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1: The Students

1.

The house was a detached three bedroom in a nice neighbourhood. Maybe the property was a little rundown, a little tired from years of revolving tenants and not being maintained properly, but you could argue that was just wasted elegance. And as Debbie Winters pulled up on the gravel driveway in her green Fiat Punto she thought it looked perfect for her needs.

She was currently living in a bedsit above a chip shop. It was awful – noisy, smelly, damp – and she was keen to move. No, she was desperate to move, so this house share with fellow students would be ideal.

A girl called Emma let her in. Emma was a striking redhead with piecing green eyes and a voice so smoky it should have carried a health warning. The redhead was studying Law and intended to be a barrister specialising in property law. Emma told Debbie all this the minute she was through the door. As she finished Susan joined them. Susan was black girl aged twenty, with short hair cut in a chic bob, and a killer smile. She was studying economics with an eye on becoming a financial adviser. After these brief but illuminating bios Debbie was given a whistle-stop tour of the house, before the trio returned to the living room for the actual interview.

Emma and Susan told Debbie about the room and how much the rent was a month. They explained that the landlord lived abroad so they never saw him, which in some ways was great, but in other ways wasn’t because it meant getting stuff repaired was a nightmare. The girls explained that they were pretty relaxed about noise and friends, although would rather it was kept to sociable hours apart from weekends.

After that they talked about Debbie. She told them about the smelly bedsit above the chip shop and how she was studying for an engineering degree. “Wow! Engineering!” said Emma, impressed. “Does that mean you can fix stuff?”

Debbie laughed and nodded. “I am pretty handy with my hands, yes, and I do love repairing things.”

A look passed between Susan and Emma. “In the interests of full disclosure, we need to talk about the heating,” said Emma.

Susan leaned forward. “The house gets pretty cold because we can’t really afford to heat it, what with gas prices going through the roof. So we’d love to have you live here, but you will need a lot of quilts and water bottles!”

Debbie grinned happily. “I’d love to move in, thanks. As for the heating, ideally you’d have your own generator. Probably similar to one I built in college.”

Susan raised one of her perfectly coiffed eyebrows. “You built an actual generator? Did it work?”

“Yes, but unfortunately it was powered by a treadmill. So unless one of us fancies walking on it for six hours a day, I don’t think it’s a goer.”

Emma looked thoughtful for a moment, before a slow smile burned across her pretty face. “You know what? I might have an idea on that front.”

2.

During her first year Emma had gone out with a fellow law student called Justin. Justin was cute as a button with looks straight out of a boy band, had an easy sense of humour, and was fun to hang out with. The only problem was he lacked oomph in the bedroom. Emma liked a guy with a bit of attitude between the sheets, but Justin just lay there like a wet blanket. He had a nice cock with good length and girth, sure, but he didn’t have a clue how to use it. When one day she confessed that he didn’t turn her on he told her that he wasn’t really into traditional sex.

“What do you mean?” she had asked.

“Don’t get me wrong I like girls, fancy them something rotten, it’s just I’m ... submissive.”

“Submissive?” Emma had heard the term before but didn’t really understand what it meant. “What does being submissive involve?”

Looking embarrassed, Justin explained that he liked to be bossed around and humiliated by women. And that although he enjoyed sex, he got a far bigger kick out of being ordered to do something or told he was a loser.

So, with this in mind, Emma tried to please him. She made him take off his clothes and had him doing pointless things like writing lines or polishing stones in the garden when nobody was around. Judging by his throbbing erections, he loved it. Sadly, Emma didn’t. It did nothing for her. She needed a normal red-blooded boyfriend who could satisfy her between the sheets, so they parted ways.

But now she thought he might be the answer to their generator problem. Debbie could build the generator and Justin could power it. So she phoned him and invited him over. When he arrived, looking bemused and slightly sheepish, she adopted her haughtiest tone. “It’s quite simple, Justin, I need an idiot to walk on a treadmill and power a generator.”

“Sorry?”

She rolled her eyes, faking exasperation. “Do pay attention, boy! I said I need an idiot to walk on a treadmill in the cellar and power a generator. And because you’re a pervert I’ll let you do it, stark naked. I’ll even come down in the cellar to shout abuse as you at random intervals. And not just me, but my two housemates as well. Interested?”

“I-”

She sighed impatiently. “If you’re not, we’ll just find another sad little wanker to work naked and be shouted at by us. Are you interested or not?”

Justin, looking embarrassed, nodded.

“Good, now piss off out of my sight until the generator is built and we need you.”

“Yes, Mistress Emma!” he squeaked and scuttled off. Judging by the bulge she spied in his jeans as he left, he was already turned on by the prospect. What a saddo!

3.

Justin was nervous before his first shift. Nervous and very, very excited. Although he found the idea of being dominated enormously arousing he’d never actually had much luck finding girls into female domination, and so ended up paying professional mistresses to deal with him. This meant that even though he was a student an awful lot of his meagre budget went on visiting expensive Miss Whiplashes. And while he enjoyed these sessions, he would rather enjoy it for free. Now it looked like he had the chance, working as a rather bizarrely titled Power Slave.

Swallowing, he rang the doorbell and waited. A few moments later it opened and an attractive brunette in glasses was looking at him. “Slave Justin?” she asked crisply.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, thrilled to hear an attractive young woman use the word ‘slave’ to describe him.

“You will address me by my full name: Mistress Debbie,” said the woman in an ominous tone.

“Sorry, Mistress Debbie.”

She nodded curtly and stepped aside. “Good, now follow me.”

He entered the house and followed the shapely brunette – Mistress Debbie – down the hallway. They went through a door at the end and down some narrow wooden steps, finally emerging into a large basement. Against one wall stood a blocky generator and a treadmill. “Strip naked and put your clothes in that,” said Debbie, pointing to a small cardboard box.

“Yes, Mistress Debbie,” said Justin humbly and started pulling off his clothes. Once naked he put them in the box and stood before the young dominatrix.

“What is required of you is quite simple,” she said, looking him up and down coldly. “You will walk on the treadmill for six hours, and in the process will generate electricity for me and my housemates. Since you are a deviant who desires humiliation and discipline, me or a fellow housemate will come down every now and then to check on your progress and abuse you. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Debbie!”

“Oh, and although you will be left unsupervised for much of the time that is not an excuse to play with that ridiculous thing sticking out in front of you,” she said, eyeballing his erection with disdain.

“No, of course not, Mistress Debbie.”

“Good, because you’re here to work not wank, and if we find you behaving inappropriately you’ll be asked to leave and replaced with a better behaved slave. And trust me; there are plenty of perverts out there who’ll jump at the chance.”

Justin felt embarrassed at his own erection and nodded quickly. “I’m here to work, Mistress Debbie, and I will work.”

“Good, now get on the treadmill and walk you pathetic excuse for a man.”

He did as he was told and was soon walking on the treadmill’s rubber conveyor belt. Mistress Debbie watched him for a moment, ensuring he was doing it right, and then left the cellar.

Justin carried on walking, his semi-tumescent penis bouncing and swaying in front of him with each step. At first it was easy but it grew harder as he went on, with his legs getting heavier. As he walked he wondered if the girls would just forget about him and leave him down hear, marching to nowhere. If that happened he wouldn’t be happy: a big part of his fetish was the desire to be mocked and derided by the opposite sex.

He needn’t have worried. About an hour into his session Susan – Mistress Susan, a beautiful young black woman – came down wearing skin-tight white jeans and a white polo neck jumper. She also carried a vicious looking crook handled cane.

“I thought I’d come and welcome our new electricity maker!” she said and cracked her cane across his arse as he walked.

CRACK!

It hurt; it hurt a lot, but also gave him a delicious thrill. “Thank you, Mistress Susan!” he squealed.

She sliced his bottom twice more – CRACK! CRACK! – which hurt even more than the first time, and helped make him feel more of an actual slave. Apparently satisfied that his bottom had received enough attention for the moment, she came around to stand beside him and tapped his erection with her cane. “Excited, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Susan!”

She chuckled and leaned closer, close enough that he could feel her hot breath on his cheek. “Ironic, since according to Emma you could barely get an erection as her boyfriend, yet down here you’re stiff as a post!”

“Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled, embarrassed yet delighted that his sexual inadequacy was common knowledge. The thought of these young women discussing his shortcomings as a lover with each other, and possibly even their boyfriends, had his dick quivering and twitching with excitement.

“They say men can’t multi-task, but I’m going to give you a chance to prove them wrong. You’re going to walk and wank at the same time,” continued the gorgeous young black woman.

At first he did nothing and, sighing, she sliced her cane across his arse again: CRACK!

“Walk and wank, boy!” she repeated firmly.

Feeling very foolish, Justin grabbed his poker-hard cock and started to pump it while walking. It was tricky but he managed it. Boy, did he manage it! He had been doing it for a couple of minutes when his ex girlfriend Emma came down to join them in the cellar. When she saw what he was doing she laughed loudly.

“Who’s a clever little jerk monkey?” she hooted loudly. And it was her mocking laughter that caused him to shoot is load into his hand, which he then held up for the two women to inspect.

“Not much there,” said Susan.

“Probably because he was wanking himself silly before he arrived,” observed Emma and Justin blushed bright red. He had wanked himself silly before coming here, his mind feverishly playing out the glorious humiliation that was to come. And he knew that when he left here, no matter how exhausted, he would pump himself again and again and again.

Susan was looking at him with an impish smile playing on her luscious lips. “You need to keep hydrated, boy,” she continued slyly. “So be a good little white boy and eat your own cum.”

Justin dutifully ate his own milky semen, quickly slurping the discharge from his palm. It wasn’t the first time a woman had made him do this – dominatrices often forced him to consume their boyfriends cum from extra large condoms – and it wouldn’t be the last. And as he gobbled down his own salty seed his ex and her devilishly sexy housemate laughed, revelling in his utter degradation.

He loved it.

4.

Susan couldn’t believe how lucky they had been to find Debbie as a housemate. The bubbly young engineer was a godsend who had not only saved them a packet on heating bills and made the house warm, but had opened up a whole world of fun in the form of man abuse. And make no mistake it really was enormously enjoyable ordering men about and then beating them when they failed to satisfy.

And it was men, plural, because the girls now had multiple slaves. The success of Debbie’s treadmill generator had led to the engineering student increasing the capacity and adding three more treadmills to the cellar. With some adverts on Tinder and a few other specialist dating apps, they had managed to recruit a stable of men who were willing to come and be mindless workhorses for them. Not only that, but each Power Slave had to pay for the privilege!

Susan was currently on a date with a sexy black guy called Kurt, and had just told him about her Power Slaves. “You’re shitting me!” he grinned, his perfect white teeth flashing.

She shook her head and speared a piece of asparagus with her folk. “I shit you not!!”

“You’ll have to show me these losers later,” chuckled Kurt.

“Who said there’s going to be a later?” asked Susan, arching her eyebrow.

But there was a later. Of course there was a later. After a great meal, and making out in Kurt’s car like a couple of horny teenagers, Susan took her date back to her place and took him down into the cellar. And there, on the specially built treadmills, were four men. Each was completely naked and walking. Just to make the task that little bit more undignified, each man had a large blue butt plug inserted in his rear end.

Kurt doubled over with laughter when he saw the men. “Jesus! You weren’t shitting me! You’ve got actual slaves!”

Susan, keen to show just how much power she had over the white wimps (and they were all white), went to the corner and a rack containing riding crops, canes, whips and other items designed to inflict pain. She selected two short whips, then went and handed one to her handsome date.

“Please join me in beating their pasty white arses!” she drawled. “It’ll do them good to have an alpha male stamping his authority on them!”

“You mean... really beat them?” asked Kurt.

“Oh, yes. Use those fine muscles of yours to make these lackeys suffer!”

He looked from the naked men to his whip and back again, and then shrugged. “When in Rome!” he said and, stepping forward, began lashing the bottom of the naked guy nearest him, making him flinch and walk faster.

“Thank you, Sir!” squealed the middle-aged man, understanding instantly that Kurt was his superior and deserved maximum respect.

“My pleasure, white boy,” said Kurt and lashed the Power Slave even harder, causing him to whimper and walk even faster on his treadmill.

Susan, not wanting to be left out of the fun, took her own whip and attacked the chubby pink bottom of the man at the opposite end of the line. Within minutes the two of them were lashing with impunity and making sure all of the ‘energy generators’ received their fair share of encouragement.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

As they beat the bare bottoms the men shrieked girlishly and increased their tempo, desperately hoping that it would stop the abuse. It didn’t. It just resulted in them getting beaten even harder and faster.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

From Susan’s point of view, it was hot as hell watching Kurt assert his authority over lesser men. So hot that she threw her whip down, pushed him against the nearest wall, and kissed him hard. “Why don’t you show these wimps what a real man does to a woman,” she whispered hotly.

Chuckling darkly the sex bastard span her round, pulled her impossibly short dress up, yanked her panties down, and fucked her against the wall. And boy was he big! He had a cock like a policeman’s truncheon and he clearly knew exactly how to use it.

“Oh my!” she said, grinding back against his criminally big manhood.

While this went on, filling the cellar with the sounds of raw sex, the naked white slaves carried on walking, understanding that none of them were man enough to ever do such a thing.

5.

Debbie still couldn’t believe just how successful the generators she had built had become. She also couldn’t believe how easy it was to recruit submissive men to power them. Jesus, Britain seemed to be heaving with servile beta males who would do anything to be enslaved.

Better yet, Debbie had discovered a way to store the electricity that was generated, meaning that at some point she could sell it on to other people on the street and make a tidy profit. Not too much, mind, as she wanted be a force for good in the community, unlike those shyster energy firms. In the meantime the girls had taken the money they had saved on heating bills and actually managed to buy the house, which was about to be extensively refurbished with all mod cons.

She was mulling over how successful she had been when the doorbell rang. She went, expecting it to be the pair of headphones she had ordered off Amazon a few days ago, and found a handsome yet vaguely familiar man standing on her doorstep. “Deborah Winters?”

“I prefer Debbie, but yes, that’s me,” she said unsurely, wondering who this maddeningly familiar man was. He had thick black hair and a chiselled jaw line. He was also wearing what looked like a very expensive bespoke suit that fitted his muscular frame perfectly.

“I’m Jackson Wade,” he began and Debbie practically punched the air.

“I knew I knew you! You’re the billionaire guy!” she exclaimed happily.

“I am indeed the billionaire guy,” he replied. “Although I’d rather you called me Jackson.”

Debbie smiled like a giddy schoolgirl. She was a huge fan of Jackson Wade. Sure, he had the smouldering good looks of a matinee idol, a smoking hot body, and money coming out of his ears, but she loved how innovative he was. He was a billionaire because he took risks and pushed the envelope.

“Erm, why exactly do you want me?” she asked unsurely. “I’m just a lowly student.”

He grinned. “We both know you’re more than that, Debbie. You’re an innovator. Oh, I know about your electricity generating scheme, and I’d like to help you with a project of mine.”

Debbie didn’t’ know what to think. How did Britain’s richest man know about what she was doing down in the cellar, and what exactly did he need her help with? Jackson seemed to sense her confusion because he pressed on. “Look, I’d like to take you somewhere and ask your advice. Is that okay?”

“Take me somewhere? Now?”

“Yes.” He stood back and motioned at a red sports car on the road. “I can have you there and back in no time.”

“My mom told me never to get into cars with strange men,” said Debbie with an impish smile.

“Not even a Lamborghini that cost more than every house in Birmingham put together?”

She looked at the blood red car on the road and then back at the dizzyingly sexy billionaire that had suddenly appeared in her life. “My mom was full of shit. Let’s go.”

And with that she grabbed her jacket, closed the door behind her, and headed off with Britain’s richest man.

6.

Two hours later, after a drive that was both insanely fast and occasionally terrifying, Debbie climbed out of the blood red sports car in front of a Tudor mansion. It was, she thought as she looked up at it, truly beautiful, a real testament to the power and endurance of British architecture and style.

After a moment she looked around at the surroundings and began to notice there were stark naked men everywhere, all being supervised by women dressed in black jeans, ankle boots, and white shirts. Thanks to her energy generating scheme she was fully versed in the concept of female domination, and understood instantly that this imposing manor house was some kind of Femdom facility.

She turned to the billionaire. “You’re not one of these men, are you? Desperate to have your bare botty spanked?”

He threw back his head and laughed, sounding genuinely amused. “God, no! I own this place and, by extension, all the worms you see around you.”

As if to prove his point he looked at a naked middle-aged man polishing a car nearby and shouted, “Over here, boy!”

The middle-aged man instantly dashed over, his small penis wobbling comically. “Yes, Sir?” he asked humbly.

“I want my car washed and waxed by the time I get back, otherwise I’ll beat your sorry ass,” he said.

The naked man nodded. “Yes, Sir! I’ll get right on it!”

“And don’t let your disgusting little dicklet dribble on it, or I’ll beat that too.”

“No, Sir!”

Debbie watched as the servile male dashed off to fetch his car cleaning equipment. She couldn’t help but be impressed by Jackson’s natural authority over the wimp. Then again, she liked seeing alpha males lord it over lesser specimens, it was almost Darwinian and underlined why women found them more attractive than betas. In fact she, like the other girls she shared the house with, loved taking dates downstairs to see the naked slaves on treadmills. It was a real rush seeing the genuine humiliation a man feels in the presence of a superior man.

Smiling his dazzling smile, Jackson turned to her. “Come along, Debbie, I want to show you something and wet your appetite.”

With that the duo headed into the manor house.

7.

They were in a vast yet slightly shabby wine cellar in the east wing of the building. It was filled with wine racks and dusty bottles. Jackson nodded towards them. “They weren’t stored properly so they’ve gone off. Pity, as it was a great vintage.”

“Why am I here?” Debbie asked.

He looked at her for a moment, and when he finally spoke his voice was serious. “This is a boarding facility for submissive cuckolded men, and one of the men here told me about your electricity generator. Apparently he’s one of your power slaves. When I heard about what you were doing I was very impressed. It shows really innovation.”

“Thank you, I’m rather proud of what we’ve done too,” said Debbie.

Jackson nodded and continued: “Basically I’d like to give you a shed load of money to replicate your generator here, only on a much bigger scale.”

Debbie looked around at the vast cellar, thinking she could fit fifty or sixty treadmills in, which would increase her generating capacity a thousand fold. The idea delighted her.

Jackson wasn’t done with his pitch, though: “And I don’t want you to stop there, I want you to use this building, this enterprise, as your canvas, and make it more green and eco friendly. I want it to be a cutting edge facility with a zero carbon footprint; and I want you to help design and build it.”

Debbie looked around and in her minds eye she pictured dozens of naked men walking on treadmills to generate a truly green energy, the type of energy creation that even Greta Thunberg would approve of.

“Okay,” said Debbie. “I’m in.”

She was, all the way.


2: The Mummy’s Boy

1.

Roland Harper sat in the passenger seat of the car and looked out at the huge grounds of Fullerton Manor. He was completely and utterly horrified at what he saw. There were literally dozens of men – naked save for collars – being bossed and beaten around by young women.

Beaten!

Some of the nude men were being exercised – star jumps, squat thrusts, press ups – and having their bare bottoms whipped if they were too slow or weren’t jumping high enough. Other groups of men were actually chewing grass, as if they were cows! Around some of the trees other men were pruning with tiny shears, whilst others weeded borders. And all around strict young women in black jeans and white blouses kept them in line with physical and verbal abuse.

“It looks like you’ll have plenty to do here,” said Roland’s mum, slowing the car to better observe the insanity.

“I guess,” he mumbled in a surly tone.

“Lose the attitude, young man!” snapped his mum and gave his thigh a quick slap.

“Sorry, Mum,” he said quietly.

“If nothing else you’ll get plenty of fresh air and exercise while you’re here,” she added with a satisfied harrumph.

Roland said nothing for fear of enraging his mum further, but he wasn’t happy. He hated that at twenty-nine years old he was still living at home in the same bedroom he had as a child. He hated even more that he let his mum run his life, so much so that while she went on holiday with her new man-friend – Tony – she had checked him into this weird boarding house. Other men his age had wives and children – all he had was an overbearing mother who dictated every single aspect of his life. And that had led him to this hell.

