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Dedication

For those that dare to dream. This book is dedicated to your loyalty and passions through which great things are made possible. Sometimes all that you require is a moment in the presence of divine feminine inspiration in order to generate that spark that leads you to greatness.


Preamble

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

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

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

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


- 1 -

Alpha Takes Beta’s Queen

Jayne and Carl had finished unpacking the U-haul. At last, everything was out of the truck and into their new home. Moving to the suburbs was going to be both exciting and scary at the same time. It was sure to be an adventure, having grown up in the city. However, they welcomed the change, mainly because they could finally turn the page on their old life and start a new one.

It had been only a year since graduating high school, and Jayne was full of hope. She was an aspiring young dancer looking forward to attending the city's top dance academy. Jayne was eager to launch her dance career, telling Carl how she would be rich and famous one day.

Though only a month before the program started, Jayne received the letter that ultimately wound up being responsible for a significant change to her whole outlook on the future. The academy had over-admitted applicants and was forced to cut several of them. Unfortunately, Jayne was one of those un-admitted. Despite the school's sincere apologies, it was still her dream, and the news devastated her.

If it weren't for her boyfriend, Carl, she wouldn't have pulled through. Carl was a couple of years her senior, having graduated from high school ahead of her and entering the workforce soon after. He started first as a truck driver and then became a heavy-duty truck mechanic not long later. His employer soon came to rely extensively on him to help keep the shop in order and the business afloat. As a result, Carl often worked long hours and weekends to help pay the bills and care for Jayne.

Jayne left home after turning sixteen to be with Carl. Despite her parents' objections, she moved into Carl's apartment as soon as he started working and earning an income and has never looked back. Now, a few years older, Jayne had hopes of doing her part to contribute to their collective young lives. But for the time being, it wasn't meant to be.

After her dance school rejection, the young couple decided to move out of the city and into the suburbs so that Jayne could escape the bad memory of the setback to her childhood dream. It was quite a bit farther for Carl to commute to work; however, he was entirely supportive of her wants and determined to care for his girlfriend's well-being. Besides, Jayne promised that she'd finally soon be ready to settle down with Carl and get married. It was all Carl needed to hear to convince him to keep his nose to the grind and work for their collective benefit.

"Baby, what do you wanna do next?" Jayne put her arms around Carl, kissing him on the lips.

"We've still got much work to do, babe. There are boxes everywhere. Someone still needs to put them away."

"Do we need to do that right now? I'm tired, and my head hurts."

"It's okay, honey. I'll return the van and take all the boxes down to the basement when I come back. Then, when you're feeling up to it, you can sort through everything during the day while I'm at work."

"Aw, thank you, sweetie. I love you."

"Love you too."

"Baby, can you give me a foot rub before you go? They're sore from all this moving." Whenever Jayne sweet-talked Carl into doing anything he really didn't feel like doing, she perked up her lips, making a cute pouty facial expression. Carl never had a chance.

"Sure thing, babe," Carl mindlessly complied, forgetting about the big job ahead and falling for her charms instead.

Carl got down on his knees on the hardwood floor in front of Jayne, who plopped herself lazily onto the sofa. He grabbed her feet, placing them in his lap. She was wearing an old ratty pair of blue canvas Toms. They'd seen better days but were now quite worn with many miles. Jayne used to practice dance in them almost daily back in high school. Nowadays, she primarily just uses them as her working shoes and for days when she has to do a lot of walking.

They were probably the most worn shoes she owned but still highly comfortable. Her feet always felt great in them. In fact, they were so pleasant to wear that Jayne almost always wore them barefoot. So, when Carl slowly slipped off the first shoe, Jayne watched him intently, expecting to see him turn up his nose in disgust at the smell.

Jayne's feet were a perfectly feminine size six with high arches and well proportioned pretty toes. Still technically a teenager, her skin was flawlessly smooth and soft. Though she couldn't remember if her toes were painted cherry red or baby blue, it had to be one of the two. They were her favorite colors and the two she always used.

Carl carefully eased Jayne out of her Toms, "Phew! That's awful. They really smell bad," he winced from the pungent stench.

"Oh, come on, honey, don't be silly. Girl's feet don't stink, not like boys do," Jayne playfully retorted.

"You might be right, but your feet are still bad," Carl said before pinching his nose. "How long have you had these shoes?"

"I got them when I turned sixteen and wore them everywhere, mostly at dance practice."

"You don't say? It certainly smells that way," Carl sneered.

"Stop it!" Jayne shouted, half laughing. "Now rub my feet before I make you stick your nose in my Toms and take a deep whiff," she asserted.

"What? Stick my nose in them? You've got to be kidding me. Not in a million years."

"Babe, I've got you wrapped around my baby toe, and you know it. You're in love with me, aren't you?"

"Yes, I'm in love with you, but I'm not about to sniff your rank and disgusting old shoes."

"You would! I know you would. Don't tempt me to prove it to you."

"You're dreaming!"

"Then start massaging already!" Jayne insisted, shoving her foot in his face and wiggling her toes playfully.

"Ewww-gross!" Her feet smelled just as bad as her shoes, and as Jayne wiggled her toes under Carl's nose, he uncontrollably winced when inhaling the foul odor. But rather than changing his mind about agreeing to rub Jayne's feet, he grudgingly took them in his hands and began massaging them.

"That's a good boy!" Jayne giggled as Carl did what he was told. "Don't you love the color on my toes? It's cherry red."

"What? Yes, they look really nice." Carl said as he diligently rubbed Jayne's feet, oblivious to the sultry and suggestive look on her face.

"I think they need a touch-up. So when you get back and put all these boxes away in the basement, you can do that for me too."

"What? I already have so much to get done today, not to mention that I also have to work tomorrow. Can't you paint your own nails? You're home all day."

"No! Don't be silly; that's your job now. Don't you wanna make me happy?"

"My job? What does that even mean?"

"It means that if you want these pretty little dancer feet to become a famous celebrity one day, you will have to put in the effort and take care of them. You don't want me staying home, barefoot and pregnant, for the rest of our lives together, do you?"

"No, of course not, Jayne. I want you to be successful and have an amazing dance career. You deserve to have the world at your feet."

"Then no more complaining. You're painting my toenails - today!"

"Fine, Jayne. I'll do it. No more complaining. I'm sorry."

Jayne smiled, having gotten her way with Carl. Being manipulative came naturally to her. She was always the prettiest girl in her class all throughout high school. Jayne was used to having all the boys bend over backward at the snap of her fingers, usually without hesitation. Even most of her male teachers went out of their way to do favors for her. Jayne swore that her grades were so good because of it. It's just a part of being beautiful, she told herself.

Beautiful was an understatement. Jayne was petite yet physically fit and blessed with well-proportioned features. Her nose was perky while her lips were plush, which superbly accented her excellent facial bone structure. Her long blonde hair always turned heads. The rest of her figure was just as one would expect a dancer or gymnast to have, while her breasts were firm and shapely.

She watched as Carl obediently massaged her feet, wondering what kind of husband he would make. He was good-looking, physically fit, and had a stable job with work that interested him. In addition, Carl was in love with Jayne, so much so that she was convinced that he'd sacrifice his own hopes and dreams just for her. In many ways, Carl would make the perfect husband.

Ever since he proposed to her, she had been excited about becoming his wife. Even though she was only nineteen, Jayne couldn't imagine spending the rest of her life with anyone else. Carl moved out to the suburbs just so that she could get away from the crazy bustle of the big city and concentrate on her dancing. Yet despite his devotion, something was gnawing at her better judgment as she watched Carl slavishly rub her feet in silence. Was Carl a pushover?

Jayne never figured Carl to be a pushover, especially not in his working life and around his friends. But looking at him now made her stop to think. It was way too easy to get him down on his knees in front of her massaging her god-awful stinky feet. What kind of man lets his girlfriend boss him around and treat him like a slave? But, of course, she didn't do it on purpose; it's just that Carl made it far too easy. So Jayne decided to probe into it further and put Carl to the test. Was he really a pussy of a man? Jayne wanted to know.

"Carl, enough! Stop," she forcefully commanded.

"Okay, finally. My hands were starting to get sore anyway."

"I don't fucking care if they bleed and your fingers fall off. When I ask for a foot massage, you'll fucking do it with a smile on your face! So you'd better get used to it, we're getting married, remember? This is one of your new jobs for the rest of your life. Got it?" It was unexpected and out of character, but Jayne aggressively spoke while mixing in a massive helping of arrogance.

Carl was shocked. He had never heard Jayne speak to anyone like that before, let alone him. "Uh-I-I don't know what to say, Jayne. Did I do something wrong? Are you mad at me for something?"

Jayne couldn't believe her ears. He just let her off the hook even after talking trash to him, treating him like shit. She wondered how far she could take it. "I'm just saying that you're lucky to have a sexy girl like me, and you should think about that whenever I ask you to do something."

"Jayne, I know. I'm very fortunate. You're gorgeous and intelligent and an excellent dancer. I'm sorry if I don't act like it sometimes, but I am grateful," Carl apologized profusely to Jayne.

"Apology accepted. Just show some more respect next time."

"I'm sorry, Jayne. I will. I promise to do a better job listening to you."

Jayne was flabbergasted. Carl was so easy to manipulate. Jayne wondered if he must be really horny, or was she just that beautiful, or maybe it was both. Carl just folded and took responsibility for things that weren't even his fault. Perhaps he was a pushover, Jayne thought. Perhaps that wasn't such a bad thing after all.

Just as Carl was about to get up, Jayne impulsively decided to push further. "Oh, Carl?"

"Yes, Jayne?" Carl stopped midway up.

"Carl, because you were horribly inconsiderate, I think you need to be taught a lesson," she poignantly declared while folding her arms in front of her chest.

"But I already said I'm sorry," Carl bargained with Jayne.

"No, you need to own up to your mistake."

"Really? Why?"

Jayne paused momentarily to re-think what she was about to say and reconsider what she was about to do. It was futile, though, as Jayne had already made up her stubborn mind. "Stick your nose inside my smelly shoe and bury it deep," she instructed, holding up one of her Toms in front of Carl's face.

"What-No!"

"Do it now, you fucking piece of shit!" Jayne raised her voice in frustration, yelling at Carl in a commanding tone.

The room was silent. Carl could see that Jayne was being sincere and was not going to let him off the hook. She stared at him with an 'I'm waiting' expression. He didn't know what else to do, so he did what he was told. Carl reluctantly pushed his face up against and into her disgustingly horrid-smelling shoe.

Jayne smiled, keeping up the charade, "Bury it deep, bitch! Smell my shoe and show your gratitude."

"Mmmmpf! Hack! Mmmmpf!" Carl gagged at the odor. The scent inside of her old pair of Toms was rancid.

"Smell it!" Jayne sternly shouted.

Clap! Clap! Clap!

The noise startled the young couple as both Jayne and Carl swung their heads around to see where the clapping sound was coming from. Standing at the front entrance was a tall, dark-skinned African-American man. He looked like he was in his mid-twenties and had a well-built, muscular physique. Overall the man was well polished and cleanly shaven.

