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1: The Billionaire

1.

Jackson Wade sat at his desk looking out over London. It was an amazing view, taking in Buckingham Palace, Trafalgar Square and, most impressively, the Houses of Parliament. He liked this last landmark in particular because it was, for all of its faults, still the centre of power in Britain. And power interested Jackson a great deal.

As did women, especially young and beautiful ones, which is why a nineteen year old business student was currently kneeling before him sucking him off, and doing a very good job of it. “You’re really impressing me with your enthusiasm,” Jackson said, stroking the young woman’s shiny blonde hair.

“Thank you,” she mumbled, and he smiled. Normally he didn’t like people talking with their mouth full, but he’d let this one pass.

The girl in question was Jessica Smyth, and she was one of his many interns. He supposed it was risky as hell doing this with a young employee, what with him being a thirty six year old billionaire and her fresh out of university. That said, he had a team of lawyers permanently on standby, so if this went bad and she decided to bring a sexual harassment suit against him, he’d be ready. Not that it ever got that far. He had a sixth sense when it came to picking women to play with. It was fun for them too. He wasn’t bad looking, in fact he’d been voted the sexiest young billionaire in Britain by GQ Magazine, and had the money to treat women well, which he gladly did. This girl would be the better off for their dalliance, with gifts galore and the opportunity to advance in Wade Enterprises, the massive conglomerate he ran.

Jessica was just speeding up, her head bobbing up and down like a woodpecker’s, when the buzzer on his desk lit up and his secretary’s voice crackled over the intercom. “Sian Alperton is here to see you, Sir,” she said crisply.

“Send her in, Becky,” he said.

The door opened and Sian entered. All credit to her, the fact there was a young lady on her knees fellating him didn’t faze her. Indeed she smirked slightly at the sight. “Sorry to disturb your meeting, but you wanted an update on our special project,” she said.

“Go ahead,” he said, looking her straight in the eye.

“I think I’ve found both a property and a woman to recruit and train the staff,” Sian continued, her voice containing a hint of pride. “The property is a somewhat dilapidated manor house in Surrey. It’s got ample grounds and is well off the beaten track, ensuring total privacy. In other words it’s perfect for your needs.”

“And the woman?” he asked, curious.

“A professional who specialises in all the areas you require. In fact she’s currently on the way to the Manor as I have a meeting scheduled with her later.”

Jackson grunted as he came, filling the young intern’s mouth with his juices, and then motioned for her to stand. She did so, wiping her curvaceous red lips with the handkerchief he offered her.

“Excellent technique,” he said.

“Thank you, Mr Wade,” she replied with a smile.

He nodded at her, indicating it was time for her to leave, and then turned his full attention to Sian. “My helicopter is on the roof. We can go there now, and see both the property and the trainer.”

Sian motioned at his groin. “You should probably zip that back up first.”

Smirking, he did just that.

2.

The helicopter ride took less than thirty minutes. As ever Jackson got a childlike thrill from flying in his own helicopter. He could of course have flown it himself, he held a PPL and CPL, licences that allowed him to pilot both planes and helicopters, but he needed to scan the information Sian had diligently prepared for him.

On paper Fullerton Manor looked promising. Yes it was ramshackle as hell, with thirty or more years of neglect etched into it, but that could be taken care of. The fact that it was isolated made it ideal; they would need that for what would be going on there.

As for the woman Sian had chosen, she too looked good on paper. Forty-four years old, retired from the business, but had apparently kept some clients. Including her own cuckolded husband, who featured prominently in her numerous OnlyFans clips. Judging by what she made him do in those clips, and how she spoke to him, she had exactly the right skill set, especially if she could use it to teach Gen Z women how to dominate cuckolded beta males.

Before long they were circling Fullerton Manor and its expansive grounds, and Jackson saw that it was even better in real life than on paper. The derelict Tudor manor stood as a relic of a bygone era. The exterior, adorned with dark, weathered timber beams and timeworn white plaster, was riddled with gaping holes where once there were windows. The roof, doubtless once impressive, was now a patchwork of missing tiles and sagging timbers. The imposing stone steps leading to the entrance were worn and uneven and almost certainly a health and safety risk, yet still oddly majestic.

Surrounding the Manor, the gardens were an insane wilderness. Overgrown bushes and twisted trees reclaimed the grounds that had once been carefully manicured by long-dead gardeners. There was even a rundown Groundskeeper’s Cottage at the entrance that could be converted into a state of the art guardhouse, complete with CCTV and security gates. After all, they didn’t want any Tom, Dick or Harry driving up thinking it was a National Trust property.

“It’s got potential,” Jackson said admiringly. If he didn’t already have a very desirable Tudor mansion of his own in Kent he may have considered refurbishing it and living here himself.

3.

Kitty Jones, the forty-four year old OnlyFans entrepreneur and retired dominatrix, met them on the gravel driveway. Tagging along behind her was her downtrodden husband. Kitty was dressed in jodhpurs and a crisp cream blouse, while her husband was dressed in a skimpy maid’s dress, complete with fishnet stockings and four inch high heels. Curiously, although wearing make-up, his hair had been left in a manly side-parting, which only served to make him look even more ridiculous. “Hope you don’t mind, but it’s not often my sissy bitch gets to meet the richest man in Britain,” said Kitty.

“I’m actually only the second richest, but I’m sure your sissy bitch will settle for that,” he replied drolly and Kitty laughed. It was a pleasant laugh, like a soft bell ringing, and Jackson liked her immediately.

Her sissy maid curtseyed and Jackson smiled at his obvious servility. It was completely alien to him; Jackson was alpha to the bone, but he supposed if there weren’t men like this cuckold in the world then he wouldn’t look nearly so impressive. And he did look impressive, of that there was no doubt.

“My assistant outlined the proposal?” asked Jackson as they walked towards the Manor, the gravel crunching beneath their feet.

Kitty nodded. “In considerable detail during a PowerPoint presentation.”

That was one reason Jackson liked Sian: she was beyond thorough. In fact without her his business wouldn’t be half as successful as it was. Then again, a good boss identifies and nurtures talent, and Jackson prided himself on doing just that. “And you’re open to the proposal?” he asked the woman, getting straight to the point.

“Yes, incredibly so.”

“Good, now let’s go look around our new facility,” he said and the trio disappeared inside the derelict manor house that had been standing for over three hundred years.

4.

Fullerton Manor had been built in 1699 by Lord James Danbury. Lord Danbury was something of a scumbag and, along with being a being a slum landlord and wife beater extraordinaire, was also rumoured to have murdered a stable boy because he looked at him with a ‘cock eye.’ What that meant was anybody’s guess, but it was clear that Danbury was a deeply unsavoury man. And that was exactly why Jackson liked him. Maybe some of his extremes weren’t nice, murdering somebody for looking at you askance was literally overkill, but he was a colourful character whose stories had stood the test of time.

The Manor, after being passed from one failing Lord to another had finally been abandoned in the nineteenth century, and stood empty for almost a hundred years. Then, during the Second World War, it had been converted into a hospital for returning service men. Sadly it had been bombed during this period, and sustained major structural damage that left it largely uninhabitable. After another period of neglect, it was brought in the nineteen sixties by a showbiz impresario, who had invested hundreds of thousands into making it habitable again. And garish, with the kind of gaudy decor that could blind you if looked at it for too long.

The man’s children inherited the brash pile and mostly ignored it until now, when the grand children had decided to sell. At a steal, really, considering it had twelve bedrooms, twenty studies, and just over fifty acres of land.

As Jackson guided Kitty around this decaying eyesore, he tried to make her see what he saw: “It looks like complete and utter shit now, but by the time you and Sian have had the builders in, it’ll be a veritable palace.”

“I agree,” said Kitty enthusiastically. “Even now it has character to spare.”

He nodded, pleased with her response, and they walked in silence for a while, marvelling at the sixteen foot high ceilings and ornate carvings that had somehow survived the manor’s chequered past. As they moved deeper into the warren of rubble-strewn rooms, Jackson asked Kitty about her husband, who was mincing behind them in the tiny maid’s dress that robbed him of his dignity.

“How do you put up with such a freak?” he asked bluntly and she laughed.

“Yes, he’s a freak, but he’s my freak!” she rejoined happily.

“He’s not your lover, though?”

“Heavens no, the poor dear is – or was – absolutely hopeless at sex. That’s what originally got me into domination. I used to lose my temper with his sexual inadequacy and treat him like shit, which I found I had a real aptitude for.” She cast an almost fond glance at the man in a dress teetering behind them. “And he loved it, which made me think if he did, maybe other men would?”

“So you cheat on him?”

“Openly and with lusty abandon.”

He laughed at her choice of language. “Good, because I want the cuckolding dynamic to be at the heart of this venture, so much so that it becomes known as Cuckold Manor. There are plenty of other female domination themed establishments out there, but I want to be the first one that caters to cuckoldresses and their spineless cucks.”

“You’re saying only cuckolded men can stay here?”

“Yes, single perverts can bugger off somewhere else.”

They continued on their tour of the crumbling structure, with the sissy maid mincing behind them in all his wretched glory. If Jackson had his way, this building would one day be filled with ‘men’ like this sissy maid.

Somewhere ahead there was a loud and unsettling thud as something big collapsed. “We should probably leave before a piece of masonry squashes us,” said Kitty with a nervous chuckle.

“Yes,” agreed Jackson, although as a keen BASE jumper, cave diver and – once – bull rider, wandering around a disintegrating mansion didn’t trouble him much. Then again, he could do without the bad press he would get if he got injured alongside an OnlyFans creator and her feminised husband.

5.

“Would you like to see just how craven my cuckolded husband is?” asked Kitty as they emerged into the crisp Surrey sunshine.

“Of course,” said Jackson with a nonchalant grin. He would indeed like to see just how low a cuckolded man could go, if only for research purposes.

Kitty turned to her henpecked husband and adopted a firm no-nonsense tone: “The pilot looks like he could do with a treat,” she said, pointing at the burly pilot standing beside his helicopter smoking a cigarette.

“Yes, Mistress!” said the cuckold and dashed towards the man.

Jackson watched as the maid approached the pilot and said something. The pilot looked shocked and slapped him, hard. The maid wouldn’t give up, though; he fell to his knees and said something else. It looked like he was begging, and after a moment the pilot shrugged and unzipped his trousers.

Jackson watched, flabbergasted, as the maid crawled forward and took the pilot’s cock in his mouth. Then he was blowing the man, much the way the intern had blown Jackson in his office earlier that day. He actually looked pretty good, and even at this distance the technique looked flawless.

“Fuck me,” muttered Jackson to himself.

“Sorry, you’re cute and all but I prefer black guys,” said Kitty and they both laughed.

6.

As his helicopter left the grounds of Fullerton Manor, with the pilot grinning like a Cheshire cat, Jackson felt truly energised (almost as much as he did when Base jumping, cave diving and bull riding). Although this project would have to remain secret, it excited him more than any of his other current business ventures. The whole thing was proof of just how outside the box he could think. But it was more than that; this was the first move in a chess match that would ultimately bring him something very important.


2: The Mistress Trainer

1.

Kitty Jones had been given an obscene amount of money to get Fullerton Manor up and running. The easy bit was getting builders in to renovate the Grade II listed Tudor mansion and make it habitable again. Part of this involved converting the expansive wine cellar into a fully equipped dungeon, so that the cuckolds boarded at the Manor could be taken down below for some serious torture. All of which was straightforward, and much of it she left to her submissive husband to organise, who knew that if he failed his life wouldn’t be worth living.

While these refurbishments were underway Kitty concentrated on the far more difficult task of recruiting staff to work at this highly unique establishment. Jackson Wade, the decidedly sexy billionaire bankrolling this venture, had made it clear that he wanted predominantly women in their late teens and early twenties, at least initially, to give the establishment a youthful vigour. After he had disappeared in his chopper, the executive tasked with helping her set up the establishment – Sian – told Kitty that other women would of course be welcome to work there. In fact she personally felt that a broader selection of women – older, less perfect – would make it much more appealing to the average cuckoldress. But for the moment young ladies were the target.

Thus far Kitty had managed to recruit two women, fellow dominatrices turned clipstore entrepreneurs. Trouble was, both were also young mothers with families to look after so they could only offer limited hours each month. They certainly wouldn’t be the bedrock that a place like this would need to survive and ultimately thrive.

Fortunately Kitty was nothing if not resourceful and had a plan to recruit sexy young vixens to work at Cuckold Manor.

2.

Kitty, wearing a short paisley summer dress that showed off her smooth brown thighs, sat on the Lexus bonnet and waited. It was five o’clock in the afternoon and she was outside Redbridge Police Station.

The middle-aged man she was there to see emerged from the building at five past five. He was laughing with a younger co-worker, but the minute he saw Kitty he broke away and walked hurriedly over to her. “What are you doing here?” he hissed as he approached. He didn’t sound happy.

“What are you doing here, Mistress,” she corrected sharply. “Unless you’ve forgotten your manners since we stopped sessioning.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. It’s just a surprise,” he said, sounding suitably humble.

She nodded, pleased with his instant acquiescence. “Good, now how about we get in your car and discuss why I’m here?”

The minute the doors shut Kitty handed David – aka Detective Baby Dick, as he had been called during their many sessions – a piece of paper with a name on. “I want you to find him and bring him to the Dog and Duck this Friday. Eight pm sharp.”

The policeman looked at the paper anxiously, then at Kitty. “I can’t just kidnap a member of the public!”

“Trust me, he won’t make any complaints after I’ve finished with him.”

He pocketed the paper miserably. “Is that all, Mistress?”

Kitty couldn’t help but smile, enjoying having such a powerful man under her thumb. “Not quite. I need you to get me a list of the complainants involved in this case. And I need it by the end of tomorrow.”

She handed him another piece of paper, which he scanned quickly and then put in his pocket. “I could get sacked for this,” he said quietly.

“If you get found out you could get sacked, but you won’t because you’re good at your job. Besides, if you come through for me I’ll get you a free lifetime pass for a resort that’s right up your street.”

He looked at her with hunger in his eyes. “You mean...?”

“You’ll think you’ve died and gone to kink heaven, but only if you do this for me.”

With that she patted her loyal submissive on the knee and got out of the car, safe in the knowledge that he would do everything she had asked.

3.

Kitty had rented out the room above the Dog and Duck. It was spacious, had nice decor, and crucially could accommodate up to thirty people. It had the added advantage of being fully catered by the landlord, who was another of her old regulars and happy to spend the evening being ordered about. Once a slave always a slave, as Detective Baby Dick had proved.

Kitty sat at a table at the front of the room and watched as young women filed in, giving their names to her submissive husband who was sitting at a table by the entrance. He was in normal clothes – jeans and a shirt – because she didn’t want to scare any of the young women away. That said, he was wearing nipple clamps and a small chastity cage with serrated edges on the inside under those normal clothes, just to remind him of his status.

The women arriving were the victims of sham modelling agency that had taken some bog standard photos of them, and then pretended to forward these pictures to magazines and advertising agencies for an exorbitant fee. Kitty had got the names from Detective Baby Dick, who had come through with all their personal details, allowing her to contact them and invite them to this evening. They thought it was an update on their case, and it kind of was.

The person running the fake model agency was a man called Reg Hilling. Hilling was a shyster who had been doing this for years but, vitally, always knew how much he could get away with. In this instance he hadn’t actually broken any laws, so when the women had complained to the police they hadn’t been able to charge him with anything. Thankfully Kitty had spied an opportunity to use the inadequacy of the law to help her recruitment drive.

Noting that the room was full, with at least twenty young women gathered at tables chatting happily, Kitty stood up and cleared her throat. “Ladies, if I may have your attention!” she said and the room fell silent.

“I’d like to begin by saying that I have gotten you here under false pretences.” There were mutters from the audience, and a few groans, but nobody stood up and left. “However, I think when you find out why you’re here, you’ll be more than happy.”

With that she waved at her husband, who said something to somebody just outside the door. A moment later Detective Baby Dick entered. Shuffling beside him, in a pair of handcuffs, was Reg Hilling. Reg didn’t look happy: “This is a fucking outrage, I’ll have your job for this!” he blustered but Detective Baby Dick ignored him and shoved him roughly towards the front of the room.

“Hello, Reg!” said Kitty with a smile.

“Who the fuck are you?” asked Reg, glaring angrily at her.

“Me? I’m the woman who’s going to help you repent for your sins,” she said and picked up a pair of scissors from her table.

“What the fuck?” muttered the handcuffed man and tried to back away, only to be stopped by the burly policeman. He tried to wriggle free but the detective held him firm.

“I find men repent better when naked!” Grinning, Kitty started cutting away the man’s clothes. Within minutes, his clothes were little more than a pile of rags on the floor and he was stark naked.

“What are you going to do to me?” he asked anxiously.

“Me? Nothing, but these girls are!” She turned to the crowd of watching women, most of whom were wide-eyed with shock at what they had just witnessed.

“This is insane!” continued Reg.

Kitty ignored him and addressed the women. “Reg is now your plaything, ladies. To this end I’ve brought some toys for you to use on him, and while you do that I’m going to film what happens so we’ll all have a nice memento!”

None of the women did anything and Kitty smiled reassuringly. “Trust me, ladies, by the time we’ve finished with this vermin we’ll have so much blackmail material on him he’ll be paying us to keep silent about what went on here.”

Again nothing happened, and Kitty wondered if she would have to start the ball rolling, but then a gorgeous young redhead with almond eyes and freckles stood up and approached. “We can do whatever we like to him?” she asked, looking at the table containing some of Kitty’s favourite punishment tools.

“The only limit is your imagination.”

A sly grin flashed across the redhead’s face. “In that case I fancy caning the little wanker,” she said and grabbed a crook handled cane.

Kitty nodded at Detective Baby Dick, who manhandled Reg over the table and tied him down. The redhead didn’t need asking twice and was suddenly caning the man who had ripped her off.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“This is fucking awesome!” she laughed, slicing viciously at the man’s exposed buttocks.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“You bitches are insane!” screamed Reg as he squirmed futilely against the relentless onslaught.