They pulled up outside the imposing mansion and got out. Seconds later Roland was following his mum up some concrete steps into a reception area. There, behind an antique desk, they found an extremely attractive young blonde filing her nails. She smiled warmly at Roland’s mother but ignored Roland completely.

“I’m Mrs Harper, my son’s booked in for the week with you,” she announced.

Finally the blonde looked at Roland, although he wished she hadn’t because there was nothing but icy contempt in her clear blue eyes. “We don’t get many sons booked in by their moms,” she said.

“He can’t be trusted on is own, and I have a friend who sent her husband here and recommended it,” explained his mum.

The blonde stood and looked Roland up and down, and again he saw nothing but disdain on her beautiful face. “You’re not allowed to wear clothes here,” she said eventually.

“Sorry?” he asked, his voice coming out as an embarrassing squeak.

“You’re not allowed to wear clothes here,” she repeated.

“She wants you nude, boy! So hurry up and strip!” snapped his mum and gave Roland a quick slap to the head, which caused the blonde girl to smirk.

“I, erm, yes,” he mumbled and, although it was deeply embarrassing, began disrobing. His mother produced a Tesco’s carrier bag from her pocket and shoved his clothes inside until he was standing before both women in nothing but his birthday suit. Roland, uncomfortable, cupped his hands over his genitals.

“Follow me, boy,” said the blonde and walked off down the corridor.

“You heard the lady!” snapped his mom and gave his bare bottom a slap. Roland, jolted, followed, with his mum behind. He couldn’t help but admire the long legs of the blonde in front, and wished again that he was a normal man who had a long legged girlfriend like this.

2.

If Roland thought the day couldn’t get any more embarrassing, he was wrong. He was taken to an office and forced to stand naked with his hands on his head, leaving his small penis completely exposed. It didn’t help that his mum was sitting on a chair beside him.

Seated behind a desk in front of him was a young Indian girl of about twenty. She wore the same uniform as the other women here – crisp white blouse, tight black jeans, ankle boots – and had the same snooty attitude. She was also dazzlingly beautiful, like a Miss World contestant, with long shiny black hair and large brown eyes like big pools. According to her nametag she was called Miss Tanza.

“This is Cuckold Manor, a boarding house for beta males who have been cuckolded by their partners or – in your case, mother,” stated Miss Tanza, her voice cold and dispassionate. “While your mother enjoys a holiday with a real man, we’ll take care of you. Any woman you meet 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,” squeaked Roland nervously.

She consulted the laptop in front of her. “Every cuckold must answer a series of questions for our records. You will answer each question honestly, no matter how embarrassing. Is that clear?”

Roland nodded and his mum sighed. “Answer her properly, boy!”

“Yes, Miss Tanza,” said Roland quickly, fearing another slap from his domineering mother.

The Indian woman took one last disdainful glance at his penis, and then read the first question on her screen. “Full name?”

“Roland Graham Harper, Miss Tanza.”

“Age?”

“Twenty-nine and three months, Miss Tanza.”

“How long is your penis when fully erect?”

“I’m not sure, Miss Tanza.”

“Don’t lie; all you betas like to measure yourselves. How long?”

“Nearly five inches, Miss Tanza.”

“It looks four inches, I’ll put that.”

“Yes, Miss Tanza.”

“Number of years you’ve been controlled?”

“Controlled? Erm... all my life, Miss Tanza.”

“Last time you had sex?”

He swallowed nervously, acutely aware of his mum sitting beside him.

“Last time you had sex?” repeated the Indian girl sharply.

“Never, Miss Tanza.”

“Virgin, eh?”

“Yes, Miss Tanza.”

“You’ve probably left it too late. I doubt you’ll lose your cherry now. After all, nobody wants to sleep with a virgin who’s nearly thirty.”

“No, Miss Tanza.”

“He likes to play with himself, though,” interjected his mum from beside him. “He’s always in his room rubbing himself silly over mucky pictures on the internet. He must go through three boxes of tissues a week.”

“That true, boy?” asked Miss Tanza, peering at him.

Roland burned red with shame, wishing the floor would open up and swallow him. “I ... yes, I suppose, Miss Tanza.”

“I’ll say its true!” continued his mum stridently. “I’m surprised he hasn’t gone blind with the amount of time he spends pumping his tiny pecker!”

Miss Tanza fixed him with a pointed stare. “Masturbation is strictly forbidden at Cuckold Manor, unless specifically ordered by a guard. If caught – and wankers always get caught – the punishment will be beyond severe.” She eyed Roland’s cock disdainfully, causing it to shrivel even more. “So no matter how tempted you are to pull on that silly little organ, I suggest leaving it well alone.”

“Yes, Miss Tanza, I will.”

The questions continued, and Roland was forced to tell this beautiful young woman about his job at the factory, his paltry salary, the number of friends he had, and his sexual fantasies. These last one made Miss Tanza smile as he was forced to recount the fact that he dreamt of having a steamy threesome with two beautiful women at once.

“You should probably leave those fantasies to men who can actually achieve them,” commented the young Indian woman.

“Yes, Miss Tanza,” agreed Roland miserably, thinking again of his many shortcomings as a man.

Finally, after yet more infernal questions that left every aspect of his wretched life exposed and documented, Miss Tanza finished typing and stood up. She went to a locker and pulled out a collar with number on – 15 – and a leash. She came around the desk and put the collar on Roland, before attaching the leash to it.

“You are now Number 15 and will respond to that. Clear?”

“Yes, Miss Tanza.”

“Good, now say goodbye to your mum because it’s time to show you where you’ll be sleeping,” she said.

His mum got up and gave him an embarrassing kiss on the cheek that made Miss Tanza smirk. Then, still ablaze with shame at what had just transpired, he was led out of the office and into Fullerton Manor.

3.

After being shown his bed in a large dormitory, and quick tour of the communal washrooms and dining room, Roland was put on a Work Detail with about a dozen other stark naked men. It was down in an unused wine cellar, and the men – under the supervision of a shapely brunette girl called Miss Debbie – were tasked with ripping out all the old wine racks and taking them up the stairs and outside to a skip. It was backbreaking work, something that Roland wasn’t used to, and after only an hour he was sweating profusely.

“Put some effort into it, boy!” said Miss Debbie, giving him a sharp crack across his bottom with the riding crop she was holding.

“Yes, Miss Debbie!” he wheezed and tried to double his efforts.

Sadly it wasn’t good enough, and Miss Debbie was forced to use her crop on him again. It hurt a lot, especially as Roland had never been beaten before. Sure, his mum had spanked him – and still continued to – but never on his bare bottom. And the crop was considerably more painful than a hand.

Still, he supposed he would have to grin and bear it since it was clearly the norm here.

4.

Later still, after the wine racks had been removed and the floor swept, Roland and the other naked men were forced to carry treadmills and a chunky metal generator down into the cellar. What made this more than a little embarrassing was that the treadmills and generator were delivered on a lorry driven by two men who were clearly not cucks or remotely beta in any way.

“Fucking hell!” they muttered, folding their arms and watching the nude slaves unloading their lorry.

“You can whip them if you like?” asked Miss Debbie, offering them her riding crop. The men smirked and shook their heads. “No thanks, love, we’ll just watch the perverts work.”

By the end of seven hours Roland was physically and mentally exhausted. After an embarrassing supervised wash in the group washroom he climbed into bed and fell into a deep sleep. As ever, he dreamt he was a normal man with a beautiful wife who was addicted to his cock, and not a pathetic little man-child who still lived at home with his mum.

5.

Word soon got around that Roland was a hopeless mummy’s boy. The girls who worked as guards at Cuckold Manor were merciless in their teasing, asking him how often mummy spanked him, and if she still made him wear diapers. Weirdly, though, it was the men, his fellow cucks, who were the worst. They may have been substandard beta males who were cheated on by their domineering partners, but they still looked down on him.

“You are just sad, mate.”

“Stupid little boy!”

“I hear you’re a virgin? At least the rest of us have all had sex with a woman!”

He wished it stopped at contemptuous looks or verbal teasing, but it didn’t. The men jostled him. They shoved him. They pinched him. Essentially they bullied him relentlessly, and he didn’t have the backbone to stand up to them and just took it.

On his second night in the dorm – after lights out – Roland was dragged naked from his bunk and forced over the knee of the burliest cuck, a muscular man who was a fire-fighter in real life. Roland was then spanked by this brute, and spanked hard.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

“Squirm all you like, freak, I’m not going to stop!” hissed the fire-fighter, holding Roland’s neck in his vice-like grip and continuing his unrelenting rain of blows.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

“Spank the sad fucker harder! Make him wriggle!” shouted out a young man called Jacob and the fire-fighter, keen to oblige, increased the speed and ferocity of his mighty spanks.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

If Roland thought that intense spanking would be end of the torment he was mistaken. The next night he was roughly shaken awake by Jacob, and then held down in bed by two of the younger cucks. “What are you doing?” he squealed, desperately trying to break free.

“Making you wish you’d never been born,” snarled Jacob and then nodded at the other cucks watching. Then, one by one, the naked men took turns climbing up on the bed, squatting over Roland’s head, and breaking wind in his face. And as they did so, they mocked him:

“Get a whiff of that!”

“Can you guess what I had for tea?”

“Hope I don’t follow through else the sad little loser will literally be eating shit!”

And as they farted, filling his lungs with their noxious fumes, the other cucks laughed, doubtless pleased to have found someone even lower than them in life. At one point a guard ambled in, saw what was going on, and ambled out with a smirk on her face.

“Nobody cares about you!” said Jacob happily.

He was right. Nobody did care about Roland.

6.

He was peeling potatoes in the kitchen when the guard approached him. He’d seen her about the place and thought she was easily one of the most beautiful women here. She had short black hair like a pixie, a delicate little nose, and dark eyes that twinkled with life. According to her nametag she was called Miss Una. “I like a man who respects his mother,” she said.

“Sorry, Miss Una?” he asked, surprised.

“I know you get a lot of stick from everybody, especially the other cucks, but I like how much your mother means to you.” Miss Una nodded, driving home the point. “It’s an admirable quality in a man.”

“Thank you, Miss,” he said, genuinely touched by her words. And had she just referred to him as a man? Nobody here had done that before. Hell, nobody anywhere had ever done that before, period. It was a first.

She stepped closer and he smelled her perfume. It was intoxicating and, coupled with how close she was, he felt his penis begin to stiffen and swell. Oh god, he thought, hoping it didn’t get him in trouble. His bottom couldn’t take much more punishment.

“Jacob is the worst, isn’t he?” she said, looking down at his growing member. “Always stirring up trouble and bullying you.”

“Yes, Miss Una,” he said, his voice croaking with the excitement of her proximity.

Smiling, she tapped his penis with her finger – the first time a woman had ever touched it – and then turned and walked out of the kitchen. By the time she had disappeared from view, Roland was in full erection. He knew it was dangerous and strictly forbidden, but he couldn’t help himself. Scuttling to the far corner by the pantry, he took hold of his erection and began to pump it. And as he pumped he thought of Miss Una – delicious in the extreme, and kind to boot!

It didn’t take long, and within seconds his seed was squirting out. He looked around and saw that thankfully nobody had seen his illicit act. Ha ha! He had outsmarted the harridans here! For the first time since arriving, he felt genuinely happy.

7.

That night Jacob – the odious bully who had led the farting humiliation – was dragged from his bed by two guards and frogmarched down to the punishment cellar, where he was beaten. His cries and shouts for mercy could be heard echoing around the building, and was a chilling reminder of just how powerful the women here were.

“No! Please stop!”

“Why are you doing this?”

“Not them, please not them!”

By the end all that could be made out was completely unintelligible whimpering lost in a sea of screams. After that the other cucks left Roland alone.

8.

“You haven’t got a bad cock,” said Miss Una when he was standing by his bed a few days later. Because it was Miss Una, a girl he now fantasised about on an almost hourly basis, he was fully erect and throbbing. She didn’t mind, in fact she seemed to enjoy his arousal.

“I know you’re a virgin, but I reckon you’d know how to use that,” she continued, tracing her finger down his throbbing cock shaft. Was she flirting with him? Whatever she was doing, it felt good!

“I... guess, Miss Una,” he mumbled.

“Mm,” she smiled and, taking her thumb and forefinger, began to masturbate him slowly. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the other cucks lined up by their beds watching jealously, especially Jacob. Poor bruised Jacob, who had returned from his ordeal in the cellar a broken man.

“You like that, don’t you?” asked Miss Una, speeding up her hand. Roland couldn’t believe it. Everybody at Cuckold Manor dreamt of being jerked off by the hot honeys guarding them, but it was only happening to him!

“Ugh!” he sighed, as his semen erupted from is dick and splattered across the wooden floor before him. Smiling, Miss Una pointed a long finger at Jacob. “Eat it,” she said and the battered young cuck quickly scurried over, sank to his knees, and licked up Roland’s cum without a word of complaint.

Roland watched his tormentor’s degradation with a smile on his face. Far from hell, this place was turning into heaven.

9.

Miss Una was definitely flirting with him. And over the next few days she had him out on private work duties that were significantly easier than the ones the other cucks were out on. They talked a lot, and he found himself falling for her. Sure, he fancied the pants off her and thought of little else but how she had wanked him off – and then made Jacob lick up his seed! – but it was more than just animal attraction. He felt that on some deeper level they connected.

10.

In the room he had been inducted in Miss Una phoned his mother and put her on speaker phone. He stood naked, hands on his head, and listened as this divinely beautiful young woman explained that she liked Roland and wanted him for herself. At first his mum laughed, clearly thinking it was a joke, but when she realised it wasn’t she changed her tune. “Well I’ll go to sea in a bucket: I never thought any woman would be interested in my cringing milksop of a son.”

“Oh, I ‘m more than interested, Mrs Harper,” said Miss Una and Roland swelled with pride. Literally and figuratively, since his four inch penis was soon stiff and throbbing.

Smiling, Miss Una pointed at his penis, pointed at Roland, and then made a jerking motion with her hand. Roland, understanding what she meant, took hold of his erection and started pumping it. And as he did so, Miss Una spoke to his mum and made arrangements to take him off her hands.

11.

Miss Una drove him away from Cuckold Manor. He still couldn’t believe his luck! He was going off to be part of a gorgeous young woman’s life! He, a socially inadequate hardcore virgin with an average penis, was going off to be part of a gorgeous young woman’s life. Yes, it might not be quite like other relationships, but it wouldn’t be that different. Just two people enjoying each others company ... and bodies. God, he couldn’t wait to see Miss Una – Una – naked.

He looked out across the vast lawns at the naked men being tortured and pitied the poor bastards. Even the bullies who had made him miserable during his first days, even Jacob, deserved sympathy. Why? Because they didn’t have anybody as perfect as Miss Una in their life. Not like Roland did.

“I’m so happy,” he said.

Miss Una smiled and patted his knee.

11.

He waited in the living room. It was a bit old fashioned with wallpaper and a sideboard straight out of the seventies, but he supposed Una had strange tastes. Hell, she was attracted to him! Then the door opened and an older woman in her late fifties entered. She had similar features to Una, just harder and coarser, almost like she was ... Una’s mom?

The woman looked Roland up and down. “You must be my new slave,” she said, the disappointment in her voice evident.

“Slave? No, I’m Una-”

She stepped forward and slapped him. “Miss Una to you, boy!”

“I-”

“Now strip naked, so I can look you over properly!”

Frightened, Roland stripped and the older woman looked him over. She didn’t look impressed. “I’m not impressed, but I suppose you’ll do,” she said with a scowl.

12.

Miss Una had never intended to do anything with Roland He was purely for her mum to use as a slave; a mum who turned out to be infinitely stricter and meaner than his own mum ever was. As such he was expected to keep his job at the factory, with all money going to Miss Irene (Una’s hard-faced mum) to cover his board and lodgings. She would then give him pocket money each week to spend on luxuries. That was bad, what was worse was that he was expected to perform household chores for Miss Irene and Master Burt (Una’s father, a bricklayer with tattoos, a buzz cut, and an attitude).

Performing chores was bad enough, but Una’s parents made him perform them nude. And if he didn’t perform them fast enough, Miss Irene made him perform them with clothes pegs on his nipples and scrotum to make him work faster – and if that didn’t work Roland had crocodile clips attached to his penis to motivate him.

Miss Irene was also rather fond of the bullwhip – an actual bullwhip that crackled like lightning when she used it – and would regularly take him out into her small backyard to beat him, whether he had done anything wrong or not. Because her house was overlooked the beating would often attract an audience of spectators, watching from bedroom windows and back gardens. Many times he heard laughter, and by the end of his first week footage of Roland – with his genitals obscured by an emoji – had gone viral on YouTube.

Miss Irene also made Roland lick her clean after she had been to the... well, he tried not to think about it because it was horrendous. But if he refused he was beaten, and beaten hard, so he licked clean everything she asked him to, no matter how nauseous it made him feel. “You like that, don’t you!” she would cackle and he would say nothing as he knew it was rude to talk with your mouth full.

Think things couldn’t get any more humiliating for the hapless mummy’s boy? Think again. One day he returned home from work to find Miss Una talking to her parents on the sofa. He quickly stripped off, ready to perform his chores, but was told to wait as they had something to talk to him about. He then had to stand, with his hands on his head, and listen to Miss Una explain that he was addicted to playing with himself, and would need to be watched. Master Burt seemed particularly angry at this and, heaving himself up out of his seat, walked up to Roland, grabbed his penis, and twisted it around and around, as if giving it a Chinese Burn.

“Play with this under my roof, my lad, and I’ll cut it off!” he hissed and gave Roland’s poor penis one last vicious twist.

“No, Sir! I won’t!” he squealed, doubling over in pain.

Then, just to make sure he didn’t have any temptation, he had his phone confiscated and the TV taken out of his bedroom. Now Roland spent his days reflecting on what he had lost. Sure, he was a twenty-nine year old mummy’s boy, but at least he had a nice bedroom he could pump himself silly in. Now he was just a drudge in a house filled with overbearing bullies, with no hope of ever escaping. Better the devil you know, and all that.


3: The Apprentice

1.

Suzy didn’t hate her three brothers – far from it, she loved them like ... well, brothers – but she did hate how they treated her. They seemed to think she was their own personal servant, expecting her to endlessly cook and clean for them. They used to treat their mom like that, but then Mom died tragically young of breast cancer, so now they expected Suzy to do everything her mom used to. Dad wasn’t so bad, but he was a long distance lorry driver and was away for large chunks of time, leaving her alone with the three selfish pigs.

What Suzy hated more was that she let them get away with their boorish behaviour. Without a peep of complaint she meekly cooked, cleaned and cared for her overbearing siblings, who didn’t even thank her! And she never uttered a word of protest! What kind of a girl was she? A doormat, that’s what kind.

Today she really could have done without having to make all three of her brothers’ breakfast, because today she was starting her new apprenticeship at Fullerton Manor. Considering how good the wages were, she had been lucky to get this admin position, especially with the training attached. She hadn’t been to the Manor yet because so far everything – the tests, the interviews etc – had been done over Zoom.

“This bacon looks a bit burnt!” complained her brother, Bob.

“Have you ironed my shirt yet?” asked Reg, her second brother.

“And my room could do with a vacuum, be a doll and have it done before I get home,” said Steve, her third brother.

“It’s my first day at my new job today!” she said with a desperate smile, hoping they would wish her luck. They didn’t, they just ignored her and carried on eating the breakfast she had got up two hours early to prepare for them.

And then they were gone, off to their own jobs, and Suzy barely had time to get the kitchen cleaned, get changed, and head off to her first day as an admin assistant at Fullerton Manor.

2.

Suzy wasn’t sure what to expect from Fullerton Manor, or even what they did other than it was some sort of hotel. She had googled it but found only black and white pictures taken years ago, when it was either a gaudy eyesore belonging to a sixties pop impresario, or a run down dump in need of a wrecking ball. Even Google Maps revealed nothing, almost as if the property had been erased from the digital world.

A guardhouse staffed by two beautiful young women let her onto the grounds, checking her credentials against a list, and then she was driving up an impossibly long and winding drive. When she saw the Manor loom into view she gasped. It was spectacular, and as she drove towards it she felt like she was travelling back in time to a more innocent age.

