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1: The Manager

1.

Thirty-three year old Finn Hartley had run The Croft Hotel for three months. He also owned it, along with a string of other luxury establishments across the South East of England. He supposed he could delegate, but he loved setting up these establishments. It was in his blood: his dad had been a famous hotelier with a number of hotels across the south of England. That said, some of the fun had gone out of it in recent years. Maybe he was just too successful? Maybe that was the problem? He needed a new challenge.

In the last ten years Finn had turned Victorian work houses, prisons, food factories, windmills, and even rusting oil rigs into premier hotels. He loved the thrill of creating something new and turning it into a force to be reckoned with. But once it was done he started to grow tired of the humdrum nature of running a hotel and became restless for the next undertaking. One thing Finn particularly hated was dealing with day to day bullshit, like chambermaids who steal toilet rolls.

Magda – incredibly hot and sexy yet possibly sociopathic Magda from Poland – stood before him in his office looking surly. Sure, she always looked surly and had doubtless come out of the womb with a pout on her face, but today her surliness was ratcheted up to eleven. “You understand that this is a very serious matter, Magda,” he said in his most business-like tone.

She shrugged dismissively and he fumed inwardly. The problem with Magda was that she was very good at her job: efficient and no nonsense. It didn’t hurt that the twenty-something Polish girl was poured into her tight little chambermaid uniform and looked devastatingly sexy. In other words he didn’t want to lose her, certainly not over something as trivial as loo roll theft.

“You can’t just take toilet rolls and load them into your car,” he said. “And why do you need so many toilet rolls anyway?”

Another dismissive shrug, and suddenly she was looking at her nails, as if he was boring her! God, he’d love to put this Eastern European wench over his lap and spank the attitude out of her. Sadly that was frowned upon in the modern workplace and would land him with either an assault conviction or, more likely, a million pound lawsuit for sexual harassment. Still, it was a nice dream, and he whiled away many an idle moment imagining this haughty girl naked and squirming on his lap, as he rained down blows on her perfectly formed bottom.

“I’m going to File Note you,” said Finn eventually, his tone solemn. “Which means it will go on your permanent record and, in the event of further instances, could be used as part of a disciplinary. I’d hate to lose you, so let’s smarten up our attitude.”

“I can go now?” she asked, looking at him with defiance in her smouldering grey eyes.

“Yes,” he sighed and watched the impossibly sexy yet bratty bitch sidled out of his office. Jesus, she even managed to make walking out look insolent!

He was about to write up the meeting when he heard the helicopter outside. Smiling, he spun around in his chair and looked out at the long drive leading up to Croft Hotel. On it a helicopter was just touching down, which could only mean one thing: his old friend Jackson Wade had arrived.

2.

“You are so full of yourself arriving in a helicopter,” grinned Finn as he strode out to meet Jackson on the drive.

“I was going to come in my bespoke submarine – I actually do have one, way better than Elon Musk’s – but the nearest river is thirty miles away,” retorted Jackson.

Laughing, the two men embraced warmly.

“Besides, I’m not just showing off arriving like this, I want to take you somewhere,” added Jackson as the rotors on the helicopter started to slow.

Finn shook his head. “No can do, I’m busy.”

“You own the place, and what I want to show you won’t take long.”

Finn thought about the dreary admin that awaited him, and an onerous meeting with a chef who was seen sneezing into the soup when he thought nobody was looking, and shrugged. “Fine, let’s go somewhere in your little boy chopper!”

“I’ll have you know it’s my big boy chopper, as featured in Big Boys Choppers Monthly,” drawled Jackson.

With that the two men, both extremely successful in ways other men could only dream of, climbed into the helicopter and within seconds were in the air. Finn looked down at the patchwork scrolling by beneath him, and wondered where his old friend was taking him now.

3.

They were somewhere over Surrey, circling a huge mansion with multiple builders vans outside. Yet from what he could see, the building work had largely been completed and they were just packing up.

Finn was something of an expert on property and noted that the mansion was Victorian, with about thirty to forty rooms. The grounds were equally impressive, with a huge outdoor pool that would cost a small fortune to heat, a walled garden, tennis courts, and a winding path that led to woodland and a lively stream. There were also multiple lawns, although they desperately needed a gardener. Or army of gardeners, since they looked more like a jungle in places.

“You’re looking at Kepis Estate, former home of ... well, a bunch of bland toffs nobody has ever heard of and are now all dead anyway,” said Jackson, circling the enormous property.

“Nice,” said Finn, his tone reflecting how much he liked it.

“Yes, I got it for a song, and have just had the builders in to refurbish it,” replied Jackson. “Not that it needed much refurbishment, but I wanted it equipped to my own particular specifications.”

“Your new home? I thought you had a nice pad in Kent?”

“I do, and this isn’t for me, it’s for you: your new hotel,” replied Jackson happily.

Finn snorted, amused by his friend’s perseverance. Jackson had been trying to recruit him for years, but Finn had always refused. He would refuse again, since this property – although achingly beautiful – was too ordinary for him, he preferred something more idiosyncratic like a beached submarine or an old power station. Still, he would be happy to wander around this place and give his friend some professional advice.

As the helicopter touched down an attractive young female executive – both Jackson’s weakness and strength since they kept his many businesses running while Jackson was off playing – ran towards them and opened the helicopter door. “Hello, Mr Hartley,” she shouted, fighting to be heard above the rotors that were slowly powering down.

“Hello, Sian,” he said, recognising her from a party last year.

As the men decamped and walked towards the Manor, Jackson turned to Sian. “It’s all ready?”

The young executive nodded. “In the Great Hall, as per instructions.”

Grinning, Jackson turned to Finn. “You’re going to absolutely love this.”

“Maybe, but I’m still not running your hotel.”

4.

The trio walked through a maze of long interconnecting corridors. They reminded Finn somewhat of those in The Shining, especially as there were multiple painters and decorators everywhere, finessing their work. Many smiled knowingly as Finn passed and he wondered absently what that was about, almost as if they knew a secret that he didn’t.

Eventually the trio emerged into a vast hall at the back of the property. It was hard not to walk into this echoing chamber of polished wood and framed oil paintings and not be transported back to a time when small children were sent up chimneys and Jack the Ripper roamed the streets of London. Or would have been, had there not been ten stark naked women standing in a line in the centre of the room. The women – ranging in age from early twenties to late forties, and all very attractive – wore only collars and had their hands on top of their heads.

“What the actual fuck?” muttered Finn in disbelief.

Jackson laughed and slapped him on the back. “Cuckqueans, my friend.”

“Sorry?”

“You’ve heard of cuckolds?”

“Erm, yeah, vaguely.”

“Well, cuckqueans are the female equivalent,” explained the billionaire in a matter of fact tone. “In other words: women who are being openly cheated on by their often dominant husbands or boyfriends.”

Sian walked towards the line of nude women, and as she walked she delivered what Finn imagined was a well rehearsed spiel. “These women are cheated on by their partners because they’re submissive or masochistic or just plane second rate.”

“Okay,” said Finn slowly, stunned at the completely random turn the day had taken.

Sian smiled and, pausing, stroked the long blonde hair of a young woman in her thirties. “And this establishment is going to board them, while their cheating partners holiday with hotter, younger women.”

Finn’s business brain was slowly overriding the lust he felt at seeing ten stark naked women, none of whom struck him as remotely second-rate. “And there’s a market for that?” he asked, his curiosity rising.

Jackson stepped forward and walked towards the women. “The market for male cuckolds – which I am also a big player in, possibly the only player – is positively huge, and growing by the day. The cuckquean market is slightly smaller, but crucially underdeveloped. That’s where this establishment comes in.”

5.

Finn was shown around the vast and highly desirable property, exploring the myriad of bedrooms where staff would stay, the dormitories where cuckqueans would be boarded, a huge communal washroom where cuckqueans would wash, and a kitchen that looked big enough to cook food for an army.

The trio also ventured down into a huge cellar that had been converted into what looked like a medieval torture chamber. It was filled with racks and cages and even hooks in the ceiling. And all around this elaborate dungeon were naked women – cuckqueans – tied or stretched or dangling like novelty dice.

As Jackson walked around the cellar he plucked a crop off a rack and beat the bottoms of the women he passed, who whimpered and cried out, “Thank you, Sir!”

Finn laughed. “You’ve got them well trained!”

“Join me in beating them,” said Jackson and, taking a cane from a hook on the wall and offering it to Finn.

Taking it, the hotel manager joined his old friend in caning female bottoms, imagining as he did so it was the backside of Magda, his haughty housemaid. God how he’d love to have that sexy bitch here: nude, collared, and ready to whip.

It was fun disciplining these naked women, and a provided Finn with a great cardiovascular workout.

6.

In an upstairs bedroom that could have been straight out of Buckingham Palace they found a naked woman kneeling with a huge black dildo sticking out of her mouth. Jackson sat on the four poster bed and rested his feet on the girl’s head, as if she was nothing more than a footstool.

“I arranged for these cuckqueans to come in today just to show you how many women there are into this, and to give you a visual demonstration of what you’ll deal with every day as my manager,” he said.

Finn looked at the stark naked girl with a man's feet on her head and a whopping great dildo sticking out of her mouth. Although incredibly humiliating to be objectified like this, she also looked ... content? Yes, content, as if being treated in such a demeaning way was her reason for being. He knew vaguely about the concept of subspace, and wondered if this woman was experiencing it now.

“Don’t read too much into this, but what’s the package like?” asked Finn.

Jackson told him and Finn whistled appreciatively.

7.

A month later Finn sat on the veranda at Kepis Hall – now unofficially known as Cuckquean Manor – being served iced tea by a beautiful young woman in a skimpy French maid’s dress. It was hard to believe such a stunning creature would ever be cheated on by her partner, but she was, and according to her induction interview she had been denied cock for the last two years. She had long dark hair and penetrating blue eyes, with a pout to die for. She reminded him slightly of Magda, albeit minus the superior attitude.

She wasn’t very good at being a maid and spilled his tea as she poured. “Oh dear,” he said and, grabbing her by the wrist, pulled her over his knee. Then it was dress up, panties down, and he was spanking her, and spanking her hard.

“Eeep!” she yelped as the powerful blows rained down on her pert little bottom, causing her to squirm and writhe.

Why did he spank her for such a trifling mishap? Why did he roast her bottom so hard, and so relentlessly, that she struggled to sit down for the rest of the day? Because that’s what happened to cuckqueans at Cuckquean Manor. That and much more besides...


2: The Master Trainer

1.

Kitty Jones had been given an obscene amount of money to get Fullerton Manor up and running. Fullerton Manor was the official name of Cuckold Manor, a boarding house for the partners of cheating wives and girlfriends. These somewhat pathetic beta males were treated terribly and deserved to be treated terribly. They were kept stark naked save for collars, and spent their entire duration at the manor being abused – both physically and mentally – by dominant young women. They usually left with their egos shredded, their testicles bruised, and their bottoms red raw from multiple beatings.  

But now Jackson Wade – the sexy rogue billionaire who had bankrolled Cuckold Manor – had another crazy boarding house idea. This time it would be for cuckqueans – the female equivalent of cuckolds. And Jackson wanted both male and female staff to dish out the abuse. The women were easy to provide, Kitty would just siphon off some of her Fullerton girls, since she had a lot of excellent staff to choose from there. Men were a different matter. She would need to train the majority from scratch.

2.

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

Suddenly the entrance door opened and a young muscular man in jogging bottoms and a tight t-shirt emerged. The t-shirt, noted Kitty with a hint of lust, might as well have been sprayed on it was that tight, and emphasised his broad shoulders and magnificent chest. The young man grinned when he saw Kitty brazenly sitting on his car. “I see Christmas has come early,” he drawled.

“You have no idea,” said Kitty, refusing to move.

He stopped and looked at her, easily maintaining her gaze. “You have to book for private training sessions, not just turn up and sit on my car.”

Kitty smiled. She liked him already. He was good looking, cocky to just the right level, and had the most amazing body. She’d love to ride him, and knew from one of her guards at Fullerton that he was nuclear in bed. Was that a phrase? It should be.

“We have a mutual acquaintance called Lucy, and she told me you were quite the strict task master in the bedroom,” continued Kitty. “And by that I mean you’re not afraid to be rough.”

Other men may have become flustered at a strange woman talking about their sex lives openly, but Chad just took the compliment and laughed good-naturedly. “I’ll have to spank her for talking about me without permission. How is she?” he asked.

“Lucy? She’s great. And I’m not joking: she told me you made an excellent Master in the bedroom, dominating her with ease, and I’d like to use those skills at a brand new establishment I’m setting up.”

He looked at her with his intense blue eyes, as if trying to work out if she was a loony or not, and eventually nodded. “Okay, this is a bit of a weird conversation to be having at the end of my shift – or the start, for that matter – but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t intrigued. Tell me what you have in mind.”

Kitty told him.

3.

Kitty had chosen the exact same warehouse she used before to train the female guards for Cuckold Manor. It was on an industrial estate and was secluded, but had enough space for the men she was training to explore the theme of domination and submission. Sure, a few may have dominated a girlfriend in the bedroom, but this was to a whole new level.

The cuckqueans – fifteen in all, ranging in age from early twenties to late forties – had been ordered to arrive early and, after stripping them all naked and putting them in collars, Kitty told them to line up in the centre of the warehouse. Each slave girl stood with her hands on her head and stared rigidly ahead, waiting for the apprentice Masters to arrive. But before they did, Kitty walked down the line of women, giving them a quick pep talk, similar to the one she gave submissive men in similar training sessions:

“You doormats are going to help me train some dominant young men,” she began, her heels clicking on the cold hard concrete. “For many this will be their first time, so it’s your job to help them become the best bastards they can be. That means total obedience from you at all times.”

“Yes, Mistress!” chorused the submissive women.

“I want you at your most pathetically servile, with a total willingness to do anything they tell you to do,” she continued, pausing to look at a chubby middle-aged woman with curly chestnut hair. “You no longer have spines, you’re just performing slugs.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Good, because if you don’t perform to my satisfaction I’ll send you home with clothes pegs on your tits and cucumbers up your arses,” she promised. “Oh, and your chubby little bottoms will glow like cinders.”

As Kitty surveyed the line of naked women she was pleased to note that they had done something else she had instructed, and all sported copious pubic hair between their legs. It was while she was admiring their thick unruly bushes that the men started to arrive. These were personal trainers from Chad’s gym, who he believed had the required skills for controlling cuckqueans.

This first batch of trainee Masters was made up of Zak, Peter, Taz, Shaun and Freddy. Of these men Freddy was the youngest, at just eighteen, while the oldest was Shaun, a twenty-four year old.

“Fuck me!” laughed Freddy when he saw the fifteen women in a line. “That’s a lot of naked birds!”

At first the men stood by the warehouse entrance, just looking at the line of unclothed females. They seemed reluctant to enter, unsure of the protocol, so Kitty beckoned to them. “Put your eyes back in your sockets and come take a closer look at your chattel!”

Shrugging, the muscular young men ambled towards the centre of the warehouse and the stark naked women waiting for them.

5.

Kitty started the session in the same way she’d started countless training sessions with women dealing with cuckolds, the only thing that was different was the gender of those involved. She explained that the young men needed to be in total control of their cuckqueans. They had to be confident enough to communicate to these submissive females that they were in charge. They were, to all intent and purposes, the law, and these women had no rights, no anything, they were just second-rate wannabes destined for a lifetime of pain and humiliation.

“Look at these sluts with a mixture of contempt and amusement,” she told her trainees. “They’re nothing more than walking jokes.”

The young men absorbed this advice and, with little prompting, walked up and down the line of naked women, eyeing them scornfully. This was made easier by the fact that the women looked utterly ludicrous with thick swathes of pubes sprouting from between their legs like hedgerows. In fact this was one reason Kitty had instructed the cuckqueans to come fully bushed up, because it made them look farcical.

“Bloody hell, this is what women in the seventies must have looked like,” commented Freddy with a slightly demented laugh.

“Disgusting!” sneered Taz.

“I’ve seen sparser jungles!” said Peter, actually kneeling down to look at one poor young woman’s wild unkempt growth. Kitty knew that the woman concerned was a comprehensive school teacher, and although Peter didn’t realise it she had actually taught him several years earlier.

“Eugh! That’s gnarly!” he said and actually tugged at her thick pubes with his fingers.

The other men, seeing this, started stroking and plucking at the hairy mounds of these women, cranking up their self-consciousnesses to the nth degree. It was a good start, and the cuckqueans looked suitably shamed.

6.

With attitudes adjusted Kitty moved on to teach her boys about the tasks obedient little cuckqueans should be made to do. To do this effectively she encouraged the young men to order the nude women to do the silliest things imaginable:

“Do star jumps!” snapped Peter and the naked women immediately began leaping up and down, their arms flapping and their breasts bouncing in front of them like space hoppers.

“Sprint, bitches!” shouted Taz and the women instantly stopped jumping and started sprinting around the warehouse. They were delightfully random, racing off in all directions with those breasts again bouncing this way and that.

“Rub those hairy mounds!” snarled Freddy and the naked cuckqueans stopped sprinting and started rubbing their extremely bushy pussies. “And groan while you do it, as if you’re enjoying it!”

They started groaning, filling the air with the sound of a fifteen fully grown women debasing themselves like apes. This was shortly followed by the sound of five young men laughing hard at the silly cows with zero dignity.

Kitty smiled, pleased with how the session was progressing.

7.

During her lunch break Kitty received an entertaining text from her cuckolded husband. Apparently Chad – who was back at the Kepis Estate – had decided to amuse himself with the man mincing around after him in his maid’s dress, and was taking great delight in making full use of him. Part of this involved utilising his legendary blowjob skills on the Personal Trainer while some jealous cuckqueans watched (most were denied cock, and would kill to get their gums around Chad’s magnificent meat).

“Priceless!” chortled Kitty happily. Even better, Chad had attached photos of her cuck on his knees blowing the hunky young personal trainer. These photos would be added to the growing collection of pictures of her cuckolded husband being degraded by other men.

Energised, Kitty dove back into her training programme for young Masters, who were essentially the direct opposite of her beta husband. And thankfully this training session was emphasising just how different the two species were.

During the following few hours they delved deeper into Kitty’s all time favourite activity: humiliation. It underscored an alpha male’s power over a cuckquean. And this humiliation was a doozy, something she had been planning since Jackson Wade asked her to help him set up Cuckquean Manor.

Kitty, barely able to control her smirk, handed each of her young Masters a packet of waxing strips, then told them to find a cuckquean and apply the waxing strip on their rather full bushes.

The men did so, and Kitty enjoyed the anxious looks of the women with strips of wax on the private parts. They knew exactly what was coming next, and Kitty decided to let the tension build a moment. The young men grinned, also knowing what was coming. It was deliciously tense, it was-

“Rip them off and make your bitches flinch!” Kitty cried suddenly.

The men ripped the waxing strips off the hairy mounds of the cuckqueans. The air was instantly filled with the squeals and yelps of women having their short and curlies quite literally torn out. Because there was a lot of hair more strips were attached, then more, then more... It took twenty minutes, but eventually every cuckquean was smooth, hairless and very, very sore.

8.

To round off the training day Kitty showed her boys how to use canes, riding crops, belts, tawses, straps, and paddles on the naked women. She had the cuckqueans bend over and touch their toes, before inviting the young men to let rip on their curvaceous buttocks.

“Let rip?” asked Taz, slightly unsurely.

