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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

In life, you can never have too many friends.

I am a firm believer in that concept, in growing your network, in finding people you connect with and expanding your impact on their lives while accepting their growing influence on yours. It is the give and take that establishes a unique bond, the root of all relationships going forward.

Whenever possible, I like to help my friends with their problems, those in my inner circle and even the circles wider than that. That is my sphere of influence, the world I look to shape and mold.

Based on the skills and talents that I have developed over the years, the way that I can best lend a hand is usually with the incorrigible men in my friend’s lives, and delivering some much-needed corrective behavior. You see, my specialty in life is the support of female domination, taking control of the male of the species to ensure they know their proper place. I have been quite successful in my efforts and as the following story will attest, that influence continues to grow.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

We met online, Hillary and I, but it didn’t take long to realize we were kindred spirits, connected in so many unique and interesting ways. It helped that we had common interests, the kinds of things that made filling the void so much easier. It started with our all-girl’s college educations, an honored tradition of a time gone by, one that each of us held dear to our hearts but that was only the beginning, we also had similar interests in music, in books, in art, even in the movies we chose to watch.

The countless commonalities and connections made it easy to slip into other conversations, sharing intimate details about our selves, our dreams, our lives. That’s how friendships truly develop and once Hillary and I took our online connection and brought it to the real world, for face-to-face meetings, things really began to accelerate between us.

I really liked Hillary, which is why I simply had to do something when she told me the problems she was having with her spouse, her husband Bill.

“He’s been cheating,” she confessed, “and it’s been going on for quite a while.”

That meeting was face to face, over an afternoon cup of tea at our usual meeting place, and the words she shared just about broke my heart.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, feeling for the predicament and for my friend. “Are you going to file for divorce?”

That’s when she hit me with the news, the information that made her situation hers and hers alone.

“I can’t,” she admitted. “I still love him.”

It was a direct statement; one I didn’t truly understand but it was one she truly felt with all of her heart.

“But he hurt you,” I stated, thinking that should be enough.

She shook her head at my statement, letting me know there was more to her story.

“We’ve been together for a long time and we’ve been through a lot,” she answered. “I know he made a mistake but I’m not ready to walk away.”

It wasn’t uncommon even if it was foreign to me. No woman needed to be connected to a man, certainly not one who wasn’t willing to commit back. Her feelings definitely complicated things but when it comes to my skills and my way with men, I was quite certain I could still help, provided she would be ok with my methods.

“What if I told you I could help?” I offered. “What if I told you I could change his behavior but it would require inviting me into your home, granting me intimate access to your husband?”

It was a very direct question on my part and her answer would carry a lot of weight about how things were going to proceed.

At first, I assumed it would be a hard no but then she paused on her response and something happened as she thought things through, about my offer and what it all meant. Her disposition changed. I’m not sure what tipped the scales but the recognition was there and the instant she started to see the light the change was evident.

She barely bobbed her head, the slightest nod in the affirmative but I jumped at the chance. It was the opening of an opportunity and I didn’t wait for second thoughts, seizing on the window to instill some much-needed change in my friend’s life.


SCENE 2

Hillary

Claire told me she could help me with my problem but that I would need to provide intimate access to my husband in order to see results. I was already devastated that he had cheated on me so you can imagine how desperate I must have felt to agree to such a request.

What woman does that? And more importantly, how was granting that access going to change anything about my husband’s wandering eyes, or more specifically his wandering penis? He cheated and I couldn’t imagine that going even further down that same rabbit hole would help in any way and yet there was something about the way Claire spoke, her confidence, her self-esteem, I never had any doubt that she could do what she said.

That is why I said yes, that is why I made the arrangements for my husband to see her for a sensual massage, with complete permission from him to enjoy a happy ending.

Was I making the mistake of a lifetime? Maybe. But the truth was I was all out of options.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

Make no mistake, I understand that granting another woman access to your husband is a difficult thing. Unfortunately, based on his past history, no other option was going to work with Hillary’s husband Bill. In order to separate that good old boy from his feelings of power or control was going to require intense stimulation and there was really only one way to make that happen.

The male genitalia contains more sensitive nerve endings than the rest of the body combined and with all of those spots located in near proximity, they are ideally situated for the type of seduction I had in mind.

It was going to be a blitzkrieg of sensual touch, until Bill’s body felt so good it separated itself from the concerns of his mind, until the lust coursing through his veins became so pervasive nothing else mattered.

Once I had access to her hubby’s erogenous zones, I would be more than half way to our goal and now that I had her permission to make that approach, nothing was going to stop me from teaching that man the lesson he needed to learn.


SCENE 4

Hubby Bill

For my birthday, my wife bought me a sensual massage, and just as I was about to head out the door for my appointment, she gave me permission for a whole lot more.

