

Contents

Title

Copyright

Dedication

Preamble

- CHAPTER 1 - You're Sleeping On The Couch Tonight!

- CHAPTER 2 - An Unexpected Cash Meet

- CHAPTER 3 - Cuckolding A Loser

- CHAPTER 4 - beta Meets Alpha

- CHAPTER 5 - Date Night Clean Up Duty

- CHAPTER 6 - My Human ATM Needs Service!

- CHAPTER 7 - Bow Down To Your Black Master!

- CHAPTER 8 - Pathetic, Humiliated Loser For Life

- CHAPTER 9 - Exposed! Cam-Whore Cuckold

Contact

Available Now


CUCK’S

CLUB

VOLUME 2

Betas Always Finish Last

(A Cuckold Novel)

Cordelia Livingston

Copyright © 2023

All rights reserved


All rights reserved. The contents of this book, whole or in part, may not be used or reproduced for any purpose without written consent by the copyright owner (author). Exception is granted for brief quotations that are for the purpose of critique or review with source stated.

This book is entirely a work of fiction. Names, characters, locations or events depicted are a product of the author’s imagination and are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual places, persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Copyright © 2023 including artwork and design.


Dedication

Good boys who have secretly desired to be a doormat for the bratty, spoiled and entitled cheerleader princess type will find a home within these pages. I wrote this for you. Now, go on and enjoy it. You know your place, cuckold.


Preamble

Following the successful first installment of Cuck's Club: Young and Entitled Princess, Ms. Cordelia Livingston does not disappoint with Betas Always Finish Last. Her bluntly descriptive writing style beautifully paints the picture of our heroine, the barely nineteen-year-old Princess Alessia, and how she comes into her power and natural authority by enslaving and ultimately cuckolding her long-time boyfriend. After an almost by-chance frustrating argument with him one evening, Alessia quickly realizes she's vastly superior to him. Moreover, the understanding that her loser beta boyfriend has always been beneath her propels Alessia to live according to her desires and ultimately seek out real men who will satisfy her needs.

Serendipitously, Alessia's gorgeous princess best friend joins in on the fun after a chance encounter with their old high school teacher. Jackie puts him in his place and quickly discovers how much of a simp beta loser Mr. Gallager has always been. With a new paypig to fund their exploits, Alessia and Jackie live life to the fullest as two highly sought-after hot and bratty alpha princesses.

Walking all over and exploiting pathetic beta cuckolds has never been easier. Follow the entitled spoiled Goddesses Alessia and Jackie as they degrade, humiliate, and put worthless betas in their place - LAST!


- CHAPTER 1 -

You're Sleeping On The Couch Tonight!

"Mmmpf! Hey, get off," gasped Caleb.

"Haha!" a youthful feminine voice playfully giggled in response with no intention of stopping.

"Alessia, please... um-ugh... please, I can't fuckin' breathe!" he pleaded, struggling to fill his lungs with air, suddenly desperate to escape from under her.

"No way! You love this," she giggled some more, "you love my ass in your face," Alessia finally declared before sitting back down on Caleb with all her weight.

"Mmmpf-Mmmpf!" His muffled moans were nearly inaudible, and with Alessia's silky skin sealing tightly against his mouth and nose, the only air Caleb could get into his lungs was what he could suck in through the filter of her sweat-soaked post-workout panties. Although Caleb labored, Alessia enjoyed herself immensely, having a blast riding his face. The vibrations caused by Caleb's persistent moaning against her soft-shaven pussy quickly made her slippery and wet. But before she could truly enjoy herself, Caleb managed to wriggle out from under her butt just enough to finally shout, "Alessia!!! Get off!" 

Alessia's cute laughter quickly quieted, "Awww, you're no fun. I thought you liked my ass. You even told me yourself?"

She lifted her butt cheeks gingerly off Caleb's face and reached behind her back to yank on her thong, which had gotten wedged in the crack of her ass. Presumably, from Caleb's nose pushing against it.

"Alessia, I love your ass. It's gorgeous, I swear," he explained while back-peddling his overt frustration with her and calming his demeanor down, albeit slightly.

"Then what's the problem?"

"You just came back from the gym, for fuck sake!"

"So I missed you and just wanted to play a little," she smiled, "is there anything wrong with that? Maybe I was even going to suck on your cock a little too."

"You walk in, say hi, peel off your yoga pants and then just sit the fuck right down on my nose."

"So, you don't like my ass, then?" Alessia was staring at Caleb now with a subtly perplexed look.

"Oh fuck, Alessia, sometimes you can be as dense as your hair is blonde. I was trying to watch my show, and besides, your ass crack is fucking sweaty and gross."

That was it! Caleb's insult really rubbed Alessia the wrong way. "Fuck you, Caleb!" she shouted before storming out of the living room into the adjacent kitchen.

"Alessia! Come back here, babe. I'm sorry." Caleb immediately regretted his condescending words, trying to coax her back. For a moment, he thought he was successful.

She poked her head back into the living room from the kitchen doorway, making direct eye contact with Caleb, "You know, I can get any guy I want. I spent the last four years of my life being the hottest fucking girl in high school."

"Alessia..."

"Shut up! I'm talking now," the barely nineteen-year-old asserted. She was quite visibly upset. By now, Caleb had finally learned better than to push even harder, so he decided to keep his mouth shut. Then, after a long pause, Alessia said, "I started dating you because you were funny; you made me laugh. I loved your dedication to your studies and desire to be a doctor someday. But if I'm being honest, and I will, I didn't fall in love with you for your looks."

Alessia's words were crushing with brutality, stinging him badly. But, if Alessia was trying to make Caleb feel rotten, it worked. She had shut him up and emasculated him in under thirty seconds, and he went silent with a look of sober regret. Caleb's face was expressionless, not knowing what else to say to her. He should have immediately apologized and begged for forgiveness like bad boyfriends are trained to do, but he didn't. He never had a way with girls, always the awkward friend zone type. He was lucky to have a girl as hot as Alessia. And Caleb knew it - deep down, he always did.

"And for the record, I actually was planning on sucking your cock tonight. But you can forget it!" Alessia shouted as she finally marched past Caleb and up the stairs to shower and change into her pajamas.

Her bare soles smacked on the cold hardwood steps of the staircase. A petite size six, her dainty feet were shapely with beautifully high arches and well-pedicured toes. She pranced like a doe with a spring in each step as her perfectly shaped ass cheeks bounced from side to side. Yet, despite her frustration, Alessia knew that Caleb was watching her. She could sense Caleb's eyes fixating on her backside, burning and melting with regret. Alessia put on a good show. He deserved to suffer, she told herself.

Alessia waited until she was all the way to the top of the stairs and out of sight before leaving Caleb with one final thought to stew over. "Maybe I won't rush to come home too soon tomorrow after my workout. There are plenty of big and strong guys at the gym who wouldn't mind getting close to my sweaty ass cheeks! So why don't you think about that while you SLEEP ON THE FUCKING COUCH TONIGHT!"

SLAM!!! The thudding of the bathroom door echoed throughout their modest-sized townhouse.

Great, wondered Caleb. She's pissed now, and he was in for a horrible night's sleep on their fifteen-year-old lumpy hand-me-down sofa. He felt like shit. Alessia was right; she was the hottest girl in high school. And he was the luckiest loser on earth to be with her.

The couple met while Alessia was still in her senior year. Caleb was also a senior in school, except in college. After graduating, Alessia wanted to study fashion design, always dreaming of being a runway model designing her own line of chic urban clothing. With her unique brand of ferocity, Alessia was determined to succeed, and everyone knew she would.

One day while on a state college tour, she met Caleb. He was one of the many campus tour guides that day. By chance, Alessia wound up in Caleb's group and talked his ear off with question after question the whole time. She knew after that day that she liked him. Caleb came off as extraordinarily bright and witty, able to put up with her persistent inquiries and answer every one of her questions, no less.

Caleb excelled in his studies. He was ambitious and determined to become an operating room surgeon. Several years Alessia's senior, Caleb, was already on his way to achieving his dreams.

Alessia was invariably interested in fashion, partying, and boys. And in high school, everything was going her way. Her grades were pretty decent, and she was an all-around darling, the most popular girl in school. Prom queen and head of the cheerleading squad, the nerds would drool whenever she brushed by them in the halls. While the football jocks all wanted to be the ones that got to date her.

Caleb never could figure out what a girl like Alessia saw in him. Early on, he was excited to be around her but never gave it too much thought. He figured it was because he had lofty aspirations in life and was so far pretty successful in his studies. As a result, his future career prospects showed a lot of promise. He was probably right.

They had only been living together for six months, and this was the first time Caleb was told he had to sleep on the couch. He wondered if this was what married life was like for most couples. After many years of marriage, would they have frequent dramatic arguments to look forward to? Would the sofa become his regular home away from home? Regardless, Caleb humbly accepted his punishment and refrained from pushing any more of Alessia's buttons that night.

No longer in the mood to watch his favorite show, he switched off the television and tossed the remote control on the coffee table. The sound of Alessia in the shower upstairs permeated his ears. The steady stream of water splashing across her skin made a particular noise, even though it was somewhat muffled through the closed bathroom door.

Caleb suddenly cut himself off mid-thought and quickly looked down at his pants. What? His dick started to twitch as he felt it gently tingle. He couldn't believe it; he just blew it with Alessia. She was about to suck him off but told him to fuck-off and threatened to get fresh with the guys at the gym instead. And Caleb was feeling like an idiot, a bonafide loser. Though, his penis seemed to be telling a different story. What was happening? How could any of this be sexually arousing?

Maybe his mental image of Alessia's naked flesh bathing in the shower? Perhaps it was the thought of her glistening ass cheeks. Or maybe he liked the idea of Alessia sitting squarely on his face with her spread cheeks bearing down after a hard workout. Too bad his stupid knee-jerk macho bravado got in the way. Perhaps it was those things, although he felt like it was something else. Then it dawned on him. Caleb knew why he was getting hard.

Caleb quickly realized that his cock was getting stiff at the recollection of Alessia denying him that blowjob and snubbing him for the rest of the evening. It was also the idea that Alessia was the one who decided that Caleb was condemned to spend the night alone on the sofa as if he had no say in the matter. And finally, it was her cruel ridiculing words and her assertive tone as she stormed off upstairs, looking so fucking sexy in the process.

Caleb admitted he was a prick, but she rose to the occasion and reacted as an entitled mean bitch would. He couldn't believe it. Caleb never knew that side of himself existed before. However, he was pretty sure that he liked seeing Alessia this way. So Caleb slid his hand down his underpants and began tugging on his cock. He jerked it faster and faster as it grew and got extraordinarily hard.

Moaning and whispering, Caleb found himself uttering a driveling and profuse apology to Alessia. He imagined himself standing right in front of her, begging for forgiveness. The words and imagery made him jerk his cock, pumping it up and down at a feverish pace. He didn't want to stop; it felt too good, so he slowed his pace and prolonged the pleasure. He edged and edged. It felt good to praise Alessia. And why not? She deserved praise and adoration, he told himself. She was a Goddess.

"Oh, Alessia, you're so fucking sexy and hot," he whispered. "You could have any guy you want," he thought, stroking harder. "Guys at the gym would line up to fuck you," he groaned. Caleb couldn't believe the words highjacking his thoughts; he had never thought of Alessia this way.

Caleb jerked his cock and fantasized about Alessia's body being put in all sorts of sexual positions, not by him but by other men. He marveled at the notion of the sexual exploits she could effortlessly have with any one of the muscular stallions at the gym. Caleb was physically a wimp, and these macho tough guys could mess him up any day of the week. Maybe they deserved Alessia more than he did.

Caleb panted heavily, tirelessly whacking and tugging on his penis. It felt like only minutes, but after glancing at the clock above the television, Caleb realized that a couple of hours had passed. Alessia had long since finished her shower and gone to bed. Deciding he'd better wrap things up, he picked up the pace even more while trying to keep as silent as possible so that Alessia couldn't hear him pleasuring himself. He was deeply aroused but unable to ejaculate for some reason. As if it wasn't frustrating enough, his dick was starting to feel numb, making matters worse. It demoralized him, but it also turned him on even more. Caleb kept jerking his cock feverishly until he eventually stroked himself to sleep.