That seemed to inspire the other women and suddenly there were more standing up to join in with the abuse. No sooner had the redhead finished caning Reg than a busty blonde was using a magic wand on his balls.

ZZZZZZZZ!

“Please don’t!” warbled Reg.

“Sorry, but it’s such fun blasting your saggy nuts!” laughed the blonde and moved in to give his testicles another zap.

ZZZZZZZZ!

After that it was a free for all. One young Indian woman in a sari used a bullwhip on Reg’s bare behind. Then it was the turn of a young black lady to jam a nine inch dildo up his bum. This was followed by a brunette in a mini skirt with legs that refused to quit ramming a thirteen inch dildo up his bum. After which the two dirty dildos were shoved in his mouth so he could lick them clean...

An hour later Reg lay whimpering on the floor. Any defiance he had was long gone, and in its place total subservience. Satisfied that his spirit had been broken Kitty stood up and addressed the young ladies one final time, “You just dominated a man for free, and loved every minute of it. Now I’ll tell you about an opportunity for you to do exactly the same, but for a hefty salary.”

She looked around at the watching women, gratified to see that every single one of them looked interested.

4.

Training Day was a great movie, certainly one of Denzel Washington’s finest. Sadly Kitty’s training day didn’t involve a sexy black guy; it involved ten seriously unsexy white guys. Then again, that pretty much described most submissive males. In Kitty’s experience very few, if any, were that attractive. There was something about them, something desperately uninspiring and dreary. They were born to be second best, and in the world of cuckolding they often were.

Kitty had chosen a warehouse on an industrial estate in Woking for this venture. It was secluded, but offered enough space for the girls she was training to explore what would be a new area for them. Sure, a few may have dominated a boyfriend in the bedroom, or jokingly ordered about a friend at a party, but this was next level stuff.

The slaves – fifteen in all, ranging in age from twenty to seventy – had been instructed to arrive early, and after stripping them all naked and putting them in collars, Kitty told them to line up in the centre of the warehouse. Each slave stood with his hands on his head and stared ahead, waiting for their apprentice Mistresses to arrive. But before they did, Kitty walked down the line of men, giving them a quick pep talk.

“You maggots are going to help me train the next generation of dominatrices,” she began, her heels clicking on the cold hard concrete. “They may be nervous, or unsure, so it’s your job to help them become the best young bitches they can be. That means total obedience from you at all times.”

“Yes, Mistress!” chorused the men.

“I want you at your most pathetically submissive, with a total willingness to do anything they tell you to do,” she continued.

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Good, because if you don’t perform to my satisfaction I’ll send you home with your balls in jiffy bags.”

She smiled slyly as the men’s dicks twitched with excitement at the mention of castration. The poor dears were so hopelessly addicted to abuse that the thought of having their balls removed was a major fantasy. Not that she would ever remove a man’s balls as those tiny orbs between his legs were what made him so easy to control.

As Kitty surveyed the line of throbbing cocks the girls started to arrive. This first batch was made up of Zara, Poppy, Tanza, Shirley and Freda. Freda was the youngest, at just eighteen, while the oldest was Shirley, a twenty-four year old beautician.

“Oh my god!” squealed Freda when she saw the fifteen naked men in a line.

“Fuck me!” grinned Tanza.

At first the girls stood by the warehouse entrance, just looking at the line of naked males. They seemed reluctant to enter, so Kitty beckoned over to them. “Don’t just stand there gawking, come and have a closer look!”

They looked at each other and slowly drifted towards the centre of the warehouse and the waiting slaves. As they did they noticed that all the men were visibly excited. “They’ve all got hard ons!” laughed Poppy, delighted.

“Tiny hard ons!” corrected Freda with a cheeky smirk. “I’ve never seen dicks so small!”

That opened the floodgates to a flurry of comments about micro penises, and how the girls would never date a guy with less than eight inches. That was especially good, thought Kitty, because Cuckold Manor would be about comparing the beta males they dominated with far more desirable alpha males.

5.

With the ice broken Kitty explained to the girls that they needed to always be in control. This started with how they looked at the submissive males in their charge. They weren’t humans, they were just dumb beasts.

“They’re not men, and should be looked at with either contempt or amusement,” she explained. The girls, still slightly nervous but growing in confidence by the second, responded by walking up and down the line of men, eyeing them with disdain. This was made easier by the fact that the men looked utterly ludicrous with their undersized erections poking out in front of them.

Next came tone. The correct tone of voice was everything when it came to keeping the beta male in his place. It was the same tone you would use with a badly behaved dog or a naughty child.

“Your voice should drip with contempt for these worms, and make it clear that they are not your equal and never will be!” coached Kitty.

This naturally led Kitty to teaching the girls about what you said to them. Or, more pertinently, what you made them do. To do this effectively she had the young women ordering the men to do the silliest things.

“Run around in circles!” snapped Poppy and the naked men immediately began running around, their stiff penises jiggling in front of them in a most comical fashion.

“Hop on the spot!” shouted Tanza and the men instantly stopped running and started hopping. Again, their rock hard dicks, now dribbling pre cum, did a lot of bouncing.

“Pat your heads and rub your bellies at the same time!” snarled Freda and the naked fools’ stopped hopping and started patting their heads and rubbing their bellies simultaneously. Considering that men are generally bad at multi-tasking these made not a bad fist of it. Ironically the next thing they were ordered to do by Kitty involved them making fists and inserting them ... well, somewhere that made all the girls stare in shock.

“Oh my god!” muttered one, “These sad losers really will do absolutely anything we tell them to!”

They really would, as the girls discovered when they made the slaves do a naked conga around the warehouse with their erect penises inserted into the rectum of the slave in front.

“They should definitely get the men on Strictly to do this!” said Freda and everybody hooted with laughter.

6.

During her lunch break Kitty received an entertaining text from her cuckolded husband. Apparently the builders, amused by him mincing around after them in his maid’s dress, were taking great delight in making full use of him. Part of this involved utilising his legendary blowjob skills, and he was now called up on to regularly suck the spunk out of their hairy balls.

“Priceless!” she exclaimed happily. Even better, he had attached photos of him on his knees blowing builder after builder after builder.

Energised, Kitty dove back into her training programme for young dominas. The afternoon involved teaching her favourite activity: pain and how to deliver it effectively. You could look at slaves with contempt, and make them do the most idiotic things imaginable (such as naked congas or trampolining on each others podgy bellies), but at the end of the day you needed to know how to hurt them. It underlined a woman’s power over a man. With this in mind Kitty showed the girls how to use canes, riding crops, belts, tawses, straps and paddles on the naked men. She had the beta males bend over and then invited the girls to let rip on their buttocks.

At first the girls weren’t very good. Even though they were starting to see the slaves as sub-human punch bags, they were still wary of hurting them. Fortunately they soon discovered that beating men was a real adrenalin rush. They discovered that it was also cathartic to take a male, especially a really pathetic one, and make him squirm and yelp like a bitch.

“Count off the blows!” said Freda, leathering a man old enough to be her granddad.

“Yes, Mistress!” he yodelled and duly counted the blows.

“Squeal piggy!” cried Shirley as she thrashed another pitiful specimen of manhood. He squealed, although more like a goat than a pig, which made her thrash him even harder.

And so, in the space of just one day, Kitty moulded five very proficient young dominas. These were the first of many women she would train in exactly the same way. Kitty knew that over the coming weeks and months these minxes would hone their dominating skills and sharpen their attitudes. In other words, they would get even better at harnessing their bad bitch selves. And heaven help any man that came before them.


3: The Balding Beta Male

1.

Colin Walker was in the back of the people carrier. He wore just a pair of tight pink panties and was hiding under a scratchy dog blanket, hoping like hell they weren’t involved in an accident. Jesus, imagine the shame of being taken to hospital and having to explain why he was just wearing panties? Or what if they were stopped by the police for some reason, and Colin had to get out on the side of the road in his ridiculous sissy attire?

In the front of the car he could hear his wife and Chad talking about their upcoming holiday in the Maldives. “I can’t wait to feel the sun on my skin!” exclaimed Jessica happily.

“And I can’t wait to feel your skin under my hands,” chuckled Chad. Colin groaned inwardly. How could his wife like that kind of sleazy talk! Then again, it helped that the man delivering it was six feet tall with muscles, a thick head of hair, and a jaw-line that looked like it had been chiselled from granite. Three things Colin most definitely didn’t have.

Suddenly Chad was laughing. “Ha ha! Look at those sad fuckers!”

“Oh my god! That is totally insane!” cried a delighted Jessica.

“Only in England!” muttered Chad.

Colin, intrigued, levered himself up and peeped out of the car window. They were in the grounds of a country estate, with vast rolling lawns, line upon line of ancient oak trees, and copious hedgerows that were meticulously maintained. That was impressive enough, very Downton Abbey, but what grabbed the attention was a group of twenty or so men exercising on one lawn. Nothing too strange there, except the men were all stark naked and being shouted at by two women in skin-tight black jeans and tight white blouses. No, more than shouted at, both young women carried riding crops and were whipping some of the slower men.

“Faster, bitches!” cried one girl, lashing at a nude male doing star jumps.

“Yes, Miss! I’ll try!” he whimpered.

“Try harder!” she snarled and lashed his naked buttock cheeks again.

“Yes, Miss! I will!” he whinnied, clearly in distress.

And then people carrier was out of range and a huge stately home loomed into view like something out of a long-gone age. Talk about grandiose, thought Colin. This was every inch what you expected a stately home in Britain to look like. Except, that is, for the fact that there were yet more stark naked men dotted everywhere around it. One was cleaning windows with a cloth that looked no bigger than a postage stamp. Two more were scrubbing stones on the drive with toothbrushes. And another was up a ladder cleaning guttering.

“Bugger me!” muttered Chad. “This place is full of sad fuckers!” 

The car pulled to a halt at the bottom of some steep steps leading up to the imposing Manor house.

“I’ll deal with Colin,” Chad said and got out. He came round the back of the people carrier and opened the boot. “Out, Turd!” he barked and Colin – aka Turd –clambered out.

“Come on!” said Chad and, grabbing Colin by his thinning hair, dragged him up the stone stairs, through a large oak door, and into a spacious hallway. There they found two young women, wearing the same black jean and white blouse ensemble the girls outside wore, sitting behind a desk with a laptop on. Clearly, thought Colin, this was the reception area.

“I’ve booked this wimp for a week here,” Chad grinned at the girls.

As ever when women met Chad, they paid him attention. They smiled, they maintained eye contact, they fiddled with their hair, and basically did all the other things women do in the presence of attractive men. “What’s his name?” asked one girl, a blonde with penetrating blue eyes and a voice so smoky it should have carried a government health warning.

“He’s Colin Walker, but he’s Turd to me and his wife. Or Fuckwit. Or Twathead. Or ... basically anything I want to call him.”

The girls looked Colin and down. “Cucks aren’t allowed to wear clothes,” said the redhead. She had a sexy overbite and dazzling green eyes that looked like polished emeralds. “They must be naked at all times.”

“Not a problem,” said Chad and, reaching down, grabbed Colin’s pink panties and ripped them clean off.

The redhead giggled when she saw Colin’s small shaven penis spring free. “Not exactly Magic Mike, is he?”

“More Tragic Mike,” quipped the blonde.

“Anyway,” said Chad, smirking broadly. “You’ve got this worthless cumstain for a week.”

With that the man who was cuckolding Colin swaggered off, leaving Colin standing nude before two girls barely out of their teens. At first they did nothing, merely stared at him like he was something they’d trodden in. The moment dragged on and Colin shifted uncomfortably, feeling like a germ under a microscope.

“Follow me, cuck,” said the blonde eventually and walked out of the reception area down a long corridor. Colin hurried after her, his bare feet squeaking on the cold tiled floor.

2.

Colin – still completely naked – stood in the office with his hands resting neatly on top of his head. He had been in this position for nearly an hour, and his legs were beginning to ache. He desperately wanted to sit down, but he knew that if he did that he’d have considerably more aches and pains to worry about. Oh, he could tell these young viragos clearly meant business, and would use any excuse to beat him.

Sitting at a desk in front of him was a young Indian girl of about nineteen or twenty. She wore the same uniform as the other women here – a crisp white blouse, tight black jeans, and ankle boots – and had the haughty attitude of an old school royal. She was also gorgeous, with glossy black hair and large brown eyes that could melt any man’s heart.

Colin shifted on his feet slightly. He had been standing like this since the girls from the reception area put him here. They told him he would have to be inducted before being admitted. This girl – Miss Tanza according to her nametag – had arrived half an hour ago to induct him, but spent that time messing about on her mobile. She hadn’t even acknowledged Colin’s presence, as if a naked man standing mutely in front of a desk was a common sight. Then again, thought Colin, it probably was in a place like this.

Finally, the beautiful young Indian girl put down her phone and opened the laptop in front of her. After doing something on the keyboard she looked Colin up and down. There was the hint of a sneer as her eyes paused briefly on his diminutive penis, which made him shuffle, embarrassed. Despite everything he was still a man with the needs that went with it. And one of those needs was to be seen as attractive by women. Or at least not seen as a joke.

“This is Cuckold Manor, a boarding kennel for men who have been cuckolded by their partners,” stated Miss Tanza, her voice cold and dispassionate. “While your wives and girlfriends enjoy a holiday with real men, we take care of you. That means any woman here is your superior; you will address them by the name on their nametags and do exactly as they tell you. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Tanza.”

“Now, every cuckold must answer a series of questions for our records. You will be expected to answer honestly, no matter how embarrassing. Clear?”

Colin nodded. “Yes, Miss Tanza.”

She took one final withering look at his penis, and then read a question on her screen. “Full name?”

“Colin Peter Walker, Miss Tanza.”

“Age?”

“Thirty two, Miss Tanza.”

“You look ten years older, probably because you’ve already lost most of your hair to male pattern baldness.”

“Yes, Miss Tanza,” he agreed miserably. Male pattern baldness had indeed wreaked havoc on his looks. Sure, he’d never exactly been a matinee idol, but the minute his hair started deserting his scalp in his mid twenties he had become just another anonymous slaphead. Women ignored him and men looked down on him. He sometimes wondered if hair loss had accelerated him down the path of submission, ultimately propelling him into being a cuckold slave.

“Number of years cuckolded?”

“Four years, Miss Tanza.”

“Last time you had sex?”

“Five years ago, Miss Tanza.”

“Any sexual problems when you were allowed to have sex?”

“Impotence, Miss Tanza. I struggled to become erect and stay erect while being intimate.”

“You’re not struggling now, boy? That micro dick is rock hard.”

“Yes, Miss Tanza,” said Colin, ashamed.

“Masturbation is of course forbidden here, unless specifically ordered by a guard. If caught, and wankers always get caught, the punishment will be beyond severe.” She eyed his small cock disdainfully. “So no matter how tempted to pull on that silly little thing, I suggest leaving it well alone.”

“Yes, Miss Tanza, I will.”

There followed thirty more questions, in which Colin was forced to tell this young woman about his job, his salary, his sexual partners before his wife, and all the things Chad did to him. These last questions were particularly shaming because Chad was a bully, and the nasty things he did to Colin on a daily basis just underlined what a spineless coward he had become.

Finally, Miss Tanza finished typing and stood up. She went to a locker and pulled out a collar with number on – 77 – and a leash. She came around the desk and put the collar on Colin, before attaching the leash to it.

“You are now Number 77 and will respond to that. Clear?”

“Yes, Miss Tanza.”

“Good, now let’s go and show you where you’ll be sleeping,” she said and, taking the leash, led him from the office into the Manor.

3.

The dormitory was huge and contained fifty single beds, arranged in five rows of ten. Miss Tanza took him to one and pointed to a small box beneath it. “Those are for you. If you lose them, they won’t be replaced,” she said.

Colin looked down at the box and saw that it contained a tattered toothbrush, a tube of cheap toothpaste, a bar of soap with what looked like a pubic hair stuck to it, and a small washcloth. That was it.

“This is your bed,” continued Miss Tanza. “Bedtime is 6pm and the wake-up bell goes at 6am. As soon as you hear it you will be expected to get up and stand to attention at the end of your bed, facing out for inspection.”

She pointed towards a door at the end of the dormitory. “That’s to the communal washroom. You will go in there, in teams of ten, to wash and ablute. Once all of you have washed you will be taken to the Dining Hall for feeding.”

Jesus, thought Colin, this was like the army. If all the soldiers were sexually inadequate men and their superiors were all impossibly hot young women.

“You’ll pick up everything else along the way,” said Miss Tanza. “In the meantime, let’s get you on a Work Detail.”

With that she grabbed his leash and dragged him from the dormitory.

4.

Colin joined a group of a dozen naked men cutting grass. Except they didn’t do it with lawn mowers or clippers, they did it with blunt nail scissors. The men knelt on all fours trimming the lawns and putting the cuttings into a sack to the side. As they did so a couple of guards – Miss Lisa and Miss Emily according to their name tags – sat in chairs watching and chatting. Occasionally, when the girls weren’t happy with a man’s work ethic, they got up and cracked a riding crop across his bottom.

“Put a little more effort in, worm!” they’d drawl.

The man would squeal “Yes, Miss!” and dutifully try to work harder. Sometimes the guards were satisfied and left him alone, sometimes they weren’t and would hit the poor bastard again.

Colin himself earned the crop across his bottom several times, but was largely left alone. This may have been his first Work Detail at this bizarre establishment, but he was no stranger to hard work. Chad was a literal slave driver and had him performing chores morning, noon and night. And, if he failed to perform those chores to Chad’s satisfaction, he was hauled over the young man’s lap for a painful and prolonged spanking.

Cutting grass was pointless soul destroying work and the time dragged. As he worked he noticed other groups of naked men being supervised by young women. Some were cutting grass like him, while others were being mercilessly exercised like the men he’d seen upon arriving at this infernal place. Often they were exercised until they dropped, which earned them an even more severe whipping. Colin was beginning to understand that this place really was a very unique hell.

5.