Wow! It was truly incredible!

Parking in a space marked for visitors, she got out and approached the magnificent structure. She was about to go up the stone steps leading to the entrance when the door opened and a man wearing only a collar emerged. He was followed by another naked man in a collar. Then another naked man. Then another...

In all, ten stark naked men emerged from the building. They were followed by a young brunette woman in black jeans, black ankle boots, and a crisp white blouse; the outfits of the girls in the guardhouse. Shockingly, the brunette was also carrying a long thin riding crop, which she used on the rump of the naked man who was last to come out.

CRACK! CRACK!

“Move it, worm!” she snarled with considerable venom. “We’ve got some solar panels to erect!”

“Yes, Miss Debbie!” simpered the man whose bottom now had two nasty red welts on it.

Then the ten naked men were scurrying around the corner of the mansion and Miss Debbie – after flashing a warm smile at Suzy – followed them, using her crop yet again on the bottom of the hapless man in the rear.

CRACK! CRACK!

“That was just weird!” Suzy muttered to herself and carried on up the stone steps.

She supposed she could have gone home since this place looked more than slightly mental but she had no other job lined up and would just be skivvying for her three brothers. Besides, there was probably a perfectly reasonable explanation for what Suzy had just seen. Perhaps it was a nudist colony with some very overzealous staff?

3.

Upon entering the reception she was greeted by another attractive girl in black jeans and a white blouse. The girl took her name and phoned somebody. Moments later an attractive woman in her mid forties came down an imposing flight of stairs. She was wearing jodhpurs, riding boots and a cream blouse, which set her apart from the other staff she had seen. “You must be Suzy? I’m Kitty, the manager here,” she said, shaking Suzy’s hand.

The woman – Kitty – took Suzy back up the stairs and down a corridor to a large office containing a desk, filing cabinets, and a naked man standing up the corner with his hands on his head. His bottom, like the one of the man outside, had angry red welts on it.

Kitty completely ignored the man and invited Suzy to sit down. “You’re probably wondering what the hell kind of place this is,” began Kitty with a beguiling smile. “Well, it’s quite simple: it’s a boarding house for cuckolded men.”

Suzy laughed, unsurely, and looked at the mute naked man up the corner and then back at Kitty. “Erm, sorry? Cuckolded men?”

“You’ve never heard of cucks? They’re all the rage now.”

“Erm, no, I’ve never heard of them ... Sorry!”

“Don’t apologise! Although as they are central to our business I probably should explain what they are.”

So Kitty explained about the concept of cuckolding to Suzy. Essentially women cheated on their partners – invariably weak, unattractive beta males like the one up the corner – with stronger more attractive alpha males. When they went on holiday with these boyfriends – known as bulls because of their virility and extreme manliness – they checked their cuckolds into Cuckold Manor, where young women dominated them, punished them, and generally made their lives a living hell.

“Erm ... okay,” said Suzy slowly, trying to process it all.

Smiling, Kitty stood up. “Why don’t I show you the place in action, that way you’ll better appreciate the dynamic at play here,” she said and both women went out into the truly strange mansion.

4.

What Suzy saw over the next hour was unlike anything she had ever seen before. Nude men in collars were absolutely everywhere. There were a few younger men around Suzy’s age, but the majority were middle-aged or older, and Kitty explained that as men passed their sell buy date, their partners’ often traded them in for younger, hotter models.

These naked beta males were dusting mantelpieces, hoovering carpets, scrubbing floors, polishing mirrors, peeling potatoes, shelling peas, baking bread, operating ancient mangles, ironing clothes, sewing, cleaning toilets ... and wherever they were, young and beautiful women in black jeans and white blouses whipped and verbally abused them.

“Faster, weasel!”

“More elbow grease, Mister!”

“You’re here to work, not stare at women out of your league!”

It was the same outside the manor house, in the vast grounds. Groups of nude men cut lawns, trimmed hedges, cleaned windows, waxed cars, painted doors, cleared gutters ... and for their efforts they received nothing but abuse for their efforts. It was incredible to think that all these so called men had been put here by cheating wives.

And this, apparently, was the backdrop Suzy would do her NVQ in Business Studies against. She would work with Kitty in the office on the administration side of things, and in the process learn new skills she would be able to transfer to other jobs.

5.

During that first week Suzy explored the Manor whenever she could, marvelling at the crazy sights on display. And as she explored she started to absorb the ethos of the place and act more like the guards. In other words she started to order the cuckolded men around. At first she was tentative, almost apologetic, but the more she did it the more confident and assertive she became.

“I asked for coffee, not tea! Go and fetch me another!” she told a forty-three year old hedge fund manager and watched him scamper off.

“Bow when I approach!” she snapped at a thirty year old football coach and watched as he did a very creditable bow.

“Thanks to the shine off your bald head I have a headache, go and fetch me an aspirin!” she snarled at a prematurely balding primary teacher and – minutes later – was handed two aspirins.

In truth, it was surprisingly fun telling men twice her age what to do, and then watching them scuttle off to do it. It was even more fun bending them over and whipping them when they didn’t complete a task to her satisfaction (in truth, they usually completed the task to her satisfaction, but she learnt from the guards it was best to pretend they hadn’t and go full bitch on their sorry asses!).

At first Suzy wasn’t very good at beating the men at Fullerton Manor, and barely made an impression on their hardened rumps, but it didn’t take long to develop some expertise with a cane, and once she did she was happy to make these strange little men flinch and wince.

“Scream if you want to, it’ll just make me beat you harder!”

“I don’t care if Miss Celina has just caned you, I’m going to cane you again!”

“Do stop crying, you’re just embarrassing yourself!”

During Suzy’s sorties into the Manor she also got friendly with two blonde sisters called Lana and Lisa. They both had dynamite bone structure, pouting lips and pneumatic breasts that the cucks liked to look at when they thought nobody was watching. The girls were her own age and Suzy gelled instantly with them. They shared the same interest in music, movies and fashion. During one of her lunch breaks Lisa and Lana took her up on a balcony on the top floor to look out over the sprawling grounds that surrounded Fullerton Manor. It was the first time she had seen the view from up high and was suitably gobsmacked.

“Wow! This is ... just amazing!” she gushed, blown away by the sheer size of the property. She knew it was big, but seeing it spread out before her was eye opening.

“Yeah, it’s pretty impressive,” agreed Lisa.

For a moment Suzy just enjoyed the vista, especially the fact that this picture book setting was dotted with groups of naked men being mistreated by young women barely out of their teens. Talk about girl power.

“I envy you two,” said Suzy eventually, her voice wistful. Although she had got into the spirit of female domination here at work, she was still the same old Suzy outside the grounds. She was still the same dogsbody that did everything for her overbearing brothers and didn’t make a peep of protest.

“Why do you envy us?” asked Lana, turning to look at her.

“I suppose because you’re so confident and in control, I can’t imagine you ever...” Suzy tailed off, embarrassed at how open she was being.

“Ever what?” asked Lisa, her voice supportive.

Suzy shrugged and looked down at a group of nude men doing star jumps. They were wincing and Suzy knew that Miss Zara had tied weights to their balls to make it more fun – for her, obviously.

“Nothing,” Suzy mumbled.

“Ever what?” repeated Lisa softly, touching her hand.

Realizing she had nothing to lose Suzy told them about her three selfish brothers, and how she did everything for them. Even now, after this crash course in female domination, she was still trapped by the men in her life.

“That sucks,” said Lana.

She wasn’t wrong, it did suck.

6.

A week after that conversation Suzy arrived home and – before she could put her key in the door – it was opened by Bob. “Hi, Sis!” he smiled, stepping aside to let her in.

“Oh, hi!” she smiled back, surprised by his friendly tone. And him opening the door for her: that was a first.

Inside she found Steve and Reg in the kitchen. They were just dishing up dinner. It looked nice too: beef, roast potatoes and all the trimmings. How the hell had they managed that? She’d always thought boiling an egg was beyond them, and yet here was a genuinely impressive meal.

“What’s this in aid of?” she asked with a perplexed smile.

“Nothing.” Reg shrugged, his eyes darting briefly away. “We just think we should do more for you, especially after all you do for us.”

Suzy went through to the living room and sat down at the dining room table, still smiling. This was incredible. But what had caused this turn around? And then Bob sat down and she saw him wince slightly. Looking closely she also saw Reg and Steve looked uncomfortable in their seats, as if in pain. And in that instant Suzy had a suspicion about what had happened.

Instead of pursuing the line of thought she decided to just sit back and enjoy being waited on hand and foot. After all, it didn’t happen often.

7.

The next day at work Suzy’s suspicions were confirmed. She was alone in the administration office, writing up evidence for her Business NVQ, when Lisa and Lana sidled in, grinning broadly. “Well?” asked Lana.

“Well what?” replied Suzy.

“Notice any changes at home?” asked Lisa innocently.

Suzy laughed. “I knew you two had something to do with it! My brothers were like angels. How on earth did you do it?”

“Why don’t we show you,” said Lana and sidled around the desk to stand beside Suzy. She then took her phone out and held it in front of the young apprentice. Suzy watched, entranced, as she saw footage of her own living room. It was empty, but then she heard shouting on screen and suddenly her three brothers – now completely naked – dashed in and knelt side by side on the sofa, with their bottoms thrust out. What followed was a pretty brutal beating at the hands of the blonde vixens currently in the office with Suzy.

“How did you get them to submit to a beating?”

Lisa laughed. “It’s all about tone with some men. Use it and they instantly do as they’re told, like dogs. I guess your brothers are just predisposed to follow orders.”

Suzy watched as the beating came to an end and her brothers took turns crawling to Lana and Lisa and kissing their riding crops.

“We should get back to work, but just make sure you keep those three boys in line from now on,” said Lana before exiting the office.

Suzy fully intended to.

8.

She left work that day with a crook handled cane, which she took home. Once there she called her brothers to the living room and sat them down on the sofa. She walked up and down in front of them and explained that she was the head of the household now, and expected to be referred to as Miss Suzy at all times. Her brothers would take care of both the bills and the chores.

Instead of complaining the three young men nodded.”Yes, Miss Suzy.”

“I’ve also been thinking about dress code,” she continued. “Obviously a lot of men in your position work nude, but I don’t think that’s appropriate with us being family, so you will each order a ballerina’s outfit online, complete with tutu, and dress as prima ballerinas while serving me. Understand?”

Her three brothers nodded. They understood and didn’t make a peep of protest.

9.

The outfits looked splendid, very Black Swan, and in honour of their new feminised looks Suzy rechristened her brothers Regina, Bobette and Stephanie. Deciding that tights and tutus weren’t enough, she taught them how to apply make-up to accentuate their feminine sides.

Suzy couldn’t help but reflect how much her life had improved in recent weeks. She couldn’t help but reflect her brothers lives had also improved as they had gotten in touch with their softer sensitive sides, and all thanks to Cuckold Manor.


4: The Sugar Daddy

1.

Although Sebastian Tanner was the owner and managing director of Tanner Tiles – and therefore a very important person indeed – he still liked to rub shoulders with the little guy. He particularly liked rubbing shoulders with his top salesman, Jake Ross.

Jake was a confident young guy who was rumoured to be something of a ladies man. It was for this reason that Sebastian enjoyed talking to him because he too was a ladies man, and today had the pictures to prove it. The pictures were of his new trophy wife, a young blonde called Tiffany who was just twenty-three years of age and absolutely bloody gorgeous. Then again, she was a part-time lingerie model, so she would have to be absolutely bloody gorgeous.

As Tanner Tiles top salesman, Jake had his own corner office. And when Sebastian ambled in he was just finishing off a call with a client. “Okay, I’ll email over the new contracts and we’ll go from there,” said Jake as he hung up.

“How can I help you, Mr Tanner?” asked the young salesman.

“Please, I’ve told you before to call me Sebastian when nobody else is around,” said Sebastian, coming around the desk to stand beside the younger man.

“How can I help you, Sebastian?” asked Jake, flashing the winning smile that helped him close deals and open women’s legs.

Taking his phone out, Sebastian accessed the pictures of his wife that he had taken the previous night. “Get a load of this, young man,” he said, showing the younger man his phone.

“Wow!” said Jake, looking at the first picture. It was Tiffany, wearing just stockings, suspenders and high heels, sitting on a chair with her legs crossed. The next photo was of Tiffany in the shower, soaping her ridiculously ripe young body. The next one was of Tiffany on a beach rubbing suntan lotion into her birthday suit.

“She is gorgeous,” said Jake appreciatively.

“Yes, she’s no bad,” agreed Sebastian and carried on with the picture show. Tiffany in a baby doll nightdress. Tiffany dressed as a nurse. Tiffany in the bath. Tiffany eating a banana suggestively...

...Some would say that this stunning young woman only married fifty-six year old Sebastian Tanner because he was very rich. Poppycock and balderdash! She married him because he was a catch: a silver fox with the charm and looks to match his brilliant business brain.

“You certainly take a lot of photos of your wife,” observed Jake.

“Yes, she’s very photogenic,” said Sebastian. Was it tacky to show one of his junior employee’s these photos? No, not at all, not remotely, and although Tiffany didn’t know what he was doing he was sure she wouldn’t mind. She’d probably find it quite flattering. He wouldn’t tell her, mind, because she might have to pretend to be angry for appearances sake and make a scene, but deep down she’d love that he took such pride in her body.

“She’s great, you’re a very lucky man,” said Jake.

Sebastian nodded and patted his top salesman’s shoulder. “I am lucky, although luck didn’t really have anything to do with it.”

With that Sebastian ambled out of Jake’s office. He’d go down to the warehouse next, and perhaps show the foremen down there the photographs of his sexy young wife in various states of undress.

2.

When Sebastian arrived home Tiffany – as per his instructions, was wearing the French maid’s dress he’d got her for Christmas. And when he sat down at his enormous teak dining room table she rolled a trolley in containing his evening meal.

“Good day, Sebastian?” she asked as she put a plate of beef wellington before him.

Sebastian smiled and thought of the big deal Jake had closed earlier, and the fact that he had found a cheaper supplier of raw materials which would enable him to increase his profit margins considerably. “Yes, a good day making money, which as you know I’m very good at.”

He watched his wife sashay back to the kitchen, enjoying her bottom encased in black satin panties, and then tucked in to his meal. He bloody loved beef wellington, although this one wasn’t the best. It was a bit stringy and left a peculiar aftertaste in his mouth. He would have to talk to Tiffany about it. Perhaps even pop her over his lap and redden that delicious bottom of hers? Smiling at the thought of yanking those panties down, he carried on eating the slightly stringy beef wellington with a peculiar aftertaste.

3.

That night Sebastian had a terrible nightmare that he couldn’t seem to wake from. He was in a skip in the middle of the ocean but the skip was sinking. He tried to bale out the water with a test tube – the only thing he had to hand – but it was a test tube and therefore extraordinarily bad for baling out a sinking skip.

“No no no!” he kept shouting at the sky as he worked, knowing that it was ultimately futile.

He tossed and turned and tried like crazy to wake up but couldn’t. And all the time the skip was sinking, getting lower and lower in the churning water that would soon envelop him-

4.

-He awoke with a jolt, pleased to be away from the salty ocean and that horrid skip. What was a skip doing out in the ocean anyway? He knew it was a dream and shouldn’t really make sense, but he still liked his nocturnal wanderings to have logic.

He frowned, not at the thought of the skip in the ocean, but at the fact that he was upright, not lying down. He wasn’t in his bedroom either; he was in the huge dinning room he used for entertaining high-end clients. Even more bizarrely he appeared to be behind a Perspex screen. He tried to move but couldn’t, although he could move his head enough to see that he was inside a see-through box of some kind.

A young woman was kneeling in front of him, looking at him intently. “I’m Debbie, an engineering student,” she said with a warm smile. “And I built the box you’re kneeling inside!”

Behind the young girl was his wife, Tiffany, eyeing him with a cold look on her face. The look sent a chill down his spine.

“The box has wheels, so I can show you what it looks like,” said Debbie and stood up. Suddenly the box he was in was moving, gliding smoothly across the floor, and then he was in front of the floor length mirror he had got from an auction house in Shropshire, looking at himself. What he saw was incredible. He was stark naked and kneeling inside a clear Perspex box the size of a large fridge. His hands were secured behind his back and it looked like something black was secured around his testicles, although he couldn’t really see properly so perhaps it was merely a shadow? The only apparent opening in the box was a round hole directly in front of his face.

“Let me out of this ridiculous thing!” he said, trying to assert himself.

“Zap the annoying creep,” muttered Tiffany.

Debbie nodded and, taking out a black fob, pressed a red button on it. Pain ripped through Sebastian’s groin. It wasn’t a shadow; something was attached to his testicles, something with the power to shock.

“Aieee!” he keened, his voice high.

“That’s from a shock collar around your balls,” continued he young student with her deceptively warm smile. “If you annoy us or disobey us you get zapped,” she said and – to drive home the point – pressed the button again, unleashing another wave of agony in his nether regions.

“Aaah!” he yelled.

Debbie, oblivious to his suffering, rapped her knuckles on the Perspex. “This little beauty is called a Suck Box, and I designed it.”

“What?” he gasped, still reeling.

“It’s basically a portable Glory Hole on wheels!” said Tiffany from behind.

“I ... don’t understand,” he said quietly. What the hell had happened? One minute he was asleep and trying to stay afloat in a sinking skip, the next he was in this weird hell.

Tiffany stepped forward and looked down at him, her face cold and dispassionate. “Men are going to stick their dicks through the hole in front of your face and you’re going to suck them. If you don’t, you get zapped. It really is that simple.”

“Suck other men’s dicks? I’ll do nothing of the sort! Let me out now, you cheap little trollop!” he raged.

Tiffany nodded at Debbie and Debbie pressed the button on her fob, unleashing more agony in his balls. And this time she left it on for so long that he passed out from the pain.

5.

Evening had fallen and they were having a party. Sebastian heard his wife talking with Debbie earlier and they described it as a ‘Cuck Coming Out’ Party. He had no idea what that was, but it sounded bad. For him, at least.

Tiffany was dressed into a sexy little black dress and Debbie was dressed in a little blue dress. Both young women looked electrifying, and when they came to stand before Sebastian’s box his cock twitched and swelled, which caused them both to laugh.

“Sorry, old boy, but that’s out of bounds for you from now on!” giggled Debbie.

“It’s no loss,” said Tiffany with a sneer. “He was bloody awful at shagging!”

As these cruel and clearly untrue words echoed around his head, along with the terrible things he was expected to do in this hellish box, people started to arrive. Sebastian watched in horror from his box as his friends and people he worked with poured in through the door, into his house! And as they entered they came and looked down at him, kneeling naked in the Perspex box, and laughed.

“It suits him!” said his tarty young secretary.

“That’s quite an impressive piece of design,” observed his IT guy appreciatively, stroking the side of Sebastian’s prison.

“Pity we couldn’t put all the lecherous old perverts in a box,” observed his sour-faced HR woman.

Then things got even more humiliating (as if that was possible). Jake, his top seller and certified ladies man, arrived and strolled over to look down at Sebastian. And while doing it Tiffany sidled up to him and put her arm around his waist. Then they were kissing, and it was clear this wasn’t the first time. As they pulled apart, Jake grinned down at Sebastian.

“I’ve been fucking your wife for months, and now I’m going to fuck your mouth,” he said simply, causing Tiffany to giggle and punch him on the arm playfully.

Sebastian shook his head violently – there was no way he was sucking off his top salesman, a man twenty years his junior – but just got his balls fried by Tiffany and the infernal fob. And, since she was clearly keen to show off her newfound power to her boyfriend, she fried them again.

And again.

And again.

And while Sebastian squirmed Jake unzipped his trousers and pulled free a huge and meaty circumcised cock. Sebastian, insane from the pain, opened his mouth wide and took the impressive length. And then, after clumsily sucking it, he got a mouthful of his top salesman’s cum, which he swallowed because he was desperate to avoid more agonising pain between his legs.

And in this way Sebastian Tanner lost his cocksucking virginity.

6.

