpressive man. “Marvellous! Of course you should do more than just him in his place, dear, you should replace the useless old has-been,” said Sylvia.

“Replace him?” asked Abigail, slightly taken aback.

“You have a perfectly scrumptious piece of eye candy. Simply make use of him and demote your husband to domestic help. It’s what I did and I’ve never looked back!”

Abigail looked at her friend, her wonderfully self-possessed and confident friend who was definitely living her best life. Maybe she had a point? Maybe it was time to shake up her marriage and fully embrace the Female First lifestyle? Maybe it was time to cuckold Trevor?


9: Promotion and Relegation

Justin was in the master bedroom looking at himself in the floor length mirror. It was weird wearing normal clothes after months wearing that ludicrous houseboy uniform. It felt good, too, like he was human again and not a member of some despised underclass.

In the mirror, kneeling on the floor naked behind him, was Trevor. Bizarrely, the two men had changed places. The poor old fucker was now the houseboy. Except he didn’t even get to cover his modesty as Abigail had decided he should be naked at all times, just to remind him of what an inadequate little man he was.

What’s more, Justin found that he liked having power over somebody else. And make no mistake, he had power. Abigail had made it clear to her husband that Justin was now performing his duties and should be accorded the utmost respect, which included Trevor having to address the younger man as Sir. That was a nice touch and gave Justin a real buzz.

Although not nearly as big a buzz as fucking Abigail. God, he loved fucking her. He loved driving his hard cock into her tight wet pussy and making her squeal with delight. Justin especially loved that while she screamed and begged for him to fuck her harder, her husband was lying in bed in the next room, listening. The same bed Justin had started out in, before graduating to the master bedroom.

“I hope I didn’t keep you awake last night,” grinned Justin at the older man kneeling on the floor.

“Awake, Sir?” asked Trevor, feigning ignorance. “No, I was out like a light.”

At that moment the door opened and Abigail entered, looking ravishing in a light red summer dress that stopped mid thigh. “What are you two boys chatting about?” she asked, kissing Justin full on the lips. And that was another thing he liked, the intimacy between them.

“Trevor was just telling me we didn’t keep him awake last night,” said Justin with a smirk.

“Really?” asked Abigail, raising an eyebrow. “Because I could have sworn I heard floorboards creak, almost as of he was by the wall listening to us fuck.”

Justin noticed that Trevor blushed furiously. Busted like the sad little pervert he was! And then the two of them left the naked idiot to his chores and headed to the summer dance...

The dance was an annual event held at the highly exclusive Ludlow Heights Country Club. The money raised from ticket sales went to a number of local charities, but Abigail told Justin that it was basically an excuse for everybody to drink and dance and behave badly.

That was fine with Justine. It was amazing being out and about and not having to be humble, not having to watch himself to ensure he didn’t offend any women. Already, after such a short period of relative freedom, he was awash with confidence. He noticed that a lot of the women at the dance were accompanied by handsome young men, and he wondered how many cuckolded husbands were at home like Trevor, fuming about the fact they had been replaced by younger, better looking models. Virtually all of the Ludlow Heights husbands, if tonight’s dance was anything to go by.

Justin was reflecting on how the new America wasn’t that bad, despite what his dad said, when he did a double take. Henry, his best friend from back in Trenton, was there at the dance! His Mistress was older than Abigail, beefier too, and a little scary looking. That said, she looked way better than she did on the day when she’d picked Henry up from the train station. Then she’d looked like a hard faced Feminazi, now she looked... okay. Not as tasty as Abigail, true, but still not bad. Then again Justin had been drinking, so his senses weren’t as sharp as usual.

Henry was alone at the edge of the dance floor, so Justin sidled up to his old friend and punched him on the arm. “Henry, my man!”

“Justin!”

The two young men hugged, genuinely pleased to see each other. “I didn’t expect to see you here!” said Henry.

“No, my... Abigail brought me.”

“Abigail, eh? That sounds pretty cosy!”

Justin laughed. “Trust me, it is pretty cosy.”

Henry looked around. “Which one is she then?”

“Over there in the red dress,” said Justin, pointing her out.

Henry shook his head, agog. “You sly dog! She’s gorgeous! Those tits! Those legs! She’s a right hot piece!”

“Yeah, she’s not bad... yours seems nice, too.”

“She’s okay, I guess,” nodded Henry, not sounding terribly convincing.

“What’s her husband like?”

“Broken,” said Henry with a sly smile.

“So pretty much like every single other husband nowadays?” said Justin and both men laughed. It was cruel, but it was also nice to not be the victim anymore. Like they were back on the train, when they’d both been bullied and humiliated by that dreadful ticket collector. Or back in Trenton at the Domestic Training Unit, when they spent their days being shouted and screamed at by man hating women. No, it was nice to have moved up the ladder slightly.

Before they had a chance to chat some more Justin noticed Abigail was beckoning to him from the dance floor. “I’ll catch you later, duty calls,” he said.

“You really are lucky fuck!” laughed Henry as he walked away. And then Justin was dancing with Abigail. And damn, it felt good, dancing with a beautiful woman without a care in the world. It’s how he imagined it was in the old world his dad used to talk about, when men were men and women knew their place.

The Summer Dance stretched on into the night, with the wives and their toy boys dancing and drinking and dancing some more. For the houseboys like Justin it was one of their first nights out ever, and they wanted to carry on into the small hours. But the women had seen it all before, often with different young studs on their arm, and so it started fizzling out at around eleven. They made their goodbyes and headed to private taxis lining the road outside the Country Club.

It felt good being driven through the streets of Ludlow Heights with Abigail beside him. Feeling emboldened he ran his hand up her thigh, into her panties and into the tight crevice of her sex.

“Naughty, boy!” she whispered and kissed him.

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” he whispered back, kissing her hard and driving his finger deep into her wet snatch.

They arrived home at midnight and stumbled up the stairs laughing and joking. Justin only had one thing on his mind, and within seconds he had an extra large condom on his cock and was plunging it into Abigail, who squirmed with delight and shrieked.

And shrieked.

And shrieked.

And shrieked.

Justin was determined to make her shriek even more, to wake her pathetic balding husband, but he was tired from all the dancing and couldn’t last any longer. With a guttural grunt he ejaculated, filling the extra large ribbed condom with his thick seed.

“That was fantastic!” sighed Abigail from beside him.

Justin nodded, and a moment later chuckled darkly. “I’ve got an idea,” he said and banged on the wall. “Trevor! In here!” he barked loudly.

A minute later Trevor entered the room, looking bleary eyed and more than a little confused. “Yes, Sir?”

Justin held up the condom, heavy with his hot and creamy cum. “I’m a big believer in recycling,” he grinned malevolently.

“Recycling, Sir?”

“Yes, I want you to eat what’s in here,” he said, swinging the full condom like a hypnotist’s watch.

Abigail giggled and jabbed Justin in the ribs. “You swine!” she whispered to Justin. “But I like it!”

Trevor looked suitably horrified. “But-”

“Eat!” snapped Justin and threw the condom at Trevor. It landed with a splap on his underdeveloped chest and he managed to catch it before it fell to the floor.

Trevor, looking sick to his stomach, held the condom up and looked at the milky contents pooled at the bottom. “Do as Sir told you. Tip it into your mouth and swallow it all down,” said Abigail, sounding excited.

“But-”

“Now!” said Justin, adding steel to his voice.

Trevor nodded and, with a look of sheer misery on his face, tipped the condom into his mouth and ate the contents of another man’s ball sack. Justin watched, thrilled at the power he had over this useless old fucker. And that gave him a burst of energy that he knew exactly how to use.

“Now be a good boy and kneel by the side of the bed and watch me fuck your wife again,” he said.

“Yes, Sir,” said the old cuck and knelt to watch as another nail went into the coffin of his metaphorical manhood.


10: Nurse!

Trevor stood naked before Abigail in all his deeply unimpressive glory. She was spending the day with Sylvia and Tazmin and needed to brief him on what was expected of him. “I’m afraid I have some rather bad news, Justin is feeling under the weather,” she began.

“Shall I call an ambulance, Mistress?” he asked.

Abigail insisted he address her as Mistress now to better reflect the power dynamic. However she had noticed that occasionally, like now, her husband’s tone left a lot to be desired and she resolved to spend some time in the coming weeks helping him with his attitude. “I suspect you’re being sarcastic, Trevor, but the poor dear is rather poorly. Sadly I have a spa day with some of the girls so I can’t look after him.”

“He needs looking after, Mistress?”

“Yes, he does,” snapped Abigail, tiring of her husband’s backchat. “And I want you to call in sick today and do it, but I think you should dress the part.”

Abigail laughed when she saw her husband in his new outfit fifteen minutes later. He was, as per her instructions, wearing the skimpy nurse’s outfit he himself had bought Abigail for Valentine’s Day one year. As well as a short white dress the outfit also consisted of matching white panties, white stockings and suspenders, white high heels and a fully functioning stethoscope.

“I look ridiculous, Mistress!” complained Trevor, adjusting his panties.

“Nonsense! You look adorable!” smirked Abigail. “But more importantly I think Justin will really appreciate it.”

Still smirking, she marched her sissified and very absurd looking husband up the stairs to Justin, who was lying in bed staring at the ceiling. “I’ve got to go out, babes, but I’ve recruited this saucy little bitch to look after you,” she announced.

Justin laughed when he saw Trevor enter in his skimpy nurse’s uniform. “Now I’ve seen everything!” he joked.

“Whatever you want, this shameless slut will get it or do it!!” added Abigail and slapped her husband on the bottom, making him stumble and almost lose his balance.

“Ha! I love it!” chuckled Justin.

Abigail looked at Trevor. “Give Sir a twirl!” she snapped.

Her henpecked husband dutifully spun around, which was no easy feat in his high heels. Once he’d pirouetted to her satisfaction Abigail had him bend over so Justin could see Trevor’s crisp white panties.

Justin wolf whistled sarcastically. “Fuck me, that’s sexy! Although that tiny bulge between her legs doesn’t look regulation!” joked Justin.

“Perhaps if you’re up to it you could spank the little bitch?” suggested Abigail innocently.

Justin looked at her husband with a malevolent grin spreading across his handsome face. “You know what, I think I will!”

And so, as Abigail left, Trevor was over Justin’s lap with his crisp white panties pulled down around his thighs having his scrawny rump reddened. “Thank you, Sir!” she heard him squeal each time a vicious blow fell.

Ludlow Heights’ residents often joked that Sienna was more male harem than exclusive health spa. Although it offered an extensive range of treatments designed to pamper the modern women, its main appeal was that it was staffed exclusively by impossibly hot young men. Men who were required to work completely naked. The pool, the cabanas, the steam rooms and the saunas all had nude hunks in attendance, making the experience that much more pleasurable for women.