- CHAPTER 2 -

An Unexpected Cash Meet

Alessia sat up in bed, still upset over her encounter with Caleb. The shower helped to somewhat calm her nerves, but it wasn't enough. How could he be so ungrateful? Most men would jump, given a chance to bury their faces in her ass. So what the hell was wrong with him, she wondered. She looked at the clock; it was getting late.

Bz-buzz! Bz-buzz! Bz-buzz! Next to her on the nightstand, Alessia's cell phone suddenly came to life, catching her off guard. What now, she thought angrily to herself.

"Arrg! Who could it be at this hour," she groaned, deciding to take the call without even glancing at the caller ID details on display. Alessia's mood immediately reversed when she put the phone to her ear, "Oh! Hi, Jackie! It's so good to hear your voice... Yeah... No, I'm fine, really. Ok, I'm not. It's just that Caleb's being such an asshole tonight... Forget about that prick. What's up?... Oh?"

Jackie and Alessia were best friends all throughout high school. They were two peas in a pod and inseparable, always seen together at every social function. And when they first joined the cheerleading squad in the tenth grade, one of the senior football stars started calling them salt and pepper. While Alessia was a blonde-haired, blue-eyed bombshell, Jackie was a dark-skinned mysterious-eyed African-American Goddess. The nickname stuck and went a long way to cement their reputations as the most sought-after and prized elite super vixens of the entire student body.

"Yeah, I remember Mr. Gallager. He taught us eleventh-grade English, right? He always looked at me funny with the creepiest pervy eyes. Except he was always looking down at my feet for some weird reason."

She never thought much about it back then; all the boys regularly stared at her and Jackie. So besides being a gross old guy, Alessia figured Mr. Gallager was no different. Heck, he was always nice to her and never once did anything inappropriate around Alessia or Jackie.

What Jackie told her next, though, genuinely shocked her. "What the fuck! He did what? He seriously emptied his wallet and bank account and gave it to you? Holy fuck, how much was it? What! Ten thousand dollars!"

Alessia was speechless. Why would he do that? Jackie continued and explained that after leaving the gym, she stopped at the nearby 7-Eleven. That's where she ran into him. It was purely by chance. She didn't even recognize him; he looked so old, fat, and gross. Their old high school teacher recognized Jackie right away, however. And after some reminding, he managed to jog her memory. Then, he confided in her and spilled his guts about how he secretly admired, even worshiped, both her and Alessia.

Alessia laughed, "He's such a fucking pathetic loser."

His wife of twenty-five years recently divorced him, leaving him broken, lonely, and depressed. And after hitting bottom, Mr. Gallager began to obsess over his memories of the two girls, pledging to devote his life to their adult versions if he ever saw them again. Then, when Mr. Gallager ran into Jackie, it must have been fate. When it clicked that she and Alessia had graduated and were now adults, he mustered up the courage to approach his Princess.

"What the fuck!? Why would he ask to be your slave? Wait, I'm gonna put you on speaker," Alessia anxiously exclaimed, setting the phone on the pillow next to her. Then, she laid back and rolled onto her side.

"Alessia, I couldn't believe it myself, but I was right there. This loser was begging to be our slave. He even got down on his fucking knees at one point, right there in the store. The clerk was like, what a fucking loser."

"Oh my God, what happened next?" Alessia was engrossed in Jackie's story. Her excitement was hard to contain.

"I told him that if he was serious and wanted to be our slave, he'd have to crawl around the store and bark like a dog."

"Ahaha!!! That's fucked up."

"Then I told him to lick the floor, and he did," Jackie said.

"Ah-gross... That's so disgusting."

"It didn't stop there, babe. I asked the clerk to come over. He was a tall and handsome brother. So I politely asked, can you please hock a big fucking loogie all over this pathetic fucking loser's face for me."

"No way!" Alessia shouted in disbelief before shushing herself, worried that Caleb might hear her conversation.

"Yes!"

"Ewww!"

"The wad of spit was oozing down his face and onto the floor, and the brother just yelled at the old ugly white bitch to lick up everything that dripped onto the ground."

"Blah-Yuck! I think I just threw up a little in my mouth. That's so gross, Jackie."

"Alessia, honey, it still wasn't over. I told that bitch that if he wanted to serve us and be our slave, he'd have to empty his wallet and bank account and hand it over."

"And that's when he gave you the $10,000," Alessia concluded.

"Yes, from the in-store ATM. I was surprised the machine even let him take out so much. But he also promised to give us most of what he earns from his teaching salary for the rest of his life."

"Really???" Who would do that, Alessia wondered. She didn't believe he was sincere, but he forked over ten grand, so maybe he was serious.

"He called it paying us slave taxes. He said his duty was to serve us, girls, because he was an inferior and weak white beta male bitch."

"Hmmm, slave taxes, I like the sound of that. It sounds like something a weak and pathetic beta bitch would say."

"Alessia, we should get together tomorrow after breakfast and hang out. Let's hit the mall and get matching pedicures. We're both $5,000 richer."

"Sure thing, I'm totally free."

"Are you sure? Sorry, I should ask if you and Caleb have anything going on."

"No, of course not. I told you Caleb’s being a fucking jerk. He's in the dog house. I made him sleep on the couch tonight."

"What did he do?" Jackie wondered.

"It's a long story, I'll tell you about it tomorrow, but I kinda sorta feel like getting him down on his knees and spitting in his face a bit. I'm just tired of his behavior lately. Is it alright if I get to bed now? I’m bushed."

"I got your back, Alessia. Whatever you need, babe," Jackie offered encouragement and support.

"Thanks, Jackie. I love you too. Good night."

Wow! He handed $10,000 over to her. Alessia was still in disbelief at the thought. She'd heard about guys so desperate and pathetic that they'd do anything for a girl's attention. She always thought it was some weird perverted fetish. Alessia figured he probably liked other gross stuff, like feet and smelling a girl's rank worn-out sneakers.

It took a while to fall asleep, but Alessia eventually set aside thinking about the windfall landing at her and her best friend's feet. Then, ironically, when she started to think about Caleb again, she fell asleep. He was just that boring to think about.


- CHAPTER 3 -

Cuckolding A Loser

Refreshed and ready to take on the world, Alessia gingerly skipped down the steps of the staircase full of youthfully buoyant energy. She was on her way to make herself a fruit smoothie for breakfast before sneaking off to the gym. It was Saturday morning. But rather than sleep in, Alessia made it a habit of getting up early each day to get in a good workout. It didn't matter that it was the weekend. And her morning ritual included making herself a delicious smoothie, varying the ingredients to keep things fun.

The sight of him was appalling to Alessia's gorgeous blue eyes. Caleb was sprawled out with his pants pulled past his knees, and his hand wrapped tightly around the shaft of his erect penis. Yet he was fast asleep on the couch. However, the commotion she was about to make would soon change that and hastily awaken Caleb from his seemingly pleasant slumber.

"What the fuck! What the fuck is this?" Alessia shouted in anger and disgust. She marched up to a sleepy Caleb outstretched across the couch and couldn't believe what she saw.

Caleb had jerked himself to sleep last night. He lay awake, wanking and whacking off for half the evening to mental images of Alessia getting fucked all different ways by tall, dark, and muscular men from the gym. It must have been quite exhausting for Caleb. Although it was good for him that Alessia had no idea what he was thinking about as he madly tugged and yanked on his horny dick.

"Wake up!" Alessia nudged his ribs with her toe as if it was too gross to even touch her boyfriend, "Get up, you perverted loser!"

"Mmm...uh..." Caleb groggily moaned.

"Eww, gross, that's disgusting," Alessia gagged. "I don't fucking believe it! What if we had company over, Caleb?"

She carefully dipped the toe of her leather ballet flat into the giant puddle on Caleb's bare stomach. It was his full load of semen, and most of it was still there. As she scooped her foot down and into it and then up and away, a large stringer of cum dangled precariously from the leather.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," she muttered as she lifted her foot over a still-asleep Caleb's face. The clump of his cum loomingly swayed over his snoring lips.

It must have been the call with her best friend that filled her with courage. Her eleventh-grade teacher? Alessia still couldn't believe it. Men were such disgusting pigs, and Caleb was no different.

"Let's see how you like this," Alessia said as she watched the strand of thick and stringy sperm fall from the tip of her shoe into Caleb's open mouth.

"Awk-Hack! Cough!" Caleb gagged, momentarily choking on his cum. "Aw, sick!" he shouted angrily at Alessia once he realized what he had just swallowed.

"Sick? You're fucking sick!" snapped Alessia. "Eat it!" she ordered as she pressed down using the bottom of her shoe to force Caleb's mouth shut, keeping him from spitting it out.

Satisfied he had swallowed it, Alessia frustratingly attempted to scoop up most of the rest of his load. But then, she glared as it conveniently stuck to the toe, the side of her shoe, and even the sole. With no other option, the obvious thing to say next was, "Lick it off!" She was firm and commanding and notably stern.

"No," Caleb contested.

"Lick it the fuck up, now!" It wasn't a request. Alessia was furious, and she wasn't taking no for an answer.

Despite his staunch objection, Caleb ultimately yielded to her. He complied and licked his cum from Alessia's foot. The taste was abhorrent and made worse by the crunching noises from the days old dirt stains stuck to the bottom of his girlfriend’s shoe. Caleb didn't know why but allowed his girlfriend to demean him anyway. He somehow felt compelled to. It wasn't only because of her aggressive tone. Or perhaps it was. Caleb was getting very confused.

"Clean it off, loser. That's right, like that." Alessia couldn't believe it either. At first, she was pissed at Caleb for masturbating and could have killed him. But Alessia wouldn't have guessed how easily her boyfriend would have agreed to lick his jizz off her shoes in a million years. "Now get up!" she ordered after Caleb finished eating most of it.

Whack! "Oh, ow! Why did you do that?" Caleb keeled over and grabbed his groin. Alessia could kick hard. That hit him square in the nuts.

"That's for being a perverted gooner."

"But..."

"Shut up!" Alessia's patience with Caleb was wearing thin.

Slap! "Ow! That hurt a lot."

"Good! I'm glad, loser."

"I'm so sorry, Alessia. I thought about you for what it's worth when I did it." 

Hock-Ptooey! She spat in his face. "Fuck off, idiot! Get upstairs and take a shower." Whack! She slapped him again. "You're gross and filthy."

"Y-Yes, Alessia. Ok." Caleb answered. He then turned and promptly scooted off and up the stairs, doing as told.

"And clean this place up; it's a dump," shouted Alessia.

The place was a mess, but not only because of Caleb. Alessia was equally guilty, perhaps more so. Caleb always got stuck doing the dishes, laundry, and housework. When she wasn't working at the Gap, Alessia often went out with friends or to the gym. She stopped inviting him out months ago. Caleb was always too tired after his long grueling hours at the hospital.

Although Alessia wanted to be a dancer and a runway fashion model, her real passion was designing clothes. The Gap wasn't exactly her dream job, but it got her out of the house and around trendy fashions and some fantastic people. Besides, she often got scheduled on the same shifts as her best friend Jackie, which made the time go by fast.

She felt like taking it easy while at the gym today. Unfortunately, she had a lot on her mind, and instead of her usual hard workout, Alessia spent most of her time on the treadmill. Her personal trainer didn't work weekends, but Alessia enjoyed coming in anyways to get a good run under her belt. Finally, after a couple hours alternating between walking and jogging belt speeds, she had had enough and wiped the sweat from her forehead. Alessia was eager to get on with her day and meet up with Jackie at the mall to spend some of the money that her loser high school teacher gave them. It was still hard for Alessia to believe that as creepy as Mr. Gallager was, he agreed to fork over $10,000 for no reason.

"Hi! Alessia, right?" asked a twenty-something fit bodybuilder jock-type as he approached her.

"Oh, hi. Ya, I'm Alessia," she answered with a big smile, shaking his hand.

"I've seen you here often. You come daily."

"Yeah, I do. I have a trainer during the week. But on weekends, I'm on my own."

"Well, it's working. You look great," the young man flattered her.

"Thanks," Alessia blushed.

"Serious. There aren't many women as tone as you."

"And how would you know? Have you been watching me?" Alessia slapped his arm playfully as she noted the massive size of his muscles.

"I'm Corey, by the way."

"Hi Corey, I'm Alessia. Oh!" Alessia laughed, realizing her blunder, "We already established that."

