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““an empty man, is an unfocused man”

Julie

“a man who believes himself in chastity rather than a dead bedroom has a vivid imagination”

Jen

“Just do, don't think”

Julie
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1  Introduction
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My Suburban Spanker series (yes, I’ll say it is a series now) has resulted in a few emails from people sharing their kinky lives with me. Not all scene types, some came from the quiet spankers you’d never expect just as I pontificated existed when I started. Thank you, T.

This story is an interesting one as it tracks back something like fourteen years if Jen’s maths is correct, and it starts off with the idea of hiring a dominatrix for your husband that I find wild, but she’s convinced me that this just the sort of thing married people should be investigating. The general gist is that sadomasochism brings vivid colour to a marriage that time has greyed out.

Her theory is that husbands have fantasies and an itch in their head from an early age that they usually supress when first dating that grows as they age, which can make them act rashly with another woman and/or it eats away at them when straight sex has declined in a couple due to life. 

Therefore, her recommendation if you have a great marriage worth saving is that a wife should outsource servicing that ‘itch’ to someone else once you’ve got to that age where confidence replaces insecurities, and she thinks it works brilliantly with BDSM as sex is a leap too far for most. The thrills and intimacy of sadomasochism provide a great alternative to sex if you think about it; the physical and emotional journey is much more dramatic than a fuck, the forbidden so much more forbidden, and the secrets between spouses so much more dramatic inducing greater bonding.

Jen called it the forth age of her marriage; first came the young honeymoon years of constant (vanilla) sex where her husband taught her how to enjoy her body and to come out of her shell, then child rearing and responsibility, then the near divorce of the sexless menopause, before the renaissance that the whip of a dominatrix unleashed to save their dying marriage. 

For Will, our bottom, this is one of ‘boiling the frog’ as the women say. He starts with a classic femdom fantasy in his head, finds the courage to tell his wife and they try some casual whipping in the bedroom as a means to re-spark the fading embers of their relationship, which succeeds quite nicely before the menopause kills the whole thing. 

And there their marriage remains, destined to wither away slowly until Julie the dominatrix enters their lives and little by little, she beats the porn fantasies out of his head via the rough reality of the whip and strap. As we find out, much to the amusement of the women; being whipped like they do in porn really really hurts, the male fantasy built up over decades takes work to tolerate in real life. 

Julie is a pro and knows how to ease a man into being a bottom. She opens the couple’s minds to the sexual highs that sadomasochism injects into the human body along with the power of male chastity to reprogramme a husband away from seeing penetrative sex as the sole root to sexual happiness. From this comes a gradual evolution into a female led relationship and all the benefits that brings. The lessons are harsh and numerous, but Will learns and Jen discovers her own inner domme to extract what she wants from him along the way; this is a tale of a woman who finds her power and confidence and a man who finds inner peace.

Had you told the couple that Will would in time becomes experienced enough to plead for punishment severe enough to cause actual welts or bruises or enjoy the cane or slurping up his own cum, or that he would love chastity then they’d have said you were insane. Had you told Jen that she’d get a sexual thrill causing her body to become horny again from hurting her husband she’d have told you that you were on drugs, but today theirs is a marriage of joy thanks to hiring a professional dominatrix. But it didn’t start there, this took years of gradual exploration, so let us learn from them.

As usual, names and locations have been mangled, and I have distorted the timings although the core details are on point.

Finally, in the dialogue, I have mangled some words to try and hint at the accent involved so please forgive me South Africans.
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2  The Dying Marriage and How the Hell Do You Become a Dominatrix
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Jen is near fifty and getting hammered by the perimenopause, the hot flushes have her throwing off the duvet and freezing Will or opening the patio doors in the middle of winter to blast the living room with chilly air. It has hit their marriage too, her sex drive is now this mysterious thing that appears randomly before completely vanishing, try to concentrate and grab at it is like trying to recall a dream in that it causes it to leap further away until it’s gone. 

Will used to always able to talk her into fooling around with some cuddling and snake charming soft talk, but now it’s falling on deaf ears, and he’s reduced to wanking and watching porn in his home office, their empty nest speeding up the growing chasm. Some serious conversations have been had about sex, yet the bedroom is pretty much dead, the cancerous cells of resentment breaking off to infect other parts of the relationship despite humour and love being very much present unlike many of their friends. The silence of dissatisfaction rather than silence of comfort hangs in the air, made almost worse by days when they laugh and a flirt leaks out like old times.