Abigail’s personal favourite was the Olympic sized swimming pool, namely because the lifeguards looked like they’d just walked off the pages of Sizzling Studs Monthly. Indeed many women who used the pool often faked getting into trouble in the water just to have a himbo ‘rescue’ them. And god, it was sexy seeing these big dicked beefpots strutting around the pool, often in full erection.

Sienna even had a fully equipped dungeon in the basement, just so any women who brought their partners along could nip down and beat them senseless with a bamboo cane or oak paddle. Which meant that occasionally, as women enjoyed their acupuncture massage or seaweed facial, they could hear the screams and whimpers of men being tortured down below.

Today, however, Abigail, Sylvia and Tazmin were in one of the saunas, sweating away their troubles in luxurious pinewood surroundings. It really was sensory overload, thought Abigail, admiring the muscles and thick young cocks of the two young men standing naked by the door, ready to do whatever the women asked.

“I love how their abs glisten,” cooed Tazmin as a hunk with a six pack added more coal to the sauna.

“I love how their big cocks bounce,” said Sylvia, watching as the young man’s thick length quivered and danced before him.

When Abigail said nothing Tazmin and Sylvia laughed. “Nothing to add, Abigail? About the embarrassment of hunky nudes we’re surrounded by?”

“No, I...”

Sylvia looked at Abigail and raised a well-plucked eyebrow. “Don’t tell me, you only have eyes for your young stud at home?” she asked.

“Well, he does rather tick all my boxes,” said Abigail with a shrug.

“I personally like having multiple ticks in my box!” said Sylvia and laughed lewdly. Then, to prove her point, she addressed the young man who had just added coal to the sauna. “Go and find another boy and meet me in Massage Room One,” she instructed him.

“Yes, Madam!” he said and scurried off, his hefty penis bobbing and weaving before him like a water diviner’s rod.

Sylvia stood up and pulled her towel around her. “Sorry, girls, I must leave you because I really do need fucking hard at both ends!”

With that she was gone, leaving Abigail and Tazmin alone in the steam. Abigail didn’t mind. She liked Sylvia, she liked her a lot, but felt she could be a too pushy and judgemental at times. Besides, Tazmin was closer to her own age so the two had more in common.

“You’re happy with Justin then?” asked Tazmin after a moment just staring at the naked men standing by the door.

“I suppose I am!” said Abigail with a sheepish grin. “He’s gorgeous and fun and absolute dynamite in bed!”

Tazmin nodded in agreement. “It is rather nice riding young dick after subsisting on a diet of tired old dick!”

It certainly was, thought Abigail. And it wasn’t silly at all falling for a younger man. Aside from the great sex they got on wonderfully well. There was a real connection, a spark. She wasn’t like these other women trying to recapture their youth with a younger man: she actually felt they had a future together. Sure, Trevor wouldn’t be happy it but that was tough. He would just have to accept that he was yesterday’s news and Justin was her future.


11: Bring back the Patriarchy

Trevor was at work trying hard not to think about what a joke his life had become. He’d just about come to terms with this Female First nonsense, but now he was being cuckolded in his own home by a callow youth!

A youth he had to address as Sir!

A youth whose sperm he had to eat! Oh, it wasn’t a one off thing, the sperm eating. Now every single time Justin fucked his wife – and he fucked her a lot, far more than was healthy – a floppy prophylactic full of stale cum was produced and Trevor was forced to consume it while his wife and her young lover watched, grinning and making cruel jokes about how he needed the protein!

What had he done to deserve this terrible fate?

Nothing, that’s what. Nothing at all.

And just when he though things couldn’t get worse ... things get worse. He was forced to dress as a naughty nurse and wait on Justin hand and foot. Trevor still shuddered with horror at what else had happened that day. He had scampered around after Justin for hours, hurting his feet on those stupid high heels, and throughout it all had to endure multiple spankings and a spiteful caning that left his bottom covered in painful welts. Then, to top it off, Justin had ordered him to pretend a ten inch dildo was a thermometer and insert it in is own arse!

“What’s your temperature, bitch?” Justin had laughed cruelly. “Hot?”

“Yes, Sir! Very hot!” Trevor had squealed back, driving the thick dildo deeper into himself.

“Make sure you get it right in or I’ll bend you over and grind it in with my foot!”

“Yes, Sir! I will!”

“You are such a sad fucker!”

The shame was intense and still lingered now, a week after the event. It didn’t help that Justin had filmed the incident on his mobile and played it to Abigail when she got back from her day at the spa. Oh, the traitorous bitch had loved it, laughing hysterically at her husband’s degradation as if it was the latest big budget comedy starring some Saturday Night Live reject. Worse, she had forwarded the footage to her friends so they all saw his ignominy and then shared it with their friends.

Pushing thoughts of cuckold humiliation to the back of his mind, Trevor pulled out one of his old spank magazines – a Janus from the nineteen-eighties – and flicked restlessly through it. Slowly the grainy images of young women being stripped and punished began to soothe him.

This was how it should be! Men in charge of everything. Fuck the Matriarchy! Bring back the Patriarchy!

No, they should go further than that, thought Trevor, they should bring back a more radical Patriarchy. One in which men were in charge the way women were now. They could even have housegirls. He’d like a naked nineteen year old housegirl at his disposal, running around with her shaven pussy completely on display. And she would have to shave it, preferably in front of him. No, better yet, he would shave it. Or they would have a special Pussy Shaving Salon, where they could take their housegirls and watch them being shaved by stern looking men with cut throat razors. Oh, that would be nice. And after being shaved the young women would have their silky smooth pussy stroked by every man in the salon.

Grinning, Trevor’s mind went further down the rabbit hole of his forbidden fantasy. His housegirl would be sex incarnate but she’d also be fun. They would laugh and joke and inevitably fall in love with each other. Once that had happened he would elevate her to wife status, and bust Abigail down to housegirl.

“But, Master! I love you!” his wife would wail, distressed that she no longer meant anything to him.

“Silence, bitch, or you’ll taste my whip!” he would roar and she would fall silent. Trevor imagined how he would turn her into a snivelling cuckquean, and force her to call the young woman who had replaced her Mistress. She’d have to serve him and his young wife completely naked, and then watch while he fucked the younger, hotter woman. And if she complained? She get the cane across her peachy arse.

As Trevor thought of beating his harlot of a wife his hand slid down his trousers and began to toy with his cock, which was rock hard and throbbing. Faster and faster he pumped it, faster and faster-

-With a grunt he squirted his watery load. Sated, he wiped his hand on a tissue and then opened a spreadsheet. First on the agenda was checking the sales figures for the first quarter. They were very impressive, and more proof of what a truly excellent businessman he was.

An hour later and Trevor was sitting at his desk with a frown on his face. Something was wrong with the figures. They were too good. Yes, he was an excellent businessman, but some of the numbers were too good to be true. He noticed that Flange Ratchets were selling incredibly well. Which was great, accept they didn’t have any Flange Ratchets and had never had any Flange Ratchets.

Somebody had created a bogus product and was using it to funnel funds to a third account. Not a lot was going into this account, true, but enough. Enough to... pay for a spa break! Lucy! It must be Lucy. She’s just been to Sienna, that overpriced spa that his wife and her friends were always buggering off to. The girl who wouldn’t say boo to a goose was defrauding him and his company to treat herself.

He picked up the phone and was about to dial the police when a thought occurred to him. It was a wicked thought but the minute it was in his head he couldn’t shake it.

Smiling, Trevor pressed his intercom. “Lucy, could you come in here a minute.”

Lucy stood before his desk looking sick with worry. “Please don’t call the police on me!” she begged. “I just wanted to treat my mom to a nice day out!”

Trevor shook his head sadly. “I’m afraid I can’t let this pass, Lucy, it’s a very serious matter.”

The young woman looked on the verge of tears. Thinking about all those old photo stories in Blushes and Janus Trevor sighed. “I suppose if there was another way to deal with this we could try that...” he trailed off.

“Another way?” she asked with a tinge of hope.

“Yes, another way. I mean you understand that you do need to be punished,” he said, emphasising the word.

Lucy nodded, apparently taking the bait. “I ... yes, punished. I definitely need to be punished.”

“How do you mean?” he asked, feigning ignorance.

“Well, you know.”

“I’m afraid I don’t.”

“I just think I.... should be punished physically for what I’ve done. You could do it now and it never has to leave this office.”

“You mean... discipline you?” he said, trying to make it sound like he didn’t spend every waking minute in the office thinking about such a thing.

“Yes, discipline me!” Lucy sounded almost eager. “I need to be disciplined because of what I’ve done.”

He pretended to mull it over for a moment. He didn’t want to look too keen. Eventually, after he’d let the tension build enough, he nodded. “What you’re suggesting is very unorthodox, and something we must never tell anybody about, but it might be preferable to getting the authorities involved.”

“Thank you, Mr Ross!” said Lucy.

“Take your skirt off,” he told her. At first she did nothing, but then she slowly unzipped the pencil skirt she always wore and stepped out of it, revealing a pair of stockings, a suspender belt and a tight pair of blue panties.

“Pull those panties down,” he said, nodding at the tiny garment covering her modesty.

She did, revealing her delicious pussy. She hadn’t shaved it completely, but rather into a thin strip. He liked it. He liked it a lot. It emphasised her nakedness and vulnerability.

“Bend over the desk,” he ordered, standing up and taking off his belt.

She did as she was told and he walked around the desk and stood behind her. It was hard not to stare at her perfect arse, marvelling at how fate had delivered this gift to him. Of course it was more than just fate: his intelligence and skill had created this situation.

Smiling, he raised the belt and brought it arcing down across Lucy’s perfect young arse.

“Ow!” she squealed.

“Keep it down, girl! We don’t want everybody in the office knowing what’s going on in here, else they might also find out about your theft.”

“Sorry, Mr Ross!”

He brought the belt slicing across her bottom again, causing her to gasp and squirm in a most agreeable manner. And as he made this young woman writhe in pain a plan formed involving Lucy, a diabolical plan that might just help him to stitch up Justin once and for all.


12: The Honey Trap

Justin was working out in the garage. It was a two car garage and big enough to house the gym equipment that Abigail had forced Trevor to buy. In truth he rarely used the fancy and expensive machines, and usually just lifted barbells or skipped. Still, the machinery looked cool as fuck and reminded Justin that maintaining his physique was vital as his freedom and power relied entirely on how attractive he was.

As ever, Justin wore just a pair of tight gym shorts and Nike trainers. He knew he looked sexy because Abigail kept telling him how sexy he looked when exercising. And he liked to look sexy for Abigail. He had a sweet deal going here and didn’t want to ruin it.