"No, don't stop on my account. How does it smell? Good, I bet." The stranger was obviously mocking Carl.

"Who are you?" Jayne asked, curiously intrigued by the beautiful visitor.

"Yeah, we were just..." An embarrassed Carl tried to explain but was cut off by the mysterious man instead.

"I know, I know. You were just doing as you were told," the stranger mocked before directing his focus at Jayne. "You must be the lady of the house. I know because clearly, you're the one who wears the pants around here," he said smiling.

Jayne's eyes lit up, and she returned the man's smile with a pleasantly enamored one of her own. 

"Hey!" Carl objected. But both Jayne and the stranger ignored him.

"And who might you be?" Jayne asked.

"My name's Marlon. I live next door. I wanted to welcome you to the neighborhood."

"Why thank you, Marlon, that's so sweet of you." Jayne dropped her shoe in Carl's lap as she got up off the couch to greet their guest. "My name's Jayne, and this is my fiancé, Carl."

"Fiancé, huh? Looks like a keeper," joked Marlon.

Jayne giggled. "Carl and I were just having a little fun, teasing each other and playing games."

"I don't know what kind of game that was, but you'll never get me to degrade myself for anybody."

Carl suddenly felt ashamed. He finally got to his feet but felt more comfortable sitting on the couch instead.

"Honey, bring me my shoes, will you? This floor is freezing," Jayne summoned before Carl could get too comfortable. She wasn't trying to be mean. On the contrary, it simply felt natural to have Carl fetch her shoes. So she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor where they lay to reinforce her request.

Carl immediately bent down mindlessly to pick up Jayne's Toms but stopped as he heard Marlon abruptly break out in laughter.

"Shit, man. What's wrong with you? You're some kinda bitch, aren't you?"

"It's okay, honey. Marlon's just kidding. Come on now, fetch my shoes," Jayne reassured, trying to put Carl at ease.

Carl grabbed them and brought Jayne her Toms. "Here you go, Jayne. We still have a lot to do, and you have a headache. You were going to get some rest."

As she slipped her shoes back on her dainty cold feet, she thought it best to wrap up the conversation with Marlon at the same time. "It was really nice to meet you, Marlon. You should stop by again with your wife or girlfriend sometime."

"I'm not married. No way, that's not for me. I know everybody on this block, though, and we're all friends, especially the ladies and I."

"Huh, okay. Well, it was nice meeting you." Jayne didn't know what to say after that. He seemed like a nice enough guy but a bit of a player. Maybe it was all just an act, she guessed.

"Likewise gorgeous. I'll be seeing you. I can help with that headache of yours." Marlon left the house smiling at Jayne as he slowly backed out.

Carl waited until after Marlon was safely out and halfway down the driveway before exclaiming, "What a weirdo!"

Jayne looked at him and calmly responded, "I don't know. There's something about him that's intriguing."

"You can't be serious? He's a player and just wants to get in your pants."

"I didn't see you come to my defense," Jayne scolded. "You just sat there like a bitch rubbing my feet."

"You told me to massage your feet! I was just trying to please you."

Jayne ended the conversation with a resounding, "Exactly!" before heading upstairs to the master bedroom. She stopped halfway, "Anyway, you'd better get going. You've got a lot of work left today. It needs to get done tonight."

"I know, I'm going."

"Good. I don't want to see you in bed until you're finished, no matter how late it is."

"Yes, Jayne, honey. I know, I know."

Jayne paused as Carl left the house, shutting the door behind him. Rather than head upstairs, though, she turned and came back down. Then, tip-toeing into the kitchen, Jayne peered out the window to watch as Carl hopped into the moving truck and drove off. She then turned to look in the other direction, straining to sneak a look at the house next door.

The homes weren't precisely in line, making it possible for her to glimpse his front porch. Marlon was still outside. He was standing on his porch looking at his phone as he watched Carl speed off in the moving van.

She couldn't quite figure him out from the brief encounter they shared moments ago. He had a confident personality and was well-spoken, which matched his in-shape physical appearance nicely. In addition, he was well dressed and quite handsome. Standing over six feet tall, Jayne could tell that he worked out as the muscles in his arms and chest protruded seductively through his silk shirt. He seemed to have his act together by all accounts, which was more than she could say about Carl.

Marlon had mercilessly insulted Carl, though she really couldn't blame him. She put Carl's unwavering devotion to the test, and it quickly became apparent how much of a pushover he was. She couldn't believe that she was blind to it until now. Marlon noticed right away, even making fun of Carl. But Carl barely put up a fight; it was disappointing to watch and, frankly, embarrassing. Marlon was cute, though, and Jayne forgave him almost immediately for being so mean to Carl. It was true that confident, good-looking guys always got extra leeway with pretty girls like Jayne.

Jayne needed to find out everything she could about Marlon, but first, she was overdue for a shower. It had been a long day, and she felt icky from the move. The rest of her body smelled as bad as her feet did. Finally, heading upstairs to the master bedroom, Jayne sighed as she walked into the ensuite bath. There was an attractive-looking stand-up shower beckoning her inside.

In her haste to freshen up, Jayne forgot to open the bathroom window and neglected to turn on the exhaust fan. As she rinsed the sweat from her body under the soothing stream of hot water, the room quickly filled with a thick fog from the steam. Jayne could barely see through the shower door, but it didn't matter; the water splashing against her skin felt too good. She'd open the window after her shower.

Jayne was petite in stature but boasted a very toned and well-proportioned figure. Reaching for the soap bar, she rubbed it gently against her firm and shapely naked breasts, lathering them liberally before moving to other parts of her incredibly fit body. Jayne then caressed her tight ass cheeks and stroked her silky smooth legs. And as she passed over her genitals with the bar of soap, she couldn't help but think of Marlon.

The tall, dark, handsome Marlon had an attitude. He was a bad boy, the type that a girl like Jayne had often fantasized about bumping into. She always thought that Carl was the independent and confident type, but after today Jayne realized that she'd been wrong about Carl. He was just another beta male, whereas Marlon was an alpha king.

The nerve endings in her pussy began to tingle, followed by succulent little spasms that grew in intensity as she wondered and imagined what Marlon looked like under his clothes. Jayne teased herself, wondering if he was a passionate lover in bed and how accomplished he was in life. She pictured herself being taken by him, picked up, and carried into his bedroom, where he fucked her all night long, never even asking for her permission.

"Ah-Ah-Ahhh! Marlon! Fuck me, Marlon! Fuck me hard!" Jayne shouted out in excitement. She hadn't realized that while she was daydreaming, she had been stroking herself with the soap, getting progressively more and more aroused. She rubbed it up and down along her smoothly shaved lips, even inserting it inside herself while thrusting it in and out several times.

When she finally realized what she was doing, she chastised herself. She was engaged to Carl, yet Jayne romanticized a brief encounter with a total stranger. But he was bold, intense, and so fucking hot! She wished Carl was more like Marlon. She shook her head, enough dreaming for one day. Carl would be home soon, and Jayne still wanted to get some rest before he woke her up to give her that pedicure she insisted upon.

The house was mostly barren. It was the day of the move, and there were almost no furnishings apart from the main furniture pieces. The bathroom was dull and empty. Furthermore, Jayne had only brought a bottle of shampoo, some body wash, and a towel in the shower with her. She opened the shower door and reached for the hanging towel before stepping onto the makeshift bath mat.

Earlier, Carl had staged his laundered work clothes by hanging them on the hook behind the bathroom door. In her haste to jump in the shower, Jayne quickly grabbed his clothes and laid them on the floor outside the stall. They'd do just fine as a bath mat, she thought. Besides, Carl would never know because they'd be dry again when he got home. She wiped her feet on his shirt, wrapped the towel around her body, and stepped into the bedroom to fetch a clean pair of pajamas.

"Eeeek!!!" Jayne screamed. "What the fuck! What are you doing here?" She was caught totally unprepared.

"Hey baby, just chill. It's all good. Everything's alright." It was Marlon, lying completely nude on her and Carl's bed. He looked entirely at ease and comfortable with his arms casually behind his head and their pillows underneath.

"Get the fuck out of my house! I'm calling the police!" Jayne walked to the dresser to retrieve her phone from her purse.

"I heard you calling my name, baby Jane."

"You were listening to me in the shower? You're a fucking pervert!"

"Hey, that's uncalled for. Who's the real pervert? Ah-Ahhh, fuck me, Marlon. Fuck me, please! That's what I heard?"

"You shouldn't be here. Carl will be home any minute," Jayne's tone softened. She put down her phone instead of calling the police on Marlon. He was right; she was masturbating to him. "It doesn't matter. It still doesn't give you the right to break into my home."

"I didn't break in."

"Like fuck you didn't!"

"I have a key. I let myself in. Man, you've got a filthy mouth."

"How is it that you have a key to my house?"

"I used to visit the lady of the house before you moved in."

"And you thought you were entitled to continue that tradition and have sex with me?"

"The thought crossed my mind, yeah."

Jayne's towel was not very large and barely covered her naked flesh. She had wrapped it around her chest, covering her breasts before exiting the bathroom; however, it barely covered the lower half of her body. The half-moon crescents of her tight ass cheeks peeked out from under the towel.

Marlon was starting to get aroused, gawking at Jayne's half-naked body. Her feisty attitude was apparently also a big turn-on. He was at a loss trying to understand how such a hot little firecracker could see anything in a loser like her fiancé. His cock was swiftly getting stiffer as he smiled, watching Jayne take notice.

She had never seen a cock as big as his before. It wasn't even fully erect, yet it was twice as big as Carl's full boner.

"Wow," Jayne accidentally blurted out, "It's fucking huge!" She was captivated by Marlon's massive black cock rising and stiffening. She started to think it would grow forever. Jayne suddenly forgot that she was angry at him.

"It's pretty neat, isn't it?" Marlon said as his eyes pointed to his penis. "Go on, don't be shy. You can get a closer look. Do you want to touch it?"

"I've never seen a dick that large before."

"You've never seen a black man's dick before?"

"No."

"I feel sorry for you, baby. It's what you white folks call a big black cock. I love hearing those words. Say it for me."

"What? Big black cock."

"Ahhh, that's sweet music to my ears."

"Your big black cock is longer than my entire arm." Jayne's jaw dropped as she watched Marlon's penis become fully erect. "Shit! I don't believe it." She grabbed his cock in one hand and measured it against her free arm. Marlon's penis was longer by about an inch from elbow to fingertips.

Jayne's curiosity got the better of her as she couldn't resist leaning forward and putting the head of Marlon's rock-hard penis in her mouth. She licked it, flicking her tongue at it before swallowing his cock as deep as she could muster.

"Damn, girl. You're pretty good for a young lady."

"I'm nineteen, not twelve," Jayne retorted as she came up for air before quickly sliding his massive tool back down her throat.

"Ahhh, shit, that feels good! Your mouth is talented, baby."