“It’s your birthday,” my wife explained, “if she offers you a happy ending, enjoy it.”

What?!? Was she being serious? It had to be a trick.

I looked at her all confused.

“I mean it,” she added. “I’m giving you permission, have fun.”

I’ll admit, I spent the whole ride over thinking about the offer, wondering just what was going on inside my wife’s head. It had to be a trick, for what purpose I couldn’t be sure.

When I pulled up at the address, a large estate outside of town, those questions were still surging through my head, however when I reached the front door and met my hostess for the afternoon, all of those ideas went right out of my head, replaced by a different obsession, one that had me forgetting about my wife altogether.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

Hillary’s husband, Bill, was a piece of work. Not only did he cheat on his dear loving wife with his assistant, he actually blamed her for the affair, claiming there were things she wouldn’t do to meet his needs. Anal sex was at the top of that list. In fact, it was a list of only one.

Now, I’m not saying a guy isn’t entitled to his own preferences and desires when it comes to life, however considering all of the other ways she was willing to tend to his needs, I felt that excuse was poor to say the least. He was lamenting what he didn’t have instead of appreciating what he did.

All that being said, I still welcomed him into my home for our afternoon meeting. My intent was to give him a sensual massage that would rewrite his understanding of the world, while also introducing him to a new life, one of female control.


SCENE 6

Hubby Bill

The masseuse who met me at the door, Claire was her name, looked incredibly sexy in her white nurse’s uniform. Several of the buttons were undone, providing a wonderful view of her gaping cleavage and I don’t mind telling you I thoroughly checked her out, my wife’s comment about a happy ending still surging in my head.

It was all a little too much to be believed however if this babe was going to make my ending happy then I was all in.

The moment I crossed the threshold into her home she beckoned me with a come hither look. I followed her sexy little shape to a nearby office where she directed me to have a seat in the chair by the door. There was a big desk on one side, with another chair on the other side but it was the doctor’s exam table that caught my eye.

Why exactly did she use that kind of table? And what was in store for my afternoon?

“Are you some kind of doctor?” I asked, thinking I was there for a massage.

“I prefer a table with a separation for the legs and stirrups in case the need arises,” she explained. “It works better for my needs.”

It was an explanation, even if I didn’t fully understand.

“Oh,” I replied. “Ok.”

She looked at me and waited. “Any other questions before we get started?” she asked.

“No, I’m good,” I replied.

Happy that my questions were resolved, she launched into the description of just why I was there.

“Good,” she said, “because for today’s session you have options, things you must choose, but you have to agree to them up front.”

She looked at me expectantly, like she was waiting for a response, only I hadn’t heard a question.

“Ok,” I agreed.

“Good,” she continued. “I’ll ask you a few questions and you can let me know which option you prefer.”

She looked down at a pad on her desk, as if she was reading from a list.

“Would you like a happy ending?” she asked.

Wham! She was getting right to the good stuff and I didn’t see any point beating around the bush.

“Uh, yes please,” I replied.

If she liked my manners in saying please she didn’t say so.

“Very well,” she said. “Would you like me to be nude during our session and are you ok with skin-on-skin contact?”

It was a double question and I was quite happy to agree to both.

“Uh, yes and yes please,” I answered, hoping she would recognize just how excited those questions made me.

“Very well,” she said and then she went on to describe some of her requirements. “In order to take advantage of the skin-on-skin contact, you must also agree to be restrained throughout the duration of the session. I will rub against you but you will not be allowed to touch me. Are you ok with that?”

Restrained? Tied up?

“Uh,” I balked. I wasn’t sure about being restrained, I hesitated for more than a moment.

I was about to tell her no but just at that moment, as the word was about to form on my lips, she stood up from her chair and leaned forward over the desk. From that new position, she said, “The restraints are just to make me feel more comfortable, so I can make things very sexual without worrying about where you’ll be putting your hands.”

It was important information but more than that, her words were accompanied by an incredible view. The way she leaned over the desk I got a real good gander at her heaving breasts; those floating orbs, that supple soft skin. I have to admit, I wanted to feel them next to me and my mind got lost in the temptation of that thought.

“Ok,” I agreed, visions of her cleavage dancing in my head.

“Excellent,” she replied. “Now if you can just sign all of the waivers and releases, we’ll be all ready to get started.”

She circled the desk to present me with the paperwork and usually I would read such things before signing but the moment she handed me the clipboard, she cuddled in real close, her hand rubbing my back, her breasts just inches from my face. I wanted to get to the good stuff so bad I signed my name so fast it could have made my head spin.

The reality was, I was so filled with anticipation nothing else mattered and when she directed me to her table, I was ready to go.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

Once the papers were signed, releasing me from any liability, I set to the task of seducing Bill’s mind, starting with his hands and legs. They needed to be secured to the table if I was going to do what I wanted to do.