By the end of the dinner party, with food prepared for and served by an elite local caterer, Sebastian had sucked exactly thirteen men’s penises and swallowed each and every one of their slimy loads. And it was all filmed, ensuring that this night of shame and moral squalor would live on forever in the digital world.

The only upside was that he was finally allowed out of the infernal box. Limping from the pain in his balls, he was allowed to go to bed in the spare room, with a warning that if he tried anything his balls would be zapped until they were nothing more than smoking ruins.

Despite everything he slipped into sleep, where he dreamt again that he was in a sinking skip in a vast ocean. The only difference this time was that the ocean wasn’t sea water, but rather semen. And as he sank the rank liquid filled his mouth and nostrils, until he was quite literally drowning in spunk.

It really wasn’t a great dream.

7.

Sebastian became a fully fledged cuckolded slave. Just to help him appreciate what this entailed his wife despatched him to a hellish place called Cuckold Manor, filled with naked men who were whipped and humiliated by cold hearted young women not dissimilar to Debbie, whom he saw around the place, building devices and the like.

After a week at the establishment Sebastian knew exactly how to behave towards his wife and her lover. He wasn’t happy about this enforced cuckolding, but he appreciated there was nothing he could do about it, unless he wanted footage of him performing oral sex to go public.

Ironically when he returned to the four bed-roomed detached home he had bought for half a million he was forced to wear the exact same maid’s dress he had once bullied his wife into wearing. He supposed it was poetic justice.


5: The Circle Jerkers

1.

Jane and Tash absolutely adored working at Cuckold Manor. What other job could you go in and do whatever you liked to a bunch of sad inadequate men? And then after you’d done something terrible to these pitiable freaks, they had to thank you profusely!

A kick in the balls.

“Thank you, Miss Tash!”

A cucumber rammed up the bum.

“Thank you, Miss Jane!”

A thrashing with a bunch of freshly cut nettles.

“Thank you, Miss Tash!”

A belly whipping with the cord off a kettle.

“Thank you, Miss Jane!”

Jane and Tash, loving the power they had over these reprobates, were naturally keen to push things as far they could go. They wanted to take Beta Male Abuse to the next level, and prove once and for all that they were the ultimate Queens of Mean. To that end they had come up with one of their best humiliations ever: The Circle Jerk.

The girls were in the Great Hall, and with them were sixteen stark naked cuckolds. The cucks were standing in a circle, facing inwards. Because they were all desperate little perverts who craved humiliation and degradation, their cocks were rock hard and dribbling pre-cum. These losers had no idea what was about to come, but they knew it would be extremely shameful and reflect their status as worms at the bottom of life’s dunghill, and that thrilled them to their deviant hearts.

Jane and Tash, grinning like Cheshire cats advertising toothpaste, strutted around the edge of the circle, tapping buttock cheeks with their canes and ensuring all the men were in the correct position. Satisfied that they were, Jane finally spoke: “You boys are about to take part in Cuckold Manor’s first ever Circle Jerk, a game designed to show just how pathetic you are. To start each man will reach down with their right hand and grab the dick of the man to his right.”

Looking rightfully embarrassed, the men did as they were told, until each dick was being gripped by the man to the left of them. “Okay, boys, the rules are simple,” said Tash, taking over from her friend. “When we tell you, you will start pumping each others stiff little peckers. The object of the game is to make each other cum as quickly as possible, with the winner being the man who holds his seed longest.”

The men glanced at each other and then quickly away, ashamed but clearly excited at the thought of this mass degradation. Oh, they endured plenty at Cuckold Manor, but this had the potential to trump all those other ignomies

“Ready, steady... JERK!” roared Jane and the men, en masse, started furiously pumping each others erections. It was quite a sight, and both girls couldn’t help but smile as these sad sacks of shit did what they did best in life: wanked.

2.

Fifty-three year old Jacob Jones couldn’t believe he was doing this. He was an award winning architect whose houses had been featured on a Channel 4 documentary, and yet he was standing naked in a circle of naked men wanking off another naked man! It was bad enough that his wife was cuckolding him with a younger better endowed man – a common builder! – and they were off holidaying in Greece while he was sent here, but now he was a performing wank-monkey!

Trying to put his considerable self-disgust aside, he focussed instead on jerking the dick of the young man next to him. It was short and thin, which made manipulating it tricky, yet Jacob felt he had a good rhythm going. Of course it would have been easier if yet another guy wasn’t jerking his own dick at the same time, but he was still making a good fist of it, so to speak.

The young man he was wanking abruptly started to sigh and whimper, clearly enjoying it, and this caused Jacob to increase his tempo. “Cum you bastard!” he whispered and continued pumping the dick in his hand.

3.

Roger Beam loved to play with himself and was extremely good at it, which meant when called upon to jerk off another cuck he was surprisingly adept. It helped that the guy to his right was pretty well endowed and had six chunky inches, which meant Roger could stroke and manipulate the shaft and glans more easily. It helped that he was a chef in real life, and kneading dough had given him added dexterity when it came to masturbating a stranger.

He could tell from the guy’s breathing that he was enjoying Roger’s handiwork. Ha ha! After only a few minutes, the big dicked loser to his right was getting ready to blow his load!

“Shoot you bitch!” he hissed. The abusive words must have worked because suddenly the cuck with a solid six inch dick was spurting, his milky white discharge splattering all over the hardwood floor.

“Fuck!” muttered the man who had shot his wad.

Roger smiled. He didn’t want to brag but he was first to bring off another loser. Now all he had to do was focus on not shooting his own load and he could win this sordid contest.

4.

Tash watched the cuck with an average sized dick blow his load and laughed happily. “We have our first gusher!” she said and, moving behind the ejaculator, delivered a volley of stinging blows to his quivering backside.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“You should have thought about manhole covers or Nigel Farage’s face, maybe that would have stopped you from coming!” she chortled and thrashed the spurter some more.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The sight of a man ejaculating – and then being beaten – was too much for some of the voyeuristic perverts watching and it triggered a chain reaction of orgasms: one man, two men, three men.... no less than five men were evacuating their beta balls and spraying the floor with their gloopy seed.

“Eugh! What a horrid mess!” said Jane, looking at the pool of hot semen on the floor.

Tash grimaced in an exaggerated fashion at the slimy puddles dotted everywhere. “It’s like an explosion in a porridge factory!”

She wasn’t wrong. Although if any cereal manufacturers made porridge with as little nutritional value as that contained in the semen of cuckolded men they would surely go bankrupt.

5.

Thirty year old Simon Parker was a charted accountant and had been a cuck for three years. His wife had a thing for rough bikers, and while she went to a Hells Angels meet in Romford, he was sent here to suffer. Unlike many of the other cucks he didn’t really enjoy the concept of cuckolding and only went along with it because he thought if he did he could he could one day win his wife back.

Yet despite all that he was aroused now, mainly because the two guards were staggeringly sexy, like members of a girl group gone bad. Every time he looked at them he imagined them naked and lying on a big bed, and in this fantasy he was walking towards the bed, ready to fuck the sexy bitches with his rock hard cock.

Simon didn’t want to be thinking about fucking these guards, though. He needed to be thinking unsexy thoughts to stop himself from cumming. If he could do that, he could prove he wasn’t a complete beta. He wanted to be strong and succeed where his fellow betas failed. Perhaps if he could, it would be the first step in standing up for himself and reclaiming his wife from the rough bikers she was so enamoured of.

“Think about something else,” he mumbled to himself, like his spiralling mortgage payments or the fact that his beloved golden retriever was going to need a very expensive cataract operation soon.

The guy wanking him – an old geezer in his sixties with calloused hands – suddenly increased his rhythm. Where the hell had that come from? That was just plain sneaky and it took Simon by surprise.

He tried to focus on the guy he was jerking off – a skinny young guy with glasses like John Lennon – but suddenly he knew it was a lost cause. He was going to shoot, and just to make it inevitable the sly pensioner sped his rough hand even more, and Simon duly lost control and released his watery load.

“Ah!” he whispered as the white stuff hit the floor, and with it his chances of ever turning his life around.

6.

Tash and Jane circled the men left in the wanking race, cracking arses with their canes, or occasionally sidling up to a man, grabbing his hair, and pulling his head back. “Wank your new boyfriend harder, boy!” they would whisper seductively. “Wank him like it’s your anniversary and you really want to please him!”

“Yes, Miss!” the masturbating muppet would whimper and do his best to speed up.

And as the mischievous girls doled out abuse, excitement levels rose amongst the sexually depraved men and more balls spilled their icky contents. As they do so, the wanking apes made noises appropriate for wanking apes:

“Ugh!”

“Aaah!”

“Ugh!”

Once sated, the beta buffoons stood mutely and either watched their fellow stroke monkeys, or wanked them if the cuckolded man they were stroking had yet to splurge.

7.

Jack Peterson was one of the final two men yet to cum. The other man – a bald headed idiot with a silly pointy beard that made him look like a piss poor Satanist – was standing opposite. Both were being pumped furiously by the men beside them, and both were determined to hold onto their seed.

It was like a gunfight in an old spaghetti western. And as Jack looked into the eyes of the Satanic slaphead opposite he tried to think unsexy thoughts. Haemorrhoids. Noel Edmonds. Stale socks. Kale. Armpit hair. Back flab. Bum fluff. Spots. The environment and how it was well and truly fucked. The cost of sending his kids to private school...

It helped that the man wanking him was useless. He had no idea how to stroke a cock. Sure, it gave Jack an unfair advantage, but so what? It was unfair that Jack had been born beta and was being cuckolded in the first place, so in a very small way this made up for that.

Jack allowed himself to smile as he looked into the eyes of the bald devil-worshipper opposite. He was definitely going to win this and show these feeble fucks that he was the alpha papa here.

8.

The bald idiot opposite was called Francis Delaware, and Francis Delaware prided himself on his iron self control. He was able to think about not cumming and not cum. That’s how good he was. That’s how-

-Suddenly the sexy blonde guard – Miss Jane – was behind him. Her scent filled his nostrils and her hair tickled his neck. “Why don’t you cum and show these betas what real spunk looks like,” she teased, her hot breath in his ear.

That wasn’t fair! That wasn’t cricket! How was he, a sex starved man with a severe case of blue balls, supposed to resist a young and beautiful woman acting seductively towards him! Damn her to hell!

The only upside was that the other guard – the equally sexy Miss Tash – was standing behind his opponent and whispering things in his ear. And judging by the man’s pained expression they were sexy things that didn’t often get whispered in a beta male’s ear often.

“My boyfriend fucked me doggy style last night,” said his own guard, her sweet breath in his ear. “He ripped my clothes off and fucked me hard and fast, slapping my arse and pulling my hair as he did so. I yelped like a dog as I came, and then begged him to fuck me again.”

Oh god, thought Francis, the thought of this sexy young woman yelping like a dog as her boyfriend drove his undoubtedly humungous cock into her was one of the sexiest things he had ever-

-He came. Whatever resistance he had disappeared and his spunk exploded from his cock, arched into the air, and landed with a splat amongst the rest of the cum covering the floor.

“We have a winner!” laughed Miss Tash opposite and, grabbing the hand of the men who hadn’t ejaculated, held it aloft like he was a boxer in a boxing match. And still, amazingly, the man beside him wanked his cock.

9.

Jane walked up to the man who had climaxed first. “Did you think we’d forgotten about you, Mister Premature Ejaculator? Because we haven’t, we just didn’t want to get in the way of the other wankers. But it was pretty pathetic coming first, wasn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss, it was,” he agreed, his eyes darting away.

“And as the ultimate loser, you get to lick up everybody else’s lovely jizz!”

Smirking, she watched as the premature ejaculator – with a look of despair in his eyes – immediately dropped to the floor and began lapping up the semen. Just to encourage his somewhat reluctant licking she whipped his quivering bottom, which did indeed inspire him to slurp faster.

“Yummy yummy yummy he’s got cum in his tummy!” she laughed and was pleased to see that some of the man’s fellow cucks even smirked at his degradation. Oh yes, even in the kingdom of losers there was a hierarchy.

10.

Tash picked the man who orgasmed second – a chubby ginger man in his thirties – and had him suck clean the dicklet of every single wanker in the room. And then, once Fat Carrot Top had finished, she had him kneel in front of the winner – who was still being wanked – and open his mouth.

“Wider!” she said, slapping the top of his head.

He opened his mouth as wide as it could possibly go, on cue the man still being jerked grunted and splattered the man’s face with hot cum. Some went in his open mouth, some up his nose, and some in his eyes. “He looks like a bird’s shat on his face!” laughed Jane from across the room.

“Eat what didn’t go in your mouth, and then clean the winner’s slippery knob,” instructed Tash and slapped the ginger man around the ear.

“Yes, Miss!” he gabbled and did exactly as he was told, his tongue making busy on the tumescent penis in front of him.

And then, amazingly, all that disgusting sperm was all gone, every last gluey drop, and the naked men were ready to get back to normality at Cuckold Manor, which meant going on a pointless work detail. As they filed out, shamefaced at what they had just been forced to do, Jane and Tash watched them go, satisfied that they had mentally scarred these chumps for life. And then, high on the misery they had created, they started discussing what they could make their hapless losers do next. They had plenty of ideas.


6: The Castratix

1.

Dr Olivia Baxter had blown the whistle on a co-worker and it cost Olivia her career. She worked at St Beatrice’s Hospital in Reading as a cardiovascular surgeon. She was one of the best in the country – no, Europe, possibly even the World – and, despite only being thirty-two, was already the head of her department.

Sadly her department also contained Dr Harold Thurber Ranger. Ranger was a pompous old-school misogynist who had never forgiven Olivia for getting the top job when he felt he clearly deserved it. He didn’t, since he was a known souse with wandering hands. So when Olivia witnessed him openly groping a young nurse she dismissed him for gross misconduct. That kind of behaviour was not acceptable. Sadly the nurse later recanted her statement and then mysteriously went on to get a better job at a London hospital run by one of Ranger’s old university chums. Without the nurse’s testimony there was just Olivia’s word, and that wasn’t enough for the board of directors.

Ranger was not only reinstated over Olivia’s protests, but went on to have two of his friends’ say that they hadn’t witnessed any impropriety of the sort, and it was just professional jealously on Olivia’s part. Olivia sat before a disciplinary, was stripped of her medical licence and sacked. She lost everything for just doing the right thing.

Now, with her reputation in tatters, she worked as a receptionist at a health spa, ruing the day she had ever laid eyes on Harold Bloody Ranger. All those years of medical training down the drain, along with a once glittering medical career.

Bugger!

2.

Olivia had just clocked off for the day and was desperate to get home for a long soak in the bath, preferably using that new bubble bath she had brought at the weekend that smelled of orchids. She was crossing the staff car park when a red Lamborghini pulled up beside her. The window glided down and she found herself looking at an attractive man who looked vaguely familiar. Then he grinned and it clicked: this was the rich guy she’d seen on television a few times. A billionaire with the brooding good looks of a male model.

“Hello, I’m Jackson Wade, and I have a proposition for you,” he said with a disarming grin.

“The Spa’s shut for the day, although I’m sure we could fit you in for a colonic irrigation tomorrow,” she said drily and carried on walking. He’d need more than a fast car and a sexy grin to impress her. Besides, she really did need to soak in her tub with Lana Del Rey playing in the background.

Abruptly the flashy sports car stopped and a smiling Jackson, who didn’t look particularly put out by her brusque dismissal of him, got out and fell in step beside her. “This is a serious proposition,” he continued.

“I don’t care who you are, but I’ve had a long day and I just want to go home and sit in the bath counting bubbles,” she said and carried on walking.

He sped up until he was ahead of her, and then turned and walked backwards as he talked: “I want to offer you a job where you can utilise your unique talents.”

“I’ve lost my license,” she said.

“You don’t need it for what I want,” he said and, reaching into his jacket pocket, pulled out a card with a phone number on and handed it to her. She glanced briefly down and saw that just beneath the phone number was another number with a pound sign in front of it. “That’s how much I’ll pay you,” he added.

The number was beyond big and she stopped and looked at him.

“I’m not a surgeon anymore,” she reiterated, her voice tired. “In fact it’s illegal for me to even pick up a scalpel.”

“I know, but if you come and work for me, I might be able to get you your career back. Just call and we’ll talk.” With that he walked back to his ostentatious yet undeniably sassy car, leaving her holding the business card with a life-changing number on.

3.

Olivia called him. Of course she called him. The number on the card, coupled with his position as Britain’s richest man, made it too tempting not to. He sent a limousine to pick her up, and that took her to a private airfield on the outskirts of Reading. There she boarded a swish micro-jet and was flown to an airfield just outside Berlin. Another limousine, driven by an extremely attractive young woman that looked more like a supermodel, took her into Berlin, and a skyscraper where Jackson Wade apparently had a business meeting. By the time she reached the top floor his business meeting had finished, and he took her to a rooftop restaurant that overlooked the remains of the Berlin Wall. It had a wasted elegance that couldn’t help but touch her.

“I love this view,” he said, pouring her a glass of Merlot.

“You know my drink.” Olivia tried not to sound impressed but she was.

“I know everything about the people I want to work with,” he replied, flashing those perfect teeth of his. He was sexy, she thought, but stamped down hard on those thoughts.

“So why do you want me?” she said, all business.

“You’re a top class surgeon,” he replied matter-of-factly. “And I need a top class surgeon.”

“You need one that’s been struck off and by employing them you could be prosecuted?”

He laughed, and she couldn’t help but laugh along. Then he stopped and fixed her with his penetrating gaze. “You’re innocent, Dr Baxter. My comprehensive research – and it really was comprehensive – indicates that you were framed and a victim of the old boy network. You’re still the best, just currently under utilised.”

Although deeply flattered, Olivia had had enough of this dance. “What exactly do you want, Mr Wade.”

“Jackson, please.”

“What do you want, Jackson?”

The billionaire leaned back and looked out over Berlin, a smile playing on his lips. “I own an establishment in Surrey for cuckolded men,” he said, glancing back at her. “Their wives and girlfriends – or sometimes daughters, sisters or mothers – check them in while they go off and have fun.”

Olivia frowned, confused by the bizarre change in direction the conversation had taken. “Erm, what happens to these men in your facility?”

“They’re beaten and humiliated by young women.”

Olivia took a sip of her drink. She knew all about perverts, having dated a few in her life. What they had to do with her was anybody’s guess.

“Sorry, but I’ve no interest in dominating and humiliating men for a living, no matter how therapeutic that might be for me,” she said, looking out at the concrete vista. If nothing else, she had enjoyed the change of scenery today.

Jackson continued as if she hadn’t spoken. Normally this would have irked her but he had flown her across Europe to look at the remnants of the soviet empire so he had the right.

“Some of the wives who use my establishment would like something extra done to their cuckolds,” he said, the hint of a smile playing at his lips.

“Extra? That sounds ominous.”

“It is. They’d like their cuckold’s balls removed.”

Olivia spluttered with shocked laughter. “You castrate men at your little establishment?”

Jackson shrugged as if it was nothing. “We’ve done a few, very much ad hoc, but with your help I’d like to make it one of our more exclusive services. After all, cuckolds are not really men, so maybe they don’t deserve the equipment of men.”

Olivia was shaking her head in disbelief. “You’ve got balls, I’ll give you that!”

“I want you to set up a state of the art clinic within my facility. The sole purpose of that clinic will be to denude beta males of their testes. It will be done safely with the utmost professionalism, but when they leave they will have nothing between their legs but a limp little penis. And for helping set this clinic up, and of course operating on some cuckolded men, I will pay you handsomely.”

Olivia shook her head. “Sorry, but no. I love being a surgeon, but I’m not going to get arrested for grievous bodily harm.”

“You won’t be. Every man you castrate will sign a consent form, as well as an NDA ensuring he never talks about what you’ve taken from him. Not that he’d want to talk about it and advertise the fact he’s a eunuch.”

Olivia looked at the handsome man before her. Against her better judgement she was warming to the idea. It was as if Jackson could sense her weakening because, like a true pro, he suddenly decided to sweeten the deal. “And if you help me, I’ll look into getting you reinstated as a surgeon.”

“You haven’t got the power, Jackson.”