“Yes, think of yourselves as artists and these unmarked buttocks are you canvas,” said Kitty. “Add some colour to those asses!”

At first the men were merely adequate at delivering corporal punishment, doubtless fearing they would hurt the cuckqueans if they were too harsh. Fortunately they soon discovered that beating a naked woman was surprisingly fun, and the longer they went on the harder they hit. As the cuckqueans absorbed these blows they started to squirm and dance and squeal. And the more they did, the more the men beat them, understanding just how much power they had over these cringing females.

“Count off the blows!” said Freddy, leathering a woman old enough to be his mom.

“Yes, Master!” she yodelled and duly counted the blows, her voice getting shriller with each number.

“Squeal, Miss Piggy!” cried Shaun as she thrashed another pitiful specimen of womanhood.

“Eeee!” squealed the pitiful specimen of womanhood, doing a very creditable approximation of a farmyard animal. This was especially impressive since in the real world she was a lecturer in philosophy at a redbrick university.

“Hold still, bitch!” snapped Peter at his cuckquean, who was struggling to remain in position. Fortunately his words – spoken with confident authority – stilled her squirming body, saving her from more pain.

And so, in the space of a single day, Kitty moulded five very proficient young Masters to join Chad back at Kepis. These were the first of many men she would train, and Kitty knew that over the coming weeks and months these alphas would hone their dominating skills; and heaven help any cuckquean that came before them.


3: The Good Wife

1.

Carly had always been a pushover, and that was why ultimately things turned out the way they did. After marrying David things were great, really great ... for a while. But pretty soon it became obvious that her handsome new husband was starting to grow bored with her. He stopped surprising her with gifts. He stopped taking her out for romantic meals. He stopped having sex with her like she was the last woman on Earth. In fact he stopped having sex with her, period.

And as the passion and romance seeped out of their marriage, Carly started to panic. She loved David deeply and was desperate to please him, so she threw all her energy into making the house as perfect as she could for him. She became a model housewife: cooking and cleaning and washing and ironing. David seemed to appreciate this, and often complimented her on her delicious meals or how spotless the kitchen was.

It thrilled her to hear these little compliments. She lived to please him, and even started to like it when he got assertive with her, which he did more and more, ordering her to do things.

“The windows need cleaning, get to it.”

“My socks could do with an iron.”

“You’ve cleaned the house, how about giving my car a wash and wax.”

Of course all this time, as he became more domineering and she became more subservient, she suspected he was seeing other women but blocked it out and tried not to think about it. Then one day she couldn’t ignore it because it was right in her face.

2.

Carly was making an apple pie – David’s favourite – when she heard her husband let himself in. As she washed her hands she heard another voice, a female voice. Had he brought a guest home?

She entered the living room and found David with a young woman. The woman was about nineteen with long brunette hair. She was absolutely stunning, in a tight t-shirt and short denim skirt that emphasised her long shapely legs. “This is the little woman?” asked the teenager, looking Carly up and down.

“That’s her,” replied David.

Carly swallowed nervously. “Hello, I’m Carly, and you are?”

“Your husband’s new girlfriend,” said the girl and Carly felt like she’d been hit in the stomach with an anchor.

“I’m sorry?” she asked, half smiling because she hoped it was a joke.

The young brunette walked up to Carly, her deep brown eyes dancing with delight. “I’ve been fucking your sexy hubby for the last month, so I thought it was about time we met.”

Carly stood doing nothing, flustered and red faced. She supposed she should have stormed off or made a scene but didn’t. She just stood there, and this made the young girl laugh.

“Fucking hell, she really is a total doormat,” she muttered, the contempt in her voice evident.

“Yeah, but she’s my doormat,” said David and walked over to Carly. He took a hold of her face and looked deep into her eyes, mesmerising Carly with his penetrating gaze.

“I love you, Carly, but I have needs you just can’t and never could meet. Lulu here meets them; do you have a problem with that?”

She thought about it and slowly shook her head. “No, David.”

“Good, now be a poppet and go and make us some drinks.”

Carly dashed off to make drinks for her husband and his girlfriend, little realising she had just become a cuckquean.

3.

Not longer after that David made Carly move out of the marital bedroom and into the spare room, which she did without a peep of protest. A day later Lulu moved in, and immediately started ordering Carly about. Carly was so conditioned to doing what her husband told her that she did as Lulu told her as well. It felt ... natural.

Lulu seemed to enjoy her newfound power and, just to remind Carly she was a cuckquean, had her address her as Mistress and dress in a short smock that reflected her new status in the house.

The smock could be lifted easily, allowing the haughty teenager to paddle Carly’s naked bottom. And that was something else that suddenly seemed to be happening: Carly was subject to corporal punishment. David was regularly putting her over his lap and spanking her, which she accepted because he was her husband and had the right, but she wasn’t happy about this teenager disciplining her. It was deeply humiliating, and it hurt.

It hurt a lot.

“Ouch! That looks sore!” the cruel young harlot would say after strapping her.

“It is, Mistress,” Carly would admit, rubbing her bottom.

“Now go and run me a bath because beating you has made me sweaty.”

“Yes, right away, Mistress,” simpered Carly and did just that, ensuring she added the jasmine scented bubble bath the young woman liked so much. Becoming a slave in her own home happened that quickly.

4.

Cary was standing naked in the living room with her arms by her sides. David was at work, leaving the cuckquean alone with Lulu. Lulu was standing before her holding an extra large roll of cellophane. “Me and David are going away for a week in the South of France,” she announced.

“Yes, Mistress Lulu,” said Carly miserably. She would have loved David to take her away for a romantic week to the continent, visiting castles and lakes and wineries. No such luck, though. How could she ever hope to compete with Lulu? Beautiful sexy young Lulu with her flawless skin and an impossibly hot body that had yet to be tarnished by age.

“The thing is, we can’t trust you to stay here,” continued the devilish teenager. “God knows what you’ll get up to, masturbating yourself silly with carrots while the house burns down probably!”

“Yes, Mistress Lulu,” said Carly, not quite sure how she was supposed to respond to such obvious nonsense.

“So we’ve decided to send you to a special boarding house for snivelling little cuckqueans.” Lulu grinned and stepped closer, enveloping Carly in the perfume that used to be hers. “Sadly, neither of us have time to take you, so we’re going to have to post you.”

“Post me, Mistress Lulu?” asked Carly, confused and more than a little frightened.

“Oh, yes. Second class too!”

With that the teenager pulled open the giant roll of cellophane and started to wrap it around Carly’s naked body. Within minutes the cuckquean was completely mummified from the neck down. Lulu stepped back and looked at her work admiringly. “Wow! It almost makes you look slim being encased in cellophane!”

Carly stood there feeling more vulnerable than she had ever felt before. If she was knocked over she would fall and wouldn’t be able to stop it. And then Lulu was rubbing salt into the wound and sticking a label to her bottom. “It’s the address of Cuckquean Manor!” she said and slapped it on, causing Carly to stagger slightly but not fall.

At that moment there was a knock on the door and Lulu, after winking at Carly, went to answer it. She returned momentarily with a muscular young delivery driver. He looked Carly up and down. “This the package?” he asked, sounding like he saw this sort of thing every day.

Lulu smirked, her eyes never leaving Carly’s. “Yes, second class since she’s not remotely valuable.”

The driver shrugged and, stepping forward, picked Carly up and put him over her shoulder. Then he was carrying her outside and throwing her in the back of a brightly coloured delivery van. Just like that she was a human parcel.

5.

The driver took Carly to the nearest delivery depot, and unloaded her into a cart with the other parcels. He knew she was a flesh and blood person but he never once spoke to her, or even acknowledged her in any way, he just treated her like an object that had to be delivered.

Once in the uncomfortable cart she was wheeled through the noisy depot – with men and women staring at her – and thrown onto a conveyor belt. At the end of it she had the barcode on her bottom scanned by a surly Indian man, before being hurled into another uncomfortable cart with a wobbly wheel that squeaked. She was face down this time, with her face hanging over the edge of the cart, so she didn’t see anything but the dirty concrete floor of the depot. At some point somebody slapped her cellophane clad bottom as she was wheeled past, and somebody else laughed loudly and muttered, “What the actual fuck!”

Eventually she was wheeled down a steep ramp – stressful – to a large van. Once there she was unceremoniously chucked into the back amongst parcels and carpets and the like. Then they were off again, rumbling along the roads of Britain.

Carly lay naked entombed in her plastic cocoon and listened to the noisy traffic outside. Every now and then the van would slow, the doors open, and the surly driver – a different one to earlier, but with the same indifference to her – would remove a parcel with barely a glance in Carly’s direction. It was almost as if they regularly delivered stark naked women wrapped in plastic. Perhaps they did?

Finally the van arrived at their destination: Cuckquean Manor, and it was Carly’s turn to be unloaded. The gruff driver looked at her as if she was nothing and then, reaching under her bottom he lifted her, hauled her out into the day light, and lowered her to the ground.

Carly – completely immobile – watched as a young powerfully built man in black jeans and a crisp white shirt approached and signed for her without saying anything. Seconds later, as the delivery van pulled away, two naked women wearing just collars scurried out of the large manor house and, taking an end each, picked Carly up. They carried her up some stone steps, through a reception area, down a long corridor, and into a small office, where they deposited her upright before a desk. And there she stood and waited.

6.

A young black man in black jeans and a white shirt sat in front of a computer and looked Carly up and down. He smiled slightly, doubtless because she was still wrapped in cellophane, which made standing somewhat precarious since Carly had very little centre of gravity. “Name?” he said crisply.

“Carly Reed, Sir.” She hadn’t been told to add Sir, it just felt appropriate.

“Age?”

“Twenty-seven, Sir.”

“How long have you been cucked?”

“Nine months, Sir.”

The questions came thick and fast, embarrassing questions about the number of men she’d had sex in her lifetime (four), and when she last had a stiff cock up her (nine long months ago). Finally, when they were over, the young man came around the desk, put a collar around her neck, and pushed her backwards. As she started to fall he caught her and then lay her down on her front. “You’re going to slither after me to the dormitory, girl. Like the worm you are.”

“Yes, Sir!”

7.

Slithering whilst cocooned in cellophane was both hard work and extremely embarrassing, and by the end of her journey Carly was sweating heavily. Her hair was plastered to her head and her bottom was sore because the young black man who had inducted her wasn’t happy with her speed and whipped her to urge her on.

“Slither faster!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Yes, Sir! I’m trying!”

“Try harder!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Yes, Sir! I will!”

Finally, they arrived at a large dormitory filled with dozens of single beds lined up in neat rows. There, next to her assigned bed, the cellophane was cut off her by the young black man. He looked her up and down and then herded into an adjoining shower room because, according to him, she stank of sweat and was making him gag.

“Yes, Sir! Sorry, Sir!”

Cold water blasted her clean, after which she was marched back into the dorm room that, in the time it had taken to wash her, had filled with around twenty naked women. Also present was another young man wearing the same uniform as all the other guards here.

“Bedtime, bitches!” he shouted and the women quickly clambered into their beds. Carly did the same, and found the sheets scratchy and thin. Then she slept, or tried to.

8.

The next morning – after an uncomfortable and mostly sleepless night – she and six other naked cuckqueans were sent outside on a work detail. They were all gardening, and her particular job was trimming hedges. It was backbreaking work, not least because instead of a pair of shears she was given a pair of normal sized scissors. She also felt incredibly vulnerable, being naked and exposed outside. Sure, the grounds were filled with similarly unclothed women, all treated with exactly the same level of contempt, but that didn’t help.

“Work faster, bitch!” hissed a voice, and was rapidly followed by searing pain across her bottom.

“Ah!” she cried and turned to find a young woman, kitted out in the uniform all the guards wore, glaring at her.

“Work. Faster. Bitch,” repeated the girl and lashed Carly’s thighs with a very springy riding crop.

“Yes, Miss!” squealed the cuckquean and focussed on trimming the bush with her tiny scissors. It was, she thought, going to be a very long day.

9.

At the end of seven days filled with humiliation, pain and more humiliation, Carly was summoned to the Induction Office. One of the many young men who worked at this dreadful place, this one called Master Brad, waited for her with an extra large roll of cellophane.

“You’re going home the way you came!” he grinned and promptly wrapped the naked woman up, ready for the delivery driver to collect.

And that was the first of many stays for Carly at Cuckquean Manor. And each time she went, Lulu wrapped her up and sent her by post.


4: The Mannequins

1.

Harry Jenkins was meeting his old friend Pete Jammer for a drink. Harry was buzzing because he had a new job as a guard at Cuckquean Manor and it was completely mental. Each and every day he went to work and was in charge of loads of stark naked women. And being in charge of loads of naked women was exactly as fun as it sounded. Hell, he’d seen more naked women – many incredibly hot with bodies straight out of Playboy magazine – in his first month at Cuckquean Manor than the entire rest of his life put together. It was insane, and a total sensory overload.

He loved how these nude babes did exactly what he said, although part of him also enjoyed it when they didn’t and he got an excuse to beat their ripe bottoms. Oh, he loved spanking and caning them and making their buttocks wobble and bounce, and he especially loved how they thanked him afterwards with a grateful, Thank you, Sir!

He loved the women he worked with as well, his fellow guards, who had apparently been working at a similar establishment that catered for submissive cuckolded men. If anything, these female guards – clad in tight black jeans, ankle boots and white shirts – were even stricter than the men. Indeed there was something incredibly sexy about seeing a bitchy young woman lording it over another woman. And god, they could be so bitchy!

The only qualm he had was that he worried he wasn’t innovative enough when it came to humiliating the women he was in charge of. He wanted to last at Cuckquean Manor since it was great money on top of being major fun, but a part of him worried that if he didn’t start being more inventive with his punishments then he might find himself squeezed out by the more imaginative guards.

Still, that was for the future. In the meantime he would just reflect on his awesome job and maybe do some gloating about it with his old school friend.

“What’s wrong?” asked Harry when he arrived at the bizarrely named Duck and Kettle and saw Pete’s face. Pete looked anything but happy, and Harry felt mildly miffed that his parade was very likely about to be rained on.

His old friend shrugged dismissively. “Nothing, just boring business bollocks.”

“Your adult emporium?” Harry sat down and started work on the pint his old friend had got him. “Not going well?”

Pete shook his head and looked around the half empty pub. “The internet’s killed the sex shop, which is a shame as I think there’s still a place for erotica on the high street.”

“Or several miles off the high street in your case,” said Harry with a playful grin.

“Yeah...”

Harry was taking another swig of his pint when a wicked thought struck him. Something that would help solidify Harry’s place as a guard at Cuckquean Manor and save Pete’s floundering sex shop.

2.

Cindy and Fiona were stark naked and on all fours by the reception desk with their perky bottoms poked high in the air. They weren’t doing anything, they were just their as decoration, and just to add to their humiliation both young women had a large dildo inserted in their tight young pussies, which protruded from their rear ends in a rather eye catching fashion.

“Stand up, girls!” snapped Harry when he arrived for work.

Both girls immediately leapt to their feet and turned to face him. Before speaking he took a moment to admire their naked forms. Cindy was a twenty-two year old raven haired beauty with bee sting breasts and a cute little strip of pubic hair that begged to be stroked. Fiona, in contrast, was a twenty year old blonde with fuller breasts and was shaven as smooth as a fresh apple. Curiously, what was between her legs begged to be stroked as well. It was insane to think their partners had cuckolded both of these foxy minxes, but that was just one of the many fascinating things about cuckolding.

“Come with me,” he announced and abruptly turned and exited the reception area.

Cindy and Fiona padded after him, their bare feet squeaking on the cold floor. He snook a glance back as he walked and was impressed to see that both young women managed to keep the large dildos in place as they followed him.

He led them outside to his car and opened the boot. “In,” he said crisply.

The girls looked nervously at each other, and then quickly climbed in. He decided to let them keep the prosthetic dicks inserted until they arrived at their destination. Hell, both were denied dick by their boyfriends so it was probably a nice treat having something big and hard buried in their tight little beta holes.

3.

They were behind a dirty grey building on the outskirts of town. After clambering naked from the boot – and removing the large brightly coloured dildos – Master Harry threw a sheet over the girls and led them down a narrow back alley.

Cindy felt incredibly vulnerable being away from the manor house completely naked, not least because she had no idea where they were going or what they would be doing. She shivered as she tiptoed along, unable to see anything through the sheet that their dominant young Master had thrown on top of them. She focussed instead on avoiding treading on anything sharp or messy, and was thankfully able to dodge several ring pulls, a shard of broken glass, and a pile of fresh dog excrement.

Then they were through a heavy re-enforced door with multiple locks and into a large room. Only then was the sheet ripped rudely off, leaving both women standing completely nude before a man of about thirty with curly brown hair and a scruffy goatee. He had tattoos on his neck and arms, and was vaguely attractive in an unwashed sort of way.

The man looked them up and down appreciatively, paying special attention to what was between their legs. Both girls knew better than to try and cover themselves – that way lay spankings or worse – so they let the man stare at their most intimate parts.

“You weren’t joking, they’re absolutely bloody gorgeous,” said the man eventually, his hot eyes never leaving their ripe young bodies.

“Told you,” said Master Harry with a hint of pride. “And where I work is full of hot sluts like this, all begging to be used and abused.”

“You’re a lucky fuck getting that gig!” laughed the curly haired man.

Smirking, Master Harry turned to address the girls. “This is Master Pete, and he needs your help with his business. I’ve got to get back to the Manor, so I’ll leave you in his capable hands and be back later to pick you up.”

With that he was gone, through the heavy door with multiple locks. For a few minutes the man – Master Pete – continued to look them up and down with a feverish look in his eyes. He seemed particularly taken with Cindy’s thin strip of dark pubic hair. “A bit retro but still very nice. It looks like an exclamation mark!”

As Cindy blushed furiously the man disappeared through an adjacent door, leaving the girls to look around. The room they were in was huge and filled with rack upon rack of lingerie, sex toys, DVDs, and even old fashioned videos. On the walls were glossy posters of busty porn stars wearing too much make-up and too few clothes.

“We’re in a sex shop,” whispered Fiona urgently.

“It looks that way,” agreed Cindy, just as Master Pete returned carrying two cellophane packets. He threw one at each girl to catch. Cindy looked at hers and saw that it contained gaudy underwear. “I’ve got a job lot of these and nobodies buying, so you two scrumptious little tarts are going to help me advertise them.”

They looked at him blankly and he rolled his eyes. “Intelligence isn’t your strong point, I see. Open the packets and put them on!”

The girls quickly tore open the cellophane and pulled out the skimpy garments within. Cindy’s consisted of an extra small purple thong and a peephole bra, which she quickly pulled on. Weirdly, the extraordinarily skimpy nature of the garments made her feel even more exposed than when she was naked, like she was a stripper in a seedy nightclub.

She caught sight of herself in the reflection of a glass case, and noted it was the sort of tacky rubbish her domineering boyfriend made her wear at home. He said it got him revved up so that he could fuck other women, better women. Doubtless when she told him about this he would get very revved up indeed, and give his latest squeeze a good seeing to. The thought made her both sad and a little turned on.

Looking over at Fiona she saw that her fellow cuckquean was wearing an equally vulgar electric pink thong and a bra that did little to contain her voluminous breasts. It looked as cheap and uncomfortable as Cindy’s outfit, and was probably made by orphans at gunpoint in some third world hellhole.