Although Colin was fully submissive with masochistic tendencies, he often looked back fondly on the days when he only indulged his needs once or a month. Back then he would pay a dominatrix to whip his bottom, drip candle wax on his chest, and tell him how small his penis was, and he adored it. Then, when the session was over, he went back to being a normal man.

But now the lines between his tawdry fantasies and reality had been demolished and he was living a full slave life. It had come about because Colin, after failing to satisfy his wife in bed one night, had confessed his secret needs to Jessica. He thought she would offer to step in and dominate him once in a while, and she had. Except pretty soon once in a while was every day, and part of that domination was replacing him in the bedroom with a real man.

Within just a few months of confessing his secret fantasies he had become a cuckolded slave. Yes, it did arouse him, he’d be lying if he said it didn’t, but he also felt it was too much at times. He wanted a break from the lifestyle; a time out to return to a safer vanilla life that didn’t destroy his ego and self-worth. Sadly, even when his wife and Chad went away together he couldn’t get a break, because he had to come here.

He blamed Chad. His wife’s boyfriend had a sadistic streak a mile wide, and it was he who had found out about this place. “It’s full of pitiful freaks like you!” Chad had explained one day while buggering Colin with a bicycle pump.

He wasn’t wrong. The place was indeed full of pitiful freaks like Colin.

6.

The Work Detail finished at five and he and the other slaves were taken inside to the Dining Hall – although Dining Hall was perhaps too generous a description, as it was essentially a huge room filled with two long troughs. The troughs were filled with a brown mushy substance that, according to a strawberry blonde called Miss Emily, was high in fibre and ideal for growing boys.

The men were then forced to kneel on all fours like animals, put their faces in the troughs, and eat. Just to ensure they ate enough of the disgusting gloop that looked like excrement, guards strutted around whipping their naked bottoms.

“Eat it!”

“Get that lovely grub down!”

“Gobble gobble, boys!”

It was awkward and degrading, and by the time they finished the men had brown mush smeared across their faces and even in their hair. Smiling sweetly, guards took them to the dormitory and, in groups of ten, had them in the washroom cleaning themselves at sinks. There were cold showers, but these were reserved for weekends. Besides, it was somehow more humiliating to stand naked in front of a wash basin and mirror, while young women supervised them:

“Make sure you get every last spec!”

“If you don’t we’ll make you lick each others faces!”

“Cleanliness is next to godliness, boys!”

After finishing the men were brought out and told to wait by the end of their beds, hands on heads, while the rest of their fellow cucks were taken to the washroom to wash. Once all the men were spotless they were instructed to get into bed. It was six pm and they had to sleep.

7.

Colin couldn’t sleep no matter how much he tried. The mattress was lumpy and his blanket was thin and scratchy. As he lay in the gloom he could make out other men in their beds. Most were still, but a few – aroused by living out their ultimate fantasies –masturbated despite the fact it was forbidden. He could see the blankets moving up and down at speed.

“Ugh!” one man murmured as he pumped himself to orgasm.

Colin wasn’t the only one to see this, as suddenly the lights flooded on and two guards stormed in. “You’ve been warned about this!” said one, a redhead, and grabbed the masturbating man by his ear and dragged him from his bed.

“Let’s fuck him up,” said the other, a brunette. With that they marched the poor bastard out of the room.

The others lay in silence, wondering what would happen to the man. They soon found out. Within minutes the silence was broken by the sounds of the man being punished somewhere in the Manor. His screams drifted through the air and the men stirred uneasily. Yes, many were masochists aroused by this sort of thing, but the man sounded in genuine distress. Whatever they were doing to him was brutal and not in any way arousing.

At some point Colin fell into a fitful sleep, cursing his genes for making him this way.

8.

Morning came. After breakfast at the troughs eating more brown mush, and a brisk morning wash, the cuckolds were assigned their Work Details. Colin was breaking rocks in a small quarry adjacent to the Manor. Of course he wasn’t given a pickaxe, but rather a small rock hammer, and told to break tiny rocks into even tinier rocks.

Again, it was soul destroying and pointless. But he was submissive so he did it. He hunched over his collection of rocks and broke them into smaller and smaller pieces. In a sense it was like a metaphor for what was happening to his dignity. Soon it would be gone completely.

At some point he and his fellow rock breakers were allowed a break, and due to the hot nature of the work one of the guards brought a hose out and blasted them with ice cold water. “Dance, monkeys!” she laughed and the men obliged their superior and danced.

Then the break was over and they returned to breaking rocks. Colin’s muscles ached and his back hurt but he carried on. He’d seen what the girls did to slackers – it was vicious beyond belief – so he pushed himself.

Time passed and then the day was over and Colin was lying in bed, again regretting that fateful moment he confessed his secret fantasies to his wife.

9.

On the fourth day – or rather, night – there was a change to the routine. It wasn’t a welcome change. He was fast asleep when voices awoke him. Not just female voices, but male voices too. There was laughter as well. It was hard to gauge time since there were no watches or phones allowed, but judging by how inky black it was Colin guessed the early hours of the morning. The voices, he suspected, were some of the guards coming back from a local nightclub. Earlier that day he’d overheard a couple talking about visiting one, and had felt a familiar tinge of jealousy towards people living normal lives.

The lights flickered and the dormitory was bathed in harsh light. Colin and the other beta males turned to look at the doorway and saw Miss Tanya, Miss Deena and Miss Emerald entering, wearing skimpy dresses that emphasised their perfect young bodies. Behind them were three men. Cocky young alpha males, who had been invited, back to ... do what exactly? Colin shuddered to think.

“Wakey wakey, boys!” cried Miss Deena, sounding more than a little tipsy. “We’ve brought some guests to meet you!”

“In other words, get the fuck up and present yourself for inspection!” snarled Miss Emerald, and the cucks – bleary eyed and anxious – stumbled from their sheets and stood naked at the ends of their beds, their hands on their heads.

The girls and their dates walked amongst them, grinning at what they saw. “Fuck me, they’re all as stiff as posts!” said one young guy with muscles and a shaven head.

“They’re all pathological submissives, hopelessly aroused by humiliation,” explained Miss Deena. “Being degraded in front of alpha males is the highlight of their existence. Isn’t it, boys?”

“Yes, Miss Deena!” chorused the cucks honestly.

The men laughed cruelly.

“Okay, slaves, show these men you know your place: assume the Bootlicking Pose!” said Miss Tanya.

The slaves did as they were told and got down on all fours with their faces inches from the ground. Then, as the name of the pose indicated, the arrogant young men picked a slave each and inserted his foot between the slave’s face and the floor. The slaves then started licking, much to the amusement of the men having their shoes cleaned.

“Christ, these are such fucking losers!”

“Tell me about it!”

Colin was one of the cucks who had to endure this indignity, and it didn’t help that the young man whose shoes he was licking kept shoving his foot deep into Colin’s mouth, causing him to gag and splutter.

“We could make them lick your cocks in the same way, but we’d rather do that,” said Miss Emerald with a coy giggle.

“What are you waiting for then!” laughed a young man, and then the couples were heading to the nearby girls bedroom. The cuckolded men, remaining in their bootlicking poses, listened to them fuck.

10.

An hour later several cucks – including Colin – were called into the girls’ bedroom. There they found the hardwood floor littered with used condoms. The large rubber sheaths were leaking sperm onto the hard wooden boards. It looked disgusting, and it made Colin’s stomach churn looking at the gloopy mess. Worse, like Han Solo in Star Wars, he had a bad feeling about this.

He was right to have a bad feeling.

The alpha couples lay on the beds, sweaty from sex, and grinned at the beta males. “We’ve made a bit of a mess and need your help to clean it up, boys. So be good little cuckolds and lick all that tasty cum off the floor!” said Miss Emerald with a mischievous smirk on her face.

Colin and his fellow slaves, no strangers to clean up duties, immediately got to work licking up the sperm. As they did so the cruel laughter of the watching men and women rang in their ears. And why not? They were grown men licking up spunk because a young woman had told them to. Pathetic didn’t do them justice.

11.

After the semen eating extravaganza the routine returned to normal. In other words, tiring and soul destroying tasks punctuated with painful and prolonged beatings at the hands of young women barely out of their teens. And in this way the rest of Colin’s stay at Cuckold Manor passed.


4: The Student

1.

Marianna looked at her essay and frowned: fifty-nine percent. Okay, that wasn’t terrible by any means, but it wasn’t great either. It was middle of the road. It was mediocre. It was deeply desperately dazzlingly ordinary. And it was the lowest mark in any of her subjects by quite some margin. The assignments she got back for everything else were always seventy percent or over. But not this one. And all because of one petty man: Professor Harold Thistle. He was the fly in her ointment and it pissed her off mightily.

The problem had arisen because Marianna had openly disagreed with him during a Political Theory lecture. He’d been off on one of his pompous rambles and she’d queried a point he was making. He’d smiled patronisingly, and attempted to quash her line of questioning, but she’d persisted. Even as she was doing it she wondered if it was wise, especially as she saw his nostrils flaring and his eyes narrowing. It was like an explosion in a micro aggression factory and she knew that sooner or later she’d pay the price.

It wasn’t just the fifty-nine percent; now Professor Thistle made a point of asking her questions in class. Questions on obscure political screeds she had no chance of knowing the answer to, which left her squirming with embarrassment. He had also started to be snide, like when he caught her staring out of the window and asked if she’d rather be outside talking to boys than there learning.

Of course she’d rather be outside talking to boys than stuck in a stuffy classroom with a pompous old fart like Thistle!

But she tried not to let it bother her too much. There were far more pressing issues to worry about, such as her student debt. She was drowning in bills and the part-time job she had at a local bar wasn’t offering much of a life raft. It was also cutting into her studying time, and despite what Professor Thistle thought, she took her degree seriously and worked hard at it, hoping it would one day lead to a career in policy making.

Sadly, she couldn’t concentrate on her work now because she had another shift at Harber’s.

2.

Terry was leaning against the bar at Harber’s, nursing a pint. “You look awesome in that top,” he said with a lecherous but sexy grin.

“I’m trying to work,” said Marianna in a mock stern manner.

“And I’m trying to objectify you while you do that,” he responded innocently.

She laughed, amused by his wit. “Fair point, now how about you go and sit over there and objectify me from afar, as I’d hate to lose this job.”

Smirking, her boyfriend ambled off. She watched him go and now it was her turn to objectify him. He was tall and muscular and had the most amazing arse. Even better, his trousers hid a cock of gargantuan proportions, a cock he knew exactly how to use to pound her to orgasm.

“Nice!” said a female voice and Marianna looked up to see a young black haired girl smirking at her.

“Kelly?” she asked. “I haven’t seen you since the first year!”

Kelly and Marianna had been pretty good friends back then, partly due to sharing student accommodation and doing some of the same modules. But now, in the second year, they had drifted slightly. Which was a shame as they’d really hit it off.

“What are you having?” asked Marianna.

“A Dry Martini, please,” said Kelly and handed over a twenty.

As Marianna took it she noticed that her friend was wearing a brand new Gucci. She whistled appreciatively. “Nice watch,” she said. “It is real?”

“As real as my breasts,” Kelly joked and Marianna laughed. She’d always been jealous of her friend’s awesomely pneumatic breasts, and had told her so on numerous occasions. They were perky and firm and ... god, she was letching worse than any man!

As Kelly told her about her courses Marianna couldn’t help but notice her friend was dressed incredibly well. Gucci wasn’t the only designer label she wore; she also had on Vivienne Westwood ear rings, a blue Harvey Nichols top, and a pair of snazzy blue jeans from Hugo.

“I love what you’re wearing,” complimented Marianna. “It’s probably worth more than my car!”

“Yeah, I’m working part time.”

“Doing what? Robbing banks?”

Kelly looked at her, as if sizing her up. After a moment she seemed to reach a decision and nodded. “It’s probably easier if I show you,” she said, and made arrangements to pick Marianna up the following day outside the library.

3.

Marianna was in a state of shock. She was standing in a cavernous cellar in a stately home. Except it wasn’t like any cellar she had ever seen before because it was filled with torture equipment: racks, cages, shackles, whipping benches, and even a ducking stool. A ducking stool! But what was really bizarre was that there were stark naked men secured over much of this equipment.

To her left three males were tied over a bench, presenting three pairs of rather chubby buttocks. Curiously, the buttock cheeks were bright red and glowing from what Marianna assumed had been a beating. “What the actual fuck?” she muttered and looked around some more. One wall had six cages in a line, and squeezed into each cage were three naked men. If her maths was correct that was eighteen naked men crammed into conditions that even a battery farm chicken would balk at.

“Jesus,” whispered Marianna to herself and noted that there four more naked men dangling from the ceiling by their feet. Add to this four sets of stocks, each with a nude male bent over and locked in position.

“It’s like ... pervert heaven!” said Marianna, still reeling. Yes, she knew all about kink. And yes, she knew there were a lot of men out there into being ordered about and disciplined, but to see it firsthand, and on such a grand scale, was beyond anything she could ever have imagined.

Kelly was nodding in agreement. “Pervert heaven is exactly right; it’s a dream come true for men to come here to be abused by girls like us.”

“Like us?” asked Marianna, raising an eyebrow.

“Of course! I didn’t bring you here to stare, I brought you here to join in and get paid handsomely for the privilege.”

“I don’t know,” said Marianna, suddenly feeling out of her depth.

Kelly gave Marianna’s arm a supportive squeeze. “How about I give you a crash course in dominating freaks, and if you like it we’ll sign you up for some shifts?”

4.

Marianna liked dominating freaks and Kelly signed her up for some shifts.

5.

She had been working at the Manor for three weeks when she saw him. She had just started a late shift and was checking that the losers in the dormitory were ready for bed. She walked amongst the naked men, eyeballing the timid wimps standing rigidly to attention at the end of each bed. She slowed when she reached the last man because she recognised the beard and badly cut grey hair, but it took a moment to register because he was starkers. When the penny dropped she stopped and turned back to face him. “Professor Thistle!” she exclaimed happily.

“Miss ... Marianna?” he said, looking like he wanted the ground to open up and swallow him.

She glanced down at his penis, jutting out like a peg. It was bigger than most of the men’s here, but even five inches was hardly worth shouting about. Double the length and it’d still be shorter than her boyfriend’s.

“If you had to rate you cock and give it a percentage, how much would you give it?” she asked.

“I don’t know, Miss Marianna,” said the professor miserably.

“Really?”

“Maybe ... forty percent?” continued her university lecturer unsurely.

She tapped his stiff penis with her riding crop. “Don’t do yourself down Professor Thistle; I think it’s worth at least fifty-nine percent.”

The look that flashed across his face showed that he knew exactly what she was referring to, and the accompanying look of dread in his eyes was well placed.

6.

What kind of young lady would she be if she didn’t take the opportunity to get even with the ageing academic? A very foolish young lady indeed. So she embraced the role of vengeful bitch and made the pompous professor suffer.

On that first night she had him drop to the floor and slither around the dormitory like a snake. Just to add realism she made him hiss as he slithered. “Ssssss!” he said as he jerked awkwardly along the floor.

“More snaky!” she snarled and kicked him in the side.

“Sssssssssss!”

“More!”

“SSSSSSSSSsssssss!”

Once satisfied with his anaconda impression she went old school and, bending him over the end of his own bed, whipped his buttocks until they were bright red. Then she forced him to spend the rest of the night sleeping on the hard wooden floor.

“It’ll do wonders for your back!” she lied as she left him.

On the second night Marianna arrived early, dragged Professor Thistle straight from his evening meal, and made him run around the grounds carrying a big rock. It was back breaking and by the time he’d huffed and puffed his way around the Manor’s fifty plus acres, he looked ready for a heart attack. Feeling pity she turned the hose on him and blasted the sweat and grime off him. After which she turned the water pressure down to a trickle and had him fellate the hose pipe.

“You’re good at sucking, Professor! I’ll have to let you loose on some real cocks one day!” she giggled and again saw a look of both horror and horniness flash across the old sod’s face.

On the third night she made him lick the balls of his fellow slaves. After their Work Detail at the quarry the ten men stood in a line, lifted their testes, and he crawled along kissing and licking sweaty scrotal sack after sweaty scrotal sack. “It’s a bit of a ball ache, isn’t it, Professor?” she joked as he lapped at the saggy old nut-pouch of a seventy year old retired civil servant.

Once he’d finished mouth-rinsing every scrotum she forced him to stand before his fellow cucks and tell them who had the tastiest testicles, and exactly why.

“Slave Sixty tastes of cinnamon, Miss!” he said, burning bright red with shame.

On the fourth night Marianna locked him in the isolation cell and left him there. This was mainly because she had the night off and intended to spend it getting fucked by Terry. But she also didn’t want Thistle thinking he was free of her wrath so she made the effort to pop into the Manor and segregate him in a dank room that would keep him shivering and shaking until daybreak.

On the fifth night she asked some of the other girls at the Manor if they’d help her spank every inch of his body. They did, and after three hours of solid slapping Professor Thistle was lobster red and sobbing uncontrollably.

“I’m sorry, Miss Marianna! For everything!” he wailed.

“I’m sure you are,” she said dryly.

On his sixth and final night Marianna made him fuck himself with a broom handle while his fellow slaves watched and wanked. After the perverts had cum on the floor and left a huge reservoir of spunk, she had him roll around in their goo until he was sticky all over. He was then made to sleep in this rancid filth, so that as he drifted off all he could smell was other men’s cum.

On the seventh night Professor Thistle was gone, back to the wife who cheated on him with younger better looking men, so Marianna had to amuse herself tormenting other cuckolded slaves.

7.

Marianna looked at the essay on the Theory of Opportunistic Thought and smiled: seventy-fine percent. Professor Thistle had learnt the error his ways, and all it took was six nights of hardcore humiliation.


5: The Sardines

1.

Robert Hooton was thirty-three years old and being cuckolded by his neighbours’ twenty year old son. It was deeply humiliating knowing that while he was at work his wife was getting fucked hard by a boy barely out of his teens. It was even more humiliating getting home each night and finding them lounging on the sofa watching Netflix. He would then strip naked, put on a pair of pink stockings and high heels, and serve them. “Fetch me a beer, bitch!” the cocky young bull would snap.