He thought he might be becoming a bit of a sadist too. He liked ordering Abigail’s wimp of a husband around and making the older man suffer. He supposed he should have shown him more compassion considering he was a fellow male, but he had really grown to hate the pitiful wimp. In Justin’s eyes he deserved everything he got. Like the Sweaty Shorts Punishment. Sometimes after a workout, Justin would peel off his shorts, stuff them in Trevor’s mouth, and then force him to suck the perspiration out of them. This, in turn, led Justin into forcing the cuckolded male to lick the sweat off his balls. And while Trevor did that, Justin would remind him that those balls regularly pumped spunk into the man’s wife. It was cruel but it was also fun.

As Justin lifted weights, building and toning his biceps, his mind drifted back to Abigail. She was always in the mood for sex, which was great. Really great. No doubt about it, but... it would be nice to have a girl his own age. Or maybe even a bit younger, say eighteen or nineteen. A nice girl he could have a normal boy-girl relationship with, without all the power politics that went into it. Sometimes it could be draining, knowing that if he didn’t please Abigail, or if he said the wrong thing, he could be busted back down to houseboy status. Worse, he could have that idiot Trevor lording it over him again. So yes, as sweet as this deal was he did also long for a more straightforward relationship.

He was about to start some squats, and tone the powerful thighs Abigail loved so much, when he heard the doorbell ringing. “Trevor!” he shouted and then grinned ruefully. The sad old fuck was at work, earning money for his wife to spend on Justin, so Justin would have to answer the door himself.

“Bloody hell, a man’s work is never done!” he muttered and, grabbing a towel to dry himself, went through into the house to open the front door. There, on the doorstep was the girl he’d seen in Trevor’s office that day Abigail asked him to drop off some papers. She was young and blonde and had a killer body that was shoehorned into a tight knee length skirt and a crisp white blouse.

“Oh, hi... “ she said, her words ebbing away when she saw Justin’s gleaming torso.

“Hi back,” said Justin.

The girl shuffled awkwardly on the step. “Erm, I’m just dropping some files off for Mr Ross,” she said, sounding as flustered as she looked.

She waved a brown envelope, as if to prove her mission.

“Okay, thanks.” Justin took the envelope off her and smiled at the girl. This, he thought, is exactly the sort of girl he’d like to go out with: young and unbelievably sexy. “Do you want to come in? For a drink?” he asked suddenly. He didn’t know exactly why he asked, it just felt right.

“A drink?”

“Yeah, I mean I’ve just been working out and I’m parched!” He leaned closer, close enough to smell her floral perfume, and lowered his voice. “Besides, I’d love the chance to talk to someone my own age.”

She seemed to think a moment, and then nodded happily. “I’d love a drink!”

They had a drink and then they fucked. Of course they did. The electricity was palpable between them and Justin, brimming with confidence from his relationship with Abigail, jumped at the chance to put his newfound skills into practice. Kissing led to groping and before long he had pulled the girl’s short skirt off and was down on his knees kissing her thighs.

“Mm!” she murmured approvingly. A murmur that got louder and more approving when he buried his face between her legs and started kissing her sex.

“You’re wet!” he said, his tongue lapping at her clit.

“Because I want your cock in me,” she whispered and, taking his cue, he lifted her up and carried her up the stairs to the master bedroom. Once there he threw her on the bed and they fucked. It was fast and furious and exactly what the doctor ordered.

“You are so fit!” she said after they’d both collapsed side by side in a puddle of sweat and orgasm.

“You’re not so bad yourself!” he grinned.

She turned on her side, and he felt her looking at him. “I know I’m being greedy, but I’d like to do that again.”

He turned to face her, taking her in for the first time. Yes she was young and sexy, but she also possessed an ethereal beauty. Twenty or thirty years from now she’d still be turning heads.

“Did you hear?” she repeated. “I’d like to do that again.”

He loved her hunger for him, but somewhere inside he knew this was dangerous. Very dangerous indeed in this day and age, where one wrong move could cost a man everything. Then again, he was young and deserved a chance to be with someone like Lucy. And in many ways this was actually better than what Abigail did to Trevor, rubbing the poor old fucker’s face in her infidelity every single day. Ignorance is bliss and all that.

They would have to be extra careful, though. No question.

He looked at the sexy naked girl on the bed beside him. “We have to keep this secret,” he said, his eyes tracing the perfect curves of her body.

“Definitely,” she agreed and kissed him hard on the mouth. Then her hand was groping for his cock, which was already starting to stiffen again, and suddenly they were fucking, slower this time, but with no less passion.


13: Houseboy Wrestling

Abigail wondered if she was falling in love with Justin. Or was it just infatuation? Hard to tell, but whatever it was it was the most fun she’d had in years. So much so she couldn’t even concentrate on the Houseboy Wrestling Competition Sylvia had organised for the women in her social circle.

Sylvia, in typical Sylvia fashion, had decided it would be entertaining to watch muscular young men oiled up and forced to grapple naked with each other. Sylvia’s poor henpecked husband was tasked with oiling the hunks up. They stood in a line and Eddie, naked except for pink panties and a pair of shiny yellow stilettos, teetered along the line squirting baby oil on their muscular bodies and then rubbing it in.

“Make sure you rub plenty of oil into their big meaty dicks!” coached Sylvia slyly.

“Yes, Mistress, of course, Mistress!” simpered her spineless hubby and duly rubbed oil into the dicks of the younger better looking men.

“You’re a cruel bitch!” laughed Abigail, watching as the old cuck greased up his replacements. He must have been doing something right because he managed to bring them all to full erection. Sadly for poor Eddie, that just gave Sylvia another idea to humiliate him.

“How about you kiss the end of each man’s dick and then congratulate him for being so well endowed?” suggested Sylvia.

“Yes, Mistress, of course, Mistress!” came the dutiful reply and then the poor old beta did exactly as he was told: he knelt and kissed each big dick in turn. And after each kiss, he praised their size and prowess:

“Your dick is magnificent, Sir!”

“Your penis is a joy to behold, Sir!”

“I am in awe of your superior cock, Sir!”

The houseboys loved it. They smirked and mocked the old cuck in panties and a chastity cage. “Pity your dick’s locked up tight until you die!” said one cruelly and everybody laughed, including Abigail.

Finally, it was time for the young hunks to fight each other. Fight was perhaps the wrong term as it was made quite clear by Sylvia that she didn’t want any real damage done, especially to their pretty faces, so they would essentially be slapping each other around a bit and grappling. The object being to pin the opponents shoulders to the canvas. Or, since they were wrestling on a sheet of plastic to stop the carpet being ruined, that.

As Abigail watched the young hunks roughhousing, it was hard not to be aroused by all the firm young flesh slamming mercilessly into each other. Even better, they retained their throbbing erections throughout the bouts, adding considerably to the erotic frisson. But Abigail’s mind was on other things, and her friend noticed.

“You seem distracted?” said Sylvia as the young bucks tussled before them.

“Do I?” asked Abigail.

“Yes! And you bloody well know it!”

“I suppose I am a bit, it’s ... Justin.”

Sylvia laughed knowingly and patted Abigail’s knee. “Don’t get emotional attached to silly young boys, it always end badly.”

“I’m not attached,” said Abigail somewhat defensively.

“You’re attached, which is fine.”

“Okay, maybe I am a bit, it’s just it’s all so ... exciting.”

Sylvia nodded wisely. “You’re human and all of this is very new, especially after years of enduring that dreary old husband of yours. So enjoy the ride, just be careful.”

“I’ll try,” said Abigail.

Meanwhile the unofficial Houseboy Wrestling Tournament had thrown up a winner. Sylvia’s very own Xavier had won all his bouts comprehensively with a combination of brute force and tactical game playing. Abigail imagined he was equally good in bed, which was doubtless why Sylvia always seemed happy. God knows any woman would be with that muscular god satisfying her every need.

Sylvia looked at Xavier and then at her hapless husband standing over to the side. “Want a treat, Xavier?”

“Always,” he grinned back.

“Want a nice struggling bitch?” she asked darkly.

Xavier nodded and Sylvia pointed at Eddie. “Then take him.”

It took Eddie a moment to realise that he was being offered up as some sort of prize. And when it did hit, he looked alarmed beyond belief. “No, Mistress!” he blurted. “Please, not that!”

Sylvia ignored his misery and looked at her houseboy. “Go get him, champ!” she ordered and Xavier charged at Sylvia’s husband, who panicked and made a dash for the door. The older man didn’t get far on his yellow high heels. He stumbled and fell and then Xavier was on him, tearing his panties off. And then, while the wives of Ludlow Heights watched, Xavier was forcing his cock into the struggling beta bitch.

“Aee!” he yodelled.

“Xavier’s rather forceful, isn’t he?” observed Abigail as the younger man drilled into the cuckold.

“He is rather!” grinned Sylvia and then fell silent, happy to just enjoy the show.

As Abigail watched she couldn’t help but imagine Justin doing the same to her. He was certainly big and muscular enough, and it would make a nice change to have him taking the lead in their sexual encounters. Perhaps she would suggest it?


14: Nude Update

Lucy was in Trevor’s office. She stood before him in her birthday suit. She had her hands on top of her head and her legs spread. She was luscious and, as ever when he had her naked, his eyes couldn’t stop crawling all over her hot young body. Oh, Abigail was nice but it was hard to top women who still had that youthful glow, with skin as taut and perfect as it would ever be.

He couldn’t help but congratulate himself as well. Even under the stiletto heel of this nightmare society, where men were little more than second class citizens with an ever dwindling collection of rights, Trevor had still managed to engineer a situation in which he was the boss. He was a man who had bent a young woman to his will.

Suck on that, Matriarchy! Preferably while Trevor watched and offered advice from the sidelines!

“How often?” Trevor asked the young woman eventually.

“How often what, Sir?” she replied.

He rolled his eyes and added a cold edge to his voice. “How often has he fucked you since our last meeting?”

Lucy swallowed, her eyes shifting sideways. “Fifteen times,” she mumbled quietly.

“Fifteen times what?” he snapped, slapping her breast and making it wobble in a most delightful manner.

“Fifteen times, Sir!” she said, crisp and clear.

Fifteen times? Jesus, the kid was a stud. Not only did he fuck his wife regularly – at least twice a night – but now this girl as well. How the hell did he manage it? Even when Trevor was Justin’s age he didn’t think he could manage it that much.

Trevor put his hand between Lucy’s legs and his face inches from her face. Even up close she was perfection personified, with skin so perfect it might as well have been an airbrushed photo. With a smile he slid a finger inside her, enjoying the warm velvety feel. She gasped as it went in and he laughed.