“I’m the richest man in Britain with friends in very high places. You’d be surprised at what I can do when I’m motivated.”

Smiling, Olivia started eating the three course meal a top German chef had prepared for them. She would keep Jackson waiting a little while, at least until desert, but she knew she’d accept.

4.

Jackson Wade turned the south wing of his establishment in Surrey into a high-tech surgery suite, complete with a recovery room and a small operating theatre that was unlike any she had ever worked in. The act of removing a man’s testicles was remarkably simple – literally two snips followed by suturing up the now empty scrotum – but Olivia understood that it was the theatricality as much as anything that mattered. The women who wanted their husbands and boyfriends turned into ball-free eunuchs wanted it done with a little razzmatazz, a little showboating.

She chose two of the girls from amongst the guards – Miss Seta and Miss Emily – to be nurses. She chose them because both were medical students and therefore more qualified to assist. They wore the sexiest outfits’ imaginable, in this case tight black latex nurse’s uniforms with black tights and high heels. This was because she wanted her assistants to be as sexy as possible in order to torment the men they were about to de-man.

As for Olivia, she wore traditional hospital scrubs, mainly because it was still a medical procedure and she wanted this unorthodox facility to be underpinned by studious professionalism.

Her first patient was a fifty-three year old solicitor who specialised in property law. Just to add to the experience she gave the naked man on her operating table a local anaesthetic and then invited him to watch as she removed his somewhat saggy balls. He watched, wide eyed, as the things that made him male were removed and held up before him. His wife didn’t want them, so once snipped they were thrown into medical waste.

“What do you say?” she asked him as she peeled off her surgical gloves.

“Thank you for castrating me, Mistress,” he replied humbly.

The next man on her operating table was a muscular and extremely handsome twenty-four year old personal trainer. She felt a tad guilty turning him into a eunuch, but his girlfriend wanted it and he agreed, signing the consent form. Unlike her first castrati this ones balls – big and bouncy – were kept and given to the girlfriend in a Ziploc bag. She claimed she wanted to take them home to feed them to her bull’s dog.

After that the men blurred into one, as cuckold after cuckold had their nuts shaved and removed. It wasn’t long before her sexy nurses were able to operate alone, allowing Olivia to take a more backseat role. In the process she developed some more services to offer at her fledgling Castration Clinic.

One such idea was the ‘Hitlering’ of cucks, which essentially involved her taking just one of a man’s balls. These semi-castrati were told that if they didn’t behave their other ball would be cut off. It was a remarkably popular procedure, and once word was out in the cuckolding community a multitude of women signed up to have their partners semi-snipped.

5.

It was destined to happen and finally, four months after starting the clinic for Jackson Wade, the NHS manager who had helped Ranger betray her was strapped down on Olivia’s table. He was naked and shaved and looked very afraid (possibly because he was naked and shaved and strapped to an operating table).

The NHS Manager hadn’t signed a consent form but that didn’t matter; after the operation he would be pumped full of so many drugs he would forget the identity of the person who had de-balled him – except in his nightmares, which would doubtless plague him for the rest of his sexless life.

“You should have stood by me,” she admonished and then – snip, snip – he was no longer a man.

“What have you done to me?” he asked, his voice shrill.

“Taught you the error of your toxic ways,” she replied and started stitching up his empty scrotum.

He looked in horror at the fleshy orbs in the metal dish beside the operating table, a tear trickling down his face. Olivia didn’t feel remotely guilty.

6.

Jackson Wade was a man of his word. He paid off the medical board and Olivia got her medical license back. Almost immediately she was reinstated as head of surgery at the Reading Hospital where she had worked. Her first act was to sack the sleazy surgeon who had got her fired, Dr Harold Ranger. She thought about arranging with Jackson to make him bollock free, but she decided let him go and enjoy his ignominy. At least for now. Maybe later she would change her mind and claim his testes, but for a while at least she would let him stay a man.

As for Cuckold Manor, she remained on in an advisory role only and left the castrations to Miss Seta and Miss Emily. That said she did make an effort to pop in now and then, just to keep her hand in at de-balling betas. And why not, since it was surprisingly therapeutic when things got stressful in her new job.


7: The Snowbunny’s Slave

1.

The minute Terry saw the new girl in accounts he was in love, completely and utterly head over heels. Yes, it was insanely quick to make such a judgement, not least because he hadn’t even spoken to her yet, but there was something about her that felt ... well, like destiny. She was the girl he was fated to spend his life with.

Kevin, his best friend, threw back his heads and laughed when he told him. “You dopey fucking idiot! You just fancy the pants off her; you’re not in love with her!”

Terry wouldn’t be deterred. “Yes, I fancy the pants off her – she’s absolutely gorgeous with a side helping of stunning – but it’s more than that. I feel that we’re destined to be together.”

“Yeah, and every time I see Taylor Swift I feel that we’re destined to be together .... in bed, naked.”

Laughing, Terry wagged a finger at his friend. “I’m being serious here, there’s going to be something significant between us. I can feel it in my bones.”

“That’s probably early onset arthritis; you should see a Doctor about that.” Kevin suddenly frowned and clicked his fingers. “Hang about, are we talking about the blonde who wears the blue silk blouses?”

“Yes, you know her?” asked Terry eagerly.

Kevin shook his head. “Not really, no, but... I honestly don’t think you’re her type.”

“What do you mean?”

“Nothing, just ...” He trailed off and shrugged. “You should go for it if you think you’re destined to be together for all of eternity.”

Terry did go for it. He engineered a meeting in the break room and, when nobody was about, surprised her with a bouquet of red roses. It was romantic and over the top but that’s what this amazing girl did to him. “I know it’s a bit romantic and over the top, but I wanted you to notice me,” he said with a sheepish grin.

“Okay, I’ve noticed you,” said the girl and smelled the roses.

Terry was emboldened and pressed his luck. “Would you go on a date with me?”

“I mean since you got me the flowers, yes, but it’s just a date.” The girl smiled the most heartbreakingly beautiful smile ever, melting Terry’s already mushy heart. “But don’t read too much into it.”

As if.

2.

They went to an expensive restaurant in town that cost Terry an arm, a leg, and a significant part of his shoulder. But it was vital he made a good impression so he was more than willing to take a financial hit. And it worked because they had fun and really seemed to gel. Zara – that was her name and it summed her up perfectly – laughed at his jokes and seemed genuinely interested in the things he was saying.

Then, just when he thought it was all going his way, she leaned over the table and touched his hand. “I’ve had a lovely time tonight but...”

But? The word was like a dagger to his heart. How could there be a ‘but’ after such a truly amazing date?

“But what?” he said, hoping he didn’t sound too whiney and pathetic.

She looked at him for a moment, as if sizing up how to tell him something, and then just told him: “I prefer black guys.”

“Sorry?” he asked, blindsided.

Zara took his hand and squeezed it supportively. “I’m sorry, I like you and think you’re very attractive but I prefer dating black guys. I like black men. It’s just a preference I have.”

“You don’t like white men?” he asked, bewildered.

She laughed warmly and shook her head. “I love white men; I just don’t feel a romantic spark with them. Black guys ... do it for me. You understand? That’s why there’s no future for you and me as a couple.”

“I...”

She patted his arm gently. “I really am sorry.”

Terry, still very much besotted with this angel, decided to go all in and hang the consequences. After all, great romantic heroes wouldn’t be discouraged by this. No, they’d just plough on until the girl of their dreams became the girl on their arm. “I think I love you, I want to be in your life,” he said earnestly.

She had the decency not to laugh at his outlandish declaration. Instead she nodded and adopted a more serious slightly parental tone, as if addressing a child. “I like you, Terry, and although I don’t feel anything for you on a romantic or sexual level, and never will, I do feel we have a connection. So if you really want to be in my life, it will be in a different way to how you expect.”

3.

It soon became apparent that Zara was willing to have him in her life, but only as a helper. A personal assistant, as it were. Strangely, Terry was happy with that. He got to be around the girl of his dreams, and he got to serve her. He got to show his feelings for her by making her life easier. And somewhere at the back of his mind he thought that if he was around her enough she would eventually succumb to his charms and see him in a romantic light. Not just yet, mind, first he must prove himself to be an outstanding helper.

He began doing housework for her. He went around to her surprisingly large house and did all of her chores, from vacuuming carpets and mopping floors to shampooing rugs and polishing mirrors. And when he finished all that he dusted, emptied bins and put the recycling out.

It seemed only natural that he progressed to doing her shopping. Once a week he went to the supermarket with an extensive list of groceries and purchased them, before coming back and dutifully putting the shopping away in her cupboards. He loved that he was useful to her, even though he usually overspent and ended up putting the shopping on his card.

So he became Zara’s helper, doing more and more for her each week, and he didn’t mind because it meant he got to spend time around the woman of his dreams.

4.

The first time he was there at her house and a black man called was a shock. Even though she’d explained her preferences it was still a surprise, possibly because he had begun to convince himself that he was Zara’s boyfriend.

He was in her kitchen washing up when the doorbell rang. He went to answer it and found a tall black man on the doorstep. The man looked Terry up and down before speaking. “I’m here to see Zara,” he said and, without waiting for a response, pushed past Terry.

“Yes, of course,” said Terry but the black man was already out of earshot in the living room. He heard Zara squeal with delight and when he went in he saw – with a palpable twinge of envy – that she had her arms wrapped around him and was kissing the man passionately.

Then the man, who had barely acknowledged Terry’s existence, was carrying the girl of his dreams upstairs. What followed was an extremely loud and vigorous sex session, which Terry – down in the living room cleaning – heard every minute of in stereo. He was jealous, incredibly so, but also more turned on than he could ever remember. Why? He didn’t understand it. His soul-mate was getting fucked by another man and he was both horribly aroused and horribly envious.

Eventually the duo came downstairs, both wearing robes and glowing the way people do after they’ve had amazing sex. “You couldn’t make us a snack?” asked Zara.

“Erm, yes of course,” he mumbled. “What would you like?”

“A salad for me and...”

The black man looked at Terry, as if finally noticing him. “A cheese sandwich will do, with some pickle if you have any. And when you’ve done that you can press my clothes since I did take them off in rather a hurry.”

“I... yes, of course,” said Terry and headed for the kitchen.

“Sir,” said Zara sharply.

“Sorry?” asked Terry, stopping in his tracks.

“You will address the men I bring home as Sir. Understand, Terry?” she said, fixing him with a penetrating stare.

He nodded quickly. “Yes, of course.”

After making the snacks he went upstairs to clean up. The bedroom stank of sex and he immediately opened a window to let some fresh air in. The man’s clothes were in a pile so he collected them and took them downstairs to the kitchen to press. Once pressed he folded them neatly and took them back upstairs, laying them out neatly on the chair by the bed, ready for Sir. After that he changed the sheets, making a point of not touching the wet patch.

Ten minutes later he was loading the dirty sheets into the washing machine when the black man entered the kitchen. “My clothes done?” he asked curtly.

“Yes, Sir,” replied Terry quickly.

“Good, boy.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

Terry felt absurdly pleased with the compliment and carried on with his chores. Sometime later, when the man had gone, Zara ambled in still wearing her short robe. “Sir was impressed with you and your attitude. So was I.”

“Thank you.”

Zara nodded. “You should probably call me Mistress from now on. In the house, just so you don’t get confused about our relationship.”

“Yes, of course... Mistress,” he said.

It felt right calling her that.

Very right indeed.

5

And so Terry became not just Zara’s slave, but the slave of all the black lovers she brought home (and she brought home many black lovers). At some point it was decided that he would perform his domestic duties in the nude, just so he didn’t start getting any ideas about them being equal. He didn’t mind, he found doing chores for Zara naked surprisingly arousing. Zara soon noticed.

She looked at his groin one day. “Stiff again, Terry?” she asked, the disapproval in her voice obvious.

“Yes, I...”

“I understand why you’re turned on, but it’s not really appropriate having that little thing waving around in front of you, is it?”

“No, I suppose not, Mistress.”

“Since we’re both agreed in that we’ll have to remedy it.”

The remedy was a chastity cage purchased online. As soon as it arrived it was unpacked and locked on his penis. Zara kept the key on her dressing table with her rings, and made a point of showing it to all her black lovers. They laughed and often had him stand before them, just so they could look at his caged dick.

“Miss jerking off, boy?” they would ask.

“Yes, Sir,” he would admit, red-faced with shame.

“Nevermind, maybe your Mistress will let you play with yourself at Christmas,” they would joke. God he hoped so, because not being able to jerk off was hell on earth, especially when serving such a stunning young woman like Zara.

6.

And that, in a nutshell, was how Terry became a snowbunny’s slave. Yet despite the fact that he was little more than a dogsbody, it felt right. No, it felt more than right, it felt like destiny.

Sadly he was less happy when Zara and her latest black boyfriend went for a week long break in New York and checked him into a boarding house in Surrey. The boarding house was filed with men like him, and staffed by cruel young women who took delight in punishing and humiliating him. Worse, she sent him wearing his cage, and as he was the only one there in chastity he soon found himself being teased by the other cuckolds, who were all kept naked.

“You must miss whacking off! I’d die if I couldn’t!”

“Bet you’d love a pump about now!”

“I may be sad and pathetic, but I’d never let my woman lock me in a cage!”

The guards were even more merciless, and often twisted and pulled on his cage, causing him some discomfort. And as they tormented him he thought of how quickly he had succumbed to this weird way of life. A year ago he was a normal man with normal needs, but now he was hopelessly in love with a woman who he could never hope to please. It was insane. Still, he loved Mistress Zara and there was no going back now.

7.

He was down in the cellar in the east wing helping Miss Debbie service a huge generator. The electricity in this strange establishment was powered by submissive men on treadmills, and Miss Debbie was the young engineering student who had built it. She came regularly to maintain it and Terry had been chosen to assist her.

They were just finishing up and putting the generator back together when Miss Debbie looked at him. “Your Mistress prefers black men between the sheets?”

Terry nodded. “Yes, Miss Debbie. She’s a snowbunny.”

The young engineering student nodded. “A lot of the men here are cuckolded by black men. It’s really popular.”

“Yes, Mistress,” agreed Terry. Although he was the only one here in chastity, he wasn’t the only one here whose owner preferred dark meat.

“It’s a pity there wasn’t a visual sign of that,” said Miss Debbie and then, before he could ask, she was packing up her tools and walking out of the cellar. He remained, cleaning the generator thoroughly, not quite understanding what she had meant.

8.

Including Terry, there were twelve naked men in the Great Hall. Each man had been bound by the hands and feet and had ball gags in their mouths to stop them speaking. Not that they would ever speak without permission, but the girls who worked here liked to stop even the opportunity of speech from their slaves.

Miss Debbie was also present, along with a young woman with a Mohican and tattoos. She was talking to Miss Debbie and laughing loudly. Eventually Miss Debbie walked in front of the men laid out on the floor like rugs and spoke: “You’re all here because you are the cuckolded slaves of snowbunnies. We only know that because we’ve consulted your files, but we – well, I – thought it might be useful if you were all marked in some way, to indicate your mistresses’ preferences. And I’ve been in touch with your wives and girlfriends and they’ve all agreed to our proposal.”

She smiled down at Terry, and he knew that the conversation he had with her the previous day had been the trigger for this. He had, if you will, helped inspire her.

“Anyway, this is Hermione, and she’s a local tattoo artist – a very good one. And she’s going to tattoo on each and every one of you a Queen of Spades, which will show the world that you’ve been cuckolded by a black man.”

And so, one by one, each naked man had a Queen of Spades tattooed on them by the young tattoo artist. Miss Debbie consulted her phone before each tattoo, and Terry realised she was checking where the hotwife wanted the marking. Some opted for the bare bottoms or thighs of the cucks, while some went for their chests. Terrifyingly, some of the men actually had the Queen of Spades tattooed to their foreheads, which would proudly show the world they were being cucked!

Terry watched in trepidation as the two women approached him. Miss Debbie consulted her phone and said something to Hermione, and then she was kneeling down, lifting his cage, and tattooing his balls.

It hurt, of course it hurt, but by the end of it he had a Queen of Spades on his scrotum. It was tender, and, coupled with the cage, a perfect reminder of what Mistress Zara had done to him.


8: The Gluer

1.

Juniper was sick and tired of her stepbrother, Dunstan, masturbating all the time. Although he was two years older than her, the twenty-one year old seemed to be forever playing with his penis.

In the bathroom.

In his bedroom.

In the hall.

Even in the kitchen! The kitchen! What kind of a disgusting reprobate played with himself where food was stored and prepared? The worst kind, that’s who, and it was sickening.

She knew about his unending wanking because she either heard him or – eugh! – smelled sperm after he had shot his load everywhere. Like the previous Tuesday, when she had innocently gone into the kitchen to make a smoothie and found him red-faced and stuffing kitchen roll in the bin. Clearly he had just whacked off, shot his load, and was trying to dispose of the evidence.

“Oh, hi, sis!” Dunstan had said with a sheepish grin and then sloped off, doubtless to play with himself again! It was gross beyond belief, and she was approaching the end of her tether. Nobody should have to put up with such foul habits, least of all a young woman like Juniper.

Worse, the filthy little pervert had been creeping into her bedroom and jerking off when she wasn’t there. At first she only suspected because of some crusty marks on the bedspread, so she had hidden a webcam amongst her teddy bears to catch him in the act. And catch him she did. A few days later he had entered her room, taken a pair of her used panties from her laundry basket, and held them to his face while he rubbed his rigid prick. To make matters worse he had used some of her favourite moisturizer to lube himself up.

Eugh and double eugh with an extra helping of eugh on the side!

Just eugh!

Eugh!

Disgusted didn’t begin to express how she felt. She was appalled, revolted, horrified and aghast. She literally shuddered each time she thought of what the grotty sex fiend had done in her room, and had immediately shredded the panties he had sniffed while jerking off over. As for the moisturizer he had used to lube himself up, that was definitely going in the bin.

What was it about males and masturbation? She had known plenty of boys (it was hard to think of them as men) at college who couldn’t stop playing with themselves. And the worst offenders were the type of losers who couldn’t get girlfriends, so they appeared to put all of that energy into obsessive jerking off!

If Juniper had her way she’d lock each and every one of the horrible little monsters into a chastity device. In Medieval Britain young women were forever being locked in chastity belts, so she thought it was about time they brought them back and locked sad little men up to stop them rubbing themselves and squirting icky juice everywhere. Her brother would be first to go in a chastity belt to stop him pumping that pathetic little root of his.

Eugh!

It was while she was spraying her room with perfume to take away the smell of semen that she had the idea. An idea so perfect she couldn’t help but laugh. Instead of binning the moisturizer she carefully emptied the expensive gloop into another tub, and then filled the bottle with Stick Fast, the legendary superglue. Then she waited.

2.

Juniper had forgotten all about her booby-trap until she came home from college three days later and heard screaming from upstairs. She rushed up to find her stepbrother in her bedroom, naked and on his knees, yanking at his cock.

“It’s stuck!” Dunstan cried in desperation.

“What?”

“I can’t get my hand free! It’s stuck to my dick!” he said, his voice stressed.

Juniper couldn’t help but grin, and Dunstan saw this. And the minute he saw it he knew he had been set up. “What did you do?” he asked his voice querulous and accusing.

Juniper told him, and then rang for an ambulance.

3.

It took three hours in surgery and even then Dunstan’s penis and testicles couldn’t be saved. Ultimately he had to have everything removed. When he came home he was as smooth and featureless as a Barbie doll between his legs, with just a small hole for urination. He would never get another scintilla of sexual pleasure for as long as he lived. His sex life had been well and truly executed.

Juniper supposed she should feel guilty for turning her stepbrother into a sexless eunuch condemned to a lifetime of inadequacy but she didn’t. As far as she was concerned it was the price you paid for being a dirty little tosser, and if she had her way every single man in the country that couldn’t stop playing with himself would be de-cocked and de-balled.

4.

“I suppose I should feel guilty for turning my stepbrother into a sexless eunuch but I don’t. As far as I’m concerned it’s the price you pay for being a dirty little tosser,” said Juniper and smiled. She didn’t add the bit about wanting every single tosser in the country castrated, but she felt it was implied.