The vaguely creepy yet somewhat sexy sex shop owner looked them over, his eyes eating up their new look like ants on a gobstopper. “It’s apt that you look like whores in an Amsterdam window,” he said and then jabbed a finger at a door behind a counter. “Through there, both of you.”

The girls – conditioned to respond to alpha males, no matter how disagreeable – quickly padded over and went through the door. Cindy gasped when she saw what was on the other side. They were in a shop window facing the street. Sure, it wasn’t a high street, more a backstreet with what looked like a municipal car park on the opposite side of the road, but there were pedestrians outside walking along.

Master Pete followed them through the door and laughed when he saw the shock on their faces. “You tarts are going to spend the day as mannequins in my window. That means you’ll adopt a sexy pose and hold it. And I mean hold it, because if you move that constitutes a performance and I get into trouble, so I want you like statues.”

Cindy went to say something but he slapped her across the face, hard enough to make it sting. “Don’t speak, don’t ask stupid questions, just stand there and look pretty,” he said with cold authority.

The girls nodded and did as they were told because they were hopeless little cuckqueans and that’s what they did.

4.

Time ticked by slowly for the girls in the sex shop window. Fiona felt like a piece of meat standing on full display. As per instructions she remained stock still, but it was taking its toll on her body. Her muscles were starting to ache and she was desperate to sit down, if only for a few minutes.

People walked by outside. Some glanced in and then glanced away. Others, invariably men, paused outside and looked harder. She could see the surprise in their eyes as they realised there was something startling realistic about the two shop window dummies. Some frowned and moved on, but others lingered, staring at the girls hot young bodies. And there was a lot to stare at since the underwear left little to the imagination. It didn’t help that both girls were standing facing outwards, their hands on their hips in a seductive fashion.

Yet again Fiona wondered how she had let herself become like this. She knew she was an attractive girl, and fun to be with, yet something inside craved mistreatment. That’s why she had gravitated towards Bobby, her current boyfriend. He was a roguish charmer with a mean streak a mile wide, and as soon as he found out about her need for mean he delivered it in spades. He started cheating on her with multiple women, and treating her as a slave around the house. And just to make her feel like a slave, he often made her wear an incredibly skimpy toga, and chains around her ankles.

His domination of her had reached a new high with this: while he went for a stag week in Eastern Europe, she was sent to Cuckquean Manor to be humiliated and dominated, which in turn had led her to this shop window in a backstreet.

A pensioner in a suspiciously long raincoat paused outside the window and looked in. Fiona knew from the excited look in his eyes that he realised both girls were real. Licking his lips he stepped closer and his hand disappeared inside his coat. Then, judging by the rapid movement beneath, he was masturbating. And as he did so, his eyes moved up and down their bodies, focussing especially long on Fiona’s full breasts. Abruptly he pulled his hand out and walked hurriedly on. The dirty old man had clearly cum.

At some point the door opened and Master Pete ordered the girls to come back into the shop. The scantily clad duo padded out, hoping the day was over, but Master Pete had other plans. “We’re getting a lot if interest, so it’s time to push another line,” he explained, handing them two more cellophane wrapped packages.

The next outfits were BDSM flavoured. Fiona’s consisted of tight latex briefs and a bra that was little more than a strap. She also had to wear shackles on her ankles and wrists (much like the ones her boyfriend made her wear around the house). Cindy was luckier and got to wear a full PVC catsuit with boots and an incredible twelve inch strap on protruding from her groin.

This time when they went back out in the window they had to assume an erotic tableau. Essentially Cindy was standing and Fiona had to kneel before her with the strap-on dildo in her mouth. It was humiliating and it hurt her knees kneeling on the hardwood floor, not to mention her jaw which struggled to accommodate the huge girth of the plastic cock.

At some point the perverted pensioner returned and out of the corner of her eye she saw his coat shaking and knew he was jerking off again. And why not, both girls looked incredibly sexy.

5.

The following day the docile cuckqueans were taken back to the seedy sex shop by Master Harry. Over the course of the next eight hours they were dressed as nurses, cheerleaders and – most embarrassingly of all – giant babies in huge diapers. In this last shameful get up the girls also wore huge bonnets and had to suck on oversized and deeply symbolic dummies.

People stopped and chuckled, removing their cameras and photographing the women dressed in big nappies. Some tapped on the window, trying to get a reaction from the girls, and when they did get a reaction they laughed. Master Pete was less happy and, dragging them back into his shop by their hair, yanked off their nappies, bent them over his counter, and spanked them both. “I told you not to move!” he snarled, reddening their bottoms.

“Sorry, Master Pete!” they squealed.

He clearly didn’t think they sounded sorry enough, so he continued spanking them until both bottoms had a rosy red glow. Satisfied, he applied some cream and talcum powder to their glowing cheeks, refastened their nappies, and sent them back to stand in the window dressed as giant babies.

6.

At the end of the week, as their stint as sex shop mannequins ended, Master Pete told them sales had gone up over a thousand percent, and he’d been able to offload a lot of cheap crap he thought he’d never get rid of. “So thanks for all your help,” he said with a lecherous grin.

“You’re welcome, Master!” chorused and girls and then Master Harry – who was watching with pride – threw a blanket over them and led them out to his car, and the waiting boot. When they arrived back at Cuckquean Manor – four hours later because Harry decided to go for an extended pub lunch on the way back – they found their dominant boyfriends waiting to take them home, eager to hear about their adventures as dummies in a sleazy sex shop window.


5: The Former Mean Girl – Part One

1.

Siren Hornchurch was a complete and utter bitch at school. She was the ultimate mean girl who – along with her equally cruel friends, Tara and Halle – ruled St Barnstaple’s Comprehensive School. She delighted in picking on anybody who didn’t meet her exacting standards. The overweight, those with naff hair, the short, the tall, those in cheap trainers – all were fair game. Every day Siren shredded the weak and the insecure, laughed while doing it, and then posted her bitchery on social media for retweets and likes (of which she got many, because everybody was terrified of angering her and went out of their way to please her). Make no mistake, Siren was the bitch queen and she loved every minute of it.

One of her main victims was Kimmy Jessop, who committed the sin of being simultaneously overweight and wearing stupid glasses. Siren was so committed to bullying and ridiculing her at every opportunity that Kimmy eventually had a mental breakdown, quite a serious one, and had to leave the school for an all girl academy nearby. Siren saw this as the pinnacle of her school career.

After Siren left education she used her stunning looks to take some local modelling jobs, but her attitude was lax so, after being dropped by her agency, she drifted into being a receptionist at a local hotel. Not that she cared since she had managed to snag the incredibly sexy Dan Redwood as a boyfriend. She loved Dan with a passion. He was gorgeous, successful, and knew exactly how to fuck her with his humongous cock. It was only natural to move in with him.

They were happy.

Very happy indeed.

At least that’s what Siren thought.

2.

There was a bomb scare at the hotel – a disgruntled guest most likely, but they had to take it seriously – so Siren was sent home early from work. Grinning, she pushed open the door, hoping like hell Dan was home because she needed his huge dick inside her. God, she loved those ten inches of prime man-meat!

Happily she heard movement upstairs and, creeping up the stairs, pushed open the bedroom door. Her smile melted and a dagger stabbed her heart: Dan was fucking a naked girl doggy style on the bed. Another girl was getting her ten inches of man-meat!

“What the hell!” she exclaimed angrily.

Dan looked at her calmly. “Oh, hi, babes,” he said with a lazy grin.

“Hi babes?” she roared, her voice rising to a shriek. “How dare you!”

With that Siren barrelled down the stairs and stormed out, away from the cheating scoundrel and back to the safety of her parents’ house.

3.

Siren was somewhat disappointed that Dan didn’t try to ring or text her. Probably he was ashamed of behaving like a rat bag. So the next day she turned up at his house, let herself in, and found some suitcases in the hall. Her suitcases, packed with her things. “What the hell?” she muttered and barged into the living room, where she could hear the TV.

Dan was sprawled on the sofa, watching something on Netflix. He looked away from the screen briefly, then back at the flickering action. He didn’t say anything, not even hi. In fact he seemed coldly indifferent to Siren, and certainly didn’t appear guilty about what he had done.

Siren began to get a sick feeling in her stomach. “I came back,” she said quietly. “So we can talk about what happened.”

“There’s nothing to talk about, it’s over,” Dan said and the dagger from yesterday stabbed her in the heart again.

She sat down next to him on the sofa, unwilling to concede defeat: “No, it’s not over, of course it’s not over, we just need to talk,” she said and touched his knee gently. She would be the bigger person.

“No, we don’t need to talk, it’s over,” said Dan, pushing her hand away.

Siren frowned, not understanding. “It can’t be, we’re ... perfect together.”

“She wasn’t the first girl I fucked, she was just the latest.” Dan finally turned away from the TV long enough to look at Siren. It was a cold look, completely devoid of emotion, and it sent a shiver down Siren’s spine. “I’m just not feeling it with you,” he said.

“No, I...” Siren shook her head. This couldn’t be happening. The thought of losing Dan filled her with absolute terror. She couldn’t lose him. She loved him. She loved him more than she had ever loved any man. Yes, he could be a bit of a swine at times, but that was okay because she loved him.

“I... don’t mind,” she said eventually, her voice quiet.

Something in his eyes changed as interest flared. “You don’t mind if I carry on sleeping with other girls?” he asked, his lip curling slightly, as if edging towards a grin.

That hadn’t been what she meant. She meant she was willing to overlook his past indiscretions and move on. She meant they would start afresh and make no mention of this dirty business ever again. But he had interpreted it differently, and was now openly grinning. “So I get to cheat on you, and you say nothing?”

“I...” She had painted herself into a corner, a terrible depressing corner with walls a mile high, and nodded miserably. “Yes, that’s fine.”

It wasn’t fine. It wasn’t anywhere near fine and never would be fine, but it looked like it was the only way she could hold onto Dan.

4.

And that was how Siren – stunningly sexy and self-assured Siren – became a cuckquean and Dan became a willing cheater. Being gorgeous he had no shortage of women gagging to sleep with him, and he took advantage of each and every one. Their bedroom became a revolving door of dazzling girls, who often screamed the house down as he fucked them.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” they yodelled with dreary predictability. Then again, that was what Siren used to scream as his amazing cock – ten inches! – slid in and out of her like a piston.

And with each conquest Siren’s impossibly high self-confidence took a hit. It was death by a thousand cuts, and no matter how much she tried to block out what was happening she couldn’t. And as the drip drip drip of her boyfriend’s conquests went on she began to lose the cocksure brio that had driven her through life.

Worse, Dan stopped sleeping with her altogether and she knew, in his eyes, she was no longer his girlfriend. She essentially became a maid in his home, skivvying while he fucked other women. Worse, some of the women he brought home to have sex with were less than respectful towards her. They openly gloated about her demeaning predicament:

“What kind of a woman let’s herself be cheated on?”

“You are one sad cow!”

“Pathetic little women who let this go on get everything they deserve!”

Some of these women went further and even began ordering her about. She was treated like a servant as these hussies told her to make them a drink or a snack, but nothing fattening as Dan didn’t like chubby girls. And although Siren hated it, she started to do as they asked, hoping it would endear her to the man she loved and was desperate to win back at any cost.

Then, one day, Dan brought a stunning raven haired woman home. This devilishly alluring creature had a cascade of dark curls, cheekbones like a brand new pyramid, and a pout that could kill a charging rhino at twenty paces. This perfect woman was in the living room with Dan when Siren arrived back from work, exhausted from another day smiling and eating shit from guests at the hotel. As Siren entered the woman with the looks of a supermodel beamed at her. “Siren!”

Siren looked at the beautiful young woman, not able to place her. “Erm...?”

“It’s me, Kimmy! From school!”

“Oh...Kimmy? Hi!”

Shit, thought Siren, was this the girl she had bullied relentlessly at school? Was this the girl she had made have a breakdown? No, it couldn’t be. She was too gorgeous, a million miles from the zitty freak from yesteryear. But the more she looked at the woman the more she saw it was Kimmy, transformed into a divine beauty. And this divine beauty was fucking her boyfriend now!

“I’m a bit parched,” said Kimmy, flashing her perfect smile.

“Parched? Oh, yes, I’ll go and make you a drink,” said Siren and scurried off. As she left the room she heard Kimmy and Dan laughing. It wasn’t a nice sound.

5.

Siren hoped that Kimmy would be a one off; that Dan would move quickly onto his next conquest, but she wasn’t. It soon became clear that he was serious about Siren’s old school ‘friend’. Much to Siren’s horror Kimmy came around more and more, until one day Siren got home from work and discovered she had moved in. And once she had she became bossier and more demanding.

Siren was expected to cook and clean and fetch for her. She did it, not just because she still hoped to win Dan back, but because her free will was gradually being eroded and she was slipping down the slope into total subservience. Taking orders and being treated with disrespect were becoming second nature, so much so that when she wasn’t told to do something she went out of her way to find another chore or task to complete. Kimmy must have sensed her increasing subservience and one day produced a tiny apron and told her she wanted her to wear it, and only it, around the house. “You mean you want me naked?” asked Siren, looking at the apron.

Kimmy nodded. “It’ll save you messing up your clothes.”

Nodding, Siren disrobed in front of her old victim and, once nude, tied the small apron around her waist. Kimmy looked her up and down, a smirk playing at her lips: “Now fetch me a drink, girl!” she snapped.

Siren dashed off, feeling very exposed in just the apron. A second later she returned to hand Kimmy her drink. Kimmy took it and then pointed at her shoes.

“Take them off and rub my feet!” she commanded, her tone imperious.

Without thinking Siren immediately dropped to her knees, took off the girl’s shoes, and began rubbing her feet, much the way she often did Dan’s. It was degrading, but she couldn’t stop herself. She was lost at sea.

6.

Over the coming weeks the orders came thick and fast from the girl she used to bully:

“Iron my panties!”

“Polish my shoes!”

“Shave my legs!”

“Wipe my arse!”

“Paint my nails!”

Kimmy was relentless in her demands, and Siren knew it was payback for how she had been treated back when they were younger. Perhaps Siren deserved it? Perhaps it was karma? Yet as the weeks became months she couldn’t help but feel the debt was paid. But it wasn’t, not by a long mark.

The next stage of Siren’s fall came when Kimmy produced a box with a large Lemon Drizzle Cake inside. “I want you to eat it,” she said with a smile even sweeter than the cake.

“Sorry?” asked Siren, confused.

“I want you to eat this delicious Lemon Drizzle Cake,” repeated Kimmy.

Siren didn’t understand what was going on and gingerly ate the cake. As she chewed and swallowed she wondered if it was laced with laxative or something that would bring her out in hives. But it didn’t do anything like that. In fact it was scrumptious, and against her better judgement she enjoyed every last bite. Perhaps Kimmy had forgiven her and this was her way of making peace?

The next day there were two cake boxes containing cakes, which Siren was ordered to eat. She did so, but now she began to suspect that something was amiss.

7.

Something was amiss. Siren was being fattened up. She suspected because suddenly Kimmy was feeding her chocolate, trifles, donuts, and anything else that had a calorie count in the thousands. What made it worse was that this trashy food was delicious. Or at least it started out being delicious, because the more she ate the more she began to hate these sweet treats.

What happened next was depressingly predictable. Siren’s weight went from eight stone to ten stone. Nothing to worry about since it was still a healthy weight to height ratio. Besides, Siren felt that she had always been a little too obsessed with maintaining her figure so maybe adding a few pounds was a good thing.

The force feeding continued and Siren went from ten stone to twelve stone. One day she managed to dash to the toilet and vomit up everything she had just eaten, wondering if anorexia could save her, but Kimmy just produced another box with a huge cake in and made her eat it, before making her stand up the corner with her hands on her head while her body digested it. After that every fattening meal was followed by her standing in the corner.

Soon Siren was fourteen stone, and even by sucking in her stomach she couldn’t hide her growing belly. And she definitely couldn’t hide the thickening thighs and the beginnings of a double chin.

Still Kimmy fed her.

Siren hit fifteen stone with a thud. Her clothes stopped fitting. Her chin and jaw line disappeared. Looking in the mirror was horrendous because looking back at her was somebody she didn’t recognise.

In just six months she had become an anonymous fat girl. Her looks had gone. And what self respect she had went too. Kimmy had done a terrible thing to her and Siren had let her.

8.

The next part of Siren’s fall – because it wasn’t over yet, not by a long shot – involved Dan and Kimmy checking Siren into a grotesque place called Cuckquean Manor, a boarding house for women who were being cheated on by their partners. There she was stripped naked, put in a collar, and treated like a lowly slave. Yes, a slave! They were well into the twenty-first century and she was little more than a slave!

Nude save for her dog collar she was forced to go on work details cutting grass with scissors or scrubbing floors with toothbrushes. The guards – both male and female – took genuine delight in mocking and belittling her. And nowadays there was a lot to belittle:             

“Move it, lard ass!”

“Wobble butts get spanked!”

“Who let this hippo in?”

She huffed and puffed around the bizarre manor house and then, just when she thought things couldn’t get any worse, things got worse. She was down on all fours in a study polishing the wooden floor, acutely aware of her large naked bottom poking up in the air, when two female guards approached. She heard their boots clicking on the floor she had just polished.

“Up!” they said and she leapt up and looked at the beautiful young women. Women she vaguely recognised.

“Tara? Halle?” she asked, shocked, and the women smirked in unison.

“Miss Tara and Miss Halle to you, fatso,” they sneered and slapped her hard across the face.

9.

Of course her old friends and co-bullies made her suffer. She was the fat girl now, and they were the mean girls from school. The tables had been well and truly turned. Ironically, as they made her stay at Cuckquean Manor a living hell, she finally understood that how she had behaved at school was wrong. She felt genuine heartfelt guilt for what she had done and the person she once was. Not that it saved her.


6: The Messenger

1.

Henrietta was on maid duty at Cuckquean Manor. Cleaning, cooking, serving, and basically scurrying about after the guards. Truth be told, she didn’t mind it. It was better than being one of the nude worker drones, sent out into the manor grounds to do pointless tasks that managed to be both soul destroying and back breaking. And being a maid was definitely better than being a human pain doll down in the cellar, enduring whippings and nipple clamps and wax and penetration with fifteen inch nobly dildos that left you unable to walk properly for days.

Plus, Henrietta felt kind of sexy in the tiny little maid’s dress they gave her to wear. It reminded her that she was still a desirable young woman, something she didn’t always feel as a cuckquean. In fact being a cuckquean was something of a paradox for her. Yes, she was submissive and mildly masochistic, and she got a tremendous thrill out of her boyfriend Tom cuckolding her with other women. And yet ... there were times when she wished she could go back to being a normal girlfriend, and these dark fantasises of submission and degradation had remained just that: fantasies.

“Fat chance!” she muttered to herself and continued polishing the ornate floor length mirror that dominated this grand bedroom. A bedroom she had already cleaned thoroughly since a male guard had brought his girlfriend here and fucked her in it while Henrietta stood mutely by and watched. After which she was forced to kneel between the young woman’s legs and lick her clean.

2.

The morning passed with Henrietta dashing around the huge Victorian mansion house in the heart of the Surrey countryside. There were other maids buzzing around, kitted out in the same skimpy French maid’s dresses, but they rarely spoke to each other. Not least because it was forbidden and if they were caught chatting they would have their dresses hiked up, their panties yanked down, and their bottoms assaulted with canes and crops.