There was instant chemistry between Alessia and Corey. Alessia liked him a lot, and the longer they spoke, the harder it was for her to hide it. Physically, Corey was precisely the type of guy she was into. He had it all. She immediately compared Corey to Caleb, but there was no comparison. She smiled, even laughing momentarily. Corey was better, hands down.

"What's so funny," asked Corey.

"Oh, nothing,"

"Come on, tell me. What is it? Do I smell?"

Alessia laughed. "No, you smell great. I was thinking of my boyfriend."

"Oh?"

"Well, I was comparing him physically to you. I mean muscles and umm, well."

"And?"

"Y-You, of course. You win, hands down. It's not even a comparison, really. My boyfriend is - well, he's a wimp."

"Oh, I see. Nothing wrong with being a wimp. Someone has to do the dishes at your house. Am I right?" Corey smiled and winked.

Alessia laughed, "Yeah, I guess so." Corey was right. She just realized it. Caleb was a wimp, and Alessia left Caleb the wimp earlier with explicit instructions to clean the house. She wondered if he'd actually do what he was told and, more so, what her opinion of him would be if he did.

Caleb was a far cry from Corey's fitness level and muscle mass. Not to mention the enormous bulge in Corey's pants. But he would soon be a doctor, and the financial security meant much to Alessia. Besides, Caleb was funny and fun to be around. But he had been acting really weird the past couple of days, and it made Alessia question how much she could truly respect a guy who fell short of being an Alpha.

Corey was oozing Alpha-male attributes. He was confident and muscular. He had no problem walking up to a pretty girl in the gym to initiate a conversation. The stability of Caleb meant a lot to Alessia though. Corey would have to be a pretty successful guy to steal her away.

"Say, I'm just finishing my workout too. You wanna go grab brunch somewhere?" Corey asked, putting on the charm with an adorable smile.

"I can't. I'm meeting my girlfriend at the mall."

"I'll join you."

"I don't know."

That was when her feelings for Caleb changed irrevocably. Corey reached in, grabbed Alessia's back with both hands, and planted a long passionate kiss on her lips. Alessia didn't pull away or scream out for help. Instead, she got lost in the moment and enjoyed every second of it. The audacity of Corey to assume he was entitled to a kiss thrilled her. He was a gorgeous hunk. Of course, Alessia was more than happy to oblige him.

When it ended, their faces lingered for a moment only inches apart, with their eyes closed in a blissful state. This is what heaven must be like, Alessia thought. Corey opened his eyes first.

"Wow!" Corey exclaimed. "You're an awesome kisser."

"No, you are," answered Alessia, completely forgetting about her boyfriend.

"So, how about that brunch date?" Corey persisted.

"Date?"

"Ya, I wanna date you, Miss Alessia."

Alessia was still reeling from that amazing kiss. Corey was hot! "Oh really?"

"Yes, badly."

"Well, I wanna fuck your brains out right now," Alessia confessed, to Corey's surprise. She cupped her hand around his genitals, and his eyes lit up with delight. Her petite hand barely covered his testicles, let alone his dick. Corey had a huge cock, which explained his Alpha tendencies. "Follow me," Alessia ordered teasingly.

Corey closely followed Alessia into the women's locker room. It was empty, as it was still early on a Saturday morning. She pulled off his shirt and yanked down his shorts, letting his partially erect penis flop and hang low. It was big. Alessia licked her lips. They both finished getting undressed and stepped into the shower stall closing the curtain behind them.

Alessia hadn't been with another guy before. Caleb was the only guy she'd had sex with until now. As the water washed over Corey's body, Alessia got down on her knees and started to suck Corey's massive cock.

"Mmmm, oh," Alessia moaned, stuffing it into her mouth. "You're so fucking big."

"Ten inches, baby," Corey bragged.

"Mmmpf! Mmmpf! Mmmpf!" Alessia gagged as the tempo of her head bobbing up and down on his cock increased.

After several minutes of giving Corey an enthralling blowjob, it dawned on Alessia. She had never sucked Caleb's cock before. She was going to the night before but Caleb spoiled the mood. It meant that they had only dull sex in the missionary position, with her on top, no less. Plus, Caleb was a paltry six inches at best. It felt good kneeling before another man and servicing him, Alessia thought. Corey deserved it, unlike Caleb.

Corey stood Alessia up and penetrated her from behind, pounding in and out, to Alessia's delight. She was begging for it. Begging Corey to never stop. She wanted him inside her and no one else, especially not Caleb. Caleb was all of a sudden an inferior man compared to Corey. While Caleb was a loser masturbator, Corey was a real man.

Corey was getting close, so Alessia got back down on her knees, "I want your load in my mouth," she insisted.

"You're so fucking hot. Time to eat your brunch. Oh, Oh-Ooo-Ahhh!"

Corey orgasmed, cumming into Alessia's mouth. The large sticky, thick load clung to her tongue and coated the back of her throat. Alessia appeared enamored, eating Corey's spunk. It was the best thing she'd ever tasted.

"Mmm, that was good," Alessia smiled. "Thank you."

"Ah, fuck, you're good at that."

"Hmmm, well, for a sexy stud like you, I aim to please. I'd never suck my boyfriend's cock."

"Who? The wimp?" Corey laughed. "I kinda thought you had made all that up. Who would believe a gorgeous girl like you would need to date a loser?

"Maybe I'll bring you home with me and make him jealous. It's not like he could do anything about it."

"Why do you even stay with him then?"

It was a good question but one for which Alessia seemed to quickly have an answer. "Because he's going to be a doctor soon, and doctors make lots of money. Plus, he's easy to boss around and does all the housework and chores when I tell him to," Alessia admitted pointedly.

"He sounds like a fucking cuck."

"Huh, I never thought of him like that. But maybe you're right. Cucks are those sexless loser males that women only keep around using and abusing, right?"

"Sorta. Mostly, cuckolds got their name because their women cheat on them with real men."

"I suppose he's my cuckold since I just cheated on him with a real man."

The naked pair laughed as they finished their shower, said their goodbyes and went their separate ways. But not before Alessia asked Corey for his number and promised to call him next time she needed to be fucked by a real man.


- CHAPTER 4 -

beta Meets Alpha

"Jackie, there you are!" exclaimed Alessia, excited to find her friend sitting at the food court where she said she'd be.

"Hey, babe!" answered Jackie, "Have a seat."

Alessia sat while simultaneously reaching for the latte that Jackie picked up for her, "So, tell me all about Mr. Gallager. What a total fucking loser, right?"

"I know! Like, really? What a fucking moron. But there's not much more to say except," Jackie paused momentarily until a wave of glee washed over her as she continued, "I deposited the money and transferred half to you about thirty minutes ago."

"Oh my gosh, Jackie! That's awesome; I'm so excited. I haven't had $5,000 in my account in, like, forever."

"Well, get used to it. That bitch promised to send us cash whenever he gets paid," Jackie laughed.

"What's the catch?" Alessia suddenly grew suspicious. "I'm not fucking some old ugly loser."

Jackie laughed so loud that people from the surrounding tables noticed. "You don't have fuck anyone," she said in a quieter voice. "Unless by fucking you mean fucking him up. In that case, you'll have to get in line, babe."

"Pfew! I was worried for a second."

"Listen, Alessia. Do you remember when those couple of nerds in the school band dared us to kick them in the nuts during cheerleading practice?" Jackie asked, recalling the memory fondly.

"How could I forget," she remembered. "The one loser took more than a dozen of my hardest kicks before dropping to his knees. I remember thinking that they may be nerds but they sure have balls of steel."

"We may not have realized it then, but those band freaks were getting off to it."

"Ewww, gross!" Alessia balked in disgust.

"Yeah, they probably jerked off for two weeks straight thinking about how the two hottest cheerleaders kicked them in the balls."

"So, you're saying that Mr. Gallager just wanted to be treated like shit and used by a couple of hot bratty teenagers."

"Bingo!" Jackie smiled, putting her arm around Alessia's shoulder.

"That's still gross," admitted Alessia.

"Yes, it's fucking gross. Mr. Gallager's sick in the head. He's a pathetic virgin loser beta-bitch. But now that we're all grown up, he gets to live out his disgusting loser fantasy while we call the shots."

"And take all his money!" Alessia was suddenly passionate about draining her old high school teacher's bank account. "So what do we have to do?" she asked, sincerely wondering.

"Mostly just meet with him sometimes, usually at an ATM, and take his fucking money."

"Seriously, it can't be that easy," Alessia asked, playfully slapping Jackie's arm.

"No, you're right. We'll have to keep that bitch motivated."

"Motivated?"

"Pay him special visits at his house or in public and have him do disgusting and humiliating things."

"Like what?" Alessia was getting overly curious, excitedly so.

Jackie smiled, "Huh, not so grossed out anymore, I see." She went on to share her ideas, "Alright. So, we can have him lick our shoes, walk him around the park on a dog leash, kick his balls and spit in his face. That kinda stuff."

"Wow, you really thought this through," an amazed Alessia replied.

"I want his money," asserted Jackie.

"Me too," Alessia agreed. "How about we pimp him out at a busy downtown street corner? Maybe he's a good cocksucker."

"Hmmm, that could work," Jackie smirked as the bratty young princesses burst with laughter.

Caleb walked through the entrance of Alessia's gym. He desperately wanted to apologize to her for his behavior, so he decided to intercept Alessia during her workout after completing the chores she left him to do. He looked into the room, scanning the sea of fit-looking men and women. Alessia was nowhere to be found. He decided to ask someone at the front desk for help.

"Excuse me," he said to the muscular gentleman but was ignored.

There was a male employee behind the counter, but he looked heavily engaged in conversation with a pleasantly shaped female patron. Caleb patiently waited, not wanting to be rude and interrupt them. Then after several minutes, he started to suspect that the employee on shift was having more of a social conversation with the gorgeous petite young female. So he decided to assert himself more firmly this time.

"Ahem, excuse me!" he proclaimed.

"What!" the male employee turned and answered, obviously annoyed by Caleb's audacity.

"I'm so sorry to bother you, Sir," he submissively retorted, "but I'm looking for my girlfriend."

The man looked at the cute patron, and both simultaneously laughed.

"Excuse me," Caleb asked, "what's so funny?"

"You have a girlfriend?" the hunky employee asked, genuinely wondering.

"Yes, I do. Alessia is her name."

"Alessia Bradshaw?!" The guy was in disbelief. "Alessia's your girlfriend. I don't believe it." Clearly, he was in awe of the dichotomy. Alessia could get any guy she wanted. Yet she chose the average-looking skinny Caleb.

"Yeah, Alessia's my girlfriend. What's so hard to believe? Have you seen her?"

"Ok, ok. She was in this morning, but I think she left. Wait!" He paused, looking out into the crowded room. "There's Corey. He's been in all morning. It saw him talking to your girl. Go see him."

"Thank you, Sir."

"Sir? I like that."

Caleb didn't know why he called him Sir. Usually, it's how you address someone with sincere respect or a revered person. He mentally stammered, unable to find better words to address the tall intimidating employee. He approached Corey and introduced himself. After going through a similar exchange, Caleb surprisingly convinced Corey that despite how far out of his league Alessia was, he, indeed, was her boyfriend.

Corey got up from the lifting bench, and Caleb immediately noted that he was much taller and significantly more muscular. Then he came in closer, moderately invading Caleb's personal space. Caleb tried backing up but quickly realized he was up against a wall of mirrors.

"Sorry pal, I should have remembered how Alessia told me her boyfriend was plain-looking and kinda scrawny," Corey said, cracking a subtle smile as he asserted himself over Caleb.

"Oh, she told you about me?" Caleb asked.

"Yeah, she was comparing you to gym guys like me or something like that," he said while flexing his massive biceps in front of Caleb's face.

"The nice fella at the front desk said you spoke with her this morning. I'm trying to find her and apologize."

"Apologize! Are you in the dog house?" Corey laughed.

"Kinda, I guess. Anyways, do you know where Alessia is?"

"Shit, that's why Alessia was so friendly with me. She was getting back at you, loser." Corey had figured it out and didn't seem afraid to reveal as much to Caleb, even if it was subtly so.

"What?" Caleb asked, shocked. He may not be a hunk or stud of a man, but he was clever. "What do you mean, friendly?"