"Mmmmpf-Mmmmpf-Mmmmpf!" Jayne's head bobbed up and down on Marlon's long cock. Her gag reflex was almost non-existent, impressing Marlon. Not many white girls could suck a black cock with such natural ease.

"Ahhh-yeah, baby, that's right. Just suck on Marlon's big black cock."

"Oh god, thank you so much, Marlon! Your cock tastes so good. I can't believe I've been missing out on black cock all this time." Jayne was almost out of breath between her rigorous sucking and enthusiastic praise over her newfound passion. "Mmmmpf-Mmmmpf-Mmmmpf!"

Jayne was in heaven. She wasn't thinking about taking a nap, her throbbing headache, or the empty house she had just moved into. In her lust for Marlon's cock, she wasn't thinking about Carl, her fiancé and faithful boyfriend of several years. When eating your favorite candy bar, you don't think about all the plain and bland ones you've ever had. It was as simple as that. Marlon's cock represented the best of her sexual experience up until that point in her young life.

"Mmmm-Mmmmpf! Oh my god, your cock is amazing! Fuck yeah! Mmm-Mmmm. I'm never sucking white dick again."

"Ahhh-Ahhh, you know what they say, baby, once you white girls go black, you never go back. That's how it is."

"Mmmm-Oh god, baby, I'm yours. Fuck me now! Fuck my pussy with that big black cock of yours!"

Jayne hopped up onto the bed and mounted Marlon. Her petite frame was in stark contrast with his tall and muscular physique. As she slowly eased his cock into her, she exhaled deeply and moaned while Marlon sighed with relief. Jayne bounced up and down on his cock, riding him hard like a cowgirl at a rodeo.

"Yee-haw! Wo-hoo! Fuck me, baby!" Jayne celebrated her newly discovered sexuality and rode Marlon's cock like there wasn't a tomorrow. The joy on her face was unmistakable. "Ah-ugh! Mmmm-yeah! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!!!"

"What the fuck is going on here!!!"

"Carl!" Jayne jumped off Marlon, stopping in mid-orgasm. "Carl, you're home." She stood next to the bed, attempting to cover her exposed breasts and genitals using her bare hands.

"Yes, I'm home. So what the fuck is this?" Carl persisted with anger in his voice.

Marlon was calm and quietly eased back into the pillow, "Shit, man, I was getting so close to cummin'."

"You shut the fuck up! I just came home to you fucking my fiancée; you've no right even to speak."

"Listen, little man, you best watch your words, or else I might cut you down a few more sizes." Marlon got up out of bed and walked over to Carl. He towered over Carl and looked down on him as he continued. "As I said, chill the fuck down. Can you blame your woman for wanting to upgrade?" His cock was still fully erect, and the tip of his penis poked Carl in the stomach as Marlon spoke down to him.

"She doesn't need an upgrade; I'm man enough for her." Carl puffed up his chest, pushed his shoulders back, and watched Marlon laugh hysterically.

"Uh-huh, you keep on telling yourself that. Why don't you talk to your woman and ask her for yourself?"

"I will!" Carl insisted.

Marlon reached for his clothes that were strewn about the room. He put them on, and as he left, he turned to face Jayne, "You know where to find me, baby."

"Get out!" Carl yelled in frustration. What nerve? He thought as he swung around to confront Jayne. What made him think she'd want to see him again?

But what Carl didn't see was the brief and subtle smile that Jayne gave to Marlon as he turned to leave. Both Jayne and Marlon knew that this wasn't the last of their relationship. They had unfinished business.

"Honey, just calm down. I know what you're going to say and..."

"Just calm down? Calm down? You were just fucking the neighbor!" Carl reacted angrily at Jayne's attempts to soothe him.

"Let's talk about this, Carl! I'm not going to sit here while you whine like a fucking baby about what just happened. Fucking deal with it!"

"Jayne? Hey, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to get you upset. It's okay. I'm calm now. Let's talk, honey," Carl backed off, realizing that he had upset Jayne.

She knew she had him. All of Jayne's previous suspicions were validated by Carl's behavior. She found him a spineless worm of a man with no backbone and someone who could only be described as hopelessly beta. Apparently, he thrived off her approval and always needed to please her. His anger over Marlon would be short-lived; she was sure of it.

Carl paced back and forth across the room while Jayne got dressed. She slipped into a skimpy little black negligee before sitting on the edge of the bed. "Carl, stop pacing. You're making my headache worse."

Carl stopped and looked at Jayne like a dog looks at its master.

"Why don't you come here? You still owe me that pedicure, remember? So don't think for a minute that I'm going to excuse you from your obligation to take care of me."

"B-But, I don't understand. How can you expect me to just forget about what happened, what he did to you?"

"Shut up and get over here!" Jayne commanded Carl before folding her arms in front of her chest. She watched as Carl hampered over, shoulders shrugged, before sitting on the floor at her feet. "We can talk while you apply polish to my toes. I'll even let you pick the color, as long as it's one of my favorites."

Carl stretched his body and reached across the room to grab the closest nail polish bottle sitting on the nightstand. "Cherry red it is." And as Carl gathered the rest of the essentials for Jayne's pedicure, the remover, and lacquer topcoat, Jayne began to explain the feelings she'd been experiencing today.

"Carl, I love you. You know I do, but lately, I've been feeling like you haven't been living up to your obligations as a man to me."

"What do you mean?" Carl interjected.

"Just let me finish. Don't interrupt me again."

"I'm sorry, Jayne."

"Yes, you have a job, and you work hard for me, and yes, you're in love with me, moving out to the suburbs so that I could get away from the city and get my mind straight. But a girl like me has needs, special needs."

"What sort of needs?" Carl asked as he finished wiping the old polish from Jayne's toes using a cotton swab and some remover.

"I need a real man in my life." Jayne was blunt, catching Carl off guard. "I'm sorry, Carl, but you're a fucking pussy. You're not a real man."

Carl's shoulders sank. It felt like Jayne had just stepped on his heart with one of her five-inch stilettos. Hearing Jayne speak so candidly to him about his ineptitude as her boyfriend and masculine man was a harsh truth to absorb.

Jayne went on, "Marlon is a real man. He's tall and muscular, his personality is masculine, and he doesn't take shit from anyone, unlike you."

"Honey, I just want the best for you, that's all. Is that so bad?"

"You see, there you go again. You're hopeless. But no, it's not all that bad, really."

"Huh? What do you mean?" Carl touched the tip of the brush sweeping across the face of the nail on her big toe.

"Carl, seriously, do I have to explain it to you? Look, I need to be spoiled and pampered. I'm a young, cute, sexy girl, and you're lucky to be in my life, right?" She paused, waiting for an answer, but Carl focused on perfecting her pedicure instead. "Right Carl?"

"Yes, right! You deserve the best, Jayne. I love you, and I'm lucky to be your fiancé," he confessed.

"Carl, you could never get a girl hotter than me. That should be worth something to you."

"It is, Jayne. I worship you."

"That's the attitude, Carl. I want you to worship me, literally."

"O...K."

"That's precisely why I don't want to hear another complaint from you about Marlon. His cock is gorgeous; it's amazing. It's big, black and yummy. Yours is a joke compared to his. He came by, and I wanted to experiment a bit. End of story!"

"I'm sorry, Jayne. I feel bad that I don't meet your expectations and don't satisfy you. I want you to be happy, I really do. It's worse because you're the girl of my dreams, and here I am, falling way short of the image of your perfect man."

"Carl, I'll let you make it up to me in other ways. Not only do I want you to continue working hard at work for me and my happiness, but you can also be putting in a lot more effort around the house, like with chores and stuff."

"Okay, honey, if it makes you happy. That's all I ever wanted."

"And I want more freedom. The freedom to explore and hang out with other people without you getting crazy and thinking something's going on. I want to go out with friends and stay out however long I feel like."

"Jayne?"

"Just don't talk. Finish polishing my toes, and then I want you to massage my feet." Jayne laid back on the bed, relieved that Carl reacted favorably to her new conditions for their relationship. She shook her head in disbelief at how easily Carl allowed her to walk all over him. Welcome to your new life as my bitch, was all she could think about.

Carl remained quiet, stewing in his thoughts as he continued Jayne's pedicure. He finished dabbing her tart toes with her favorite cherry red polish and then blew on them to help them dry using his own breath. Then finally, Jayne drifted off to sleep as Carl obediently massaged her tired feet. Despite being unaware and in a deep sleep, he continued to rub Jayne's feet diligently as he was told. She'd wake the next morning feeling great, and knowing that made Carl happy if nothing else.

He tucked her feet under the blanket and kissed Jayne on the cheek. Carl stepped into the bathroom to use the toilet. He spotted the shirt he had laid out for the next day, wrinkled and wet, on the floor next to the shower. It had been walked all over with wet footprints still visible. He picked up his shirt, brushed it off, and hung it up before quickly using the bathroom and heading downstairs. Jayne was expecting all the boxes to be moved into the basement tonight. He'd be up half the night if he didn't start working now.
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Welcome To The Rest Of Your Life!

A month had passed since Carl caught Jayne in bed with Marlon, and things had all but returned to normal, Carl thought. However, Jayne's infidelity turned out to be more than a simple case of experimentation, as she had been secretly seeing Marlon almost daily while Carl was away at work.

They fucked, they talked, and then fucked some more. Jayne couldn't get enough of Marlon and his big black cock. She loved having the entire length of his massive shaft buried far inside her pussy. It was pure ecstasy, something that Carl would never be able to give her.

"Marlon, you're such an amazing lover. When do you suppose we can tell Carl about you and me?" Jayne exhaustedly panted while gazing into Marlon's masterful eyes with wonder.

Marlon always left her physically drained whenever he deposited his massive load of cum inside her. It meant hours of intense stimulation from his cock pounding her to orgasm. Jayne could barely endure it but persevered as if she had just finished running a marathon. It was a good thing she was on the pill, she told herself, or Carl would be stuck raising Marlon's baby.

"Anytime, it's been long enough. We've felt each other out, and we both like what we're getting," Marlon confirmed. "Though, I don't really care about your lame-ass fiancé. Fuck him." Marlon caressed her bare breasts. Then, he stuffed one into his mouth and started sucking on her nipple.

"I can't wait!" she exclaimed. "Carl's been such a good bitch ever since you came into our lives. That first day when he caught me riding your cock was a big wake-up call for him. He knows he's inadequate and inferior to a real man like you." Jayne pulled her boob out of Marlon's mouth to selflessly replace it with the other one. "Like a desperate little boy, he's been trying to make it up to me ever since," she laughed.

"Oh yeah, what's he been doin'?"

"What hasn't he been doing? Carl goes to work every day, even when he's sick, to keep the money coming in. I even convinced him to transfer his paychecks to my bank account since I'm the one who pays the bills and does the grocery shopping."

"Damn girl, you're good! That sissy is giving you all his money without a fuss, and he's not even getting your pussy."

"Yup, and when he's home, he does the laundry, cleans the house, and cooks our meals most of the time. Of course, that's in addition to all the yard work."