Will liked having an older girlfriend when they got together, a ‘mature’ shy woman who had reached the point when she craved sex and for whom his stamina was welcome, but now he’s not so sure. To spice things up he’s bought Jen some boots to wear in bed and for a while she was up for it, she’s got to the age when she’s running out of fucks and the self-conscious woman of her twenties who’d have refused to dress up due to embarrassment even though she secretly found it fun has been replaced by ‘sod it, I’ll give anything a go once’ confidence. They branched out into some mild spanking and in his excitement that maybe this was their new type of sex life he bought some whips and a paddle. 

He’d have preferred to have been the one to do the spanking as he loved watching dirty bitches beg for punishment in porn, it really excited him, but Jen said it was his bum or nothing, so he bent over to try and become her bottom. Receiving the riding crop as the bottom hurt, but he dug in chasing the kink rather than the lonely desert of solo-masturbation. 

You know what, it brought them together, Jen gave it a decent go as whipping his bottom didn’t hurt her so ‘why not’, and over a couple of years he grew to like it. She would catch her reflection in the mirror as she whipped her husband admiring her own lithe toned shape, then as the strap or whip end fell into view, she’d still get a kind of shock at the adult she had become. She had believed herself boringly conservative what with the voice of her mother’s opinions sat not that far below the surface, but age chilled out the judgemental monologuing in her head. Spanking was fun, it was easier than sex too, they even had laughs doing it as it was a bit silly after all, and it became a space to reconnect.

Sadly, the new relationship energy that introduced the relaxation that spanking brings to a marriage degraded into stop start, then ever so gradually it became more stops than starts before trailing off into memories as perimenopause consumes his once sexual wife further. 

Jen has just lost all her sex drive, she just doesn’t think about sex until the odd random occasion when his trousers are down and she is whipping him to completion as he wanks through the pain, only then might her reactive response awaken her vagina. Will has some troubles adjusting at first as he loves receiving a spanking in the moment because the sexual pleasure is great, yet after he has cum her disinterest shines through the post-nut clarity, her good wife grit making him feel like a user. 

It wasn’t a domination thing with them at all, more masochism slash intense orgasm chasing. That is apart from telling him that he’s a bad boy and forcing him to confess about masturbating, which suits him as he’s no sub seeking humiliation, perhaps a little Cantonese thrown in to add bitch wife tone. The sensations the whip delivers grows on him ever so gradually rather than him being born a masochist, the thrashing leads to increasingly great orgasms as he finds that once warmed up, he can take a decent series of whacks and that means the pressure in his cock grows and grows until the explosion cums. 

They’ve both talked about why on earth it’s such fun, how they got to doing this is a mystery as they believe themselves mainstream rather than kinky. Will reckons that pain brings him a degree of welcome impotence because he struggles to spunk when it hurts, causing him to edge and edge until there’s a tussle between pain and pleasure. He won’t know when relief will come, but at some point, a hard wallop will cause him to yell then explode if Jen gets the balance right, his loud dirty grunts sheer bliss as the sperm finally shoots out. 

The poor bastard has tasted the heights of the pain derived orgasm now and a solo wank is awful as it’s so meh, it’s beige to the starburst colour that the crop or belt brings causing him to look more and more forward to his next session. A door was opened and then closed by Jen's hormones, now he’s not only returned to the wilderness, but he’s tasted a higher sexual plain. Solo wanking is killing him mentally.

Will has been a patient man, but he’s in good shape for forty, full of cum and a cock that could still easily spunk daily or more, resulting in the dead bedroom killing him inside. The bag of implements comes on holiday and on weekends away, but the chances of a ‘not tonight’ shift towards outweighing the chances of a yes. He wanks over BDSM porn he gets frustrated with as it’s so staged, imaging scenes he’ll never get. Jen knows it’s wrong, but she won’t see the doctor as her body feels so settled in celibacy, but at the same time divorces are coming fast as middle-age hits in their circle now that kids have begun to leave, the dead bedroom seemingly at the root of most of them. For a little while she’ll renew spanking the cum out of him as her mind temporarily beats the menopausal meh feeling, but it fades fast into a chore. 

Perhaps what confuses her and Will is that whipping him does on occasion get her sexually excited as her power over him and his grunts and begging causes that tingle, then perhaps she’ll shove him down to work her pussy with his mouth. A random quickie part way through his punishment feels really good, so both struggle to understand why it is she loves it once under way yet cannot get over the mountain to say yes to begin with.