So Henrietta continued her rounds, sashaying with a vengeance. Sometimes the guards abused her verbally or physically, but just as often they completely ignored her, allowing her to get on with her drudge work. She was about to start vacuuming the carpet in one of the myriad of hallways when Miss Jade, a haughty young redhead barely out of her teens, approached. “You’re needed, bitch.”

“Needed, Miss Jade?”

Ignoring her question, the guard turned and walked away. Henrietta hurried after her, through the endless maze of corridors. It was hard keeping up with Miss Jade in her perilously high heels, but she did so knowing that if she didn’t she would be cruelly whipped and then doubtless have to penetrate herself with a turnip while being watched, like she did yesterday.

Finally they reached the manager’s office. Miss Jade knocked and entered. Henrietta followed. There, sitting behind a vast desk, was Finn Hartley, the man who ran this establishment. He was in his thirties and incredibly sexy, with a shock of thick black hair and a well muscled body beneath his bespoke suit. It was rumoured that he regularly fucked the more attractive guards over his desk, and Henrietta found herself wishing she could go over his desk and have his cock sliding in and out of her.

“I’ve got the one you wanted,” said Miss Jade to Finn. “Although personally I think there are probably faster bitches here.”

“That will be all, Jade,” said Finn curtly and the guard, with a final contemptuous gaze at the cuckquean, left.

Henrietta stood alone before Finn’s desk, again thinking of how much she’d like to have him tear off her dress and pile drive her. God she missed fucking! Sadly, as a cuckquean sex was strictly rationed to once a month.

Finn surveyed her for a moment, taking time to enjoy her curves and the long shapely legs clad in black fishnet stockings. Again, Henrietta didn’t mind because it reminded her that she was still a very attractive young woman, and being ogled by somebody as hot as Finn Harley was something of a complement.

“I understand from your induction interview that you’re a keen runner,” he said eventually, looking her in the eye.

“Yes, Master,” she replied honestly. She had been running since school and still continued to do so, even going so far as to join a local athletic team. She may never win a medal in the Olympics, but she was certainly one of the best athletes in the county, and took part in numerous competitions throughout the year.

Finn smiled, picking up the hint of cockiness in her answer. “I’m glad you’re so full of yourself, because I need your particular skill set to deliver a message,” he said and picked up an envelope. Standing, he came around the desk and stood before Henrietta, looking down at her. She shuffled before him, intimidated by his strength and charisma. And god, he smelled insanely good, like an explosion in a Hugo Boss factory.

“A message, Master?” she asked, her voice quavering.

Nodding, he handed her the envelope. “This is for the manager over at Fullerton Manor, a sister establishment which is similar to this facility except it deals with male betas instead of female betas.”

She looked at the envelope and the address, noting that it was over near Edmonton. She frowned slightly as she did the math: Edmonton? That was nearly thirty miles away. Surely Master Finn wasn’t suggesting she go there on foot? Even running, that was a considerable trek.

The manager was looking at her with a smirk playing on his ruggedly handsome face. He knew she had realised what was being asked of her, and it amused him. Asked, that was a laugh, she was being told.

“You’re a keen runner and you know the area, so you can take this by hand and deliver it in person,” he continued, as if it was nothing out of the ordinary.

“But-”

“If nothing else it will be good for the environment and help alleviate our carbon footprint,” added the sexy bastard somewhat slyly. “And I’m sure you want to help the environment for the sake of future generations?”

“Yes, Master, of course.”

“Good.”

“Shall I change first?” she asked hopefully. She definitely couldn’t go outside of the manor grounds into the outside world dressed like a sluttty maid.

Finn stared at her a moment, saying nothing, and then slowly shook his head. “I’m afraid not, Henrietta, You’re a maid and this is one of your maid duties, so you’ll go dressed in the appropriate uniform,” he said, looking her up and down again, pausing longer than necessary at her perky breasts.

She swallowed and nodded. “Yes, Master, I understand.”

Smiling, Finn looked at his watch. “It’s approximately twenty five miles to Fullerton, which you should be able to cover before lunch time.”

With that he put his strong hands on her shoulders, turned her around to face the door, and then slapped her bottom. “Get to it, girl!”

“Yes, Master!” she squeaked and scurried out of the office.

3.

Twenty minutes later Henrietta was huddled behind an oak tree, looking out at the motorway. The quickest way to Fullerton Manor, the official name of Cuckold Manor, was along the M11. At least for the first stretch, after that the journey would get slightly more complicated. She calculated that it would be eight miles up the hard shoulder, which was almost a third of the distance.

She didn’t want to run along the hard shoulder, of course she didn’t, but it would enable her to cover more ground faster. And the quicker she was, the less opportunities for her to be seen running around in a skimpy French maid’s dress. No, she needed to start moving and not stop until she got to her destination.

Swallowing, she emerged from behind the oak tree and started running alongside the busy motorway. Naturally she had taken her high heels off to enable her to run faster. This meant she had to keep an eye on the ground to avoid stepping on anything sharp, but as an experienced runner she was fully aware of her surroundings.

At first nobody noticed the lone woman sprinting along the embankment dressed in a saucy uniform, but after a while horns started to honk. At first just a few, at random intervals, but they soon started to multiply until it was a wall of coruscating sound.

“Please stop honking at me!” she whispered to herself, but of course they didn’t, and soon it felt like every car for miles around was blasting their horns. Jesus, it sounded like autogeddon!

Glancing sideways Henrietta saw motorists looking at her. Some were pointing and laughing, some just staring with lust in their eyes at the hot twenty-something woman dressed like a kissogram girl. Some had their phones out to record her, and she hoped like hell the copious make-up she wore would hide her identity.

Putting aside these thoughts she concentrated on running. She allowed her mind to empty and let the rhythm of her legs blot everything else out. She would ace this task and became on exceptional cuckquean. And maybe, just maybe, Finn would reward her. The thought of him spreading her legs and fucking her over his desk made her happy.

She ran like the wind with a force ten gale behind it.

She ran like a gazelle being perused by a lion across the prairies of Africa.

She ran like a robot powered by nuclear fusion with legs made of titanium.

She knew from her many years of running that she was covering ground fast, very fast indeed. Miles were being eaten up. One mile. Two miles. She’d never been this motivated and she suspected that she was actually running at a personal best time, possibly even destroying it. Three miles. Four miles.

Then it all went wrong. She glanced over her shoulder and saw a police car barrelling down the motorway with its lights flashing. Oh no, she thought, she had attracted the wrong kind of attention.

“Shit!” she hissed and immediately veered off towards an adjacent fence. If she were arrested it would be in the papers and her whole cuckquean lifestyle would be exposed to her friends, family and co-workers! No, that couldn’t happen.

She hit the fence at speed and clambered quickly up. On reaching the top she jumped-

-Her dress must have snagged because there was a tearing sound and, as she landed on the other side, she found she was just wearing her stockings and panties. Her dress was now just a tattered strip flapping in the wind like a forlorn flag. She had also dropped her shoes, which were now on the other side of the fence. Amazingly, she still had the letter for Cuckold Manor clutched in her hand.

“Bugger!” she cursed as she scurried towards some nearby woods and the shelter they offered.

4.

Despite the fact she was stuck in the middle of nowhere wearing just skimpy underwear Henrietta was determined not to panic. She was dimly aware of her location – in many ways she was a human GPS – and knew instinctively that if she headed in the same general direction she would eventually hit the road which would take her to Fullerton Manor. All she had to do was stay out of sight for the rest of the journey. Simples, as those bloody annoying meercats on the telly would say.

She was hunkered down behind a large reassuring rock, planning the route in her mind, when she heard voices. That wasn’t good. That wasn’t good at all. But where were they? She peered around the rock but could see no one-

“What the actual fuck?” said somebody and she spun around to find three young men in their early twenties – one shaven headed, one ginger, one blond – staring in shock at the half naked young woman before them.

“Christmas has come early,” said Shaven Head with a lascivious grin on his thin lips.

“I’m just out running,” she said, instinctively holding her hands over her bare breasts.

“In stockings and suspenders?” asked Blond, his eyes never leaving her golden thighs.

“It’s a ... erm, charity fun run,” she stammered, wishing she was an octopus with eight arms to cover her bare flesh. “Yes, a charity fun run,” she repeated and stood up straighter, hoping that positive body language would sell the lie.

“You’d raise more money if you were starkers,” said Ginger and the others grinned, their eyes crawling all over her.

“I...” she tapered off and nodded, as if they had made a salient point (ironically, they had; if she were to be sponsored, running stark naked would raise far more). Henrietta knew that to get out of this potentially dangerous situation she would have to play along.

Leaning down she peeled off each stocking and threw them down on the ground. Then, bending down, she whipped off her panties and threw them at the men, who grinned and scrambled to grab them. While they did that she darted around the side of the rock behind her and started running away from them. Distracting men was easy, and nothing was more distracting than a completely naked young woman throwing her underwear at them.

“What the fuck!” blurted Shaven Head.

“Don’t let her get away!” shouted Ginger, and lunged around the boulder after her.

But it didn’t matter. The three men – who may or may not have been dangerous but certainly weren’t very fit – were in her rear view mirror, so to speak. She was too busy running again, nude, through the woods, and the lecherous young men were left to stand around, watching her pert young bottom disappear in the distance.

5.

Thankfully, Henrietta got into a rhythm again. Her natural running instincts kicked in and she gave in to the process. She also adapted to the fact that she was just wearing her birthday suit and therefore had to avoid discovery at all costs. She found herself running alongside hedgerows in a low crouch, ensuring that she was always out of sight (at least from somebody on the opposite side of the hedge).

She was currently running down a deserted country land and making good time, her long legs-

-A sudden clip clopping behind broke her concentration and caused her to stumble and fall in the grassy verge. Turning she looked up to see a young woman on the back of a white horse, barrelling towards her. Lurching to her feet Henrietta started to run again, her legs pumping like Tom Cruise in every Mission Impossible film ever.

But for all her natural ability she wasn’t fast enough to outrun a horse, and as the young equestrian pulled level with her she leaned over and began whipping Henrietta’s exposed bottom. “Giddy up, bitch!” she cried happily, as if coming across a stark naked woman running along carrying a crumpled envelope was commonplace.

“I said giddy up, bitch!” she cried again and whipped the runner’s bare behind. Henrietta shrieked and ran faster, spurred on by the cruel blows.

6.

She managed to escape the vicious young rider, but not before her bottom had absorbed a multitude of stinging swipes. Without looking she knew it was a patchwork of vicious red welts.

The horse riding bitch was fifteen minutes ago. Now Henrietta, exhausted but still going, was in a tunnel that led under a busy road. It was long and cold and filled with dank water, but she crawled through it on her hands and knees with the letter clamped between her teeth, knowing that with every moment she was getting closer to her destination.

7.

She sprinted across a farmer’s field, her long legs pumping and her pert breasts bouncing up and down. As she ran she heard a man shouting angrily somewhere behind her. “So long, sucker!” she laughed, and then shrieked as something whistled passed her ear.

Jesus, was she being shot at? Did the farmer have a gun? She didn’t know, but it motivated her even more than the equestrian bitch, forcing her to push herself, harder and faster than ever before.

8.

Henrietta arrived at Fullerton Manor five and a half hours after leaving Cuckquean Manor. The girl in the guardhouse, who had clearly been expecting her, opened the gate and told her to get her lazy fat arse up to the mansion.

“Yes, Miss!” she wheezed and sprinted into the grounds of Cuckold Manor. It was like entering a weird parallel universe. In a direct inversion of Cuckquean Manor all the slaves here were male, although by the looks of it they were still forced to do the same futile tasks. And although they were essentially like her, Henrietta couldn’t help but feel a certain disdain for these mewling beta males.

Act like men for pity’s sake! And as she ran past them clutching her envelope she felt their hot eyes upon her, clearly gorging on the first naked woman many had seen in ages.

Losers!

Once she reached the impressive manor she was taken inside to see a glamorous middle-aged woman called Kitty. Kitty looked her up and down, shaking her head slightly at the mud smears and light scratches covering her body. “Impressive time,” she said eventually. “I doubt any of the male worms we have here could do it quicker.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” replied Henrietta and handed Kitty the crumpled but otherwise intact letter. Kitty opened it, read it, and then looked up at Henrietta.

“You can go now,” she said, waving her hand dismissively.

“Go, Mistress?” asked Henrietta, confused.

The woman rolled her eyes. “Yes, go. Your job is done. So be a good little girl and make your way back to Finn and his house full of naked hotties.”

Henrietta did the only thing she could do: she left, determined to make the return journey in less than four hours.

9.

She did it in three hours fifty-three minutes, and was then caned for losing her uniform.


7: The Virgin

1.

Grant Webber couldn’t believe it. He had been talking to a beautiful girl called Bella all night and she appeared to be into him. Into him! She laughed at his lame jokes, maintained eye contact, touched his hand at random intervals, and did all the other things flirting girls are meant to do when they fancy someone. Then, to top it all, she invited him back to her place for coffee. It was clichéd as hell, but hearing those words was music to Grant’s ears.

The trouble was, as they travelled in a taxi towards Bella’s flat Grant started to feel more and more nervous. He was twenty-six years old and still a virgin. He had yet to be intimate with anybody and it weighed heavily upon him. How could he hope to satisfy a girl in bed when he had never been with a girl in bed? And how on earth had he allowed things to get to this stage?

Simple, when he was a teenager he had been afflicted with the most terrible acne imaginable. His face was like a pepperoni pizza, covered in angry red spots like mini volcanoes. Of course, his classmates were merciless, calling him Pizza Face, Zit Boy, Freddie Kruger, Hot Spot Bun, Haemorrhoid Head, Melty Man, and anything else they could think of. It crippled his self confidence and ensured he didn’t develop like other boys did. And when he finally managed to clean up his skin, in his early twenties, he found he had missed out on losing his virginity.

“This is nice,” said Bella, stroking his hand.

“My hand?” he asked nervously and she laughed.

“No, this: us together on the backseat of this taxi.” She leaned closer to him, her voice becoming a throaty whisper. “I’ve seen you around campus and I think we could have something good.”

“Yes,” he said somewhat woodenly. “Nice.”

This would be a disaster of biblical proportions. How could Grant ever hope to satisfy such a glorious young woman? She must have had countless studs in her bed, pleasing her in ways he could never hope to. He would make a fool of himself, and the embarrassment would be broadcast across the university.

The taxi pulled up outside a block of flats and Grant, overwhelmed, started to hyperventilate.

“Are you okay?” asked Bella, looking concerned.

“I ... need air!”

He lurched out of the door and stumbled across the pavement. He wasn’t looking where he was going and ran headfirst into a lamppost – dunk! – knocking himself clean out.

2.

Tyler was laughing so hard tears were streaming down his handsome face. “Let me get this straight, you knocked yourself unconscious to avoid sleeping with this girl?”

Grant shook his bandaged head, and then wished he hadn’t because it was still tender. “Of course not! I had a panic attack and, during that, I accidentally ran into a lamppost and knocked myself unconscious.”

Tyler sniggered and wiped his eyes. “That’s really not great.”

“Tell me about it,” muttered Grant glumly.

He would never lose his virginity at this rate. And, as the tagline of The 40 Year Old Virgin so rightly stated, the longer he left it, the harder it would be to lose. On the plus side, Bella hadn’t been totally turned off by his antics – she actually accompanied him to Casualty and held his hand while they waited for him to be treated – but he knew he was rapidly hurtling towards the friendzone with her.

“Listen, maybe we could help you lose your virginity another way?” said Tyler, taking a swig of his pint.

“With a prostitute?” Grant asked. “I don’t know, I’d need that many lessons I’d go bankrupt paying her.”

“Not with a prostitute, no,” said Tyler and leaned closer. “With something way better.”

Grant, intrigued, asked his friend what he meant, but Tyler just grinned enigmatically and said all would become clear.

3.

The next day Tyler drove them to a huge manor house deep in the Surrey countryside. “Am I going to read a two hundred year sex manual?” joked Grant, perplexed as to why they had come to what looked like a National Trust property. Sure, it was nice, but what on earth did a fusty old building have to do with him popping his cherry?

“Wait and see,” grinned Tyler as they parked and got out of the car. Grant followed his friend into the grandiose building from yesteryear, and a large reception area. “Are they ready?” Tyler asked an attractive young woman behind the reception desk.

“Ready, willing and able,” she smirked back and winked at Grant.

Grant blushed and then hurried after his friend, who was striding off down a hallway. The duo walked down a series of impossibly long corridors and finally came to a huge oak door. Tyler gave Grant a quick grin and then opened the door and went through. Grant followed and faced the shock of his young life: in a vast hall with impossibly high ceilings and highly polished wooden floors stood ten women in a line. Each woman had her hands on top of her head, and was stark naked save for a collar with a number on.

“What the hell?” muttered Grant to himself, his eyes crawling all over the naked women. They ranged in age between about eighteen and mid thirties, and were uniformly stunning in different ways. Some were slim and athletic, others more curvaceous. Breasts ranged in size from bee sting to heavy and pendulous. As for what was between their legs! Some had neat strips of pubic hair, while others were shaven completely smooth.

“I picked the best ones for you to choose from,” explained Tyler.

“Sorry?” said Grant, trying but failing to drag his eyes away from the naked female flesh on display. It felt rude to stare at their most intimate parts, yet he couldn’t help himself.

“They’re cuckqueans, and they’re willing to have sex with you and show you the ropes,” continued Tyler.

“I don’t understand,” said Grant, which was the understatement of the century. What the hell was going on?

Tyler helped him understand. His friend explained that this was a boarding facility for submissive and masochistic women who were being cheated on by their partners, and Tyler was a guard at this facility. It was his job to help keep these servile women in line and constantly remind them of their humble status in life.

“They’re not being forced to do this?” asked Grant.

Tyler laughed. “Tell me, ladies, are you here voluntarily?”

“Yes, Master Tyler!” they chorused back and sounded like they actually meant it.

“You like it, don’t you?” he continued.

“Yes, Master Tyler!” came back the ever so polite but again truthful sounding reply.

Tyler went on to explain that these women, despite being gorgeous and at their physical peak, were actually starved of sex by their cheating partners. If anything these women were desperate for dick, even virgin dick that was slightly clueless.

“So their husbands and boyfriends don’t mind them having sex with other men either?” asked Grant.

Tyler shook his head. “Some do but they’re not here – we’re big on boundaries at Cuckquean Manor. The ones standing before you are freeuse, which means they indicated during their induction that they can be fucked by anybody and anyone, including virgins.”

Satisfied nobody was being coerced, Grant looked at the women: blondes, brunettes, redheads, black girls, Indian girls... Understanding he was expected to choose one he pointed at a woman in her mid thirties. She had long chestnut hair and a heart shaped face that reminded him a bit of a young Sandra Bullock, one of his favourite actresses. “Erm, that one, please,” he said, trying to keep his voice level.

4.

Grant followed the naked woman up a flight of stairs and down a long corridor, his eyes never leaving her amazing peachy buttocks. He wanted to reach out and fondle them, or give them a playful slap, but he didn’t know if that was allowed. So instead he just followed, his eyes never leaving her delicious bum.

The woman led him to a bedroom and, the minute the door was closed, she turned and walked up to him, her face inches from his. “I’m a bit nervous,” he said, his voice quavering.

“Don’t be,” she said, and started kissing him. He kissed her back, tentatively. He kept his arms by his sides but she grabbed them and put them on her hips. “Run your hands over my naked body,” she whispered hotly. “Explore me like you own me, because you do.”