"What a fucking bitch. He's a pussy, but that's a good thing, baby Jayne."

"A good thing?"

"Yeah! It means you don't have to work. You just get to kick back and enjoy yourself, like me." Marlon leaned in and kissed Jayne on the lips, then on the neck, before burying his face in her cleavage.

"Ahhh, that feels so good, baby. You're the king." Jayne sat up. Straddling Marlon's lap, she wrapped her legs around his body as he nibbled her nipples again and caressed her firm tits. She squeezed her legs until her pussy pressed against his exposed penis.

"So, how you gonna do it?" Marlon asked.

"Wait right here; I want to show you something." Jayne slipped away from Marlon's powerful naked body and retrieved a small gift bag from her underwear drawer. "Here, open it," she said, handing the bag to Marlon.

"Shit, a lock for his little wee-wee? That's fucked up. I can't believe any man would let a woman lock up his dick," Marlon balked in disbelief, taking the male chastity device out of the bag and holding it in his hand.

"I read online that it keeps a man attentive to his lady's every whim and fancy. Once I lock Carl up, he'll be constantly horny and willing to go along with anything, even my black lover's cock pounding my tight pussy every night of the week."

"That's my baby girl, you've seen the dark side, and you ain't never going back."

"If Carl wants to marry a gorgeous young Goddess like me, he will have to get locked up. End of story."

"This shit's tiny." He handed the cock cage back to Jayne. "Must be like a micro-size or something, extra-extra small. Hahaha!"

"It is pretty tiny, I have to admit. Carl's dick is pretty pathetic. So I asked the girl at the sex shop for the smallest size available," Jayne smiled, joining Marlon in laughter. "She told me that his dick had better be already small, or it will really hurt when he wakes up in the night with a boner."

"Ouch," Marlon chuckled.

"But over time, after being caged for such a long time, his dick will naturally get smaller and smaller, she said. When it's useless for so long, it shrivels up." 

"Your plan sounds pretty good to me, baby." Marlon looked at his watch before hopping out of bed, "But I've gotta go. Got a date later tonight."

"What? A date! What about us, baby?"

"Don't worry, there's still an us, but you didn't think Marlon junior here was exclusive to only you," he asked, pointing to his cock. Marlon's dick was massive, even when it was flaccid. Jayne picked up his cock with both her hands, helping him stuff it back into his pants.

"No, I guess not, baby." Jayne knew that Marlon was a player, the type of guy who would never settle down. It didn't matter; she was only looking for sex and companionship. Carl was marriage material and would make an excellent husband. In fact, he was shaping up to be the ideal little bitch to wait on her, hand and foot.

"Marlon doesn't do settling down."

"But I'm your favorite, right?"

"We'll see about that, baby girl, we'll see. It's something that you'll need to earn."

"Don't worry, I will."

"I really gotta go. I'm dating Sheila from across the street. Her husband's also a fucking sissy bitch, and she's been feeling pretty lonely lately. Sheila's an animal in the sack."

Marlon turned to leave but stopped when Jayne asked, "Baby, I never see you go to work. What do you do for money?"

Without turning around, he answered over his should in a slow voice, "I'm the king of this block, and all the ladies here suck on Marlon's big black cock. It's kinda like a service I provide. I cure their loneliness." He turned around to face Jayne. She had her finger in her pussy and was rubbing her clit, aroused by Marlon's forthrightness and aggressive tone. "Their bitch ass husbands and boyfriends bow down to me. I'm their Black Master. They know their place. They pay my bills."

As Marlon left, Jayne rubbed her pussy, masturbating fervently. His manliness was such a turn-on that she couldn't help herself. "You're the fucking king, Marlon," Jayne said to herself repeatedly, getting lost in the fantasy. About a dozen ecstatic minutes had passed before she heard the front door open downstairs. It was Carl.

Jayne lost track of time. Grabbing a quick change of clothes, she had to hurry. She carefully tip-toed and traipsed downstairs. Sneaking stealthily past the front entrance before Carl had a chance to remove his shoes and leave the foyer area. Jayne then whisked away and disappeared through the kitchen and into the basement. 

"Honey? I'm home." Carl called out, shutting the front door behind him. It had been a long day at work, but he was glad to be back home to his sweet Jayne. "Hey, I saw that player, Marlon, outside. He hasn't been bothering you, has he?" There was no answer, so Carl called out louder. "Hello?" but there was only a deafening silence to greet him.

Setting down his workbag and empty lunch container, Carl searched the main floor to no avail. So he decided to check up upstairs, calling for Jayne as he ascended the staircase, "Jayne, honey, are you up here?" It was futile; she was nowhere to be found.

Clang! Thud!

An unmistakably out of place noise reverberated from downstairs somewhere, startling Carl. It sounded like a piece of metal rattling before falling to the floor. He was sure it came from the basement. But there was nothing there except for the unopened boxes left over from the move. Then he realized that it was probably Jayne rifling through them looking for something. Being downstairs, she likely didn't hear him calling her name either.

Everything suddenly made sense, and Carl quickly headed toward the basement entrance through the kitchen. He cracked open the door and called out, "Honey? Jayne, is that you in the basement?" But again, there was only silence and darkness.

What on earth was going on, Carl thought to himself, deciding it was time to find out. So Carl ventured down the flight of barren wooden plank steps that lead into the darkness below.

Smack! Crack!

"Ughhh!"

Thud!

Something had struck him violently as he took his last step. Carl collapsed in a heap at the bottom of the stairs and went unconscious, blacking out completely.

After a few minutes of unconsciousness, Carl's eyes slowly began to creak open. But before he could even process what had happened, his reaction was to immediately clench the back of his head as he shouted and winced at the extreme pain emanating from it. Something had cracked him hard on his skull, knocking him out. He swore he saw someone jump out from behind the staircase before being hit. They must have been waiting for the right opportunity to strike.

God, it hurt like hell, he thought. The pain throbbed, distracting him momentarily, but even that wasn't enough to mask his real predicament for too long. "Holy shit! Fuck, what's going on? Shit!"

Carl finally snapped out of his slumber long enough to discover that he was curled up inside a cramped steel cage. It was similar to those typically meant for a large breed dog, such as a German Sheppard. However, a heavy padlock secured the door, and the steel wire walls were extraordinarily hefty and rigid. "Let me out of here!" he shouted as he shook the cage.

"Fuck! Oh, Fuck! Oh my God, where are my clothes," he panicked, realizing that he was also totally naked. His clothes must have been stripped before being locked inside.

Then things suddenly got really weird. Carl's panic went into overdrive when he noticed a small mechanical contraption wedged between his legs. It was clamped around his penis, and it too was locked securely with another sturdy-looking padlock. He tugged on it, trying desperately to remove it from his genitals. But his frustration proved pointless as the device was constructed using reinforced stainless steel and wasn't going anywhere. Instead, it clamped securely around his testicles and the base of his penis so closely that it was impossible to squeeze or stretch his balls enough to slip it off. "Arghhhhhhh!!!" he screamed.

"It's called a chastity device, and it's never coming off."

"Jayne? Help me, Jayne! Quick, get me outta here!"

"Fat chance! Why would I go and do that?"

"Wait, it was you?" Carl asked with despair, suddenly piecing things together. "So you cracked my skull and locked me in here? Why?" Carl's tone suddenly shifted from fear to dismay and confusion. Why was Jayne doing this, he wondered.

"I'm doing you a favor. I'm going to make all your dreams come true."

"Get me out of here and take this fucking chastity thing off my cock!"

"I don't think so, Carl. You and I both know that this is for the best. You're my bitch now. Of course, you always were, but we never fully realized it." Jayne paced around Carl's cage like a predator stalking its prey. "I already called your boss and told him that you hurt yourself at home, letting him know that you'll need to take the entire week off. Don't worry, though; I'll still be collecting your paycheck. Besides, it'll give us more time to bond and firm up our new relationship."

"Jayne, please, I'm begging you. You have to let me out. Is this about Marlon? I know you've been seeing him. You're fucking him, aren't you?" It was already apparent to Carl. He'd spotted Marlon leave the house on many occasions as he turned down the street coming home after work. 

"You knew that another man repeatedly put his cock in me and didn't say anything?"

"I didn't wanna get into another argument and upset you. I figured it was just a phase you're going through with the big black cock thing. You know?"

"You mean his superior big black cock? Carl, why would I ever want to have your pathetic little weeny again now that I've got a gorgeous black man fucking me the way that only a real man could? Your cock's worthless, which is why I locked it away." Jayne stood, towering above her fiancé with her hands planted on her hips.

"Jayne, please! I forgive you. We'll pretend like it never happened. We can just move on with our lives together," Carl begged, trying to bargain with his captor.

"Shut up, bitch! Not only did it happen, but it's also still happening. Marlon's not going anywhere, and neither are you. You're gonna start living up to your sissy bitch reputation. But first, you need some time to think and let it all soak in." Jayne walked to the wall and flicked the light switch. It went dark, except for the light coming from the kitchen at the top of the staircase.

"Jayne! Please, Jayne!" Carl pleaded sobbingly.

"Shut up, Carl. You worthless bitch! You need to seriously adjust your attitude if you want to continue to be in my life. You're my fiancé, and it's your job to take care of me and ensure my happiness. I want you to think about that for the rest of the evening since you're stuck here anyway."

"You can't leave me locked up all night, Jayne!"

"Watch me." With that, Jayne left, walking up the stairs in silence. The only sound was the flapping of her flip-flops on her bare soles, which rhythmically slapped in tandem with the swinging of her hips and twitching of her cute little behind. Finally, she shut the door, and with a click, it was locked.

The basement was in total darkness. The floor was made of concrete, and the walls were unfinished. The room suddenly felt freezing, forcing Carl to shiver uncontrollably. He began to cry.

Carl loved Jayne. He genuinely cared for her, wanting only the best for Jayne. But, he couldn't understand why any of this was happening. Carl had given her everything, working hard to earn an income to buy all she wanted. He had also been doing all the chores and housework while she mainly focused on her dancing.

It was Marlon's fault, he concluded. Carl fumed, promising that he would give Marlon a piece of his mind when he got out, and Jayne would see that he loved him more than Marlon ever could.

Ding Dong!

"Coming!" Jayne couldn't help but wonder who could be at the door at such a late hour. It was already ten o'clock.

She had just finished her evening workout and was getting ready to shower before heading to bed. But instead, Jayne found herself suddenly entertaining unexpected guests. It was the very person she would have guessed, Marlon.

"Hey baby, this is Sheila. Isn't she gorgeous?" Marlon motioned to the partly intoxicated young woman hanging from his arm.

"Hi Sheila, it's wonderful to meet you. And yes, you are gorgeous," Jayne affirmed, smiling at Sheila and waving them both in from outside. "What brings you here at such a late hour? How was your date, by the way?"

"So you're cool with everything still?" Marlon asked rather than answer her questions. He was a little unsure of how Jayne felt about the whole situation. Earlier, he left in haste, leaving little time to adequately explain his unique relationship with the neighborhood's women.