“Yes, Master!” Robert would simper and dash to fetch a beer. Then he would be ordered to fetch a tube of Pringles, and when he took it back the callous youth fucking his wife would joke about bending Robert over and fucking him with the Pringles tune.

“The dirty little pervert would probably like that!” his wife would joke and they’d fall about laughing.

Sooner or later Robert would be ordered upstairs to prepare the bedroom with candles and mood lighting. Once it was ready he would kneel up the comer and watch as his neighbours’ twenty year old son plunged his huge dick into his wife, telling her that he’d love her have his baby.

That’s where they were now, down in Cornwall trying to conceive, and while they were there Robert had been checked into this manor house for cuckolds. The pain and humiliation here was never-ending, but today it had gone up a notch as Robert and five other naked men had been locked inside a small wardrobe. They were playing Sardines and it was exactly as horrible as it sounded.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” he muttered under his breath.

As he stood there, feeling the naked flesh of other men pressing against his own naked flesh, he hoped like hell his wife didn’t conceive. If she had a baby Robert would be downgraded to nanny status. As such, he would be dressed in a humiliating sissy outfit – a short white dress with a little frilly apron, white stockings, high heels – and forced to look after another man’s baby. And if his wife’s threats were to be believed, this included pushing the baby up and down the street while feminised, so the entire neighbourhood saw exactly what sort of a reject he was.

So Robert Hooton stood in a wardrobe with five other naked guys – fighting against the feeling of extreme claustrophobia – and tried not think about how lousy his life was. He pretty much failed. 

2.

Joe Cornerstone – another Sardine cruelly crammed into the wardrobe – was fifty three years old and had been a confirmed cuckold for the last thirty years. His wife had an insatiable appetite for young cocks and a habit of cheating with a new guy every year. In other words over thirty men had come into Joe’s home and fucked his wife while he sat downstairs reading the paper.

It had always been a gentle form of cuckolding, free of any overt humiliation, but her latest beau had suggested Joe was getting away with murder, that as a cuck he should be put in his place more often. He’d even gone as far to persuade Joe’s wife to book him into this perverse establishment for cuckolded losers. And it was perverse, hence him being locked in a wardrobe with five other naked men.

Miss Daisy and Miss Poppy had been the vicious young cows to do this. Oh, on the surface they looked like butter wouldn’t melt in their mouth, but like most of the hellcats here they had warped minds. He’d like to cram them and some of the other guards at this place in a wardrobe naked and see how they liked it!

To make matters worse it stank in the wardrobe. It was the stench of sweat and bad breath and stale farts. And not so stale farts, as whoever was breaking wind couldn’t seem to stop breaking it.

Eugh!

How could his wife have sent him to such a place? If only he had a backbone he’d shove his way through his fellow Sardines and push the wardrobe doors open. In his minds eye he imagined himself marching naked to the dormitory, getting dressed, and strutting out of this ridiculous establishment like a man.

Of course he wasn’t a man. He was a hopeless cuckold and always had been, and wouldn’t be going anywhere. Instead he stood naked and listened as one of the other men farted for the umpteenth time, filling the enclosed space with more noxious fumes. Yet again one thought went around him mind: how could his wife have sent him to such a dreadful place?

3.

At twenty-one Larry Jumper was the youngest Sardine in the wardrobe. Unlike the others, his wife was cuckolding him with an older man, a forty year old to be precise. She liked her men seasoned, and her latest bull was that alright. He was the divorced managing director of a shipping company, with two grown up sons. He was also a nasty bastard who regularly dressed Larry up in a Girl Scout uniform and curly ginger wig. “Sexy young bitch, aren’t you?” he’d say, slapping Larry’s arse, before letting his hand slide down to feel Larry’s shaven thighs.

Larry’s young wife would watch and giggle. “You are so owned!” she would hoot.

“Yes, Mistress!” he would agree in the falsetto voice they made him talk in and they would laugh. Boy, would they laugh. And they’d definitely laugh when he told them about the indignity of being forced into a wardrobe with five other stark naked men. An indignity that was about to get worse.

“Pretty young thing, aren’t you?” whispered a voice from behind and Larry felt a hand snake around and grab his cock, which was stiff from the humiliation.

“Not bad,” whispered the voice and began to jerk his dick.

Larry whimpered and hated himself because, damn it, he was excited. And that was the crux of how his wife had managed to cuckold and enslave him: he was a pathological submissive who craved domination and abuse. Which is why, as much as he hated himself, being treated roughly by another cuck was exciting him, making him stiff.

“Dirty fucking boy!” whispered the voice behind and pumped Larry’s cock faster. And then Larry grunted and shot his load all over the back of the man in front of him.

4.

David Davenport was an alpha male, god damn it! He was most definitely not the sort of man who should ever have been stripped naked by women young enough to be his daughter and wedged in a wardrobe with other stark naked men! No way!

Yes, David was a cuckold, and had been for a year, but he was pretty sure it was just a phase his wife was going through. He figured he’d ride it out and pretty soon they’d go back to normal. That was the only reason David tolerated this nonsense.

His wife had gone too far, though, checking him into this freaky boarding house in Surrey, and he wasn’t going to take it any longer. He was going to show these mewling cuckolds exactly who was boss. Just like he would one day show his wife’s new boyfriend who was boss.

There was a young man in front of him in the wardrobe, and David reached around and touched his cock, which was semi-tumescent. Then he grabbed it and held it in his hand. “Pretty young thing, aren’t you?” he asked and the pathetic beta said nothing.

“Not bad,” he whispered and began to jerk the young man’s dick, which was now as stiff as a poker. This was a power play and David’s way of establishing dominance over the young man.

“Dirty fucking boy!” he whispered and pumped the young man’s cock faster. It didn’t take long for the young man to grunt and shoot his load into the darkness. David smiled, happy that he had bullied and sexually abused another Sardine, and in so doing proved he was the top dog in this wardrobe.

5.

Kevin Freemantle was a forty-five year old NHS Manager and had just had another man ejaculate on his back. Absolutely fucking disgusting! And wrong on multiple levels!

How could he allow himself to be treated like this?

What the fuck was wrong with him?

Yes, his wife was openly cheating on him with another man, and had largely turned him into a glorified butler in his own home (complete with a bowtie), but it was not acceptable that another cuckold should spunk all over him.

Didn’t these losers know that he was a very important man outside of this wardrobe? Yes, his wife might cheat on him with a succession of Indian or Pakistani men (she had a type), but at work he was vital to the smooth running of an entire hospital! Maybe not as vital as the doctors and nurses, true, but he was still an important cog in the running of Britain’s health service. In other words, he shouldn’t get spunked on by other men who almost certainly weren’t in jobs as essential as his!

Fuckers!

Driven by righteous fury Kevin reached behind him and felt soft genitals. Was this the same disrespectful wimp who’d just spooged on him? He didn’t know, but somebody had to pay and these balls were a good place to start. So he took hold of them and started to squeeze.

6.

Sixty year old Marvin Harper – who hadn’t had sex for forty years and could no longer even remember what it felt like to put his dick inside a woman – felt the hand brush his balls. Before he had a chance to say anything the hand closed into a fist around them and started to squeeze.

Hard.

Harder.

Harder still.

“Ow!” he yelled in shrill voice. “Get off!”

Marvin may have been old and suffering from arthritis but he was no pushover. With that in mind he shoved the man in front forcefully and heard him grunt in pain. “Watch it!”

“Watch it yourself!”

“What did you say?”

“You heard!”

7.

A chain reaction started within the wardrobe and within seconds all six men were brawling. Of course a wardrobe isn’t the best place for a brawl, in fact it’s a spectacularly poor place for a brawl, so the men lost their balance and fell forwards-

8.

-The wardrobe door crashed open and six men tumbled out onto the floor. Miss Daisy and Miss Poppy looked down at the pile of naked beta males in utter disgust. There were micro cocks, paunches, stooped shoulders, hairy backs, and saggy bottoms everywhere. It was like a weird game of Twister in which all the contestants were shit to look at.

“We didn’t give you permission to leave the wardrobe!” snapped Miss Daisy, kicking the nearest man.

“No, we didn’t,” agreed Miss Poppy menacingly.

They then did what dominant women do when faced with badly behaved men: they started whipping with extreme prejudice. They didn’t hold anything back; they really let rip, and the men writhed in agony beneath the blows. And although it hurt they were smart enough to be grateful.

“Thank you, Mistress!”

“You’re too kind, Mistress!”

“I deserve this, Mistress!”

After the vicious beating (not to mention the ferocious kicking that followed) the sad sacks of shit were forced back into the wardrobe while the girls went to find yet more naked men to shove in with them.

9.

Chris Hughes and Frank Ricardo were fireman, and were called to the manor house several hours later. They knew it was a weird place because not only did they have to stop at a guardhouse to get in, but as they drove up the drive they saw the odd naked guy weeding or trimming a hedge.

“It must be a nudist colony,” said Chris as they parked their fire truck in front of the huge old building.

“Yeah,” agreed Frank. “Although I’m sure I’ve seen some women in clothes.”

“Maybe it’s a mixed nudist colony,” muttered Chris, not really knowing if such a thing even existed. And if one did exist, he’d rather the women were nude and the men clothed.

Once inside the Manor an extremely attractive young woman – Miss Poppy, according to her name tag – guided them up a flight of stairs and into a huge bedroom filled with ornate furniture.

“Some people are stuck in the wardrobe,” said the girl and pointed at a medium-sized teak wardrobe.

The fire fighters looked in shock at the wardrobe. The door was open and the inside was crammed full of stark naked men. They’d seen some strange things over their years as fireman, but this took the biscuit. Hell, this took the entire biscuit factory.

“Erm, how many men are in there?” asked Frank.

“Thirteen,” said the young girl with pride.

Bizarrely, some of the men had erections that were leaking spunk everywhere, almost as if they were enjoying it. Then the firemen noticed that the girls carried riding crops and whips, and they realised this was some sort of pleasure resort for freaks.

“Okay, let’s get you freaks out of there,” said the firemen and started work to free the thirteen freaks.


6: The Dinner Lady

1.

Bobby Billson was being an absolute horror again. He was sitting at his table flicking food at his classmates. Not just those at the same table, but those at other tables too. Mash potatoes, baked beans, chips, and bits of fish finger were all sailing through the air like messy missiles.

Doreen watched the ghastly little shit with a feeling of frustrated fury. She wanted to march up to him, grab him by the ear, and frogmarch him out of the dinning room. Or, better yet, put him over her knee for a bloody good spanking. Of course you couldn’t do that nowadays. Rules and regulations were weighted in favour of little gits like Bobby Billson, and even if you looked at them cockeyed you’d probably get the sack.

Bobby wasn’t alone. The school where Doreen worked as a dinner lady was filled with horrible children. They were abusive, destructive, and pretty much without any redeeming features. Every day, after lunch had finished, it took Doreen and her fellow dinner ladies a good two hours to clean up the mess they had left.

“Horrible little fucker, isn’t’ he?” whispered Beryl from behind.

Doreen threw back her head and laughed. “He belongs in a zoo!” she said and both women grinned.

Joking aside, it was getting Doreen down. She used to love being a dinner lady, but nowadays it was just stress. Maybe if she’d been a dinner lady at Warburton Private School up the road it would be different. Those kids were angels compared to these demons.

Finally, mercifully, lunch came to an end and the dinner ladies moved in with their mops and buckets to clean up the disorder. At least until the next day, when it would happen all over again.

2.

Later, at home, Doreen was still in a foul mood from the day’s events. All that time cooking food, trying to make it nice for the children, and it ended up on the floor or smeared up walls. That’s right, up the walls like some dirty protest in prison! People were starving across the world and these brats were wasting it.

It made her madder than mad, but she had no way to release all that anger. Instead it built and built, festering like a boil. “Bloody Nora!” she hissed and, because she couldn’t think of anything else to do, picked up a cushion from the sofa and punched it repeatedly, imagining it was an annoying child’s head.

A car pulled onto the drive, distracting her. She put down the freshly plumped cushion and went to the window to see her daughter getting out of her car. She smiled, happy to see her offspring.

“Ellie, this is a nice surprise!” said Doreen as she opened the front door a few seconds later.

“Hi, Mum!” said her daughter, giving her a warm hug.

Soon they were sitting on the sofa enjoying some Earl Grey tea and digestive biscuits. “Is that another new car?” asked Doreen. “It looks very fancy.”

“Yeah, I’m doing pretty well at work so I thought I’d treat myself,” said Ellie. They chatted a while, about this and that, and then Ellie put her cup down and looked at Doreen. Really looked at her.

“What’s wrong, Mom, you seem on edge?”

Doreen shrugged dismissively. “Oh, it’s nothing ... just the job. The kids do my head in.”

“You used to love being a dinner lady, though?”

“I know, I know, it just feels like I’m wrangling hoodlums nowadays. I get so tense and angry but I can’t seem to blow off steam.”

Ellie nodded thoughtfully. “Look, Mom, what if I told you there was a place you could blow off that steam? Somewhere to burn off all the anger and resentment you feel?”

“You mean the gym?”

Ellie giggled. “Not quite, Mom!”

“What then?”

Her daughter paused, looking around the living room, and when she finally spoke she sounded serious. “I’ve been meaning to tell you for quite some time that I work part time at a special place.”

“You work at the bank.”

“Yes, I do, and I love it. But I also work part time somewhere else, somewhere that’s a bit ... unorthodox.”

“What on earth are you talking about?”

Ellie didn’t answer. Instead she reached into her handbag and took her phone out. She flipped through some pages and then angled it to show Doreen the screen. On it was footage of two stark naked men being caned hard by a woman. The woman was Ellie.

“That’s not you, is it?” asked a shocked Doreen.

Her daughter nodded.

“But....” Doreen trailed off, lost for words.

“I work part time at the old stately home off the Kennedy Road. It’s been converted into a special facility for cuckolded men. Basically their wives and girlfriends leave them there and women like me ... well, we dominate them. And for doing that, we get paid awfully well.”

“I...” Doreen looked at the stark naked men being beaten, and how powerful and in control her daughter looked. Maybe working at this strange place was why she seemed so confident nowadays? She used to be a wallflower, always in the background, but in recent months she’d blossomed and come out of her shell. Doreen just assumed it was working at the bank, but maybe it was doing this to men that had turbocharged her self-belief?

Then her daughter dropped another bombshell. “The thing is, Mom, you could come with me one day. I think it might be the ideal place to work off some of your anger.”

3.

There were four naked men in a line in the study. They were each bent over and touching their toes, leaving their bottoms exposed and vulnerable. Doreen watched as Ellie, wearing black jeans, ankle boots, and a crisp white blouse, walked along the line tapping their bottoms lightly with her cane.

“My Mom has come to help me today, boys, and I hope you’ll show her the same respect you show me!” she said.

“Yes, Miss Ellie!” chorused the men ever so politely.

“Good, then we’ll begin!”

With that she began caning bottoms. Starting at one end she worked her way up the line, ensuring that each man received a quick volley of stinging blows. And these weren’t light taps she was delivering; these were hard slices that made the men wince and gasp.

“Hold your positions or you’ll get twice as much,” warned Ellie in an ominous tone.

“Yes, Miss Ellie!” replied the men, the strain evident in their voices. But they held their positions, until all four had been beaten and left with multiple vivid red lines imprinted on their bare behinds.

Satisfied, Ellie turned to her mom. “Like to try?” she asked, handing her the cane.

Doreen nodded unsurely, flexed the cane a few times, and moved towards the men. She raised the came and, thinking about Bobby Billson throwing his food around, brought it arcing down on the first man’s bottom. He flinched but stayed in position.

“Wow! You’ve got game, Mom!” congratulated Ellie and Doreen smiled proudly.

With her daughter’s words ringing in her ears, Doreen began to beat the naked men in earnest, thinking as she did so of all those annoying children at school. Oh, she might not have been able to discipline them, but these men were a perfect substitute.

4.

Over the course of the next few hours Doreen got to discipline and order around over twenty naked men. Some were old and approaching pension age, while others were young and virile, with bodies honed in expensive gyms. Some were ugly with faces only a mother could love, some were handsome. Some had penises like anorexic maggots, while others had penises like cobras. But all were completely and totally submissive to her.

Unsurprisingly, it worked. It helped rid her of the festering resentment that had built up over the previous months and years. Even better, as she was tawsing a naked middle-aged man over the bonnet of her car, she realised that it was the Headmaster at Warburton Private School.

“I know you!” she exclaimed, and then commanded him to stand up and face her.

“Miss?” he asked, looking confused and anxious.

Yes, it was definitely him! She knew because he’d been in the local paper bragging about the incredibly high pass rate his pupils attained during exams. He was right to brag, since the pass rate was phenomenal. He may not have been much of a man, as proved by the fact his wife was cuckolding him with a Polish plumber, but he was one hell of a headmaster.

“What ever would your pupils think if they could see you now?” she asked, tapping his rigid penis with her cane.

“They’d laugh themselves silly, Miss,” he admitted honestly.

“You’d be the talk of Twitter and Tik Tok and every other social media site going.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Fortunately your sordid little secret is safe with me,” she said with a sly smile. “Although I like to think you’ll return the favour by helping me out.”

“Helping you out, Miss?” he asked.

“Yes, I hate my job and would very much like to work at your school,” she said, and – because she wanted to please her potential new boss – brought her cane slashing down across his stubby penis, causing him to squeal and double over in pain. And since she hadn’t given him permission to double over in pain, she set about him with her cane, relentlessly slicing his thighs, belly and bottom.

5.