"She was all over me. She practically begged me to fuck her brains out," Corey admitted, holding nothing back. "She dragged me into the women's shower and let me bone her. Afterward, she sucked my cock dry. Now meeting you in person, I can't blame her. You really are pathetic. A pathetic fucking cuckold now, that is." Corey turned and walked away from Caleb, not feeling like he owed him any more of his time, not even an apology.

Caleb was fuming, inexplicably more so at Corey rather than Alessia. It was as if her infidelity was somehow his fault, and she was innocent. "Hey! Get back here!" he ordered.

Corey turned, "Watch it, little man. Be very careful. I know exactly how much a fucking wimp you are."

Caleb's fist was immediately met with the palm of Corey's much bigger hand. He squealed as Corey clenched his hand over Caleb's fist, crushing it. Corey's superior strength became immediately apparent. Caleb dropped to his knees, wincing and regretting his outburst.

"P-Please, Sir. Please let go," he begged.

Hock-Ptooey! Corey spat in Caleb's face and squeezed even harder.

"Owww-Aaiiieee!" Caleb sounded like a screaming child. "Please, Sir!"

"That's better. Know your place, bitch. I know your type."

"I'm sorry, Sir. I shouldn't have tried to hit you. I-"

Corey cut him off, "Come with me, faggot."

"Yes, Sir," Caleb answered after wiping a lone tear that had drizzled from his eye.

Corey marched into the women's locker room without any reservations. Of course, Caleb wouldn't dare do such a thing as invade a woman's right to privacy. However, the rules didn't seem to apply to a bold and more confident Corey. He even smiled at the women inside and then promptly ignored them. What was he up to, Caleb wondered. He just wanted to get out of there.

Then, Corey reached into one of the trash bins near the showers and pulled out - a used condom. It was full of cum. "Here!" shouted Corey, "Take it!"

"W-what?"

"Take it, faggot! I clearly need to teach you a lesson in respect for your superiors."

Caleb did as he was told and grabbed the disgusting, already-used condom. He tried holding it as far away as his arm could reach but still caught a whiff of the odor. Corey motioned Caleb to follow him out of the women's locker room which he happily did.

Corey snapped, "Hold it closer to your face, bitch." Then, grabbing Caleb's arm, Corey forcefully repositioned it until the used condom was inches away from his nose. "There, that's better. Now follow me."

He led Caleb to the men's locker room. It was even busier than the women's. Then with his hands pushing down Caleb's shoulders, he forced him to his knees.

"Now eat it!" he ordered.

"No!" Caleb objected immediately.

Whack! Corey unexpectedly bitch-slapped Caleb. Once, then twice, then several more times. Whack! Slap! Whack! "Do it, now!"

A stunned Caleb sobbed. He had no choice but to obey as, sadly, Corey was physically his superior. "Y-Yes, Sir," Caleb yielded while sucking out and gulping down the contents of the used condom. Tears streamed from Caleb's eyes as he ate another man's cum.

"That's my buddy's load, faggot. It's fresh." Hock-Ptooey! "He's the guy at the front desk, and he just fucked that girl he was talking to. You're girl, I fucked her without a condom, and she ate my entire load. One for her and another for you, faggot. Mmm, yummy, eh?"

"Thank you, Sir." Caleb couldn't believe how his behavior was so paltry and pathetic. He was barely putting up any resistance to his abuser. A better man would have at least fought harder and longer. But instead, Caleb buckled so quickly and gave in.

"Now, since you are already here," a wry devious expression splashed across Corey's face. "I'm gonna piss on you. And you're going to take it because you are a fucking pathetic beta loser."

Corey dragged Caleb by the collar of his shirt into the shower, an open-concept layout with multiple shower heads accommodating many men. There were at least a dozen naked showering men already inside. Their heads turned on a swivel to watch as Corey pulled down his pants and pissed on Caleb.

Corey drenched Caleb's face, filling his mouth while ordering him to drink it. His hair was soaked, and his clothes were as well. When he was done, he spat several thick and disgusting hocked-up loogies onto Caleb's face. One even landed in his mouth.

Then he invited the dozen or so showering gawkers to join him in pissing on Caleb. "Any of you boys wanna piss on this pathetic cuck loser too?" Since most of the guys were already friends of Corey's, many took him up on his offer.

After it was all over, Caleb was utterly drenched in piss and covered in spit. But, of course, he drank a good amount of it too. There was one abuser who insisted on Caleb drinking every drop of his piss, forcing his mouth open and kicking his stomach to ensure he did what he was told. They used him one at a time and in groups of two or more until no one was left, and the shower was empty apart from an emasculated Caleb.

Finally, accepting that his humiliating ordeal actually happened, the stunned Caleb shook off his disbelief and stood up. The rank taste of piss filled his mouth, and he could only smell the unmistakable odor of urine. Caleb was drenched in it. His clothes were dripping wet.

His eyes were stinging. He rubbed his eyes and immediately recalled the countless gobs of spit flung at him. A thick layer of phlegm coated his skin with thicker patches, presumably the hocked loogies and snot his tormentors nonchalantly spat at him. His hair was gummed up with it.

Squeak-Squeak! The shower knobs echoed off the rigid tile walls and floor as Caleb turned them. Whssshhh! He stood under the showerhead for twenty minutes, attempting to drown himself in his sorrows and wash away the feeling of inferiority. Unfortunately, it wasn't working, and when he finally left the gym through a discrete back door alley entrance, Caleb could still smell Corey's piss.

Curiously, as Caleb swung the car door open and sat in the driver's seat, his dick tingled and started to twitch. Suddenly it was all arousing, and Caleb began looking back fondly as he recalled being forced to kneel in front of Corey and perform as his personal human urinal. He suddenly realized what Alessia saw in Corey and understood why she wanted to cheat on him. Corey was a real man, and women like Alessia deserved to be with real men.

Caleb forgave her for her infidelity, admitting to himself that he could never be the man Alessia lusts after, that she wanted to fuck. He promised to do more for her, though. He would support Alessia and offer to help her find men like Corey to have sex with. Caleb was suddenly determined to ensure her sexual happiness, and pleasing Alessia was paramount. Maybe then, she'll forgive him for being so selfish.

Caleb's dick was rock hard now. He was inclined to grab it and jerk himself off. The thought of Alessia and Corey French kissing while Caleb knelt beside her, patiently holding a condom for Corey to use when he gave the signal, was intoxicating. He grabbed his dick through his soaked pants and gave it a few tugs.

"No! It's not fair to Alessia," he declared out loud. "Not until she's happy first."


- CHAPTER 5 -

Date Night Clean Up Duty

It was late, and well past eleven o'clock. Caleb thought Alessia should have been back home and in his loving arms by now. But instead, the special dinner he had prepared for the love of his life had long since gone cold. Caleb was well past the worry stage, frantically wondering where Alessia had gone after leaving the gym that morning.

"Hi, I'm home!" Alessia shouted as the door suddenly flung open, and she stumbled in.

She had been drinking, but thankfully she didn't drive home. She wasn't alone. Alessia was helped in the door by none other than Corey from the gym.

"Yeah, faggot!" Corey sternly added. "Get your ass out here; your lady is home." He smiled as Alessia giggled hysterically.

"Alessia!" a delighted Caleb said, rushing to the door to greet his Princess. "You're safe."

"Why wouldn't she be," boasted Corey, "she was with me."

"Oh," Caleb immediately started to back peddle. "I didn't mean to insinuate you wouldn't take care of her, Sir." Caleb's fear of Corey was evident and well-rooted, especially after how he treated him earlier.

Hock-Ptooey! Corey spat on Caleb anyway. "That's right, you piece of shit. Then shut your fucking mouth." Corey definitively added while Alessia continued giggling, finding the whole exchange amusing.

A still laughing Alessia abruptly marched off toward the kitchen. "Wait here, everyone," she said.

Caleb looked at Corey, "I'm sorry about today, Sir. I-I didn't mean to bother you at the gym and disrupt your workout."

"You're so fucking pathetic. Look at yourself, loser," Corey exclaimed.

"I-I don't know what to say, Sir."

"S-Sir, I'm sorry, Sir, I'm a fucking loser and a worthless piece of shit. Please piss on me, Sir," mocked Corey, billowing with laughter.

"I'm back!" Alessia excitedly exclaimed as she stormed back into the room. She walked to Caleb and Corey, coming to rest and standing beside Corey instead of with her boyfriend. "Here," she said, handing Corey a plastic funnel she retrieved from the kitchen.

"What am I supposed to do with this?" he asked.

"Piss in his mouth," she answered matter of factly. "I want you to show me."

"Uh, ok," Corey said, smiling and nodding his head.

"Yeah," Alessia said, turning to Caleb, "he told me everything. What a fucking loser you are, Caleb? I can't believe how pathetic you are. You're sick and perverted. What kind of man asks to be pissed on?"

It wasn't exactly the truth, but Caleb kept silent, instead deciding to be respectful to Alessia and Corey. Finally, he bowed his head in shame.

"Lift your head back, bitch!" Corey commanded. "It's been at least three beers since I had a piss."

Corey stuffed the funnel into Caleb's mouth, unzipped his pants, and began to urinate in it. Suddenly bursting with laughter, Alessia found it rather amusing, but that didn't last long. Soon after watching Caleb gulp and consume another man's piss, her light-hearted expression turned to disgust.

"That's fucking gross, Caleb!" she scolded. "I'm never having sex with you again. How could I?"

It seemed like forever, but eventually, Corey's bladder emptied, and to everyone's surprise, Caleb managed to drink most of it. The beers must have helped flavor the urine. It didn't taste that bad, Caleb thought.

"How does recycled beer taste?" Hock-Ptooey! Corey asked rhetorically, spitting in the funnel as he zipped up his pants.

Alessia flung her arms around Corey and locked lips, kissing him passionately while Caleb looked on from his knees. Seeing his girlfriend making out with another guy in front of him was a tough pill to swallow. But deep down inside, he knew it was for the best. If Alessia felt more comfortable with Corey, or any other guy, then so be it. His Princess deserved to be happy. She was entitled to as much. Alessia was unbelievably gorgeous, and he was just glad to be in her life. Besides, Caleb was confident that he could still be helpful to Alessia in other ways.

By the time he became a full-fledged physician, he'd be making enough money to pay Alessia's way through fashion school and buy her an all-new wardrobe so she looked the part of an up-and-coming chic fashion designer. That way, he could provide her with all the financial stability that a woman needed to focus on her career and do the things she wanted to do in life. But, of course, Caleb would still be her number one, and all he needed to do was give up sex with the woman he loved. If Alessia was satisfied in the bedroom without him, he'd be happy too. It was the least that a good boyfriend could do for his entitled Princess.

Caleb sat back on his haunches, having rationalized his situation as a cuckold, even embracing it. He watched as Alessia took Corey by the hand and led him upstairs, presumably to the bedroom. Alessia giggled playfully, ignoring Caleb completely, but Corey didn't. He knew full well what was happening. He knew he would get lucky with Alessia for the second time in a day. It didn't phase him in the least as Corey looked over his shoulder at Caleb and smiled. It was an expression that communicated - I'm about to fuck your girlfriend in your bed, and there isn't fucking thing that you can do about it!

"Caleb!" Alessia shouted from the top step, out of view.

"Yes, honey!" Caleb immediately answered.

"We'll have breakfast in bed in the morning - eggs, bacon, and coffee for both of us. Got it!"

"Yes, Ma'am. Thank you, Ma'am."

That night Caleb had a hard time sleeping. Despite his acceptance of the situation, it would take time to get used to being denied by Alessia. Not to mention getting degraded and humiliated by her and her lovers. When he dozed off to sleep, he woke to Alessia's ecstatic cries and Corey's grunting. The pair both made a lot of noise, especially when they orgasmed. Caleb couldn't recall ever having sex with Alessia that way before. However, he immediately understood why Alessia preferred fucking Corey now. Corey was better at it. Of course, it helped that he didn't have the personality of a beta-wimp loser like Caleb.

When the morning came, Caleb was ready. He gently knocked on his bedroom door and heard Corey's voice call him in. Once inside, Alessia quickly pulled the covers over her body to cover her naked breasts.

"What are you looking at, pervert?" she accused Caleb with a demeaning tone.

Only days ago, Caleb routinely saw his girlfriend naked, certainly not unusual for a boyfriend, but now it felt more like a luxury. It was a privilege that he rarely would have ever again. "Oh, I'm sorry, Alessia. I didn't mean to look," he apologized.

"Don't call me Alessia. You don't deserve to. You're my cuckold now."