Both of them are stuck, marking time hoping that something will turn the clock back. Probability says that isn’t coming, that separation like their friends is their fate, but they’ve both got too much affection and a life together to call it quits right now like their peers, so their marriage remains destined to slowly wither on the vine until one of them calls a halt far too late to start afresh or dies. 

Will is very loyal, he’s not a nag about it, but Jen sees the little smiles he gets at the tennis club from the divorcees and the compliments from her friends after a few drinks loosen lips now induce slight anxiety rather than the pride they once did. He was never a ladies’ man, but she worries that biology will overcome loyalty, that perhaps a shag when away on work trips might start becoming a regular thing until one-offs evolve into meeting someone permanent. The interregnum lasts and lasts unresolved until the stoic Julie comes into their lives.
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Julie is a smart and extremely well turned-out woman. Late forties like Jen but looks late thirties. She’s a little overweight, medium height, a little plain and chubby, but that gives her a nice shape and a large bosom. Bixie cut hair, expensive dark highlights and colouring, giving a slightly ruffled yet arranged to perfection youthful balance. Jen didn’t like her at first, even though they hadn’t even spoken, she just appeared too manicured and tailored, and in her snap judgement that marked her out as another shallow Surrey woman of money. Jen was practical whereas Julie was glamourous, and unfairly her judgemental side leaked out.

Men like Julie a lot when they know her, they are drawn to her dry South African humour and her air of subtle take-charge makes her attractive to them, but strangers wouldn’t letch at her on the train. Her age knocks that on the head, yet her sharp dressing, pencil skirts with stockings or equestrian country penchant means that certain types will think again and glance at her letting their minds wander. 

An accountant by trade, she would look at ease in a grey office with only one window and plastic plants if she weren’t so expensively turned out. Her plainness and sometimes stern manner befitting the queen bee of the admin section of a company you’ve never heard of, indeed that was once her life. Only the dance in her watchful green eyes hinting that nighttime Julie might not be what you expect.

Except Julie is no longer in that grey corporate life, her husband left her for a nubile young graduate on his company’s scheme and disappeared off to the Madrid office in disgrace leaving her with two high-school aged children in an expensive Surrey suburb. Julie wasn’t the high maintenance woman of today as a mother and wife to a man who had worn her down, but nonetheless the bills were piling up and decisions were going to have to be made, her future looking like an apartment in a shabby block, a comedown from stockbroker belt to the a place where dogs are chained up barking all day in rubbish strewn concreted gardens. 

She wasn’t a fool just waiting passively for something to save her, after the shock of the dear John her accounting brain kicked in causing the new Merc and some stocks to be sold buying her time to sell the house at a fair price. The practical take-action instinct drowning out the instinct to sit inside and cry, although she was still in that delusion that her husband would come though on the private school fees as he would never just abandon his children. She was fucked when he refused, his ‘woe is me’ moaning about the cost of setting up in Madrid with his mistress rubbing in salt, but the maths now didn’t add up for schooling and her salary wasn’t going to cut it. Their lives were to be ruined too.

Julie had taken the back seat to let David become the senior ‘big I am’ even though he was not suited to it. He was arrogant and fickle causing his career to stutter as he hopped about, whilst she ended up administering the books in middling firms two days a week going nowhere so as to work around the kids. He was a weak man and an inattentive father, the fling a series in a long line of self-sabotage where his self-centred short termism reigned, the only thing he stuck at year after year was propping up a peeling façade of prosperity to impress the neighbours via a mortgage that grew instead of reduced. It was Julie who spun the plates and kept the household solvent, it was him who played the bigshot and blew money on rounds of drinks for near-strangers and outbidding his peers at charity auctions. And now over the phone he was making excuses as to why he couldn’t afford to support his own children.

The grubby Sunday tabloid newspaper saved her, saved her house, in fact in time it led to a much nicer upgrade and funded two children through university. David lost his share of the tasteful, yet unimpressive house with the almighty mortgage in the divorce so that was hers if she could meet the payments. Trapped in despair, saving this indebted home felt like an overwhelming challenge; she could never have imagined that future Julie would in time move upwards to the enviable position of a detached on Church Road.