The woman sitting opposite her in the office – Kitty – threw back her head and laughed. “That’s quite a story, young lady!”

The college student faked humility and shrugged the compliment away. “Anyway, that’s why I think I’d be a great guard at Cuckold Manor. I’ve got a natural aptitude for dealing with second-rate men.”

Kitty was nodding in agreement. “I would say you have balls, but it’s probably not the most sensitive phrase to use in light of your stepbrother’s condition.”

Of course they offered Juniper the job.

5.

Juniper loved working as a guard at Cuckold Manor. And in honour of what had made her famous the girls gave her a large tub of glue – non-permanent, of course – and told her to have some fun with the cucks.

Juniper went glue crazy. She glued two men together by their micro dicks and then made them look deep into each others eyes while she caned them. Another cuck had a sink plunger glued to his prematurely bald head so he looked like a unicorn (albeit a slightly shit unicorn that you wouldn’t feel guilty about euthanizing with a hammer).

It didn’t end there. She glued a naked man’s hands to the top of his feet, so that he was bent double for an entire day. When he walked his bottom was on display, begging to be beaten. And the girls of Fullerton were more than happy to beat it as he waddled passed them.

“Film it and we’ll put it on TikTok!” laughed Miss Kendra and the man who walked while bent over was duly filmed and uploaded, where it trended before being taken down for graphic content.

Juniper didn’t care; she was already onto her next prank. Two men were glued together by their hips so that they resembled Siamese twins, but just to make things that much more fun one faced forwards and the other backwards. It made their work detail particularly awkward, and also meant that when one was caned on his bare bottom the cane caught the thighs and dangling dick of the other.

Another nude man had his chest glued to the back of another nude man, so that when they walked anywhere they had to walk in step with each other. It also meant that the man at the back received all the punishment while the one at the front escaped the cane. That said, the one at the back got so excited he kept coming throughout the day, which meant the cuck in front spent their entire time together with another man’s lukewarm semen trickling down his legs.

But even that wasn’t the end of her fun. For Juniper’s piece de resistance, she glued six cuckolded men together – mouth to ass – in a pretty decent approximation of the Human Centipede. She did it out on one of the huge lawns, and then filmed it from all angles to ensure the moment was captured forever.

“You are totally bonkers!” laughed Suzy, the Administration Assistant who had come out to watch the insanity.

6.

Two weeks after she started at Cuckold Manor Juniper’s stepbrother stood naked in the induction office. Since losing his genitals Dunstan had become a shadow of his former self, preferring to stay in his room than go out. Juniper – sensing an opportunity to destroy what was left of her stepbrother’s ego – had offered to help give him more focus and so had brought him to the Manor for a week. Now he stood before Miss Tanza with his hands on top of his head. Juniper sat on a chair beside him.

“You really did a number on your stepbrother, the poor dear actually has a pee hole where his dick and balls should be!” laughed the young Indian girl, unable to drag her eyes away from the smooth mound between his legs.

“Yeah, I like to think I helped streamline the dirty little bugger.”

And then Juniper sat back and listened as her brother answered all the embarrassing questions that would go on file here. She chuckled when she heard he was a virgin, knowing that now he was a dickless freak that status would never change. Again, should he feel guilty? No, of course not.

After the questions Miss Tanza put a collar on him and asked Juniper if she’d like to show him around. “In a minute,” said Juniper and pulled a carrier bag out from under the chair she was sitting on. She opened it and, grinning, proceeded to glue what was inside between her brother’s legs. Once it was secure she took him out into the Manor to show him his new home for the next seven days.

Everybody laughed when they saw the young naked man scurrying behind her on a leash, mainly because he had a bright orange plastic carrot where his penis used to be.


9: The Peeping Tom

1.

Arnold Kingsley couldn’t believe that a place like this existed on his very own doorstep. He had been walking his dog one day when he heard a woman shouting, followed by loud cracks, and then a man whimpering. Curious, he tied Boomer up and clambered up a nearby tree to try and see what was going on.

He found himself looking at the huge gardens of the mansion that had been refurbished a year or so earlier. And on those grounds he saw a woman in black jeans and a white shirt beating a naked man wearing only a collar.

“What the devil!” he muttered and, looking beyond them, saw yet more stark naked men being beaten by similarly attired women. The women were all young – in their teens or twenties – while the men ranged in age from early twenties to late sixties.

Arnold was something of a female domination addict, and spent much of the time he wasn’t at work masturbating over Femdom porn on the internet. He loved seeing hot women lord it over weak men, and now he was seeing it in real life! He was so excited, more so than he had ever been in his entire life, that he instantly shot his load in his pants.

“Oh boy!” he whispered to himself.

Sated, he clambered down the tree, untied Boomer, and went home. Once there he masturbated again, thinking about what he had seen earlier in the day. He knew places like this existed, there used to be one in Eastern Europe called the Other World Kingdom, but to have one just a few miles from his house was incredible.

Over the course of the following weeks Arnold visited the strange mansion more and more. He would tie up Boomer, climb the tree, and watched as naked men were abused by cruel young women, and as he watched he put his hands down his trousers and rubbed his very stiff penis.

“Oh boy!” he whispered to himself on more than one occasion.

He even brought a telescope off Amazon, which he used to watch what was happening at the mansion. Yes, it was tricky holding a telescope and jerking off at the same time, but he managed it. In fact, he became quite adept at it, proving the notion wrong that men couldn’t multi-task.

2.

Arnold had explored seeing dominant women in real life and had visited several dominatrices in both Surrey and London. He hadn’t liked it. He felt stupid standing naked before a bossy woman, and when they disciplined him it hurt. It hurt a lot. Even the lightest of punishments, such as hand spankings, were beyond his limits.

He tried emphasising to the professional dominatrices to barely touch him, to tap him gently, but they never seemed to get it. In fact some even mocked him for his inability to take punishment, calling him a wimp. Weirdly, he didn’t like these insults and left feeling upset. So Arnold decided to forget about the reality of Femdom and stick to watching other men get beaten and humiliated on the internet. It was a compromise he was happy with, not least because cyberspace was stodged full of slaves getting their just deserts. And now he was seeing it in real life, as if a gift from the kinky gods.

Oh boy indeed.

3.

Arnold had seen a taller tree a few hundred yards away and decided to climb that in the hope of seeing the action better. He did see better, and had a cracking view of two young women mercilessly beating a group of naked men. Jesus, these young women in their early twenties had a dozen nude men under their control!

Wedged precariously on a branch he pulled down his trousers and pants, took hold of his stubby penis, and started to pump. And pump hard, because what he was seeing play out was electrifying-

“What the hell are you doing?” came a voice and, looking down, Arnold saw a beautiful young redheaded girl glaring up at him.

“I-” he spluttered and, losing his balance, fell.

Branches rushed to meet him and suddenly he was hanging upside from the tree, his stiff penis rapidly deflating. He looked around, panic stricken, hoping to see something to grab hold of.

“Cut him down,” said the girl and two naked men clambered up passed him with sharp knives. He heard tearing and abruptly his trousers were gone and he was plummeting to the ground head first. And then he was unconscious.

4.

He blinked and looked up. The young redhead was looking down at him. “Cut those rags off him,” she snapped and the two naked men who had clambered up the tree were beside him with their sharp knifes. He heard tearing and suddenly they were standing up holding what remained of his clothes, including his trainers and socks.

This, thought Arnold, is getting dangerously weird. He needed to get away from these psychos before it turned into a kinky version of The Hills Have Eyes. Oh, he’d seen enough horror movies to know this could end with his skin hanging on a hanger in some crazy inbred loser’s cellar.

“Get him to his feet and let’s get him back to the manor,” continued the redhead and the naked men obliged by hauling Arnold to his feet. Arnold decided his only chance was to pretend to be unconscious and then try to escape, so he closed his eyes and went as limp as possible, waiting. And then, as the men pulled him to his feet, he suddenly opened his eyes, yanked himself free of the men, and started running.

“We’ve got a runner! Chase him down, boys!” cried the redhead and the naked slaves took off after Arnold. A part of him wondered how it looked – two naked men chasing another naked man – but he didn’t care. He had to escape this insane situation.

He tore across a meadow towards the tree line of a nearby forest. If he could reach it he could lose his pursuers. It was close, and he ran like he’d never run before. He was like The Flash! And then he was in the trees, weaving his way between them. The men were closing but he knew if he could maintain his speed he could lose them.

He turned to look over his shoulder and saw them furiously chasing him, their naked cocks bouncing up and down. They looked ridiculous, but then he supposed he did as well.

“You’re not catching me, perverts!” he said to himself and leapt a fallen branch in his path. Sadly, he landed awkwardly, went spiralling sideways, skidded on a mossy rock, and slammed headfirst into a tree, knocking himself out for the second time in an hour.

5.

He came to in a massive hall filled with oil paintings and imposing busts from a bygone era. He was lying naked on a cold highly polished wooden floor that was incredibly uncomfortable, especially as his body was already battered and bruised from falling out of the tree and then running headfirst into another. Looking down at him was the cute young redhead from earlier and an older middle-aged woman in jodhpurs and riding boots. If he hadn’t been concussed and terrified he might have been aroused by her equestrian attire.

“Finally woken up, have you?” said the older woman.

“Where am I?” he croaked.

“Inside Cuckold Manor,” replied the woman as if it were obvious.

“Cuckold Manor?”

“The place you’ve been wanking yourself silly over for the last few weeks,” continued the woman in jodhpurs. “Oh, and thank your lucky stars you didn’t break your neck falling out of that tree.”

“Why am I naked?” he asked, sitting up.

“Beta males aren’t allowed clothes here, they have to be naked to reflect their status at the bottom of the heap,” said the young redhead.

Arnold looked around, still dazed, and saw that at the end of the hall were around ten naked men wearing just the obligatory collars. They were staring angrily at him and he suddenly started to feel worried – or more worried. What exactly was this place and why did these perverts look so pissed off with him? What had he done to upset them?

“I want to leave,” he said, struggling to stand despite the pain he was in.

“You will leave, but first you have to pay for peeping,” said the older woman.

“What?”

She nodded at the hostile men watching from the other end of the hall. “You’ve enjoyed their suffering, so it’s only fair they enjoy yours.”

On cue the naked men started walking towards Arnold en masse. He saw that some carried riding crops and canes and leather straps, which is not something the men in the Femdom porn he watched ever did. He tried to run but he was in too much pain, and instead just collapsed to the floor and looked at the advancing men. Then they were surrounding him and he was being beaten, and being beaten hard.

“Aee!” he screamed because it really hurt, even more than when the professional dominatrices had beaten him. But the cuckolded men didn’t care and carried on, and as they did he noticed that every one of them was rock hard and dribbling, as if deriving intense pleasure from his suffering.

He didn’t derive any pleasure from it at all.

6.

The female guards followed up his beating by using his own telescope to bugger him. It wasn’t pretty. He knew it wasn’t pretty because they not only did it in front of a huge floor-length mirror with an ornate gold frame, but they filmed it on a mobile phone and – as he lay whimpering with the telescope still wedged inside him – they replayed him the footage.

“I love what you’re doing with your face in this bit!” grinned a short girl called Miss Tina. “It’s like you’re learning what real pain is for the first time.”

“And the sounds you make are off the hook!” grinned a young lady called Miss Debbie. “In fact I love them so much I’m going to sample them and make them my ringtone!”

He didn’t know how to react to any of this so said nothing, which turned out to be a mistake as they assumed he was being standoffish and decided to bugger him for a second time with the telescope.

7.

If Arnold thought being beaten and rogered senseless would be the end of it, he was wrong. Battered and bruised – now even more so than when he arrived – he was dragged down into a vast cellar filled with naked men on treadmills. There must have been fifty of them, all in neat regimented lines, all walking nowhere. There he was taken to an empty treadmill and forced to walk, apparently powering electricity for the entire mansion.

Just to make the experience that much more uncomfortable and degrading, he had to walk with the telescope still jammed up his bottom. It was, everybody at Cuckold Manor thought, a fitting punishment for a peeping tom.


10: The Trainer

1.

Kitty had been running Cuckold Manor for just over a year, and loved every second of it. Although the enigmatic and incredibly sexy billionaire Jackson Wade owned the establishment, and Sian popped in sporadically to look at the more obscure financial aspects, Kitty was the de facto boss. She had originally planned to walk away once helping set the place up, but she found that she loved it too much.

For starters the location was stunning, and the restoration work impeccable. It really was like stepping back into a lost age, and a welcome escape from modern life, which could sometimes be overpowering and depressing. Sometimes she felt like she was on the set of Bridgerton, albeit with considerably less hot men.

The power she had was addictive too. There was something undeniably satisfying about having hordes of naked beta males completely under her thumb. She loved knowing that she could walk out of her office and thrash the first one she saw – something she often did, just to blow off steam. And after thrashing him the wretch would thank her profusely, kiss her cane or riding crop, before scampering off with a bottom so hot you could fry bacon on it.

But perhaps what she loved most was seeing the girls she had recruited and trained becoming more self-assured, more at ease with themselves. At Cuckold Manor these young ladies spread their wings, and found their newfound self-confidence spilled over into their vanilla lives. They stopped putting up with shit out in the real world. They asserted themselves and called out the men – and occasionally women – who tried to put them down. And it was deeply gratifying for Kitty knowing that she had enabled this transformation in many of them.

As an added bonus these young women also tapped into their more creative sides, and came up with the most imaginative degradations possible. Kitty thought she had seen it all her twenty-plus years in the sex industry, but these vibrant vixens were teaching her a thing or too. And in the process, crushing the egos of cuckolded men left, right and centre.

In other words, she wouldn’t be walking away from Cuckold Manor anytime soon. Far from it, she wanted to stay on and make it even better. She wanted to help it grow as an institution and an idea, an idea that would one day ripple out across the country, maybe even the world, and empower women everywhere. That was why she was in the heart of London to meet a very special lady.

2.

Dominique was a preposterously beautiful young black woman in her early twenties. She had cheekbones like razors, eyes like infinity pools, and a nose that looked like it had been sculpted by the gods. She had been a professional dominatrix since she was eighteen years old, and in that short time had become one of the top dommes in not only Britain but also the World. Wealthy men came from Europe, America, Australia, Saudi Arabia and Brazil to feel her whip across their buttocks or her strap-on up their clenching arse. In fact she had just finished sodomising a Canadian when she looked at her watch and realised her dear friend Kitty would be arriving soon.

“Cage time, worm,” she said and locked the Canuck with a very sore hole up in a dog cage in the corner of her well-equipped dungeon. Satisfied the beta was secure she turned the light off, plunging the room into absolute darkness, and went downstairs to the living room.

As if on cue the doorbell rang, filling the hallway with its delicate yet ethereal tones. One of her mincing male maids immediately rushed to answer, and a second later Kitty was shown into the living room by Fifi, the aforementioned maid.

“Kitty! So good to see you!” exclaimed the young black woman and stood to embrace her.

“You too, Dominique! It’s been too long!”

“It has!”

Smiling happily, the two friends sat down on the sofa. While Fifi buzzed around, serving tea and scones, they chatted idly, telling each other about careers and lovers and the success of their respective Only Fans businesses, which now accounted for the bulk of their income. Eventually Kitty put down her tea and fixed Dominique with a serious look.

“I need your help,” she began.

“I’m not relocating to Surrey,” said Dominique with a smile.

Kitty laughed. “You won’t have to, but I would like to offer some of the women who board their cucks with me your services.”

“My services?” Dominique arched one of her perfectly coiffed eyebrows and leaned forward. “It sounds like you have a roster of very talented dommes keeping your snivelling betas in line, I’m not sure I could add anything.”

“Oh, my guards are amazing,” agreed Kitty. “But the thing is, a large number of the woman who use our establishment complain that their cucks can’t suck dick for toffee.”

Dominique nodded, understanding immediately. It was a common complaint from hotwives: beta males were generally atrocious at performing oral sex on alpha males. They fumbled, they stumbled, and they usually failed to blow their superiors with anything approaching a reasonable standard. It was, to put it bluntly, embarrassing. And sometimes the cucks did such an awful job that the bulls became angry and took it out on them, leaving them with bloody noses and black eyes.

Kitty continued: “According to a mutual friend you have a genuine aptitude for teaching oral sex skills to slaves. You can take any man, no matter how straight, and mould him into an accomplished cocksucker within days.”

Dominique had indeed helped a number of men become better blowjob artists, and yes, she was something of an expert. She was a Sissy Whisperer, if you will, and proud of it.

“My proposal is simple,” said Kitty, putting her tea down. “I’ll refer any woman to you that wants her cuck trained to be a slut. They’ll visit you here in London, pay you, and you’ll become my premier blowjob trainer.”

Dominique thought about it and the fun she had turning heterosexual males into eager cock sluts with the ability to suck cum out of a bull in less than a minute. Thinking about that, and how much she would like to help her old friend, she agreed.

3.

“On your feet, little man,” Dominique said quietly and the naked white man in her dungeon immediately stood up. This was the seventh of her referrals from Kitty. He was in his late thirties with brown hair and green eyes. In truth he wasn’t bad looking, although as with many cucks his body was slim and underdeveloped, and he carried his lack of confidence like a badge.

Dominique looked him up and down, her eyes pausing on his small penis, which was poker stiff and leaking pre-cum."Your good lady wife tells me you’re frightful at sucking her alpha. She says you’ve tried multiple times but always cock it up, no pun intended.”

The man nodded miserably.

“Fortunately I can help you,” continued Dominique. “You’ll be taught to suck dick better than any massage parlour whore. Long dicks. Fat dicks. White dicks. Black dicks. Brown dicks. Circumcised dicks. Pierced dicks ... when I’ve finished with you, you’ll be a blowjob legend.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” said the man, looking both horrified and aroused.

Mistress Dominique continued with the spiel she had used countless times in her career as a dominatrix. “Why do cucks suck dick, boy? Why do all cuckolded males ultimately end up on their knees sucking off the studs who fuck their wives and girlfriends?”

The man looked unsure. “Because...we’re told to, Mistress?”

Mistress Dominique rolled her eyes. “Obviously! But what’s the underlying reason?”

“Erm, I don’t know, Mistress.”

Smiling, the young black woman stepped closer to the naked white man. “You do know, you just don’t realise it yet. Luckily I’m here to help open the doors of your perception.”

Turning away from the man she went to the dungeon door and opened it. Carlton was outside, one of her friends. Carlton was young, naked and black. He was also very much an alpha, and swaggered into the dungeon with his huge hard dick swaying before him like a police baton.

“Let’s begin our training, shall we?” purred Mistress Dominique and indicated that the white man should kneel. He did.

Carlton grinned at the man’s servility and strutted up to him, his huge cock inches from the white man’s face. “Take a good look, white boy, at the thing you wish you had but don’t,” he said.

The white man looked at the big black dick, his eyes wide. Mistress Dominique noticed his look go from fear to admiration and chuckled knowingly. “I see from your expression that you’re beginning to understand the majesty of alpha cock.”

“Yes, Mistress,” whispered the white man hoarsely.

“Good, because perhaps then you will understand why cuckolded men must suck the dicks of the men who replace them. It’s to show them, and your wives and girlfriends, that you fully understand your place in the world. It shows you know you’re a beta, too inept of satisfying a woman, and need an alpha to do it.”

The white man nodded in agreement, his eyes never leaving the huge black cock inches from his face. It looked like he was in a trance, and in a way he was.

“And when these men fill a cuckold’s mouth with their hot and creamy sperm, and the cuckold swallows it, it is further proof that the cuckold understands his lowly position in life.”

“Yes, Mistress Dominique!” said the white man, still hypnotised by the glistening black helmet swaying before him.

“And now you will show this young alpha, a man young enough to be your son, that you acknowledge he is superior to you by taking his dick in your mouth.”

“You heard the lady,” said Carlton and thrust his hips forward. The white man did what they all did at this point: he quickly opened wide to allow Carlton to slide his throbbing erection in.

4.