"Y-Yes, A..." he stopped mid-sentence at a loss for words.

"Princess Alessia will do!" she interjected, saving Caleb.

"Yes, Princess Alessia."

Alessia and Corey sat up, and Caleb straightened the pillows behind their backs, so they were both comfortable. Once satisfied, he carefully placed each tray in front of the tired couple. It had been a long night of fucking. Caleb lost count after the first three rounds. It turns out that Corey was a pretty talented sex machine.

"Get out now, loser," Alessia motioned, using her hand to make a shooing gesture.

"Yes, Princess Alessia."

But before he could leave, Alessia instructed him, "Take that pile of clothes there and launder it. I want Corey to leave here feeling fresh."

"Oh? Will you stay much longer, Sir," Caleb respectfully asked Corey. "It'll be a couple of hours until everything is washed and dried."

"It's Sunday, loser," Alessia reminded Caleb.

"Yeah, it'll give us time to finish our breakfast and then get in a good morning fuck." Corey smiled at Caleb after he said it but then turned to Alessia and planted a long passionate kiss on her lips. He wanted Caleb to see it.

"Mmmm, I don't know if I can wait that long," confessed Alessia. Then abruptly changing her tone to something substantially harsher, she said to Caleb, "Get the fuck out and go do the laundry, bitch!"

"Leave faggot!" added Corey.

"Yes, Princess. Yes Sir." Caleb hurried out the door, closing it behind him.

Two hours later, when he returned with Corey and Alessia's neatly folded fresh laundry in hand, he found Corey up and about, just having stepped out of the shower. He was stark naked, startling Caleb.

His dick was huge despite being flaccid. It dangled confidently between his legs along with his large, heavy balls. Corey's body was as trim as Caleb could imagine, with muscles in all the right places. The six-pack adorning his stomach and rock-hard pecs was just a fantasy for Caleb. He could never look that good, and he knew it. He instinctively fell to his knees two feet in front of Corey and extended his arms, holding Corey's freshly washed and folded clothes. Alessia and Corey both laughed hysterically.

"You're pathetic," sighed Corey as he took his clothes from Caleb.

"Thank you, Sir."

"I have a gift for you, too," Corey smirked. Something was up. He turned toward the nightstand and picked up a bowl.

It was the same decorative crystal bowl Caleb used to place his wristwatch and car keys or loose change at the end of the day before turning in for the night. Except his watch was missing and also the many quarters he had accumulated.

Corey put the bowl back down and said, "Thanks for the watch," before picking it up off the bed and placing it on his wrist. "It fits perfectly. And it's a Gucci. Pretty expensive."

"But my grandfather bought me that when I graduated college just before he passed away."

"I'm sure he would have been happier knowing that a real man was wearing it now and not some dipshit, faggot loser."

"But-"

"Don't worry; think of it as a tax payment. A beta loser like yourself really ought to be paying taxes to Alphas like me." Corey smiled, and so did Alessia, who looked quite comfortable still lounging in bed. The watch was his now. And so was the stack of quarters that he nonchalantly slipped into his pants pocket, saying, "This should get me a couple of Gatorades from the vending machine at the gym."

"Y-Yes, Sir. Thank you for letting me pay tax to you, Sir," Caleb whimpered from his knees below Corey.

"Like I was saying earlier," Corey said, "I got you something too. Don't ever suggest I'm not a gracious Alpha, despite being your superior." Corey picked up the crystal bowl again. This time he lowered it, holding the bowl in front of Caleb's face.

"Your condoms, Sir?" Caleb asked.

"My used condoms, faggot," Corey emphasized for clarity.

Alessia's laughter filled the room. "Corey, I don't believe it! No!" she questioned with anxious excitement. She actually meant a resounding yes.

There were six used condoms of Corey's. Two were particularly full, while the rest still had an impressive volume of jizz. "Tilt your head back, loser!" he ordered. Then, one by one, Corey dumped the contents of each condom into Caleb's obedient mouth, commanding him to swallow after he had unloaded all six. When finished, he laid out all six filthy empty condoms on Caleb's face. Corey intended to humiliate him, so he let them hang there while he kissed Alessia goodbye and left.

"You've earned your place, haven't you?" Alone again, Alessia finally let Caleb in on what she was thinking. "You know you're never going to have sex again. At least not with a human being. Maybe I'll let you hump the floor," she smiled.

"Yes, Princess Alessia. I know."

"You're a total fucking loser. Pathetic and worthless."

"Yes, Princess."

"Get over here and lick my pussy clean, cuckold." She tossed the bed sheets aside, exposing her naked body.

Alessia was gorgeous. Caleb marveled at her beauty as he approached her, knowing how lucky he was to see her in all her radiant glory. She looked even more attractive to him after having sex with another man. Her wet skin glistened like a beacon luring him in. The smell of erotic sex blanketed the bed. Serving and worshiping Alessia was quickly becoming Caleb's new religion.

"That's right, clean me up," she slumped back in the bed as Caleb's tongue slavishly serviced her, cleaning out and lapping up every last morsel of her and Corey's night to remember. "I'm pretty sure Corey fucked me more than six times. It was at least twice without a condom, so there's plenty left in there for you."

"Mmmmpf! Slurp! Mmmmpf! Mmmm."

"Yup, that was his load," she said, nodding. "I can feel it coming out. Go on, lick it up, loser."

"Mmmmpf! Slurp!"

"You're so pathetic."


- CHAPTER 6 -

My Human ATM Needs Service!

"Hey, micro dick!"

"Yes, Goddess Alessia."

"You're a fucking fat, gross and old-ass loser!"

"Thank you, Goddess Alessia. Thank you, Goddess Jackie!"

"Why are you thanking me, loser," Jackie wondered as she stood over the naked body of their old high school teacher, Mr. Gallager. She placed her foot on his throat, pressing down firmly with the sole of her boot.

"Awk-Hack!" the sorry excuse for a human being gagged, gasping for air. "I'm sorry, Goddess Jackie. I'm so sorry."

"Alessia was the one who insulted you, bitch. But I can certainly insult you too. It'd be my pleasure. You are a worthless walking wallet that's good for nothing except paying loser taxes to Alessia and me and licking our boots." Jackie removed her foot from his throat and placed it on his face, laughing when he began licking the bottom of it.

"Lick it clean, loser!" Alessia added her own encouragement, kicking her newly acquired paypig in the ribs. "Worship it!"

It was a slow day at the mall. It was dead in fact, and the stores were nearly empty except for several small groups of senior citizens milling about. No one was shopping at the Gap, making the day go by at a crawl's pace. Alessia hated when things were slow at work. So, when she discovered that Jackie was also scheduled to work the same shift, she couldn't have been happier. At least they could pass the time together while trying cute outfits and talking about guys.

But when Jackie got a text from their human ATM, begging to make another tax payment, things got all the more exciting for the pair of pretty Princesses. Jackie immediately ordered him to come into the store with the cash. It took the desperate loser only twenty minutes to show up. He handed over $1,500 to Alessia, who made him count each bill out loud from his knees. Surprisingly, instead of gratitude, Mr. Gallager received a swift kick to the balls and a face full of spit from the spoiled Princesses.

Rather than send him home immediately, Alessia suggested keeping him around and toying with him for a while. It was a slow day, after all. First, they made him crawl on all fours and bark like a dog. Then, they kicked his balls repeatedly until he keeled over in agony. Finally, they made him lick the toilet bowl in the employee bathroom clean.

"So when will you come back and give us more money, loser?" Alessia asked.

"My next paycheck is in two weeks, Goddesses," he answered from under Jackie's foot. His voice was timid and respectful.

"Good. We expect you back in here with even more cash in your hand, you fucking worthless piece of shit," Alessia ordered, stomping on the beta male's testicles.

Jackie bent down, grabbing Mr. Gallager's ear, "Get up, loser! Crawl under the counter," she shouted, pointing to the cashier's desk. She led him by the ear until they reached the counter. "Get under there, bitch!"

"Yes, Princess."

Jackie sat on the tall high-back stool behind the counter and leaned back, putting her feet on the footrest bar. She crossed her legs and commanded, "Lick my boots clean, bitch!" and smiled as her old high school teacher greedily lapped the leather with his sloppy tongue, praising her with every breath he took.

"Caleb? What are you doing here?" a surprised Alessia asked as she noticed her cuck boyfriend enter the store.

"Princess, I rushed over as soon as it came in the mail." Caleb wasn't kidding; he was out of breath. But, at the same time, he was obviously extremely excited. "You're going to be very pleased with me, my divine Goddess."

"What!? Tell me already, loser," Alessia insisted.

"I bought a chastity device online, and it arrived today!"

"A what?" Alessia was perplexed, unsure what that even meant.

Jackie overheard the commotion, "It's a lock you put around a beta male loser's dick, so he can't, you know, beat his meat."

"Oh!" Alessia broke out in laughter. "That's very - appropriate," she concluded.

"I was thinking about locking this bitch up and researched it online myself. Supposedly they work well and even have the bonus benefit of shrinking their dicks permanently over time." Jackie shared proudly, kicking their ATM slave as he toiled dutifully beneath her under the counter.

"Show me!" declared Alessia to Caleb. "Put it on!"

"Now?"

Whack! "Yes, now!" Alessia slapped Caleb impulsively, revealing her frustration. "Didn't I just say put it on?"

"Yes, Princess. You did. I'm sorry."

Caleb followed Alessia around the counter, where Jackie was sitting comfortably. The pair of Princesses looked on in amusement as Caleb unboxed the metal device. He momentarily struggled to understand how the pieces fit and were meant to lock in place around his penis, but with a bit of badgering from Jackie, he quickly figured out how it was supposed to work.

"Drop your pants and slip it on, slave," Alessia insisted.

"Hehe!" Jackie giggled, seeing her best friend's boyfriend naked for the first time. "His dick is so tiny already, Alessia."

"I know, isn't it?" Alessia concurred.

"I ordered the smallest size," a proud Caleb replied, almost boasting how smart he was. The girls just laughed at him instead.

Click! Once the lock was engaged, Caleb handed the key to Alessia, who greedily took it.

"Your cock belongs to me," she said. "Just like your mind and the rest of your ugly body does."

"Thank you, Princess Alessia." Caleb's eyes glazed over, mesmerized by Alessia's brash arrogance and sense of entitlement. He knelt down in front of her and began to bow down. "Hail and praise! Oh, Princess Alessia, thank you for letting me be your slave and cuckolding me. I worship you. Hail!"

"What a pathetic loser," balked Jackie.

"Agreed," nodded Alessia. "Since you're down there, clean my flats!"

Caleb excitedly licked Alessia's shoes, drooling all over them until they shined. He mumbled prayers and chants to his owner, pledging his life to her for eternity. But, again, the girls just laughed at him, and all the while, Mr. Gallager diligently serviced Jackie's pristine feet. After cleaning her boots, he had moved on to massaging her delicate bare feet to a stressless state of bliss.

"Hey, Alessia? Do you know what would be fun?" Jackie asked.

"What?"

"If we made Caleb suck fatboy's cock and eat his load," she said with an evil giggle.

"Ooh, I like that. It would be hilarious." Alessia seemed equally excited. "What do you think, loser? Wanna be a cocksucker for me?" she asked Caleb, not wanting an answer. "Get down on the ground and lie on your back!"

"Fat fuck, I want you on top, straddling his face," Jackie ordered Mr. Gallager. "No, wait! Sit on his face first." The girls laughed again as the overweight pathetic slob parted his sweaty ass cheeks and sat back onto Caleb's face.

"Mmmmpf!" Caleb immediately wished he had taken a more significant breath as he gasped. "Mmmmpf!" Unable to breathe and disgusted by the smell of the man's ass blanketing his face and nose, Caleb felt like vomiting.

It was utterly hilarious for Alessia and Jackie, though. They coaxed and egged on their cash slave, telling him to grind his ass on Caleb until his nose of halfway up inside him.

"You're so pathetic, Caleb!" shouted Alessia, listening to his muffled cries for help. "Lick his ass, loser!"

"Clean it, faggot!" added Jackie. "Is he licking?" she asked her paypig, who nodded affirmingly.

After a few minutes of laughing at Caleb's demeaning ordeal, the girls pulled Mr. Gallager off Caleb's face. They then forced Caleb to suck his cock to completion, which didn't take long. Mr. Gallager was obviously a premature ejaculator.

