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The Cleanup Slave



A week had passed since Dante’s first full night as their dedicated fluffer and cum eater, and any last shred of his old life had been completely erased.

He no longer slept in the guest room. Every night he curled up on the thin blanket at the foot of the bed like a well-trained pet, waking multiple times to the sounds of Troy destroying Jake’s hole. In the mornings he prepared breakfast naked except for the ever-present shiny pink chastity cage, served them on his knees if ordered, and spent his days doing chores while leaking constantly in denial.

The cage had become his new normal—a constant, aching reminder of his place. His small five-inch cock hadn’t been free in days. The denial only made him more desperate, more eager to please.

And everything—every last part of this whole new way of life—filled Dante with shame and embarrassment. He was humiliated on a daily basis for his incredible lack of manliness, his grossly insufficient cock, and the absolute pitifulness his loser existence had become. And while that made his cheeks burn hot, it also made his dick struggle to get hard in its hard plastic cage. Being a live-in cuck with unending degrading tasks to remind him of his pathetic life made him so fucking horny. Humiliation fuelled him. He craved more of it. He needed more of it. He could never get enough of it. Somehow, this life that should’ve been everything he hated, was everything he loved. He craved more of it.

This particular evening, Dante was on his knees in the bedroom, naked save for the tiny pink casing around his pathetic clit, folding laundry, when Jake and Troy walked in with a black duffel bag.

“We’ve decided it’s time for real training,” Jake announced, a wicked gleam in his eyes.

If Dante’s cock were free, it would already half-hard just from the anticipation. He remembered when he thought Jake loved him and that they had something special. All of that had been replaced by cruelty. And for some reason that made Dante want the man all the more for it.

Troy set the bag down and pulled out heavy leather cuffs, a thick leather collar with a metal ring, and a metal spreader bar. Dante’s caged cock immediately surged against its tiny prison. He ached with need.

“Measure and present yourself properly,” Troy ordered.

Dante obeyed instantly, moving to the center of the room and dropping back to his knees, with his head bowed and his hands behind his back. Troy stepped forward and weighed the pink cage again on the small digital scale they now kept by the bed.

“Still just under two ounces, and most of that weight is probably the plastic,” Troy laughed. “Pathetic. Look how tiny and useless it looks in this pretty pink tube. Say thank you for your cage, cuck.”

Dante’s voice was soft and broken. “Thank you for locking my useless little clit, Sir. It doesn’t deserve to be free. It only exists to leak while you fuck Jake. Only real men like you deserve the ability to fuck.”

Jake smiled proudly and bent over the bed right in front of Dante. He reached back and spread his cheeks, showing off his permanently ruined hole—puffy and red, slightly open even when relaxed, clearly trained by Troy’s massive cock.

“See what Troy did to me?” Jake teased. “This used to be tight for your little prick. Now it’s a sloppy pussy made for Troy and his real man’s cock. Kiss it.”

Dante leaned forward and pressed reverent kisses all over Jake’s stretched hole, tongue flicking out to taste the lingering musk. Jake moaned softly.

“Good boy,” Jake purred, standing and turning to face him again. “Tonight you’re going to watch from the chair while Troy breeds me. Then you’ll do your cleanup duty like the pathetic cum slave you are.”

Troy fastened the thick leather collar around Dante’s neck, buckling it snugly. The metal ring at the front felt heavy and symbolic. Somehow, the collar felt comforting. Next came the wrist cuffs, locked behind Dante’s back. Finally, Troy forced Dante’s legs apart and locked the spreader bar between his ankles, leaving him completely exposed and helpless.

They guided him to a sturdy wooden chair against the wall, Dante’s steps awkward thanks to the spreader bar. The chair faced the bed perfectly and when Dante sat down in it, he knew he’d see everything without even trying. Troy chained Dante’s collar to a ring they had screwed into the wall behind the chair, and secured his cuffed wrists to the chair frame. Dante was now completely immobilized—legs spread wide, cage on full display, unable to touch himself or look away.

Jake crouched in front of him and flicked the leaking tip of the pink cage. “Rules for tonight, cleanup slave. You watch everything. No closing your eyes. No looking away. You will thank us after every load. And when we’re done…you’ll beg for the privilege of cleaning both of us. Understand, loser?”