Three weeks later Doreen started work as a dinner lady at the very exclusive Warburton Private School. The children were angels, but if any should ever annoy her, she went straight to the headmaster’s office, bent him over his own desk, yanked down his trousers, and caned him hard.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Ah, how she loved the sound of willow on flesh! She loved it so much she thought she might record it and play it at night to lull her to sleep, the way some people listened to ocean waves or dolphins chattering.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

She loved even more the sight of a grown man squirming in pain, struggling desperately to hold his position because he knew that if he didn’t he would be beaten for even longer.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Better yet, the whimpers and cries and begging were music to her ears: “No more, Mistress! Please stop, I’m at my limit! I BEG YOU TO SHOW MERCY!”

Thankfully the headmaster had had enough forethought to have his office soundproofed. This meant that Doreen was free to let rip on his bottom with her cane and nobody would be any the wiser. Except of course his nineteen year old secretary, who knew all about the headmaster’s peccadilloes, and was more than happy to come into the office and watch him being disciplined.

“I like knowing that when you’ve finished with him he struggles to sit down for the rest of the week,” his secretary said to Doreen one day after a particularly fierce beating.

“Yes, that is pretty satisfying!” agreed the dinner lady. And it was satisfying, knowing that she had literally and metaphorically left her mark on a man. All in all, she was very happy with the new direction her life had taken.


7: The Electrician

1.

Greg had been held up at the gym and was running late. Yes, he was flirting with a hot girl in ridiculously small gym shorts and getting her number, but he was still mildly annoyed at himself for letting time get away from him. He prided himself on how punctual he was, and as a self-employed electrician getting to customers on time was of paramount importance.

That’s why he was speeding slightly. He had a nine thirty appointment at this refurbished manor house out in the sticks, and he wanted to be there on the dot. Not least because it sounded like a big job, rewiring an entire floor. And since it was some kind of stately home he could charge them extra and not feel guilty about it, like he would some old dear whose husband of sixty years had just kicked the bucket.

So he was barrelling down an enormous drive towards the mansion when he noticed a stark naked man on the side of the road, weeding. Weeding? And behind him was a hot young woman whipping him. “What the actual fuck?” he muttered and, losing focus slightly, skidded on the gravel and nearly crashed into the bizarre duo.

Luckily he didn’t, but the naked guy lunged to the side and landed painfully on his elbow. As Gary got out to check if everybody was okay, he heard the young woman shouting at the naked man. “You stupid fool! Now you won’t be able to work properly!”

“I’m sorry, Miss Susan!” whimpered the guy, nursing his injured elbow.

“You will be!” she hissed and started whipping the man’s naked rump.

“Erm, it was actually my fault,” said Gary, feeling mildly guilty that he was responsible for getting this guy beaten. Then he realised how insane that sounded.

“No doubt it was your fault, but this worm will pay.” The young woman grinned at him – rather sexily – and carried on whipping the nude bloke.

“Erm, well, so long as everyone’s okay,” he said and got back into his van and drove up towards the manor house, wondering what kind of madhouse this was.

2.

Inside the reception area he saw two more naked guys being lorded over by a sexy young woman. This one had cropped blonde hair and, like the woman outside, wore tight black jeans and a crisp white blouse. The two men were licking the floor, getting their tongues right into the groves between tiles, and the girl was standing above them, glaring down, occasionally kicking one in the side.

“Hi!” he grinned at the girl.

“Hello!” she said, flashing him a friendly smile, quite at odds with the way she’d been looking at the naked men.

“Erm, I’m here about your wiring?” he added.

“You’re Gary?”

“Guilty as charged!”

She hissed at the men to carry on licking the floor, and then led Gary down a corridor to an ancient fuse box. She explained that the rest of the Manor had recently been rebuilt, but this wing hadn’t and as a result the wiring hadn’t been updated. Inside the fuse box was like a snakes’ nest of frayed and tattered wires. Gary whistled when he saw the disorder inside. “This is a big job,” he said.

“The owner has deep pockets,” said the blonde, Miss Giselle according to her nametag.

“Suits me, erm, Miss Giselle,” he said.

Smiling, she touched his arm. “You’re not submissive, so you don’t have to call me Miss. Giselle is fine.”

“Submissive?” he asked, curious.

“The men you’ve seen are all hopeless submissives – essentially slaves – and they come here to be looked after while their wives and girlfriends – or even moms or aunts – are off on holiday with alpha males.”

“So you’re like a boarding house for the terminally inadequate?” he quipped.

“Exactly!”

After that he was allowed to get on with his work. At some point a naked man in a collar came and asked if Sir would like a drink. Gary liked hearing another man call him Sir, it gave him a weird buzz. “Yes, Sir would like a drink, a coffee, two sugars, milk.”

“Very good Sir,” replied the naked man and scampered off. He came back a few minutes later carrying the beverage.

Gary decided to see how far his power extended and pointed at the mess he’d made on the floor. “Be a good boy and clean that up,” he ordered in a no-nonsense fashion.

“Yes, Sir, right away, Sir!” said the man and started picking up the mess.

As he watched the man work Giselle sidled up. “Addictive, isn’t’ it?” she whispered.

“What?”

“Dominating wimps,” she said.

“Yeah, I could get used to it,” he replied and looked at Giselle: she was something else he could get used to, with her supermodel looks and taut little body. And judging by the look she was giving him, she fancied the pants off him as well. Was it arrogant to think that? No, he knew when a woman was attracted to him, and she was definitely attracted to him.

3.

The next day he returned to the Manor. Giselle met him and showed him to another piece of wiring that needed redoing. He set to work, and flirted with Giselle outrageously as he did so. The fact that a young naked man stood mutely by, just egged him on. He was an alpha male and he liked showing a beta exactly how to woo a woman.

As he was leaving Gary decided to take a chance. He grabbed Giselle and pulled her into what turned out to be a large walk in linen closet, slamming the door on the naked beta male crawling behind them. Then, pushing Gisele against a rack of bedding, he kissed her.

She kissed back, but then broke away. “You know I should be making naked wimps lick my boots about now.”

“The naked wimps will still be there later, desperate to lick your boots, but how about we have some fun first,” he replied, kissing her again.

Soon they were tearing each others clothes off. She gasped when she saw his huge cock, and told him that the men here were usually half his size. She gasped even louder when his cock slid inside her right up to the hilt. Then they were fucking, hard and fast, fast and hard, and Giselle was screaming with pleasure.

“God, yes!” she cried, writhing against him like an eel.

The thought of the naked loser outside hearing how a real man fucks a woman motivated Gary, and made him fuck even harder. Eventually, after an almighty orgasm, they both slumped to the floor of the linen closet, panting heavily.

“This place is filled to the rafters with men, but you’re the only one here who could do that to a woman,” she sighed happily.

“I’d hardly call the rejects you spend your days dealing with men,” he responded.

She laughed. “Fair point!”

Then, because she was sexy as hell naked, he was stiffening up again, and that led to him rolling her over and fucking her doggy style. Gratifyingly, she even yelped like a dog when she came.

4.

After that he was at Pervert Manor a lot. He found himself dawdling in his work not just because he enjoyed flirting with Giselle, but because he liked controlling the cuckolded men. Giselle even loaned him a whip and invited him to beat a couple, which he happily did.

“That is fucking amazing!” he said as the two naked men cowered at his feet after the beating, their bottoms glowing.

“You know, there is another way you can show your natural dominance over these men,” said Giselle, looking down at the betas.

“Go on?” he asked, and she told him. At first he was shocked, but the more he thought about what she’d said the more he liked the idea. He liked it a lot.

5.

Gary sat on a wooden chair that was big enough to be a throne. They were in a study filled with antique furniture, leather-bound books and a large globe that was probably also a drinks cabinet. Giselle stood next to him. “Ready to become a King?” she whispered hotly.

“Definitely,” he replied.

Smiling, she exited the study and returned a few seconds later with two naked men padding softly behind her. One was in his twenties, while the other was forty plus. Both were slim and had small unimpressive penises which were fully erect and dribbling.

“Kneel!” barked Gary, establishing his dominance immediately.

“Yes, Sir!” they squeaked and immediately dropped to their knees.

Gary stood and walked over to the men. He looked down at their faces, which were awash with shame and excitement. “Pretty pathetic, aren’t you?” he asked, stroking the younger man’s hair. It was already receding.             

“Yes, Sir,” he said, looking up at Gary with nervous eyes.

“Still, at least you know your place in the world,” he said and then, glancing at Giselle, unzipped his jeans. Smiling, he pulled out his thick nine inch cock, a cock that was already stiff at the power dynamic.

“We don’t often see dicks that big around here,” drawled Giselle. “Submissives have notoriously tiny peckers.”

“So I’ve noticed.”

Then, with the power rushing through him, he commanded the men to take his cock in their mouths. They worked together to suck him, while Giselle encouraged them with her riding crop. They were good as well; good enough to make money as whores. As he was about to ejaculate he pulled out and sprayed both they faces with his hot sticky cum. It felt like he was marking them as his territory.

“Now lick each other clean.” His voice was firm and the betas obediently began to slurp the milky white semen from each other’s faces. It was disgusting, but it was also thrilling see them degrade themselves for him.

“You’re a natural at this,” said Giselle.

“I’m a natural at something else too,” he said and, pulling her towards him, kissed her hard. And while the submissive men licked his cum from each other, he set about fucking Giselle and filling her with another hot load, a load he would then force these cretins to eat.

Yes, he thought as he fucked this sexy young woman, this is a great job.


8: The Overenthusiastic Brat

1.

Eighteen year old Tracy couldn’t believe what an absolute fucking wimp her new stepdad was. Not only did her mom treat him like a dogsbody, making him do everything around the house, but she was now openly cheating on him as well. And he was letting it happen! What kind of a man was he?

Such was her contempt for Martin that Tracy started to mistreat him as well. “My room needs cleaning, Martin!” she’d say and glare at him. At first he would do nothing, but her glare would increase in intensity and he would shift uncomfortably, before eventually cracking.

“I’ll, erm go and clean it,” he’d mumble and scuttle off as fast as his short little legs would carry him.

“I need driving to college,” she’d say and, after the obligatory glower, he’d do it.

“I’m going out and need money,” she’d say and he’d open his wallet. And if he didn’t have enough cash in there, he’d hand over his debit card and give her the PIN.

Basically she had the hapless loser doing everything for her, including her homework. But it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t nearly enough. For some reason she wanted to degrade him further, make him feel even less off a man. One way she did this was by forcing him to wear a little frilly apron while he cleaned her room. At first he wore it over his clothes, but one day she thought it might be funny to make him clean her room just wearing the apron.

“You mean naked?” he asked in a tremulous voice.

“Yes, naked, because idiots like you don’t deserve to wear clothes.”

“I can’t.”

“You can and will.”

Martin was so spineless he did it. He stripped off his clothes, put on the apron that was tiny but still big enough to cover his stumpy micro penis, and set about cleaning her bedroom. It was while watching him scamper about, dusting her bookcases and polishing her mirror, that she realised she could whatever she wanted to the pitiful wimp and he would accept it, no questions asked.

2.

Next was pain. She thought it would be fun to use a belt on his scrawny rump. She couldn’t even be bothered finding a pretext to beat him, she just told him – one day while he was tidying her room just wearing his ridiculous apron – that she wanted to beat him with his own belt. He could have said no, but he accepted the punishment meekly and bent over the end of her bed.

“You are such a fucking loser!” she hissed as she walloped his bottom with the belt, filling the room with the sound of leather on flesh. The gutless little lump took it all. Oh, he winced and gasped and was even crying slightly by the end, but he took the beating.

This made Tracy even angrier, so she told him to fetch a branch from the garden. He dashed off – still naked – and dutifully returned with a nice long whippy branch. “Back over the bed!” she snapped.

“Yes, Tracy!” he gabbled and did just that, presenting his already reddened bottom for more punishment. And punish it she did, laying into his untoned arse cheeks with abandon.

Only after she had turned his bottom into a bleeding mess did she stop, and then she told her stepdad – who was sobbing uncontrollably at this point – to get out of her sight.

He limped off, completely broken.

3.

Her Mom was out a lot, usually with her new boyfriend, so next time she wasn’t there Tracy invited her friends over to help dominate Martin. She made him answer the door completely naked, and then escort them to the living room.

“Oh my god!” they all said. “He is so sad!”

“Tell me about it!” said Tracy, eyeballing the wimp with contempt.

Her friends saw exactly how sad her stepdad was when she made him bend over, grip his ankles, and beg to be thrashed. “Please beat my bare bottom, girls! Please make me squirm and beg for mercy!”

“Our pleasure!!” said Tracy’s friends and, after being handed a selection of crops and canes that she had made her stepdad go out and buy from a local sex hop, set about thrashing his saggy old arse.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Pretty soon the old loser was curled up in a ball on the floor, blubbering like a baby. And as he squirmed he squealed one word again and again, “Mercy!”

The young ladies didn’t show any and carried on beating him and beating him and beating him...

4.

The next step in her grand plan to destroy Martin was to invite her friends’ boyfriends’ over to help dominate him. She made him answer the door completely naked, and then escort them into the living room.

“What the actual fuck?” they all asked as he showed them in to see Tracy. Sadly for Martin, he actually brushed a guy’s jacket with his micro penis, which enraged the hot-headed young alpha male.

“You dirty fucking twat, smearing your cocklet on my clothes!” he roared and, reaching down, grabbed Martin’s balls and squeezed.

Squeezed hard.

Then harder still.

Then even harder.

“Eee!” squealed Martin and all the guys laughed.

“What a fucking saddo!” they roared with delight.

In fact they enjoyed seeing Martin getting his balls squeezed so much that they all took turns to squeeze them. He was made to present himself to each young man in turn, so each could reach out and compress his testes.

Hard.

Then harder still.

Then even harder.

At the end of the marathon ball abuse session, Tracy made her stepdad dance a jig before them all. As he danced – badly and without any semblance of rhythm – his swollen plums bounced painfully up and down, causing him to wince and grimace and whimper in pain.

“Jesus fucking Christ, this guy is next level sad!” said one of the young men and everybody laughed. Except Martin, who was crying from the agony in his battered balls.

5.

The room behind the public toilet was gross. The flimsy wooden wall in the room was even grosser, and covered with stains that could have been anything from blood to cum. Sadly for Martin the room was a notorious Glory Hole, which is why Tracy had brought him. Once there she made him strip naked and kneel before the wooden wall. Before long a dirty great dick was poking through one of the holes in it. It was white and pretty big.

“Yummy!” said Tracy with exaggerated relish. “Now be a good little slut and suck that tasty root!”

“Do I have to?” he asked, looking at her with pleading in his eyes.

“We both know the answer to that,” replied Tracy and Martin nodded miserably. And so began six hours in which the hapless idiot had to suck each and every dick forced through the holes in the wall. Big dicks. Fat dicks. Thin dicks. Stinky dicks. Dirty dicks. Shaven dicks. Hairy dicks. Warty dicks. Scabby dicks. Dribbling dicks. Black dicks. Brown dicks. White dicks. Circumcised dicks. Uncircumcised dicks ... Martin sucked them all, his head mouth sliding up and down each penis.

“What a massive whore!” chortled Tracy, watching as her stepdad sucked and slurped for Britain.

The dicks being sucked did what dicks being sucked do: they shot their hot creamy loads into Martin’s mouth. And Martin, under strict orders, swallowed each load and then moved onto the next dick. He really was a one man cock gobbling machine.

6.

One day her mom got home early from a date with her boyfriend and found Tracy in the kitchen whipping Martin while he licked up a dish of his own cum. “What the bloody hell is going on here?” roared Tracy’s mom, sounding angry.

“I’m teaching this loser some lessons,” said Tracy, as if it was obvious.

“And why is the sink plunger sticking out of his bottom?”

“I asked him to clean the sink and he didn’t!”

“He could get a splinter in his rectum!”

“Yeah, and that’ll teach him to clean the sink when I tell him to!”

“He’s not a toy!” snapped her mom angrily.

“No, he’s a twat!” replied Tracy and her mom, shaking her head, stormed out of the kitchen. Tracy responded by kicking Martin and telling him to hurry up and finish his dish of spunk otherwise he’d get an egg whisk up his bum as well.

7.

Tracy’s mom was going away with her toy boy and Tracy couldn’t wait to be left alone with Martin. She’d make the sad fuck suffer so much it would be unreal. Even better, she was going to film it. Some of the footage would be added to her Tik Tok account, but the more x-rated stuff would go on an OnlyFans page she was setting up, so perverts could wank themselves silly over Martin’s misery.

“Martin’s going to a cuck boarding house while me and Tony are away,” announced Tracy’s mom on the day before she was due to leave.

“A cuck boarding house?”

“Yes, there’s one in Surrey.”

“But why?” whined Tracy, genuinely unhappy to have her toy taken away from her. “I’ll be fine.”

“It’s not you I’m worried about, it’s Martin,” replied Tracy’s mom. Apparently she was concerned that Tracy would hurt the cuck, and since Martin was essential for housework and providing money then she didn’t want to risk damaging him.

Tracy fumed at the missed opportunity, and vowed to get her own submissive boyfriend to abuse and mistreat. Hell, she might even get a handful as the world seemed full of pathetic men desperate to be mistreated. And in this way another heartless hellcat was born.


9: The Addict

1.

There were six condoms hanging on the stainless steel rail. Trevor knelt naked on the cold dungeon floor, looking at the condoms in the same way a hungry dog looks at a row of sausages. If he had a tail it would have been wagging vigorously. He didn’t, but his four inch penis was certainly throbbing and twitching in anticipation of what was to come.

Madame Claudine – a statuesque black woman in her early thirties – walked up and down in front of the hanging condoms, her heels echoing on the concrete. “Do you deserve this, white boy?” she asked, looking down at Trevor.

Trevor nodded vigorously. “Yes, Madame!”

“I’m not sure you do,” she purred softly. “I’m pretty sure I have a dozen other white boys who deserve this treat far more.”

“Please, Madame, I’ve done everything you asked!” said Trevor in a pleading tone.

The black dominatrix smiled and patted his head. “I’ll be generous since it’s our last session together before I retire.”

“Thank you, Madame!”

Trevor watched, his excitement etching up a notch, as Madame Claudine took a small pair of scissors from a nearby bench and proceeded to cut the tip off each of the hanging condoms. As each one was cut, its gloopy contents poured out. Within minutes there were six puddles of cum on the dungeon floor.