"Thirty seconds?" mused Jackie, "That's a new world record."

Caleb swallowed the late-middle-aged balding man's cum and a few pubic hairs for good measure. It was disgusting, something he'd never done until recently, being forced to eat cum from used condoms. Better than flossing with the hairs from around his asshole, though. And certainly not as bad as having Corey spit and piss in his mouth in public. He'd live. In fact, Caleb quickly managed to convince himself that he enjoyed the whole episode. Of course, it was a pleasure serving Princesses Alessia and Jackie. Their laughter alone made it worth it.

"Thank you, Princesses, for allowing me to entertain you both."

"You're such a fucking loser," groaned Jackie.

"Yeah, you're pathetic. I'm keeping you locked forever," Alessia added, disgusted by Caleb's self-loathing behavior.


- CHAPTER 7 -

Bow Down To Your Black Master!

Several months had passed, and things were looking upwardly fantastic for Alessia. The cash from her paypig human ATM was flowing in regularly and beginning to pile up. And while Caleb wasn't working at the hospital, he spent nearly every waking hour doing housework and running errands for her. Alessia felt like a real Princess and finally believed she was one rather than just being told she was all her life.

"Caleb, where's my black bra?" she impatiently prompted, tapping her foot sternly on the floor.

"Princess, I laid it out for you on your bed, along with some black stockings and your black patent stilettos." By now, Caleb had become highly organized and adept at managing Alessia's wardrobe for her.

Corey wasn't the only man that Alessia had started dating recently. There were several, all gorgeous hot hunks and mainly from the gym. There was also Jerome. He could have been a basketball player. Alessia liked him a lot. Jerome played the role of a confident, masculine black king very well. She initially thought Corey was huge, but Jerome's cock was enormous. It didn't fit so easily in her mouth but did go nicely in and out of her pussy.

Jerome was taking Alessia dancing at a formal event tonight. It was a high-class kind of place with hors d'oeuvres and expensive Champaign. Caleb had learned that Jerome was quite the dancer, having studied at one of the most prestigious dance academies in the country. If that wasn't appealing enough, his sense of fashion was top-notch. Alessia found herself getting design ideas from him. Alessia had been looking forward to her date with Jerome for weeks. So, naturally, she was nervous about looking good for her Alpha king.

"No, you fucking idiot!" she shouted at Caleb, "The other ones! Where are my Manolo Blahniks?" She picked up one shoe from a pair of Nine West heels that Caleb mistakingly brought her in error and viscously slapped him across the face with it. "These aren't good enough for Jerome."

Alessia folded her arms and impatiently huffed as Caleb crawled on all fours at her feet, searching for the missing pair of designer heels. They weren't on the closet floor, so instinctively, he checked under the bed next.

"Ah, here they are, Princess Alessia," Caleb proudly declared as he reached for them. "You must have accidentally kicked them under here. When was the last time you wore them?"

"On my last date with Corey a week ago. Remember? He took me on a limousine heritage tour downtown."

"Yes, I do. You had lots of fun that night."

"I did. Corey and I got home late and fucked nonstop until sunrise," she recalled. "You ate many loads that night."

"Mmm, yes, I did, Princess."

"And Corey got really mad the next morning when you screwed up his breakfast."

"Sir did. Didn't he? He beat the shit out of me."

"And?"

"After breakfast, Sir Corey forced me to eat his shit, telling me it's what I deserved for screwing up."

"Yeah, he took a morning dump, and rather than flush the toilet, he thought it would be best to conserve water and make you dispose of his waste instead. Plus, he was still mad at you."

"I almost vomited."

"You survived, loser. This is why I'm going out on dates and fucking other guys. You're fucking disgusting."

"Yes, Princess."

"You'll never have sex again for the rest of your life."

Caleb nodded, agreeing with Alessia and accepting defeat at the hands of real men like Corey and Jerome. He knew he'd never be able to compete with them. Besides, he'd already spoiled all hopes of redeeming himself with Alessia after degrading himself for her by sucking another man's cock, drinking piss, and now even eating an Alpha's shit.

"My shoes. Give them to me, bitch." Alessia held out her hand until Caleb finally placed her gorgeous and ridiculously expensive Manolo Blahniks in her hand.

Alessia dressed, putting on her skimpy black undergarments followed by a chic little black dress. Then she gingerly slipped one heel onto her foot and allowed Caleb to do the other. She watched as he bowed to her, kissing her feet profusely and declaring his love. "Fetch me my make-up kit, slave," Alessia ordered.

DING-DONG!

"It's Jerome! Go answer the door while I finish up. Entertain him or something." Alessia commanded while hurriedly snatching her make-up bag from Caleb.

Caleb opened the door and looked up in awe at Jerome. He was a very tall and fit man with muscles everywhere. Caleb's face was more in line with his chest than Jerome's. It was humbling being significantly shorter than another man. It somehow made Caleb feel inferior, which was perfectly fine with him.

Jerome was dressed in a formal, classic black suit with bright shiny, patent leather shoes. His giant big black cock bulged through his slacks, and Caleb's eyes were immediately drawn to it, somewhat fascinated at the outrageous size.

"You checkin' my cock out again, faggot?" Jerome asked.

"No, Sir, No," Caleb insisted, pleading his innocence. "Well, yes, actually. I was Sir. Your cock is huge."

"That's why I'm the man, and you're just a pathetic little sissy faggot.” Hock-Ptooey! Jerome was as arrogant as he was aggressive. However, he earned the right to be given his ruggedly handsome looks and masculine charm. So when he spit on Caleb's face, Caleb thanked him and apologized for being an idiot. Besides, Caleb was used to men and women alike spitting in his face nearly everywhere he seemed to be.

Caleb led his male superior to the living room, offering him a place to sit while he waited for his date to appear, who would be down shortly. Caleb had gotten used to his girlfriend dating men like Jerome, even being sexually intimate with them. Alessia was on a dating spree since he agreed to become her cuckold, along with her and Jackie exploiting their former high school teacher. Sharing Alessia with Alpha men like Jerome was worth it, though. Even Caleb was starting to itch for an opportunity to give them blowjobs. He brushed the feeling off several times before, thinking it was because he was locked in chastity and unable to achieve orgasm and release. But after a while, Caleb quickly accepted it. He was in love with the idea of sucking cock. He looked forward to eating Corey's frequent loads, wishing he could one day suck one out of his cock and balls directly.

Caleb left for the kitchen, returning a short while later. He brought him a lime-flavored Perrier, setting it down on the coffee table in front of Jerome. Caleb knelt next to him, bowing his head respectfully, waiting to be of service. He tried hard not to look at Jerome's cock. Even when flaccid, it still bulged noticeably through his pants. As much as he tried, nevertheless, he couldn't stop himself from staring.

"Sir, is there anything else I can do for you while you wait?" Caleb humbly asked, perhaps even hoping Jerome would ask him to suck his massive black cock.

"Sure. Shine my shoes, faggot." Jerome was full of confidence when he spoke, not even batting an eye when he suggested Caleb lick his shoes. "I purposely didn't polish them before coming because I knew you would do a better job with your tongue."

"Yes, Sir. Thank you."

"Lick them, sissy bitch."

Caleb worked the leather over, generously moistening his shoes with the saliva from his eager tongue. He was intent on impressing the superior black Alpha god. Occasionally, Caleb babbled words of praise and admiration, compelling Jerome to crack a subtle smile. It wasn't so much because he felt honored by Caleb's words but because it was funny that he was making such a mockery of himself.

"I see you're taking advantage of my slave?" Alessia proudly noted, gliding down the stairs with elegant grace to greet her date.

"Wow!" an amazed Jerome burst aloud. "You look fucking gorgeous." Alessia did look fabulous. Her black evening gown was elegant and could easily have been a dress that any Hollywood bombshell would wear to the Oscars.

Caleb picked up the pace and quickly cleaned Jerome's shoes, licking in rapid succession, knowing he'd be standing up imminently to lock in a lustful embrace with Caleb's girlfriend. He'd kiss her passionately, no doubt, regardless of whether Caleb would object to it or not.

And Caleb was right. Jerome and Alessia kissed and made out just inches away, seemingly oblivious to his existence. Still not finished putting a shine to Jerome's patent leather shoes, Caleb labored on the floor finishing his work at ankle height. But, of course, they knew Caleb existed; they chose to ignore him when it was convenient. Once they finished their kiss, Jerome turned to Caleb and extended his hand. It wasn't to share in fellowship, no.

With Jerome's palm facing upwards, Caleb quickly responded, "Oh, that's right, Sir." He stumbled, getting up, and Alessia rolled her eyes, looking annoyed. "I hope this is enough, Sir," he said apologetically.

Jerome grew instantly frustrated, "Count it out in my hand, bitch!" Hock-Ptooey! The expertly placed wad hit Caleb in the eye.

Flinching, Caleb counted, "Twenty, forty, sixty, eighty, one hundred." Then, mumbling the rest of the way through, he nervously finished with, "Three hundred, Sir." Caleb hoped it would be enough to satisfy Jerome and Alessia.

"Three hundred dollars, eh? Well, it'll have to do, faggot." Jerome accepted the devotional offering smiling as he put his arm around Alessia, the girl he stole from Caleb for the night.

"Thank you, Sir. Th-Thank you for letting me pay beta tax to you. Thank you for being a real man and taking my girlfriend out tonight, Sir." Caleb poured on the compliments as he respectfully got back down on his knees. He was oozing pathetic by this point, and it wasn't clear if Alessia could ever respect him again.

They were almost certainly going to have sex. In fact, Alessia was sleeping with someone other than Caleb nearly every night, and Jerome was one of her favorites. He was aggressive in bed, had a huge dick, and came hard. He'd quickly fill a giant-sized condom without even trying. Caleb often struggled to empty them into his mouth in a single gulp when it was time for clean-up duty.

"Make sure you clean all the bathrooms tonight and get my laundry washed and folded before I get home. The bed needs fresh new sheets as well," Alessia smiled cutely, turning to Jerome. "My baby insists." She pecked Jerome on the cheek while giving Caleb a no-look firm fuck you with her middle finger.

"Yes, Princess Alessia. Whatever Sir Jerome requires. I'll get it all done."

"Oh, and I almost forgot," she said excitedly.

"Yes, my divine Goddess?"

"The hot Latin dude I brought home last night-"

"Yes?"

"He left you a surprise on the nightstand." Alessia started to giggle while Jerome shook his head. "I'll give you a clue. It's a clear plastic water bottle, except instead of being the color of water, it's yellow."

Jerome decided to get in on Caleb's degradation, "Yeah, drink that shit, faggot,"

"I don't even know his name, but he was hot. So show respect for your superiors and drink it all, loser!" She smiled again mockingly, "Be grateful, bitch."

Jerome and Alessia walked out the door to begin their night on the town, leaving Caleb behind, rejected and denied. His locked penis twitched achingly behind its steel prison bars. Caleb wasn't going to be getting any relief tonight. Instead, the list of chores he had to complete in the next several hours was long, and he wanted to impress Alessia with his obedience and loyalty. It was time for Caleb to get back to work.

But first, the Alpha male piss from Alessia's bull was calling to him. He owed the gentleman she fucked the previous night a debt of gratitude. Caleb admitted that there was no better statement of his inferiority to him than to respectfully gulp down the man's liquid waste. Caleb darted up the stairs, disappearing into the bedroom and licking his lips.


- CHAPTER 8 -

Pathetic, Humiliated Loser For Life

Alessia and Jerome returned home, after what turned into a wild night out, just after midnight and were both overly giddy, undoubtedly, having had too many drinks. So naturally, they rushed upstairs to immediately tear each other's clothes off and have sex. They fucked twice before calling Caleb to clean up the mess, mainly Jerome's making.

Caleb didn't mind. He was happy to be of service, licking Jerome's heavy load from Alessia's dripping pussy lips while she verbally degraded him. That was Jerome's second spunk, and once he finished lapping it up, Caleb was handed a full condom of Jerome's first load. After thanking his superior, Caleb swallowed it in one fell swoop, dumping the contents down his throat and savoring the taste for as long as it lasted.

Giggling on the way to the shower, Alessia tugged on Jerome leading him by the arm until they both disappeared from Caleb's sight. It wasn't long before the gorgeous hot pair were at it again, thrilling Caleb's senses with the sounds of Alessia's swooning and Jerome's grunting. Knowing his place, he quickly changed her bed sheets and tidied the room before leaving and heading downstairs to the kitchen to fix his tormentors some nutritious late-night snacks.