He did explore her, and it felt amazing. She was warm and smooth and felt even better than he ever thought a naked woman would. As he kissed her and ran his hands over her contours, she unbuttoned his clothes and peeled them off, leaving him as naked as her.

“Nice dick,” she whispered.

“Is it?”

Smiling seductively she pulled him towards the bed, and in moments was lying in front of him with her legs spread invitingly. With an impish smile she took hold of his throbbing erection and guided it into her.

“That’s nice,” she gasped, grinding her hips against him.

“Erm, yes, it is rather,” he muttered. And then he was lying on top of her and moving his hips up and down, up and down, the way he had seen in so many films. It felt good, very good indeed, and-

-He came and felt embarrassed. This kind and sexy woman didn’t mind, though. “You’ll last longer next time,” she said softly and kissed him on the cheek.

“I guess,” he mumbled and she kissed him again, her hand moving down to his cock, which was already stiffening up again.

5.

He did last longer the next time.

6.

And even longer the time after that.

7.

Tyler said he had a lot of catching up to do, so the next day he took Grant back to the manor and lined up a brand new selection of girls to choose from. If anything, these seemed even more stunning than the previous day’s offerings.

Grant stared at the line up and grinned. It never got old, admiring buck naked women. But again, knowing which to choose was tricky. In fact the choice was almost too great. Tyler sensed his indecision and told him he should carry out an inspection before choosing one.

“You mean...” Grant started and then tailed off.

Tyler clapped him on the back and then walked down the line of women, openly squeezing breasts, tweaking nipples, tapping bellies, and stroking thighs. “Turn around and bend over, all of you!” he commanded and the women did as they were told, exposing ten incredibly cute bottoms.

“Spread your legs!” he added and the girls obediently spread their legs, exposing their pussies. Smiling, Tyler positioned himself behind two, licked the index finger on both his left and right hand, and then inserted them into the vaginas of the women.

For a moment he just stood there, rotating his digits to better explore their most intimate parts, and Grant heard the women gasp in pleasure. “Curiously the older one is tighter, which means the younger one is more of a slut and probably a size queen. That true?” he asked her.

“Yes, Master Tyler!” squeaked the girl.

Tyler pulled his fingers free and nodded at Grant. “Have at it,” he said.

Feeling more than a little weird, Grant started walking up the line of women, inserting his index finger in pussies at random. It really was excellent fun, especially as he made each girl he fingered suck his finger clean once he had finished examining her.

8.

Eventually he opted for a chic redhead with short cropped hair and a smattering of freckles. Oh, and a deliciously tight vagina that felt divine when he fingered it.

This time he was more confident, and lasted significantly longer than the previous day. He also, with the redhead’s help, experimented with his rhythm and the depth of his thrusts, trying to build intensity as he went along.

“You’re getting good,” she whispered and sounded like she actually meant it. And, although he was aware that women did fake orgasms, the sounds she was making didn’t sound fake.

After the sex he actually talked to this woman properly, and discovered she was an air hostess who was being cuckolded by her pilot boyfriend. She told Grant that her boyfriend was actually kinder than a lot of cheaters, which is why he allowed her to have sex at the manor.

“I miss cock,” she said and kissed Grant hard on the mouth. “I miss it a lot!”

“In that case, I’m happy to offer mine for your pleasure!” he said and, rolling the cute redhead on her back, stuck his cock back inside her. Then he fucked her until she screamed.

9.

The next day he opted for a freshly shaven blonde who told him she was a trainee solicitor specialising in wills and probate. He experimented with her by bending her over the end of the bed and taking her from behind. She encouraged him to pull her hair as he ground into her, which he willingly did.

“And slap my arse as you fuck me,” she said and he did, at first hesitantly, but then with more gusto as he progressed.

“Some women like it rough, and I’m one of those women!” she said and Grant, eager to oblige, tried to get in touch with his inner swine. It was surprisingly easy, and after fucking her hard he yanked her over his knee and spanked her bottom until it glowed like an ember.

10.

On his next visit to the manor house he had two women at once, a sexy Indian girl and a stunning raven haired girl with skin like porcelain. He bent them over side by side on the bed and fucked them one after another, after which he instructed them to lick his cum out of each others pussies.

“Our pleasure!” they purred and started licking.

He watched, understanding that all of this had helped him grow in confidence and realise that sex wasn’t something to be feared but rather embraced. Suddenly he saw how much fun he could have with women in bed. Or on the floor. Or across a dressing table. Or anywhere he damn well pleased...

11.

The next and last girl was an achingly beautiful blonde with delicate almost elfin features. After sex – reverse cowgirl – she asked if they could cuddle, and told him that although she liked the cuckquean lifestyle she still missed the warmth she used to have with her boyfriend. After all the sex he’d had in the last week Grant was more than happy to cuddle this divine creature, and then after they’d cuddled sufficiently he flipped her over on her front and fucked her doggy style.

12.

Bella felt good against him in the back of the taxi. Unlike before Grant wasn’t remotely nervous. He was fizzing with a confidence built by having sex with multiple gorgeous women. In two weeks he’d had a crash course in sex, and now knew without a shadow of doubt that he could please any woman.

Grant’s hand ran between Bella’s legs and he slipped two fingers in, like he did with the freckled cuckquean at the manor.

She gasped and squirmed against his finger. “You’re eager,” she whispered.

“You have no idea,” he whispered back and kissed her hard on the mouth, driving his finger deep into her pussy as he did so. And as he finger-banged this girl to orgasm, he saw the jealous look on the taxi driver’s face and couldn’t help but smile.

13.

Sex with Bella was amazing. “That was amazing sex!” she gushed after he had given her three powerful orgasms.

“I guess,” grinned Grant nonchalantly, and then rolled her on her front so that he could fuck her again, this time doggy style. And as he did so he made sure to pull Bella’s hair and slap her deliciously pert bottom.

14.

Ironically, Bella had certain needs, and instigating rough sex with her brought those needs to the surface. So he ended up cuckqueaning her and openly cheating on her with her best friend. And, in the spirit of giving, he gave permission for other virgins to make full use of her at Cuckquean Manor.


8: The Rider

1.

Millie, Dan and Sylvia arrived at Saddles for their reservation at eight pm sharp, after waiting in the car park for a full hour before coming in. It had taken them six months to get this booking at the most exclusive restaurant in town, so they came well in advance just in case of traffic or any other unforeseen hurdles.

Inside the achingly exclusive restaurant they were greeted by the maitre de, a tall man dressed in riding breeches and long-tailed red huntsman jacket. He smiled warmly at Dan and Sylvia, revealing a line of perfect teeth, and then nodded curtly towards Millie. “I assume this is your cuckquean?” he asked Dan.

Sylvia answered for him. “Yes, that’s her.”

The man looked at Millie, his eyes losing the warmth he had shown to Dan and Sylvia. “You, come with me,” he said brusquely and walked away. Millie followed, leaving Dan and Sylvia to be shown to their table by a young waitress.

The huntsman took Millie to a corner of the restaurant that had been sectioned off with velvet ropes. Turning to her he told her to undress and hand him her clothes. She did as she was told, and then he lifted the rope and told her to go and wait with the others.

Inside the roped off section were six other completely naked women: fellow cuckqueans. Millie, not wanting to stand alone, gravitated towards an older woman in her forties. The woman, a brunette, still had a tight body and what looked like fake yet extremely impressive breasts. The other women, most in their twenties like Millie, were looking at the floor, too ashamed to speak, and the middle-aged woman seemed most open to conversation. “Have you been here before?” Millie whispered.

The woman smiled warmly. “Oh, yes, many times.”

Millie swallowed nervously. “What’s it like?”

“Tough, very tough, but also exhilarating.”

Millie nodded and looked out at the multitude of couples eating at tables. Some were like her husband, Dan, and had brought their cuckqueans specifically to be humiliated. Others were just normal couples who wanted to see nude women being degraded, and at Saddles they would see that in spades.

2.

An hour passed and eight more cuckqueans turned up. They had their clothes confiscated by the Huntsman (as Millie now thought of him) before joining her and the others in the enclosure, where they milled about silently and waited for the humiliation to begin.

A bell was rung and the hum of conversation stopped in the restaurant, replaced by an expectant hush. “Ladies and gentlemen, let the fun begin!” said the Huntsman loudly and there was a rousing cheer from the diners.

Waitresses – young women dressed in jodhpurs, tight cream tops, and shiny black knee high riding boots – came into the enclosure with ropes. They put the ropes around the cuckqueans necks and led them out amongst the diners. They weren’t gentle either, they jerked them forward, dragging them along like they were badly behaving dogs, and in the process establishing their dominance.

Although they were headed to the centre of the restaurant, and the mighty mechanical stallion that stood on a raised platform, the waitresses took the women on a circuitous route, ensuring that all the diners got to see the naked quarry. As Millie padded amongst the diners, she heard them openly discussing the cuckqueans and their bodies:

“That one looks pretty wiry, she’ll do well.”

“I can’t wait to see the huge tits on that fat one bouncing!”

“My money’s on the old bird with plastic jugs!”

“Yeah, I hear she has form.”

Just to make them feel even more like animals, the waitresses paused every now and then to allow diners to examine the cuckqueans more intimately. Millie had her buttocks pinched, her breasts fondled, her thighs stroked and, most shockingly of all, her vagina fingered by a young man no more than twenty. “She’s tight!” he exclaimed, pulling his finger free. “That should help her stay mounted!”

As his date laughed loudly Millie was yanked roughly forward to continue her shameful tour of the restaurant. Finally, after what seemed like an age of pawing and fondling, the cuckqueans were in a line standing before the mighty mechanical stallion at the centre of Saddles.

Essentially somebody had taken the concept of a mechanical bull and changed the animal to a sleek black horse, similar to the ones featured in adverts for the famous bank. Doubtless because it was more English and appealed to home-counties set. The horse was on a raised platform and surrounded by a foam pit, so that anybody thrown off it would land safely. But what really snagged the attention was the huge eight inch dildo protruding from the moulded saddle on its back: a dildo that the riders would have to sit on.

“Jesus! Look at it!” muttered one of the cuckqueans ahead of Millie and a waitress cracked her across the bottom with a riding crop.

“Shut it, bitch,” she hissed.

Nobody said anything else after that, but they were all looking at the huge prosthetic cock and wondering how on earth that would feel when they were riding it in front of everyone.

“Okay, let’s have our first rider!” said the Huntsman loudly and again the crowd cheered and whooped, eager to see the first sacrificial lamb.

A waitress took the rope off the first cuckquean in line – a slim athletic girl with long black hair down to her waist– and shoved her forcefully towards the mechanical horse. The girl, looking embarrassed, padded to the stallion and climbed up on it, ensuring that she slid the large dildo into her pussy.

“Start the stallion!” roared the Huntsman and the huge mechanical horse started bucking. At first slowly, but within seconds it was quite literally kicking up a gear and jerking violently back and forth. As it did so, the audience added their own ribald commentary:

“Look at her face!”

“Yeah, she hasn’t had anything that big inside her for a while!”

“I think she just orgasmed!”

“Dirty mare!”

The girl lasted a full five seconds before being thrown. She landed on her bare bottom in the foam pit surrounding the horse. After a moment she stood, and although she rubbed her rear end, no harm was done and she was led away by a pouting waitress.

The Stallion had claimed its first victim.

3.

One by one the naked cuckqueans sat astride the mighty mechanical horse and tried to stay on for as long as possible. And as they jerked up and down and were thrown violently from side to side, the increasingly boisterous crowd shouted at them.

“You go girl!”

“That one looks like a young Elizabeth Hurley!”

“She’s mine; and it’s the first time the dick-free slut has ridden anything in a year!”

Most of the cuckqueans lasted between five and ten seconds. In fact ten seconds seemed like a marathon, with some women thrown clear almost the instant the mechanical beast roared into life. It was insanely difficult, and far harder than any of those taking part ever imagined it would be. And as the women rode – before being catapulted into the air – a dozen or more camera phones captured it all, ensuring that the shame would last forever.

“Put some effort into it, ladies, you’re embarrassing yourselves!” coached the Huntsman from the sidelines.

His words had little or no effect and the next two naked women lasted no longer than the others. That said, one young woman was sent flying so high in the air that she managed to do a complete somersault before landing with a thud on her well padded rump, causing the watching crowd to burst into applause.

“That arse will hurt in the morning!”

“It’ll hurt tonight after I’ve buggered it with a bicycle pump!”

Then, just when it looked like nobody would go the distance – or any distance at all – the older woman Millie had spoken to in the enclosure mounted the mighty stallion. She proceeded to blast past every one of the other cuckqueans, lasting a whopping fifty five seconds before being thrown clear.

“Stella does it again!” cried the Huntsman and the crowd of diners clapped appreciatively as the naked older woman was led to the table where her husband and his twenty-three year old girlfriend sat. There she was permitted to drink red wine from a bowl on the floor, and have her hair stroked by her cuckcake.

4.

Finally it was Millie’s turn. Feeling every eye in the restaurant on her, especially those of Dan and Sylvia, she walked quickly to the raised platform and climbed atop of the stallion. Closing her eyes she lowered herself onto the impossibly large dildo, gasping as it went in.

“Ride, bitch!” roared the Huntsman and the stallion instantly started to buck. Millie had never ridden one before, or a mechanical bull, and it was hard to stay on, but stay on she did. She tried not to think about what she looked like, with her hair flying and her tits bouncing this way and that, and instead focussed on staying mounted.

“She’s good!” someone commented in the crowd.

“I’ll say!” agreed another.

“She could break Stella’s run!”

Millie tried not to let the voices distract her and focussed on staying astride the horse. The huge dildo drove deep with each thrust and she gasped and squirmed. Coupled with the intense humiliation, it actually was arousing. She started to murmur and sigh, her face reflecting the strange pleasure she was feeling.

The crowd suddenly went mental and Millie realised that she had ridden the stallion for a full minute. That could mean only one thing: she had beaten Stella. She lifted her hand to wave to the crowd, milking her moment of triumph, and that was it: she lost her grip on the stallion’s reigns and was sent flying through the air. She landed in the foam pit on her bottom, the way every other cuckquean had.

The Huntsman came over, asked if she was okay, and then pulled her to her feet and held her hand up. “We have a new winner!” he cried triumphantly.

Millie – grinning gormlessly – was doused in champagne by a waitress, and stood with it dripping off her body. Then a rope was put around her neck and she was taken back to Dan and Sylvia, and as she walked through the restaurant diners slapped her arse in congratulation, and by the time she reached her owners it was glowing red.

“Well done, girl!” said Dan, who looked genuinely chuffed at his cuckquean’s achievement. “I’m proud of you!”

“Yes, well done,” said Sylvia thinly, and Millie wondered if she would suffer for her victory. Millie had the spotlight and Sylvia, a jealous bitch at the best of times, wouldn’t like that. She wouldn’t like it at all. But Millie didn’t care. She had come and beaten all the other cuckqueans and that was quite an achievement.

5.

Sylvia did get her revenge. Of course she did, like a snake it was in her nature. The vengeance took the form of checking Millie into a bizarre boarding house for cuckqueans.

That was bad enough, but Sylvia left the guards with strict instructions that Millie was to be beaten morning, noon and night. The guards were only too happy to oblige, and soon Millie’s poor bottom looked like a peach that had been bounced down a thousand steps. Yet despite the pain, Millie didn’t mind. She knew that she had done something the cuckcake hadn’t, and that filled her with nothing but happiness.


9: The Identity Thief

1.

Mike Jarvis couldn’t believe that a place like Cuckquean Manor existed. It was even harder to believe that he had a job here, essentially spending each and every day disciplining stark naked women wearing just collars. And many of these women were incredibly hot. He couldn’t for the life of him understand why they allowed themselves to be cheated on, but they did. Apparently it fulfilled some weird psychological craving.

What made it even better was that Mike had blagged his way into the job by pretending to be another man, a man called Jason Deben. Jason was the name of the last guy he had ripped off. Mike was an identity thief, who specialised in stealing other people’s personas. He would take control of their bank accounts and fleece them.

It was while taking everything that Jason had earned in his twenty-six years that Mike noticed a weird email informing him that he had got the job at Cuckquean Manor. Cuckquean? Intrigued, Mike did some googling on cuckqueans and had his mind blown. Was there really a place that catered for women who were being cheated on by their partners? Apparently so, and judging by the attachments accompanying the email – including some pretty x-rated and frankly astounding photos – this place was like some kind of S & M holiday camp in which the staff got to do whatever they liked to the guests with no consequences whatsoever.

It was too tempting to ignore the email so Mike had gone along to the mansion house with the stolen IDs and pretended to be Jason. Nobody suspected anything; they never did, so he was allowed to start work at the Victorian estate. It was beyond awesome. Forget stuntman or glamour model photographer, this was the ultimate dream job for any male. He was in heaven, and the angels were all nude women he could literally do anything to. He knew he should move on before anybody twigged he was an impostor, and he would move on, but first he wanted to milk this.

“Move it, bitches,” he said and the naked women carrying him around the grounds on a sedan chair whimpered and tried to speed up. They did, but only a fraction, so he ordered them to lower him gently to the ground. He then had the four lazy cows’ line up and bend over, enabling him to take his riding crop to their plump arses. And as his blows fell, viciously tearing into their nubile flesh, they sang out in gratitude:

“Thank you, Master Jason!”

“My pleasure, bitches!” he chuckled and, satisfied that each bottom had been sufficiently warmed, climbed back into the sedan chair and had the quartet of naked honeys continue carrying him around the huge grounds. And yes, this time they were genuinely faster, proving the old adage that if you spare the rod you spoil the naked slave-girl.

“You girls are living proof that net zero can be achieved!” he laughed.

“Thank you, Master Jason!” came back the breathless reply from the dutiful carriers beneath. Smiling, he looked out at the grounds filled with naked women being degraded and beaten, and reflected that this was definitely a high point in his life.

2.

Always on the look out for opportunities, Mike – known to everyone as Jason here, or Master Jason to the snivelling cuckqueans – had wangled a job in the Induction Office. Essentially when the women arrived they were stripped naked and forced to answer an embarrassing and incredibly detailed questionnaire about their lives. This was fun enough, openly staring at nude women as they disgorged their most shameful secrets, but Mike realised he could also use the induction process to find out confidential information that would enable him to rip off both the women and their partners out in the real world. It was win-win!

“And what’s your PIN, bitch?” he asked the naked nineteen year old student standing before him with her hands on her head and her legs spread slightly. He particularly liked her puffy vagina lips, and was planning on stroking them once he’d finished questioning their owner.

“My PIN, why do you need that, Master?” asked the girl with the pouting quim.

“HOW DARE YOU QUESTION ME!” he roared, slamming his fist down on the desk for added drama.

The girl flinched and looked genuinely terrified. “4545, Master!” she gabbled quickly.

“Good,” he said, and put this detail with the others. He would particularly enjoying taking this bitch’s money since she’d had the temerity to question him. In fact he may even pass her details on to some fellow scammers, so they could take some of money and leave her well and truly destitute.

With that in mind, he collared her and took her to one of the numerous studies to fuck with a snooker cue, enjoying the sight of polished wood sliding in and out of her tight little pussy. “Maybe later we’ll see how many snooker balls we can fit inside your tight little hole,” he said, thinking that would teach her to question him.

3.

Her tight little hole took four snooker balls. And the chalk.

4.

Mike had been at Cuckquean Manor for seven days. It was too long and he really had to go. He looked down at the cute blonde fellating him and pushed her away, impatient with her lousy technique. “No wonder your boyfriend cheats on you, you are terrible at giving head!”