Trevor looked at the pools of milky white spunk hungrily. He knew it was disgusting, he knew it was wrong, but he was desperate to eat the contents. He was literally gagging for put his head down and slurp up the spunk of the six men who had filled these condoms. Finally Madame Claudine relented.

“Fill your boots, white boy,” she said with a deep chuckle and Trevor, happy as a pig in muck, put his head down and started licking. Yes, it was gross. Yes, it was icky. Yes, it was foul. It was all of those things and more, and the smell was truly nauseating, and yet it also filled Trevor with joy to do this.

It turned the angst he felt at not being good enough for women up to eleven and fuelled his submission. This is what beta males like him were destined to do. To lick up the semen of men who could satisfy women. It was a way for him to show he knew his place in the world. Even amongst slaves, Trevor felt he was the lowest of the low, and nothing proved that more than licking cold sperm off the floor while a beautiful woman forever out of his reach watched.

“Greedy boy,” observed Madame Claudine as Trevor, now the puddles of cum were gone, started sucking the last remnants of semen from the hanging condoms. This was the ultimate in degradation, and he thrived on it.

2.

Trevor was getting dressed after his session when Madame Claudine, now wearing jeans and a crop top, entered with a broad smile on her achingly beautiful face. “I’ve enjoyed sessioning with you over the last few years,” she said, sounding like she genuinely meant it. Trevor felt touched.

“I’ve loved serving you, Madame Claudine, you really get me,” he said honestly. “It’s a shame you’re retiring as I can’t imagine anyone being as good as you.”

“Nonsense! There are dozens of good dommes out there, all ready to turn you into their cum eating bitch.”

“I hope so,” he said, pulling on his shoes.

Madame Claudine stepped closer to him. “Look, Trevor, I’m friends with a woman who runs a pretty unique establishment in Surrey. I was telling her about your particular addiction, and I think she might be able to help.”

She handed Trevor a piece of paper, and he looked at it to see a phone number.

“Phone, ask for Mistress Kitty, and tell her I referred you. I think she can take your spunk eating to a whole new level.”

3.

Cum. Sperm. Spermatozoa. Spunk. Semen. Jism. Jizz. Ejaculate. Squirt. Seed. Pole milk. Wad. Love juice. Man slime. Fun gel. Scrotal sauce. Man chowder. Man period. Splooge. Spooge. Ooze. Ball cream. Baby gravy. Daddy sauce. Custard. Nut batter....

Trevor’s taste in seminal fluid had started purely by accident. He was in his late teens and, after a particularly vigorous masturbation session, had wiped his mouth shortly after shooting his load. He inadvertently ate some of his own discharge and instantly felt a rush. It wasn’t that he liked the taste, it was horrible, but he did like how degrading eating cum made him feel. It spoke to something deep within.

After that he started eating his own semen each time he masturbated. And the thought that he would be consuming what came out of his balls just got him hot and made him cum doubly hard. Cum that he then slurped up like a cat eating cream. Usually he got hard doing it, which led to another jerk off session, and another – albeit smaller – load to eat.

It wasn’t enough, and Trevor started visiting professional dominatrices, asking them if he could eat the sperm of their other clients. These dominatrices had heard everything, so readily offered to feed him used condoms full of other men’s milk squash. Providing he paid, something he was glad to do so since it was rapidly becoming an obsession. On dominatrix led to another, eventually leading him to Madame Claudine, which in turn led him to Cuckold Manor...

4.

He was in a vast room, more a hall really. The floor was wooden and highly polished, and the walls were decked in William Morris wallpaper and filled with oil paintings of men and women on horses. It screamed breeding and refinement, which made what was about to happen somewhat ironic.

Trevor was kneeling naked on one side of the hall, and opposite him were thirty nude men, all standing with their hands resting neatly on top of their heads. Mistress Kitty – a stunning woman in her forties wearing jodhpurs, calf length boots and a beige jacket – stood at one end alongside a young woman in black jeans and a white blouse.

“Okay, cucks, our little man here is addicted to eating cum,” said Mistress Kitty. “He needs spunk like a junkie needs cocaine. And he’s here because I want to make him eat so much it’s coming out of his ears.”

Mistress Kitty looked down the line of men, eyeing what was between their legs. “You’re all stiff, that’s good. Now how about you wank those rockets and shoot those loads so Trevor here can start his scrummy meal.”

That’s what they did. They all reached, en masse, for their cocks and started pumping, and pumping fast. But not fast enough. “Faster!” shouted the young woman with Mistress Kitty and the hands sped up.

Trevor watched, beyond excited, as the losers wanked at speed. And then, one by one, their dicks began convulsing and splattering the floor before them with milky goo. Before long each and every man was spent, his load in a puddle before him. And as these puddles spread they merged with the other puddles to form a river of sperm stretching the entire length of the hall.

“Okay, Trevor, do your stuff!” said Mistress Kitty and Trevor, more excited than he had ever been before in his entire life, scurried to the end of the line and started licking his way down. He was a consummate professional so it didn’t take him long to clean every inch of the floor. He was aware as he did so of the disgusted looks on his fellow slaves’ faces but he didn’t care. In fact their revulsion just made it hotter.

Then the cherry on the cake came: he was commanded to suck clean the dicks of every man who had ejaculated, ensuring each knob was spotless. He became a Slave Dick Cleaner, slurping each one until it was factory fresh. “He’s a got a real talent for that,” observed the girl drily.

“Yes, he really seems to love dick,” agreed Kitty.

Then it was over. The ultimate cum eating exercise was complete. All that remained was for Trevor to pump himself to orgasm, and eat that. His first hot cum of the day, ironically.

5.

Mistress Kitty was so impressed with Trevor’s commitment to cum eating that as he was leaving she asked if he would like a job at the Manor in line with his talents. He didn’t need asking twice, and accepted on the spot: “It would be an honour!” he gushed.

“I’m sure it would,” replied Mistress Kitty dryly.

So he became Cuckold Manor’s resident Cum Eater, and got to eat fresh semen on a daily basis. Even better the girls working there got him a special Cum Eating Uniform. This nifty number consisted of pink high heels, a pink collar, and fluffy pink bunny ears. He wore it with pride as he scampered from one room of the stately home to another, eating any and all discharges from his fellow subservient males.

“Scrumptious, I’ll bet!” teased the girls as he gobbled and gulped.

“Yes, thank you, Miss!” he would simper happily and they would laugh.

The thing was, he was happy, very happy indeed. And he hoped with all his heart that this job would continue for many years to come. Hell, he would happily eat the sperm of other men until he was an old and frail pensioner with no teeth and failing eyesight.


10: The Executive

1.

Up until Sian Alperton saw him she really wasn’t happy with this assignment. Jackson Wade had tasked her specifically with getting this bizarre project off the ground and piloting it through its first few months. He believed, rightly, that any problems would occur early on, and once they were dealt with the boarding facility would largely run itself.

Sian, although initially pleased to be cherry picked for this mission, soon became dispirited. She just didn’t understand why Britain’s second richest men, a man who could literally buy and sell small countries, was devoting so much of his bandwidth to such a perverse enterprise. Literally perverse. Sure, the girls working here were paid extremely well, and the women who dropped their cuckolds off here arguably enjoyed the best of two worlds, but still. Sian couldn’t help but feel she was being asked to run a sleazy version of Alton Towers.

What made it worse is that secrecy was paramount, so she couldn’t even talk to her friends back in London about it. And she most definitely couldn’t film the submissive men here being humiliated and post the footage online. That was a real shame as it was pretty funny seeing a dozen stark naked men being exercised into the ground by a twenty something girl, or fifteen naked men attempting to form a human pyramid on a gravel drive while a teenage roared instructions at them through a bullhorn.

Sian decided that the best thing to do was focus on getting the business venture up and running as fast as possible, and then get back to the real world, where she hoped to one day become as successful as Jackson Wade. She had been focussed on that right up until she saw Jason.

She was driving up the long drive to Fullerton Manor when she passed a Work Detail of naked slaves. They were being made to chew grass as if they were cows, and occasionally urged to moo by bitches with whips. They were, as usual, a pretty anonymous bunch: mediocre looking with soft untoned bodies and, between their legs, dicks no bigger than noodles. Just once Sian would have liked to see a muscular stud with a good sized cock.

And then Sian saw a muscular stud with good sized cock amongst the human cows. He was absolutely gorgeous, with movie star looks and a cock like a python. Half stiff, it bobbed and twitched between his legs as if it had a mind of its own.

“Oh my!” cooed Sian as she drove past.

Although Kitty ran the day to day operation and dealt with managing the girls, Sian was still the de-facto boss in this establishment, concentrating on finance and administration. Twenty minutes later she had the man – Jason – brought to her office on the top floor. He stood before her desk naked except for his obligatory collar.

“You don’t strike me as typical of the men who get cuckolded,” she observed, her eyes flicking down to his monster cock. “You’re younger than most, decent looking, and significantly better endowed.”

“I am fully submissive, Miss Sian,” he said. “My girlfriend says I’m a pretty little beta who lacks oomph, and has cuckolded me with a rougher alpha male.”

Nodding, she looked again at his cock, now stiff and jutting out like a flagpole in need of a flag. Damn, that was one fine appendage. It helped that it was attached to a super hot guy.

“Well, I like eye candy, so you will be assigned to this office to serve me.” She peered at him over the top of her glasses. “Understand, boy?”

“Yes, Miss Sian,” he said with the hint of a smile.

2.

Jason became her personal secretary. When she arrived each morning he waited with a cup of black coffee to wake her up, along with a copy of the FT. And when she was working, trawling spreadsheets or answering emails, he got on with chores.

She particularly liked him cleaning, and ensured that he bent over a lot or stretched, just to show off his incredibly well-developed body. And that dick! How could she work with that swinging piece of meat on display all the time?

Of course she couldn’t, and the joy of having a submissive man was that she could do whatever she liked with him. That meant on the second day she wriggled out of her tight pencil skirt, peeled off her panties, and instructed Jason to fuck her over her desk.

“Yes, Miss Sian!” he said eagerly and fucked her over her desk, hard, causing it to shake so much that her computer and phone ended up on the floor. God, it was good. So good, in fact, that Sian wondered what the guy who had cucked him was like. He must have been next level to relegate Jason to second spot.

Pretty soon they were fucking all over the office: against a filing cabinet, on her rug, over her ergonomic chair. Then they were outside her office fucking in the expensively refurbished toilet down the hallway. They even did it in the corridor over a banister. Because they had the top floor to themselves they could do it without being discovered. Not that Sian cared. In fact she rather enjoyed standing at the hall window being fucked by Jason from behind, while looking down at the naked men toiling in the grounds. It was hot as hell and gave her an inkling of why so many women were into cuckolding nowadays.

“You’re a different class of cuckold to them,” she said on the day Jason fucked her in front of the window.

“I know,” he said and thrust deep in her, causing her to squeal in delight.

It was fun and, even though she’d only known him a short time, she was falling for the sexy cuckold. Could she have him? His girlfriend didn’t want him for sex; she had some super stud with a mean streak for that, so why shouldn’t she make use of him on a more permanent basis? She even started drafting an email in which she formally asked permission to take ownership of Jason, and actually wondered if she should offer money? And what was the etiquette of sleeping with another woman’s cuckold in the first place? The more she thought about it the more it seemed an ethical minefield.

“Oh boy!” she muttered to herself with a grin. “I really am falling for the sexy bastard!”

3.

On Thursday Jason wasn’t anywhere to be found. He still had four more days at Cuckold Manor before his girlfriend picked him up, so he should have been available. He should have been standing by her desk, his monstrous cock thrusting out like a polished branch, while she enjoyed her first coffee of the day and contemplated what position she wanted to be fucked in first. Probably doggy style, since Jason could get his cock in ridiculously deep.

Distracted, she went downstairs to the foyer and addressed a nude slave in his forties polishing the floor. “Where’s Jason?”

“Jason, Miss Sian?”

Sian rolled her eyes. “The good looking man who serves as my secretary,” she snapped.

“I’m not sure,” he said, his eyes darting sideways in a most suspicious fashion. She frowned: was this odious little wretch hiding something from her?

Reaching down she grabbed a handful of his thinning hair and dragged his face to within inches of her own. “Where’s Jason?” she repeated, her voice cold with menace.

“I saw him go into a room with a guard, Miss Sian.” The small-dicked beta, now looking terrified, pointed at a room off reception.

Frowning, Sian let go of his balding head and went over to the room. Flinging open the door she saw one of her guards, with her jeans and panties around her ankles, bent over a chair being fucked by Jason. And fucked hard, judging by her ecstatic moans.

“You’re a different class of cuckold to the rest!” the guard murmured, echoing Sian’s comments to Jason from earlier that week.

“I know,” replied Jason arrogantly and thrust deep in the girl, causing her to squeal in delight.

They were so engrossed neither saw Sian in the doorway. With a cold fury washing over her she quietly closed the door.

How fucking dare he!

4.

It didn’t take long to find a slave amongst the current boarders qualified to do what she wanted. After finding the right man for the job Sian accessed Jason’s personal details and got in touch with his girlfriend. She explained what had transpired – carefully editing out her own transgression – and was pleased to find his girlfriend equally furious.

“Do what you must, I’m done with the bimbo!” she said, slamming the phone down.

The next call was to Jackson Wade, who chuckled when he heard what she had planned, and then gave her his blessing. “And remind me never to piss you off!” he added before hanging up.

5.

Jason was tied – spread-eagled and face up – on the huge oak wooden table in the centre of the kitchen. His freshly shaven balls were currently being wiped with anaesthetic by a fellow cuck dressed in a nurse’s cap, white stockings, suspenders, and a pair of high heels. The ‘nurse’ was rock hard and dribbling, doubtless aroused at what would happen next.

Standing beside the table was 86, otherwise known as Doctor Richard Grater, a top surgeon who had won awards for his skills. Although naked, he did wear a face mask and a pair of blue surgical gloves, which looked almost surreal. He too was fully erect and dribbling at what was to come.

Also present were Sian and three guards, including the guard Jason had been fucking. She wouldn’t be sacked, but Sian wanted her there to see the consequences of her actions.

“Begin,” said Sian and 86 took a syringe and injected something bright blue into Jason’s hairless balls.

“This is local anaesthetic, Miss Sian, so he won’t feel what happens next,” explained the award winning doctor.

What happened next was that 86 deftly sliced open Jason’s scrotal sack and gently eased the two balls out. After clamping the stalks connecting them he severed both and placed them in a small metal dish. All that remained was to tie each stalk off and sew Jason back up. And just like that the castration was complete.

“Good job, you now have my permission to masturbate,” she said and the doctor grabbed his erection and started furiously pumping. “You can jerk off as well,” she said to the nurse, and soon both men were wanking like chimps at a safari park.

It didn’t take long for them to ejaculate, and after eating their own spunk they were led out of the room by the guards, leaving just Sian and Jason. She stepped closer to the table and looked down at the large penis and the empty ball sack underneath it. She had taken something of great value and destroyed it, and she felt no guilt whatsoever. After all, cheaters have to pay.

“Enjoy your life as a permanently limp-dicked eunuch, Jason,” she said and, picking up the metal dish containing his freshly severed testicles, left the kitchen.

6.

Now Sian worked with a jar on her desk. In it floated what had made Jason a man. And every cuckolded slave who came into her office saw the jar and understood what crossing her would cost them.

Once Jason had recovered she had him back as her secretary, and made a point of making him polish the jar containing his balls each and every day. And, because she didn’t want the jar to get knocked off and broken, whenever she had a big cocked bull in to fuck her she made Jason stand watching, holding the jar containing his balls.


11: The Shy Boy

1.

Peter stared miserably at his pint and tried not to think about the debacle that had unfolded the previous night. If he thought about something else, anything else, then maybe he could will the mortifying events of twenty-four hours earlier out of existence? Well, it was worth a shot.

“What’s up?” asked his best friend, Judith, who had come to the pub with him.

“Nothing,” he mumbled.

“There is, I can tell,” she continued.

“There’s nothing up.”

“So why have you got a face like a slapped arse?”

“Leave my face out of it.”

“I wish I could but it’s bringing me down.” She nudged him gently on the arm. “What’s wrong, Pete?”

Peter sighed heavily and, after a pause, told her exactly what was wrong. Last night had been his third date with Susan. Things were going great and she had invited him back to her house for ‘coffee’. He was a bit nervous, but also tremendously excited. Susan was stellar looking and fun to be with, and although he was always slightly self-conscious about sex and suspected he wasn’t great at it, he knew he could do a passable job.

Or had thought that, right up until Susan told him she got really turned on by dominant men in the bedroom. In other words, she wanted to be a slave to his Master. This was alien territory to Peter, but he had jumped gamely in. What followed was a disaster. He tried to sound masterful but just sounded petulant. And when he had put her over his lap and spanked her she kept asking if he’d started yet. He called her a slut and then felt bad and apologised. He pulled her hair, then stopped and asked if she was all right. And when he threw her on the bed to fuck, she accidentally caught the bedside cabinet and broke an Anglepoise lamp.

“Christ! What is wrong with you?” she had hissed.

“I’m sorry!” he had apologised.

“That cost nearly one hundred pounds!”

“Really? I’m sorry.”

“Don’t keep apologising!” she had screamed. “It’s so weak.”

He had left her flat feeling humiliated. Now he was in the pub drowning his sorrows and reliving his shame with his best friend. After finishing his story he took another sip of his pint and looked at Judith. “Pretty pathetic, hey?”

She shook her head. “Not at all... well, maybe a little.”

“Maybe a lot.”

“Look on the bright side, you broke her lamp. That’s pretty badass.”

“No it’s not: I reimbursed her for the cost of it.”

Judith took a sip of her own drink, looked around the bar, and then leaned closer. “You want to learn how to be dominant?” she asked, her voice low.

“Why, is there a course at the local college I could sign up for?” he asked sarcastically.

Judith shook her head. “No, but I might have something even better.”