“Get out of your clothes and up on the table,” I instructed with a smile. “That cock isn’t going to rub itself.”

The look on his face as I said those words signaled just how excited he was, as did the speed in which he stripped from his clothes, setting a new world record. I love when little boys are excited to feel my touch and this little boy was absolutely over the moon.

Bill may have been a middle-aged man but the eager smile on his face combined with his erect penis standing at attention, had all the makings of a submissive little boy.

“Go ahead, lie back,” I instructed.

I then secured his legs before moving towards his upper body so I could secure his arms as well. It was amazing what the lure of sex can make a man do.

“Trust me,” I told him as I locked him tight, “by the time I’m done, you are going to be so happy.”

It was a message about the ending, which I guaranteed would be happy, but that wasn’t going to happen for quite a while and in between there would be a whole lot of tease and even more denial, two things I may have failed to mention.


SCENE 8

Hubby Bill

No sooner were my wrists and ankles bound and Claire stepped back to take a look at her handiwork. I was helpless and she knew it, a sly smile overcoming over her pretty face.

She could have done anything, the decision solely hers, and yet what she chose to do was enough to stimulate my mind for years to come.

With two fingers she undid the next two buttons on her white nurse’s uniform, causing it to open even more at the chest, allowing it to fall off of her shoulders and down to her hips. She shimmied at the waist, scooting from side to side, shedding the last remnant of clothing that was still on her body, allowing it to fall to the floor.

The instant her full form came into view I was completely blown away. To say it was the most beautiful site I had ever seen would be an understatement. That chick had curves for miles and there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t have given to slide over every inch of those luscious slopes.

It was a good thing I was bound, for the beauty of that bounty was more than a little hard to resist. Needless to say, my dick sprang to full size at the site, a full and complete erection, only my new friend didn’t seem impressed.

“Oh, look at your little pee-pee,” she said, “it’s trying to get all hard.”

What was she saying? I wasn’t trying to get hard, I was already at full mast, only I wasn’t about to say that, not when she thought it was small. Instead, I focused on her, that silky smooth skin, those full and luscious breasts. As she drew near, I desperately wanted to connect, bending and contorting my body, whatever way the bindings would allow.

“Tsk, tsk,” she scolded. “You’re bound because I decide when and where we touch.”

She was right, it was the agreement we had made, but I can’t deny I wanted to touch her body, to feel her skin. If I weren’t being restrained, I’m certain I would already have had her in my arms.

Unfortunately, that wasn’t meant to be and when she used the perfectly manicured nail of a single finger to trace a delicate line on my skin, up my calf, over my knee, in between my thighs, I sucked in my breath in hopes of what was to come, and when she proceeded to get even closer to the promised land, I was led to believe that she would follow through, a hope for something that would never come.

She gained ever so close but not quite there and it was absolutely debilitating. The anticipation, the expectation, it drove me out of my mind with what I wanted but could not have. She continued that teasing dance as she skated over my skin only to skip my most sensitive zones time and time again, jumping to my stomach where she traced gentle circles around my belly button before moving up to my chest and then on to my neck and in to my hair.

It was absolutely unnerving, a big tease the way she came close but not quite there and after a while it had me out of my mind with lust. I was about to tell her so when she got real close to my ear to whisper her next words.

“Tell me what you want,” she cooed, “and tell me what you’ll give in return.”

Her voice was so breathy, so there. It burrowed into my brain and I latched on to it like a baby to his bottle. It was the sexiest thing I had ever heard and I immediately shared what it was that she could do to please my heart’s desire.

“Please touch my dick,” I replied. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

She was quick to respond, shifting around the table to the far end, where she was able to spread my legs wide, compliments of the stirrups. She slipped in between my thighs, real close, her hands sliding along my bare skin, approaching my dick, foretelling the bliss that was about to befall my world.

I wanted it, with every fiber of my being, and that desperation made me very weak.

I could tell you that I knew how good it was going to feel but the truth was it was even better than my loftiest expectations, the first touch causing my mind to swoon. She started gentle, her finger and thumb circling my shaft, but it was the way she rubbed, using the ball of her thumb to target that spot on the front, just below the crown. In no time at all she had my penis weeping, a thin film of cum coating the head, the crown, the shaft. She used it as lubricant, rubbing me even more until my breath grew short and the room began to spin.

“Ungh!” I let out, the first of many guttural groans.

In no time at all the feelings spread, my entire world feeling the flow, my hips getting in on the action. It was absolutely blissful and I closed my eyes to enjoy the ride.

No sooner did I fall into that relaxed state and she pressed me on exactly how I felt.

“Is this what you wanted?” she asked, knowing full well that it was everything I had hoped for and more.

“Oh, God, yes,” I replied.

