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Dedication

We live in an aggressive society and spend most of our days fighting to get ahead or keep our heads above water. I wrote this story for those that want to escape and let go occasionally. Dare to imagine a world in which you can retire your worries and allow another to control your existence entirely.


Preamble

Bag Man is the story of a love-struck young man who falls victim to an unfortunate circumstance causing him to lose the love of his life, ultimately to another, more deserving man.

On the day he planned to propose going steady to his beautiful girlfriend Jenny, Greg made a mistake that would change his life forever. It was an honest misunderstanding, but after Keegan caught him spying on him and another woman having sex in the toilet stall, he wasn't about to let it slip. So Keegan ensured that Greg's pretty girlfriend heard about what a pervert he was.

It was the beginning of Greg's life turning upside down. Keegan was a bartender and your typical successful Alpha male. He was masculine, fit, and highly sociable. Furthermore, Keegan dominated Greg in every respect, taking the liberty of exposing and exploiting Greg's beta male tendencies. Before he knew it, Greg worked for Keegan as his slave and cleaned the pub's toilets and urinals daily, even dutifully paying a loser tax for the privilege. Unfortunately, his dignity and self-worth spiraled downward from there. Eventually, the bar's patrons, including random strangers, began taking advantage of the tavern's resident men's room cleaner, exploiting him sexually, which earned Greg the nickname of Bag Man.

It wasn't long before the love of Greg's life made her return. However, this time, Greg found himself on the outside looking in. Keegan and Jenny started dating, and Greg would have to settle for serving as Jenny's cuckold. Soon he began to enjoy his new life as a cuckold slave to Jenny and Keegan. Jenny was a Goddess and Keegan a superior Alpha male, and both were deserving of his sacrifice, obedience, and ultimately his suffering.

Greg strived to be the best public bathroom cleaner and Bag Man for Keegan. He genuinely wanted to serve his new Master. Besides, as a real man, Keegan deserved to be with Jenny more than he did. Greg worshiped his Goddess Jenny at every opportunity, cleaning her shoes and serving as her whipping boy. She had cruel and sadistic tendencies that Greg never knew existed and was delighted to be an outlet for all of Jenny's aggression.

With just one innocent misunderstanding, Greg's life changed irrevocably forever. However, through it all, he found true happiness.
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From Normal To Disgusting

"Lick that fucking toilet bowl! Clean it!" Smack! Keegan shouted while slapping him hard across the head with his open palm.

"Yes, Sir! Thank you, Sir!" Greg slavishly responded, licking the disgusting grime from the filthy toilet.

It quickly became apparent to Greg that the bowl hadn't been cleaned for several days. Yellow piss stains and who knows what else were splattered across the porcelain. Most of the vile filth had dried long ago, leaving behind flavorful bursts of foul-tasting morsels. He licked all of it despite the gut-churning feeling in the base of his stomach that was developing. A salty tasting grit rapidly coated Greg's tongue, reminding him of how far he had come as Keegan's beta-male slave.

Revolted at the sight of Greg's self-debasement, "Blahhh! You disgusting pig," Keegan spat on Greg. A thick loogie landed squarely on the side of Greg's face before slowly oozing down his cheek and onto the bowl's rim. "Lick that up too, loser!" Keegan ordered.

"Yes, Master, Sir!"

Keegan watched as Greg degraded himself. He was in disbelief; Greg never ceased to surprise at just how utterly pathetic he had become. So Keegan promised that today would test his loyalty, and Greg was doing well. Passing with flying colors, Greg must be a natural-born pathetic loser, Keegan concluded.

This particular men's room was horrifically disgusting. Being a biker bar, expectations of pristine hygiene were already low, but this was exceptionally bad. How could the city even let these guys keep their owner-operator license? They were a bunch of bikers. Enough said.

Men notoriously had a lousy aim, especially after having a few beers. Things grew worse when the bar filled with patrons on busy nights. The line-ups at urinals became unbearably long, and many bikers resorted to pissing in the toilets instead. Bad idea.

Because of the careless attitude of these bikers, unfortunately, no one would dare touch the toilet seat to lift it, so they just pissed in the direction of the bowl, hoping most of it went in. Likely only about half did, and the rest landed conspicuously everywhere, including the floor. So now, it was Greg's job to lick it up.

"After you're finished licking this toilet, move on to the next one. Lick everything up! The rim and under the rim, including the back of the bowl. That part gets filthy. Mmmm, I bet that tastes really good. Oh, and clean the floor; it's covered in piss."

"Yes, Sir."

"If anyone comes in, just tell them politely that you're the bathroom cleaning bitch on duty and ask them if there's anything you can do for them." Keegan hung a sign around Greg's neck. It read: Bag Man - At your service, one lick at a time!

"Yes, Master."

"It's a slow night, but that won't excuse you from doing your job. I promised the client that you'll clean his toilets spotless. Clean bathrooms translate into more customers. It's a proven fact. It's a promise that's made me a lot of money, and you'll do your job." Keegan slapped and then spat on Greg's face. "Don't let me down, or else Jenny and I will take turns shredding your fucking back with her bullwhips again."

"I won't, Sir, I promise."

Jenny was Keegan's fiancee and business partner. Together they owned Greg. However, there once was a time when Greg and Jenny were boyfriend and girlfriend. That was before Keegan stole her from him and helped Jenny turn Greg into the most pathetically spineless worm of a toilet licking human being on the face of the planet.

"You've got a busy schedule this week. I've got bars and restaurants all over town booking appointments. You've got a reputation, Bag Man. Don't let me down."

"I won't, Sir, I promise." Greg stopped briefly and then continued licking the rim of the toilet in front of his face.

"If any bikers come in here looking for a blow job, you'll give them fucking amazing head," Keegan ordered before giving Greg a swift kick to the ribs to drive home his point. "I don't wanna hear about any complaints from the owner. They pay good money to have their bathrooms cleaned because they expect the perks that go along with it. So, do you understand me, bitch?"

"Yes, Sir, Keegan. I won't let you down. I'll prove to everyone that I'm the best cocksucker in town."

"You're a fucking pathetic loser, is what you are." Keegan balked once more before storming out, leaving Greg to concentrate on his duties.

Greg licked and cleaned like no one thought possible, consuming every spec of toilet scum. Then, while going from stall to stall, crawling naked on the dirty bathroom floor of the biker bar, Greg reflected on how his life had changed so drastically in the past few years. It's not that he wasn't grateful for the opportunity to serve; it was hard to believe how it all happened so fast.

There once was a time when he had Jenny all to himself, but now the best he could hope for was the continual abuse and disdain she showed for him. Being Jenny's cuckold and Keegan's slave was worth it, though. The humiliation, sacrifice of his dignity, and constant suffering were a price Greg was willing to pay to remain in Jenny's life. Yet, with his face buried in a piss-filled urinal, Greg suddenly remembered the day he almost proposed going steady to his sweet Jenny. Boy, how things had changed!

"What do ya think, Jenny? Do you like the place?"

"Yeah, Greg, I do. It's got a cool vibe and a super chill ambiance. I love the name of the place."

"The Grotto! I like it too," Greg smiled.

He and Jenny had been dating for nearly sixteen months, and Greg was anxious to pop the big question. Would she be exclusive and go steady with him? They've had some fantastic dates; however, Greg was hoping that they'd get to hang out more than once every week or so.

"It's modern with a bit of European flair. Thanks for inviting me today. What is it you wanted to tell me? What big news have you been so anxious to share?"

Jenny was gorgeous. She had a bit of an edgy flair to her style and personality, yet Jenny somehow managed to be the cutest and most feminine punk rock gamer girl in town. Her short auburn hair was wild and crazy, always looking intentionally messy and perfectly matching her enchanting emerald green eyes.

Greg would get lost gazing into her eyes during long conversations, often glazing over and becoming a zombified admirer. Though Jenny would eventually snap him out of it. She always gave him a swift but playful slap across the face. Jenny was goofy that way, and Greg loved her for it. She was convinced that Greg liked it whenever she slapped him.

All Greg wanted was to go steady with Jenny, but his proposal would have to wait until after they ate dinner. He had everything planned out, complete with an expensive promise ring to slip onto her petite little finger.

"Later, after dinner, honey. I promise it'll be worth the wait."

"Ok, I don't like having to wait, though. So it better be worth it, or else," Jenny warned jokingly, "I'll have to slap ya hard this time."

The two ate a wonderful meal. Greg and Jenny ordered pasta dishes with side salads and shared a bottle of a pleasant, fruity tasting house wine. After dessert, Greg excused himself to use the bathroom and collect his thoughts before presenting Jenny with the promise ring.

"I'll be right here. I can't wait to hear the big news!" Jenny smiled.

"Be right back, honey," Greg promised, darting toward the men's room.

The bathroom was disgusting but not as bad as some Greg had seen. At least it wasn't a Saturday night; otherwise, he thought the floor would be all sticky and gross. Guys are pretty awful that way after a few beers. Their macho attitudes get the best of them, he thought.

"Ahhh-Ah-Ahhh! Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck me, fuck me harder!"

"Oh?" Greg's muffled surprise came out as a whisper at best. Someone was having a good time in the bathroom stall. It was a woman's voice, and it was coming from the last compartment. Greg decided it was best to go about his business and get back to Jenny as fast as possible.

He stood in front of the urinal, unzipped his pants, and was ready to pee when the woman abruptly shouted, "Harder, baby! Fuck me harder! You're so fucking big. Arghhh-Ah-Yeah! Mmmm."

That guy must really be going to town on her. But Greg suddenly realized his predicament with his dick out and ready to piss. He looked down and discovered that his penis was fully erect from listening to them. Her moaning and screams made him stiff. He was even having a hard time urinating. The feeling was lost, and nothing was coming out.

Greg turned his head, looking over his shoulder at the stall door. It was slightly open, and he could barely make out the form of a slim woman slumped over the toilet with the naked ass of some guy boning her like mad from behind.

"Mmmm-Ye-Ye-Yeah, Oh yeah, baby. Your big cock feels so fucking good inside my pussy, mmmm."

Her moaning had become too unbearable for Greg. So without thinking, he slipped his hand over the shaft of his cock. And before he knew it, Greg stroked to the sound of her lust-filled panting. It felt good, really good.

He peeked through the opening in the stall door. Straining, Greg caught a glimpse from across the bathroom. He kept an eye on the entrance simultaneously in case someone else walked in unexpectedly; however, it was pretty dead out there, so he wasn't anticipating anyone anytime soon.

It was too bad that the guy's naked ass blocked most of the view. It was still hot to watch him pound her, but it would be better if he could see her face and catch a glimpse of what she looked like. So Greg stupidly decided to get a closer look.

He tip-toed quietly toward the stall, trying to avoid standing near their peripheral vision. They were so engulfed in the act of fucking that it wouldn't be too hard to stay invisible. So as he took each step, Greg jacked harder on his penis. It felt too good, and he couldn't bring himself to wisely stop and turn around to leave. Controlling his breath, he managed to get close enough to get a fantastic view but, in the process, had to crouch down almost all the way to floor level.