"Yes, Marlon, it's fine. We have husbands or fiancés for everyday chores and paying the bills."

Sheila interjected, "We have hot bulls like you for fun, like sucking your cock or feeling it explode inside our pussies," she enthusiastically added, finishing Jayne's original thought. She was almost giddy, unable to contain her excitement. Her hands slid up and down along her blouse, massaging her nipples as she spoke.

Jayne led them both into the kitchen, offering them a coffee. Marlon passed, excusing himself to use the bathroom. Sheila preferred tea, as did Jayne. As she filled the tea kettle with water and set it on the stove, Jayne was determined to start a conversation with her neighbor and get to know her better. Jayne sat down at the table next to her. The first thing she wanted to learn more about was her relationship with Marlon and her own husband. So how did she pull it off?

"So, we're neighbors?" Jayne asked.

"I'm just across the street from you, hon." Sheila perked up and answered, crossing her legs as she spoke.

"I take it you're married?"

"It's been the best five years, honey."

"Really? How so?" Jayne was more than curious. She genuinely wanted to know.

"When Bill and I moved into this neighborhood, Marlon was the first person to greet us. You know how he is, so forceful and masculine."

"I do!"

"He put little Billy boy to shame right away. I don't even remember how we got on the topic. Still, after only knowing him for five minutes, we were already laughing about how black men have such huge penises, and pathetic lame white boys were hopelessly tiny in comparison."

"I still can't believe how big Marlon is," Jayne chirped.

"Tell me about it. It's bigger than my fucking arm, right? Anyway, Marlon quickly started degrading Bill, calling him names like sissy, little bitch white boy, and other demeaning things. I think he was testing him. Bill didn't do anything to stick up for himself."

"Marlon's got a way of reading people."

"Bill just sat there like a bitch, taking the abuse. Well, things changed pretty quickly after that. We were newlyweds, and Bill hadn't even fucked me yet."

"No way, really?" Jayne was surprised. She'd been having sex for years before she and Carl decided to get engaged.

"Don't get me wrong, Bill hadn't fucked me yet, but that doesn't mean that other men hadn't. By the time I was twenty, I'd spent many nights on my back with a cock in my pussy. I couldn't bring myself to fuck the guy I wanted to marry until after my wedding."

"So, what happened?"

"We never did fuck. After Marlon exposed Bill as the pathetic excuse of a man he was, how could I ever fuck such a loser?"

"Wow, that's unbelievable. Five years of marriage and no sex? What's your secret?"

"For Bill or me?"

"Both, I guess."

"Fuck Bill, I don't care if he never has sex again. I locked him chastity, permanently."

"For five years!"

"Yup. His little white dicklet serves no purpose. It's gross and disgusting and deserves to be locked away permanently."

"I knew it! I just finished locking my fiancé's dick only hours ago."

"Congratulations, girlfriend. It's liberating. I let Bill out every year or so, usually for sixty seconds, to jerk his little weenie off. That's all it takes. Then I make him lick up his disgusting mess."

"And how have you been holding up with such a loser of a husband all these years?" Jayne wanted to know what might be in store for her future. Should she even stay with Carl, or maybe she'd be better off dumping him for a real man.

"It's been amazing! I can't imagine being happy in a traditional marriage. Bill's my bitch, my slave, and Marlon's what keeps me happy. He satisfies my sexual needs in ways that Bill could never even hope to. Besides, who would clean my house and do the dishes and the laundry without little dicklet Billy around? That's what husbands are for, baby!"

"Unbelievable! I've learned so much in just that last month. I'm only nineteen, but I feel like I've discovered the secret to a woman's happiness already."

"You have, darling." Sheila put her hand on Jayne's knee, caressing it lightly.

The advance momentarily startled Jayne. She wasn't used to intimacy with another woman, despite having no fundamental objections to same-sex relationships. However, Sheila's action was obviously provocative and meant in a sexually suggestive manner. Jayne sat motionless as Sheila's caressing of her knee quickly transformed into a rubbing of her inner thigh while lightly brushing past her pussy.

Whiiiiiieeeeee!

The kettle whistled wildly on the stovetop, giving Jayne the excuse she needed to escape her mild embarrassment. She sprung to her feet and rushed to turn off the burner. The room suddenly went silent. Jayne poured two cups of tea, one for Sheila and one for herself. She dared not speak.

It wasn't as if Sheila wasn't attractive. Quite the contrary, Jayne thought to herself - Sheila was beautiful! Jayne was envious of her long wavy auburn hair and prominent cheekbones. But, on the other hand, Sheila's big brown eyes could light up any room. They were seductively mysterious yet warm and welcoming. She was probably in her mid-twenties, with such a phenomenal figure. Her butt was tight, her breasts were firm, and her stomach couldn't be any flatter. She had an athlete's body, and it was apparent that she took great care of it.

Jayne returned to the table with tea for both of them. "There's milk and sugar if you want it," she said.

"Jayne, I'm sorry if I offended you. I didn't mean to. But, you know, you're just such a pretty young thing, and I couldn't help myself."

"There's no need to apologize. I'm not offended. I'm flattered, actually. I've never thought of other women like that before, and, well, you're so beautiful too. I guess I just got really nervous and froze up," Jayne smiled, instantly lightening the mood in the room.

"I'm so glad. You had me worried. I don't want you to do anything you're uncomfortable with."

"I know." They both took a sip of their tea before Jayne continued, "So, where's your husband now?"

"Hahaha!" Sheila burst out, "I'm sorry, I just can't help it. He's such a fucking loser. He's over at Marlon's house."

"Marlon's house? What's he doing there?" Jayne looked confused. After everything she'd learned about Marlon and Sheila, she couldn't believe that Bill and Marlon were friends.

"Oh, no, no, no. No! Never! I know what you're thinking. Marlon's disgusted by Bill. Bill's over there cleaning Marlon's house."

"Ohhh, I get it now. I'm sorry. Bill's just Marlon's cleaning bitch tonight while he took you out on a hot date."

"A hot date with a hotwife, as Marlon likes to call me," Sheila grinned, showing her pride. "But seriously though, all of Marlon's ladies loan out their cucks to serve him."

"Huh?"

"Sex with Marlon is that good. Then, as a token of appreciation for his amazingly big and black cock, we make sure he's taken care of. Our husbands take turns serving Marlon, cleaning his house, doing his chores, whatever he needs."

"And cooking for him?" Jayne wondered aloud, knowing how Carl loved to cook for the two of them.

"Yes, cooking too! Pretty much anything Marlon wants," Sheila added.

"Is that so?"

"When Marlon's happy, we're happy. It's that simple. He's the fucking king, honey. My hubby even devotes ten percent of his income to Marlon out of respect for being a real man. All the husbands do contribute."

"How many women is he fucking?" Jayne couldn't believe her ears. She was getting wet. She wanted Marlon even more, knowing how desirable he was to many women.

"Most of the block! There's a reason why there are so many young couples on this street. Marlon makes sure that only the ones he likes end up staying."

"And the others?"

"Don't ask. Let's just say that right now, my cuckold is over at Marlon's place cleaning his house to his explicit instructions because he knows he has no choice. He would do anything that Marlon asks."

"Such as?"

Sheila started to giggle, "Marlon likes to make them lick his toilet clean as a sign of his dominance over them."

"Disgusting!" Jayne put her hand over her mouth, making a vomiting gesture.

"I know, but if he does that to the men he intends on keeping around, who are useful to him, imagine what's in store for those he wants to get rid of."

"I can't imagine."

"Let's just say that Marlon has a bit of a criminal gang past history. He's an ex-con who's spent several years in a maximum-security prison."

"That's hot!" Jayne fidgeted in her seat. She was noticeably aroused by Sheila's accounting of Marlon's bad-boy past. The prospect of spending more time in Marlon's strong arms was almost too much to think about.

"Ladies! I'm back." Marlon poked his head into the kitchen unexpectedly. "How are my two lovely Goddesses getting along?"

"Great! Jayne's an amazing gal!" Sheila responded.

"Sorry I was away so long. I had to take a dump." Marlon was unapologetically brash. "Baby Jayne, where's that bitch of yours? I've got something nice for him." He held up a brand-name plastic water bottle in his hand, except there wasn't any water; instead, it was filled with a yellow liquid. Moreover, there was a white foamy head at the top and into the neck of the bottle.

"Is that what I think it is?" Sheila asked.

"Yup, It's Marlon's finest! A bottle of my freshly brewed piss, a perfect housewarming gift for that pathetic piece of shit cuckold in your life." His arrogance was over the top. Only a man who was a natural-born Alpha Male could bring himself to believe that lower men, beta males, would feel grateful to drink his urine.

"Ooooh, lucky him. My bitch Bill is gonna be jealous," Sheila joked, despite actually believing it to be true.

"Don't worry, babe, before I left the house early tonight, I left him a full bladder of my piss in the toilet with instructions to drink it up."

"Hahaha! Fuck you, sissy Bill!" Sheila cursed her husband, laughing aloud as Marlon set the bottle down on the table in front of Jayne.

Jayne had grown quiet. Marlon's sexy-toned body and aggressive masculinity were getting to her. Carl would drink his piss, alright. As far as she cared, it could be all he drank for the rest of his life.

Jayne looked up at Marlon and then, without any warning, leaped from her seat and into his arms. She wrapped her legs around his waist, knocking him to the floor, shouting, "Fuck me, Marlon! Fuck me with that huge cock of yours! I want your big, black cock so badly."

Jayne ripped Marlon's shirt open as he lay on his back with his hands over his head as if he was giving up. She licked his bare exposed stomach, chest, and nipples. "Fuck, you're a god of a man!"

"Whoaaa, girl! Your bitch is gonna pay for that shirt."

"He's your bitch too, baby. He works for you now; you're his black king." Jayne groped Marlon, offering her body to him while pledging her fiancé as his inferior white slave.

"Alright then, baby Jane. Welcome to cuck's club."

"I want in!" Jayne proclaimed while unbuttoning Marlon's pants.

"Mmmm, you sure do want in. That's hot, Jayne!" Sheila cheered her on while she slipped her own hand down the front of her skirt.

"Get down here, Sheila, and help me suck off this monster cock!" Jayne stared into Sheila's big brown eyes as she pulled Marlon's penis out of his pants.

"It's awesome being me." Marlon folded his arms behind his head, laid back, and relaxed while Jayne and Sheila pleasured his manhood like a pair of demonic succubi.

Once Marlon's dick was free, it started growing and growing until it was fully erect. Jayne helped Sheila get undressed, and Sheila returned the favor. Their naked bodies embraced, and together they put on a show for Marlon, kissing and sticking their tongues down their throats. Jayne licked Sheila's nipples while Sheila fingered Jayne's shaven young pussy. They teased Marlon, caressing and touching his body all over. Finally, they grabbed onto his long erect penis with both hands, tugging playfully back and forth. It was so large that four hands had more than enough space to wrap themselves around his superior black shaft.