“Sorry, Sir!” she simpered, looking suitably ashamed. “Shall I whip myself as punishment?”

“In a minute, fetch me a nice cup of tea first, so I have something to drink while I watch you suffer.”

After his tea he would definitely leave. He would walk out on this dream job and start afresh somewhere else. He had to. He’d already stayed here too long and couldn’t risk it anymore, no matter how awesome this kinky facility was.

The naked blonde who was bad at blow jobs came back carrying his tea. After handing it to him she knelt on all fours before him, allowing him to rest his feet on her back while he enjoyed his beverage. Or try to enjoy it, as it had a somewhat bitter aftertaste.

“Eugh! This is disgusting! Fetch me a cane!” he snapped and, going to stand, wobbled because suddenly he felt dizzy. Then he fell, crashing painfully to the floor, and the last thing he saw before losing consciousness was the sexy naked blonde smirking down at him.

5.

He was lying in bed in one of the multitude of bedrooms at Cuckquean Manor. Finn, the manager, was standing beside the bed looking down at him with contempt. “Hello, Mike,” he said coldly.

“No, I’m.... Jason,” whispered Mike hoarsely.

Finn stared, his eyes like granite. “You had to think for a second.”

“No, I’m Mike. Definitely ... Mike.”

Why did he feel so weird? What the hell had that stupid bitch put in his tea? He tried to get up from the bed but couldn’t. It felt like he had a grand piano on top of him. Finn must have read his mind. “You’ve been pumped full of fembritoll, which is why you can’t move. And you can’t move because we’re going to do some modifications on you.”

“Modifications?” mumbled Mike weakly as suddenly two male guards entered the room, Chad and Harry by the looks of it.

“They have a suitable facility at Fullerton, get him there pronto,” Finn said to Harry.

“Our pleasure, boss!” replied Harry, casting a pitying glance in Mike’s direction.

With that the young men were loading the groggy identity thief onto a gurney and wheeling from the room. As he was pushed out of the front door of the manor he saw some of the naked cuckqueans openly smirking at him and whispering amongst themselves. What the hell did they know that he didn’t?

6.

He awoke in a small but plush operating theatre. A female surgeon was looking down at him, and as she looked at him she spoke to a nurse by her side. “He’s lucky, he’s fine boned which lends itself to transformation.”

“Yes, he’ll be a pretty little thing,” agreed the nurse, who was wearing a bizarre black latex dress.

Mike’s head tried to process what he was hearing. Transformation? What exactly did that mean? And why did he have such a terrible feeling in the pit of his stomach? A feeling that his life would never be the same again after today?

Then the women stopped talking, held a mask on his face, and told him to count backwards from ten. He refused but it didn’t matter, he passed out anyway, and the last thing he saw was the latex nurse approaching him with a scalpel sharp enough to cut an atom.

7.

Mike was in a beige room with few notable features. It was bland on top of bland, and all the more soothing for that. The nurse in the tight black latex uniform came in every now and then to look at him, but he couldn’t focus on her despite the fact she was incredibly sexy. Instead he lay staring at the ceiling and drifted in and out of consciousness.             

He dreamt a lot in the room. Usually about Cuckquean Manor, and the things he had got up to there. The dreams should have been sexy but they weren’t, they were creepy. In them all the guards and cuckqueans had his face. It was like a disturbing x-rated version of Being John Malkovich and he was always glad to wake up, back in the comforting beige room.

At some point the fetish nurse hooked him up to multiple drips, and as he was filled with something translucent the surgeon came and spoke to him. She told him it would help speed up the changes and make the transformation more complete.

“Transformation to what?” he whispered softly, but before she could answer his mind had already floated back to the disquieting manor house where everybody had his face.

8.

He was awake and alert. For the first time in what felt like an age his mind was crystal clear. He felt different, though, not like his old self, but couldn’t put his finger on exactly what was different. He was still in the same bland room, though, although rather than reassuring him the room’s anonymity now just made him feel even more anxious.

The door opened and the surgeon entered, accompanied by the nurse in her sexy black latex uniform. Well, it should have been sexy, but looking at it now Mike felt curiously ambivalent.

“Finally, you’re awake,” said the surgeon.

“Yes,” he croaked, and then stopped. His voice sounded different, higher pitched and softer, almost falsetto.

The surgeon smiled and moved closer. Then, without fanfare, she held up a mirror in front of him. “Take a look at what we’ve done to you,” she said with more than a hint of pride.

He didn’t want to but he knew he had to, so he looked in the mirror. What he saw made him frown. A pretty young woman with brunette hair and a slight overbite was looking back at him. It must have been a picture being held in front of him, not a mirror. He went to scratch his nose and the pretty young woman in the picture scratched her nose. “What the?” he said in his new, softer higher voice.

The surgeon smiled warmly. “Congratulations, Michaela, you are now a fully functioning woman.”

9.

He stood before the floor length mirror. He was completely naked, except he was clearly no longer a he. He was a she, a very attractive she by all accounts. He had full breasts with perky nipples. He had a narrow waste and child bearing hips, and long tapering legs that were as smooth and shapely as a model’s. And, between his long legs, there was a vertical slit where his penis had once been.

Mike was a woman.

Mike was Michaela.

10.

By the time she left the clinic she thought of herself as she. She thought of herself as Michaela. Her brain found it easier; there was less friction that way, less cognitive dissonance. Easier just to accept her new biology, accept her fate.

They put her in a short yellow summer dress and sent her back to Cuckquean Manor in an Uber. Once there she was taken to Master Finn’s office, stripped naked by two guards, and forced to stand before his desk with her hands resting smartly on top of her head.

“Very nice, very nice indeed,” he said, eyeing her nubile young body. “And proof that science really is an incredible thing.”

“Thank you, Master,” she said and Finn motioned for her to come round the desk, closer to him. She did so, padding around to within inches of the handsome alpha, and soon his huge hands were running up her thighs and into her. She gasped as his finger slid inside her tight virgin hole but she liked it. It felt right. It felt like her whole life had been building to it.

And then he flipped Michaela over his lap and was spanking her, his big hands raining blows down on her writhing bottom. She liked that too, and hoped it would go on forever.

11.

Now she was a cuckquean living amongst the other cuckqueans at the strange manor house deep in the countryside. At first she didn’t have a boyfriend or Master, but that soon changed when Jason arrived. He agreed be her new owner, and in this way she finally settled on an identity that she would keep for the rest of her life.


10: The Former Mean Girl – Part 2

1.

Siren tried not to look at herself in the mirror nowadays. Once she had loved nothing more than admiring her perfect face and slim figure but now what she saw just depressed her. Kimmy had turned her into a morbidly obese joke with Type 2 Diabetes. She had thunder thighs, breasts like droopy barrage balloons, and a lard arse that was perpetually wobbling. She had four chins and a face that had lost all definition, so much so it seemed to her that her face was just two eyes, nostrils and a sad downward turned mouth in the middle of a big pink circle of doughy flesh.

It didn’t help that Dan and Kimmy kept her naked around the house, and made endless deeply un-PC and cutting comments about her weight and how she looked like a pink elephant.

At the hotel where she worked as a receptionist she was also a joke, the target of bullying and whispering from the other staff. Once she had inspired awe, and been flirted with by male guests and more than a few females, but now she was just a sexless fleshberg, destined to be ignored or looked at with pity.

Make no mistake: Kimmy had orchestrated the perfect revenge.

Then, one day, Siren got home from work and found Dan on his own. “Is Mistress Kimmy coming later,” she asked after stripping off and putting on the tiny apron that covered only a miniscule portion of her bloated body.

“Kimmy’s gone. We’ve broken up,” he said and for the first time in months Siren felt a surge of joy. Her nemesis was no more! There was a god and he had smiled on her!

2.

She was making the bed when Dan sidled into the room and slapped her arse, causing her to yelp in surprise. She turned to face him, and saw his eyes tracing her many, many curves.

“Kimmy did a real number on you, didn’t she?” he said eventually, as if seeing what had become of her for the first time. “You used to be a real stunner, now you’re ... well, definitely not a stunner.”

Siren nodded sadly, saying nothing.

“We’re going to have to get some of that weight off you, and maybe restore you to your former glory,” he said, looking her up and down. “Yes, we’re going to get you back in shape.”

Siren’s heart leapt, and for once not because of the immense pressure it was now under from the fatty build up of tissue. Did Dan want her thin again? Maybe, just maybe, he wanted things back the way they were? After all, he did specifically use the word ‘glory’. And if she did return to what she was in her ‘glory’ days, perhaps they would go back to being boyfriend and girlfriend again?

3.

Sadly, getting the weight off her meant that Dan checked Siren back into Cuckquean Manor for some intensive weight loss therapy.

4.

Intensive was an understatement.

5.

It really was.

6.

The first thing the guards did – with smirks set to stun – was put Siren on a diet of lettuce, parsnips, cabbage, lentils, kale, and carrots. They even decided she should eat grass, and made her eat it like a cow: down on all fours, with her large breasts swinging beneath her like udders in desperate need of milking.

“You’re a cow so moo like a cow!” shouted her old friend Miss Tara, cracking Siren’s huge bottom with her riding crop and causing it to quiver like jelly in an earthquake.

“Moo!” mooed Siren, trying to sound as cow-like as possible.

“Not cow enough!” snarled Miss Halle, whacking Siren’s large wobbling bottom with a cane so hard the ripples spread down her thighs and even reached her calves.

“MOO!” mooed Siren, really committing to her bovine role. Suddenly she was a method actor inhabiting a character. She was Robert De Niro or Marlon Brando, channelling her inner cow. If there was an Oscar for best farmyard impersonator, she would get it and earn a standing ovation from the audience. Her dignity may have been long gone, but she could damn well be the best cow she could be.

“MOO! MOO! MOO!”

These ridiculous sounds – accompanied by next-level gurning and a truly vacant look in her eyes – pleased her former friends who ambled off, laughing loudly, leaving Siren to chew the less than tasty grass. Not that she minded. All she wanted was to lose weight and get back to what she was, and if this got her there then so be it. Sometimes love had to be tough.

7.

The exercise regime that came with the greens only diet was murder. The guards – especially Miss Tara and Miss Halle, who seemed to relish tormenting their old friend – had her running around the vast grounds morning, noon and night. At first they waited beside a bush and whipped her as she huffed passed, but they soon got bored and delegated a lowly cuckquean to whip her bottom as she passed.

“You’re a fat joke!” the slim cuckquean would hiss as she passed, lacerating Siren’s bare behind.

“Yes, Miss!” wheezed Siren.

“Everybody hates you!” the slim cuckquean would snarl the next time she ran passed, slashing Siren’s bum again.

“Yes, Miss!” she would wheeze again.

Then the guards decided she should be whipped while running, to discourage slacking, and got a superfit cuckquean who ran professionally – and had just apparently delivered a letter twenty odd miles away – to run alongside her whipping her with a riding crop. The girl, a posh blonde called Henrietta, had the decency to look guilty when she whipped Siren, but she told her that if she didn’t whip her hard then she too would end up being thrashed within an inch of her life.

“It’s okay,” said Siren, understanding the impossible predicament her fellow cuckquean was in. And so she ran while being pursued and beaten by a healthier cuckquean, and with each punishing lap of the vast grounds of Cuckquean Manor she lost another pound.

8.

They had Siren doing squat thrusts, press ups, pull ups and star jumps while wearing a bin bag. The bin bag was to help her sweat, and sweat she did. After each gruelling exercise session was complete the bag was torn off for her and then laid out on the ground for her to lick clean. Then, once she had eaten all her salty sweat, she was blasted clean with an icy hose.

“Ah! Eee! Ah!” she would squeal, dancing as the cold water hit her, and the guard washing her would laugh cruelly. Still Siren didn’t mind because she knew, against all the odds that she was starting to shed pounds.

9.

Siren was in the steam room used by the guards to relax. But to help Siren on her mission they popped her in it alone and cranked the temperature to the max. It was oppressive and unbearable, and at one point Chad – one of the sexiest male guards, and in some ways the unofficial leader of them – came in and paddled her hard with a thick wooden paddle.

“Aaah!” she screamed.

“Hurts more when your skin is hot, doesn’t it?” he laughed.

“Yes, Master Chad!” she wailed as he continued paddling her scorching hot ass. When he had finished her bottom felt hotter than the surface of the sun after a particularly spicy curry. She didn’t mind, though, not really. This was helping her.

10.

Thanks to the impossibly strict (and very probably dangerous) exercise and diet programme the weight started dropping off Siren faster and faster. And as she got her old fitness levels back she began becoming more like the old Siren. The drop dead gorgeous Siren that made men stare and women green with envy. This in turn led to the female guards being even bitchier with her, and the male guards being even flirtier with her, but she didn’t mind. She was rewinding time to when she was hot stuff, to before she was a cuckquean.

As she got fitter and hotter she started to fantasise that maybe she would join the staff here as a guard. Yes! It would be a true hero journey! She would then make the cuckqueans suffer. Maybe even Henrietta, the girl who had whipped her mercilessly around the grounds. Sure, Henrietta had actually been nice to her, or as nice as she could be, but Siren would have to pick on somebody to feel good about herself.

Was that the right attitude? Probably not, but it was how she felt. 

11.

When Dan came to pick her up after three brutal and extreme months at Cuckquean Manor – in which she had lost half her body weight – he looked her toned naked body up and down and whistled appreciatively.

“Very nice, very nice indeed,” he said with a lascivious grin. And then, much to Siren’s delight, he stepped closer and ran his hand down her exposed flesh. It sent a tingle through her, and it was the first time she had felt like an actual woman in eons.

“You’re back to your old self,” he whispered, running his hand between her legs and brushing her labia. She gasped and ground down on his hand, causing him to laugh. “Eager beaver!” he said.

Thanking the guards he gave Siren a grey smock to wear so she could sit in the front seat next to him. “I’ve got a nice surprise for you at home,” he said and her heart danced. This was it! She was going back to normality after this nightmare dive into submission and humiliation!

12.

She walked into the living room feeling ten feet tall. She oozed confidence and self-belief. Siren – the original and best It Girl – was well and truly back. Then she saw the surprise Dan had mentioned: Kimmy. Her nemesis, the girl who had orchestrated such a cruel and extensive revenge, was sitting on the sofa, grinning like a shark advertising toothpaste. “Hello, Siren!” she exclaimed happily.

“Mistress Kimmy?” said Siren, trying to keep the despair from her voice.

Kimmy nodded enthusiastically. “Me and Dan have got back together because... well, true love, I guess!”

She pointed at the grey smock. “Get that ridiculous thing off so I can have a look at you,” she ordered.

Nodding, Siren quickly pulled it off, exposing her newly restored body to Kimmy. She looked Siren up and down and raised an admiring eyebrow. “Dan told me you’d lost weight and I’m genuinely impressed. I really am. What you did took real willpower.”

For a moment Siren allowed herself to hope that this would be the end of it. That she could remain as she was. But then Kimmy shrugged apologetically. “We can’t let you stay like, though, can we?” she asked and pointed at a box on the coffee table.

Siren padded over to it, opened the box with the same feeling of trepidation that Brad Pitt opened the box in the film Seven. Instead of Gwyneth Paltrow’s head she found a chocolate cake covered with sprinkles inside.

“Let’s put some meat on those bones!” said Kimmy with the darkest of dark grins.

And so Siren was forced to get on all fours and eat the chocolate cake like a pig eating from a trough. And because Kimmy wasn’t happy with the speed at which she was eating, she got up and beat her newly toned ass with a cane as she did so.

13.

Within three months Siren had ballooned back to morbid obesity. If anything, she was even bigger than before, and now close to nineteen stone. Worse, Kimmy and Dan announced their engagement because, as Kimmy explained, they were soul mates destined to be together forever. On the plus side, at least Siren was allowed to eat all the comfort food she could get her hands on.


11: The Belted

1.

Twenty-seven year old Misty Mason absolutely loved being a cuckquean. She was a hardcore submissive that derived intense pleasure from being humiliated and dominated by both men and women. When her boyfriend started to treat her mean, she adored it. She couldn’t get enough of his unkind words, his malevolent stares, and his habit of spanking her when she got out of line. She loved it even more when he informed her he was going to cheat on her with other women; women that were way hotter and sexier than Misty.

Things went up a notch when Misty was checked into this bizarre mansion for cuckolded women. She loved the insanely strict rules and regulations designed to make her feel like a prisoner. She loved even more the cruel guards, and how they would endlessly degrade her and the other naked cuckqueans.

“Miss dick, do you?” asked Miss Hades one day as she was spanking Misty.

Misty paused a moment before answering. “Yes, Miss Hades.”

The hand stopped spanking her and, reaching up, grabbed Misty’s hair and twisted her head around to look at Miss Hades, a stony-faced yet attractive woman in her early thirties. “You didn’t answer straight away? Why not?” asked the guard.

“I’m sorry for not answering quicker, Miss Hades, I do miss dick, though,” said Misty.

But as Misty went back to work with a bright red bottom – polishing bed knobs and mirrors with a rag no bigger than a postage stamp – she thought about the question Miss Hades had asked her. Did she miss dick? Truthfully, not so much. She actually preferred playing with herself. Yes, masturbating whilst thinking about the humiliations heaped upon her was far more pleasurable.

2.

Later that same day Misty was in the linen closet furiously rubbing her engorged clitoris. The visual stimuli here were almost too overwhelming, and it was hard not to touch herself whenever possible. Hell, she had probably wanked more in the twenty-four hours since arriving here than the rest of the year combined!

Smiling at the thought of becoming the reigning World Wanking Champion she began to rub herself faster and harder, harder and faster, faster and harder. “Oh god!” she whimpered, her hand a blur between her legs-

-The door opened and Master Colin, a shaven headed guard with tattoos on his neck and a piercing in his nose, was glaring at her. “Out now, you filthy little slut!” he roared and, grabbing her by the hair, dragging her from the closet. She struggled but he was too strong.

“I’m sorry, Master Colin!” she whimpered but he ignored her and, after hauling her out into the corridor, continued dragging her along several hallways, down some stone steps, and into the cold foreboding cellar filled with terrifying dungeon equipment.

“Dirty sluts get beaten!” he hissed and, with surprising speed, manacled her to a hard wooden bench. Without preamble the young man was beating Misty’s bare behind with canes and crops and, finally, a bullwhip. The latter, delivered with considerable venom, had Misty screaming so loudly Master Colin had to put a ball gag the size of an apple in her mouth.

“Mnth!” she wailed as he carried on with the brutal and extreme whipping.

3.

Misty was behind a large oak tree that dated back over four hundred years. She wasn’t admiring the bark, she was masturbating again. She had one arm on the ancient trunk, the other between her legs, and was feverishly rubbing herself as she relived her most recent disgrace. The beating from Master Colin had been insane, one of the harshest she had ever endured, leaving her bruised and heavily welted, but she loved every second of it. She loved even more being dragged back through the mansion by Master Colin with her bottom dark purple.

“Oh god!” she muttered to herself, rubbing faster.

And as she had been dragged through the mansion guards took pot shots at her purple bottom. Some slapped it, others cropped it, and a few young men actually kicked her up the bum as she passed!

“Oh my!” she repeated, her hand nothing more than a blur.

What happened next was entirely predictable. Misty was behind the tree rubbing herself so hard that she didn’t notice Miss Delia had come round the side and was staring at her, mouth open in shock.