"Fuck yeah, baby! I'm getting close. Mmmm-Yeah! I'm gonna fucking cum!"

Greg jerked his penis vigorously as he watched her getting drilled by this guy, waiting for him to shoot his load into her. She was fucking hot, he told himself.

Bzzz-Bzzz-Bzzz!

Shit! Greg's phone started to buzz. It was a text message.

"What the fuck are you doing!" The stall door opened, and the guy boning the girl suddenly stood overtop Greg. But in his haste, the tall, muscular guy had pulled his dick out of the girl so fast that it slapped Greg across the face when he swung around to confront him. He had a very large cock.

Greg abruptly found himself in a highly precarious situation, caught in the act, so to speak. "Wow! Uh, hi?" he said nervously. The guy was quite tall and very muscular, in fact. He was remarkably more formidable-looking than Greg, and Greg knew he was in trouble.

"Oh my god! Who's that pervert," the girl screamed out.

Bam! Smack! The other guy punched Greg, knocking him swiftly to the floor.

Dazed but quickly returning to his knees, Greg immediately started to plead, "I'm sorry! Please! Please, I really am sorry." He begged the half-naked guy, but his groveling instead was met with a stomp to his face from the sole of the other guy's boot.

"Fuck you, you fucking pervert! Get the fuck out of here before I seriously fuck you up," the guy yelled.

"Yes, Sir, right away, Sir! I'm leaving now." Greg zipped up his pants, scrambling to his feet as the irate jock spat in his face.

"Now, bitch!"

"Yes, Sir!" Greg darted out of the men's room as fast as he could, briskly returning to his table.

"Greg, what's wrong? You're, like, in such a hurry. Oh my God, Greg! What happened to your face; you're bleeding?" Jenny reacted immediately after noticing the cut on Greg's face from the punch and boot stomp he received. She was naturally worried about his well-being.

"Can we just go? I'll explain later." Greg tried to usher her up out of her seat.

"Why? What's wrong? What happened to you in the bathroom?"

"I'll explain everything."

"But you're bleeding. Your face, what happened to it?"

"Nothing. Can we just go?"

"Waiter, can you please bring a towel, my boyfriend's bleeding."

"It's ok. I'm fine!"

"There he is! There's the fucking pervert!" The fit jock called from across the dining area, having emerged from the men's room. This time, he was alone. The gorgeous girl he was banging must have quietly left with little attention paid by anyone.

"Let's go, Jenny!" Greg urged.

"No, Greg! I want to know what the hell is going on here. You're bleeding, and who is that guy pointing at you, yelling?"

"I'm the guy this pervert was spying on while I was in the toilet stall just now." The tall and athletic guy approached Greg and Jenny, with most of the few patrons in the restaurant watching intently. "I opened my stall door to find him crouched down on his knees, peeking at me while I had my pants down." His story was partially correct. He omitted the part about the other woman and having sex in the stall, but Greg wasn't about to dispute him on the accuracy of his story, or else he'd be admitting guilt. "He had his dick out of his pants and jerking off like some disgusting pervert," he claimed before spitting on Greg's face again. This time right in front of Jenny. It was another thick wad with a massive loogie in its middle. It hit Greg right in the eye.

"Hey! Don't do that!" Jenny defended Greg. "What are you talking about?"

"My name's Keegan, and I work here. I'm the bartender, and your boyfriend is a fucking pervert!"

"No, he's not! Don't say that!" Jenny adamantly objected. She then turned to look Greg in the eye. "Right, honey? Tell him it's not true."

Greg finished wiping Keegan's spit from his eye. He didn't know how to respond to Jenny, especially after never lying to her. He froze, unable to speak.

"Right, honey? Tell him it's not true," Jenny repeated, slightly raising her voice. Her tone started to switch from confident to confused. "Honey? Greg, tell him."

He couldn't speak. He wanted to tell Jenny the truth but felt like she wouldn't understand and, at the same time, didn't want to mention anything about the other girl. He didn't think it would be fair to drag her into this mess.

"He's not saying anything because it's true!" Keegan interjected, spiting yet again on Greg. Another thick wad and yellow-tinged loogie hit Greg in the face, this time coating his other eye.

"Yuck! That's disgusting." Jenny gagged. "Can you please stop spitting on him?"

"He fucking deserves it, that goddamn pervert!"

"Honey?" Jenny gave Greg one last chance to explain himself but to no avail. Greg couldn't speak. "Oh my God! It is true!"

"Yes, but..." Greg finally spoke, trying to defend himself to Jenny, who was visibly disgusted.

"You shut up, Greg! Don't even look at me, you worthless piece of shit!" Whack! Jenny slapped Greg across the face unexpectedly. "You disgusting worm!"

Keegan smiled as he watched Jenny lay into Greg. She looked pretty hot when she was angry. He was about to punch Greg in the face but decided to hold off, instead electing to watch the show that was suddenly unfolding before him.

"Please, Jenny, I'm sorry! Please, I didn't mean to," Greg pleaded with Jenny.

"Fuck you, you disgusting loser! I can't believe you crawled around the men's room floor like an insect with your bone in your hand, jerking it to other guys on the toilet. Urghhh! It's fucking gross to even think about!" Jenny reached for her glass of wine, tossing it in Greg's face. The wine rained over his face, pouring down onto his chest and staining the entire front of his shirt.

"Please, Jenny! I'm begging you, please hear me out." He dropped to his knees in front of her.

"I don't think so! We're through, Greg!" Jenny insisted before pulling back her leg and kicking Greg as hard as she could in the balls. Unfortunately for him, the full force of her kick was transferred from the toe of her shoe to Greg's vulnerable testicles. It was a direct hit, and Greg immediately dropped to the floor in a heap, landing face down at her feet.

"Urghhh!" he groaned loudly.

"You disgust me, Greg! Don't ever call me again, loser." Jenny stormed out of the restaurant while Greg agonized, coddling his balls.

"Jenny, please don't go...Ughhh!" But before finishing his sentence, Greg groaned from the sudden pain and intense pressure on his neck.

Keegan had leaned forward and stepped down on Greg's throat as he lay in agony on the floor. Then, putting his weight on his leg and foot, he pressed firmly on Greg's throat. "You still need to pay for this meal, asshole."

"Ughhh-Please! It hurts," he pleaded with Keegan's foot.

"Ah-Hahaha. Does that hurt, you pathetic little bitch?"

"Please, Sir."

"Get up, bitch! I've got a surprise for you." Keegan grabbed Greg by his shirt collar, nearly dragging him across the mostly empty restaurant. But, instead, Greg struggled to hobble along, half walking and half crawling on all fours alongside Keegan.

Keegan brought him back into the men's room and the same toilet stall where he was fucking that girl. "Lick it up! Lick, you fucking loser!"

"Oh! That's disgusting. Please don't make me do that." Greg was begging Keegan by now. Keegan pushed his face closer to the lid of the toilet seat. On the surface was a pool of cum, undoubtedly his, left behind from earlier.

"No-No-No! Please no!"

"Lick it up, bitch!" Keegan kicked Greg in the stomach while he was down on all fours crammed into the toilet stall, his face a mere few inches from another man's massive wad of jizz.

"Umpfff-Owww!" Greg finally gave in and did as he was told. He licked Keegan's cum, lapping up his entire load. It was a massive mound with thick and lumpy sperm.

"Eat my load, loser!" Keegan ordered.

"Mmmmpf...Mmmm. Yes, Sir."

"Ah-Hahahaha! I can't believe what a pathetic fucking piece of shit you are." Keegan kicked Greg in the ribs getting him to move just enough so he could flip open the toilet seat cover with his toe. The toilet was filthy.

"Owww!" Greg was sure that his ribs were bruised from being repeatedly kicked.

"Now lick the fucking rim clean!" He pointed to the rim of the toilet, the porcelain itself. It was covered with dried-up pools of piss and stains of all sorts. The bathrooms hadn't been cleaned in days.

"Please, Sir, no! Please! It's disgusting," Greg begged and pleaded for mercy.

"Lick it clean, bitch!" Keegan was not impressed with Greg's groveling and grabbed the back of his head instead, forcing his face against the porcelain. "Lick that piss!"

"Umpfff! Yes, Sir. Please stop. You're hurting me." Greg stuck out his tongue and began to lick. He could immediately taste the saltiness of the old dried piss that some random anonymous guy had carelessly splattered all over the toilet. After the first few licks, that feeling of disgust slowly faded, only to be replaced with a newfound purpose. He began to lick the rim of the toilet more quickly, not knowing what had gotten into him but suddenly feeling compelled to show Keegan just how clean he could make that toilet. He wanted to impress his tormentor and show him he was the best toilet licking loser Keegan would ever meet. Maybe that would inspire Keegan to show him some mercy and let him go.

"Fuck, I can't believe it. You are a total fucking loser. You polished that toilet; it's gleaming white!" Keegan was dumbfounded.

"Yes, Sir. I did as you ordered. Thank you for the opportunity to serve you." Something did change in Greg, like a light switch going off. It's like he was becoming another person. One minute he was disgusted by what Keegan was forcing him to do, and the next, Greg was delighted to lick public toilets and allow himself to be degraded by another man just to impress him.

"You really are a faggot. You licked the shit out of that toilet, pun intended."

"I just want to please you, Sir. Is there anything else you would like to do to me?"

"Yeah, there's a whole row of toilets that need cleaning. So you're gonna lick them all."

"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

"Why don't you start with the urinals, though. They're almost as disgusting."

"Yes, Sir!" Greg crawled off toward the row of urinals against the opposite wall. They were the older style urinal, with a manual flush.

They apparently were rarely cleaned, if at all. There was no chlorine puck or strainer either, just pools of piss. Most patrons just pissed in the urinals and walked away, rarely taking the time to pull the flush lever. The bathroom was so disgusting that no one wanted to touch anything with their unprotected hands, but even if they did, half the urinals didn't flush anyway.

"Start licking those urinals. I'll be right back." Keegan had an idea, but he whisked off before letting Greg in on it. However, Greg had his instructions, so he knew what Keegan was expecting of him.

Greg began cleaning the lip and inside walls of each urinal using only his tongue. He had found his calling in life and suddenly enjoyed the taste of urine in his mouth. Greg quickly figured out a system of how best to swallow all the pubic hairs that awkwardly wound tickling the back of his throat. First, he stuck out his tongue, and like a dog lapping water, he filled his mouth with enough pungent yellow piss from the pool that filled each urinal. Then after swishing it around in his mouth, he could gulp down every pubic with ease.

"I'm back, loser," Keegan called, storming into the men's room and handing Greg a straw from the bar. "Now you can stay well hydrated. Since the urinals don't flush very well, you'll need to drink all that piss with that straw until you see clear water in the bottom of each urinal. Do you understand, asshole?"

"Yes, Sir."

"I want all these toilets and urinals in this bathroom cleaned, and don't even think about coming out until it's done. All of them!"

"Yes, Sir."

"If you need to scrub the toilets clean, use your head. Literally, that is. You've got a head full of hair, so put it to good use, you fucking toilet brush."