Peter couldn’t help but be intrigued.

2.

They arrived at a Tudor mansion in the heart of what felt like a thousand acres of picturesque parkland. It was drizzling heavily, and this seemed to irk his friend. “If the weather wasn’t lousy you’d have seen some pretty weird shit on the drive up here.”

“Right,” said Peter, getting out of the car and looking up at the mysterious mansion. It was the sort of spiffy looking place he’d seen a thousand BBC costume dramas set.

Judith led him up some stone steps to a reception area, where a young woman in black jeans and a white blouse was sitting behind a desk texting. She put down her phone when they entered and looked at Judith. “Is this him?” she asked.

“It is,” said Judith.

The woman looked Peter up and down and didn’t seem impressed by what she saw. “You’ve got your work cut out.”

“Maybe, maybe not.” Judith turned to Peter. “Strip!” she snarled, her voice suddenly cold.

“Sorry?” he said, half smiling.

“Strip naked now!” she thundered. He’d never heard her sound like this before, but she had an authority that was slightly scary.

“You heard Miss Judith, strip and hurry the fuck up!” snapped the girl behind the desk. She too oozed authority and, in truth, he found the pair of them extremely intimidating.

“I, erm, yes,” he mumbled and began pulling his clothes off slowly.

“Quicker!” roared Judith.

“Yes, sorry!” Peter stammered and began undressing at speed. Once naked Judith walked off down the corridor and, glancing back over her shoulder, told him to follow. He did, alarmed at how natural this all felt.

3.

Peter was in a book-lined study with three other naked men. He wanted to run out and go home, but he was afraid to. He didn’t want Judith to think any less of him – although Judith didn’t seem much like Judith anymore. She had become an overbearing tyrant who held all the men in the room under her sway. She’d even picked up a riding crop along the way, which magnified her power.

She turned to Peter. “You want to become dominant?”

He looked at her, and then nodded quickly.

“Good, because I need somebody to supervise these maggots while they polish the floor, and you’re going to do it.”

She thrust the riding crop at him, which he reluctantly took. “If they get out of line, beat them with this.”

“But-”

She turned away from him and addressed the naked males. “The man holding my crop is Master Wimp, and he’s in charge now.”

With that she turned and marched out of the room, leaving Peter facing the three naked men. The minute she was gone they seemed to stand up straighter and grow in stature. Suddenly they looked a lot less like snivelling slaves and more like ... well, normal men, albeit stark naked.

“You should get on with polishing the floor,” said Peter nervously.

They did nothing, just stared at him, and he swallowed. “You should get on with polishing the floor,” he repeated.

“Or what, Master Wimp? You going to beat our bare botties?” asked one of the men, his voice dripping sarcasm.

“I ... might!” he spluttered and wagged his riding crop unconvincingly.

Laughing, the three men advanced on him. Within minutes he was on his hands and knees polishing the floor while the trio took turns whipping his bare bottom with the riding crop. If this exercise was meant it make him more dominant, thought Peter, it really hadn’t worked at all.

4.

“I’m sorry,” said Judith on the drive back. She sounded genuinely contrite. “I thought if I chucked you in at the deep end, without explaining anything, then you’d get in touch with your inner alpha.”

“Maybe I haven’t got an inner alpha,” he said miserably.

Judith had the good sense not to disagree, and that made him even more miserable.

5.

That night he lay in bed and thought about the naked men Judith had tried to get him to dominate. He wished he could go back in time and show them who was boss. All he needed was attitude. Judith had it. That girl at the reception desk had it. Even the slaves he had been expected to supervise had it.

Peter thought if he could just best those men it would unlock his dominant side. He knew it was somewhere within, he just had to bring it to the fore. If he didn’t he’d be forever doomed as the nice guy who finished last and never got the girl. He’d spend his life watching more successful men from the sidelines.

He’d be a nothing.

A zero.

A blank.

An invisible man who left no trace.

No, he had to unlock his inner bastard and those three men were the key. If he could just try again, he’d get it right this time and change the course of his life. And so, as the early hours ticked by, he picked up his phone and dialled Judith’s number. “I need another go,” he said.

Silence from the other end, and then finally his friend spoke. “One more chance, that’s all you get.”

6.

The next day Judith took him back to the mansion. After stripping him naked in the reception area she took him to the same book-lined study and left him alone with the exact same three slaves. They smirked as the door shut.

“Hello, slaves,” he said straight away.

“Well, if it isn’t the wimp,” said one cockily.

Peter marched up to the man and slapped his face hard. “Master Wimp to you,” he snapped.

“Did you just slap me?” spluttered the man, stepping back.

“Yes, because you’re a bitch,” said Peter and, stepping forwards, slapped the man again, harder still.

“You can’t-” began the man and Peter slapped him so hard he lost his balance and fell to the floor.

Satisfied, Peter looked at the others with the contempt they deserved. “Now get on your hands and knees and polish, and try to do a good job as I really don’t want to waste energy beating your sorry asses.”

He didn’t think they’d do anything, but something in his tone – new to him, but inherently no-nonsense – must have resonated because suddenly all three were all on the floor polishing. Like bitches, he thought and smiled.

As Peter walked around them, slicing their arses with his crop, he felt a power growing within him. And as the power grew so did his cock. Subjugating somebody else, somebody inferior, was making him hard.

“Put some elbow grease into it!” he hissed and hit the nearest pair of buttocks.

“Yes, Master Wimp! Right away, Master Wimp!” simpered the man and started polishing like a maid on crack.

7.

Susan was naked and strapped to the bed, her legs splayed and her freshly shaven sex exposed. Peter advanced on her, his cock rock hard and leaking pre-cum. “Let’s break you in, girl,” he said and, without preamble, mounted her. Finally, he felt like a real man, and judging by the amount of ecstatic squealing Susan did as he fucked her, she very much liked the new him.


12: The Journalists

1.

“This is old school!” exclaimed Jim with a slightly manic grin.

“Old school?” said Karen, looking sceptically at the miniature camera shaped like a cigarette. “It’s positively prehistoric.”

“It’s got a memory card in, so it’s not that prehistoric!”

“Oh, it’s definitely prehistoric.”  Karen looked at her boyfriend with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “And talking of prehistoric, there is something of the caveman about you.”

Laughing, Jim punched Karen playfully on the arm. That in turn led to Karen kissing Jim, which in turn led to Jim groping Karen’s crotch, which in turn led to them tearing each others clothes off and fucking on the bed like a couple of horny teenagers.

Later, as they lay naked on top of the covers vaping, they reflected on their upcoming mission. They were both journalists at a popular red top tabloid, and they had heard rumours that there was an extremely kinky establishment deep in the Surrey countryside, in which men were humiliated by women. What made this slightly more unusual than your typical Femdom establishment were rumours that the men were cuckolds and had been checked in by their wives and girlfriends.

But even that wasn’t what made this story extra juicy. No, what elevated it was a mysterious voicemail message on their paper’s tip-line claiming that the person behind the enterprise was a very well known figure. Somebody who, if they were revealed to own and run such an establishment, would shock people to the core.

“You know the drop points?” asked Karen, turning to face her lover and co-worker.

“Yeah, all memorised.” Jim tapped his head theatrically, and then looked at his girlfriend. “You get how this will work?”

“Pretty much,” said Karen. “When you drop the memory card from the camera, I’ll throw a new one over for you to pick up and use.”

Jim grinned. “And remember to bring a wet wipe, because you know exactly how I’ll have to smuggle it out of the building.”

He meant that the camera would be smuggled out up his arse. It would be smuggled in the same way too. He assumed there wouldn’t be rectal searches, so hopefully the subterfuge wouldn’t be discovered.

Karen reached down and grabbed his cock, which was stiffening again, ready for round two. “You’re going to miss this during your stay,” she murmured.

“In that case, I better give you seven days worth of fucking now,” he said and, levering himself up, set about giving his girlfriend the fucking to end all fuckings. Little did he know it would be the last time he ever had sex with her or any other woman.

2.

Twelve hours later, Karen drove away from the renovated Tudor mansion having just dropped Jim off. In the reception area she had watched as a twenty year old girl with braces on her teeth ordered Jim to strip naked, which he did. Although dominant in the bedroom, he had played the role of snivelling cur pretty well. The only slight hiccough came when the girl pointed at his dick.

“Why isn’t he stiff?” she had asked, looking at Karen somewhat accusingly. “All the little perverts are usually rock hard about now.”

Karen, who had been expecting this, nodded, and uttered one word: “Impotence.”

“I guess that explains why you’re cuckolding Mr Softy,” the girl had said with a supercilious grin.

Then she had commanded Jim to crawl after her down a long corridor. Karen had watched him disappear on all fours, wondering how uncomfortable the camera up his arse was, and then left.

Now, driving through the vast grounds towards the guardhouse, she looked at the hordes of naked men being supervised by young women. It was a surreal sight, one she had thankfully managed to take a few surreptitious shots of with her mobile. Later she would edit them and type up her notes on this crazy place that could only exist in England, the world leader in sexual perversion.

At the guardhouse she stooped so that the gate could be raised. As she did so, the young woman inside the booth leaned out to talk to her. “Left your loser, have you?” she asked with a slightly evil smirk.

“Yes, he’s back there at the house, suffering.”

“Oh, he’ll suffer all right!” The girl laughed loudly and then looked down at something in the guardhouse with her. “Won’t he?” she snapped.

“Yes, Miss Greta!” squeaked a high pitched male voice and the guard laughed.

Smiling, Karen pulled away from the deeply kinky Manor. God knows what the girl had been doing to the cuckold in the guardhouse, but he sounded in considerable pain. She hoped that Jim didn’t suffer too much while he was there. No story was worth that much.

3.

Jim stood in front of two ridiculously young women in another of the Manor’s many studies; according to their nametags these two vixens were called Miss Zola and Miss Gina. They lounged in chairs, looking him up and down like a peace of not particularly impressive meat. As with the other guards, they seemed curious about his flaccid penis.

“Does that useless thing ever stand to attention?” Miss Zola asked.

“Sometimes, Miss Zola,” replied Jim, embarrassed.

“But not enough to satisfy your girlfriend, eh?”

“No,” he lied. Truth be told he was actually pretty virile. In fact it was hard to look at these two young honeys and not think about them both naked. God, he’d like to fuck the haughtiness out of them, and then make them lick each others pussies while he watched.

“Ooh, look, he’s stiffening!” chuckled Miss Gina.

Her companion grinned. “It’s actually not a bad dick, certainly better than most of the other dweebs here.”

“Yeah, pity it only gets stiff once every nine months!”

As both girls laughed Jim burned with shame and focussed instead on the pictures he had already taken with his hidden camera. He had managed to set it up in the dormitory and film some of the men being abused. One was the judge on a baking show, which would be dynamite when it splashed, especially as said judge had been bent over by a girl and buggered with a cucumber.

Unfortunately Jim still hadn’t got close to finding out who the mysterious figure behind all this was. The anonymous voicemail – a woman – had said the person was a wealthy household name, which meant Jim and Karen had to be careful, as whoever it was would have access to lawyers who could sue at the first sniff of exposure. No, the story needed to be airtight before they ran it.

“I’m bored with this fucker!” sighed Miss Zola. “Let’s put him on Stone Washing Duty!”

“After giving his botty a warming!” grinned Miss Gina.

And that’s exactly what the young women did. First they took turns caning him, which hurt like hell. How could any man ever enjoy this level of pain? It was ... well, painful. Yet no matter how much he yelped and squirmed the girls just carried on. In fact the more he protested, the more he begged, the harder they beat him.

Then, with tears in his eyes and his bottom striped and burning, he was sent outside with a bucket of water and a cloth to wash stones. It was backbreaking and pointless but he didn’t mind, because he managed to hide his camera in a bush and film the activity. Something that paid off in spades when a government minister was marched out and thrashed by two young hellcats.

Oh yes, thought Jim, this story just gets better and better.

4.

Karen couldn’t wait to get home. Outside the tall perimeter hedge she had found the first of Jim’s drops: the memory card from the camera tied to a rock. She actually liked all this cloak and dagger stuff, although she wasn’t sure about constantly swapping memory cards and smuggling them out. Jim figured that if he was discovered they would at least have some footage, but Karen wondered if they were just increasing the number of opportunities for them to be discovered.

It was still hot, though, skulking about like this. They were like Woodward and Bernstein investigating Watergate. She just wished Jim was here so they could fuck. That would be sexy as hell, doing it out in the open, just metres away from this kinky place filled with substandard men.

She pushed thoughts of fucking Jim to the back of her mind and thought about the memory card and the treasure it contained. She was so excited she couldn’t wait to get home, so as soon as she got back to her car she pulled out her tablet, inserted the card, and opened the files.

“Wow!” she grinned as the first footage she saw was of a pop star being pegged by a young woman with a ginormous purple dildo with the phrase ‘CUCK FUCKER’ emblazoned across the side in block capitals. The audio was great too, really capturing the man’s distress-

-Somebody knocked on the window. She jumped, startled, and looked up to see a young woman standing by the car. Karen rolled down the window. “Hi?” she said with a smile. “Are you lost?”

The young woman shook her head. “No, I’m exactly where I want to be.”

Frowning at the cryptic response, Karen noticed that the girl was wearing black jeans and a white blouse: the uniform the guards wore at Cuckold Manor. Before she could react the girl sprayed something in Karen’s face.

SSSSSSSS!

“What the?” blurted the journalist, suddenly feeling woozy. And then she was face down in the steering wheel, and even the car horn blaring didn’t wake her.

5.

“Come along, boy, we have a treat for you!” said Miss Zola, prodding Jim with her riding crop.

“A treat, Miss?” he asked, wondering what it could be. Probably another spanking. Oh, these girls sure did love to spank men. He supposed because it reminded the cuckolds of just how pathetic they were, being spanked like naughty children.

“Yes, now follow me!” snapped Miss Zola and marched ahead, leaving Jim to scuttle after her.

They entered the great hall – the centrepiece of this born again mansion – and Jim saw around fifteen cuckolded slaves standing in a group, looking excitedly at something. Before he could see what it was at an older woman – mid forties and incredibly well preserved – stepped forwards. She wasn’t dressed like the guards here, and instead wore jodhpurs and a tight turtle neck sweater. Jim knew from his research that this was Kitty Jones, the so called owner and manager of this place. She may have been the manager, but there was no way she had mustered the funds to actually buy this place. There was somebody else bankrolling her.

“Hello, James, nice to meet a representative of the fourth estate,” she began.

Jim’s eyes slid past her back to the group of cuckolded slaves watching something. Realising that his cover was blown he saw no reason to continue cowering and cringing like a beta male anymore, and stood up. As he did so he saw what the slaves were looking at and his heart leapt into his throat: Karen was kneeling naked on the ground before them, with her hands on top of her head. Their eyes met and he saw the anguish in them.

“Meet our newest guest,” said Kitty proudly. “Although we usually cater to snivelling male worms, we do occasionally branch out to incorporate snivelling female worms.”

Jim took a step forward towards his girlfriend but abruptly some of the burlier cucks came from behind and grabbed him, holding him in place. “Let go!” he said, struggling.

“Don’t worry about your partner, James, she’s agreed to partake in the following fun and frolics because while you two have been creeping around, our very resourceful boss has been planting evidence that will land you both in prison for years if it ever comes to light.”

“What evidence?” he sneered.

Kitty smiled and, taking out her phone, showed him footage of his and Karen’s house being entered by men with bags and secreting drugs, weapons and some very nasty pornography in each room.

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “Nobody will believe we’re into that.”

“You write for the tabloids, so you know full people want to believe bad things.”

Sadly, she was right. People would believe they were shady scumbags because that’s what they wanted to believe. And even if they proved their innocence the damage to their reputations would already have been done. Fuck!

“You’re not a real cuckold, so we thought you should be,” said Kitty with a dark chuckle. “Only instead of being cuckolded by big strong alpha males you’re going to be cuckolded by simpering beta males.”

“What?” he asked, confused.

What followed was one of the worst moments of Jim’s entire life. He was forced to watch as Karen, the woman he loved and wanted to spend the rest of his days with, bent over and had sex – doggy style – with every micro dicked freak in the great hall. Of course the men couldn’t believe their luck, getting to fuck an impossibly sexy blonde in her mid thirties, and most only lasted a few seconds inside her before shooting their wads. Then another pathetic beta male took their place behind his girlfriend and fucked her.

After it was finished Jim, like any good cuck, bent down behind his girlfriend and licked every drop of rancid jism from her pussy. Only as he swallowed the last of the sperm, aware that all eyes were on him, did he fully understand what it meant to be a cuckold.

6.

Karen felt intimidated standing naked before these young women. They were horrible and clearly relished the power they had over her. They also knew exactly how to get under her skin, playing on the fact she was older than them:

“You’ve got thunder thighs, girl!”

“Your tits are starting to sag!”

“Pity about those stretch marks!”

“Mind you, the cucks still enjoyed fucking the tired old bitch!”

“I’ll say, maybe they even got her pregnant?”

“That’s assuming she hasn’t gone through the menopause yet!”

Oh, god! What if they had got her pregnant? If that happened she wouldn’t even know which of the fifteen micro-dicked losers was the father. And what if she had a son and it turned out like them? A hopeless beta male, turned on by humiliation and degradation?

“It looks like she’s about to cry?”

“Yeah, so would I if I had those sad droopy nipples!”

“Aw! Let’s attach some pegs to them.”

“We could do her camel toe as well, there must be room for at least ten pegs on that big flappy thing!”

What made it worse was that they verbally abused in front of not only smirking submissive males – who were permitted to wank along to the cruel words – but also Jim, who watched and did nothing. That somehow bothered her more than anything. The man she thought would protect her stood mutely by, cowed by girls half his age. Yes, there was the blackmail material they had planted, but ... still! She was his woman and he should have been shielding her from this! He should have been fighting like hell, not submitting! She wanted him to slap these cruel young bitches silly, pick her up and carry her away, not stand there like a lemon!

7.