Fifteen minutes passed. Ding-Dong! The doorbell rang starkly against the serene backdrop of the early morning hours. Who could possibly be arriving at two in the morning? Caleb had been busy in the kitchen preparing those snacks for Alessia and Jerome, who were almost certainly near finished in the shower. Yet as the bell rang a second time, he racked his brain to no avail, wondering who it could be.

Caleb rushed to the door and swung it open, almost as if he were annoyed at how someone would dare interrupt his Princess's date, "Oh! It's you. Hello, I was-"

Slap! Whack!

Caleb immediately fell to his knees while simultaneously nursing his face. He couldn't believe how hard Jackie could hit. "P-Princess Jackie! Sir Corey! Thank you."

It was lame to say, even for a loser cuckold like Caleb. But it was the first thing that popped into his empty head, so Jackie and Corey should at least respect him for being both a loser and a genuine one at that. But they likely couldn't care less.

"Hey fuck face faggot," Corey aggressively shouted. "Get out of the fucking way, loser." He obviously had been drinking, but Jackie didn't seem to mind as she laughed when Corey shoved Caleb, knocking him to the floor.

The couple marched past him, ignoring Caleb mostly. Surprisingly, Jackie had Mr. Gallager in tow. The flabby, nearing retirement loser crawled past Caleb making a cowardly, weak attempt to acknowledge him. It was pathetic. Mr. Gallager cracked a half-smile as he approached Caleb, but Caleb, the spineless worm he was, couldn't even look another submissive in the eye.

"Where are Alessia and Jerome?" Corey instantly questioned.

"In the shower, Sir!" Caleb abruptly answered, sounding more like a military cadet. He feared Corey the most. After how brutally he so liberally tormented him, the last thing Caleb wanted to do was upset a known aggressive Alpha. Especially a drunk version of Corey. "I was just fixing some snacks and drinks for Princess Alessia and Sir Jerome."

Corey sat on the sofa. Jackie sat next to him and nestled in his chest, sighing. "You!" Jackie shouted to Mr. Gallager while pointing to the space between the sofa and the coffee table. "Strip naked and down on all fours. We need a footstool."

Caleb watched as the pathetic man stood and disrobed, removing his slacks and then unbuttoning and taking off his dress shirt. Corey and Jackie laughed as he continued by slipping off his underwear. He looked stupid standing there naked in his black dress socks.

"Grandpa, you're one fat, ugly, old-ass faggot, aren't you?" Corey teased relentlessly.

"Yes, Sir, Master Corey. I'm worthless trash, Sir," he replied.

"Here. Catch!" Jackie hollered, tossing him a tiny key she removed from the waist pocket of her tight yoga pants. "Unlock it. You're getting lucky tonight." Jackie then glanced at Caleb briefly.

"What are you looking at, loser!" Corey shrieked. "Get in that kitchen and fetch us those snacks and drinks."

With head bowed respectfully, Caleb got up off the floor and silently walked past the couple, wondering if he'd be sucking the other slave's cock when he returned. They looked good together. He wondered if they were dating or just casually hooking up. In either case, it didn't matter, especially not to the likes of Caleb. It wasn't his place to involve himself in their personal business.

Caleb looked back when he turned to enter the kitchen, stopping for a moment to take in the visual stimuli. Then, safely out of the scrutinizing vision of Corey or Jackie, he quietly observed as a now sockless naked Mr. Gallager finally crawled into position. Corey's big feet relaxed on his back while Jackie planted hers on the back of his head, causing him to strain his neck under her dainty feet, desperate to keep them from sliding off.

Before finally leaving, he marveled at Jackie's beautiful feet, especially her gorgeous painted toes. She chose a brilliant white color that superbly contrasted her darker skin tone. Caleb was exorbitantly blessed that his girlfriend had such a beautiful best friend. Jackie was the complete package, confident, demanding, and pristinely feminine and refined. Proudly, Jackie earned every ounce of her bitchy spoiled and entitled attitude.

When Caleb returned holding a large tray containing a freshly prepared vegetable and fruit platter, he saw that Alessia and Jerome had joined Jackie and Corey. They were laughing, chatting, and carrying on having a good time. Evidently, the night was still young.

He quietly placed the platter on the nearby dining table and left to fetch the rest of the items. Seconds later, Caleb returned with a meat and cheese platter with crackers, followed by an assortment of drinks. Again, he was summarily ignored by the group as he walked in from the kitchen. Finally, once everything was placed neatly, he knelt next to the table, not knowing what would happen next.

Caleb listened in on the conversation. It wasn't his place, but it was hard to avoid hearing the beautiful voices of Alessia and Jackie as they shared memories of the night they had, giggling the entire time. They were such cute and perfect best friends for each other. Occasionally the girls would sneak kisses and a little more from Corey and Jerome, who, not surprisingly, didn't complain once. Rather than being greedy, they shared the men, embracing and locking lips with both. It didn't matter which guy they flirted with; Jerome and Corey were gorgeous and worthy males.

"Hey, let's eat!" Alessia blurted out, finally noticing the spread Caleb lovingly prepared. Then one by one, the four Alphas moved closer to the dining area until all four were gathered around the table.

"We need some entertainment now, shit," said Jerome as he snuck into the chair Jackie was about to sit down on. She sat anyway, and Jerome was happy to have her on his lap.

"I know," declared Alessia tossing a key at Caleb. Alessia kept the key to Caleb's chastity device on a small hook on the dining room wall. That is when it wasn't hanging from her necklace or ankle bracelet.

"Unlock that worthless micro-peepee and get over there where we can all get a good look at you." Alessia pointed to the center of the living room, an area with the most open space and in clear view of everyone at the table.

Jackie clapped her hands, "Ooh, this is going to be hilarious," while Corey and Jerome shook their heads in disgust.

"Now, we're going to have a little contest. You and that other bitch are going to sixty-nine each other for our amusement," Alessia explained, folding her arms. "You're going to be sucking multiple loads out of each other, so do a good fucking job. Whoever sucks the most loads wins. The winner will spend the night as mine and Jackie's foot slave while the loser gets to be Jerome and Corey's human urinal. Sound good?"

A nude Caleb and Mr. Gallager looked at each other and got into position. Caleb chose to lie under him, not knowing why. It only served to prove how utterly inferior he was. Caleb automatically yielded to even another subordinate male. On top, Mr. Gallager could trust and pound Caleb's face as hard or as lightly as he wanted, controlling the pace. Caleb would be pinned under him. It didn't matter; he was determined to win regardless.

To Caleb's surprise, Mr. Gallager came first. He blew his first load down Caleb's throat before even getting hard.

"Eat it, cocksucker!"

"Fuck his face. Hard!"

"You're both disgusting losers!"

"Ew, gross!"

The room was bustling with shouts and laughter. Everyone was enjoying themselves at the expense of the two beta losers in the room. Alessia and Jackie were sure that Caleb and Mr. Gallager were enjoying it too. After thirty minutes of throat fucking and cock sucking, Caleb trailed by one load. Mr. Gallager had sucked three loads of cum from Caleb while he only managed to suck two.

After having three orgasms in such a short period, Caleb was rapidly starting to feel the pressure of keeping up his performance. He desperately wanted to win, but while at first eating cum for Alessia's entertainment sounded fine and it even tasted good, it was rapidly becoming much less pleasant. However, Mr. Gallager only came twice, so Caleb needed to maintain that cuck-slurping spirit to win.

"Ah-Ah-Ahhh-Ooohhh!" Caleb came a fourth time.

"You're done, faggot," shouted Corey.

Jerome added, "Yeah, that other fag wants it more, bitch!"

"Ok, ok. I'm calling the match," interjected Alessia. "Clearly, fat fuck Gallager won!" Alessia smiled when they all cheered for Mr. Gallager.

"Give him another load, fatty!" ordered Corey. "Ram it down his throat, balls deep."

Mr. Gallager did as he was told. With him on top, he put all his weight into his thrust and forcibly pounded Caleb's throat as hard and fast as he could muster. He was surprisingly harsh, ignoring Caleb's moaning and gasping for air. Caleb gagged, repeatedly choking on the phlegm that oozed out and down his face.

"Oh-Ah-Aaah!" Mr. Gallager was getting close to unloading and ejaculating deep inside Caleb's mouth.

"Yeah, give it to him, fatty!" shouted Corey. He reveled in the abuse that Caleb was receiving. It was likely because he fancied Alessia so much. So it made sense to treat her cuckold with disdain.

"Ughhh-Arffff-Uhmmm!" More incoherent gagging, choking, and slobbering came from Caleb. Still, no one cared except to laugh at the funny sounds he was making.

"Oh-Ahhh-Oooh!" Finally, Mr. Gallager finished and proudly deposited his jizz in Caleb's throat. He was victorious and excited about worshiping at the feet of his Goddesses.

"Go and wash yourself up, loser," said Alessia, commanding Mr. Gallager with a stern finger pointed at the guest lavatory.

"When you're done, you can start cleaning my shoes, bitch," Jackie added. She also pointed. However, Jackie indicated where her tan leather Chanel dress flats were left haphazardly at the front entrance instead. "They're covered in dance floor grime."

Then, Corey stood up with a nearly empty bottle of beer and approached Caleb. "You're also a winner, loser," he smiled, standing over and looking down at him. Then, while hovering for a second, he slowly let a large gob of spit drip from his lips. It landed on Caleb's face. "Open your fucking mouth, urinal. I need to piss out this beer."

First, Corey and then Jerome emptied their bladders aiming for Caleb's mouth. Amusedly, the men let out an unending drain of lager-flavored piss. All the while, they unapologetically cursed and hurled demeaning insults at Caleb. They must have been holding it for a long time. Finally, when all was said and done, Caleb drank nearly two liters of hot steaming urine in less than two minutes.

Alessia was getting bored watching the guys piss on her boyfriend. So she grabbed Jackie's arm, saying, "Let's go upstairs. Let's leave the boys to have their fun with him."

Grabbing the leash, Jackie marched to the entrance, swiftly snapped it to the collar around Mr. Gallager's neck, and yanked on it forcefully. The two women sprinted up the stairs with their leashed animal clumsily crawling in tow, nipping at their heels.

The men just shrugged and continued their abuse of Caleb. Finally, Jerome pulled down his pants and hovered his butt squarely over Caleb's face. His anus was perfectly aligned with Caleb's mouth. Then, he relaxed and sat limply on Caleb's face while letting out an ear-piercing fart.

"Oh! I've been holding that one in for a while. But now that the ladies are gone, it's all yours to enjoy," Jerome smiled, chuckling as he wafted the odor from his face. "Eat that, faggot! How does my nasty ass-gas taste, loser?"

"Mmmpf-Mmm-Mmmpf!" Caleb's muffled response made the men laugh even louder.

"My turn," insisted Corey. "I've got a nasty one brewing. Real juicy, if you know what I mean."

"Haha! Those are the worst," laughed Jerome, slowly getting up off Caleb's face.

Corey moved fast, he was about to pass gas, and there was no stopping it. He hurriedly pulled his pants below his ankles and crouched down, plopping himself onto Caleb's face. This time, his nose was wedged up against Corey's anus. Corey forcibly covered Caleb's mouth with the palm of his hand, so Caleb could only breathe through his nose. And then it came.

Blaaawwwaaappp!!! Brnt-Brnt-Brrrrnttt!

"Eewww gross!" shouted Jerome.

"Yikes! That one was fucking juicy," Corey confessed. "Did you enjoy that, faggot? Smell good? Get some up your nose?"

"You'd better lick his asshole clean, loser," added Jerome, "I think it needs it."


- CHAPTER 9 -

Exposed! Cam-Whore Cuckold

"Alessia, I don't know if I can do this anymore. I don't..." It was the last thing he said before blacking out.

Whomp-Thud!!!

Even Alessia wasn't expecting to knock Caleb out cold. She only meant to scold him for daring to make such a comment. But a swift kick to the head, even one from a petite Princess, can pack a wallop. Caleb dropped like a stone. Thankfully, he didn't have far to fall from his knees. But it looked like he'd be unconscious for a while. Alessia's instinctive blow was decisive, and its intensity equally so. Her decision had been finalized for months. Caleb was her permanent cuckold - period.