"Yes, Sir."

"This is an environmentally friendly establishment. We don't use chemical cleaners or waste rags here. So it looks like you've found a new job as my men's room cleaning bitch. I hope you're up to date on all your shots. Hahahaha!"

"Thank you, Sir. I'm grateful for the opportunity to serve you. I've found my calling. You give my otherwise pathetic life purpose and meaning, Sir. Thank you!" Greg repeatedly bowed his head to the floor at Keegan's feet, expressing his most profound and sincere gratitude.

Keegan still couldn't believe it. He only wanted to punish Greg for being such a pervert and spying on him and the girl he was fucking in the stall. Greg was probably just intrigued by the noise of a hot girl getting pounded. Who could resist? He almost didn't fault Greg for that. But what ended up happening was astonishing. Somehow, Keegan ended up acquiring a toilet licking slave in the process. This could get interesting, Keegan thought.

Keegan coughed up another massive loogie, spitting on Greg as he continued bowing before him. It landed on the back of his head. "Get to work now, slave!"

"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir! Thank you! Thank you for letting me be your slave."

Keegan left. Greg stuck the straw in the first urinal and began slurping up piss.
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Alpha Males Get Respect

"Yo Keegan!"

"Hey Park, how's it going?"

"Much better ever since my men's room became the cleanest one in town. I mean, it's fucking spick and span in there. So now I know I made the right choice making you my head bartender and right-hand man. Patronage has gone way up!"

"I told you that people care about clean bathrooms."

"And all that environmentally friendly crap too. I admit it, Keeg, you were right," Keegan's boss, Parker, conceded. "You're the man," he shouted, approaching the bar with a big smile. "Speaking of crap, where is that piece-of-shit slave of yours?"

"He's locked up in the supply closet."

"Ha! I still can't believe it. What a fucking loser. That fucking worthless bitch deserves every minute of the shit you put him through. What kind of man pays to lick public toilets and urinals?"

"A fucking loser, I don't know?" Both men broke out in laughter as Keegan poured his boss a soda.

Parker Wright was the bar manager of The Grotto and part-owner. The Grotto had another silent partner, but Keegan never met him. The farthest he got when he poked Parker for more information was that it was some woman or an organization of women. It didn't matter because Keegan O'Hare liked his job well enough.

The day that Greg showed up was a turning point for Keegan. It really got him in the good books with his boss. Having him clean the bathrooms was a genius move. It saved the bar a lot in cleaning costs, and because Greg was doing such a good job, it made a dent in the bar's bottom line.

Keegan was surprised when Greg actually offered to be his full-time slave. He was just looking to teach a pervert a lesson, but Greg begged him, insisting that he was an inferior beta male and it was his duty to obediently serve an Alpha man. There was no doubt in Keegan's mind that Greg was a beta male, the lowest of the low. If pledging your life in slavery to another guy wasn't enough, Greg even offered to hand over his entire paycheck to Keegan weekly for the privilege. How could he say no?

During the day, Greg held down a full-time accounting job, making nearly six figures. He deposited every penny of his weekly earnings into Keegan's bank account. Frequently joking with Parker, Keegan called it a slave tax. Greg considered it an honor and responsibility, something superior Alpha's were entitled to. They deserved to have the spoils of his hard work.

After working hard each day at the office, Greg came into the bar and carried out his duties, no questions asked. He was delighted to clean the disgusting public restroom at The Grotto. It was a win-win-win relationship. First, it was good for Greg, who craved being treated like sub-human garbage. It was excellent for Keegan, who benefited firsthand from owning Greg as his slave, and finally, it was great for Parker since the business was booming.

"So Keegan, any plans for the weekend? Banging any hot chicks?"

"I've got a few lined up, but for the most part, just taking it easy this weekend and chillin'."

"Nice. You've earned it," Parker smiled. "Hey, I'll be right back. I've gotta drain the lizard." Parker winked, giving Keegan a nudge-nudge kind of gesture. Then, he got off the barstool and headed toward the men's room.

Knock-Knock! Knock-Knock!

Parker knocked on the supply cabinet door, "Are you in there, bitch," calling out sarcastically as if he didn't already know that Greg was inside. Next, he slid back the bolt and unlatched the door before looking inside.

"Sir?" Greg greeted Parker in his usual quiet and timid voice. He was naked and chained to the floor. Locks and shackles were secured around his wrists, and a steel collar was clamped around his neck.

Greg had already finished cleaning the restrooms for the night. But Keegan always locked him in the closet afterward anyway. It was a wise decision as it wasn't uncommon for Greg to head back in to touch up the toilets or urinals before the bar closed.

It seemed as if something always needed cleaning in the men's room. If Greg wasn't doing his usual polishing work, which was degrading enough, he was indispensable as a clearer of badly clogged toilets. Keegan would even put him to work scooping up the stray dog shit out in the alley between the buildings.

"I've had to seriously piss for the last three hours but decided to hold off so that I could piss down your fucking throat instead," Parker confessed, unzipping his pants and pulling out his penis. Then, he reached for the large funnel sitting on the shelf next to Greg and summarily forced the long neck down Greg's throat.

"Mmmmpf-Hack!" Greg coughed and struggled yet did not resist Parker's abuse.

Parker started to urinate. "Ah-Ahhh! What a relief. Ahhh! Yeah, I needed that." His stream of golden piss rushed like a pent-up torrent and quickly filled the funnel. "Drink it, faggot!"

"Mmmmpf! Gulp! Mmmmpf! Gulp!" Greg choked, gagging on Parker's warm bodily waste as he struggled to gulp it down before the funnel overflowed. It was full of Parker's piss. Greg's eyes opened wide as he took notice of the etching on the side for the first time. It read 1L.

He shook the head of his penis, letting the last drops drip into the funnel. Then Parker spat a wad of phlegm into the pool of urine, slowly draining into Greg's mouth. Hock-Ptooey! "Mmmm, you can thank me later for that."

Greg's eyes were glazing over with tears. He had consumed a lot of piss. Though ready to drink more, he wasn't prepared for Parker to empty his entire bladder into his mouth. However, Greg was determined to rise to the challenge, believing his duty was to serve Alphas like Keegan and Parker. So he refused to let him down.

"Good, Good. How'd that taste, fucker?" Parker insisted. "Huh, faggot? Was it good?"

"Yes, Sir. It tasted good, thank you."

"Now suck my cock, bitch!"

"Yes, Sir."

Parker was a middle-aged husky-framed man. He looked as if he had been in shape with a fit body long ago, maybe even lifted weights. Perhaps back in his twenties, however, those days were long gone. Parker was balding now, had a spare tire of a belly and more body hair than Sasquatch himself. Yet despite all of it, he still managed to be a successful business owner and highly respected as an Alpha male.

"Go on, pull my cock back out and suck on it. If you thought that was a lot of piss, wait till I blow my load down your fucking throat."

Parker grabbed his head with his large hands, inserted his dick, and started rigorously face-fucking Greg. For the most part, it was a hands-free blowjob, just the way Parker liked best. He loved the freedom of ramming his cock as far down Greg's throat as he could. Greg was used to it by now, sucking Parker off regularly, almost daily. Greg seemed to enjoy it, loving the taste of Parker's cum. His load was huge and quite flavorful. It was a privilege to serve him, but Greg never forgot who his real Master was - Keegan.

"Ahhh-Yeah, just like that, you whore. Suck my cock! Mmmmm."

"Hi, there!"

"Hi yourself, beautiful. What can I get for you?" Keegan stopped what he was doing and drew his attention to the elegant and sophisticated woman approaching the bar.

He had a soft spot for gorgeous young women, and he couldn't stay away from her when she sat down on the stool, crossing her legs confidently. The young lady was well dressed in an elegant formal evening gown with a classic slit on the side which exposed her beautifully smooth legs. She wore a pair of black strappy heels with a mysterious emerald green enameled nail polish on her toes and fingertips, perfectly matching her eye color. She was a certifiable knockout, Keegan thought to himself.

"You probably don't remember me, but I was here a while back with my boyfriend. It's rather embarrassing and was a bit of a circus," she said as she tapped her nails on the top of the bar, clearly a bit nervous.

"As a matter of fact, I do. It's Jenny, right?" Keegan had a sharp memory, and it served him well with women. He could never forget details about the women he met, like their names and bra size, which ultimately benefited him when the girls perceived him as charming and witty.

"Wow! Yes, I'm Jenny. You have a great memory," she blushed, unable to look at Keegan directly.

From what she could remember, Keegan was handsome and muscular. A real force of masculinity. Since Jenny was a little girl, those were all qualities she had always dreamed her soulmate would have.

"It's not my memory as much as your exquisite beauty. May I say you are absolutely drop-dead beautiful?"

"Yes, you may, and you just did," Jenny pointed out.

"What'll you have, gorgeous? It's on me."

"Well, in that case, I'll have a cocktail, something fruity - your choice."

"One fruity house cocktail, coming right up!"

As Keegan prepared her drink, Jenny slowly worked up the courage to tell Keegan why she had really come back. Greg was a huge disappointment, and she still couldn't believe how she had wasted so much time with such a loser. His disgusting, perverted behavior that day was an eye-opener. She realized what an inferior beta-male he was, and by her setting her standards so low, she was only attracting worthless men into her life. She wanted more; she wanted to be in the arms of a real man.

"Here you go, precious." Winking playfully, Keegan set her glass down and poured on more charm. "So what happened?"

"What do you mean?"

"The last time you were here, you were dressed like a gamer girl in army fatigues, albeit the cutest gamer I've ever laid eyes on."

"I needed to take myself in a different direction."

Keegan's eyes scanned Jenny's body up and down from across the counter. "I'd say you picked the right direction."

"Stop it, you're embarrassing me, showering me with all these compliments. If I didn't know better, I'd say you were trying to pick me up."

"Would that be so bad, my dear?"

Wow, Jenny thought, here's a gorgeous hunk of a stud, and he's trying to pick me up. "No, not at all, I suppose."

"Well, it's settled then. My shift ends in an hour, and I'm taking you someplace special."

"Oh, are you now?"

"Yes, I am, and I will tell you exactly why."

"How so?"

"You said you wanted to change your life around, how you were spending too much time with pathetic fucking losers like that spineless worm..."

"Greg?"

"Yeah, that bitch, Greg. He's pretty pathetic, isn't he?"

"I don't know what I was thinking; it's gross just thinking about him wanking off in the bathroom while watching you sit on the toilet taking a dump."

"Pretty fucking disgusting, isn't it?" There was a long pause as they visualized Greg in his precarious position.

"Anyway, you were saying?"

"You didn't come here dressed up today just for a free drink. You came straight in that door and walked directly over to me. You came to see me."

"Is that so?" He was right, and now they both knew why Jenny was there. In a way, it took the pressure off since he also seemed into her. Jenny was growing excited thinking about spending time with Keegan on a date.

"Yeah, you said it yourself. You wanted a real man in your life. Any guy is better than that worthless bootlicking loser, Greg. Yet you came to see me. It's because you came straight to the best. Am I warm?"