“Do you like his big fat cock?” he asked, pushing his finger in deeper.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

“And does he make you cum with it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Every time?”

“Yes, Sir. Always.”

He rotated the finger slightly and she whimpered. “Bit of a shameless slut, aren’t you?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir!”

He withdrew the finger and stroked her thin strip of pubic hair, the one he insisted she keep because it reminded him of the models he saw in Blushes and Janus and all his other forbidden magazines. He stroked her pubic hair for a bit, enjoying the feel on his finger and then, without warning, yanked hard and pulled out a tuft.

“Ah!” she squealed, doubling over and clutching her privates.

“If you were shaven smooth I wouldn’t be able to do that,” he said as tears welled in her eyes.

“No, Sir,” she agreed miserably and then resumed her standing position before him.

He looked at his watch. This was fun, more fun than anybody had a right to have at work on a Wednesday morning, but he was at work and needed to get on with that. After all, as well as outmanoeuvring his wife’s new boyfriend, he also had to continue running his very successful business.

“Enough of this, get over the desk, bitch!” he snarled.

She did as she was told and she did it quickly. Oh, he’d trained her well. And then, with the naked young woman stretched over his desk, he took his belt off and started whipping her peachy buttocks. SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Sometime later Trevor, high on controlling another human being, made Lucy squat on his desk with her knees spread wide. It was a degrading position that left everything she had on display. Then he rubbed her clit with his finger and told her exactly what he expected of her next.


15: Suspicion

Justin was tired and had decided to stay in bed while Abigail went off on a shopping expedition with Sylvia for the day. “Would you like me to make Trevor stay off work and take care of you?” she asked.

“No, I’ll be all right,” smiled Justin.

“You’re sure? Because I could make him dress up in his nurse’s uniform and give you a foot rub? And I’m sure he could be trained to rub anything else you wanted rubbing?”

Justin seemed to weigh up the option but then shook his head firmly. “No, I’ll be fine. I just need to catch up with some sleep, and I wouldn’t be able to with that annoying wimp mincing about the place.”

“Trevor is rather annoying!” agreed Abigail and then leaned down and kissed Justin on the mouth, snaking her tongue in. “Just make sure you’re not tired later, because I’ll expect to be serviced!” she whispered hotly.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be well up for it!” he said, waggling his eyebrows suggestively.

Laughing, she grabbed her handbag and disappeared down the stairs.

Abigail, still thinking about the fun she would have with Justin when she returned home later, climbed into her car and reversed out onto the road. The clutch sounded a bit scratchy so she would have to get Trevor to take it into the garage. Maybe she’d make him go dressed as a cheerleader, just to give the men in the garage a laugh! Hell, she could send him with a note inviting them to make full use of him, rather liking the idea of them chasing him down the way Xavier had chased Sylvia’s husband down. That was hot.

As she drove away from her house on Hampering Lane she noticed a young blonde woman sitting in a small hatchback outside the Roebucks house. She didn’t think anything of it and continued on her way.

Sylvia, as ever, had something mischievous up her sleeve. When Abigail got to her friend’s she was grinning like a cat who’d just ordered a gallon of cream off Amazon as part of a mega dairy deal.

“What’s up?” asked Abigail, intrigued.

“Come with me!” said Sylvia and led her out into the back yard. She pointed at a fancy new dog kennel against the side wall. It was big, big enough to house a Great Dane on steroids, made of polished pine wood, and looked like it had cost a fortune.

“You don’t have a dog,” stated Abigail matter-of-factly.

Sylvia’s grin got even wider. “Don’t I?”

With that she banged loudly the top of the dog kennel. A second later a head emerged – a balding human head with fluffy dog ears attached on a band – poked out. It was Sylvia’s long suffering cuckolded husband, Eddie.

“Out!” snapped Sylvia and the middle-aged man scampered out. He was completely naked save for his chastity cage, the ridiculous dog ears, and a tail protruding from his bottom. Sylvia nodded at the tail. “It’s attached to a nine inch butt plug, isn’t it, Eddie?”

“Woof!” barked Eddie.

“Of course this isn’t the first time you’ve had nine inches in your bottom, is it, Eddie?”

“Woof woof!” barked Eddie.

Sylvia turned to Abigail, who had been watching the exchange in amazement. “It’s one woof for yes and two woofs for no. Isn’t it, Eddie?” she said.

“Woof!”

Abigail laughed, delighted. “How do you think up all these punishments for your husband? Every day is a different ordeal!”

“To be fair, I can’t take credit for this one. One of my houseboy’s gave me the idea. He said Eddie was nothing more than a lowly beast and should be treated as such, and I thought that sounds like a marvellous idea!”

Sylvia went on to explain her hubby's new dog life. Now he lived out in the back yard all the time, and ate actual dog food from a dog bowl three times a day. The houseboys were responsible for his health and wellbeing so they played with him out on the lawn, throwing sticks and squeaky bones for him to run and collect. And if he wasn’t fast enough the sticks were used to beat his bottom and the squeaky bones were inserted in his mouth and he was forced to fellate them like cocks. They also put him on a leash and took him for walks down the street, so that everybody in the neighbourhood could witness his humiliation.

“You should convert Trevor into a puppy,” giggled Sylvia. “Then we could get them together for some canine fun and games!”

“Maybe I will,” said Abigail, smiling at the thought of Trevor and Eddie playing together naked in the garden. She particularly liked the idea of making them dry hump each other on the lawn while everybody watched! Or maybe they could rub peanut butter on each of their tiny dicks and have the other cuck lick it off!

Yum yum!

“I salute your endless imagination!” said Abigail, genuinely meaning it. The dog conversion was a unique idea, even in a nation that came up with new ways to degrade men on a daily basis, but she knew that Sylvia would be bored of it in a week and found a whole new way of tormenting her husband.

And then, as Abigail thought of what other tortures Sylvia could heap upon her husband, a thought struck out of the blue: the woman sitting in her car earlier was somebody she knew. It was the girl from Trevor’s office, Lisa or Lana or ... Lucy? Yes, Lucy! That was it!

Except Abigail thought the girl lived over on the other side of Ludlow Heights, near the railway. The cheaper part of town. Still nice, it was New England after all, but the sort of place you worked to get out of pretty fast. What was she doing on Abigail’s street? Especially as Trevor was at work? Surely she didn’t know the Roebucks or anybody else?

And then, with a chill, she had another thought, a thought that explained why Justin was tired not just today but seemingly every day. It would also explain why he had been disappearing of late and was vague about where he’d been.

“Erm, is it okay if we cancel today’s shopping expedition, only I‘ve just remembered something I need to do at home,” muttered Abigail.

“Yes, of course,” said Sylvia, “I can always amuse myself abusing my new dog. I’m sure PETA won’t mind!”

As Abigail headed for the door she heard Sylvia tell Eddie to fetch his big rubber toy bone because she wanted to see him running around with it sticking out of his bottom, and she was going to leave the dildo tail in there at the same time.

Twenty minutes and a possible speeding violation later, Abigail was parked down the street from her house. She took a deep breath, got out, and approached on foot. The girl’s car was on the road opposite their house. Well, sort of opposite.

Abigail, with a terrible feeling in the pit of her stomach, let herself quietly in through the front door. She stood for a moment and listened: nothing, no sounds at all. She crept stealthily up the stairs, one step at a time, careful to avoid the ones she knew creaked. She didn’t even breathe for fear it would be heard.

Was that whispering? It was hard to tell as blood was pumping in her ears and drowning out all other sounds. She reached her bedroom door and reached for the handle. She counted to three in her head and then threw the door open.


16: Narrow Escape

“OH GOD! YES!” screamed Lucy.

“You like that!” grunted Justin.

“YES!” came the ecstatic if somewhat basic reply.

Lucy, naked except for a pair of stockings, was on all fours with her perky young arse in the air while Justin knelt behind her, grinding into her with his huge cock. And every time he did, she pushed back.

Justin didn’t know why but when he heard a car door slam in the distance and it set off a warning bell in his mind. Something about it sounded familiar. But that was ridiculous; one car door slamming was much the same as any car door slamming, wasn’t it? So why did this one bother him so much? He didn’t know but it did.

“HARDER!” screamed Lucy.

“Shh!” he said, pulling out of her.

“What’s wrong?” she gasped, confused.

“Shh!”

He tilted his head and listened, trying to hear above his own heavy breathing. Nothing, nothing at all, just the normal sounds of a weekday in a New England town: a dog barking, birds singing, a car passing, sheets flapping on a neighbour’s washing line ... And then he heard it: a key in the front door. Shit, Abigail had returned.

Abigail had fucking returned!

“Hide!” he whispered urgently.

“Sorry?” said Lucy.

“Abigail’s back!” he hissed quietly. “You have to hide!”

“I...” she tailed off and nodded, understanding how serious the situation was. Motivated, the naked girl dashed to collect her shoes and clothes, which were piled haphazardly on the floor.

Justin looked around the bedroom desperately. Could she hide under the bed? No, too low. What about the wardrobe? No, that had too much stuff in. He looked around the room, his anxiety going into overdrive

“The window,” he said, his voice low and urgent. “Go out onto the porch roof. Then go down the drainpipe and out through the side gate.”

“Seriously?” she asked. “I’m naked!”

“Please!” he said. “If you’re found here they’ll take me back to New Jersey. Or worse.”

Within moments Lucy, still completely naked, was climbing out of the window, holding her clothes tightly to her chest. He hoped to god there were no neighbours looking out of their windows as they’d get quite a shock.

He quickly sprayed deodorant around the room, hoping to douse the smell of sex, and dove back into bed just as the bedroom door opened and Abigail entered.

“Oh, hello,” he said with a wan smile.

“You’re still in bed,” she said, looking around the room.

Her eyes alighted on the open window. She took a step towards it so Justin grabbed her by the hand and dragged her back towards the bed. “I’m ready to service you,” he said and pulled her towards him.

“We should shut the window, it’ll be cold,” she said, going to stand.

“I’ll fuck you until you’re warm,” he said forcefully and kissed her passionately. Soon she was naked and he was sticking his cock in her. The same cock that less than ten minutes earlier had been inside Lucy.

Later, while Abigail was showering, Justin checked that Lucy had indeed gone. He had an awful image in his mind of her lying naked on the concrete patio, bleeding from a massive head wound. The thought of Lucy hurting herself, or worse, left him feeling distraught.

And that’s when it hit him. He loved Lucy and wanted to be with her. It was as simple as that. What they had was more than just lust or infatuation, it was the real thing. It was love in all its splendid and messy glory.

He wanted her and nobody else.

The next day, still consumed with thoughts of Lucy, he approached the only person he felt could help him: Trevor. Trevor was naked on his knees polishing the kitchen floor. “Erm, I was wondering if I could talk to you?” he said to the older man.