The tabloid liked to titillate readers with scandalous behaviour dressed up as news for people who lacked the courage to buy a porn magazine, at least that’s what she’d said to David numerous times, her South African “hey” at the end turning a statement into a question, threat or a gentle sign of uncertainty depending on the context. The flash of suspenders or the photos of a skimpy socialite on full page spreads in between the scandals of powerful men who hired hookers embarrassed her, but he kept it on.

Yet the paper still came as cancelling it was yet another chore that he’d landed her with, and she read it as had become her new habit as it was light relief to her life falling apart. It was in this rag that an article about an aging madam spanking ‘naughty’ men up near Birmingham in some nondescriptive suburb caught her eye. 

This battle axe had a queue of punters they claimed, a waiting list indeed, and boasted about making four times Julie’s salary. Explaining her no sex rule was distorted into bragging by the journo as if her clients were being cheated, yet this same hack made sure there were plenty of pictures of the provocative madam posing with her riding crop or a school cane, all of which will have excited a lot of readers. 

Julie thought this older lady was sexy, in her own defeated state as the abandoned wife, this woman oozed power and take-charge over men, lousy men who she beat and bearing in mind Jen’s marriage circumstances, men whose cocks got nothing, ‘fuck you’ thought Julia to those men. The Madam’s thigh-booted foot up on a school chair, her crop and leather gloved hand casually resting on the jodhpurs, that hair over the shoulder turn into the camera and caption declaring ‘I decide, you don’t, now get on your knees’ really not required. The fees this woman charged for a half hour, or a mere forty-five minutes were outrageous.

That Madam stuck in her mind, she reappeared when Julie had to put back some items in the supermarket as she lacked sufficient money, then she reappeared when the pouring rain caught her as she waited at the bus stop to get to a job she loathed. She snapped and in a whirlwind of ‘fuck it’ she stuck handmade cards in the window of a few convenience stores alongside the adverts for used cars and mystics, phoned up the local newspaper and a magazine to post an advert in the personal services sections. “Strict South African Woman available to discipline you. I have high expectations; you will meet them or else - call between 7pm and 9pm only” or some such line and the phone number of her home study plus the name of her local rail station.

It was fiddly, she had to make sure the house was empty before having clients over as no child wants to hear their mother spanking some sweaty man, but she sold the limited diary as a sign of exclusivity. The first sessions didn’t exactly go well as she didn’t know what she was doing and it was all a bit rubbish for the first few clients as the crop she dug out from ancient riding lessons was learning on the job. Still, she had cash in her hand now and in between callers she’d apply for full time accounting jobs.

Men were often rude to her on the phone, many using her stern voice to try and get off, and of the subset that booked most failed to show up. One man who actually sessioned got a bit snotty about her lacking the most basic equipment and her manner being like a soft accountant rather than the strict Madam of the advert. He got quite snooty in a lull. 

That pissed her off, she’d been fucked around for weeks by wankers heavy breathing down the phone plus David avoiding her calls, the bank was now making threats, and the children were bringing home letters asking her to settle outstanding accounts with the school. 

Julie got angry and beat him with his own belt until he was begging for mercy, her accent smoother for Surrey dropping back to the brutal guttural sound of the Boer on a mission to tell him exactly who was in charge. From what she recalls, all the anger about her husband poured out and along that belt into his buttocks until he was actually crying, then his pathetic sound had her berate him and call him a sissy and all sorts of names as he couldn’t ‘even her ‘take ma basic level spanking, I’ve not even hit the dial at level four yet man’. His begging for mercy pissed her off causing more beating.

“You think you can come here and tell me what’s what, hey? Listen well, I tell you, you don’t tell me, got it?”

He was now her first regular, the anger she unleashed on him just what he wanted. She was spiteful and hateful, she was mean in what she said and she beat him until he bruised, she had no pity for him, she wanted to force those tears from his eyes, she’d bend down close to his face so he could feel her breath and tell him that she was going to make him cry. This man was now the lightning rod for her abandonment. The first clients got Julie the kind natured lady, the woman destined for failure in this dominatrix career, but he unleashed ‘Madam Coetzee’ the mean harsh ex-South African police bitch, the cover story a veneer over the betrayed wife full of vinegar and dislike of men whinging with self-pity.

She then beat him when he suggested other implements for his insolence at trying to tell her what to do, she made him crawl around pleading to be forgiven as she lashed his back with a long leather luggage strap she’d cut off a suitcase as a cheap hack, the knots she’d tied causing him to flinch. In a spontaneous moment of temper at his pathetic excuses, she kicked his buttocks again and again withy her solid dowdy accounting shoes. Her tale of policewomen in Joburg using this to beat out confessions exciting the sub no end. 