"You're more than warm, sexy. You're fucking hot, Mr..."

"O'Hare. But please, call me Keegan." He reached for her slender hand, kissing it in a gentlemanly gesture. Her skin was soft and feminine.

"Well, Mr. O'Hare, I accept your offer. The sooner I can put that loser out of my mind, the sooner I can stop vomiting whenever his name comes up."

"Do you like seafood? I know a great place," Keegan grinned.

He had a massive smile across his face. It was far too easy stealing hot women from undeserving inferior guys. But Greg was particularly pathetic and not only deserved to lose his freedom but also his girl. Greg didn't have a prayer getting her back now. That really made Keegan smile.
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From Worse To Cuckold Paradise

"Fuck yeah! Suck it faster - faster - faster!"

Parker had Greg backed into the corner of the small supply closet. Greg could only endure with his back pressed against the wall. And with a firm grip on the leash around his neck, Parker hastily fucked his face. He forced his cock into Greg's mouth, thrusting it deeply until it slid down his throat effortlessly.

"Mmmmpf! Mmmmpf! Mmmmpf!"

Greg's gagging and slobbering made no difference to Parker. Neither did his tear-filled eyes and occasional sobs. Greg's comfort was inconsequential as Parker intended to blow his pent-up load in Greg's mouth no matter what.

"Ah-Ahhh fuck me, yeah! Oh-Ahhhhh. Eat that fucking load! Take it, bitch! Yes!!!" Parker finished by ejaculating his massive load of cum directly into the back of Greg's throat. "Fucking whore," he cursed with a sigh before spitting in Greg's face in disgust.

He didn't offer even a simple thank you or job well done. No, all that Greg received was a wad of spit in his face as Parker zipped up his pants and headed out the door.

"Thank you, Sir." By now, Greg was used to being mistreated and objectified. So instead of putting up any sort of fuss, he politely expressed his gratitude instead.

"Fuck you, bitch! See you tomorrow, same time," Parker said, slamming the door shut. He then engaged the bolt and latched the door behind him, leaving Greg confined like a caged animal.

Parker quickly poked his head into the men's room before heading back to the bar to finish the drink that Keegan had poured for him. "Not bad. The fucker really can lick those toilets clean," he said to himself, impressed.

He could never have imagined that anyone would actually enjoy being treated like a piece of trash, let alone made to clean disgusting public toilets and urinals with only the use of his tongue. He also gave great head, Parker marveled. He enjoyed the freedom of being as rough as he pleased with Greg's throat. The best part was that there was no reason to hold back and go easy on him since Greg was formally Keegan's slave.

Enslaved losers don't really have any rights, so why not pound his face until his eyeballs pop. Parker chuckled to himself as he returned to the bar.

"Keegan, thanks again for loaning me your guy. He's top fucking notch! No one provides better services than him. I still can't believe that he works for free." Parker then picked up his drink and took a sip.

"He wouldn't be much use if I had to pay him."

"Ha! I suppose you're right about that."

"Seriously though, no worries, boss. That's what he's for," Keegan smiled, wiping the bar section under Parker's drink with a damp cloth.

"And who might this gorgeous young lady be?" Parker asked, moving closer to Jenny. Gingerly sipping on her cocktail, prepared specially for her, she had been waiting patiently to resume her private conversation with Keegan. Though Parker wasn't finished interrupting yet, "Wait! Don't say anything. Let me guess. You're an angel sent from heaven."

"Thank you, that's so sweet of you. But I can assure you that I'm no angel. I'm more the demon type anyway. Though I am happy to be here; Keegan's such a wonderful guy."

"Yes, he is," Parked replied. "That's why I recently promoted him to head bartender. Did you know..."

"Jenny, this is Parker Wright. He owns the place," Keegan announced, interrupting.

"Nice to meet you, Mr. Wright!" Jenny said as she extended her hand to greet Parker.

"The pleasure is all mine. But please, call me Parker, my darling." He praised Jenny while kissing her hand several times before she managed to pry his lips away. Parker continued, "I was saying that Keegan here has saved me a ton of money with his ideas and even doubled our patronage on the busiest nights."

"Oh my, that sounds pretty - intelligent." She looked at Keegan smiling brightly.

"Oh yes," Parker went on, "this one's a fucking genius, pardon my French. He found a guy to clean my bathrooms singlehandedly without spending a dime on labor or materials. That's no small task. The men's room gets downright nasty on weekends."

"That's impressive, but how is that genius?" Jenny wondered.

"It's genius because it saves me a shit-ton of money in cleaning expenses. That bitch is doing it for free and without any supplies. More importantly, it's allowed me to market the bar as environmentally friendly on social media. That's a big thing with young people these days."

"Huh, interesting and yes, quite genius," Jenny finally admitted as she looked over at Keegan, smiling. "But there are one or two things I don't understand. Why would anyone want to clean your filthy toilets for free, and how can they possibly clean them without using supplies?"

"That's the best part!" Parker answered, brimming with pride. He was excitedly bursting at the seams and couldn't wait to fill Jenny in on all the details.

Feeling that the conversation had taken a dark turn, Keegan started to get nervous and faked a cough trying to signal Parker to be quiet. It didn't work.

"Keegan found some fucking piece of shit loser that gets off on licking my toilets and urinals. He comes in every single day just to clean them. It all started about a month back when he caught the pervert spying on him while taking a shit."

"What?!" A light bulb suddenly went off in Jenny's mind. She abruptly turned to Keegan, "Keegan? What's going on?"

"Oops, I'm sorry, Keeg. Is this the girlfriend?" Parker realized he had made a mistake with his casual sharing of information. "Well, I've gotta run! Lots of paperwork to catch up on. It was nice meeting you, Miss." Parker quickly hurried off with his drink, leaving Keegan alone to explain things to Jenny.

"Look, I'm sorry I didn't bring it up. You just showed up, and we were having such a nice conversation. There really wasn't a good time to mention it."

"He's licking your toilets clean! Did I hear that correctly?"

"And the urinals too."

"What the actual fuck? Are you pulling my leg?" Jenny was flabbergasted. She was over Greg, which didn't turn out to be all that difficult, especially after the bathroom incident. But just when she thought that her opinion of him couldn't sink any lower, it did. Licking disgusting toilets and urinals? This was insane.

"No, I'm not pulling your leg. It just happened. That day, after you left, I dragged him back into the bathroom and teased him, bullying him about the whole thing. Before I knew it, he started licking the toilet, begging me to treat him like shit. He got off on it, I don't know."

"That's disgusting." Jenny felt like vomiting.

"Here." Keegan handed her a glass of ice water and continued. "I know, I know. I can't say what his problem is, but he begged to make it up to me, saying how he'd lick my toilets and urinals clean every day. Then, not long after, he started sending me his weekly paycheck, saying that he owed me in slave taxes."

"What!? Slave taxes?"

"Yeah, I couldn't believe it either. Not only did your boyfriend want to clean our bathrooms, but he also wanted to pay me for the privilege. So how could I say no."

"You took the money, didn't you? I'd do the same thing."

"Every day after work, he comes in, and the first thing he does is clean the ladies' room, which is never all that dirty anyway. Women are just super neat, I guess."

"True, I can't argue with that. Men are slobs," Jenny agreed with a playful wink.

"After that, he moves on to the men's room. Of course, it's always gross in there. But about an hour later, after he's done, it's sparkling clean."

"Sick."

"I just lock him in the supply closet for the rest of the night if we need him for anything else. Then I let him out at the night's end; he goes home, wakes up, and does it the next day."

"For anything else, like? What else do you make him do?" Jenny wondered. From the look on Keegan's face, she could tell he was holding something back. "Keegan? What else does he do? What aren't you telling me?"

"Oh, you know, things."

"Like???"

Keegan was getting nervous again, and Jenny could tell. It wasn't a behavior that one would expect from a confident Alpha male like Keegan. He wanted to say something but couldn't because it was like an unspoken secret around the bar.

"Keegan, what else does that fucking loser do?" This time, she looked him in the eye, demanding an answer.

"That piece of shit, your boyfriend..."

"Don't call him that!"

"What?"

"He's not my boyfriend, but he's still a worthless piece of shit."

"Sorry, your ex-boyfriend..."

"Yes?"

"...Also goes by the name Bag Man around here."

"Bag Man? What is that supposed to mean?" Jenny asked, cutely curling up her nose with a curious look on her face that made Keegan smile.

"Many of our regular patrons, mostly the middle-aged fat, hairy, and out-of-shape married dudes, started dropping in more frequently. It was all because of Greg. You see, they'd been using him to, you know, relieve some of their pent-up frustrations."

"Oh my gosh! Greg sucks them off?"

"Bingo! Who knew that he also licks and sucks balls better than anyone else. They love to teabag his mouth before throat fucking him."

"Bag Man, I get it now." There was a pause as Jenny collected her thoughts before blurting out, "That's fucking disgusting!"

"Yeah, he swallows more than a hundred loads most weekends. It gets pretty busy in here, thanks to him. Apparently, he can take a really mean face fucking. He's a hardcore cocksucker, that's for sure."

"Hmmm." Jenny still had a hard time picturing it all.

"Parker, my boss, who you just met?"

"Yeah, he nearly slobbered all over my hand."

"When you arrived, he had just left to pay Greg a visit, and I'm positive he got his balls thoroughly drained before returning to the bar. That's why he was in such a great mood. He's never that nice."

"Ewww, gross."

"Yeah!"

"I want to see him?"

"Parker?"

"No, that toilet licking cocksucker, Greg. Is he here now?"

"Yeah, he's in the back, next to the men's room, locked in the supply closet."

"Take me to him." Jenny didn't wait for an answer. Instead, she shot straight up, got off her barstool, and stormed to the back. The bathroom signs pointed her in the right direction. Keegan saw her rush off and quickly hopped over the bar, keeping up with her brisk pace.

The corridor was narrow. The supply closet was at the end of the hallway, next to the men's bathroom. The door was locked from the outside with a heavy-duty latch. The bolt was about three inches long and went directly into the door frame, making it impossible to open from the inside. So when Greg was locked inside, he was effectively a helpless prisoner. Jenny pulled the bolt, then unlatched and opened the door.

"At attention, slave!" Keegan barked at Greg as he stepped out from behind Jenny and stood in front of her. Greg was curled up in a ball on the floor in the corner of the closet, desperately trying to keep warm.

"Yes, Master Keegan," he answered, kneeling at attention. His naked body looked frail and thin from neglect and malnourishment. Greg spent his days hard at work in the office and his evenings in bondage and slavery, volunteering to be sexually abused and treated inhumanely.

"There's someone here that wants to see you, bitch." Keegan stepped out of the way.

"Jenny!" Greg shouted with surprise and optimism, forgetting about the chain around his neck and being locked naked in a closet.

For a short moment, Greg ignored all of it. The sight of Jenny reminded him of what it was like when they were dating and how he wanted to go steady and even get married. She looked different somehow. It hadn't been that long, but Jenny appeared more mature than he remembered. She looked elegant and exquisitely beautiful.