Jayne hopped over Marlon's face, repositioning herself so that she was straddling his face with her pussy.

"Mmmm, I was getting a little hungry. You read my mind. I could eat your pussy all day, sweet baby Jayne." Marlon buried his face between her legs, tickling Jayne with his stubble.

Jayne and Sheila alternated, taking turns devouring Marlon's thick shaft. They made a game of it, seeing which one could stuff more of his cock down their throat before gagging as their eyes teared up. The cock worshiping went on for more than half an hour before Marlon was ready to blow his massive real-man load of superior black cum.

"Let's switch, Jayne!" Sheila wanted to feel her pussy on Marlon's face.

Jayne hopped off with a big sigh to let Sheila have a turn. Sheila kissed Marlon on the lips before getting on to ride his face. She licked his face all over, tasting Jayne in the process. Jayne watched, moaning with a sense of overwhelming excitement, rubbing the shaft of Marlon's cock in between the lips of her pussy. This was the most fun she had ever had in her entire life.

Sheila straddled Marlon's face with her athletic pussy and immediately moaned as she felt his tongue darting in and out of it. It was long, just like his penis, she thought. Together, Jayne and Sheila sucked Marlon's black cock. It was the best sex they ever had, and with the freedom to enjoy it as part of their relationships with the other men in their lives, it was even sweeter.

"Ooooh, fuck yeah! Shit! Ahhhhhhh." Marlon finally reached orgasm.

"Mmmm, yummy!"

"Mmmm, yeah, give it to us!"

Jayne and Sheila moaned as they licked up his load. They sucked and sucked, continuing well after Marlon stopped orgasming. They wanted every last drop of his precious cum.

With her mouth full of cum, Sheila leaned over to make out with Jayne. Their mouths and faces were full of Marlon's cum. They slurped and licked it off each other's face before spitting it out into the other's mouth again. So it went on for several minutes while they played with each other's pussies. Marlon lay quietly under both beautiful young women, watching them masturbate and make out with each other in a bath of his cum.

"Aiiieeeee!"

"Ah-Ah-Fuck Ahhh!"

They orgasmed nearly in unison. It was music to Marlon's ears. Both were exhausted and limply slumped over, landing on either side of Marlon. The three laid naked on the kitchen floor with Marlon in the middle and the two beautiful young white women flanking his glistening body like bookends. They all sighed a breath of relief.

"You're amazing, Marlon!" Sheila admitted while nibbling on his ear.

"You're the man!" Jayne confessed as she played with his nipple using the tip of her finger.

"I know I am, I know." Marlon had no concept of modesty.

In their carnal lust, the three were oblivious to the suffering of Jayne's fiancé, Carl, who remained imprisoned in the cold and dark basement below, literally beneath their feet. However, one thing was sure. If they had realized where Carl was, no one would even care.
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Degrading The Cuckold

Several hours had passed since Jayne abandoned him in his makeshift basement prison cell. Carl was extremely hungry but even worse was how his body trembled from the cold of the drafty uninviting cellar. What he wouldn't give for a warm blanket. Carl curled up into a tight ball in a futile attempt at preserving what little body warmth he had left.

His muscles ached from sitting for so long in an awkward crouched position. The steel wire cage under him was cold to the touch, surprisingly remaining so despite his flesh making constant contact with the uncomfortable bars. The floor itself was unbelievably frigid. What was Jayne thinking, he wondered. Was she being serious? She must be if she was willing to lock him up like this.

Carl was in love with Jayne beyond words. He adored and even worshiped her. She was his Princess, a Goddess, and any man would surely agree that she deserved such a title of endearment. He was lucky to have her, although, at the moment, the irony of Carl's situation said otherwise. But after spending hours reflecting inward and thinking about how she had branded him as a sissy bitch while Jayne idolized the more masculine Marlon, none of the details of his predicament sounded so far-fetched any longer.

Carl started comparing himself to Marlon in dozens of ways, from physical attributes to personality and attitude. Marlon had him beat in every category, hands down. It didn't matter whether it was Marlon's playboy attitude, authoritarian personality, or even his massive black cock. He was the man, an exemplary King-like character, while Carl could only ever hope to be his idiotic jester and the object of much ridicule.

He didn't fault Jayne for being attracted to him. How could he blame her? Carl finally admitted it to himself; Marlon was the superior man. He was all Alpha next to himself. Maybe Marlon did deserve to have Jayne's love more than he did, at least in the bedroom.

It hurt to think about Jayne in the arms of another man, especially one as well put together and confident as him. Marlon may be arrogant and forthright, but he earned his right to be. He was entitled to have sex with Jayne, and she deserved to be with a real man. A single tear squeaked out of the corner of his eye and rolled down his cheek. Carl had finally made peace with his predicament. He was Jayne's bitch now, and he was prepared to do whatever it took to remain in her life.

Jayne made her intentions clear; she wouldn't have it any other way. Carl could hear the expression, a happy wife is a happy life, repeatedly echoing in his head like a mantra. Perhaps there was truth in it after all. He was now prepared to find out.

Then suddenly, caught off guard, Carl was forced to abruptly squeeze his eyes shut as the intensity of the light from the door opening stung sharply. The shining white light was blinding in contrast to the total darkness of his underground prison. It took a moment to adjust his vision as he squinted to see and listened to the sound of footsteps making their way down the wooden staircase.

"Follow me; he's down here." It was Jayne's voice, but she wasn't alone.

"Oh my, it's like a dungeon down here," another female voice commented. The woman sounded about the same age as Jayne or possibly a few years older. The unfamiliar voice continued, "I want you to crawl down the stairs! You're such a stupid fucking bitch. You can't do anything right!" There was a third person with her.

"Yes, Ma'am, Princess Sheila," an effeminate sounding male voice confirmed. The male sounded like he was trailing behind Jayne and presumably someone named Sheila. Unfortunately, Carl didn't recognize either of the two strangers.

"Ah, there you are, bitch," Jayne pronounced smugly, greeting Carl as she reached the bottom of the staircase. "I've got some people I'd like you to meet."

"Hi, asshole. I'm Princess Sheila, one of your neighbors, and this is my bitch, Bill." Sheila approached Carl's cage with her husband Bill in tow. She dragged Bill along by his leash, securely fastened around his neck. "Say hello, Bill!"

"Hi, I'm Bill," Bill declared before sitting back on his haunches in front of Carl's cage.

"Bill's a sissy fucking cuckold slave, just like you are," Sheila said. "Except he's my bitch, and you're Jayne's bitch. You're both a couple of fucking worthless bitches, though."

"It's nice to meet you both," Carl answered, somewhat shocked.

He had just come to terms with his own situation, and now he was finding out that he was not the only one living through a similar predicament. Yet, oddly, it provided a strange sense of comfort after processing the new information. Carl was finally starting to feel relaxed for a change.

Jayne sat down on top of Carl's cage, "So Carl, you've had a lot of time to think."

"Yes, Jayne, I have, and I think I..."

"Shut up, Carl, and listen! I don't particularly care what you think," Jayne interrupted. She had something to say and wasn't about to wait for him to finish speaking. "We moved to the right neighborhood. It turns out that Sheila and I aren't the only girls here with an insignificant other."

Sheila jumped in, finishing Jayne's thought, "Several other cuckold couples live on this street. Over the years, we women have become quite good friends, and Jayne is our most recent addition to the Sisterhood."

"So you'd better start getting used to how things will be around here; otherwise, I'll never let you out of that cage. Do you understand me, Carl?"

"Yes, Jayne. I've come to terms with it, and I'm really looking forward to serving you as your cuckold sissy bitch."

"Good!" Jayne smiled.

"Wohooo!' Sheila cheered, giving Jayne a high-five. "Welcome, sister. I love you, babe! Fucking yeah!" She leaned forward and spat on Carl's face as her husband Bill looked on.

"Thank you, Princess Sheila. Can I come out now, Jayne?" Carl asked.

"No, I don't think so. Not yet. I want you to suffer some more. But there is one thing that you can do for me."

"Ah-hahaha!" Sheila laughed.

"Anything, Princess Jayne."

"Princess? I like that - a lot."

"I mean it, Princess, anything. Please just tell me what to do," Carl pleaded, looking genuinely sincere in his assertion.

"Alright, in that case, this will be a little test for you then. Sheila told me earlier how she's had her bitch locked up in chastity for over a year now. A whole fucking year straight!"

"Mmmm, yes!" Sheila enthusiastically agreed. "Bill's been a good little bitch lately, and I wanted to reward him by letting his little dicklet out for a few minutes."

"To wank it and empty those worthless baby balls. He's got a year-old load that needs extraction," Jayne giggled as she held back from full-blown laughter. "Being the neighborly person I am, I offered instead to have you suck him off. What do you think of that, bitch!" But before Carl could answer, Jayne took a cue from Sheila. She hacked and coughed up, spitting a thick loogie from the back of her throat in Carl's face. Both girls laughed hysterically.

"I'll do it, Jayne. For you." Carl immediately answered as Jayne's viscous phlegm slowly oozed down his cheek.

"Of course, you will; you're my sissy boy," Jayne smiled.

Sheila lifted her leg and rested her foot on the top of Carl's cage. Carl took a moment to admire her petite bare feet and long, succulent toes. He especially was fond of the brightly colored nail polish. But quickly instead noticed the tiny key that dangled from a gold chain wrapped around her ankle. There was a little dog tag next to it with the name Bill engraved on it.

"It's the key to my bitch. Take it off!" Sheila barked at Carl. She watched as Carl obeyed, carefully reaching his fingers through the cage to awkwardly unclasp the key from Sheila's anklet. Then, she turned to Bill, "Bitch, stick your cock in that cage!"

Bill inched forward, wedging his penis and testicles through the front opening of Carl's dog cage. There was a slightly larger opening at the front where the door closes. It was perfect and just the right size for Bill's micro-dick to squeeze inside.

"Unlock it!" Sheila ordered.

Carl fit the key into the lock on Bill's chastity device and turned it until he heard a click. The cage around Bill's penis loosened, and Carl carefully slipped it off his genitals. Although Bill had a small dick, his balls were far from baby-sized; they were huge. Carl figured they must have been swollen from being denied release for so long.

Then Bill sighed as Carl handled his cock and balls. It had been even longer since anyone besides Bill had touched his penis. Sheila lost interest in it years ago.

"Now suck it!" Jayne screamed at Carl. "Suck his fucking disgusting little dick and eat his year-old load, you fucking faggot sissy bitch!"

Carl had never sucked cock before but didn't hesitate in complying with Jayne's wishes. He eagerly wrapped his lips around the head of Bill's penis and started to suck. He bobbed his head up and down as Bill's cock grew larger inside his mouth. Carl was determined to please Jayne. He was ready to suck his first cock and eat his first load of cum, no matter how gross it would taste.

Jayne and Sheila looked at each other, then broke out in laughter. "This is amazing, Sheila. Thank you for everything."

"Awww, you're adorable, Jayne. We're gonna have lots of fun together." Sheila put her arm around Jayne, kissing her on the lips.