“Yes, Sir,” Dante whispered, voice trembling with desperate arousal. His cage was dripping steadily onto the floor between his spread legs. His mind was already reeling with hopeful images of what he might see tonight. “Thank you for chaining me. Thank you for letting me watch you get fucked properly.”

Troy smirked and pulled Jake onto the bed, the mattress sagging under Troy’s muscular weight. They started kissing deeply right in front of their captive audience—slow, passionate, dominant kisses with plenty of tongue. Troy’s big hands roamed over Jake’s body while Jake moaned into his mouth.

Dante sat helplessly chained to the chair, legs spread, pink cage throbbing and leaking, forced to watch every second as his boyfriend melted for another man. Melted in a way Dante had never seen Jake do for him.

Troy broke the kiss just long enough to look over at Dante with a cruel smile. “Comfortable, slave?”

“Yes, Sir,” he said, and he meant it.

“Good. We’re going to put on a long show tonight…just for you.”

Jake laughed breathlessly and dropped to his knees on the bed, reaching for Troy’s massive, already-hard cock.

Dante whimpered softly, pulling uselessly against his restraints, as the night’s real training began.

He sat helplessly chained to the chair, legs forced wide by the spreader bar, wrists cuffed behind him, and the thick leather collar locked to the wall. His pink chastity cage stood out obscenely between his spread thighs, the tiny tube already slick with a steady drip of precum that ran down his balls and onto the seat. He was a pathetic sight, a loser of a man—if he could even be called a man—and he was in heaven right now, even if his whole body burned with shame.

On the bed just a few feet away, Jake dropped to his knees between Troy’s thick thighs and immediately started worshipping that massive ten-inch beer-can-thick cock like it was the center of his universe, giving it love and attention Dante had never received.

“God, I love this dick,” Jake moaned, rubbing the heavy shaft across his face. He licked from balls to tip in long, sloppy strokes, then sucked the fat head into his mouth with a wet gurgle. Troy’s hand rested casually on the back of Jake’s head, guiding him deeper, making him gag when he went too deep.

“Look at your boyfriend, cuck. Look at how much he’s salivating over my cock,” Troy said, staring straight at Dante. “This is what a real man’s cock looks like. Thick enough to ruin a hole. Yours is just a cute little pink decoration now. Useless.”

Dante whimpered, pulling uselessly against the restraints. “Yes, Sir…yours is so much bigger. So much thicker. My little clit could never satisfy him. He deserves a big cock, not my tiny clit.”

Jake pulled off Troy’s cock with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting his lips to the glistening shaft. He turned his head toward Dante while still stroking the massive length with both hands.

“You never satisfied me once, babe,” Jake said with cruelty lacing his words. “Now watch closely. This is what I need now. Not your sad little locked nub.”

Troy stood up, towering over Jake, and started face-fucking him with long, controlled strokes. The wet gluck-gluck-gluck sounds filled the room as Jake gagged happily, throat bulging visibly around the girth. Drool poured down his chin and onto his chest.

Dante could only watch, cage throbbing painfully, as Troy used his boyfriend’s mouth like a toy. Every time Troy pulled back, Jake gasped for air and looked at Dante with lust-drunk eyes. If he was still a man he would say this was wrong and that he should be the one fucking his boyfriend, but he knew he was not a man and that this was his place in this relationship.

Troy finally pulled out, his cock shiny with throat slime, and shoved Jake onto his back. Jake looked drunk on lust with his eyes dazed and his movements sluggish. Troy folded Jake’s legs up high and wide, giving chained Dante the perfect view.

“Describe his hole for me, slave,” Troy ordered.

Dante’s voice cracked with shame. “It’s…it’s puffy and loose. Still a little open from last night. It’s twitching…like it’s hungry for you.”

Troy laughed and pushed two thick fingers inside Jake easily, scissoring and stretching him. Jake moaned loudly, pushing down onto the fingers.

“Still so loose,” Troy commented. “Your boyfriend’s pussy is permanently trained for big cock now.” He added a third finger, then a fourth, fucking Jake roughly while making eye contact with Dante. “Tell him how it feels to watch this.”

“It makes me ache in my cage,” Dante whispered. “I’m so hard but I can’t get hard… I just leak while you play with him.”

“But how do you feel?” Troy pressed.

Dante’s mouth opened and closed a few times like a fish. Then he hung his head and muttered, “Satisfied, Sir. I’m where I belong and you are too.”

Troy laughed sadistically and Jake joined in—but
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