"Fuck you, loser!" Greg's pleasant feelings for Jenny were not reciprocated in the least. Instead, Jenny viciously kicked Greg squarely in the testicles, dropping him to the floor in a heap at her feet. "You disgustingly worthless piece of shit! I can't believe the things that you're doing."

"Jenny! Please!" Greg begged for mercy as Jenny continued in rage. She stomped his head several times, kicking once more but this time in the face.

Greg started to bleed from his left cheek. "Arghhh! No! Please, Jenny, please!"

"Fuck you, Greg! I can't believe I wasted my time on you. Licking toilets and urinals? Seriously?"

"Jenny, I'm sorry! Hmmph-Ouch!"

At first, Keegan smiled, evening chuckling as he watched Jenny beat Greg senseless, but after it went on for more than a minute, he felt compelled to intervene. Jenny was getting close to causing permanent damage.

"Ok, ok, that's enough for now, sweetie. You'll crack his skull," Keegan said, pulling Jenny away from the doorway.

"Good, I hope he fucking dies!"

"Well, at the rate he's sucking cocks and licking toilets, he's bound to catch some communicable disease that will do him in." Keegan put his arm around Jenny, "Look, just be happy that he's not with you anymore. He's being treated like shit every day, and he loves it. It's a win-win for everybody."

Keegan was right; he had a point. If this is what made Greg happy, then so be it. Jenny started to see why Keegan took him up on his proposition, letting him become Keegan's full-time slave. Everyone needs a doormat to walk all over from time to time.

"Slave!"

"Yes, Master Keegan?"

"Since you're already down on the ground, why don't you lick the soles of Ms..." he paused, looking at Jenny. She never told him her last name.

"Johnson," Jenny answered.

"Ms. Jenny Johnson's shoes. Show her the respect she deserves. She's a beautiful young lady. You know your place, don't you?"

"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Jenny." Jenny lifted her foot slightly but not entirely off the floor.

It was enough for Greg to wedge his face between the dirty floor and the bottom of her shoe. He slobbered all over the sole as he cleaned it thoroughly before moving on to the other.

"Thank you, thank you, Goddess Jenny. I'm humbled and honored to clean your shoes. I have nothing by respect and admiration for your beauty and authority, Goddess Jenny."

"You're pathetic," she balked. Jenny had a look of disgust on her face as she allowed Greg to debase himself at her feet. It felt good to watch a grown man prostrating in front of her. "Lick all that gross shit off the bottom of my shoes, worm."

"Did it feel good kicking him in the nuts?" Keegan wondered.

"It felt great! I need to stop by more often to stomp Greg's worthless balls and release some pent-up aggression myself. He certainly doesn't need them for anything useful anymore." She had a sly smile across her face. Jenny genuinely enjoyed slapping Greg around. "Besides, it'll give me a reason to come and see you more, sexy."

It was the cue that Keegan was waiting for, and he went in for a kiss. But before he could lean even halfway in, Jenny grabbed his head and pulled him closer until they locked lips. They made out passionately, French kissing, while Greg squirmed on the ground, obediently licking the bottom of her shoes.

"Wow! You're a great kisser," Jenny smiled. "I have to run, ok? But I'll be back later, before the end of your shift, so you can take me out."

Before she left, Jenny couldn't resist giving Greg one more swift and brutal kick to the side of the head. Then, laughing playfully, she skipped down the hall and out of sight.

Keegan gawked at her as she turned the corner before diverting his attention to Greg. Greg slithered and writhed at his feet, still reeling from Jenny's blow to his head.

"She's some girl, alright," Keegan marveled before stepping down and pressing the sole of his boot against the side of Greg's face, pinning him to one spot. "I forgot to mention that from now on, you'll be cleaning the men's room twice daily, your usual time, and once more at closing time. A few patrons have complained that the toilets are being neglected while you're off at your day job, earning me lots of money."

Greg struggled to speak with Keegan's boot pressed firmly against his face and neck but managed nevertheless, "Yes, Sir, Master Keegan. I won't let you down."

"I think it's because everyone knows about you now. Suddenly all of my customers have developed bad aim while taking a piss, just to make things a little extra filthy for you. Think of it as job security."

"Thank you, Sir. I very much appreciate the gesture."

Keegan spat on Greg in disgust and lifted his boot off Greg's face. "Where's that funnel, faggot? And get the hose. I want you wallowing at my feet."

"Yes, Sir." Greg rose to his knees, turned toward the shelf behind him, and reached for the large funnel that Parker had used earlier. He also picked up a nearby transparent flexible plastic hose. Stuffing the spout into one end of the hose, Greg handed the funnel to Keegan. Then, putting the open tube end into his mouth, he returned to his prone position at Keegan's feet. With his arms at his sides pointing toward his feet, Greg lay completely flat on his belly, facing between Keegan's boots. The hose was still stuffed in his mouth.

"I really have to piss badly, so drink up, loser," Keegan smirked and then urinated into the funnel.

At first, it trickled down the hose and into Greg's waiting mouth for disposal, but quickly after that, it began to rage like a river. As the tube filled, the weight of the column of Keegan's piss increased the pressure inside Greg's mouth. So to avoid spitting out and spilling piss all over the floor at his Master's feet and getting himself in significant trouble, Greg had no choice but to drink fast.

"Gulp! Gulp! Gulp! Mmmmpf!"

"That's it, bitch! Drink my piss, you fucking sub-human urinal!"

"Gulp! Gulp!"

"Excuse me? Are you gonna be much longer?" A voice with a southern accent from behind Keegan asked. He was a husky middle-aged man wearing blue jeans and a stained white undershirt with a potbelly. "I left my rig running in the back. I just stopped in cause I heard about the Bag Man on my CB radio. I reckon that's the bitch there."

"That's him, alright. And he's all yours; I'm finished with him." Keegan let go of the funnel, letting it drop on Greg's head as he zipped up his pants.

"I didn't know that you could piss in his mouth too. That'll save me a trip to the men's room."

"You can do whatever you want with him, pal. He's our house slave, and that's what he's for."

"Will he eat my shit too?" Greg's eyes immediately widened when he heard him say that. Oh God, he thought.

"He doesn't have a choice, now does he?" Keegan slapped the man on the back as he stepped out of the way, letting him get closer to Greg.

"Ah well, I don't really need to shit but maybe next time. I really need my balls drained, though. I've got a three-day load waiting for this pig."

"Have at it, friend," Keegan politely smiled and left. But just as he rounded the corner, back into the bar area, he could hear the man getting aggressive with Greg and shouting loudly.

Slap-Whack! "Open that fucking mouth bitch, and suck my meat stick dry! You better empty my balls, or else I am fixin' to shit in yer mouth."

"Yes, Sir!"

"Suck it, bitch!!!"

Slap-Whack!

"Arghhh-Ouch!"

"Mmmm, the shrimp is amazing. I love it!" Jenny exclaimed as she took another bite of her barbeque shrimp.

"I knew you would. Coming to Porter's is my favorite place to unwind after a long shift. I love the atmosphere here."

"Porter's, it's got a cool ring to it. Keegan, thanks for bringing me here."

"It's my pleasure to be in the company of such a beautiful and ambitious young woman." He kissed her hand, simultaneously looking up into her eyes, only to see her blushing uncontrollably. "Don't be shy, my dear. You have nothing to fear; you're beautiful. You have the world at your feet."

"Look at him over there. He's a total fucking embarrassment."

Jenny and Keegan looked across the street and into the dimly lit alley. It was difficult to make out details, but they could easily see the silhouette of a man down on his knees with his back up against the brick wall. Another silhouetted man was standing directly in front of the first. He was forcing his cock in and out of the kneeling man's mouth, not holding back.

"Yeah, look's like he's really getting a throat raping, doesn't it," Keegan chuckled.

"There's even a lineup. Is there anything that Greg won't do for you?"

"No, I don't think so. Since you dumped Greg, he's proven he's the lowest form of pond scum on the planet. He's licked public toilets and urinals, sucked every hairy cock in front of him, licked boots, and even cleaned a few sweaty assholes of fat truckers."

"And now you've got him prostituting his mouth in a public alley for tips."

"Yup, and every dime goes into my recreation fund. Ain't life grand?"

"I guess so. At least for people like us." Jenny smiled at Keegan, winked, and got out of her chair. She excused herself and stepped out of the fenced-in restaurant patio area to walk across the street toward Greg.

Keegan admired Jenny's figure as she walked away, turning his chair to get a better look. He didn't want to miss the show. What was Jenny up to? Keegan's mind wandered. Her ass was tight and perfect, he mused. She was dressed much more casually than earlier, wearing skin-hugging yoga pants with a pair of tall black rubber Hunter boots. They were the classic style Hunter's with a decorative buckle at the tops of each boot.

It had rained earlier in the day, and mud puddles were everywhere. Keegan figured that was why she was wearing rubber boots. They looked cute on her, he'd have to admit. The only thing more adorable was how she purposefully stepped in the rain puddles rather than avoid them. Jenny had on a short-cropped leather spring jacket that accentuated her lower half. She looked fucking amazing; Keegan was getting a hard-on just watching her walk across the street.

"Hi boys, are you enjoying facing fucking my bitch?" Jenny reached the other side of the street and ventured into the alley to join a group of young college-aged men gang-raping Greg's mouth.

"He's a natural-born cocksucker!" one of them blurted out.

"Suck my cock, whore!" shouted the football jock type that had his cock wedged down Greg's throat. "Choke on it, bitch!" he commanded as he stuffed both of his testicles into Greg's mouth.

Greg couldn't move. He was pinned up against the wall with his hands behind his back. Then, without turning his head, he swung his eyes over to greet Jenny, standing next to him.

Jenny could see the terror in his eyes. Greg had no control of the situation and was at the complete mercy of this gang of young horny college thugs. She couldn't care less, and instead of expressing an ounce of sympathy for Greg's plight, Jenny spat in Greg's eye. She smiled as Greg moaned out loud in response to her cruelty.

"Fuck that throat, boys. That's all he's good for, servicing you just like you deserve," Jenny egged them on.

"Is he, like, your boyfriend or something?" asked the boy next in line.

"Ha! That was pretty funny." Jenny leaned in, seductively caressing the boy's face with her hand. She then moved even closer until her lips were only inches from his. "He's my slave. I own him."

"Wow, that's cool," the boy said. "Can I look at you while I fuck his face?"

"Ah-Arghhh, Ahhh!!!" The football jock reached orgasm with his dick buried deep inside Greg's mouth. He left it there until his testicles were drained completely. "Next!" he shouted with a smile.

As he zipped his pants, stepping out of the way, the next boy in line unzipped his and approached Greg. "Suck it, bitch!" he commanded, slapping Greg across the face before stuffing a sizable semi-erect penis into his mouth.

"Oooh, I like it!" Jenny cheered him on excitedly. She took his hand and slid it under her shirt and over her breast.

The boy's eyes lit up like a Christmas tree, and his cock quickly became stiff. He stared at Jenny's face, rubbing her breast, as he pounded Greg's mouth. All the while, his cock forcibly slid in, hitting the back of Greg's throat and causing him to gag before slipping back out and allowing him a chance to catch his breath. Ultimately, Greg had only a moment before the young man, full of stamina, rammed his penis unforgivingly back down his throat.