What she did next was take me incredibly close to orgasm, to the point where my mind had already accepted it as fact, and right when we reached that ethereal state, she reeled me back in, bringing me back to reality, closing me off from heaven’s gate. At first, she slowed her pace, forcing me to come to grips with a new way of life before completely pulling away, showing me the true cost of denial.

My entire body bucked at the nearness of it all, the helpless response to her relentless touch and that feeling rocked me to my core, shifting my mind as well as my world.

“Ungh!” my body let out. The denial was quite hard to take.

That’s when she introduced the idea she wanted to discuss.

“We never did talk about just what you were willing to give,” she stated, lording over me in my feckless state.

I understood what she was asking but my mind had other concerns. I needed relief and I didn’t care who knew.

“Please?!?” I groaned.

She circled the table, around my body, bending low to whisper in my ear.

“Oh, I know you want it,” she said, “but you still haven’t said what you’re willing to give?”

It was a terrible situation and my options were few but I knew exactly what it was that she wanted.

“Anything,” I replied.

With that single word, her hands returned to my penis, only with the way she was standing, leaning over me the way she was, that put her breasts directly over my face. It was magnificent, even better than before, and without a second thought I kissed at her breast, suckling at her nipple while she played with my cock.

I could tell you that she took me to the brink of bliss once again, and that she dangled me over the edge, but the truth was, with the softness of her breast on my face and her firm nipple pursed between my lips, I was happy to grant her that control, even to the point that she would have me agreeing to even more.

With her soft breasts in my face and her supple hands stroking my dick, she asked me one more time what I was willing to give, only this time around she added clarity to what it was that she desired.

“Tell me what you’ll give. Will you wear my cage?” she asked.

There wasn’t much I could do.

“Yes,” I agreed.

What choice did I have? I thought my options were few but she wasn’t satisfied with a single word.

“Beg for it,” she said, “convince me that you really want my control.”

This may sound stupid but I really needed to get off and the reality was I had surrendered control long before, when I agreed to be strapped in. This was just the completion of that earlier decision.

“Please can I wear your cage?” I begged. “I want you in control. I need you in control.”

Perhaps I was surprised at the intensity of the orgasm, the way I shot my sperm, not just one but three strong jets, spraying my stomach and my chest. It was truly ball draining and I don’t ever remember feeling more satisfied than I did with that release. It was insanely pleasurable, mind blowing, only to be outdone by what happened next.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

The best time to cage a broken male is right after he cums, the early moments after his release, when his mind is still a pliable ball of clay. He’s still floating on a cloud, unable to think for himself, the perfect muse. It was during that window that I changed Bill’s understanding of the world, introducing him to my stainless-steel cage.

“This will help you be a good little boy until our next session,” I explained.

The look on his face said he wasn’t happy with the restraint but he wasn’t prepared to argue either, not yet anyway. His independence would come with time but for the moment, while his recent orgasm still had him confused, he would go along.

We still needed more sessions before I would be able to truly tame and train him, enough to ensure he would be Hillary’s obedient and docile pet, but now that I had his dick under lock and key, with an image of me and the pleasure I could provide planted firmly in his head, it was only a matter of time, the hard part already done.


SCENE 10

Hubby Bill

When my wife wasn’t just ok that I was returning for another massage session with Claire but she actually booked it, I knew they were in cahoots. I didn’t pick up on it right away but now it was obvious what they had done.

Hillary got her friend to put a lock on my dick and now they were planning to string me out, to break me down. I would tell you that my intention was to get free from that blasted device and teach each of them a lesson, and that is exactly how I felt early in the week, when my mind was filled with piss and venom, but by the time Saturday morning rolled around and it had been seven days since my last orgasm, I couldn’t help it, my disposition changed.

Despite everything else, I really wanted attention on my dick.

Claire noticed it the moment I arrived at her door.

“How was the last week without an orgasm?” she asked with a grin. “Are you ready for me to do some pleasing and teasing?”

The smile on her face as she said those words let me know that she was really enjoying the exchange and while I’m not sure why, that idea excited me immensely.

Yes, she was going to strap my hands and legs to her table but then she was going to take me to Heaven’s gate, first class all the way. I can’t deny I wanted to make the trip, thoughts of escape the furthest thing from my mind.

No sooner was I naked and bound real tight, and Claire set to the task at hand.

I already told you she had mad skills but after a week with no contact, my penis was so sensitive, I struggled to adapt. I quivered at the lightest touch and yet somehow, she found a way to tickle and tease, keeping the stimulation alive. I would have thought I would burst at the first touch but she kept going, a little touch here before pulling back, teasing me some more, pulling back once again, repeating the process until it was clear I was out of my mind with carnal desire.

“Please?!?” I moaned helplessly.

That’s when she chose to introduce something new, a new line of thought.