That was just the opening salvo of this particular cuck’s training, a literal taster. After that it became more focussed. The first stage proper involved him kneeling naked before Mistress Dominique’s tablet and watching footage of famous porn stars – Gina Valentina, Adrianna Chechik, Elsa Jean, Romi Rain, Lana Rhoades, Sasha Grey and many more besides – sucking cock. “Study their methods, boy. Study what these skilled women do because I will expect you to do exactly the same,” Mistress Dominique said and the cuck watched these starlets fellate men, his eyes wide with admiration and fear.

After studying the theory the training became more practical. Mistress Dominique did this by using marital aids on the cuckolded man. She strapped on a twelve inch black dildo and had him sucking and licking it. “You were born to do this, boy,” whispered the black dominatrix, stroking his hair. “You belong on your knees with a dick in your mouth, don’t you?”

The white man nodded and continued sucking, clearly using the techniques he had seen in the videos Mistress Dominique had made him watch. He gripped the cock firmly as he sucked, masturbating it while simultaneously sucking. He gazed into Mistress Dominique’s eyes as he sucked with a look of blind devotion on his face. He kissed the shaft and licked the end every now and then, before returning to the suck and grip technique that worked so effectively when adult film stars did it.

Once he’d had multiple dry runs on her black strap-on the ebony goddess brought in more real cocks for the cuck to suck. She had an endless supply of muscular male friends, who visited her dungeon at random intervals to force their man-meat into the cuckold’s mouth. Indian men, Pakistani men, black men, white men, Chinese men, Latin American men, Eastern European men – her latest cuck performed fellatio on a rainbow coalition of studs. And with each dick he sucked, and each cumload he swallowed, he improved.

On the cuck’s third and final day of training he faced his biggest test yet. Two men were brought in. One was Carlton, the young black man whose cock he had attempted to suck at the start of his training, while the other was Brutus, a muscular young white man with a shaven head and tattoos.

“If you can suck two dicks at once, you’ll truly be a Blowjob Queen,” said Mistress Dominique, patting her cuck’s head.

The cuck did suck two dicks at the same time, and even managed to time it so they both ejaculated concurrently, pumping his mouth full of a double helping of extra creamy cum. He gobbled it down gratefully, and then thanked Carlton and Brutus for feeding him. Manners, after all, are very important.

5.

One after another cuckolded men visited Mistress Dominique and she taught them all how to suck, and suck well. Just to add to the experience she had one of her loyal slaves – a graphic designer from Kent – create certificates that she gave the cucks upon completion of their training programme.

She gave them the certificates at a small proclamation ceremony in which the men had to stand naked before Dominique and some of her friends, and announce how much they loved dick: “I am a cuckolded man and I love big hard dicks in my mouth. Having the erection of an alpha male between my lips completes me, and I cannot wait to go home and suck the huge cock of the man my wife replaced me with!”

Dominique and her friends would applaud this cockclamation and then give the cuck their certificate. The men then took the certificates home so their wives and girlfriends could frame them and in places where visitors could see.

6.

Kitty was glad she had chosen Dominique to help train the cuck sluts. The wives and girlfriends bubbled with enthusiasm for what she had done with their mewling men-folk.

“He’s better than me at sucking off my boyfriend!”

“I love seeing him with a dick stuffed in his mouth!”

“It’s a pleasure watching him work an erection!”

Everybody was especially impressed with their cuckolded partners’ new attitudes, as they really seemed to take pride in sucking off superior men. Indeed it was ironic that for most of these beta males, this was the first time they had ever been complimented on their sexual prowess.


11: The Litter Collectors

1.

Jane and Tash were buzzing like bees high on honey and cocaine. Yet again they had come up with an awesome idea that would totally humiliate the snivelling little beta wimps they were in charge of. They had told Kitty what they intended to do and she laughed and given them her blessing, so now they were outside Cuckold Manor with three cuckold slaves. Each male was heavily sissified in a French maid’s uniform, complete with fishnet stockings, suspenders, high heels, and more make up than a clown after an explosion at a Revlon factory.

“It’s nice today,” commented Tash, breathing deeply.

“Yes, these bitches are lucky to be getting out of the manor for the day. Aren't you, girls?” asked Jane, peering at the sissy boys standing before them.

“Yes, Miss Jane!” they chorused in unison, their voices falsetto, and she laughed again. She did so love a well trained bitch.

They were currently standing by her blue two door Honda Civic. She was hoping to upgrade to a bigger car soon, but this was an ideal runabout at the moment. Opening the boot Jane looked at the three substandard males before her. “Into the boot, girls!” she said with a smile.

The three men – beta to the core and completely incapable of ignoring an order no matter how demeaning – looked anxiously at each other, and then one by one climbed into the small boot of the Honda. Jane felt almost sorry for the first one in because he had to scrunch right to the back in order to allow the others to wriggle in. Then again, the last one in had it pretty bad because when she slammed the boot she heard a thud – followed by a pained yelp – and knew she had caught him up the head.

Then, turning to her best friend Tash, she grinned puckishly: “Let’s go to town!”

2.

Twenty minutes later they were in the small but busy town of Remington. It was a diverse place with an outdoor market, shops, spas, gyms, businesses, colleges, and even a couple of art galleries that regularly featured local artists. It also had a bustling town centre that, due to its popularity, attracted a lot of visitors. Sadly many of these visitors were a little lax with how they disposed of their litter, so there was something of a rubbish problem. This is where the three sissies of Cuckold Manor came in.

The girls parked in the car park behind the town’s Tesco Express and got out. Tash went around to the back of the car and opened the boot. She looked down at the three craven males within, crammed like sardines in a tin. “Out!” she snapped.

As they crawled out, looking dazed and uncomfortable, Jane came round the back of the car to join them. “Okay, bitches,” she began. “It’s time for you to do your civic duty and clean up Remington Town Centre.”

The three losers looked at each, clearly confused, and Tash rolled her eyes in an exaggerated fashion. “You dolts are on litter picking duty today!”

“Litter picking, Miss Tash?” asked one of the maids, his voice little more than a squeak.

She went to stand before him and jabbed him with her finger, causing him to stumble backwards on his heels. “Yes, collecting rubbish and smartening this place up! It’s not rocket science, you stupid slut!”

“We would have brought you some of those fancy spikes to spear rubbish on, but we couldn’t be arsed. So you’ll have to make do with your dainty little hands,” added Jane slyly.

The three men stood looking awkwardly around, not sure how to react, and Tash sighed heavily. “Jump to it, girls!”

Reluctantly the feminised freaks leapt into life and began picking up litter with their bare hands. The girls watched, amused, as the men collected a greasy crisp packets and leaking beer cans and discarded apple cores, before scurrying to the nearest bin with them.

“Fancy doing some shopping?” asked Jane, holding up two credit cards she’d liberated from a wealthy cuck back at the Manor.

“Always!” grinned her friend and the duo ambled towards the town centre, leaving three very worried looking male maids to collect rubbish. They were right to look worried.

3.

Collecting rubbish in a town centre whilst wearing a maid’s dress was exactly as awful as it sounded. Thirty year old Robert Piltdown already loathed Cuckold Manor, being whipped and bullied by young women barely out of their teens, but this was beyond awful. This was next level degrading.

Mincing about in maid’s dress on public was not now and never would be acceptable. Yet he accepted his wife cheating on him with his best friend, so he accepted this. Sure, he burned with resentment for his wife and her lover and the tyrannical vixens that ran Cuckold Manor, but he accepted it meekly.

Robert and the other cuckolds gravitated towards a quiet corner of the car park in the hope they could avoid being seen. Sure, the odd shopper noticed and stared, but so far mercifully few people had seen them. Maybe, just maybe, they could get to the end of this nightmarish day with a minimum of attention.

“We should be collecting more rubbish,” said another of the three maids, Patrick.

“Fuck that,” said Bill, the third maid. “We just stay here until those nasty bitches come back, and then go back to the manor.”

“Yeah,” agreed Robert. It sounded like a good plan.

Sadly at that point two builders came around the corner and saw the trio of feminised litter pickers. “What the actual fuck!” exclaimed one with a bemused grin.

“Jesus! The circus must have come to town!” muttered his companion.

With a sinking feeling Robert watched as the two burly men approached them with malevolent looks on their faces. “What the fuck are you three perverts up to?”

“Collecting litter for our Mistresses, Sir!” simpered Patrick and Robert groaned inwardly. Thy should have just pretended to be on a dare or a sponsored run or something, not tell the embarrassing truth that exposed them to yet more ridicule.

The builder stared hostilely at them and then nodded slowly. “They must be from that fucked up mansion off the main road. I’ve heard some right kinky shit goes down there,” he said.

His companion looked at the three men, realization dawning. “If your Mistresses have left you to collect litter, why the fuck are you standing around chatting like idle tarts?”

“We’re having a break, Sir,” said Bill.

The builder stared hard at him, his eyes like cold lasers, and then slowly shook his head. “No, you’re slacking off like the lazy bitches you are. And you’ve got about five seconds to start collecting litter before I take my belt off and whip your arses!”

The maids, intimidated by these thuggish alphas, immediately started collecting littler. They scurried about picking up banana skins, coke cans, chewed chewing gum, cigarette packets, cigarette buts, sweet wrappers and lollypop sticks stained with raspberry juice. Sadly, it wasn’t fast enough, and one of the builders – clearly high on ordering wimps about – smirked and took off his belt. “Not fast enough, bitches, now line up and bend over!”

The three cucks – again pathologically unable to refuse the order of a more dominant person – immediately formed a line and bent over to touch their toes. Once bent they were instructed to lift their dresses and pull down their panties, exposing their bare bottoms. And there, in the car park behind a Tesco’s Express, the three maids were whipped by two builders on their lunch break. It hurt both literally and metaphorically.

4.

Things got worse. The builders, believing them to be dodging work, forced the maids to move into the Town Square to collect litter. The Town Square was heaving with people, and once there the three sissies were subject to the sneers and jeers of local shoppers, office workers and – worst of all – teenagers from a nearby college.

“Fucking hell!”

“Wankers!”

“Perverts!”

Words clearly weren’t seen as enough to hurt the cucks, so the public started throwing stuff at them. Fruit. Eggs. Milkshakes. Smouldering cigarette butts. Small plastic bags filled with hot and sometimes liquid doggy poo. Even used tampons. It was gross and humiliating and before long the trio were caked in crap and crud and even menstrual blood.

“Not so pretty any more, are you?”

“Dirty skanks!”

“Lick that dog shit up!”

Their make up ran, they laddered their stockings, and Bill even broke a heel which gave him an exaggerated limp for the rest of the day and earned him even more abuse from the great British public.

5.

Shopping for Jane and Tash morphed into a long and leisurely lunch. They went to a local gastro pub and enjoyed a surprisingly decent shepherd’s pie filled with top notch lamb, onions galore, and topped with a buttery mash topping that was fluffy and golden brown.

Some time later the girls found themselves drinking red wine and flirting with a couple of dishy young businessmen in town to close a deal at a local micro chip supplier.

“What do you two do for a living?” asked one of the businessmen, flashing a grin so sexy it could start a wildfire underwater.

“Think of new ways to degrade and humiliate cuckolded losers!” replied Tash proudly.

“Sorry?” asked the other businessman, clearly taken aback by the response.

“We could explain but it’s probably easier if we show you instead,” said Jane with an impish grin.

The quartet had another round of drinks – actually several rounds of drinks – before leaving the pub, laughing and joking.

6.

At first the girls and their dates couldn’t find the cucks they had left collecting rubbish. They looked everywhere: in the car park behind Tesco’s Express, in the town square, in the local park...

They eventually found the three cuckolded maids down by the canal tied to a lamppost like novelty dice. They were dirty and bedraggled and, rather amusingly, all three maids were minus their uniforms save for their tattered and torn stockings. Each man was also sporting a bright red bottom.

“Fuck me!” muttered one of the businessmen. “This is mental!”

“This is beyond mental!” replied his companion.

“How about you help us beat these wimps?” said Tash, touching the arm of the nearest businessman.

And that’s what they did; the quartet stood around the lamppost and, using sticks and planks they found on the ground, beat the three cuckolded men until their bottoms went from bright red to dark purple and, in Bill’s case, started to bleed slightly.

“They look a bit dirty,” said one of the businessmen.

“Yeah, really grubby,” agreed his friend.

They did look unclean, so Tash and Jane untied the slaves and had them dive into the canal filled with sewage, raw condoms and rusty shopping trolleys to wash themselves. Shivering, the nude men emerged and were handed a pair of panties each in order to hide their modesty. After pulling them on, the substandard beta males were marched through town and loaded into the boot of the Honda Civic they had arrived in.

7.

The cucks remained in the boot for the entire night, while the girls went back to the businessmen’s hotel and enjoyed some frisky fun. In the morning Jane and Tash emerged and, feeling pity on the turds in the car, opened the boot and threw in six used condoms filled with cold alpha spunk.

“Breakfast, boys!” Jane laughed and, while watching, made sure they consumed every last delicious drop of protein from the second-hand sheaths. All in all it was a fantastic end to yet another mistress-class in cuckold humiliation and degradation, and more proof that Jane and Tash were way ahead of the curve when it came to humiliating the male of the species.


12: The Entrepreneur

1.

“This is whack!” laughed Jed. “Totally and utterly whack!”

Janelle smiled innocently. “Is it?”

Jed was grinning like the Joker, clearly enjoying himself no end. “So interrupt me if I get anything wrong. You work as a prison guard at a bonkers boarding house for submissive cuckolded men. And now you want to set up a business that employs submissive men because you think they’re an ideal source of cheap labour you can exploit? And to do that you put an advert on Tinder and invited potential slaves here, to this hotel room paid for by one of these pathetic losers, to audition for your new business?”

“That’s pretty much it.” Janelle nodded. “Well done on paying attention.”

“So why am I here again?” asked Jed, sounding genuinely curious. “I mean we broke up over two years ago and are now just friends who see each other occasionally. Why would you want my input into your new slaves?”

“Because the slaves I recruit need to be comfortable in the presence of an alpha male,” she explained. “They need to be able to function, and not freeze up or do anything weird.”

“I’m an alpha male then?” asked Jed with the smuggest of smug smirks.

“Don’t let it go to your already massive head,” replied Janelle and they both laughed.

At that moment there was a timid knock on the hotel room door. Janelle went to open it and outside, waiting in the hall, were the three submissive men she had contacted on Tinder. Potentially, these were her first three employees. “Well done on being punctual, boys. Now get inside!” she instructed crisply and the three men dashed in with their eyes cast downwards.

After popping a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign on the door and shutting it she turned to find the three men standing sheepishly in the middle of the large room. They were looking nervously at Jed.

“My name is Mistress Janelle and you’re here to audition to work for the company I’m setting up,” she explained, and then nodded at her ex boyfriend, who was standing with his arms folded staring hard at the trio of simps. “The man you’re looking anxiously at is a very dear friend of mine. He’s here because I want to see how you behave in front of a superior man since if you become my employees you’ll be exposed to plenty of alpha males.”

They nodded in unison. “Yes, Mistress Janelle.”

She rubbed her hands together. “Pleasantries over, let’s begin the selection process! Now strip naked and be quick about it!”

The men stripped in a heartbeat, and she could tell from their speed that they had followed this order a million times before. Even better, they folded their clothes neatly and stashed them out of the way at the side of the room, indicating they were used to obeying women. Which was good, she needed tame men with little or no independence.

“Line up and let’s have a good look at you,” she commanded and the naked males quickly lined up in the middle of the room, there arms by their sides. She noted that two had distinctly average penises, around five inches and fully erect, which may have pleased some women but not Janelle. She was a size queen and liked inches, and plenty of them! The third man, however, was packing at least ten inches. It was a mightily impressive cock, jutting out in front of him like a flagpole.

“Oh my, what a big boy!” whistled Janelle appreciatively, tapping his thick length and watching it bounce up and down.

“Somebody’s been eating his spinach!” quipped Jed, not remotely threatened by the big dicked beta.

“Enough with the pleasantries, let’s begin!” exclaimed Janelle, rubbing her hands together excitedly.

They began.

2.

It was while supervising a Work Duty at Fullerton Manor that Janelle was struck by how good submissive men – and cuckolds were always hopelessly submissive – were for doing the jobs nobody else wanted to do. Most of the worms she dealt with were housekeepers and maids in their own homes, forced to wait hand and foot on their superiors. And here, at this kinky establishment, they were tasked with performing drudge work, like gardening or painting or grouting or cleaning toilets, which they did without a peep of protest.

It was the cleaning Janelle was interested in because she knew that setting up a cleaning business was relatively easy, and having a staff that could be paid in verbal and physical abuse meant she would still be able to comfortably undercut her competitors and leave a tasty profit margin for herself. It seemed like a no-brainer, and so after registering at Company House, she started the recruitment process for Elbow Grease, her new company.

She supposed she could have made use of the cuckolded slaves at Fullerton, but she wanted to build a new staff, totally loyal to her. Besides, she rightly surmised that there were countless submissive men out in the world who were too pathetic to even get a girlfriend to cuckold them, and it was these single slaves she wanted to be the backbone of her staff.

3.

The first thing Janelle did was have the smaller dicked males get down on all fours and lick her heels. And while she did that she had Big Dick whip them with a thick leather belt.

WHUP! WHUP! WHUP!

“Mr Ten Inch is pretty good at whipping slaves,” observed Jed drily from where he was lying on the bed.

“Yes, he’s got definite Big Dick Energy,” said Janelle thoughtfully, wondering if she might make him a line manager for her new servile workforce.

“Lick harder, bitches!” hissed the well-endowed slave, apparently enjoying the switch from submissive to dominant. She liked that, although she suspected she would have to remind him, possibly today, that he was still a beta and would never be anything more.

“Yes!” they whimpered and licked harder.

“Call the man whipping you Sir Slave,” said Janelle and she heard Jed laugh.

Big Dick also chuckled and whipped the buttocks of the shoe lickers with even more ferocity. “I said lick harder!” he shouted.

“Yes, Sir Slave!” they whimpered and their tongues went into overdrive.

4.

Janelle needed start up funds for her business, Elbow Grease. Because she didn’t want to tread on any toes, she asked Kitty if it was okay to approach some of the wealthier cucks and ask them if they would like to invest. Kitty consulted Jackson Wade, the sexy billionaire who owned Cuckold Manor, and he agreed that it was fine.

Feeling the need to start on a professional footing she hired a meeting room at a local conference centre and sent out invitations to her wealthiest cucks, their partners and bulls. Naturally the cucks were stripped naked when they arrived and forced to kneel naked by their seated Masters and Mistresses.

Once everyone was there Janelle walked in wearing her smartest business suit. Over the next forty minutes she outlined – with the help of a PowerPoint presentation – Elbow Grease’s projections for growth and the dividends investors could expect to see over the next two years.

She also told them that as an added bonus if they bankrolled her she would provide them with plenty of opportunities to be humiliated, which would be beneficial to both them and their dominant partners.

The pitch was a roaring success and almost one hundred percent of those attending were willing to invest. Janelle was well and truly on the way.

5.

The recruitment session in the hotel room progressed. Janelle had the naked men perform domestic chores while she timed them and judged their efforts. She had two slaves mess up the bed and the other make it while she timed them with her stopwatch. She had them empty bins and pick up the trash. She had them clean the bath with their boxer shorts and polish the mirror with their shirts, and then she and Jed inspected their efforts.

“These bitches are really good at woman’s work,” said Jed slyly and Janelle punched him lightly on the arm.

“Woman’s work?”

“Yeah, cleaning and shit,” he grinned.

Laughing at his unrepentant sexism, Janelle kissed the sexy bastard. He responded in kind, and soon they were naked and fucking on the bed, while three sexually inadequate men stood and watched. And after the alphas had fucked the betas made the bed in double quick time, and disposed of Jed’s used condoms by chewing them up and eating them.

6.

All in all there were three hours of intense aptitude and skills testing (with half an hour of intense sex in the middle). By the end Janelle decided to opt for the men with average dicks as her first two worker bees. They had definite Small Dick Energy that made them desperate to please. The other one might have had a delicious dick dangling between his legs but she thought it would make him arrogant and lazy, which is why she decided to keep Mr Ten Inch on as a supervisor in her new cleaning empire.

Over the course of the next two days Janelle – with the help of her randy and occasionally infuriating ex – recruited twenty submissive men to work at her new cleaning company. With her workforce in place she now had to go out and get customers.