"That's it. Oh, fuck yeah!" Jenny exclaimed. "Rape that bitch's mouth. Ram it in hard!" She was enjoying the show, getting excited from the fondling of her breast and the sight of Greg's tear-filled eyes and excessive gagging.

"Urghhh-Ahhh. Oh yeah! Take my fucking load!" The young college guy finished, pulling out just in time to deposit a massively thick load all over Greg's face. Then, as he slapped the side of Greg's face with his still erect penis, he wiped the remaining strands of sperm still clinging to the head of his cock onto his cheek.

"That's fucking disgusting!" So shouted the next guy in line. I don't wanna touch him with your jizz all over his face now."

"Lick it up!" Jenny ordered, kicking Greg's testicles unexpectedly. She didn't hold back, smiling as Greg slumped over in agony. The group of young men laughed hysterically. "Clean your face, you worthless piece of human garbage. Eat his cum! Be grateful for it."

"Yes, Goddess Jenny!" Greg managed to mutter his compliance as he rolled at Jenny's feet on the ground. With one hand, he nursed his balls from blunt force trauma that Jenny delivered with the toe of her Hunter boots, and with the other, he wiped the young man's sperm from his face and eyes before licking it off and swallowing. The young men burst out in laughter yet again.

"Let's go, boys! Let's leave this loser in the dirt where he belongs." One after another, the young men walked up to Greg only to spit large wads of phlegm and loogies into his face.

"Wait, boys! Don't go." Jenny stopped them. "Can you do just one more thing for me? It'll save you some time."

"Sure!"

"No problem, anything for a hot babe."

"Ok." The boys, one by one, let Jenny know what they thought about her by staying back at her request.

"It's probably not hard to believe at this point, but this worthless loser also loves serving hot Alpha guys like you as a human urinal."

"No fucking way! That's sick." The football jock said as he unzipped his pants. "I really needed to go anyway. I've got like three beers worth of piss in me."

That was all the encouragement they needed. Then, all at once, the young men unzipped and began to urinate on Greg simultaneously. Jenny glanced at Keegan on the other side of the street, still watching. Keegan gave Jenny a thumbs-up gesture. It emboldened Jenny even more.

"Drink their piss bitch! You're goddamn worthless, you urinal cleaner! You're disgusting!" She ranted at Greg, giving him a few more vicious kicks to the balls.

Rank yellow urine was all over Greg's body; he was drenched in it. His hair was soaked, and his clothes dripped. The young fratboys were unrelenting, showing him no mercy. But Greg did as he was told. He held his mouth wide open as gulp after gulp, they filled it with warm piss. He drank liters of urine before they finally stopped.

The boys had left, leaving Greg in a pool of soaking piss. Jenny looked across the street again, grinning at Keegan, but he motioned her back this time.

"Where's your fucking leash, whore?"

"It's over on that trash bin, Goddess Jenny."

"Take off all your clothes, except for your underwear, and throw them in the trash. You stink!" Jenny skipped to the dumpster and quickly recovered the stainless steel dog leash. "Keep that sign around your neck, though. In case anyone else may want to fuck your face."

Jenny was referring to a laminated sign hanging around Greg's neck that Keegan had made for him. It read, 'I'm a fucking cocksucking whore. Will suck cocks for spare change. No cock refused!' Keegan thought it would be fun. The slogan reminded him of something a used car salesman desperate to make a sale would say. Greg was indeed desperate to please.

Jenny latched the dog leash to the collar around Greg's neck and pulled him to heel. Apart from a woman's thong, he was completely naked. She walked him, mostly dragging him, back across the street.

"How much money did you make for us, loser?" Keegan asked.

"He only made about $95," Jenny said, handing Keegan the money. "But he had to work hard for it. Those college boys really went to town on him."

"God bless horny young men." Keegan put up his hand, "You keep it. Buy yourself a new pair of shoes."

"Thank you, Keegan," Jenny smiled before leaning over the short steel railing dividing the restaurant patio area from the public sidewalk to kiss him.

It didn't go unnoticed by Greg. Jenny both thanked and kissed Keegan when he was the one that worked to earn that money. He allowed his mouth to be brutally raped countless times in just the last couple of hours so that Jenny could buy herself a new pair of shoes. It turned him on thinking about how his sacrifice was being completely ignored. He was getting an erection just thinking about Keegan and Jenny's attitude of entitlement.

"Arghhh-Ouch!" Greg suddenly screamed out loud.

"What the fuck is that? Did anyone give you permission to get a boner, you worthless loser?" Jenny scolded Greg with yet another brutal kick in the balls. It was becoming a habit of hers that he was quickly starting to respect. Jenny could kick really hard.

"I'm sorry, Goddess Jenny. I beg your forgiveness. I'm sorry, Keegan, Sir, I didn't mean to disrespect your authority."

"Wait here, bitch!" Jenny dropped Greg's leash and walked around and into the patio area. She sat down in Keegan's lap, landing a long passionate kiss on his lips.

"What was that for?" Keegan wondered.

"For being a real man and not just another spineless, useless bitch like him," she answered, pointing to Greg, gesturing with her foot.

"I can't argue with that." Keegan put his hands on Jenny's body, gently brushing past and caressing her breasts.

"Clean my boots, pig!" Jenny ordered. Obviously, she was speaking to Greg, who immediately began licking her dirty Hunters compliantly. "There's piss splattered all over them!"

There was just enough room between the railing bars for Greg to poke his head through and get close enough to Jenny's dangling boots. He licked until no speck of dirt or drop of urine was left, even cleaning the soles.

Jenny and Keegan enjoyed each other's company, drinking cocktails while completely ignoring Greg. Passerbyers gawked, and some momentarily stopped to investigate, even taking selfies with Greg, but not a single one came to Greg's defense.

Perhaps society was finally ready to accept how increasingly more men were finding their place in the world as inferior beta males in service to more superior Alpha women and men. And as Greg tasted the dirt on Jenny's boots, he hoped he still had a shot at being in her life for many years. If he no longer was marriage material, then perhaps he could be the very best slave to Jenny and Keegan. Maybe they'd both agree to keep him as their personal cuckold slave for the rest of his life.

"That's enough, bitch!" Jenny lightly kicked Greg in the face. "Now lick Keegan's shoes clean," she laughed.

"Yes, Goddess Jenny. Thank you, Keegan, Sir." Greg lay flat on the ground, wedging his head under the railing. Once he was at eye level with Keegan's feet, Greg stuck out his tongue and began to lick. Keegan momentarily laughed but quickly returned to making out with Jenny.
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It's A Lifelong Commitment

As the months passed, Keegan and Jenny grew romantically closer, eventually becoming an exclusive couple. It was something that Greg himself had only dreamed of. But, alas, it wasn't meant to be for Greg and Jenny; she was Keegan's now. He had lost her to a more deserving man, a more prosperous, more assertive, and better-looking man. Keegan was a real man.

Keegan's career was rapidly advancing, with Parker recently appointing him Shift Manager of the bar. However, that wasn't enough for the young aspiring couple. With Keegan's pay raises and Greg's entire income piling in, Keegan's savings were growing fast.

He had always dreamed of opening a bar of his own one day, but despite his efforts, he could never dream of raising the necessary funds. It would require a significant financial investment to ultimately go through with it. But now, with Greg in the picture, his dream suddenly didn't seem that distant.

He and Jenny were hopeful that one day soon, Keegan would have a bar of his own. But they wanted more now. The young couple had sewn new dreams since being together of traveling abroad and moving into an extravagant mansion. While Jenny also wanted to go on luxury shopping sprees for expensive shoes and clothing. Greg, indeed, was turning out to be a blessing despite the constant ridicule and abuse they subjected him to.

Jenny and Keegan sat on the couch watching the TV, relaxing after a pleasant meal that Greg had prepared for the two of them. He had started regularly cooking meals for the couple whenever they weren't dining out. He also cleaned their apartment from top to bottom daily.

In recent months, Greg had comfortably settled into his role as a cuckold, housemaid, toilet cleaner, and general-purpose slave. He now served Jenny and Keegan full-time while still maintaining his duties at the bar.

Wrapping up for the evening, Greg had finished cleaning the kitchen and washing the dishes. Then, deciding to check in with his owners, Greg crawled into the living room for further instruction.

"Is there anything else Goddess Jenny or Master Keegan I can do to serve you tonight before heading off to bed?"

Of course, it was only seven o'clock in the evening, but with no specific chores left to do, there was no reason for Greg to disturb them needlessly. Besides, he had to get up early to head off to his accounting job.

"Is the kitchen spotless?" Jenny asked.

"Yes, Goddess."

"Did you make our bed and fluff my pillow?" Keegan asked.

"Yes, Sir, I did. I also found the used condom that you left for me. Thank you, Sir. I'll cherish it."

"You better. There was a big fucking load in it. Consider it your dinner tonight."

"Yes, Sir, Thank you," Greg spoke reverently.

"Then fuck off already! Get out of our sight, loser."

"Yes, Sir." Greg bowed his head to the floor in front of Keegan, then turned to do the same to Jenny. "Thank you, Goddess."

He then hurried away, disappearing through a small half-door in the hallway. It was a small storage area that Keegan converted into a room for Greg to sleep in. It was just large enough for him to fit into and still be able to lay flat on the cold slate tile floor.

Turning to Jenny, Keegan shut off the television, placing her hands in his. "Jenny, baby. You know I love you."

"Awww, I love you too, honey."

"I feel like our relationship has blossomed these last months. I feel like you're the girl for me."

Jenny blushed as she watched Keegan's face go flush. He was nervous. Oh my God, she thought to herself, what's going on!

"Jenny, I want you to know that you mean the world to me." He got down on one knee and pulled a small ring box out from behind his back. "Jenny, will you marry me?"

"Oh my God! Yes! Yes! Yes!" She was elated. Jenny threw her arms around Keegan, kissing him all over his face.

Greg could hear the commotion from inside his cramped room, although he wasn't sure what was happening. It sounded as if they were having sex again. He held Keegan's used condom in front of his face, inspecting it. There was a massive load of cum inside; Keegan wasn't kidding.

He quietly thanked Keegan for the privilege and proceeded to put his mouth over the open end of the condom, then tilted his head back while lifting the condom until it completely drained, filling his mouth. Greg kept Keegan's semen in his mouth for about a minute before swallowing it to savor the flavor and enjoy the texture of the clumps of sperm. He would have never thought a year ago that he would be as grateful to eat another man's cum as he was now.

Greg said a short prayer of thanks to Jenny and Keegan before flicking the light switch off and closing his eyes. He draped Keegan's empty condom across his face before drifting off to sleep.

Greg had to work the following day. For many years, he hated his job, and it grew increasingly dull with each passing day. However, after pledging all his income to Keegan and Jenny, working as an accountant suddenly became a joy. It was a fulfilling experience handing his paycheck weekly to more deserving and superior people.