“You are a disgraceful little wank monkey!” she roared and, grabbing Misty by the ear, dragged her into the mansion, through several corridors, down the steps, and into the cold foreboding cellar. There her bottom was whipped so hard she was soon shrieking like a banshee. And as she writhed in pain, she reflected that she had never before felt this happy.

4.

Another day, another furious masturbation session. This time Misty was in the huge kitchen. She should have been peeling spuds for the evening meal for guards on a late shift but ... well, the temptation to rub one out was just too great. And the thought she could be caught and punished severely just added to the frisson.

This time the guard who caught her – Miss Frankie, a bolshie politics student from the local university – didn’t drag her to the cellar to abuse her with whips and canes. Instead she tied Misty to the huge kitchen table and whupped her bottom with a heavy chopping board, before leaving the cuckquean to stand up the corner with a colander on her head, a tin opener in her mouth, and rolling pin inserted in her dripping wet vagina.

The humiliation was so deep, so enormous, that Misty thought she’d died and gone to heaven. Could this experience get any better?

5.

Misty stood in the manger’s office trying to look contrite, but actually thinking how much she wanted to flick her bean yet again. Sure, she’d already flicked it seventeen times that morning, but she was desperate to rub herself off again. She would, as well, when this meeting was over.

Master Finn – the decidedly dishy manager – looked her up and down and shook his head sadly. “You’re incorrigible, Misty. It seems no matter how often you’re beaten – and you’re beaten a lot, far more than any of our other girls – you can’t stop rubbing that sweet spot between your legs.”

Misty stared at the floor, deeply embarrassed. Of course the embarrassment was making her hotter still, and even more desperate to rub one out. He was right, though, she was incorrigible but she couldn’t help it. No matter what they did to her, it just added fuel to the raging fire that burned between her loins

“Fortunately, we may have a solution to your dirty little habit,” continued Master Finn, his voice soft yet firm.

A solution? What did that mean, thought Misty. At that moment there was a knock on the door.

“Enter!” said Finn loudly. The door opened and a middle-aged woman in a business suit carrying a briefcase entered. She wore horn-rimmed spectacles and looked very officious.

“Sorry I’m late, but traffic was a nightmare,” she said and then looked at Misty. “I assume this is the dirty little slut with mucky fingers?”

Finn nodded and leaned back in his chair. “That’s her. Although she doesn’t always use her fingers, she’s been caught pleasuring herself with carrots, TV remotes, mobile phones, and even a packet of digestive biscuits that had to be thrown out.”

The woman harrumphed and put her briefcase on the desk. After opening it she pulled out some sort of metal device. It was y-shaped and looked vaguely like a pair of skeletal panties. “This is a long term chastity belt for women like you,” she explained to the naked cuckquean.

The word shot through Misty like a bullet: Chastity? That was something sad little men were put in by ballbusting girlfriends, not women. At least not since medieval times.

The woman held up the metal contraption and continued talking to Misty: “Our bespoke and state of the art device has an aperture that opens three times a day for exactly a minute, allowing you to urinate. The open back also allows you to perform your other ablutions in a clean and healthy manner.”

And so Misty, not quite sure what was happening, stepped into the device and was locked in it by the middle-aged woman in horn-rimmed spectacles.

“No more flicking the bean now,” grinned Master Finn from behind his desk.

6.

Not being able to wank was a nightmare. Misty tried like mad to adjust the belt so it rubbed her clit, but it proved impossible to generate any friction whatsoever. And the sixty seconds it was opened for urination purposes wasn’t nearly enough time to get her finger or anything else in.

She tried to will herself to orgasm but couldn’t. Couldn’t even come close. She needed physical contact, friction and speed, and this dastardly device just didn’t allow that.

What the actual fuck had they done to her?

7.

Miss Hades was lying on the bed naked, her sex exposed and glistening. Misty stood beside the bed, awaiting orders. “Rub me, girl!” murmured the guard.

“Yes, Miss Hades!” said Misty and, sitting on the edge of the bed, began rubbing the sexy young guard between her legs. It was terrible, rubbing another woman to orgasm yet not being allowed to touch yourself. This, of course, was exactly why the sexy young guard made her do it.

Misty really fucking hated irony.

8.

When her boyfriend picked her up he was pleased with the shiny new chastity device imprisoning Misty’s throbbing sex. “Nice,” he said and took her home to start her newly sexless life of servitude.

9.

Six months later, at Christmas, Misty’s was given a seasonal treat. The belt was removed and Misty was allowed to masturbate for five whole minutes. It was heaven with a side order of paradise, and well worth the wait. But then, after the five minutes had elapsed, she was put back in her belt for another twelve months. Such is the life of a cuckquean.


12: The Gyrators

1.

Harry and Pete met up for another of their regular drinks, this time at a backstreet pub called The Royal Swan. They hadn’t been there before, and Pete was impressed with the grimy glamour of the place. It looked like the sort of venue that gangsters would have met at fifty years ago, to discuss racketeering and bank jobs and porn involving leopard-skin rugs and flutes of champagne.

Pete was currently buzzing because his sex shop had turned the corner and was now making money, quite a tidy profit, thanks largely to the sexy living mannequins he’d had in the window for a few days. Even now, over a month later, people were still turning up outside and looking at the mannequins, trying to work out if they were real women or not. Then they would come in to browse and spend money on the tacky merchandise within.

“You look like you want to ask me something?” asked Harry with a knowing grin.

Pete shrugged sheepishly. “Do I?”

“Yes, now spit it out.”

“Okay, since you insist: I’ve got another business venture I’d love some help with.”

“Another business venture, eh?”

Pete nodded vigorously and shifted closer to his old friend, then realised he was too close and shifted back slightly. “I’ve brought a Peep Show in the city.”

“A Peep Show? You mean one of those sleazy joints that dirty old perverts go to and stare at naked women half their age?” asked Harry.

“Precisely, and I was wondering if...”

Harry threw back his head and laughed. “You were wondering if I could provide some naked women for your perverted customers to stare at?”

“If you could, that’d be great.”

Harry grinned. Of course he could provide some naked women for his friend’s sordid little venture. Nothing would make him happier.

2.

Cindy and Fiona were nude and on all fours around the back of Cuckquean Manor. Both young women had a bike wedged between their curvaceous buttock cheeks. They were currently performing the role of bike stands, so that the more health conscious guards could arrive on two wheels instead of four, and park their bikes in the arse crack of an attractive young woman.

“Stand up, girls!” snapped Harry as he came around the corner at a brisk pace.

Both girls immediately leapt up, leant the bikes they were ‘cradling’ against the wall, and turned to face him. Before speaking he took a moment to admire their delicious naked bodies. Cindy’s bee sting breasts and a cute strip of dark pubic hair never got boring. The same could be said of Fiona’s fuller breasts, and her sex shaven as smooth as a fresh apple. He really did have one hell of cushy job, getting to ogle such fine figures of femininity whenever he wanted. And not just ogle, since before saying anything he reached down and cupped the pussies of both young women.

“I’m guessing neither one of you has had a dick inside these tight little boxes since your last visit to Cuckquean Manor?” he asked, looking from woman to another.

“No, Master Harry!” they replied in unison, their eyes cast downward with shame. It was insane that these fine young women missed out on cock, but he knew that was pretty much a cuckqueans lot in life. Other women got fucked, while these unfortunate beta bitches just got to watch, and if they were lucky lick their boyfriends’ sticky sperm out of their replacements afterwards. Still, that wasn’t his problem.

“Follow me, ladies, I need your help again,” he announced and, with one final feel of their adorable little pussies, turned and walked away.

Cindy and Fiona padded hurriedly after him, tiptoeing so as to avoid any sharp stones. He led them both to the front and his car, where he opened the boot. “You know the drill,” he said.

The girls looked at each other and then clambered in, doubtless wondering where they were being taken this time. It was probably better they didn’t know.

3.

They were behind a grimy building in the heart of the capital. They had been in the car longer this time, and when they climbed out of the boot both had cramp in their legs, which made it hard for them to stand up straight.

Harry, rolling his eyes at their wincing faces, instructed the girls to rub each others legs to get the feeling back in them. They quickly did so, acutely aware that anybody could happen along this back alley and see them in all their naked glory. Once they were fully ambulatory again, Master Harry threw a sheet over them and led them down a back alley, this one cobbled so that they had to gingerly pick where to step.

They passed people along the way and Cindy heard male laughter and a joke about an odd looking pantomime donkey. Then a heavily fortified door opened and the docile duo was ushered into somewhere that smelled of cheap disinfectant.

“Walla!” said Master Harry and whipped the sheet off.

Cindy and Fiona were in an incredibly dark corridor beside a closed door. Standing before them was Master Pete, the vaguely scruffy man who owned the sex shop they had stood in the window of. He licked his lips and looked them up and down. “Hard to believe their boyfriends cheat on these sexy little hotties!”

“Yeah, they ain’t bad,” said Master Harry somewhat grudgingly. “And they’ll do for your grubby needs. Anyway, I’ll be back at six to pick the little sluts up.”

With that he was gone, through the heavily fortified door and out into the blinding sunlight. Once they were alone Master Pete turned to them. “I’ll keep it brief, girls. This is my new Peep Show and I need some sexy dancers to help drum up trade. That’s where you two bimbos come in.”

He reached over and opened the door. “You two lovelies are going to dance for the men in booths. And by dance I basically mean gyrate sexily. Think you can manage that?”

“Yes, Master Pete!” chorused the girls, knowing that anything less than full enthusiasm would earn them a painful beating.

“Good, now get your hot little asses in there and dance!” he said and the two girls dashed into the room. Not fast enough for Pete’s liking as he slapped Cindy’s arse as she went in.

“Eeep!” she squealed, more out of surprise than anything.

Then the door was shut and locked, leaving the two naked women to look at the room they were in. It was bare and functional with a small stage, and on it two chairs that looked like they’d been found on a tip. Above them was a harsh strip light that crackled like cheap bacon frying in a pan. More importantly, there were eight long glass windows along one side of the room, and behind two of these windows they could make out men, standing looking at them. These were clearly the Peep Show customers, who had come to see naked female flesh. As the naked girls stood awkwardly looking around Master Pete’s voice came over a tannoy system. “DANCE!”

They were conditioned to obey orders and instantly started to dance, swaying their hips and waving their arms as if in a nightclub. It wasn’t great dancing, but the men watching had come to see naked girls, not dynamite choreography.

4.

For Fiona it felt more embarrassing swaying and grinding in the grimy little room than standing nearly naked in a shop window. It seemed more intimate here, knowing what the men were doing on the other side of the glass windows facing them. They could see the men behind the glass, their faces contorted as they grimly masturbated. Worse, they could hear the sad bastards grunting, louder and louder, until they eventually shot their slimy loads.

So the girls danced and the ghostly white faces stared at them, zeroing in on their most intimate parts. Fiona and Cindy were under strict instructions to thrust their hips forwards so that the masturbating perverts could see them better.

And whenever they weren’t doing it right, Master Peter would issue advice over the scratchy public address system:

“That’s it, girls, show them your booty!”

“Jiggle those tits!”

“Grind those hips!”

“Pick a hole and stick a finger in it!”

It was exhausting constantly gyrating and grinding in the stuffy room, and soon both girls were coated with a thin sheen of sweat. This in turn led Master Peter to tell them to pour water from the bottles provided over each other and rub their bodies suggestively. They did as instructed, and the grunting behind the windows got louder as more desperate men ejaculated.

5.

Cindy was convinced she knew some of the shadowy men watching, and it freaked her out. One looked vaguely like a shy guy from work, while another looked like the chatty bus driver who picked her up every morning. The thought that either man had seen her partially shaven pussy was almost too humiliating for words. How could she ever look either one in the eye again? Not that they would look her in the eye, they’d probably be looking between her legs, or at her chest, mentally removing the layers of clothing.

As if that wasn’t bad enough, things were about to get even more humiliating. “Put on a show, girls!” crackled the voice over the Tannoy. “Trade has slowed so we need you two bitches to generate some buzz!”

The girls increased their rhythmic swaying, even adding a few daring kicks, but that wasn’t nearly good enough. “No!” snapped Master Peter over the cheap sound system. “Dance with each other! Rub those naked bodies against each other! Grind you little pussies together and make sparks!”

Feeling mortified, the cuckqueans rubbed and ground against each other, putting on a suitably sleazy show. At first they were tentative, but they heard Master Pete sighing in exasperation over the Tannoy and so began to really commit to their explicit dancing. And as they did so the watching perverts in their booths grunted loudly and emptied the sticky contents of their balls.

6.

If Cindy and Fiona thought the end of their shift would save them from more degradation, they were severely mistaken. At six the door opened and Master Peter stood looking at them. “Clean up time, ladies!” he said with a dark and foreboding grin.

The two young women were taken out into the corridor outside the eight watching booths. The same booths the men had been watching them from all day, watching and wanking. The small cubicles stank of sperm; so much so both girls gagged when Master Pete threw open the doors. “Eugh!” muttered Fiona, making a face like a disgusted emoji. Never in all her life had had she smelt anything so disgusting.

“Eugh indeed!” laughed Master Pete.

Along with the smell was the frankly revolting optics. Spunk was quite literally everywhere in the booths: smeared up walls, puddled on the floor, and splattered up the glass window. It was like somebody, some horrible deviant giant, had come in and glazed everything with his milky white liquid.

The girls looked in horror at the booths swimming in semen and Master Pete sighed heavily. “Get inside and get licking,” he said.

“Licking, Master?” asked Fiona, trying to keep the horror from her voice and largely failing.

“Yes! I want you pretty you things to eat all that lovely spunk my customers have left for you,” he explained in a patronising tone.

Again, they were programmed to obey so the naked cuckqueans scampered into two of the Peep Show booths. Once inside they got down on all fours and – with heavy hearts – slurped up the cold ejaculate of the dozens of men who had watched them that day. And, because they lacked enthusiasm as they ate, Pete used a wooden paddle on their shapely young rumps.

THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!

“Eat faster, bitches!”

“Yes, Master!”

THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!

“Try to smile while you eat! Not many jobs provide a protein packed lunch too!”

“Yes, Master!”

THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!

“If your moms could see you now they’d be so proud!”

“Yes, Master!”

THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!

“In fact I bet your moms are pathetic as well, and would look good kneeling naked next to you licking up sour spunk!”

“Yes, Master!”

Once the hapless cuckqueans had licked up every last drop of cum, they were both given cloths and buckets of disinfectant and told to scrub each booth clean. It was hard work, especially as their tummies were full of stale semen that made them queasy. But the girls did it, knowing that as cuckqueans they had little choice but to obey.

At seven Master Harry returned to collect them. He watched as they kissed Master Pete’s shoes and thanked him for providing them with such an interesting career opportunity. Then he threw his trusty sheet over them and took them back out into the cobbled alley towards his car.

Travelling back in the cramped boot made them nauseous, not least because they had the spunk of over forty men swilling around in their bellies like the world’s worst milkshake, but both knew better than to vomit as they would just be forced to eat that as well.

7.

Pete couldn’t believe how successful his Peep Show business was, and it helped that he didn’t have to pay his saucy new stars a penny. Oh yes, cuckqueans were the gift that never stopped giving, and he couldn’t wait to come up with a new scheme to use the sexy sluts again.


13: The Home Secretary

1.

Marjorie Browne had had a splendid day in the House of Commons. She was the current Home Secretary – the fifth since this parliamentary term began four years ago – and had been answering questions from her opposition number, Reg Grinding. Not only had she successfully avoided answering any of the northern oik’s questions, but she had also managed to strengthen her own position within the party, which in turn would help considerably her chances of becoming the next Prime Minister of Great Britain.

She arrived back at her North London home and put her ministerial red box on the hall table. As she hung up her coat she heard voices from the living room: her husband and his sectary, Lacy. Marjorie swallowed nervously, her brash mood evaporating immediately, and entered.

David was sitting on the sofa with Lacy curled up beside him like a cat. The blonde twenty-something (who resembled the pop star Taylor Swift) eyed Marjorie with disdain. “Well, well, if it isn’t the Right Honourable Cuckquean, come to serve us.”

Marjorie curtsied, and lowered her eyes. “Evening Mistress and Master,” she said, her voice humble and the complete opposite to the hectoring tone she had used in Parliament earlier.

Her husband glared at her. “You’re overdressed, Marjorie. Get changed and get on with your duties,” he said, stroking his secretary’s firm young thigh.

“Yes, Master, of course, Master,” simpered Marjorie and scurried off to comply, knowing that if she didn’t she’d end up with a sore bottom.

2.

An hour later – in the expansive and ornately decorated dining room that had been paid for by the British taxpayer – David and Lacy were eating Lamb Casserole and flirting outrageously with each other. On the floor beside the table was Marjorie – now completely naked save for a studded dog collar – on all fours, eating the same meal, albeit puréed in a blender, from a large dog bowl with Fido emblazoned across it.

As Marjorie ate, getting more on her face than in her mouth, her mind tried again to reconcile her powerful public persona with the snivelling servile cuckquean she became behind closed doors. In many ways she was lucky. She had these deep rooted submissive needs, and in David she had a powerful husband who helped her live them out safely and – crucially – privately.

True, she wasn’t keen on his latest cuckcake, a bimbo secretary with a bigger bust size than IQ, but she knew from experience that her husband would eventually grow bored of her and move on. Maybe to a young woman who was less cruel? Marjorie hoped so.

As she slurped the meal, trying to avoid getting any up her nose, she thought again of today in Parliament. She was positioning herself nicely – hitting culture war topics relentlessly and winding up the bleeding heart liberals – and all to help her quest to become the next PM. Oh, and it was coming, make no mistake. She was a missile hurtling towards her target.

“Tell the bitch about our holiday,” said Lacy, snapping Marjorie back to the present.

“Stand up!” David snapped and Marjorie immediately jumped to attention, again feeling the thrill of exposure as the cruel young woman looked at her older body. Sure, she was in a great shape for a woman in her forties, but no matter how often she hit the gym she couldn’t bring that rosy glow of youth back that men, including her alpha husband, were so obsessed with.

“Yes, Master?” she asked, looking at David with her food-smeared face.

“We’re going on holiday to the South of France,” he began, his tone conversational. “It’ll be dressed up as a business trip, to keep your precious career safe, but we’ll be gone for seven days.”

“The thing is,” interjected Lacy with the slyest of sly smiles on her pretty young face. “We’ve decided to kennel you like the bitch you are.”

“Kennel, Mistress?” asked Marjorie, hating the smug look on the young blonde’s face.

David nodded, his clear eyes boring into her like laser beams. “We’ve found this marvellous establishment in Surrey for snivelling cuckqueans like you, and you’ll spend the seven days there.”

“But ... my job!” she blurted. She was the Home Secretary and couldn’t just disappear for a week.

“You’re entitled to time off,” said David with a dismissive shrug. “So be a good little bitch and book it.”

“I... I might be recognised,” she spluttered, her voice thick with anxiety. If she was recognised her chances of ever becoming Prime Minister would go up in smoke.

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” grinned the bimbo slut. “We have a plan to keep you incognito.”

3.

The plan was to make her dowdy. No, not just dowdy, they went about turning Marjorie – a famously glamorous forty-four year old that was often complemented on her fashion sense and had even been featured in Cosmopolitan – into a mouse. A dreary little downtrodden mouse that nobody, not even a sex starved virgin with balls bluer than a Smurf suffering from hypothermia, would look at twice. Her blonde hair was died rat brown and styled into a deeply unflattering bob that made her look like an escaped mental patient. She was banned from make-up completely, revealing multiple lines on her face and puffy bags under her eyes like two slugs in need of salting.