7.

Elbow Grease had two sorts of jobs: vanilla and non-vanilla. The vanilla jobs were to be the backbone of the company and essentially involved her submissive boys going into offices and factories and cleaning. They wore a simple uniform consisting of pink trousers, pink polo shirts, and pink trainers. They looked smart and, although slightly embarrassing, the uniforms were still thoroughly professional. Naturally a lot of workers in these factories and offices teased them, sometimes mercilessly, but that wasn’t Janelle’s concern, all she cared about was that her staff did a professional job.

They did, and soon positive reviews were flooding in, and in the process bringing more business for Elbow Grease, so much so that Janelle had to recruit yet more submissive cleaners and another big dicked supervisor, until her workforce stood at thirty-five.

Alongside the vanilla jobs Janelle also had a number of somewhat kinkier jobs. Jobs that better reflected the ethos of the company and the servile nature of its staff. For premium rates the client could have the boys of Elbow Grease dressed in pink maid’s dresses to perform their cleaning duties. She marketed this option as a way to boost morale in workplaces, as it allowed workers to vent their frustrations on these sissified fools. This aspect of the business did surprisingly well, and Janelle was currently on route to see her boys in action at an office complex in Gedling that was being refurbished.

8.

It was pretty funny seeing her mincing boys wearing pink maid’s dresses and yellow hard hats for health and safety reasons. “My my! Don’t you look manly in your big shiny helmets!” she teased.

“Yes, Mistress Janelle!” they simpered in unison.

She had her six maids lined up for inspection, and was loving how foolish they looked. So too were the workmen clearing the building and using her sissies to do the grunt work. And more besides, since she had made it clear that her sissies would do anything requested of them, which is why the more feminine looking ones spent a large part of their shift on their knees fellating the alpha cocks of burly builders.

As she walked up and down her line of lackeys a builder approached. “I had one of your bitches blow me earlier and he did an okay job, but I could have done without the teeth.”

“Which bitch?”

He nodded at a ginger maid, and Janelle walked up to the sissy fool and looked at him. “Your blowjobs are second rate, so I’m going to have to beat you, and then refer you to a Mistress Dominique who will help you refine your technique.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” he lisped.

Then she had the fool bend over, pull down his panties, and beat his bottom with a plank of wood. Once she had finished, she invited the builder to take the plank and beat him. He did, and by the end of it the ginger maid was sobbing and promising to become a world class cocksucker.

9.

And so Elbow Grease became more and more successful, and Janelle even recruited some of the girls from Cuckold Manor to come and work with her. Kitty approached her one day and told her she was proud of her and what she had achieved. Janelle swelled with pride.


13: The Sheep

1.

Peter Porter hated Cuckold Manor with all his heart. Although he was submissive – and a masochist – he thought the boarding house his wife checked him into was too much. The girls were relentless in their viciousness, the pain never ending, and the humiliation so crippling it was likely to leave permanent psychological damage on those that received it. So when his wife and Francis came to pick him after seven days there he was happy to leave in the hope that he would never have to go there again.

When Peter’s wife dumped Francis and replaced him with another young man and announced she was going to stay with him in Wales for a bit, Peter feared that he would be checked back into Cuckold Manor. Amazingly he wasn’t checked in. Apparently Denise wanted to take him to meet her new boyfriend, and Peter was overjoyed. Well, maybe not overjoyed since he still had to meet yet another young man who was fucking his wife, but he was still happy to avoid Fullerton Manor. No more psycho bitches at that horrendous manor house!

Little did Peter realise, he would soon come to wish his wife had sent him to Fullerton Manor.

2.

Peter’s wife’s latest boyfriend was a farmer called Griff. Griff was a handsome young man with broad shoulders and thick brown hair. Denise had met him on an online dating site and, after a few meet ups in Cardiff, he had invited her to stay at his forty acre farm in North Wales.

Peter had never been to Wales before and, while he was sure there were nice bits, this definitely wasn’t one of them. It was dreary and overcast and seemed to consist of just fields and slate grey buildings. That was it: fields and grey buildings. Still, his wife seemed impressed by the wide open spaces and kept mouthing the word ‘wow’ as they approached in the taxi.

That was yesterday. Today Denise and Peter were in a field watching Griff’s herd of sheep. Peter wasn’t impressed. One sheep looked pretty much like another, and a field full of them was ... well, just boring. Not that he was in a position to say any of this. He was currently kneeling naked beside his wife and her burly young boyfriend, and felt incredibly self conscious. At least back at that dreadful boarding house there were other stark naked cucks, here there was just him, alone in his inadequacy.

Also present was Griff’s dog, there to control the sheep. Griff’s dog – unimaginatively named Shep – wasn’t bothering with the sheep, though, he was standing in front of Peter, barking angrily at him.

“I don’t think your dog likes my cuck,” said Denise with a mischievous smile.

“He thinks the sad sack of shit is a stray sheep,” grunted Griff.

Denise threw back her head and laughed, clearly amused. Then she stopped laughing and said something that sent an icy chill through Peter: “Why don’t we pretend he is a sheep and you can herd him?”

Now Griff laughed, laughed hard, as if it was the funniest thing he had ever heard. “We can definitely do that,” he said eventually.

Denise looked down at her naked husband, who suddenly felt more vulnerable than he ever had in his entire life. “You heard Sir. Now you’re a sheep, so behave accordingly.”

Peter did nothing and his wife, sighing, kicked him in the side. “Behave like a sheep!” she snarled and fixed him with a hard and intimidating glare. Swallowing, Peter did the only thing his submissive psyche would allow him to do: behave like a sheep. He bleated, at first tentatively, but then with more gusto.

“Baaaa!”

Both Peter’s wife and her boyfriend laughed. Peter squirmed and carried on. This was beyond humiliating. Sure, Peter had been forced to pretend to be animals before. His wife regularly made him bark like a dog, and one of her ex boyfriend’s made him pretend to be a cat and attempt to lick his own balls (which he never was able to, and nearly put his back out attempting). But trying to be a sheep – bleating – was just horrible. It reminded him just how little dignity he had as a cuckold.

Then things got even more humiliating.

“Herd him, Shep!” commanded Griff and suddenly the dog lowered to a crouch and started growling at Peter. And Shep was really growling at him, as if he – like his wife and her brutish lover – had utter contempt for the cringing beta male.

Feeling shame at how pathetic he was, Peter allowed himself to be herded by the dog through the cold, wet grass. The dog growled and corralled the naked man, awkwardly scampering on all fours, towards a metal pen on the opposite side of the field.

“You’re not bleating anymore, cuck!” shouted Denise at her hapless husband. “Remember you’re a sheep!”

So Peter started to bleat again – as loudly as possible – as he scurried across the field, through sheep shit and coarse grass, with the menacing dog behind him, barking loudly. And he as he bleated he heard his wife and her lover roar with laughter like it was the funniest thing ever. Possibly because seeing a naked grown man debase himself in such a ludicrous manner was the funniest thing ever.

Finally Peter arrived in the pen with the other sheep, actual sheep and not sad little men forced to identify as sheep. Griff, with Denise behind him, marched up and slammed the metal pen door shut. “Enjoy your new home, loser!” said the farmer and walked away. Denise walked with him, her arm interlocked with the young farmer’s.

Peter remained where he was, naked and foolish, with twenty odd sheep for company. He was sure that his woolly companions were looking at him with disdain, no doubt wondering who this sad little prick was.

3.

Several hours later two burly farm hands turned up at the sheep pen. When Brad and Kyle saw Peter they sniggered. “Looks like we’ve got us a new sheep!” observed Kyle.

“Looks in need of shearing!” replied Brad.

Peter was forced to scuttle out of the pen on all fours and then the men, using electric clippers, sheared him of all his hair. His head. His chest. His legs. And, most embarrassingly of all, his groin. The clippers bit into his pubis painfully and he winced. But that wasn’t the worst. He actually grew excited at the grotesque level of humiliation and his penis stiffened and started to dribble. The two farmhands found his tiny erection particularly amusing.

“Since his udder looks full maybe we should milk him?” said Brad ominously.

“Yeah, it’d be quite funny attaching him to the milking machine in the barn...” Kyle trailed off with a dark grin on his face.

Peter didn’t like where this was going. He didn’t like it at all. But the farmhands talking about milking him caused his excitement to go into overdrive and, without even touching his erection; it squirted, coating the muddy Welsh soil with his watery semen.

“Fuck me, the pervy fucker has shot his wad!” exclaimed Brad.

Kyle looked surprisingly angry at this development. “Dirty little sod! Fantasising about being attached to a milking machine. That is not acceptable, that is not acceptable at all.”

A devious look passed across Brad’s face. “Griff said we had a free hand with how we treated him, so how about we band the weirdo before he has a chance to act on his unnatural urges?”

“Sounds like a good idea.”

Band? Peter didn’t know what that meant, although when they held him down and used a tool to fix an insanely tight band round the base of his balls he understood perfectly. And that was why, at the end of the weekend at the Welsh farmer’s, Peter’s balls were dead and he had a permanently limp penis dangling between his legs. He would be a eunuch for the rest of his sexless life.

4.

Several months later Denise dumped Griff – she grew sick of the fact he smelled permanently of livestock – and started seeing a fireman called Sam. When they went on holiday to Cornwall they checked Peter into Cuckold Manor. Ironically, now he had no balls to fuel his perverted needs, the stay seemed even crueller and harder to endure than ever before.


14: The Pornographers

1.

They arrived on Monday morning. Two expensive black SUVs and a large blue van drove up the long, winding drive of Fullerton Manor and pulled up on the forecourt. Doors opened and out of one SUV emerged three young, muscular black men. Each wore dark sunglasses, jeans, and T-shirts that emphasised their strong muscular bodies. The men were American and, in no particular order, Obsidian Jones, Jack Danger and Ice Spike. They were adult movie stars of some renown.

Obsidian whistled appreciatively as he looked at the restored Tudor mansion. “This is one nice pad!”

“It’s off the hook!” agreed Jack, glancing around at the sprawling lawns and well-coiffed bushes and hedgerows. He’d grown up in LA, and seen plenty of luxurious houses, but none could match this for grandeur.

Ice Spike nodded, two enraptured with the architecture to add anything to his fellow adult performers’ admiration of the Tudor Manor House.

Doors opened on the other SUV and three incredibly beautiful young women got out. They were dressed casually in leg-ins and sweat shirts, but also wore dark glasses because of the bright June sunshine. These were, in no particular order, Candy Pebbles, Susan Kinetic and Emerald Dee. They were also wildly successful adult entertainers from the states, with huge followings across the world.

“I like it!” cooed Candy, a blonde beauty with bright blue eyes.

“Yeah, it’s awesome!” said Susan and Emerald nodded along. Susan was an electrifyingly beautiful brunette with long legs, while Emerald was a red hot redhead with large breasts and an achingly sexy overbite.

The final vehicle – the blue van – also contained three people. The celebrated adult film director, Hubert Rammer, a make-up girl called Ginty, and a cameraman that went by the name of Haggard, mainly because he was incredibly rough looking, almost as if he hadn’t slept for twenty years (ironically he had very restful nights of sleep, it was just genetics that gave him his unfortunate exhausted look). These three had already visited Fullerton Manor when they were scouting locations, so they weren’t as blown away by the restored Tudor mansion as their esteemed performers.

They were at Cuckold Manor to film an adult movie called Three Kings, about three black men who lived in splendour on a country estate, with white male slaves and white female lovers. The story might not have been the most well developed, and some of the dialogue left a lot to be desired, but it would look polished and many of the cucks currently boarded at the Manor would have starring roles.

2.

It was day one and they were filming the first scene of Three Kings. Obsidian Jones was playing Lord Darkness, an American businessman who had made a fortune in tech and had come to England with two friends to become a country squire (that was it for back story).

Obsidian – aka Lord Darkness – was dressed in a bespoke tweed suit with tan riding boots and a matching riding crop, and in the opening scene was standing in the Great Hall of the Manor with twenty naked white men kneeling before him. In the movie they were his slaves, there to do his bidding, to be beaten when he was bored, and watch jealously as he had sex with beautiful white women. Women who had no interest in white worms like them.

Lord Darkness strutted before these twenty white worms, his boots echoing on the highly polished wooden floor. Satisfied they were all suitably servile; he went to sit in a throne and looked out over his subservient subjects.

“Stand up!” he boomed and all twenty white men instantly stood. The actor playing Lord Darkness – Obsidian – smiled because he knew the white men before him weren’t acting. They, like so many cuckolds, really did see young black men like him as their superiors, and were automatically meek in their presence. He had seen in first hand throughout his life, although it was nice to see it on such a grand scale. Hell, it was such a thrill having all these white boys under him that when he got back to LA he would start recruiting his own stable of slaves.

As Obsidian looked out over his property, Candy entered, also wearing riding attire. She walked passed the naked white boys, completely oblivious to them, straight to Obsidian and stood beside him. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“Reminding these white losers who their Master is,” he said with a dark grin.

“Perhaps they need an object lesson in black cock supremacy?” she cooed and ran her hands up his muscular chest.

“That can be arranged,” he said, unzipping his trousers and pulling out his enormous cock, which was already rock hard from Candy’s touch. And then, one by one, each white man in the hall was ordered to crawl to the throne and kiss the shiny end of Obsidian’s enormous cock. As they did that he kissed Candy passionately, completely ignoring the river of servile white males paying tribute to his mammoth manhood.

It was a stirring scene that captured perfectly the power dynamic between a young black bull and the hopeless white cucks who have no alternative but to submit to him.

Herbert, the award winning director, was more than satisfied with what he had filmed. “Cut!” he shouted and his small team picked up their cameras and equipment and moved onto the next scene in their porn epic.

3.

In another scene, this time set in one of the many splendid bedrooms of Fullerton Manor, Jack Danger lay in bed with both Emerald and Susan. All three were naked, with the actresses white flesh contrasting nicely with Jack Danger’s dark skin. As they lay there, enjoying each others gym-honed bodies, two white cucks wearing nothing but frilly little aprons and high heels served them breakfast. “You’re white boys are very well trained,” drawled Emerald.

“Yeah, they know their place all right!” laughed Jack, looking contemptuously at his pet white boys. He didn’t have to fake this contempt; he genuinely felt nothing but disdain for these feeble excises for men. Still, they had their uses.

Once breakfast was consumed Jack rolled the two girls onto their backs and fucked them, one after another. He fucked them hard, and although the actresses were seasoned performers he still managed to bring them considerable pleasure. Once finished Jack stood, his huge black cock smeared with cum and pussy juice, and turned to the cowering white men watching. “Clean your bitches!” he snarled.  

“Yes, Master!” they squeaked and immediately knelt on the floor and buried their faces between the young women’s legs. Just to make sure they focussed on licking Jack lent down, grabbed each white boy by their hair, and forced their heads in. “Make sure all that tasty cum is eaten!” he said.

“Yesth, Masther!” came the muffled responses and Jack laughed.

While the two cucks licked Hubert and his small team moved around the room with their cameras, ensuring they caught the action from all angles. Again, it was another thrilling scene that amply showed off the disparity between weak white cucks and strong black bulls.

4.

Several hours later and the cast and crew moved down to the cellar. The cameras were set up and another scene was being filmed. In this one, Candy and Obsidian, still in character as Lord Darkness, walked around looking at the multiple naked white men tied over benches, locked in stocks, or imprisoned in cages. “You certainly have a lot of white boys,” smiled Candy, pausing at a cage that had three white men crammed inside like battery farm chickens.

“Yeah, I need plenty of bitches to my mansion running,” said Obsidian with a sly smile.

“And how do you keep your bitches in line?” asked Candy, pausing at another slave – this one dangling by his feet from the ceiling – and tweaking his undersized white penis.

“With discipline, and plenty of it,” said Obsidian with relish. He then picked up a cane, motioned for Candy to pick one up as well, and started flexing it and slicing it through the air theatrically. Candy followed suit and, once Obsidian was happy she had the hang of it, she set about beating a nearby white man tied over a whipping bench.

“”Ha ha! Let the pain begin!” shrieked Candy as she attacked the cuck’s bottom with her cane. As the duo worked they laughed at the cries of distress from the slaves, clearly enjoying the power they had. Indeed both porn stars were actually getting turned on at putting these mewling betas in their place, and their excitement communicated itself to their performances. They may never win Oscars, but they would certainly make this adult film more believable.

After they had finished beating them, the two naked – and now very battered – cucks thanked them profusely for the abuse they had received. It was stirring stuff, and as the couple moved on to torture more cucks – with candles, crops and electric wands – the crew worked hard to capture the suffering in all its Technicolor glory.

5.

At lunchtime, after four hours of intense filming, the three female performers relaxed on the roof garden. “Can you believe this place?” asked Candy, still staggered at everything she had seen going on here. Sure, she’d seen a lot of weird shit in the porn industry, but this took the biscuit.

“I know, it’s insane that all these men have been put here by dominant wives and girlfriends!” agreed Emerald.

“Mums and daughters too!” added Susan with a giggle. “One of the women who work here told me family members regularly board their beta sons and brothers!”

Shaking their heads at this bonkers world, they looked down on the vast lawn that was currently being readied for the next scene of Three Kings.

6.

Ginty the make-up girl was making up some of the men who boarded here to look like sluts. In the film these men had angered the three kings of the title, and were therefore being feminised and sent out to the city to work in a brothel the kings owned. Again, it was a scene designed to accurately reflect the power dynamic between bulls and cucks, and would doubtless trigger a thousand erections from the submissive men who watched it.

“You look gorgeous, boys!” Ginty smiled as she put the finishing touches to these hopeless wimps. They looked like caricatures of what a sexy woman should look like. Their cheeks were heavy with blusher, their mouths coated with thick red lipstick, and their eyelashes weighed down with bushy extensions.

“Thank you, Miss!” replied the sissified men politely.

“This make-up is actually waterproof, and you’ll understand why when the filming starts!” Ginty added, before taking them through to the set, where they would be broken in by their Masters. The make up had to be waterproof because they would be bent over and ridden hard by their black Masters, after which the three kings would wipe their huge black dicks on their frightened faces, and end the scene glazed in cum like frosted donuts.

7.

As the day progressed the crew continued filming, knowing that the more footage they had the better the finished movie would be. In another scene the three black men stood in a bedroom while the three white cucks knelt before them fluffing their huge dicks. Once they had finished the bulls, laughing and joking about which white boys mouth was best, walked to a huge bed and began fucking three white women.

“Watch and weep, wimps!” they roared and the cucks watched, looking both miserable and aroused. In other words, the natural state of most submissive cuckolds.

8.

On the vast lawn Candy, Susan and Emerald – in riding paraphernalia that emphasised their curves – rode on the shoulders of three stark naked cucks. And as they rode, they lashed at their ‘horses’ sides, urging them to go faster. This elaborate race scene would allow them to market Three Kings with a Femdom angle, and while they raced Jack and his two co-stars watched while sitting on the backs of three naked white men.

“These aren’t very comfy!” complained Obsidian a one point and everybody laughed.

“No, I find white boys make better foot stools,” said Jack Danger.

With that three more naked white men were summoned for them to rest their feet on. Again, scenes like this would help the film appeal to customers who liked BDSM and humiliation with their hot interracial sex.

9.

They shot a scene in which a naked white man tried to escape from the mansion. They loaned some horses from a local riding school so Jack and Obsidian could chase him down like a fox. Once cornered, they dismounted, roped him by his feet, and rode back to the manor dragging him all the way. Inside the house the would-be escapee was beaten mercilessly by his three black masters. It was a brutal scene, but the cuck was a hardcore masochist and used to being beaten.

10.

And so, after two intense days of filming, the porn shoot for Three Kings came to an end. The stars and crew climbed into their expensive SUVs and the large blue van and waved goodbye to the guards. Then they pulled away, laughing and joking about the weird British place in which grown men scurried around naked, being humiliated and disciplined by young women.

The film itself would go on to be a roaring success, and ended up being the first in a series that got more and more elaborate with each chapter. And in each one the cuckolded men of Britain, widely perceived to be the home of more beta males than any other country in the world, featured in prominent roles.

THE END
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