After moving out of his apartment and in with Keegan and Jenny, Greg could afford to give them even more money by eliminating those expenses. All that was left was his sizable investment portfolio which they knew nothing about. It recently surpassed seven figures and grew in size each month. With each month passing behind them, Greg felt increasingly guilty about not telling his owners how he was sitting on a small fortune. He so very badly wanted to confess his secret to them. Greg knew they deserved to have it. Even more so, they were entitled to have it all.

It wasn't long before Greg slipped into a pleasant dreamy state. Life was good, and Greg was grateful for his current situation. Of course, most people could never understand how a man could not only tolerate but crave an Alpha couple's constant abuse and humiliation. But, most people didn't matter. All that mattered was the happiness of his Master Keegan and his beautiful Goddess Jenny.

Greg awoke to find himself kneeling naked in a somewhat filthy and disgusting public bathroom. It was the kind that reminded him of an abandoned building, perhaps an old tavern unused for years. In the center of the room was a urinal. It was an open trough style where men stood simultaneously in a circle pissing into a shared basin. Greg immediately recognized that he was dreaming.

It wasn't the first time that he became lucid in his dreams. The sensation of discovering that one was in a fantasy of the mind can be an overwhelming experience that had caused Greg to wake prematurely from dozens of fantastic adventures. He realized long ago that letting go and flowing with the moment was best. He wondered in anticipation what was going to happen next.

Before making another observation, he found himself suddenly enclosed in the same urinal that he was just looking at. The basin's surface was shaped like a large stainless steel funnel, draining into the center where Greg was. His body was restricted from movement, and for a brief moment, he panicked.

'It's only a dream. It's only a dream.' Greg calmed himself, not wanting the experience to end by abruptly waking from his fantasy.

On his back, unable to move an inch and with the drain spout in his mouth, he waited and waited. Nothing was happening. What's the point of this dream, Greg wondered. Then, it began.

Wave after wave of men entered the bathroom to take their place around the urinal basin. They emptied their bladders without thinking about what was lurking underneath, drinking and disposing of their waste. They talked, laughed, and joked while they pissed.

There was locker room banter, drunken babble, and business venture dealing. It was an atmosphere of masculinity and testosterone. It was beautiful; there was nothing toxic about it.

Greg was beneath them all, relegated to an ignored piss drinking public urinal in devoted service to his superiors. Yet, he was in heaven as their eternal urine flow filled his mouth and belly.

Time wasn't ticking the same way as in waking life, allowing Greg to experience an entire evening of servicing the anonymous men in seconds. The experience was profound, leaving Greg with an ecstatic sense of euphoria. As he drank and consumed their piss, along with occasional wads of spit floating on top, he began thinking about Jenny, his sweet Goddess Jenny.

What would she think of him if she caught him doing such a humiliating thing? Would she still want to be his girlfriend? Greg's dream lucidity was slipping away. The lines of what was real and what was fantasy blurred.

'What the fuck are you doing, Greg?' Jenny marched into the bathroom, cursing at Greg. 'You worthless loser; you're not a man; you'll never be a real man!' She marched to the urinal basin, and all the men stopped to take notice of her.

'Hey, baby! You want some of this.' One confident guy cat-called her.

'Yeah, not that loser,' said another. 'Greg's only good for one thing...'

'That's drinking our fucking piss!' said the first.

'Ahahahahaha!' The room erupted in laughter as the men mocked Greg, who suddenly was unable to speak as a torrent of urine began to flow into his mouth via the funnel.

'Aaackkk-Gawwwd! Mmmmpf!' Greg began to choke and gag, unable to keep up with the unending stream of men's piss.

Jenny laughed, putting her arms around two of the nearest masculine studs. She wore an elegant black evening gown with a matching pair of black leather five-inch Gucci stilettos.

Greg suddenly realized that his lower torso was no longer contained in the urinal but on the outside. As a result, his genitals were fully exposed, and Jenny was standing directly over him with her foot raised above his testicles.

'This is how we treat pathetic beta male bitches.' Jenny laughed before bringing her stiletto down on Greg's helpless balls. She stomped his testicles repeatedly while the group of men cheered her on. It was a massacre.

Greg screamed in agony, still gagging from the urine pouring into his mouth. Blood began to splatter everywhere as Jenny relentlessly stomped, laughing sadistically. The pain was intense, and he was sure that Jenny had crushed his testicles flat.

Was he in Hell? Jenny was having a blast, so it wasn't Hell for her. She was breathtakingly beautiful, and Greg began rationalizing his predicament. No, this was heaven, but an eternity of suffering was worth it to see Jenny's sweet smile.

"Wake up bitch! Wake up!"

"I'll crush your throat, don't tempt me, slave!" Keegan's shoe was pressing down on Greg's throat, causing him to gasp for each breath as he abruptly woke from his slumber.

"And I'll crush your worthless balls! Wake up, bitch! I've got some amazing news, and I wanna celebrate!" Jenny shouted, poking the heel of her boot into Greg's scrotum, getting increasingly impatient.

"Ow-Arghhh, I'm sorry, Goddess Jenny. I'm sorry, Master Keegan. I'm awake now."

"Finally!" Keegan spat on Greg's face as he removed his foot from his throat.

"Look! Isn't it beautiful?" Jenny held up her hand to show Greg the engagement ring that Keegan had given her.

It was his ring, the same one that Greg wanted to give to Jenny almost two years earlier. Keegan must have taken it from him that day while he was busy cleaning the bar's toilets. He worked for months to save up for that ring. Although it was supposed only to be a promise ring, it was actually an expensive diamond engagement ring, and Keegan had given it to Jenny to ask for her hand in marriage. Of course, Greg had the right to be livid by an average person's standards.

Greg wasn't angry at Keegan, though. In fact, he was grateful that his contributions and sacrifices played a small role in their happiness. "I'm so happy for you both. Congratulations." Greg said in a meek and humbled voice.

Jenny snapped a leash to Greg's collar yanking him out of his cubbyhole bedroom and into the hallway. "Lick my boots and show me how grateful you are that I'm marrying a real man like Keegan."

Then, as Greg cleaned and adored Jenny's boots with his tongue, Keegan leaned in to kiss Jenny. Their lips locked in a passionate, loving embrace, dwelling for more than a quick peck. Greg kept licking, expressing his thanks to Jenny over and over again.

"So Keegan bought me this little gift a couple weeks ago. It's a bullwhip to use on your worthless ass. It's a way to relieve stress, but in this case, I think I'll use it to celebrate. I'm gonna enjoy whipping you to bloody fucking shreds," Jenny snickered while proudly holding the coiled long black leather bullwhip.

Her whip was sleek and made of tightly braided leather. Greg could tell it was of the highest quality and would hurt like Hell, especially when combined with Jenny's disdain and arrogant attitude toward him. Although he hid it from Jenny, Greg was scared at the thought of her whipping him mercilessly with it.

"Keegan and I are going out to celebrate, but before we go, I'm gonna have a little fun with you." She yanked his leash and firmly led him to the front door. "Let's go, bitch!"

"I'm taking a shower. I'll meet you downstairs." Keegan shouted from the hallway as he stepped into the bathroom.

"Alright, babe, love you!" Jenny opened the door and led Greg into the stairwell of their condominium-style apartment. "I'm going tear you to shreds, loser!"

She led him down the stairwell and into the maintenance room below the building. Jenny already had the key, and a dark, dusty service room was inside. In the center was a hook hanging from the ceiling.

"Here, put these on!" Jenny tossed a pair of manacles at Greg. He robotically clamped them around his wrists, intently watching as Jenny placed a chair under the hook. "Now get up there! Put your wrists on that hook."

Greg obediently complied, climbing on top of the chair and sliding the ring that connected his wrist shackles over the ceiling hook. As he did so, Jenny violently kicked the chair out from under Greg's feet.

"No-Ahhh!" His body dropped, briefly free falling before coming to rest. Helpless, his body was left hanging from the hook with his feet dangling roughly a foot above the floor below.

"There we go! Hanging there just like a piece of freshly slaughtered meat," Jenny laughed.

"Please, Jenny, please have mercy. I don't know if I can handle that whip."

"Are you fucking kidding me? I don't care what you can handle. This is about me, not you. You're a fucking worthless piece of shit," Jenny shouted. Then, she moved the chair out of the way and took several steps back before declaring, "I'm gonna have fun torturing you, loser!"

Whooosh-Crack! Crack! Whooosh-Crack!

"Arghhhhhhh!!! No!!! Pleeeeaaase!" Greg screamed and begged for mercy, but Jenny didn't care. She whipped him with cruelty, intentionally trying to harm him. She was having too much fun to let Greg ruin it.

Whooosh-Crack! His fleshed burned with every lash. Whooosh-Crack! Whooosh-Crack! The whip landed indiscriminately on his front as well as backside. It hurt so much, but Jenny enjoyed it, which helped Greg endure. Whooosh-Crack!

"Woo-hoo! Take that, bitch!" Whooosh-Crack!

After several minutes of gratuitous torture at the hands of his sweet Goddess Jenny, something peculiar happened. Greg's tears of suffering began turning into tears of gratitude and joy. A wave of emotional contentment and well-being flooded over him. Finally, he couldn't contain it any longer and started sobbing uncontrollably.

"Thank you! Thank you! Thank you, Goddess Jenny! I'm so grateful for the privilege of suffering for you - for your amusement."

Whooosh-Crack! "That's right, bitch, take it! Suffer for me." Jenny was having too much fun to care, let alone even notice how Greg was going through a spiritual transcendence. "Woo-hoo! Yeah!"

Jenny whipped Greg mercilessly for several minutes more, laughing and taking delight in her girl-power dominance. Jenny's exuberance over her engagement with Keegan made her the happiest woman on earth, and nothing could dampen her spirits.

Whooosh-Crack!

"A-Arghhhhhhh!!! Thank you, Goddess Jenny!"

"Whoa-Whoa, hold your horses, cowgirl!" Keegan shouted as he opened the door to the maintenance room.

"Keegan!" The whip-cracking stopped abruptly, but Greg's moans and whimpering continued unabated.

"Holy shit, babe, you really fucked him up." Keegan was surprised. Jenny had shredded Greg's back. Blood oozed from his wounds, and even a pool had collected on the concrete floor under his dangling feet.

"Wow! I guess I did. I didn't even notice; I was having too much fun. Woo-hoo, girl power!" Jenny shrugged it off and didn't seem concerned that Greg's backside would be scarred for the rest of his life. "Let's go, babe. Let's celebrate."

Jenny threw her arms around Keegan's shoulders, hugging him affectionately before kissing him. Together they both quickly glanced at Greg, still hanging from the ceiling like a naked piece of beef freshly butchered and hung out to dry. His body was limp and exhausted from the severe whipping. Jenny tossed her bullwhip aside, still dripping with Greg's blood.

"We'll come back for him later," she shrugged her shoulders apathetically. "Let him hang there and think about how worthless and pathetic he is."

"I owe that loser a thank you." Keegan smiled.

"Really?"

"Without him being such a twisted fuck, I would have never met you, the love of my life."