Accidentally standing on his hand incited a yelp and to cover her mistake she lashed him and made him beg for the other hand to be crushed. He did, causing her to add pressure until he was pleading, her anger morphing into something new.

“Be quiet, man. You’re pathetic, hey. Stop your whining before I lose my cool.” she cursed as she applied weight to his palm once more.

Afterwards when drinking tea, he asked innocently to fill the air about how she came into the business, she barked that it was none of his business, unable to separate playing the role of bitch from the aftercare phase and there they sat in silence. She was a nice lady really; this spite wasn’t her so to correct the silence and to keep her only decent client she asked him about the other dommes he had seen and he warmed up causing her to defrost. 

He had tales of scenes and services, he had thoughts on styles and insights into fetishes, he knew what paid more and what was a wham bam easy money. Julie did what Julie did best, she asked questions and then let the man do all the talking and boy did he love sharing. He loved her even more for it too.

To add to her fake name when he asked about her life again she invented the back story of being in the South African police back home, her strict demeanour could feed off that and her ‘experience’ of interrogations and ‘harsh measures’ would add cachet she thought, she was a quick thinker using his insights. His money funded a better advert and being told that he needed ‘intensive training’ every week for a month got her out of the finance hole.

In her study he got to demand fuck all as she told him, but in her kitchen over the following weeks he’d decompress and teach her the trade, a professional relationship developed and this well off monied client was there weekly for ‘correction’. A character trait she’d always had was being a good listener, she liked people and she liked asking them about themselves and they liked opening up to her. A Madam perhaps no different to her other jobs, it was all about rapport and interest after all. ‘You listened for what wasn’t being said’, was to become her advice to Jen.

“Yoou are to buy me a pair of the leather boots and the strap you mentioned, hey. Yoou must present them to me on your next visit, tribute.......ja”. It was an idea she’d had on the bus, she mirrored the jargon contained in the stories he’d previously told and being a ‘pervert’, he’d know where to shop and she didn’t. The man was ecstatic, he was delighted and even asked her how much it would cost him, so as quick as a flash she invented a fee for ‘homework’ and off he went practically jogging up the driveway.

The next session was easy, she had the man fit her new boots and kneel as she walked around, she made him smell the leather ‘to check’ then inspect the creases and soles for blemishes, his heavy breathing telling her that she’d hit paydirt, the clock on the far wall ticking down at his expense whilst she did no physical labour whatsoever. A shove to his face with the boot and a snarly

“yoou aren’t good enough for these boots” before telling him to remove them so that they could go back in the box, her now sweating feet naked and padding around in front of him. The disappointment on his face was beaten out of him once she’d let him wallow in the confusion, the warm up beginning when she tracked his eyes leering at her painted toes too long leading to the strap and the promise that if he endured then he might sniff the boots again, yet there they sat in the box just a few feet from his face mocking him. 

All the other clients got the benefit of course, they loved the bitch in her dull business suit juxtaposition with slut boots, but this sub was made to wait a month and then two when he had the nerve to ask, yet when the big day came, he was in heaven having earned the right to see them the hard way. 

In their post-match tea she gave him other shopping tasks and back he’d come only to be teased and denied again, it was nice to rinse a lawyer rather than the other way around. It was with him she learned to deny men until they were fit to burst, the more denial they got the more they’d chase her whims hoping to please her. They wanted her to command them, they wanted her to be fickle and domineering.

“Giving a man what he wants isn’t what he wants.” the first of her mantras and something she openly warned prospective clients about. The more warnings she gave about being cruel and moody on the phone, the more the men ended up pleading to be allowed to book her. If she was busy, she’d deny them.

Not every client wanted their wallet drained on gifts of course, but the South African venom she was dishing out was working and soon she had a nice roster of regulars, and they kitted out the back room and her wardrobe with implements and clothing at their expense. As the years rolled by along came the luxury gym membership, car finance, hair and nail saloon weeklies gifted by a little cadre of well off clients in her ‘stal’ (stable) plus the unexpected yet polite Christmas thank you notes and hamper from the occasional old-money wife insisting on maintaining manners even if they didn’t approve of their husbands’ vice or did and were grateful another woman was dealing with it all. Her refusal to
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