“Of course, Sir,” said Trevor, putting his rag down and standing up.

Justin lowered his voice, even though Abigail wasn’t around to hear. She was at Sylvia’s yet again. “It’s a bit delicate,” he continued.

“Is it about Abigail, Sir?” replied Trevor, sounding concerned.

“Well, sort of... Look, I know you love your wife and probably don’t want me here.”

“I just want Abigail to be happy, Sir.”

“Yes, but you want her to be happy with you. I get that. I didn’t, but I do now...” Justin shook his head miserably. “You probably don’t know but I’ve been seeing Lucy.”

Trevor looked shocked. “Lucy from my office?”

“Yes, we sort of hit it off that day she came over with some paperwork.”

“I see... and you say you’ve been seeing each other?”

Justin nodded. “Yes... I think I’m in love with her, but I don’t know what to do.”

Trevor still looked confused by it all, and Justin was beginning to regret bringing it up in the first place. He should have just suffered in silence. “She is very attractive, I guess, and more your age,” said Trevor slowly.

“Precisely!” said Justin, and then went on to talk about the whirlwind romance, and how he’d never felt like this in his entire life. He supposed he sounded like a soppy love struck teenager, but he didn’t care, he needed to unburden himself, even it was to the man he was cuckolding.

Trevor nodded throughout. It was slightly surreal that he was stark naked, but he seemed to finally understand the situation. And, if nothing else, he looked sympathetic.

“I thought you could talk to Abigail and explain to her about us?” said Justin after he’d brought Trevor up to date with events, including the incident in which they were nearly discovered.

Trevor looked genuinely sad. “Tell Abigail? I honestly don’t think she’d understand, Sir. She likes you and wouldn’t take kindly to a younger woman stealing you from her.”

“Stealing? No, it’s not like that, it just ... happened.”

“I know, I understand, but she wouldn’t see it like that.”

Justin sighed heavily. “So what can I do if I can’t tell her?”

Trevor looked into the middle distance for a moment, deep in thought. Finally he looked at Justin, as if sizing him up. “Okay, I wouldn’t advise it, I’d advise staying put, living a lie, but... no.”

He shook his head.

“What is it?” asked Justin.

It was a moment before Trevor spoke, and when he did his voice was deadly serious. “You could run.”

“Run?”

Trevor nodded and leaned in. “Elope with Lucy. If she means that much to you, and you mean that much to her, elope, get married out of state, and there’s a good chance the authorities will look kindly on the union.”

For the first time in a long while Justin felt a glimmer of hope. “You think that would work?” he asked.

Trevor shrugged. “I honestly don’t know, and I could never do anything so brave, but ... it’s young love. Sometimes you have to roll the dice and follow your heart.”

Justin was thinking about Lucy. He knew she felt exactly the same way about him. Yes, the sexual chemistry between them was insane, but it was more than that. They loved being around each other. They didn’t even have to talk sometimes, just being in each others company was enough. “Lucy would want it,” said Justin carefully. “But how do I tell her? I know Abigail is suspicious and she’s watching me like a hawk now?”

Again, Trevor paused to think. “I suppose I could get a message to Lucy,” he said eventually. “If you were to write a letter I could take it to her.”

“A letter? Yes, a letter. I like that, it’s old fashioned and romantic.”

Justin looked at the man he had been cuckolding with a newfound respect. He had taken so much from this man, he had enjoyed taking it and rubbing his nose in it, yet he was still willing to help Justin. He was still willing to risk the ire of his wife by helping two young lovers be together. That was the act of a thoroughly decent man.


17: The Train from Ludlow Heights

It was Saturday morning and Justin wasn’t in bed. Yawning, Abigail stretched and levered herself off the mattress. Pulling on a short robe she padded across the landing to the bathroom, hoping for some vigorous morning sex.

He wasn’t there. Pity, as the idea of being pinned against the shower wall being fucked hard while hot water pounded her was making her wet. And since her suspicion that he was cheating on her had been quashed she was feeling very horny. No, more than that, she was feeling broody. Maybe it was time to start a family? With Justin, of course. She could keep Trevor as a maid and nursemaid for their children. She could even find some rather saucy outfits for him to wear, liking the idea of him pushing a pram down the street with another man’s baby in.

Smiling lazily, she went downstairs and headed towards the garage. She was sure Justin would be in there, hot and sweaty and looking good enough to eat. And that’s exactly what she’d do; she’d get down on her knees in front of him and gobble down that big tasty cock.

He wasn’t there. Frowning, she was about to go back inside the house when she heard a car door open. She went out through the side door and found Trevor about to drive somewhere.

“Trevor? Where are you going on a Saturday morning?” she asked.

“Erm, I... just a work thing, Mistress.”

She walked up to him. “On a Saturday morning? What work thing?”

“Just some boring filing, Mistress,” he said, his eyes darting this way and that in a most suspicious manner. And was he perspiring?

“Why are you acting like this? What’s going on?” she asked sharply.

“Nothing, Mistress,” he said, again refusing to make eye contact.

“What’s going on?” she repeated.

“I told you, Mistress: nothing!”

“Fine, we’ll do this the hard way,” she said and, grabbing Trevor by the ear, dragged him back into the house. One way or another, she’d get to the bottom of this.

It took fifteen minutes with the cane to break her husband and make him confess. Cowering naked at her feet he told her, through tears and snot, that Justin had been having a relationship with Lucy from his office.

“I didn’t know it would happen or I’d never have sent her over with those papers!” he snivelled.

Worse, Justin was apparently in love with this girl and planning to abscond with her. Her houseboy was currently at Ludlow Heights Station waiting to catch a train out of state. Her husband had agreed to pick up Lucy and then take her to Justin. They would then leave together and start a new life.

Abigail would see about that.

She saw Justin on the platform looking devilishly handsome, waiting for the woman of his dreams to arrive. It broke her heart seeing him, looking so happy and hopeful, and knowing it wasn’t for her. It was for some young strumpet he had been fucking in her bed. And according to Trevor they had been at it whenever she left the house.

Abigail watched Justin. He was smiling to himself, probably thinking about Lucy. He doubtless imagined them holed up in a dingy motel somewhere in the mid west, fucking like rabbits. Apparently they planned on going to California eventually, where they were more lax about applying Female First doctrines.

After forcing Trevor to tell her about Justin and Lucy, Abigail had immediately phoned the local MCP office and told them what her houseboy was planning. The officer on the phone had told her to stay away and leave it to them, but she couldn’t. That was why she was standing on the opposite platform, hidden by a sign, watching Justin looking heartbreakingly happy.

Then he saw the MCP officers and the happiness evaporated. It was replaced by panic and terror, which is why he turned and ran. He should have known better. He got to the end of the platform and was about to get down on the tracks when the MCP officers shot him with tasers. He collapsed convulsing on the ground.

As he writhed on the floor he glanced in Abigail’s direction. There eyes met and she saw the look of misery and defeat on his face. It brought Abigail scant consolation.


18: The Re-education Centre

The Ludlow Heights Re-education Centre was in a converted boarding school on the outskirts of town. It had been built during the civil war and the architecture was bleak and unforgiving, more like a prison than an educational institute, making it the perfect backdrop for a Re-education Centre.

Upon arriving in the back of an MCP car, Justin was bundled out and taken to a courtyard. There, still dazed from being tasered, he was stripped naked and told to stand with his hands on top of his head. Standing alongside side him in exactly the same position were two other stark naked men.

Over the course of the day more men were brought to the courtyard, stripped naked, and told to wait. It started to rain heavily at one point but the men had no choice but to stay exactly where they were and let the heavy rain drum mercilessly down on them, stinging their flesh like a thousand hornets.

Sometime towards dusk, after the rain and stopped and there were now ten men waiting in the courtyard, a young woman in an MCP uniform came out, her heels clicking on the cobbled stones.

“Welcome to hell, boys,” she said coldly, eyeing the shivering men without a scintilla of pity.

Nobody said anything, but the tension was palpable. They all knew about places like these, and how miserable their lives were about to become. This was doubly true for Justin, who had had it all and then thrown it all away.

“Follow me!” snapped the woman and started walking towards the austere building. The men quickly followed, pleased to finally be able to move, but anxious about what was about to come.

They followed the woman into a large echoing room, clearly the school’s old assembly hall, and were told to line up with their backs straight and their arms neatly by their sides. Although the men were exhausted from a day spent standing, they still did it, dreading what would happen if they didn’t.

Justin noticed that the walls were filled with framed pictures containing mottos that the men would be fools to forget: Women Are Always Right, Men Must Bend The Knee, Call Her Mistress, Good Boys Never Complain... Justin looked at the words and realised, ironically, that he largely agreed with them. He wasn’t like his dad and deep down was happy that women were in charge. Yes, he had enjoyed the illusion of power he had as Abigail’s boyfriend, but he subconsciously knew that he was better off guided and controlled by women. Perhaps if he had continued his relationship with Lucy she would have become his Mistress? He would never know.

Footsteps in the hall outside broke into his reverie, and moments later two more young women in MCP uniforms entered, each carrying a large box. The boxes were upended, spilling their contents onto a large wooden table. They contained metal rings, and the girls picked one up each and walked over and stood before a man each. Then, without ceremony, they clicked the rings shut around the bases of both men’s genitals, before going back to the table to collect more of the metal devices.

“These are Control Cuffs,” explained the woman who had marched them all into the hall.

Then it was Justin’s turn to be fitted with the device. One of the MCP offices – a brunette girl of about twenty with freckles and an overbite – knelt in front of him and, with one deft movement, locked the cold metal cuff around the base of his cock and balls, making them protrude slightly. After a quick tug to ensure it was secure, she returned to the table to fetch another Control Cuff for the next man in line.

The female MCP officer in charge took out her phone and texted somebody, but as she texted she talked to the men: “With these devices we can follow your every movement. So if you are stupid enough to try and escape – oh, some men do – we can track you down instantly.”

Smiling, she put her phone down and looked at the men.

“The Control Cuffs can also be used to punish you,” she said and pulled a small fob out of her pocket. There was a large red button on the side and, with a sly look at the men, she pressed it.

ZZZZZZZZZZ!

“AH!” the men cried out in unison as several hundred volts of electricity passed through their genitals. It was agony and Justin, like all the other men being zapped, collapsed to the floor groaning.

“If one of you misbehaves, you all suffer. If one of you gets out of line, you all suffer. If one of you annoys us, you all suffer.”

To underline what that suffering would feel like, she pressed the button again and sent another wave of fiery pain through the men.

ZZZZZZZZZZ!

“Eee!” they whimpered, convulsing on the floor like epileptic worms.