“Beg to be a cuckold and I’ll give you what you want,” she said, a sly smile consuming her pretty face.

I knew what a cuckold was and I wasn’t about to cross that line. I kept my lips mum, refusing to concede, even as she put my body through several more rounds of that relentless tease followed by the torment of denial.

The first ride to the edge made my mind go numb but I was confident I could survive and I felt the same when she did it two more times, even if I found my defenses beginning to slip, but it was when she brought her bosoms back into play, that is what spelled my doom.

She had just whispered in my ear, her face nice and close to my head, and when she stretched from that position to reach for my hardened cock, those luscious breasts of hers fell right in my face.

Oh, God, did that feel nice.

Her bosom was right there, so soft, so tempting. I suckled, what else could I do, only the instant I got lost in that intimate connection, her dancing fingers took my lust to the brink, rendering me submissive one more time.

I can’t explain the feeling that washed over me in that exchange, the way it consumed every inch of space in my brain, or how readily I agreed to her demands. Before I knew it, I was pleading aloud, saying exactly what it was that she wanted me to say.

“Please cuckold me,” I begged, repeating it over and over again, and while I could have been concerned by just what it all meant, the orgasm that followed washed all of that away.

She rewarded my concession, giving me the most intense release of my life, making me want to concede again and again. My penis spasmed, it spurted, but most of all it gave me intense pleasure, the kind I would never be able to forget.

Never in my history had I ever felt so sated and I couldn’t help but wonder if I could have achieved that high without the mental play involved? I would never get to test that theory for once Claire knew she could break me down, she was never going to stop, at least not until she had her way.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

The next several sessions with Bill all followed a similar path, first with an extended period of chastity leading up to our meeting, ensuring he was highly sensitive for our time together. Then, I provided a long interaction of tease and denial, softening his defenses, lessening his will to resist, before making him beg to live the cuckold world.

It was a time-tested process, designed to train a new way of thought.

There was resistance in the beginning, when Bill still held on to some sense of control, but soon his disposition changed, until he was agreeing to every single command. It got to the point I actually started to believe he really wanted to be cuckolded, and I encouraged him to indulge even more.

He was almost at the point of being turned back to his wife, for Hillary to assume ownership and control. The only question was, could he convince her that he was a changed man, the real barometer of our success.


SCENE 12

Hillary

“An incredible thing happened today,” I said, looking over the rim of my cup to ensure I had Claire’s full and complete attention.

On that particular morning, she looked at me over her own cup of steaming hot tea, blowing gingerly before taking a sip, and then in her own inimitable fashion, pressed me for the details.

“Oh?” she replied, “and what was this incredible thing that happened today?”

It was my time to share and I couldn’t hold back the smile of pride that consumed my face as I prepared to relay the news. Ever since she had begun training my husband, Bill, I had been hopeful for this day, when I could reveal the progress we had made.

“Before I was even done, he asked to go back in his cage,” I replied, the inner feeling of pride curling the edges of my lips into a smile.

I licked my lips before taking another sip of my tea, never taking my eyes off of my mentor and friend, anxious to see how she would respond. I allowed my words to linger in the air, gauging her feedback, seeing if this was something that she expected. The ever so subtle curl of her lips let me know that it was, that she was not only not surprised but actually pleased with the revelation of my words.

“Had you just finished edging him?” she asked with a knowing grin. “Was he at the point where he could take no more?”

That is exactly what had happened, to a tee, but I didn’t need to tell her, she already knew. She expected it, just like one expects night to follow day.

That’s when she turned the tide on the conversation, leading me down a completely different path.

“I believe that means his training is complete,” she offered.

OMG!

I couldn’t believe it.

We had been at it so long, the education, the training, I thought this day would never come. In fact, in the beginning, I longed for my independence, but now that it was here, I wasn’t so sure.

“That’s it?” I replied, “There’s nothing left?”

The look that she gave me could have been perceived as condescending but really it was just her way of conveying a simple truth to someone who wasn’t ready to understand.

“He’s broken and you hold the keys to his training,” she replied. “I could stay involved but quite frankly, why would you want that?”

It was quite the revelation.

When all of this began, the thought of exposing the intimate parts of my life to this woman seemed impossible, there was simply no way, and yet over time I didn’t just reveal every delicate detail about myself I also shared access to my husband, in a way I never could have believed. Now, after months of the most intimate access a married couple could ever have with a third party, Claire was informing me that our time together was through.

I wasn’t sure how to respond. She hadn’t just become part of our routine; she was an integral part of our lives. I didn’t want her to leave.

“Are you sure?” I questioned.

“It’s time,” she confirmed.