Out of the corner of one eye, Carl looked up and saw Jayne and Sheila kissing but quickly refocused and continued sucking Bill's cock. Seeing the girls kissing was hot, and it turned Carl on. Carl started sucking more vigorously, and Bill moaned loudly, thinking how he could quickly get used to this. And Carl didn't seem to mind it at all.

Bill couldn't remember what it felt like to have a warm mouth wrapped around his penis so affectionately. Not only had he been locked away in chastity for so long, but Sheila also refused to give him any sexual gratification, blowjobs or otherwise. She initially promised that they would do it only after marriage, but it never did happen.

Not long after their wedding day, Sheila outright refused to have sex with Bill altogether, allowing him only to jerk off while looking at her and eventually just locking him up entirely. It was all because she had met Marlon, immediately losing all interest in her own husband.

Bill was elated to have Carl's lips licking his dick and sucking intently. He hoped that Sheila would allow him to be sucked off by Carl regularly. He'd even happily return the favor if it meant he'd be sucked off more often.

The ladies laughed as Bill continued to moan while Carl gagged. It turned out that Bill's penis wasn't so tiny after all. Sheila had put Bill in the absolute most miniature chastity cage that she could find. He just hadn't had an erection in a long time, so it naturally shrunk several sizes when flaccid.

All the while Carl sucked, the women kissed each other passionately. Jayne caressed Sheila's breasts while Sheila fondled Jayne's ass. They were having a wonderful time when...

"Arghhh-Uhhh-Mmmm Ohhh!" Bill blew his load, filling Carl's mouth. It was a full year's load, and it nearly overflowed out of his mouth. "Ahhh, thank you, Princess Sheila! Thank you so much," Bill groaned. He gave much thanks and praises to his wife rather than Carl, who actually did all the work.

Bill's cum appeared to be an assortment of various consistencies of white, off-white, and yellowish-colored jizz. Perhaps after holding it in for so many months, it caused the color to change. However, it didn't affect the freshness, as Carl happily lapped up every last drop. While Carl slurped and chewed on the thicker bits of Bill's spunk, Bill wiped the tip of his penis on Carl's upper lip, cleaning it off thoroughly.

"Swallow it now. Well, how does it taste, Carl?" Jayne laughed, pointing at Carl. "Yummy? Yeah, I bet. That was a huge fucking load."

"Mm-Mmmm!" Carl nodded in affirmation as he struggled to swallow Bill's massively clumpy wad of cum.

"Savor it, bitch! Taste that disgusting fucking load before you swallow it."

Jayne teased as Carl swirled Bill's cum around in his mouth. The thick lumps clustered together, forming a paste that clumped up on the tip of his tongue. Jayne and Sheila spat on Carl's face, laughing hysterically.

"You're such a fucking loser!" Sheila insulted Carl. "You both are! Bill, let's go. Jayne, we'll talk tomorrow. Love ya, hon!"

Jayne watched as Sheila led Bill by the leash back up the stairs, disappearing into the kitchen and out the front door.

"You're so fucking gross. I don't know what I ever saw in you. You're not a man. You're not even fucking human. You're a pathetic fucking sub-human worm." Despite encouraging him earlier, Jayne suddenly appeared genuinely disgusted with Carl. As fun as it was to make him suck Bill's cock, she could no longer respect him and not just for that, but for everything.

He was a total loser, Jayne told herself. And it was a good thing she finally realized it before wasting more time with him. However, she simply shrugged her shoulders, brushing it off. Carl would still make an excellent cuckold bitch and perfect husband material.

"Yes, Princess. Thank you. I'm such a worthless loser. Thank you for keeping me locked up. I'm so lucky to be your bitch."

"Here!" Jayne briefly unlocked the door and tossed the bottle of Marlon's freshly peed urine at Carl. "You can use that to rinse with or keep it if you get thirsty. It's a gift from Marlon. I hope you like drinking piss," she smiled before spitting once more in Carl's face and showing him her middle finger. "Fuck you, loser!"

"Yes, Princess, please thank Marlon for me. Please tell him how grateful I am."

Closing the cage door again, Jayne padlocked it shut. She turned and dashed up the stairs pausing halfway, "You can tell him yourself. Starting tomorrow, you will be cleaning his house each night for the next three months."

"Yes, Ma'am."

"He likes his toilets licked clean, by the way," Jayne giggled.

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Oh, I almost forgot. Sheila told me there's an impressive glory hole downtown that all the husbands on the block volunteer at. Since you love sucking cock so much, I'm taking you there to meet the management and get you started." Jayne flicked off the light switch leaving the basement darkened behind her.

"Thank you, Princess Jayne."

"Since you're so eager to clean Marlon's toilet, maybe you can also polish the toilets at the glory hole. Or how about I ask if they might need an actual human urinal for all the real men that show up. You'd probably like drinking all that anonymous man-piss."

Carl listened as Jayne laughed through the darkness at him. The light from the kitchen upstairs disappeared as Jayne slowly closed the basement door, locking it from the other side.

"Fuck you, loser! Sleep tight," she condescendingly shouted. Jayne's voice was muffled but still audible through the basement door.

What had happened? Carl was in disbelief, but oddly he was excited by it all. He touched his penis, which was still locked securely in its cage. It was erect, at least as hard as one could be inside a chastity device like he had. Carl wondered if Jayne planned to keep him locked for over a year like Bill. He started to stress out, wondering if he'd have it in him to make it a whole year without going crazy.

Trying to get his mind off his cage, Carl twisted off the cap on the bottle of Marlon's piss and gulped it down. Blah! Yuck! He thought to himself. It tasted gross, but he was thirsty and fighting dehydration. So it would have to do.

"Thank you, Marlon, Sir. Thank you for letting me drink your piss." He whispered in the blackness of the cold and damp basement.

It tasted salty, and at least initially, he thought he was about to vomit but managed to consume the entire bottle. The psychological significance rooted in the act of drinking another man's piss helped him to go through with it. Carl felt an intense rush of emotion and gratitude as he pondered how he was subserviently drinking piss from the man who was fucking his soon-to-be wife, Marlon. He indeed was inferior to him. Carl felt worthless and pathetic. But it was all justified. Marlon was the man of Jayne's dreams, which was more than he would ever be, thanks to Marlon's big black cock. He was in uncharted territory, but it felt fantastic.

Carl didn't sleep well that night. The cold combined with the uncomfortable conditions of sleeping in a cramped rigid steel cage was inhumane beyond words. He endured, however. Jayne was his Princess now, and the experience of submitting entirely to her was immensely intoxicating. What beta male wouldn't jump at the chance to serve such a beautiful young Goddess.

Over the next several weeks, Carl became more and more addicted to his enslavement. Then finally, when Jayne was ready to let Carl sleep anywhere other than the basement, he wanted nothing more than to be her cuckold and obedient sissy bitch.

"So, what have you learned over these past few weeks," Jayne asked as she pressed the pause button on the TV remote and relaxed back into the comfy living room chair. Her feet were propped up on Carl's back, who silently crouched on all fours in front of her to serve as Jayne's footstool.

"Thank you, Princess. I learned that I'm not a real man and never will be one. You deserve to be with a real man, like Marlon or anyone you decide to be with. I'll always be inferior to men like Marlon."

"Good boy, what else?" She playfully slapped his face with the bare sole of her foot.

"My purpose in life is to serve you, Princess, as your cuckolded sissy slave. I work all day, pay your bills and give the rest of the money to you."

"I love it! What else?"

"When I come home, I continue to serve and work for you. I cook, clean, and do all the chores. I even serve your boyfriend, Marlon, out of respect. I take turns cleaning his house with all the other neighborhood cuckolds."

"Good sissy bitch!" Jayne slapped his face once more with her sole. She was impressed with all that Carl had learned. "And when you're an obedient little bitch, you get rewarded, don't you?"

"Yes, Princess. You let me worship your beautiful feet, pedicure your toes, clean all your shoes and boots, and..."

"Uh-hmmm, and you get to eat Marlon's load, be his urinal, lick his toilet clean and suck cock over at the glory hole and... Oh, I almost forgot, the glory hole lets you serve as their public urinal sometimes!" Jayne laughed.

"Yes, Princess Jayne. Thank you so much, my beautiful Goddess."

"You're incredibly fucking lucky, loser. You're unbelievably lucky." Jayne kicked his head before unpausing her video to resume watching her favorite TV program.

Carl remained silent and grateful, crouching in a ball under Jayne's feet. He was as happy as he could have imagined he'd be in life. Jayne was right; he was the luckiest man on earth. His mind wandered and raced at the same time. Although aroused continuously and excited whenever around Jayne, he tried remaining as still as possible. A good footstool is just an inanimate object, after all.
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(Bonus) Chantal's Law Crossover

"Good morning! You must be Jayne. Am I correct?"

"Yes, Jayne London," she replied with enthusiasm. "Thank you so much for taking the time to meet with me, Ms. Gibson."

"Please, call me Chantal. Welcome to Gibson and Associates Law Offices. How can I help you today, sweetie?"

"Well, I'm afraid it's awkward to discuss, but..."

"Please come and have a seat," Chantal interrupted, motioning Jayne and Carl to the two inviting chairs next to her desk.

With Carl in tow, Jayne sat in one of the chairs and Carl in the other. Chantal observed the couple closely, watching their body language and interaction. She smiled before returning to her desk.

Chantal navigated to the other side and gracefully sat down, crossing her legs ever so elegantly. Then, leaning forward with her elbows on the desk, she reassured Jayne, "Oh sweetie, please don't be nervous. Our meeting is one hundred percent confidential."

"Thank you, that helps. Let me start at the beginning then. This is my fiancé, Carl." Jayne waved her hands, making a show and tell gesture at Carl, seated just to her left. He'd remained silent until this point, not opening his mouth to say even a word.

"Wait, before we go any further, I have to ask, why is your finance wearing a dog collar around his neck?" Chantal knew precisely why. She already had surmised their relationship from the moment they entered her office. So instead, she tested the waters with Jayne and Carl to establish a baseline for her relationship with her potentially new clientele.

Carl trailed behind Jayne with his head bowed in shame, no doubt. The collar around his neck was evident despite his attempt to cover it up with his jacket. He oozed an aura of weak and pathetic that Chantal could sense from a mile away. He had the hallmarks of a beta male loser who craved the control of a dominant woman.

Jayne strolled into the office with more confidence, almost explicitly directing Carl on what to do. Her young, entitled attitude showed. From her super short cut-off jean shorts to her casual flip-flops slapping on the bare soles of her feet, Jayne was clearly the one in charge of their relationship. Finally, her immaculately pedicured feet, and the fresh coat of nail polish on her toes immediately drew Chantal's eyes to the key hanging from the anklet bracelet on her foot.

Carl tried explaining the dog collar around his neck, "Ma'am, it's because..." but was briskly cut off.

"Shut up, worm!" Chantal shouted, and Carl froze with fear. The profound authority in Chantal's voice had stunned him. "Did I address you? Was I talking to you?" Chantal snapped. She verbally chastised him for daring to speak without permission.