It wasn’t pleasant and Justin, like every other wretched man in the room, vowed to do exactly what he was told, no matter how degrading or humiliating.

Fifteen minutes later, but still limping from the pain of the mass ball shocking, the men were taken to the Bunk Room upstairs. The room contained around thirty bunk beds. Each man was assigned a bed and told to get their heads down and sleep. They tried to, but most just lay in their cramped bunks staring into space, thinking about all of the terrible stories they had heard about places like these. Back in Trenton one of Justin’s neighbours had been sent to a similar establishment, and when he came out two months later, he was a broken man. He had a permanently haunted look on his face and shuffled around like a ghost. Justin couldn’t help but wonder if this place would break him as well.

The next day set the pattern for life at the Re-education Centre. After being awoken at five by a shrill bell, the men were herded naked into a communal wash room and forced to endure an ice cold shower that had them dancing like chimpanzees on hot tin. They were then marched – still naked, but now cold and shivering – to the mess hall downstairs and fed cold porridge filled with ominous black lumps that could have been beetle shit or dead spiders. After that the men, still wearing just the cuffs around their balls, were loaded onto a mini bus and taken to do that day’s work detail.

On his first day Justin’s destination was an old industrial estate on the edge of Ludlow Heights. As the economy had shifted to more tech based industries, places like this had been abandoned. There was talk of selling them and converting them to cheap housing units, but so far those plans had failed to be enacted upon. Even so, the buildings were an eyesore and maintaining them was the perfect job for troublesome males.

After dropping them off, Justin and his fellow inmates were each given a bucket and sponge and told to clean the graffiti off the walls of the derelict factories. It was back breaking work, not helped by the fact they were supervised by young MCP officers who were liberal with their whips and ball shocking.

“You’re here to work not stand around holding your backs!” they hissed every now and then, whipping arses and zapping balls.

“Eep!” squealed the men and tried to work harder and faster. This went on for twelve solid hours, with a new set of guards arriving halfway through the day. And when they arrived they went out of their way to establish their dominance over the men.

“No slacking on our watch!” they snarled, whipping and zapping with abandon. At some point the horrible day ended and the men – exhausted, bruised and in severe discomfort between their legs – were taken back to the centre, showered, fed their gruel, and put to bed.

And that was Justin’s new diminished life. Not long ago he was a king, with two beautiful women to enjoy. Now he was the lower than a slug during a limbo contest, with no end in sight to his misery. And the more he thought about it the more he was convinced that one man was responsible for his downfall: Trevor.


19: Pride Cometh etc...

Trevor was back in the marital bed.

Trevor was back in the marital bed! Ha ha! Trevor, the sly genius with a brain like a supercomputer, was back in the marital bed where he belonged!

It hadn’t quite gone according to plan, though. Trevor had originally intended for Abigail to discover Justin in bed with Lucy, only for blind luck to save his rival. But ultimately it didn’t matter because something even better happened: Justin had fallen in love with Lucy. He then made the mistake of asking Trevor for advice, who had slyly nudged the younger man towards absconding. Trevor had even agreed to help facilitate the escape, and then gone out of his way to get caught before it happened.

Getting beaten by his wife for the information was all part of the plan. Sure, she had been angry with him, but most of her ire was directed at the young man who had betrayed her. And he suspected that eventually she would see Trevor helping Justin as a romantic if misguided gesture. She might actually admire him for it. At least that was the plan.

In the meantime she was devastated and that was just what Trevor wanted. He had stepped valiantly in to offer emotional support. He nodded thoughtfully as she offloaded about how betrayed she felt and made her nice cups of tea. He bought her flowers and tried to make her feel loved, but all the time he was congratulating himself on how well his scheme had worked. Like a chess grandmaster he had manoeuvred the pieces on the board to get exactly the outcome he desired. And that was for Abigail to see him as her husband again and stop all this Female First nonsense.

He wasn’t there yet but he had at least been allowed back in the marital bed. That was a major advance. And even though Abigail wasn’t being intimate with him, it was still incredibly exciting being in bed with his hot wife, knowing that she was inches away from him wearing her short sexy nightdress. And wasn’t the fact she was wearing her short sexy nightdress a good sign? It meant that on some subliminal level she still saw him as her husband and wanted to please him.

Trevor, who was currently lying beside Abigail in bed with a small but solid erection, made a point of rolling over and ‘accidentally’ prodding her with it. “Oops! Sorry!” he said apologetically.

“No, don’t be,” said Abigail softly. “You’re a man with normal urges.”

“I know, but it still seems ... inappropriate.”

She smiled. “You’re so thoughtful, I don’t know what I’d have done without you during all this.”

“You’re my wife and I love you,” he said and kissed her on the forehead, making a point of jabbing her again with his hard on.

“You should take care of that,” she said with a warm smile.

“You mean I’m allowed to...”

“Pleasure yourself, yes.”

He threw back the duvet and went to get up.

“No, you don’t have to go to the bathroom, you can do it here.”

“Thank you,” he said and quickly grabbed hold of his rock hard penis. Then he was pumping furiously away. Yes, he wanted to get back to the stage where he was having sex with his wife and plunging his cock into her, but that would take time. In the meantime he just inhaled her scent and carried on stroking, faster and faster...

Things were going extremely well at work too. Although Lucy had been off sick since Justin’s arrest and incarceration, sales of Juniper products were going through the roof. So much so that Trevor had taken on two new girls to deal with the increased orders. Even better, he had chosen two piping hot young minxes that, despite the female empowerment propaganda the government shoved down everybody’s throats, seemed quite shy and nervous. In other words, if he could set a few traps he should be able to ensnare them in the way he had Lucy. Then he would have two more naked young girls on their knees before him, begging him not to cane them too hard!

“It’s for your own good!” he would tell them before letting rip on their ripe young bottoms.

Thinking about all the humiliating and degrading things he could do to these young fillies got him hard, so he locked the office door, went to his desk and took out one of his forbidden British spank mags. Opening it at a photo story about a young blonde being forced to march about naked in high heels, he sat back and started masturbating.

Oh god, he thought, enjoying the look of misery on the model’s face. And her long smooth body, exposed for two lecherous men to lust after-

-Suddenly there was loud banging on the office door. “This is the MCP, open up!”

Before Trevor had a chance to do anything the door crashed open and two uniformed officers were standing looking at him. “Caught red handed!” one said with a look of disgust on her face.

“Dirty little pervert!” hissed the other and, marching across the office, grabbed Trevor by his thinning hair and yanked him out of his seat.

He wasn’t even given a chance to cover himself; he was just frogmarched from the office. Past Cindy and Debra and Gina, past Kevin and Jerry and Sam, and past the two new girls, who stared in shock. And why not, his trousers and underpants were still around his ankles, and his penis was hard and dribbling.

“Eugh!” said one, making a face.

“Gross!” agreed the other.

Then he was being shoved out into the street, where a crowd of spectators had gathered to see what the hullabaloo was all about. His eyes slid past them to the waiting police cars and there, standing by one talking to a senior MCP officer, was Lucy. The conniving young bitch had sold him out!

“We’ve found his stash of illegal contraband!” said a voice and he turned to see an MCP officer exiting the building carrying his collection of vintage spanking magazines.

And then, still with his trousers and underpants around his ankles, he was shoved roughly into the back of a squad car and driven away. Still, he thought, at least it can’t get any worse than this.

He was wrong about that. It could and indeed would get worse.


20: Fate Delivers a Gift

They had bussed around thirty men out to the suspension bridge over the Nashua River. Despite being structurally sound it still needed some pretty intense cleaning. The work was gruelling, not helped by the fact that it was perilously high. On the plus side, for most of the day they were out of reach from their overseers’ whips, and because the naked men were precariously balanced meant that their balls couldn’t be zapped for fear of causing a fatality.

The guards weren’t to be thwarted, though, as the men found out at the end of their shift. Just before boarding the bus to return to the centre they had to line up and touch their toes, while the guards strutted around them lashing their bottoms at random.

“Think you could escape the whip, boys? Think again!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Suffering is all your life will ever be from now on!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“You are nothing but pain puppets!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Yes, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!” the men had chorused as the blows landed on their tired and aching bodies. And then, just so they didn’t enjoy the drive home too much, they were forced to travel on some of the new Discomfort Seats the federal government were trialling. Essentially every bus seat had an eight inch dildo built into it, and each man had to sit on it for the duration of the forty minute journey home. An ordeal made worse by the fact that the driver made sure to take the most winding route possible, filled with potholes and sharp turns that drove the dildos deeper and deeper.

“Oops! Sorry!” she’d laugh sarcastically. “Hope that didn’t hurt your boy-pussies too much!”

“It’s the most action any of them will ever get!” joked a guard and everybody laughed. Except the men, who sat in miserable silence, especially Justin who still couldn’t accept that he had lost Lucy forever. The girl he loved. The girl he would have liked to share a life with. All gone in the blink of an eye.

The driver abruptly hit the breaks and the men on the bus rocked forward and then back on their seats, drilling the plastic dicks deeper into themselves.

“My bad!” she chuckled before driving on.

Eventually, with aching muscles and tender bottoms, the naked men arrived back into the centre and stumbled to the bunk room. Justin absently noted there were some new recruits lying in bunks. And as he passed one man he thought he recognised his bald spot. He did a double take: Trevor!

The man he had confessed to. The man who then advised him to run. The man who had almost certainly grassed him up to Abigail so he could earn brownie points and try to win her back. Justin had no proof of this, but he instinctively knew that Trevor was the fucker responsible for landing him in this hell hole!

“You!” he said and, grabbing Trevor by his hair, dragged him out of his bunk and threw him on the ground.

“I know it was you who set me up!” he hissed and kicked Trevor in the balls. Kicking Trevor in the balls wasn’t the smartest thing to do as the Control Cuff around them was hard and he hurt his toe.

“Fuck!” he cried, hopping onto one foot.

The noise alerted a guard outside, who ran in with her fob out and hit the button, sending a bolt of electricity blasting through the genitals of every man in the room.

ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ!

“Aieee!” went the cry as everyone convulsed on the floor clutching their privates.

“Get to fucking sleep you animals or I will blast you for so long your balls end up as smoking ruins!” she snarled and marched out.

With a final glare at Trevor, Justin limped gingerly back to his bunk and started plotting his revenge.

The next day, during their morning ice cold shower, Justin made a point of standing next to Trevor.

“Guess you got your just deserts, fuckhead?” he said as cold water rained down on them.

Trevor ignored him and Justin grinned darkly.

“I guess you got your just deserts?” he repeated.

“I don’t know what you mean,” said Trevor prissily.