Of course, everything that she shared was right, from the beginning she was brought in to accomplish a goal, to achieve a task. It was to tame and train my wild betrothed and she did all that and more. Not only were my husband’s actions corrected, he was now a doting lover, desperate and attentive, subservient to a fault. It wasn’t how I ever imagined my life would be but neither was the waiting at home while he played tickle and tease with his assistant.

All things being equal, if I had to choose, I liked my new life, the one with me in charge and him desperate and submissive. It worked and when I thought about it, Claire’s services were worth every penny.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

It is a great joy to share your knowledge and wisdom with the next generation and to see them flourish as a result. The fact that Hillary no longer needed my help in controlling her man was a good sign, one that meant my baby was ready to fly the coop.

“I’ll always be here if you need anything,” I assured her, “but you’ve got this. He’s yours now.”

It wasn’t always the case. In fact, it took quite a bit of training to break her husband, Bill, of his bad habits, but now that he was caged and she held the key, I was confident she could handle things from here.

“Remember,” I told her, “when it comes to his orgasms less is more. The longer you make him go in between the more submissive he will become.”

“I know, I know,” she answered. “You’ve said it a thousand times.”

It was true, I had repeated it often, but that was because it was so important, integral to her success.

“You still need to cuckold him,” I added, “so there can be balance in the universe.”

She smiled as I said those words.

“I know you keep saying that,” she replied, “but I don’t think I can.”

It was the last point in her training and to be honest, I had concerns if she didn’t follow through. The truth was, her husband needed the full lesson, to understand every aspect of what he had done. It was the only way to truly get the message across.

Despite what she may have said, I took matters into my own hands, training him, inserting a level of desire inside her hubby’s head, ensuring the cuckold lifestyle would be forever important to him, even if she wasn’t quite ready to follow through.


SCENE 14

Hubby Bill

I’ll remember the moment until the day I die. It was Saturday night, my free time out of the cage, and after a particularly erotic week, one that had me edged and teased on not just one but multiple occasions, I couldn’t wait to spill my seed. It was the beauty of Saturday night, my one chance each week to be free and play.

I didn’t expect my wife to revoke the privilege but she really does know best, and when she put the cage back on my dick, informing me of the change in the rules, I couldn’t help but get upset.

“But, but, but…” I tried to object.

“It’s for your own good,” Hillary explained.

They were her magic words, the ones she used to shut down any dissent. The truth was, she did know better, in all things, and the moment she said it I knew I had no choice but to comply.

How had my life come so far so fast? And would it ever go back to the way things were?

The answer to question number two came right away when my wife offered, “Things are so much better with me in charge, we’re never going back to the way things were.”

It could have been very difficult to accept and yet at my core I still wanted to cum. Needed would probably be a better description and the way that need consumed me made it clear that this was anything but done. My body still needed to release and as long as that was the case, she would remain in charge. I could tell you that it created a struggle in my head but deep down I think we both knew it was what we both always wanted.

I looked to my wife for an explanation and she was quick to fill me in.

“It’s the lust,” she explained, “as long as it’s in there you’re mine to do with as I please.”

It was really common sense. As a boy and as a man I didn’t go a day without shooting my load and she had me verging on two weeks without release. It wasn’t just the abstinence, she teased me as well, stretching out the moments of desire. Needless to say, the build-up was intense and I struggled against the result.

“How do I get it out?” I asked. “How do I earn reward?”

“You don’t, and really you don’t want to,” she replied.

It was an education on the ways of the world, one I was struggling to accept. Fortunately, she was there to explain the details to my feeble male mind.

“If I allowed you to cum it would help but only for a little while,” she said. “The truth is, now that your mind knows the pleasure of submitting, of giving in, you want to do it in even more.”

I may not have wanted to admit it but she was right. The moment I gave in to her my body felt this incredible swell of physical bliss, the kind that made everything else disappear, and when I doubled down on that effort it happened again, to an incredible effect. That heavenly response encouraged me to indulge even more, until submission became its own amazing draw.

Did I like having my wife, Hillary, in control of my every move? At first, I wasn’t sure. I definitely liked the euphoric feelings that came along with the moment of giving in and after a while the two things seemed inexplicably tied, as if I couldn’t have one without the other. Was it possible submission was an aphrodisiac? I couldn’t be certain but of one thing I was absolutely convinced, the connection with my wife was growing stronger by the day, with her getting more and more confident each and every step we took.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

Husbands were always meant to be sexually submissive to their wives. It’s a lesson as old as time, one that remains just as true today as it did generations ago, back when the Apostle Paul traveled the lands, sharing his prophetic wisdom from town to town.

A good wife doesn’t just know that her husband’s lust belongs to her, she understands that it is a treasured gift, a tool to create a helpless hubby as well as a happy home.

Control of a man’s sex is fundamental to marital success, a foundation block upon which everything else can be built.