"You can thank him later. He's not going anywhere," Jenny smiled. "Greg's born to be a bitch. He's going to make an excellent cuckold for us, baby."

"Ah-Hahaha!"

"Hahaha!" They laughed then quietly exited the room, locking it behind them, leaving Greg to hang from the ceiling, suffering and alone.

"Keep your fucking face down in that piss pot," a raspy voice barked in a commanding tone as the man entered the men's bathroom at the biker bar.

"Yes, Sir." Greg fearfully kept his tongue flat to the rim of the urinal, licking the stains until the porcelain gleamed. And as he performed his duties, the booming masculine voice approached until the domineering man stood over him.

"I hope you're thirsty. I just got off the road and haven't pissed for two hundred miles." The rough-around-the-edges biker unzipped his jeans and pulled out his penis. He then pissed on Greg's head, chuckling as it rained down, washing over his face and falling into the urinal. "Drink it, fuckhole!"

Greg did as he was told. He drank the biker's piss, and when he was finished, the grey-haired man with a bushy untrimmed beard had something else in mind.

"You're fucking disgusting! You're covering in fucking piss. Get in that toilet stall!" He kicked Greg's ribs, signaling for him to start moving.

Greg crawled to the nearest stall; unfortunately, it was one he hadn't yet cleaned. So he hovered over the bowl like a drunk, about to puke his guts out, would.

"Wash that piss off!" The biker took the sole of his boot and stepped down on the back of Greg's head, forcing his face into the bowl. His entire head was submerged in the toilet.

His tormentor held his face underwater in the toilet for almost a minute, causing Greg to gasp for air. But, unfortunately, it wouldn't be that easy as the unforgiving man kept his boot firmly on Greg's head. It wasn't until he heard the toilet flush that Greg could take his next breath.

"Hahaha! You fucking piece of shit. I flushed you just like the rest of the shit gets flushed."

"Thank you, Sir," was all that Greg could think to say.

"Suck my cock off, whore!" His penis was still hanging outside of his unzipped pants. Then, without asking for permission, he shoved his cock into Greg's waiting mouth. "Suck it, faggot!"

Greg pleasured the biker. It was part of his duties, and he wanted to make Keegan and Jenny proud of him, so he sucked and sucked without pause until the man exploded, blowing his load into his mouth. Then without another word, the rough-around-the-edges biker zipped up his pants, spat in Greg's face, and casually walked out of the men's room, leaving Greg to clean up the mess.

The ordeal didn't much affect Greg anymore; he was used to it, and it was a part of his life. However, since letting Keegan and Jenny know about his ballooning investment portfolio, things have settled down.

It felt good to serve his owners, and Greg himself was happier than he had ever imagined. Keegan could finally open his own bar in an upscale part of town. After seeing how successful the Bag Man was at his former employer's bar, Keegan decided to leverage Greg's skills by starting the world's first environmentally friendly public bathroom cleaning service that also offered perks to bathroom clientele. It's been an enormous victory and has made Keegan one of the most successful low-key entrepreneurs in town.

Jenny's been excited ever since meeting a group of new female friends. Interestingly, they were all members of a pseudo-secret female supremacist society. Jenny's been considering joining herself.

The female supremacist Jenny met, Gwendoline Chase, was a bombshell. After getting to know her, Jenny learned about an opportunity to claim tax credits for charitable work at a local glory hole that the group ran.

With the bar and cleaning service so successful, she and Keegan couldn't pass up the chance to reduce their growing tax burden. So she sent Greg there to suck cock during the day on weekends and early morning before work on weekdays.

It turned out that the glory hole was run by an organization called the Female Supremacist Society which also happened to be registered as a religious organization. According to Gwendoline, the chapter president had successfully petitioned the government for charitable status because its male members worshipped the female members as living deities.

When all was said and done, Keegan committed Greg's toilet and urinal cleaning services to the glory hole once a week. It was a crazy environment to be in, but Greg quickly started to enjoy his weekly visits. Alpha males would come in droves to empty and drain their balls into the waiting mouths of kneeling volunteers. The real men clientele were outspoken and quite comfortable degrading the hordes of beta males lined up to service them.

It wasn't uncommon for Greg to find globs of semen and sperm throughout the men's room. He especially looked forward to lapping up those messes. There was something special about eating another man's cum that made him feel incredibly submissive.

Crash-Bang! The bathroom door swung open violently, slamming against the wall and snapping Greg out of his daydreaming.

"Where's that Bag Man?" Again, it was another biker, this time a middle-aged, grossly overweight, and out-of-breath hairy fella.

He wore a black leather vest with blue jeans under a pair of black leather chaps. His fat hairy belly poked out from under the front of his black heavy metal printed t-shirt. "Where the fuck, are you whore?!"

"I'm here, Sir," Greg called, finally opening the stall door for fear of delaying a second longer. Then, he crawled out on his hands and knees, stopping in front of the big man.

"Kiss my boot, bitch! Beg me to fuck your ass!"

So far, Greg had only experienced sucking cock and occasionally licking an Alpha's ass. He was still an anal virgin. But the colossal man was very aggressive, worrying Greg. What if he was also big down there? Getting pounded by a massive cock for the first time sounded really painful.

"Beg me!" He was getting impatient.

"Sir, please, Sir. Please fuck my ass, Sir! Please! I'm begging you, please."

"Get your ass up in that stall," he ordered. "Bend that ass over the toilet and get ready for an anal raping!"

"Yes, Sir!" Greg complied, obediently doing as he was commanded to. The man may have been a fat slob, but he weighed close to three hundred and fifty pounds and could pulverize Greg instantly.

As Greg waited, bent over the toilet, the hairy biker wedged himself into the stall and dropped his blue jeans. Then, standing in his leather chaps, he rammed his stiff cock into Greg's ass. At first, it felt cold. The big man must have squirted lube on his penis before shoving it between Greg's ass cheeks. Then, as the man moaned wildly, grunting like a beast, Greg realized that he was already inside him, fucking him relentlessly.

Greg chuckled; being an inferior beta male and a devoted slave wasn't all hard work and torture. It had its moments, and this was one of those funny ones. The big, fat, loudmouthed hairy beast had a micropenis. Greg barely even felt it, and for his first time getting fucked anally, that was saying something. Greg chuckled discretely. He couldn't have asked for a better first time.

"Shut up, bitch! No laughing!"

"Ouch!" Greg reacted as his aggressor slapped the back of his head. "I'm sorry, Sir. Ohhh-Ahhh! Mmmm. Yes, your cock feels amazing, Sir!" Greg decided it best just to pretend. He finally understood why women had been faking it for generations. Greg loved his beta-cuck life.

The end
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Chantal's Law

Book One: To Serve And Obey

(Extreme Femdom)

She is the judge, jury, and executioner…

Meet successful attorney at law, Chantal Gibson. She's not your average young, up-and-coming superstar attorney. Chantal believes in Female Supremacy, and she has her sights on nothing short of global female domination. This is a story of female empowerment through dominance and submission that you don't want to miss.

------------

Imagine a world where the principles of Female Supremacy governed as the law of the land. What would daily life look like? How would women exert their authority, and how would they choose to subjugate men?

Before this Utopian vision of an alternate existence can manifest, it needs a champion to bravely lead the charge. In the Chantal's Law series of femdom novels, our heroine is the exceptionally gorgeous and savvy young defense attorney, Chantal Gibson. A practicing and staunch advocate for female supremacy, she finds herself in the unique position of having the ability to usher in the very change in society that will one day bring rise to absolute female domination.

This erotic BDSM series explores many topics of Femdom, including foot fetish, cuckold, humiliation, sissy, forced-bi and forced-gay, human urinal, polyamory, female-led relationships, male slavery, corporal punishment, and Goddess worship.

The journey of Goddess Chantal Gibson and her emasculated husband, George, can become your journey. Join her and her allies in female supremacy and female domination as they blaze a trail into a Utopian society where Women rule and Femdom dominates every single page!

BOOK ONE: TO SERVE AND OBEY

In Book One: To Serve And Obey, Chantal's rise to power is chronicled. Our story begins with Chantal extremely angry at her incompetent cuckold husband's shoe cleaning skills. Then, after promising to administer severe corporal punishment later that evening, she sets off to carry out her plans to enslave her boss and take over managing control of her law firm.

We also learn about Chantal's love for shoes and her disdain for the male species. Her abuse of her sissy husband is relentless. Not only is he forced to stay home and do all the chores, but he's also routinely cuckolded, humiliated, and made to service other men. However, the suffering and abuse are worth it as her slave husband is allowed to express his profound worship of her and indulge in his foot fetish.

Follow the success of Goddess Chantal Gibson as she implements her Utopian vision for society. It holds the philosophy of absolute Female Supremacy at the core of its beliefs.

Cuck’s Club

Young & Entitled Princess

(A Cuckold Novel)

When I wrote Cuck's Club, I intended to open the reader's mind to possibilities beyond the norm. I wanted to encourage you to imagine a world where you could be free to live according to your passions and dreams without fear of ridicule or being ostracized. I wrote Cuck's Club to explore the notion of an everyday average male submitting himself entirely to a woman for life, completely and unconditionally. What if he suddenly realized he'd be happier if only he reprioritized his goals such that his sole purpose was working toward her comfort and happiness. Could he somehow be happy too?

Still a teenager at only nineteen years old, Jayne was a young woman that quickly learned what she wanted in a would-be husband. She may be an entitled and spoiled brat in today's modern world, but that appeared perfectly fine with her fiancé, Carl. He appreciated her and, once pressured with the prospect of losing the love of his life, made the ultimate sacrifice. Carl committed himself as her cuckolded slave. From then on, Carl willingly subjugated himself to his young and beautiful fiancée Jayne while accepting that she preferred the company of other men in the bedroom.

Marlon was one of those men, superior to Carl, physically and intellectually. Moreover, he was a beautiful African-American alpha male. Naturally well endowed, the gifted bull Marlon had a good thing going in the neighborhood. He freely had sex with all the women on his block while their husbands did nothing to stop him. Strangely, in this neighborhood, every woman was cuckolding her husband. And they were always happy to oblige when Marlon came knocking on their door.

Cuck's Club explores erotic fantasy realms such as cuckolding, forced-bi, foot worship and femdom, humiliation, and human urinal, all in the context of a female-led relationship.

NOW AVAILABLE ON AMAZON


Available Now!
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WHEN GREG REALIZED HE HAD MADE A MISTAKE, IT WAS TOO LATE. NOT ONLY
HAD HE LOST JENNY, BUT AN ALPHA NAMED KEEGAN WAS DETERMINED TO
MAKE HIM PAY, AND THE BAR'S FILTHY URINALS NEVER LOOKED CLEANER.
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CARL AND JAYNE WERE A YOUNG COUPLE IN LOVE, HOWEVER,
THAT ALL CHANGED AFTER MARLON BARGED INTO THEIR LIVES.

A CUCKOLD NOVEL

FLR
CUCKOLD ; =
FEMDOM " E,

FROM THE AUTHOR OF CHANTAL'S LAW

CORDELIA

LIVINGSTON






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