Jayne smiled, feeling like a mountain of nerves had been lifted from her shoulders. Chantal proved to be as understanding as the neighborhood girls promised. Jayne immediately felt reassured that she had come to the right place. Then, feeling more confident, she turned and, without warning, slapped Carl sternly across the face. "Apologize to her, you fucking bitch!"

Carl quickly responded, "I'm sorry, Ms. Gibson, Ma'am. Please forgive me for speaking. I'm just stupid. I'm always doing the wrong thing." Carl embarrassingly debased himself almost uncontrollably while offering multiple sincere apologies to Chantal.

"You're stupid because you are a man," Chantal remarked, encouraging his self-loathing attitude, "and men require stern guidance to always remind them of their place."

"Speaking of your place, why are you even sitting on that chair? Get down on the floor where you belong, bitch!" Jayne ordered, finally feeling totally at ease and free to speak candidly. She pointed to a spot at her feet while Chantal looked on with pride. Next, Jayne grabbed Carl's ear, and while nearly ripping it off, she forcefully guided him to the exact spot in front of her.

Because of the younger generation of strong women like Jayne, Chantal decided to take over the firm from its previous managing partner, Winston Wakefield. Someone needed to be a positive role model for these girls. By exploiting his inferior male weaknesses, Chantal had turned her old boss Winston into a groveling sissy whore of a cocksucker that now lives to serve.

Chantal smiled delightedly at Jayne, watching as she propped her feet up and onto Carl's head as he lay prone beneath her.

"I'm really sorry, Chantal. He can be somewhat dense at times."

"No need to apologize whatsoever. My own husband is no different. Remind me one day to tell you how he failed miserably in his shoe cleaning duties. I wasn't impressed, to say the least, especially when his mistake was with my favorite pair of Christian Louboutins."

"How did you punish him?" Jayne was like an excited schoolgirl as a genuine curiosity swept over her.

"Let's just say that it was far worse than a mere hide tanning. I don't think George's scars will ever fully heal." The ladies burst out in laughter, sharing a moment of female bonding. "Although he learned his lesson then, he still manages to screw up on his domestic duties from time to time. Men are just that stupid and will never learn. George has been my cuckold sissy for several years now, so I think I have a good idea of why you're here today."

"You do?"

"Yes, of course, you're looking to finalize your relationship with your partner. You want to protect your assets and make his enslavement legally binding."

"Wow! That's exactly it. Carl and I are engaged to be married, and I don't want to make any mistakes."

"Now's the time, sweetie."

"I started cuckolding him only a few months ago when we moved into our, uh, I mean when we moved into my new home in the suburbs."

"Congratulations on the home and on acquiring your very first slave. It's a big turning point in a girl's life. Before you know it, you'll look back and wonder how you ended up with an entire stable full of slaves. I collect them like pets, or rather more like animals. Though, I have more respect for real dogs than I do for male slaves." Chantal beamed the cutest little evil crooked smile at Jayne.

"Oh wow, Chantal, you're terrific. I feel like you understand everything I'm going through. I'm only nineteen, yet I've been so excited about discovering this new part of my life, but I've kinda been wondering if all this was, well, you know, normal," Jayne rambled excitedly.

"It's completely normal, Jayne. You're a modern young woman in modern times. It's our time to lead and be in charge. Actually, it's growing more normal every year. I'm very involved in women's rights and the female supremacy movement, and I can tell you that I know hundreds of women like you."

"Really? That's wonderful to hear. Gwen was right about you; you are an amazing woman."

"Gwen?"

"Yeah, Gwendoline, something. I'm sorry I can't remember her last name."

"Gwendoline Chase?"

"That's it! Gwen recommended that I come and see you."

"Good old Gwenny. I can always count on her to bring in new recruits. Where did you say you met her?"

"At the glory hole."

"Ahhh, I see now. Has your pathetic little sissy, Carl, been doing some volunteer work?"

"Yeah, big time," Jayne smiled. "I've had him sucking all those random anonymous cocks downtown for a few weeks now. It helps to remind him of how much a loser he is. I like to keep him feeling demoralized, degraded, and humiliated at all times."

"That sounds like a great strategy. I'd say you're on the right track. I love your attitude," Chantal cheered.

"He's starting the formal orientation sessions next week, though. I'm pretty excited about that. Gwen said they can be pretty intense, and some men have been so broken by the experience that they were actually psychologically damaged from it."

"Oh well, should we feel sad for them?" Chantal laughed.

"No, I guess not. Carl's just a cocksucking cuckold. If he goes insane, I can always toss him in the trash and get a new one. I'm guessing they're a dime a dozen."

"They sure are!" Chantal nodded. "But before I let you go today, remind me to talk to you about a new pilot program that I started that targets local high schools. We're teaching young women about the power and authority they inherently possess. We want young women in their teens to feel like they're in the driver's seat when it comes to relationships, rather than some mentally incompetent stupid boy."

"That sounds really cool. Too bad that wasn't around when I was still in high school."

"I think you turned out just fine, Jayne. Because you're still only nineteen, the girls will relate to you. I'd love to have you speak at an upcoming meeting about your life to share your story. The girls are between fifteen and eighteen. You can tell them all about your relationship with your fiancé, how you wear the pants and how he answers your every beck and call."

"That sounds great but aren't they still just kids? My life's pretty x-rated these days."

"We'll keep it clean, of course, there's no need for your bitch to suck a cock, but there's no harm in parading him around like a dog on a leash in front of the girls. He doesn't have to be naked for that. It'll build up their self-confidence to see how much power girls have. And with a little luck, they'll go home and put a leash around their boyfriend's neck. You'd be surprised at how many young men would love to serve a pretty girl. We can thank internet porn for that. Femdom porn has spread over the years, but it's no coincidence."

"Alright, count me in!" Jayne felt outstanding about all the decisions she'd been making over the past several months. Cuckolding Carl, fucking Marlon, the glory hole, and now meeting Chantal Gibson and this fantastic opportunity to make a positive difference in the lives of young women.

"Perfect! You won't regret it. The girls are a blast. Now let's talk business."

Chantal reached across the desk to shake Jayne's hand as a congratulatory gesture. She had an exquisite feeling about Jayne. With everything going so well at the firm and Chantal's leadership at the Female Supremacy Society in general, her Utopian vision of a world ruled entirely by the superior sex no longer seemed that far off. She was literally bumping into and meeting a new lifestyle dominant woman every day.

Chantal spent the next hour advising Jayne and helping her restructure her life from a legal perspective so that she held all the cards and Carl was entirely at her mercy and under her control. They added a significant amount to Carl's life insurance policy and changed all of Carl's assets, including savings, bank accounts, and interest in their home, so Jayne was the sole owner of everything.

Carl even agreed to sign over his expensive and rare baseball card collection, after which Jayne immediately told Carl that it would be the very first that she was going to sell. He obediently signed every legal form that Chantal placed in front of him. If he ever had a change of heart and wanted out of his enslavement to Jayne, Chantal ensured that he'd walk away depressed and impoverished.

"That just about does it, Jayne. As far as the law permits today, you essentially own Carl. Although slavery is still illegal, he is as close to your slave in the eyes of the law as possible," Chantal said, winking at Carl as she finished her thought. He had been quietly kneeling at her desk, having just signed the final form.

Carl was acutely aware that he had just signed his life over to Jayne. Although he had already committed to her with his love, faithful service, and subservient pledges, it was now permanent. It scared Carl a little because there was no turning back. Even if he were to ask or beg and plead with Jayne to release him, why would she? She'd lost all respect for him, at least as a real man. What would possibly compel her to show Carl any compassion whatsoever?

She was having regular sex with other men, especially the gorgeous Marlon, which meant that Jayne no longer needed Carl as a love interest. Instead, he was better at bearing the brunt of her ridicule and aggression, which had become therapeutic and integral to Jayne's daily stress relief routine. There was no better way to relieve stress than to fuck another man in front of Carl, then spit in his face while watching her bull empty his overflowing condom into Carl's eager loser mouth.

And finally, there was nothing left that Carl owned that Jayne didn't now possess herself. She took everything, including his dignity. All he had to offer was his loyal service around the house. He always did all his chores and often volunteered as occasional amusement or a punching bag for Jayne to beat on. That was it.

He had no choice but to try and be the best slave, loser, cuckold, and bitch he possibly could. Otherwise, she'd leave him homeless and destitute on the streets or turn him into a permanent urinal in the men's room at the glory hole. But, of course, he already knew what a urinal felt like. He feared being forced to drink piss all day and night until his stomach burst. If it almost killed him, no one would care nor offer such as worthless and pathetic loser any help.

"Chantal, you've been accommodating. Thank you so much for everything." Jayne stood up from her chair, and Chantal followed suit while Carl knelt next to Jayne.

"Jayne, it's been a real pleasure to meet you. I'd like to share more about the young women's empowerment effort with you sometime. We've named the initiative Girls Rule Boys Drool."

"I can't wait, yeah, call me as soon as you're ready. I'd like to show my appreciation for your help today. Is there anything I can do for you?" Jayne asked.

"I don't know." Chantal came closer, approaching and standing next to Jayne. She tapped her finger on her chin, thinking for a moment. "I know! How about a nice shoe shine?"

Jayne was taken a bit by surprise at first. She wasn't expecting that remark. "Sure," but suddenly felt happy to oblige after a second thought. Then turning to Carl, she shouted, "Lick her shoes clean, bitch!"

Carl immediately dropped flat on his belly and licked Chantal's shoes. Chantal wore a very professional-looking black business suit with a knee-length pencil skirt. She looked genuinely fantastic in her mid to late-twenties. She was still relatively young, making her rise to the top of her law firm much more impressive. Her long blond hair flowed elegantly. She was beautiful beyond words.

Her shoes were a pair of black leather heels with red soles, and her petite feet were smooth and silken. So naturally, Carl was more than happy to lick the dirt and grime from the gorgeous shoes of such an immaculately beautiful Goddess.

"Are those your Louboutins? From the story about your cuck husband that you told earlier," Jayne asked excitedly.

"They are! You have a keen eye for shoes."

"Don't we all? They're gorgeous and expensive."

"Precisely why they need to be kept clean at all times. Your sissy's doing a good job." Chantal was impressed by Carl's bootlicking skills. Her shoes quickly began to gleam. "If he sucks cock as good as cleaning my shoes, he should have no problem getting through the glory hole orientation program," Chantal joked.

"Ah-Hahaha!"

"Hahaha!"

Jayne and Chantal laughed while Carl finished polishing Chantal's heels. The women were getting along really well, and Jayne was sure that she'd be spending a lot more time with her new friend, Chantal Gibson, in the future. Jayne even considered joining Chantal's women's organization one day, the Female Supremacy Society.

Things were really looking up for Jayne; she'd nearly forgotten about her dance aspirations. Perhaps Jayne will have time to start dancing one day again soon. But, for now, she was having just too much fun.

The end
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