Whether by mental manipulation, simple coercion or direct force a clever wife will find the best path to achieving her goal. She will find the stimulus that tempts his desire, stoking the energy, fanning the flame, nurturing the bliss that will consume his mind and motivate every action going forward.

Over time she learns every detail, the subtle nuance of her husband’s insatiable desire and in that same time his mind attaches to her, and his body does as well, latching on to the life-giving force.

She remains in control, the master of his desire and he remains loyal and attentive, happy to serve all of her needs.

All of that was the life I wanted for Hillary but there was still one more thing that was out of place, creating an imbalance. Despite everything else that had transpired, her husband had been with another woman, intimately. If things were going to be equal between them going forward, he needed to know exactly how that felt.

I knew Hillary didn’t ask for it but I instilled a cuckold bug inside her hubby’s brain anyway, an insatiable yearn that he would be absolutely desperate to fulfill. It would ensure that he knew exactly what it was like to share his spouse with another person, someone who could fulfill all of her needs better than he.


SCENE 16

Hillary

The first time I did it I couldn’t believe the results, the way he responded, the way he completely gave in. That delicate touch didn’t just take his breath away it literally altered his way of thinking, in a way that changed everything I once believed about the power of sex and the weakness of the human male.

Of course, I expected that he would like it, what guy doesn’t like that kind of attention on his dick? But the unexpected part was the impact on his brain and how submissive he became the instant those feelings seized him at the spine and above. In no time at all he was moaning, turning over all power and control. He allowed me to assume a position of absolute dominance, no resistance whatsoever.

At first, it seemed like it could have been an act, that no person on planet earth could possibly be that feckless and weak, but the more he revealed, the more submissive he became and I had no choice but to believe.

“Please,” he moaned, “I’ll do anything you want.”

They were incredible words to hear, the admission of his highly susceptible state, but like I said, it was hard to believe. How could that possibly be real? How could any man so freely relinquish all of his strength? At first, I was skeptical, and I remained so until he stepped up the intensity with his very next thought.

“I’ll be your cuckold,” he confessed, and with a single word he changed the fundamental nature of the situation.

This was serious, way beyond anything we had indulged before.

“Are you serious?” I asked, unsure my husband Bill could possibly be agreeing to such a thing.

His wide eyes told me he was excited but it was the bobbing of his head and the relentless yesses pouring from his lips that revealed his true state. He was out of his mind, the lust coursing through his vein’s dictating every act and thought.

It was quite an idea, one that was not easy to accept.

A cuckold shares his wife with other men and the way my husband was agreeing to such an arrangement really let me know his true state of mind. He was absolutely desperate and even more amazing was the fact that he wasn’t just agreeing, he was outright begging for me to assume that level of control.

It was a total mind screw, one that was growing bigger by the moment, and I wasn’t sure how to respond.

To be honest, I didn’t think he could possibly be serious and yet he didn’t stop.

“Please cuckold me!” he whined, repeating the phrase more than one time.

He actually became quite relentless in his desire to submit, expressing that want over and over again. Once was nice, twice was a trend but by the time my submissive hubby was declaring that sentiment for the third time, I had no choice but to believe it was what he really wanted, changing my point of view.

Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t looking for another guy but if my husband wanted me in control, if he wanted to be my cuckold, then I needed to hear him out and the more he begged the more that notion gained traction in my head.

The truth was, it was a naughty thought, one that tempted new ideas to form, causing me to wonder if it would it be so bad following through on his verdant request? It would be for him after all, indulging his deepest wish.

The mere idea gave me tingles, a blossoming belief that my husband wanted me to have my cake and eat it too; my dutiful partner ready to change our relationship, opening up my borders and expanding my world.


SCENE 17

Hubby Bill

I couldn’t believe I said it but the bigger concern was how much it excited my libido.

“Please cuckold me!” I said out loud, not just once but multiple times.

What kind of guy asks his wife to cuckold him? I wasn’t sure but I didn’t just ask, while we were caught in the throes of lust, I literally begged for her to follow through on the act. I couldn’t keep my lips from spilling the words, literally begging her to fulfill that fantasy, that need. And the most insane part of all? The more I indulged those taboo words, the better everything felt.

One moment of bliss turned into two and then more until I had no desire for the excitement to ever end, the euphoria greater than I had ever experienced before. The physical bliss was amazing and it seized me at the spine, rendering every muscle inert. It was the most incredible my body had ever felt and yet what it did to my brain had an even bigger impact.

My mind swam in a deluge of erotic lust, filling every corner of my brain with the most wonderful pulses and throbs and I could do little more than lie back and absorb the intensity, allowing those pleasure spasms to first overwhelm all other thoughts before completely consuming my world. It was amazing and I offered no resistance to that incredible force, the one that quickly overtook my life. By the time my brain had savored just a few minutes of that heavenly bliss I knew I would never be the same.