When Caleb finally awoke, he found himself bent over the dresser with his legs and arms splayed out to either side. His wrists and ankles were tied securely to the ends of the dresser. He briefly tried freeing himself, only to realize it was pointless. Alessia had done an incredible job binding him, enough so that even famous escape artist Harry Houdini would be proud.

"Hey bitch," Alessia chirped as she strutted into the bedroom. "Finally awake? Perfect timing."

Caleb wondered what she meant, but only briefly. Then, contorting his neck to get a better view, he could just barely train his eyes on Alessia as she walked closer. She looked gorgeous wearing a skimpy black latex catsuit and stiletto heels. The large twelve-inch strap-on dildo she had hugging her waist mortified him, however. He dreaded this day, knowing it would come soon enough. Alessia was about to take his anal virginity from him.

"P-Please, Princess. Please don't."

"Begging won't help, bitch." Alessia assured Caleb as she stepped in closer behind him while squeezing a large glob of lube onto the palm of her latex-gloved hand. "I'm going immensely to enjoy fucking your tight little asshole," she declared. Then, smiling as she rubbed the cold gel between his ass cheeks, Alessia inserted her finger far past his anus, penetrating him deep.

"Oh!" Caleb moaned, caught off guard by the icy, frigid sensation. "Ah! Oooh." Alessia's finger immediately stimulated Caleb's sensitive anal cavity.

"You haven't felt anything yet. Wait till I bury this cock all the way in. Then, you'll be moaning like a bitch," she laughed.

Caleb was frightened, constantly stuttering, "Y-Yes, Ma'am. Th-Thank you, Princess." He didn't know what to expect. So far, feeling like he'd done it all, sucking cock, getting spit on, pissed on, and even eating another man's shit. Alessia and the more worthy men she sought out, enjoyed regularly degrading and humiliating Caleb. Getting pegged by his girlfriend definitely felt like an escalation, though. If this was going to happen, Caleb kept wondering how long before Alessia lent him out to her gay friends to be fucked by a real cock. He wasn't ready to find out.

Then quite unexpectedly, "Smile for the camera, bitch," Alessia proudly announced the moment she thrust her cock into Caleb's ass.

What!? Caleb suddenly became terribly confused and disoriented by the immediate shock of having a large rubber dildo forced into his virgin ass. Yet he heard Alessia correctly, and his fear increased tenfold. "Owww, oh-oooh, Princess. Princess, what camera?"

"We're live streaming, bitch!" Alessia pointed to the camera she set up next to them, unnoticed by Caleb until now. Caleb and Alessia were entirely in view. "Jackie suggested I abuse you on camera and make a few extra bucks out of you online."

"W-What? Ughhh-Oh-Oooh!" Caleb loudly groaned as Alessia picked up the tempo of her pounding of Caleb's ass.

"500 viewers and climbing, bitch. They want me to ram you hard and fast."

"Please, it hurts."

"Good. Take it, bitch!" Alessia slapped Caleb's ass while mercilessly thrusting the twelve-inch cock as far as she could push it. "The rougher I am with you, the bigger the tips viewers will send."

"Ah, oh, no. Please."

"Shut up, whore. Hurts? Your ass has never been worked over before. I can't imagine how much it hurts. But you're getting stretched now, haha!"

Alessia assaulted Caleb's virgin hole, putting on a show for her instant fan base for nearly thirty minutes. She hadn't even broken a sweat and could have gone on for another hour at least. But after three joyless prostate orgasms, Caleb couldn't bear it any longer. He was almost lost in hysterics, well beyond the beginnings of moaning and begging. Instead, Caleb was wailing and literally squealing like a pig.

"Wow!" she remarked, looking surprised. "I just made over $2,500 on you, my little fuckhole bitch." Between the 99-cent buy-in and tips, Alessia had earned a respectable sum of money for almost no effort, at least on her part. Jackie was right about this website. And Alessia was suddenly determined to make a fortune online and planned to abuse Caleb regularly for her captive audience.

His body slumped and draped over the dresser from exhaustion. Unable to speak, he only mumbled incoherently, "Mmm ma, oh uh-um, I oh."

Alessia spoke directly to her online audience, "Thank you, boys. I love you all so much. Now, who wants to see me make this bitch eat those three loads?" Her laptop screen lit up with comments and emojis expressing delight. The tips start to roll in again. The total earnings for the session were now over $3,000 and climbing. "Alright then!" she chirped excitedly, capitulating to the horny, anonymous crowd of online degenerates.

Alessia wiped the floor under Caleb, and with the palm of her hand, she scooped up the bulk of his three loads. "Eat it!" she barked and then began to laugh as Caleb immediately started to lick and eat the salty jizz from her hand.

The show lasted only five minutes more, but when all was said and done, Alessia raked in $3,953.45. She surprised even herself at how much money she made in under an hour. Her final take will probably double, if not triple, that amount in perpetual sales at $14.99 per download. She couldn't wait to tell Jackie. But first, she'd hop in the shower and freshen up.

"Clean up this mess, you idiot," Alessia ordered as she hurriedly untied Caleb. Then, she laughed, watching him slump to the floor at her feet in a weak and pathetic heap. "What's wrong? Can't walk? Does your asshole hurt?"

"Ow, yes. Princess, it hurts a lot," Caleb answered, holding his behind instinctively, trying not to sit on his butt. Then, wincing, he said, "But thank you, Princess Alessia. I'm delighted you made so much money humiliating and torturing me."

"Well, it should hurt. I stretched that virgin hole of yours pretty good with my big schlong." She unstrapped the dildo and tossed it at Caleb. "Lick it clean. Now!" And as she watched his tongue bathe the sex toy, Alessia started to undress. She arrogantly tossed her catsuit and underwear on the floor where she stood, knowing that Caleb would pick up after her. "You're going to make me a lot of spending money. I'm gonna whore you online and love every second of it."

"Slurp! Yes, Princess. Slurp!"

"You disgust me, loser."

"Slurp! Slurp! Thank you, Princess Alessia."

Hock-Ptooey! Alessia finally left and slipped into the shower to wash up before leaving. She was planning on meeting up with Jackie, Corey, and Jerome, later for drinks. But, of course, Caleb wasn't invited.

Alessia gracefully descended the staircase wearing a cute tiny black summer dress. Her petite naked feet pitter-pattered with each step, delighting Caleb with the sweetest-sounding music on earth. He loved that sound. The sound of her soft soles slapping the hardwood floor underfoot.

"Fetch my black ballet flats, slave."

"Yes, Princess Alessia."

Caleb didn't spare a second as he rushed on his knees to the closet to retrieve Alessia's beloved well-worn shoes. He loved her flats. He sincerely loved them so much that if he had to, Caleb would probably surrender a year of his life to worship them for an hour.

Alessia extended her foot with toes pointed forward, "Put them on me," the entitled Princess instructed. She prominently showed off her expensive and pristine pedicure as her toes wiggled right under Caleb's nose. Caleb was mesmerized by the explosivity of the bright red shade. He gazed at each toe, lingering long enough to pay homage and give thanks for witnessing such beauty without upsetting Princess Alessia for making her wait too long.

Caleb reached for Alessia's delicate foot, cupping the bottom of her heel with the palm of his hand. Her soft chilly skin complemented the rugged warmth of Caleb's. He closed his eyes for a moment to take in the sensation, thinking to himself how everything he'd sacrificed paled in comparison to the gift of this single instant in time. He exhaled. And then, Caleb obediently slid her black ballet flat onto her immaculate foot.

"And the other one."

"Yes, Princess. Thank you, Princess." Caleb praised as he repeated the ritual with Alessia's second shoe.

Folding her arms, she barked, "Now, clean them, bitch." Alessia smiled as Caleb sprung into action, full of enthusiasm and desperate to impress his owner. This was where he was most at peace - at Alessia's feet.

Caleb lay prone on his belly on the floor and, like a worm, placed both arms at his sides. He wriggled around to shift his weight and alter his position as he extended his tongue, desperate to lick and clean Alessia's leather flats. He did an excellent job, evidently taking great pride in his worship. Less than a minute later, Caleb had methodically and thoroughly cleaned Alessia's shoes. He even licked the soles, including removing one stubborn chunk of chewing gum or perhaps road tar mixed with dirt and gravel.

"All done, Princess!" he declared. "Did I do a good job?"

"Hmm, you've done better," she said, knowing that Caleb did a fantastic job. The leather was glowing. In fact, it glistened with Caleb's saliva left behind as his signature. But, unfortunately, Alessia enjoyed tormenting Caleb too much to pay him a compliment. "Plenty of losers would cut their nuts off to lick my shoes. Think about that next time you clean them."

"Yes, Princess. Thank you."

"Now move, worm. I have friends to hang out with." As Caleb scooted aside and out of his Princess's path, Alessia remembered something else, "Oh, I almost forgot. Old worthless ugly-ass Gallager is stopping by. You and he are making cock boxes for Jackie and me. We're going to stomp your nuts flat on camera tomorrow night. I actually can't wait to pop them," she stated as a matter of fact with a devilishly evil smirk on her face.

Caleb was up for it. He figured if Princess Alessia wanted to seriously damage his testicles or even castrate him, she was doing it regardless. It wouldn't matter whether her sissy bitch cuckold liked it or not. After his public anal interrogation, he knew it was pointless to fret over whether something would hurt or be embarrassing. It was Alessia's choice to make. He frankly didn't even have a say in the matter. 

Something else was bothering him, though. However, it would be something more of interest to his Goddess. So Caleb mustered the courage to ask, "Princess Alessia?"

"What is it, fucktard?"

"Princess, thank you for the opportunity to serve you and suffer for you. I am truly grateful, my Goddess. But won't revealing my face online jeopardize my position at the hospital and my career prospects as a surgeon?"

Hock-Ptooey! "Don't you think I hadn't thought of that? You see, this is why I'm rupturing your balls tomorrow. You still can't fathom that a girl would be as smart as a man to consider that already." Whack! Slap! The spit on his cheek made it hurt more when Alessia struck his face with the palm of her hand.

"No, Princess, I didn't mean it like that. I'm sorry."

"Shut up, bitch!" Zap!

"Ow, Oh-Owwwww!!!" The electric shock when straight to his testicles the second Alessia pressed the button on her key ring. Corey bought her the shock collar mainly because he loved playing with it whenever he came over. Alessia put the zapper around Caleb’s ball sack instead of his neck. Corey shocked Caleb more than one hundred times at maximum intensity the last time he stopped by. It was a fetish model designed for human slaves with a much higher voltage capacity. She wouldn’t dare use it on a cute and defenseless puppy dog. The lowest setting was painful enough. Ten notches later, the highest pain setting where Alessia kept it was outright excruciating.

Alessia stood over Caleb and pressed down on his face with the bottom of her shoe. "I'll make more money exploiting you online than you'll ever make as a doctor," she smiled, "and when I factor in regular slave tax payments from losers like Gallager, along with the hordes of other beta simps already DM'ing me, I'll be rich."

Caleb knew she was right. Alessia was still only nineteen years old yet a bratty Princess who knew what she was doing. It was evident. What other nineteen-year-old owned a cuckold and shared a human ATM? With her youth, beauty, and natural dominant personality, she'd be a multi-millionaire by age thirty.

What was he thinking? Even as her slave, Caleb had no business to presume that he needed an incredible career, thus providing for her demands. The fact is, she didn't need Caleb at all. On the contrary, he desperately needed her to justify his pathetic beta loser existence. Without a Princess to worship and serve, he'd be nothing. He'd be alone and insignificant.

"That cock box better be well made because I'm stomping the shit out of your worthless dicklet every morning as a pre-workout." With that, Princess Alessia marched out the front door like a boss, taking her gorgeous black leather ballet flats with her.

Caleb rose to his knees to shut the front door. He looked at his caged penis in frustration, wishing he could jerk it off. Alessia was so magnificent. He loved her, adored her, and outright worshiped her beyond words. Caleb turned and opened the foyer closet door instead. Inside, Alessia's impressive collection of shoes and boots was organized meticulously. Caleb bowed to them on his knees and prayed to Princess Alessia, his Goddess. She was the god he devoutly worshiped and religiously praised. "Hail Princess Alessia!" he shouted. "My soul is yours, my Goddess Alessia!" he declared, lowering his face to the floor.

The end.
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