It worked, though. Despite being one of the most famous politicians in the country, she was suddenly completely unrecognisable.

“This is the real you,” said Lacy, looking Marjorie up and down with a malicious smirk on her face.

“Yes, Mistress,” agreed Marjorie. It was true. This was Marjorie Browne unfiltered, and it gave the politician an illicit thrill knowing just how desperately ordinary and unexceptional she was. She deserved to be cucked.

“You won’t need clothes at Cuckquean Manor – all the substandard bitches are kept naked – but you can wear something to go in the car,” said Lacy and handed Marjorie something made of cloth.

Marjorie unfolded it and saw that it was a rough hessian potato sack with a hole cut in the top. The political cuckquean pulled it over her head and stood there looking deeply foolish.

4.

Cuckquean Manor was everything Marjorie both hoped and feared. Soon after getting there – and undergoing an induction where she lied about who she was (and, because she was a professional politician, did a very good job of lying) – she was stripped out of her embarrassing potato sack, put in a dog collar, and led on a leash to a dormitory by a woman young enough to be her daughter.

“Don’t worry, there are plenty of other tired old boots like you here,” said the girl whose name was Miss Ellie.

Marjorie didn’t know how to respond to that, so said nothing, merely trotted obediently after the girl holding her leash.

After being shown where she would eat, sleep and wash, Marjorie was sent on a work detail, trimming leylandi bushes in a hedgerow with a tiny pair of scissors. And as she worked, alongside other naked women doing equally mundane tasks, young men and women in black jeans, boots and crisp white shirts walked around hurling abuse at the naked cuckqueans.

“More elbow grease, bitch!”

“You here to work, not stare!”

“Put a wriggle on!”

Just to underline the messaging, they doled out discipline like candy. It did the trick too, and after only a few slices with a cane across her bottom Marjorie found herself really focussing on her tedious assignment.

5.

Miss Magda was looking at her again. The attractive Eastern European guard with the face of an angel and the soul of a devil hadn’t stopped staring at her all morning, and it was making Marjorie uncomfortable – and Marjorie was already uncomfortable from squatting and washing stones in the border.

Now the young woman was walking over and looking down at the middle-aged cuckquean. “You look different with brown hair,” she said quietly.

“Sorry, Miss Magda?” asked Marjorie nervously, suddenly feeling very anxious.

“On the telly you have blonde hair.”

“I-”

Miss Magda grinned and flexed her riding crop. “Bottom out!” she said.

Marjorie, frightened and intimidated by the young beauty, instantly thrust her bottom out for the obligatory whipping. It hurt, of course it hurt, but she didn’t care. She was far more concerned about what this young woman thought she knew about Marjorie.

6.

Miss Magda and a voluptuous black guard from Jamaica called Miss Enzi were questioning Marjorie. “You don’t like us, do you? And by us I mean immigrants,” said Miss Magda coldly.

They were in one of the many studies and Marjorie was standing naked before the two seated women. Never before had she felt so horribly exposed. It was even worse than when she was before a Parliamentary Select Committee for an expenses scandal a few years earlier, although at least then she wore clothes and didn’t have people staring at her sagging breasts and dimpled thighs.

“I don’t know what you mean, Miss Magda,” said Marjorie and Magda grinned a grin that was utterly terrifying.

“We know exactly who you are, Mrs Browne,” continued the Eastern European darkly. “We have done since you arrived with your new look.”

The beautiful Jamaican girl was nodding. “And we’re asking you if you like immigrants or not?”

“No, Miss, I mean, yes, Miss, I do, I think you do wonderful things for our country, for our culture, but ... I have to say these things to appeal to the popular vote,” said Marjorie, realising as she said it just how lame it sounded.

“By poisoning everybody’s opinion about us?” asked Miss Enzi, raising one of her perfectly sculptured eyebrows. “By making everybody hate foreigners and blame them for everything that’s wrong in your country?”

Marjorie didn’t have a good answer because that was exactly what she did. She wanted to tell these women that it was the nature of modern politics, but decided against it because it just made her look like a small-minded opportunist without real conviction. Which, of course, is exactly what she was.

“Kneel and lick, you toxic bitch,” said Miss Magda quietly and Marjorie immediately dropped to her knees and began licking the tip of the proffered boot.

“No, lick the underneath,” said the Eastern European and lifted her foot slightly. Marjorie looked and noticed with horror that Miss Magda had trodden in something, something brown and pungent, and it was ingrained in the tread.

“Lick that sole clean and swallow it all,” chuckled Miss Enzi.

Grimacing, Marjorie started to lick the sole clean. It tasted even worse than it looked and made her gag, but she carried on until the bottom of the boot was spotless. This earned her a patronising pat on the head, and the promise that things would only get worse from now on.

7.

Things did get worse for the compromised politician. Later that day she was taken into the Great Hall on a dog leash, and found it filled with fifteen men. All the men were stark naked and, worryingly, fully erect with huge dicks protruding from thick mats of dark pubic hair. “These young men have recently arrived in Britain,” grinned Miss Magda.

“Possibly in a boat across the channel, or maybe in the back of a lorry,” added Enzi mischievously.

“Or maybe they arrived legally because you need them for all the low waged jobs your fellow countrymen population don’t want to do. Who knows?” added Miss Magda with a chuckle.

Marjorie looked at the naked men, more specifically at their thick and very erect cocks, bobbing and swaying and dribbling pre-cum. Every man seemed to be extraordinarily well endowed, with none less than eight inches. Hell, one looked like he had thirteen inches thrusting out before him!

“You do want to welcome these men to Britain, don’t you?” continued Magda innocently.

Marjorie nodded slowly, understanding where this was going. “Yes, Miss Magda, I do,” she whispered hoarsely.

“Then you know what to do.”

Marjorie knew exactly what to do, and it thrilled her to her submissive core. Of course she could refuse, they wouldn’t force her because everything at this bizarre manor house was done with consent, but she didn’t want to refuse. She wanted this debasement. She needed it. So the politician knelt on all fours and scampered towards the naked men and their forest of quivering erections. And when she reached them she opened her mouth and welcomed them all, one after another.

8.

In total she welcomed twenty-two immigrants that day.

9.

A good many she welcomed twice, even though her jaw was aching by the end, and her knees were on fire from all the kneeling. The immigrants were most impressed with the welcome and vowed to tell their friends about what they could expect if they came to this country.

10.

When Marjorie arrived back at work she took the list of family members of the men she had ‘greeted’ and granted them all immediate citizenship of Great Britain. She also adopted a new tone in her speeches: kinder, gentler, with no hateful rhetoric or dog whistles ... She lost some supporters, quite a few, but gained others.

And in this way Cuckquean Manor had a very real impact on the fabric of Britain and one of its leading politicians.


14: The Pyramid Maker

1.

Hal Richards was bored. He had the most tedious job imaginable – data entry for a bloated energy company – and it was driving him insane. Day after day he sat at his desk in a not particularly comfortable chair inputting customer details. As jobs go it had fewer dimensions than Tron. He started his shift, logged onto his PC, loaded a document, entered a number from said document, moved onto the next document, entered number, moved onto next document, entered number, moved onto next document...  

What else was there to say about data entry? As little as possible because it really was stupefuckingly dull. Mind numbing didn’t do it justice. Mind extincting, more like. If Hal’s brain was a herd of dinosaurs, data entry would be a comet hurtling towards them at three thousand miles an hour. If his consciousness was a tribe of red Indians, data entry would be a small pox riddled blanket given to them by British swine. It was synaptic ground zero. It was a non-invasive lobotomy. It was like sucking his own soul out with a bendy straw.

It didn’t help that his fellow data entrists were dull and lifeless. He would try to start a conversation and just get one word answers. And that was if he was lucky, often they just ignored him altogether. Talk about pushing jelly up a hill.

No, he’d had enough. It was time to take a stand. It was time to grab life by the horns and ride that bitch for all it was worth.

It was Monday. Hal stood up and walked purposefully towards his manager’s desk. “Problem, Mr Richard’s?” asked the supercilious prick.

“Not anymore,” he said and threw his security lanyard down. Then he carried on walking, his head held high. Sadly as he was making his exit he realised he couldn’t get out of the security door without his security lanyard, so he had to go back to the manager’s desk and grab it.

“I am still quitting, though,” he said to his boss.

“Yeah, I got that,” fired back his boss sarcastically.

2.

Two weeks later Hal began to regret his decision. His hunt for a new job – one to challenge him and not destroy his soul – was going nowhere. Maybe he shouldn’t have quit so hastily? Yes, it felt good in the moment, but now it was starting to look foolish. He had rent and other bills to pay, and his life savings weren’t massive. Far from it, and they were now getting smaller by the day.

It didn’t help that pretty soon he got into a new routine of watching daytime TV interspersed with multiple snoozes. It seemed such a lot of hassle doing anything, and napping on the sofa helped him forget his problems. At least until he woke up and then got depressed at how much time he had wasted, and how he was still wasting it when he should have been out grabbing life by the horns.

There was a knock at the door that made Hal jump. Who the hell was that? Jehovah Witnesses? Mormons? A double glazing salesman? Heaving himself out of his seat he went to answer the door and found none of the above. It was his friend Tom, and with him was an attractive young brunette in a long overcoat. “Tom? What are you doing here?”

“When I came last week I thought your house looked a bit of a tip, so I’ve brought a cleaner,” he said, entering the hall with the woman behind him.

“I’m not paying a cleaner,” said Hal adamantly. Jesus, his money was disappearing fast and he couldn’t afford some trollop with a mop.

“You won’t have to pay her, she’s free,” said Tom and turned to the woman. “Get to it, bitch.”

Bitch? That seemed a bit rude, a bit uncalled for, a bit un-woke, a bit prehistoric, a bit toxic masculinity, a bit-

-The woman didn’t seem to mind. Instead she nodded and took off her coat. Hal saw that underneath she was wearing a skimpy French maid’s dress, complete with fishnet stockings and frilly knickers. Hal couldn’t help but stare since the young woman looked sexy as fuck, and Tom saw this and laughed.

“Yes, she’s pretty striking,” he said and, just to hurry her along, slapped her arse and sent her scurrying into the house to start cleaning. Hal watched her go with a gormless grin on his face.

3.

Half an hour later Hal and Tom sat on the sofa while the sexy maid buzzed around polishing, hoovering and cleaning. Whenever she was in the room it was hard not to gawp at her. She was staggeringly gorgeous, and her ridiculously tight uniform emphasised those perfect curves.

“She could work naked if you like?” said Tom slyly.

“Naked?”

“Yes, she doesn’t have to wear the uniform. She could work without a stitch of clothing if you’d prefer?”

“Erm, no, no ... this is fine,” Hal said, but the thought of this gorgeous creature naked and dusting was electrifying.

Grinning, Tom snapped his fingers and the maid instantly came and stood to attention before the two men. “This silly little cow is a cuckquean, and I work as a guard at a boarding house for dozens – maybe even hundreds – of women just like this.”

Hal had no idea what a cuckquean was, so Tom filled him in. They were largely submissive or masochistic women openly cheated on by their partners, who delighted in rubbing their noses in the infidelity. The women came to Cuckquean Manor to be humiliated and punished while the men in their life enjoyed holidays and breaks with their mistresses. If Hal didn’t have a deeply submissive young woman cleaning his house while dressed as a slut he wouldn’t have believed it, but it was hard to argue with the evidence in front of his eyes.

Tom also revealed that he an ulterior motive for coming. Yes, to get his friend’s house cleaned by a sexy hottie, but also to offer him a job at the aforementioned Cuckquean Manor.

“A job?” asked Hal.

“Yeah,” said Tom.

“A job?”

“We’re always on the lookout for fresh guards.”

“But I don’t know anything about ... well, cuckqueaning.”

“You don’t need to, you just need to know how to put a woman in her place,” said Tom.

Hal, like any other hot blooded male, didn’t need asking twice. He accepted on the spot, and couldn’t help but feel he was finally grabbing life by the horns.

4.

He started work at Cuckquean Manor a week later, after attending a crash course with a woman called Kitty and three naked women. In a warehouse on a business park in Surrey he learnt how to degrade and discipline the fairer sex. He was taught to respect the carefully delineated boundaries, but to test them at every opportunity. He tried to take it all in, and Kitty certainly seemed pleased with his progress. After which he was given a start date.

In truth it was a slight sensory overload at first, being surrounded by so much naked female flesh. It also took some getting used to dominating fellow human beings. As on his crash course, he had to order them around and belittle them. Initially he was underwhelming, constantly worrying that he would offend or hurt the women he was in charge of. But he soon learnt that going soft on them was the opposite of what they wanted. They needed him to be strict and mean, showing them no mercy. So he embraced his inner bastard.

5.

As his first week at Cuckquean Manor came to an end he looked at the group of naked cuckqueans before him. There were twenty in total, all completely at his mercy. He had them jumping up and down just so he could enjoy how their various sized breasts bounced and swayed. He had them hopping, but just to make it more degrading had them go ‘BOING’ each time they hopped. He had them playing leapfrog, and just to make it more interesting had them wear strap-on dildos as they ran towards each other.

“Try not to impale one another!” he laughed, hoping that they would slip and accidentally penetrate a pussy. Alas, they never did, although it did give him a wicked idea for a future ‘reverse leapfrog’ tournament in which young women ran at other young women and tried to penetrate them at speed. He would have to make sure it was safe, he didn’t want to give any of them a ruptured vagina, but it was definitely worth blue skying.

In the meantime he stood back and watched the bouncing breasts and quivering thighs of girls who just loved to be walked all over. And it was at that exact moment inspiration struck.

6.

“You want to do what now?” asked Tom, half-grinning because he clearly thought it was a joke. And, to be fair, it did sound like a joke.

“Build a human pyramid out of cuckqueans!” said Hal proudly.

They were in the staffroom, their feet resting on the backs of two women on all fours. Both women were beautiful, and it was hard not to look down at their naked bodies and become aroused. Then again, Hal was distracted by thoughts of his pyramid so the sexiness of the footrests was the last thing on his mind.

“You’re mental!” laughed Tom.

“No, I’m ambitious!” countered Hal. “This country needs more men like me, who want to build things.”

“Yeah, businesses and engines and high speed rail routes, not pyramids made out of stark naked tarts!”

Shrugging, Hal sat back and beamed happily. People could laugh now, even mock him, but once he had done it, they’d be laughing on the other side of their face.

7.

He trained his women in batches of thirty. Obviously the pyramid itself would consist of significantly more women, but he was constrained by the number he had on the premises at any one time.

The girls weren’t very good at first. In fact they were terrible, with all the grace and poise of epileptic monkeys. Luckily the inaugural practice session took place on one of the soft lawns so there were no real injuries, unless you counted those to their pride. And pride wasn’t something the average cuckquean was blessed with much of.

“No no no!” Hal shouted, walking around the fallen women and whipping their bottoms at random. Unlike some of the guards he wasn’t a sadist and didn’t enjoy inflicting too much pain, but if this was the only way for his girls to learn he would gladly beat their rumps black and blue.

“Sorry Master Hal!” they whimpered as the blows fell. “It’s hard!”

“I’m not interested in apologies, I’m not interested in whining, just competence!” he roared and whipped the young women. And they were all young, between their late teens and early twenties, because he needed cuckqueans at their physical peak to carry off this ambitious project.

“Yes, Master Hal!” they whinnied and quickly rebuilt the pyramid, one level at a time. Again, they were poor and couldn’t hold the structure for very long, but gradually – and with a lot of help from the riding crop – they got better.

8.

The pyramid would be ten levels, with a single woman at the very top. It would be a thing of beauty and go down in the history books (or at least the staff newsletter that Hal was thinking of starting).

As expected, the girls got better. Not just the original thirty, but the other batches he trained. As time progressed he didn’t need to shout or whip them as much. They became skilled bricks in his pyramid, intrinsically understanding their place. And as synergy grew between Hal and his team, he grew more convinced that this was a great albeit slightly strange thing he was doing. Then again, Britain had a proud history of eccentric kooks who had enriched the fabric of the nation – Beau Brummell, Vivienne Westwood, Alan Turing – and he was happy to join this band.

His only concern was that the girls hadn’t worked together yet to form a giant pyramid. The logistics of bringing them in early to practice together were just too great. No, that would have to wait for the big day, so no matter how good they got, it might all be for nothing if they couldn’t apply their skills to a bigger more ambitious pyramid.

No pressure then.

9.

Finally, the day arrived. It was a sunny day in mid June. Hal brought some friends to see the attempt, along with the husbands and boyfriends of the two hundred cuckqueans he was using. And, at Finn’s behest, numerous VIPs were invited to witness this mass humiliation of ladies. The latter included an ageing rock star, several high court judges, a newsreader, a top scientist, high ranking members of the police force, and numerous premier league footballers. Needless to say Jackson Wade, the eccentric billionaire who had bankrolled this entire boarding house, was also present, seeing with his own eyes just how far his vision had come.  

Chairs were arranged on the lawn and cuckqueans – in just tiny aprons and high heeled shoes – walked around serving trays of refreshments. Of course these cuckqueans were also there to be groped and stroked, and the men being served drinks were more than happy to grope and stroke these women.

Hal had also arranged some other games to amuse his multiple guests, including synchronised dildo swallowing (similar to sword swallowing, but involving more than just the mouth) and a naked performer who made balloon animals out of novelty condoms. There was also a young lady who shaved her own head with an electric razor, and then crawled around the guests asking them to rub her shiny pate for luck. They did, and then rubbed her between the legs for extra luck.

“Thank you, Sir!” she said every time a man slipped his hand between her thighs and massaged her clit.

“My pleasure,” they would grin, before slapping her on her arse and telling her to get her shiny bald head out of their sight because the glare off it was giving them a headache.

Hal watched the build up with a growing sense of excitement and trepidation. Could he pull it off? He knew it was kind of silly getting two hundred naked women to form a pyramid, but a part of him also knew that it would be a huge achievement if he could pull it off.

Finally it was time to enact his masterpiece. He sent a text to the manor house and a second later two hundred naked women trotted out, across the drive, and onto the vast lawn. This in itself was a sight to behold, and none of the men there had ever seen so many naked women together in one place at once.

All types of women were represented: short, tall, black, white, Asian. Brunette, blonde, redhead, chubby, athletic.... it was a smorgasbord of the fairer sex, and one that couldn’t help but inspire excited chatter amongst the audience.  

“Here goes,” said Hal to himself as the women massed on the lawn.

“Sorry?” asked Tom, overhearing.

“Nothing,” said Hal and watched as the naked women assumed their initial positions on the vast lawn. The first level of the pyramid, the base, was formed by seventy women all getting on all fours. Onto this fifty women clambered on there backs and also got on all fours. Then thirty. Then twenty. Then ten. Then five. Then three. And finally Grace Helix, the stunning supermodel he had chosen to top his pyramid, climbed up the multiple layers to the peak, where she stood in all her glory.

“This is totally fucking insane,” whispered Tom happily from beside him.

“Yes, and it’s a hell of a lot more interesting that data entry,” said Hal and just sat back to enjoy his stunning creation. And as he looked at the pyramid of naked female flesh he knew it would just be the first of many such structures. He was inspired to create, and naked cuckqueans would be his clay.

THE END
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