One of the other men standing nearby had overhead the exchange and edged closer. “I hear he literally got caught wanking over forbidden porn,” he whispered. “And he was blackmailing a young woman and physically abusing her.”

“A young woman?” asked Justin, realization dawning. “You were blackmailing Lucy?”

“No! These are lies!” said Trevor hotly but his words sounded hollow.

Justin stepped closer to Trevor, close enough to see every pore in the old fucker’s pasty skin. “I know you set me up, but I didn’t think you were low enough to abuse a woman too.”

“It wasn’t like that!” said Trevor in a whiney tone.

“Yeah, well, watch your back,” said Justin and shoved past him to leave. He didn’t turn to look, but he heard the heavy slap as Trevor slipped and fell on his ass.

“Careful, old man!” said somebody and cruel laughter echoed around the shower room.


21: Equestrian Games

Trevor was grateful that for the first few weeks at the Re-education Centre he and Justin were on separate work details. That way he only had the early mornings and late evenings to cope with his young adversary. And he was an adversary, because it was clear that Justin wasn’t willing to let the matter drop and move on. Hence the multiple incidents when the guards weren’t watching.

Like the night a group of young men – Justin’s allies – had held Trevor down and taken it in turns to break wind in his face, much to the entire bunk room’s amusement. Then there was the morning somebody had tripped him in the mess hall and he had fallen over and landed face first in his own bowl of cold porridge. Again, everybody thought it was hilarious except Trevor, who looked like a troll had ejaculated in his face.

It was tough, very tough, but he just had to get through it.

Unfortunately today was the first day he and Justin had been assigned to the same work detail. They were heading to the exclusive Harley Riding Centre out in the countryside. Justin was sitting two seats ahead on the bus and, judging by the sinister grin on his face whenever he turned to glance back, he clearly intended to take full advantage of the opportunity.

Within an hour of arriving the aggro started. Both were tasked with mucking out the stables and, the second the guard had disappeared for a smoke, Justin shoved Trevor so hard he lost his balance and fell face first in a pile of horse shit. And horse shit was way worse than lumpy porridge to land in.

“Try not to eat any, it’s probably not healthy,” sneered Justin.

“You prick!” screamed Trevor, losing his cool. Sadly for him it was just as the guard came back from her cigarette break.

“What the hell is going on here?” she asked angrily.

“Nothing, Miss!” replied both men.

She glared at the naked duo. “I understand there’s bad blood between you two. Let me make this clear, I don’t give a damn about your history together. But any more trouble from either one of you and you’ll be marched to the breeding block, tied over some horse mounts, and fucked by stallions! Oh, and we’ve done it before with unruly runts, so think on that.”

Trevor swallowed nervously and, judging by the look on Justin’s face, it looked like the younger man took the threat seriously too.

“Good,” said the guard and pointed at Trevor. “You, come with me, I need to blast that shit off you with a hose!”

Trevor followed and did indeed have the shit blasted off him with a hose. It was cold and humiliating, especially when the guard made him bend over and spread his buttock cheeks, so she could give him a thorough rinsing.

“Bet you like that, don’t you?” she laughed, getting close enough to give him the next best thing to an enema.

“Yes, thank you, Miss!” he squealed, knowing that any other answer would earn him a thrashing.

Trevor thought if he kept his head down he would get through the rest of the day without any trouble. He was wrong.

After mucking out the stables, and a spell repairing fence posts in a paddock, Trevor found himself, along with Justin, cleaning a barn containing equestrian equipment. He was scrubbing the grime off a bridle when he heard a girlish laugh followed by the sounds of kissing. He looked up to see Justin embracing a young woman decked out in riding gear. She looked devastatingly sexy in her tight cream jodhpurs and crisp white top, and Trevor felt a familiar stab of envy towards Justin. Even in their diminished position the horrible young oaf was still getting all the action.

And then the girl pulled away and he saw why: it was Lucy.

Uh oh, he thought, this isn’t going to end well.

And then the young girl that used to work for him was sidling towards him. Justin followed, with a sly smile playing at his lips. Trevor felt like a mouse in the path of two cobras.

“Hello, Mr Ross, working hard?” asked Lucy as she came to a stand still before him.

“Yes, Miss!” he replied humbly, hoping like hell she was willing to let bygones be bygones.

“Hands on your head and spread your legs,” she ordered sharply and he knew, as he assumed the position, that she definitely wasn’t going to let bygones be bygones.

She walked around him, poking and prodding his underdeveloped body with her riding crop. His bottom, thighs, penis and testicles were all jabbed or lifted and peered at.

“Remember when you used to do this to me?” she asked as she came around to stand before him again. “Remember when you used to size me up like a piece of meat?”

Trevor nodded miserably. “Yes, I’m sorry for that, Miss, I-”

She slapped him hard.

“Of course you’re sorry, you got caught!”

He nodded dumbly, acutely aware that Justin was watching with a dark smile on his face. Something nasty was brewing.

“You’re a sleazy little man and a bully, Trevor,” continued Lucy, slapping him again. “And you treated me like a whore when you sent me to bed Justin just because you were jealous of him.”

She went to Justin and stroked his muscular chest, before letting her hand trail down to his heavy cock which, despite the Control Cuff around its base, was starting to harden. “Thankfully Justin is gorgeous and great in bed, so bedding him was a pleasure, but it was still a shitty thing to be forced to do.”

“Yes, Miss, I-”

“Be quiet when I’m talking!”she snapped.

“Sorry, Miss!”

She continued manhandling Justin’s cock, which was now fully erect. If anything, the Control Cuff made it protrude even further, adding to its grandeur. “You were obsessed with hearing about how big Justin was and how his cock felt inside me, and how it felt when I got on my knees and sucked it.”

She smiled at Trevor and he felt a chill go though him. Now he really did feel like a mouse in front of a cobra.

“So since you’re so obsessed with this young cock I’m going to give you an opportunity to suck it, so that you’ll know exactly what it feels like!”

Trevor shook his head, horrified. “No, Miss, I can’t-”

“You can and will, boy,” said Lucy quietly and, stepping forwards, sliced Trevor across his thighs with her crop. It hurt.

“But-”

“Enough chat, time to kneel and suck!”

“But-”

“KNEEL AND SUCK YOU HORRIBLE LITTLE MAN BEFORE I FLAY THE SKIN OFF YOUR ARSE!”

Trevor, intimidated and frightened by the young banshee, got down on his knees on the cold hard barn floor. Swallowing he shuffled towards Justin and, with a sick feeling, took the rock hard cock in his mouth. It filled it, causing him to gag.

“Greedy fucker,” commented Justin from above, and then thrust his hips forward causing Trevor to splutter and cough.

“Try not to choke the little shit,” said Lucy and Justin pulled out slightly. Not that it mattered, it was still a terrible feeling. The cock tasted horrible too, like sweat and piss and cum all mixed together.

“Don’t just kneel there, suck it you stupid bitch!” shouted Lucy and slapped the back of his head.

Trevor sucked, and as he did so Lucy laughed. “You look good with a big dick in your mouth, Trevor. In fact...”

He noticed out of the corner of his eye Lucy pull out her phone and take multiple pictures of him, being sure to capture his degradation from every angle. With a sinking feeling he realised that by the end of the day all of Lucy’s friends, including everybody he used to work with at the office, would have seen the pictures. Doubtless they would ‘like’ and ‘share’ them too, spreading his disgrace far and wide.

If he thought that was the end of his misery he was mistaken. “You’re really not very good at sucking cock, Trevor. Try moving your head up and down while you suck, like a woodpecker!” coached Justin from above.

Trevor, with tears in his eyes, did as ordered. Lucy chuckled and watched some more, and then gave him some advice of her own. “Look Justin in the eye, so he can see your despair when he cums in your mouth!”

Trevor looked the young man in the eye as his head bobbed back and forth. It was awful seeing the smug young man who had blighted his life grinning down at him, chalking up yet another victory. And when Justin came a few minutes later, pumping his seed down Trevor’s throat, he grinned at the older man’s total and utter defeat.

“Be sure to swallow!” laughed Lucy, tapping Trevor’s bald patch with her riding crop.

Even that wasn’t the end of the misery. Trevor was forced to watch, with a stomach full of his rival’s spunk, as Lucy took Justin by the hand and led him to a dark comer of the barn. And there they fucked. They fucked hard, with a primal animal passion, and all Trevor could do was stand and watch with his small dicklet twitching and throbbing in front of him.

Once a cuck, always a cuck.


22: The Condemned Men

“I can’t believe you’re having them both done!” said Sylvia, sounding genuinely surprised. “I understand Trevor, he’s a clapped out has-been, but Justin! He’s still a prime stud muffin!”

Abigail shrugged dismissively. “I thought you told me there were plenty more fish in the sea?”

Sylvia threw back her head and laughed. “You’re right, I’m a shameless hypocrite, it’s just he has such a nice big cock!”

“He’ll still have it, it just won’t work,” said Abigail slyly.

And that was all they said on the subject. Their conversation moved on to the upcoming flower show, and how Sylvia was going to be sissifying her hunks to help out on a stall. “I thought it would be rather run to have them wearing just stockings and high heels, and feed them Viagra so they have to walk around all day with huge stiffies!”

“I’m all in favour of huge stiffies!” beamed Abigail.

They chatted some more and then Abigail looked at her watch. “I should go, the procedure is in an hour and I don’t want to get tangled up in traffic and miss it!”

The Modification Centre was a new build in the centre of town. It was spacious and large, with ample car parking facilities for women like Abigail who wanted to see everything as it happened. Was that wrong of her? No, of course not, it was a way to draw a line under the past and move on. What happened next would give her closure.

She was halfway across the car park when a woman stepped out from behind a van, blocking her path. “Please don’t do this to him,” she said without preamble.

“Hello, Lucy,” said Abigail.

“I know what he did was wrong, but... he doesn’t deserve this.”

“Doesn’t he?” asked Abigail archly.

“I don’t know, maybe, it’s just... I love him. I...” Lucy tapered off, clearly struggling with her emotions.

Abigail looked dispassionately at the girl who Justin had cheated on her with. She looked wretched, and had a face washed out from crying. It tugged at something inside but Abigail stamped hard on those feelings. Pity was for the weak.

“I’m sorry, but actions have consequences” she said and walked away from Lucy towards the building that had been built to take what men prized most.

Inside a pretty young woman greeted her. “Mrs Ross?” she asked, consulting her clipboard.

“That’s right,” she smiled, thinking about what Lucy had said. She did have the power to stop this and save Justin, but why should she? She had been wronged and somebody had to pay.

“They’re through this way,” said the girl and led Abigail through a door and down a long corridor. They passed a room full of men in cages and Abigail knew that after her boys had been dealt with these men would be brought out and fixed. And after they’d been done, yet more men would be done. And so on and so forth.