The staff at Cuckold Manor devised cruel and unusual punishments that involved both Jim and Karen. Such as making them stand naked and hug each other while a girl stood on either side hacking at their bottoms with canes.

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

As each blow landed they thrust their groins forwards in a pathetic imitation of sex. “Ooh, look! The randy sods are humping each other!” laughed one guard.

“Without permission, which is a punishable offence!” laughed the other and set about caning them harder.

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

“Hurts, does it?” they asked, somewhat rhetorically since the tears streaming down Karen’s and Jim’s faces pretty much told the full story. But no matter how much it hurt, they had to endure it because if they didn’t the planted evidence would be released and destroy their lives.

8.

Another day, another indignity, as Karen was forced to watch them lock Jim’s magnificent penis into a lifetime chastity cage. Apparently it was a special kind of cage that Mistress Kitty was helping the manufacturer road test. There was no key, and once clicked shut there was no hope of it ever coming off, unless the wearer fancied taking a buzz saw to it.

“No more erections ever! No more sex ever! No more fun ever!” laughed the girls as they locked him up.

“No, Miss,” agreed Jim, staring miserably at the floor. Karen saw from his face that he finally understood what it meant to lose all hope.

9.

Jim thought it couldn’t get any worse but he was wrong. He was currently on all fours with his bottom high in the air. Now it was his turn to be fucked by the cucks. Karen had been done, so the guards thought it only fair that he get boned.

“Wiggle that arse, boy, and show the dogs your pussy!”

He waggled his arse in what he hoped was an inviting manner, and one by one the beta males mounted him and forced their cocks into him. They weren’t well endowed, but they were enthusiastic, and as soon as their cocks were inside him they thrust their hips back and forth energetically, fucking him and making up for all the sex they didn’t get with their wives and girlfriends.

And as the men shafted him, some even slapping his arse or pulling his hair, he was forced to look Karen in the eye and see the last of her respect for him die.

10.

And so Jim and Karen had an extended stay at Cuckold Manor. Videos and photos were taken of their escapades – in glorious HD – to ensure they would never breathe a word to anyone about this establishment. As an added bonus they also agreed to write stories about anybody the mysterious owner wanted. Ironically despite being his bitches they never did find out who the man who ran this institution was.


13: The Dog Walker

1.

Twenty-three year old Cathy Jenkins was walking Mrs Rowbottom’s Great Dane, Tuppence. Actually, the dog was walking her. He had not only dragged her way off the route she normally walked her dogs, but they were now in completely uncharted territory, walking alongside a towering hedgerow.

Cathy was actually quite impressed with the hedge as she understood they were dying out in Britain thanks to farmers and property developers tearing them up. A pity since hedges were a hotbed of bio diversity, home to a thousand or more breeds of animals and insects, all slowly being wiped out.

She suspected this super hedge was bordering the old Manor that had recently been bought and turned into ... what exactly? Cathy wasn’t sure. She’d heard rumours of health spas for reclusive celebrities or a drug den for disgraced royals, but none rang true.

Looking at her watch she saw that it was time to drag Tuppence away from this humungous hedge and go home. She tugged on his lead but the Great Dane resisted. She was about to tug harder still when the dog saw something and took off after it. Cathy, surprised, lost her grip on the lead and suddenly the massive but over excited dog was disappearing through a hole in the hedge.

“Bugger!” she cursed and dashed after him. It took a few moments, but she found the hole and crawled through it, pulling threads in her cardy as she went. Later she would view the moment she went through the hedge as much like the moment the kids went through the wardrobe in that Narnia book.

2.

Cathy was on a vast lawn bordered by heavily coiffured bushes. It was like something out of Downton Abbey or Brideshead Revisited. In the middle of the lawn was a small group of people. Hoping she wasn’t trespassing, Cathy walked towards them.

As she got closer she saw that the group consisted of three women wearing some kind of uniform: black jeans, ankle boots and white blouses. They were clustered around something.

“The poor sod’s never coming back from this!” said one woman.

“Yeah, his fragile male ego is toast!” said another.

Cathy edged around the group and gasped. A naked man was on all fours and her Great Dane had mounted him and was humping his thigh. “Oh my god, Tuppence!” she muttered in shock.

One of the women noticed Cathy and smiled broadly. “Does he belong to you?” she asked.

“Erm, yes,” she said, unable to take her eyes off her amorous dog and the hapless naked man being dry humped.

“Tuppence!” she called sharply and the dog reluctantly pulled away and padded over to Cathy.

“Erm, sorry,” she said to the women.

“Don’t apologise, it’s probably the most action the sad little dweeb’s had in years!” quipped another of the women, and everybody laughed. Including Cathy, who was beginning to understand that a strange dynamic was at play here. Rather bizarrely, the naked man who had just been dry humped by a dog wasn’t the only naked man. In the distance she noticed others, all on all fours. Dotted around them were more young women – all clothed in black jeans and white blouses, and all carrying either riding crops or canes.

“Erm, what is this place?” she asked the nearest girl as she put Tuppence back on his lead

“Why don’t you come to the house and we’ll fill you in,” replied the girl with a warm smile.

3.

They were in an enormous kitchen in the Tudor mansion. At an oak table as big as a barn door Cathy sat with two of the women – Miss Tanza and Miss Ellie according to their badges – and drank tea from mugs. The tea had been served by two stark naked men in collars, who now stood mutely to the side looking humbly at the floor. Both had multiple clothes pegs on their testicles, which looked incredibly painful. Miss Ellie must have noticed Cathy’s gaze because she grinned, “Motivation.”

“Sorry?”

“The pegs on their shaven balls motivate them to work harder,” explained Miss Ellie. “And if we want to get them working even harder, we just apply more pegs. Don’t we, boys?”

“Yes, Miss!” said the men in unison.

Cathy nodded slowly. “Erm, so what exactly is this place?”

“Think Disney Land for sad pervy fuckers,” said Miss Tanza and everybody laughed, including Cathy. She liked these women. There was warmth behind their obvious strength, at least towards her.

And then these fascinating women were explaining that this place was a boarding house for men who were being cheated on by their wives and girlfriends. While the men – known as cuckolds – stayed here they were abused and dominated by women for a lot of money.

“Erm, how much money?” asked Cathy, thinking how much she could do with some extra cash. Sure, she loved dog walking, but her new business wasn’t exactly setting the world on fire. A pity, since she had plans to open a dog training centre – preferably in nearby Epsom – but so far hadn’t raised nearly enough capital to do so.

The women seemed to pick up on her money worries, because Miss Ellie abruptly smiled. “You know, we could always do with a girl with your skill set around here.”

“My skill set?” asked Cathy, confused.

And so they explained.

4.

“Stop pulling, boys!” shouted Cathy and yanked the leashes of her ‘dogs’. The four stark naked men she was walking immediately slowed to a more reasonable place.

“Good boys!” she said and continued her leisurely stroll, enjoying the picaresque scenery around Fullerton Manor. It was like a Turner painting brought to life (albeit with added naked men getting whipped and kicked and buggered senseless with tree branches).

She only visited the Manor one day a week, but during that visit she took upwards of twenty or thirty men on walks. And she did more than just walk them. She had begun training them to sit, beg for food, roll over, and even cock their legs and urinate on command. Of course she used a crop on the more unruly beasts – something she would never do with a real dog – but beating these males was almost relaxing.

“Lovely day!” she said as she passed a young woman mercilessly whipping a chubby naked man eating a selection of worms he had just pulled from the ground.

“Yes, isn’t it!” grinned the girl.

When Cathy reached the meadow behind the big house she would let her ‘dogs’ off their leashes and allow them to play. Part of that play, she had decided, would be to have the dirty little mutts mount and fuck each other. Why not? She was the boss and these little bitches would do whatever she ordered, and she’d always had a secret desire to see men humping each other against their will.

5.

Six months later Cathy had enough money to open her own dog training centre in Epsom. Ironically many of the ‘dogs’ she trained belonged to women whose cuckolded husbands she had also helped look after and train.


14: The Rival Billionaire

1.

Dante’s hands and feet were bound and he was lying face up on the bedroom floor. He was also naked. The carpet was lush shag-pile, so it was enormously comfortable. Not that he wanted comfort. He was a submissive masochist and needed discomfort.

He listened as the penthouse door opened. Moments later he heard a male voice. It was rich and deep and the thought of the powerful man it belonged to sent a shiver down Dante’s spine. Then he heard his wife’s voice, light and happy like a songbird, and yet more illicit tingles surged through him. Footsteps down the hallway. The door opened and his wife and an impossibly muscular black man entered. The man smiled when he saw Dante on the floor.

“So this is my new boss,” he said, squatting down to peer at Dante.

“That’s him, alright,” agreed his wife, prodding him disdainfully with her foot.

Leaning forward, the black man grabbed Dante by the hair and pulled his face to within inches of his. “Pleased to meet you, Mr Hellion,” he said.

“Pleased to meet you too, Sir!” said Dante in a high pitched voice.

The man let his hair go and glanced at Dante’s groin. “You’d think with all his money he’d invest in some penis enlargement surgery, because that dick is seriously small.”

“Oh, no,” said his wife, Esmie. “He actually likes having a freakishly little prick. It triggers him. In fact us two mocking his manhood now is the highlight of the slut’s day.”

The tall black man, who Dante knew was called Frank, grinned. “Is that true, Mr Hellion? You excited at us pointing out how microscopic your dick is?”

“Yes, Sir! I am!” said Dante truthfully and then, because the humiliation really was exhilarating, promptly ejaculated all over himself.

“Eugh!” muttered Frank, standing up and looking down in disgust at the super-rich white man.

Then the man did what they always do: he grabbed Esmie by the hand and yanked her towards him. Dante watched from the floor as they kissed passionately and began to tear each others clothes off. Soon they were naked, their perfect bodies rubbing against each other, and although Dante had only just ejaculated, his three inch penis was already stiffening again.

The truth was, although he was bound naked on the floor, he knew everything there was to know about Frank Redmond. As the UK’s richest men – something he was inordinately proud – he made it his business to know everything about those he dealt with. Frank was a personal trainer from Toxteth, who had recently started supplementing his income with bodyguard work. He would be starting as Dante’s bodyguard, but would also cuckold him at the same time. In order to be allowed to do this he had to first sign a strict NDA, agreeing that he would never tell anybody about anything he witnessed or took part in.

It wasn’t the first such arrangement Dante had made. He had been making men sign these contracts for years, and had therefore been able to keep his peculiar needs secret. He had to, because he knew that if it was ever found out he would become a global laughing stock.

Frank, who was now naked with his huge black cock thrusting out before him like a bazooka, looked down at Dante. “Sorry, boss, but I’m going to have to fuck your wife now,” he said and threw Esmie on the bed.

Dante watched, hypnotised, as the younger, better endowed, and infinitely more masculine man slammed his huge cock in and out of his young trophy wife. Already Dante was excited about the clean up duties he would soon have to perform.

2.

Dante was in his limousine being driven to a meeting with his hedge fund manager when his phone trilled. It was Lacy Larimore, the only one of his lawyers he truly trusted. “Well?” he asked her.

“The facility checks out,” she said, her voice clipped of emotion. “It belongs to an ex OnlyFans model and domme who milked some of her richer clients to set it up. It’s a clean and safe environment for you. Although, due to your public profile, I recommend the partial disguise we discussed.”

He grinned. From what he had heard about this Manor it seemed like the ultimate humiliation experience. Sure, there were other places that offered Femdom and the like, including a bizarre kingdom in Eastern Europe that he had visited a few times a decade ago, but it seemed somehow infinitely hotter that this one was in the heart of the English countryside, staffed by young English women eager to make cuckolded men like him squirm.

“Okay, book an appointment with the stylist and permanent make-up woman,” he said.

“Yes, Sir,” said Lacy and hung up.

Still grinning like a Cheshire cat, Dante texted his wife and told her everything was a go.

3.

As far as Cuckold Manor was concerned, Dante was a cuck with a difference. For a significant fee he was allowed to wear a maid’s dress for his entire stay, complete with blonde wig and permanent make-up (it wasn’t really permanent, but would last for the week he was there). All the other cuckolded men here were stark naked save for collars.

It thrilled him no end to know that although humiliated and degraded, he was completely anonymous amongst the men and woman here. These people had no idea he was the wealthiest man in the country. “Suckers!” he whispered to himself as left the induction office wearing his sissy attire.

The girls at the Manor wasted no time in putting him to work. In fact their favourite phrase when he was around was, “Speed clean, bitch!”

As soon as he heard these words he had to perform domestic duties at supersonic speed. He dashed from vast room to vast room, dusting and polishing and vacuuming. It was exhausting but exhilarating, especially knowing that while he did it his beautiful young wife was in the South of France getting fucked raw by a hot black man.

“Faster! Faster! Faster!”

“Yes, Miss!” he warbled, attempting to break the speed of light with his chores. The fact that he looked preposterous and made everybody who saw him roar with laughter – including his fellow cuckolds – just made this experience infinitely hotter.

4.

He was polishing silverware when he heard the car crunch on the drive. Another sad fucker come to be abused, he thought with a rueful smile. He didn’t know why, but he decided to go and have a look out of the window at whoever was arriving. What he saw wiped the smile off his heavily made-up face: Jackson Wade was getting out of a black and deeply ostentatious Lamborghini and walking towards the Manor. He wasn’t naked or on a leash or in any way like the other males at this establishment. In fact he was walking towards the building like he owned the place.

It belongs to an ex OnlyFans model and domme who milked some of her richer clients to set it up, his lawyer had said. What she hadn’t said, and probably didn’t know, was that Jackson Wade was the fucker funding this cesspool.

“Shit shit shit!” muttered Dante and started walking towards the door. Jackson Wade was the rival he had recently outmanoeuvred on a business deal, and in the process become richer than him. In other words Jackson Wade was a man who must never under any circumstances learn of Dante’s abnormal needs.

He opened the door and walked hurriedly out into the corridor. Miss Tanya was out there tugging on the nipple clamps of a chubby naked man. “Hurts, does it?” she asked him sarcastically.

“Yes, Miss Tanya!” squealed the man.

“I fucking hope so, you spineless freak,” she said and tugged harder. And that’s when she noticed Dante walking hurriedly down the corridor, away from the entrance. “Where the fuck do you think you’re going, slut?” she called after him.

Dante ignored her and carried on walking, following one corridor after another until he found a door to the outside.

5.

Dante was running, and doing a pretty good job of it considering he was wearing four inch high heels. He had to, though; he had to get away from this godforsaken place before his sordid double life was discovered by an arch enemy. If that happened ... well, it didn’t bare thinking about.

The back lawns at Fullerton Manor were dotted with huge bushes, and each one had naked men standing around them, trimming them with nail scissors. As the men trimmed, hot young guards whipped and verbally abused them.

“Hurry up!”

“Trim properly or I’ll trim your balls!”

“This is the nearest you’ll ever get to a bush again!”

Dante ran past the simpering fools and the heartless vixens dominating them. He ran like the wind, and ignored the shouts for him to stop. If he could just get to the perimeter he would be all right, he would-

-He collided with a naked man on all fours chewing grass like a sheep and tumbled head over heels. “Stupid twat!” he hissed, crawling to his feet.

The man looked up at him, confused at being spoken to so disrespectfully by a fellow sub, and Dante just shook his head in disgust. Then he started running again, like Tom Cruise in a Mission Impossible film (if Mission Impossible ever had Tom Cruise infiltrate an international Male Maid Ring hell-bent on world domination).

As Dante ran he was dimly aware of guards chasing him, ten or more, but they wouldn’t catch him. He was a motivated maid and no way was his dirty little secret being exposed today.

6.

He was scaling the nine foot tall perimeter fence – and congratulating himself on his athleticism – when a guard tasered him. As several thousand volts of electricity surged through him he lost his grip and, with a yelp, tumbled backwards onto the lawn.

“Ah!” he cried, looking up at the sky.

The guard who had tasered him – Miss Jane, a nursery school assistant in the outside world – stared down at him like a spider looks at a fly. “Tough luck, bitch, your goose is well and truly cooked!” she said, the pleasure in her voice evident.

“Please, I need to leave!” he gasped desperately.

“And I need to shoot you again,” quipped Miss Jane and shot him with her taser a second time, and then watched as he convulsed on the floor like an epileptic worm. Once he’d finished writhing some of the naked cucks were tasked with carrying him back to the Manor to meet the owner.

7.

“What do you want?” he asked as he knelt before Jackson Wade fifteen minutes later. They were in one of the many studies this godforsaken honeytrap had. Jackson had two guards with him, who were smirking down at the feminised man.

“What do you want, Master,” corrected Jackson. “Since I now own you.”

Dante swallowed, hating how submissive his rival was making him feel. “What do you want, Master?” he asked.

“There are hidden cameras everywhere here. You’ve been filmed since you arrived. In fact you’ll be flattered to know I created this entire facility just to snare you, the only man who ever beat me in a business deal.” Jackson shook his head ruefully. “Boy, am I a sore loser!”

“So ... you’re going to blackmail me, Master?” asked Dante.

“Amongst other things.”

Standing up Jackson unzipped his trousers and pulled out his dick. It was as big as his reputation suggested, and not just the product of an overactive PR department. “Sucking this is one of those other things,” continued the billionaire.

Dante looked at his rival’s huge veiny dick and shook his head.

“What was that?”

“No, Master, I won’t.... I can’t.”

“It’s cute that you’re trying to assert yourself but it won’t work. We can go through the rigmarole of you refusing but we both know how this ends.”

It did end that way. With Dante fellating his rival until his mouth was filled with hot sticky cum. And as he swallowed it, gulping it down, he was told exactly what would happen next.

8.

Dante was no longer the richest man in Britain. When he left Cuckold Manor he was merely the token head of his organisation, with a yearly stipend that amounted to pocket money. He was also working for Jackson Wade. In more ways than one, since the billionaire wanted him round to his luxury flat once a week in his maid’s dress, cleaning. And when he wasn’t cleaning he would, of course, be on his knees sucking the cock of the man who had bested him in business.

THE END
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