They went through a set of swinging doors, down another short corridor and into a small white room. The room contained two naked men strapped onto gurneys: Trevor and Justin.

“Hello, boys!” she said, walking between them.

They couldn’t reply because they were both were gagged to stop any begging and pleading.

Abigail went first to Justin and stroked his handsome cheek. “I’m sorry, cutie-pie, but you cheated on me. I understand you were tempted, but the bottom line is you wronged me and need to pay a price.”

She patted his penis which, despite the circumstances, was stiffening up nicely. As it stiffened Abigail thought of the miserable girl in the car park who loved him. It was hard to admit it but the two had a genuine connection. Did she really have the right to sever that? Was she really so caught up in her own fury that she couldn’t see the bigger picture?

“Fine!” she muttered and turned to the girl with the clipboard, who was still standing in the doorway.

“I’d like to request amnesty for this one,” she said, nodding at Justin.

“You want to stop the procedure?” asked the girl.

“On him, yes.”

“But you still wish for your husband to have it?”

“Yes.”

She turned to Trevor on the opposite gurney, whose eyes were wide with shock at what had just happened.

She stepped closer and stroked his balding head. “I’m sorry it’s just you, Trevor, but you brought this on yourself, with your toxic male ego and petty jealousies. If you’d just let me have my fun then all this could have all been avoided.”

She bent down and kissed him on the cheek before going to sit in a chair between both gurneys. A second later two young women in nurse’s uniforms entered. One brunette and the other blonde. The brunette smiled at Abigail and then turned to Trevor.

“This is a very simple procedure and perfectly safe. Of all the men we’ve done, and we’ve done an awful lot, none have suffered any long term damage. You’ve been given a local anaesthetic so you won’t feel the procedure.”

Abigail watched, fascinated as the young brunette lifted her husband’s testes and, with two deft slices of a scalpel, removed his balls and placed them in a shiny metal dish. It really was that simple. One minute he was a man, the next he wasn’t.

Smiling, the brunette nurse exited carrying his balls. Meanwhile the blonde nurse approached Trevor with a needle and sutured up his now empty scrotum. “It’ll feel sore for a week, but then it’ll be as if there was never anything there to begin with!” she smiled, giving Trevor’s hand a supportive squeeze.

Now, at long last, Abigail had closure. And she couldn’t help but notice, as she left the room, that Justin’s magnificent cock was rock hard and dribbling. Clearly escaping the scalpel while watching his adversary be de-balled was very exciting indeed, and she imagined him using that memory next time he fucked Lucy. Lucky girl, she thought without bitterness.


23: The Newest Houseboy

Trevor knelt in the centre of the living room. He was completely naked save for a pink satin collar around his neck. He listened as Abigail’s car pulled up onto the drive. A second later the front door opened and closed, and his wife entered with a young man following her.

“This is the new houseboy I was telling you about,” explained Abigail. She looked at the eunuch kneeling before her. “Say hello to Bruce!”

“Hello Bruce!” said the man who wasn’t technically a man any more.

Abigail smiled and then, as always happened when she brought new houseboys to the house, had Bruce take off his uniform and show Trevor his big cock. A cock that, unlike Trevor’s, could actually get hard and produce semen.

“Lovely, isn’t it?” she said, stroking it. And stroking it some more. And stroking it some more, until there was a gasp from Bruce and he was shooting his load over the nutless man before him.

Trevor wasn’t surprised by the shower of cum. Abigail always did this when she brought a new houseboy home. She thought christening Trevor with his sperm was good for him. It reminded him that there was an actual man in the house and that he was to give them his upmost respect.

The next day Trevor accompanied his wife to the office. After the business five years earlier, Abigail had taken over the reins of Juniper. She had jumped straight in, determined to learn every aspect of the business. She was tired of being a lady of leisure and wanted to do something with her life.

She was smart, though, and knew that Trevor’s expertise was useful, so he often accompanied her. He wore a short skirt and blouse and high heels, and had to work in the main office. Much to the amusement of his old staff, especially Gina, who ribbed him mercilessly.

“Sexy bitch, aren’t you? Maybe your wife should whore you out?”

Although that was better than how Kevin treated him. Kevin just ignored him, as if he no longer existed. And the few times he caught the salesman looking at him, it was with utter contempt.

As ever when he minced around the office doing menial paperwork he thought of Justin. Justin had stayed in Ludlow Heights and married Lucy. Trevor often saw the young couple around town. Lucy was pregnant and looked radiant, and Justin looked incredibly proud. Whenever the younger man saw Trevor he smirked, knowing that he had dodged a bullet that day in the Modification Centre.

Ironically Trevor no longer hated Justin. He understood that the best man had won. He knew he had behaved atrociously and in many ways deserved his fate, much like every other man in America did. It was just a shame he had to lose his balls to find peace.


Epilogue

The rest of the world watched America’s experiment with a female first led society with interest. They watched crime rates plummet and the economy thrive, and as American regained its place as a superpower Female First movements sprang up in other countries. Britain was next to embrace the Matriarchy, electing a female Prime Minister who, on her first day in office, declared women the superior sex. Within weeks the British parliament had ratified a series of bills that put women very much in control, echoing the measures they had seen enacted across the Pond.

Canada and Australia were next to embrace Female First governments. That started a rush of other countries to become Matriarchies. Of course there was trouble in some places – riots, civil unrest, even an assassination – but these were quickly quelled as countries realised that having women in charge was ultimately the only way to thrive.

And so the world became a Matriarchy. Men were no longer in charge. Men were officially the weaker sex and the world was better off for it.

THE END


More Femdom themed stories by the same author...

Be Careful What You Wish For

By Jezelle Wilde

Roger Bishop is an average man in an average job. He has a beautiful wife called Suzy but the passion seems to have gone out of their marriage. Then one day Suzy discovers he is excited by the idea of being dominated by women and proposes that they try a new kind of relationship. She will take charge of every aspect of their lives and he will, behind closed doors, be her slave.

Roger readily accepts and soon his Femdom fantasies are a reality. But before long Suzy grows frustrated by not having a real man to satisfy her needs and decides to cuckold her husband. Sadly for Roger his fantasies start taking a more degrading and painful turn as his wife’s new boyfriend thinks up increasingly extreme ways to belittle and emasculate him...

Be Careful What You Wish For is a fast paced erotic novel about female domination in a modern marriage. Told from both Roger’s and Suzy’s point of view, it incorporates enforced degradation, corporal punishment, cuckolding, sissification, public humiliation and chastity, before culminating in the ultimate act of domination.

This wild and sexy ride is strictly for adults only and not suitable for anyone under the age of eighteen.


The Plot to Enslave Men

By Jezelle Wilde

A Femdom conspiracy thriller....

Cole Parker is a salesman at Trigger, Britain’s third largest drinks and beverage manufacturer. He begins to suspect that one of his company’s drinks, a new lifestyle smoothie aimed at men called Sticky Milk, is not what it seems. And so he begins investigating, and in the process uncovers a diabolical and horrifying conspiracy to control an entire gender.

Meanwhile, Felicity Yardley, the ruthless young executive responsible for Sticky Milk is facing her own problems. She has ambitious corporate rivals and incompetent staff all trying to thwart her plans to bring Female Supremacy to modern British life. And now she has Cole, and must to stop him before he succeeds in exposing her dark plans. Before long the two become embroiled in a brutal game of cat and mouse that only one can win...

The Plot to Enslave Men is a sexy mash-up of conspiracy thriller, dystopian science fiction and extreme Femdom. It fuses genres and creates a wholly original – and at times explicit – exploration of how far one woman will go to change the world, and the ordinary man trying to stop her.

This story contains strictly adult material and is not suitable for anybody under the age of eighteen.


The Red Collection

25 Femdom and Cuckolding Stories...

Chastity, castration, public disgrace, small penis humiliation, encouraged bi, interracial cuckolding, male milking, extreme pegging, and the ultimate clean-up are just some of the erotic themes covered in The Red Collection...

A cuckolded man is sent to a dominatrix and trained how to perform fellatio on alpha males. A submissive professor at an American university fails to pay his Loser Tax and is taught a very embarrassing lesson. An enterprising woman opens a themed bar and staffs it with naked men who have incredibly small penises. Two cuckolds share a bed and come up with a unique way to relieve their sexual frustration. And a young hotwife attends a fashion show in which beta males model the very latest chastity cages...

These and other sexy short stories make up The Red Collection. Taking Femdom and Cuckolding as a jumping off point, they explore a wide range of humiliating and degrading scenarios in which men – or at least the beta male variety – suffer at the hands of wickedly imaginative women. Sometimes they take place in a world not dissimilar to this one, but others take us into near futures or dystopian nightmares where women have gained the upper hand and aren’t afraid to use it.

The Red Collection is about the diverse situations female domination and cuckolding can give rise to. These stories are frequently explicit and strictly for adults only.


Shame and Punishment

By Jezelle Wilde

Welcome to a special school where submissive men are humiliated and chastised by dominant young women...

Lucy Green is struggling to put herself through university, so when an old friend tells her about a well paid if somewhat unorthodox opportunity she jumps at the chance. The opportunity is to work as a dominant tutor at an institution devoted to Female Domination.

While teaching her first class Lucy finds herself attracted to one of her pupils, a handsome young man blessed in all the right places. Despite it being against Academy rules she gives in to temptation and has an illicit liaison with him. They are discovered by the headmistress of the establishment and Lucy is given a stark choice: submit to punishment or leave Willard Academy and never come back. Lucy chooses punishment...

Shame and Punishment is a sexy short read about dominance and submission. It not only deals with women dominating men, but also deals with a young woman being disciplined and humiliated. This fantasy story contains explicitly sexual scenes, and is strictly for adults only.


Stiff Competition

By Jezelle Wilde

We return to the special school where submissive men are humiliated and chastised by dominant young women...

Prisha and Sian both work at Willard Academy, a kinky school where submissive men pay to be dominated by young women. The girls are fiercely competitive and decide to hold a Fluffing Contest. They will each train a slave to be a fluffer, who will then represent them in the degrading competition.

When the big day arrives things don’t go according to plan. One of the girls cheats and the other fails to produce an adequately competent fluffer. And so the tables are turned and the girls themselves must submit to a series of shameful and painful punishments at the hands of the Academy’s strict headmistress, Mrs Willard.

Stiff Competition is a racy read filled with outrageously humiliating scenarios in which hapless men and haughty women get their just deserts. It’s strictly for adults only as it contains scenes of female domination, female submission, and extreme degradation.

Although Stiff Competition is completely stand-alone, it is set in the same fictional school as Shame and Punishment, also by the same author.
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