The more I gave in the better it felt and that had me pursuing even more of the same.

I may not have ever travelled the submissive path before but it only took a few moments of that wonderful idea teasing my senses before I knew it would become a central part of my life. I was a cuckold, first in name and now in description, a desperately submissive man willing to bow at my wife’s knee.

It was a revelation, an epiphany, and soon this reality would expand even further into my world, the titillating sensation too much to deny.

The mere word had power, the ability to excite my libido beyond belief, and now that it had found a welcome home in my brain it was only a matter of time before my body would need to follow through, to fully explore every inch of this incredible bliss.


SCENE 18

Mommy Claire

Let’s face facts, I could arrange to bring Bill and Hillary back together, I could stack the deck in Hillary’s favor, granting her every edge in their lives going forward, but at the center of their past problems was that he slept with his assistant.

No cage could ever change that.

Not that it would change what he had done but I really thought for her to settle the score Hillary needed to settle the score and I knew just the man for the job, a perfect physical specimen that would require no strings attached.


SCENE 19

Hubby Bill

I thought I was ready. I had asked for it countless times, begged really, but that didn’t change the fact that taking in the reality was a lot different than the myriad fantasies that filled my head.

The cuckold world can be daunting but as much as that created an obstacle in my brain the desire wouldn’t fade. Something continued to draw me near, something I couldn’t explain and thus we were at that place, answering the call.

I was the one who insisted, she did it all for me but that doesn’t change the fact that our lives would be forever changed.

In the end, it was the image of Hillary taking the entirety of a mammoth black cock that broke my brain, blowing me away. It was so big and she was so small, defying all logic and common sense. How was she even able to take the whole thing, and more importantly, what would happen if I ever tried to follow?

As their bodies writhed as one in the middle of the king-sized bed, his dark skin intertwining with her alabaster hue, I couldn’t help but get aroused. It was such an erotic scene, a titillating sensation; two chiseled bodies dancing in the light, pushing closer and closer towards lust’s open door. In the moment, all I could do was sit back and watch, hoping they would pass on through.

That succulent presentation, their taut muscles, their smooth flesh, it was mega hot but that was only the beginning. There was more to come and when I saw the slick coat of ooze that covered his veiny shaft, the remains of her erotic discharge, with more cum building with every new thrust of his long meaty rod, I couldn’t help but think that I had never made her cum like that.

She would remember this for a very long time, mainly because it wasn’t me.

His immense penis didn’t just fill her hole it owned her entire body and with each additional thrust of his extremely strong hips, that power grew until she was nothing but a quivering ball of submissive flesh, pulsating beneath his large hulking frame.

His dick had to be ten inches long and as thick as my wrist and when it disappeared inside my wife’s minuscule flower once again, she actually gasped aloud but did not resist, allowing his dominance to spread her wide. To her credit, my little wife took every inch of that mammoth meat stick before releasing a healthy grunt, her hips grinding in time with his thrusts. Her calls for more matched the intensity of his motion and she let loose with a projectile squirt accompanied by a strong musky scent, the kind that said her body desired even more.

She gushed, her fluids erupting like a fountain and the way it consumed her I could tell it was a total release. The sated look on her face combined with the smell coming from her hot hole were enough to confirm that she and I had never reached that height.

My wife literally couldn’t help her bodily response nor could she stop the vacant smile that consumed her pretty face as the orgasms washed over her, one after another, overwhelming her brain, her body relenting to her lover’s awesome force.

Never had I ever seen anything so powerful. His penis pressed full length into her, feeding her every inch of that mammoth rod until she could take no more, and then it slowly backed out, leaving her empty, making her feel hollow.

The lack of contact caused her to tremble, to lose her mind to lust and before we knew it, she was begging like a desperate slut for him to return.

“Please!?!” she moaned.

It wasn’t just his enormous cock that dominated her, his actions teased her as well, assuming a different level of control. He got inside her head, a mental stimulus that had her off balance from word one, wondering which way to turn.

At one point I wanted to say something, to intervene but the look in her eyes said my time had passed. She was lost in the throes of lust, indulging the ecstasy of physical bliss and I didn’t see any chance to bring her back, at least not until those feelings were spent and her mind could return to its normal state.

It was all so overwhelming, the way he dictated every moment. Anything I might have said would certainly have fallen on deaf ears, her mind in no position to execute logical thought. It was a challenge for which I did not see any easy resolution.

For his part, her lover never let up. Once his penis attained a level of control inside my wife’s womb, he continued to pump and thrust, using that mighty magic wand of his to push her even deeper into his world.

It was a complete transformation, the way he turned her body and her mind into that of an insatiable slut, and seeing the welcoming look in her eyes, and the calls to take things even further, I couldn’t help but think things were slipping out of control.

For her part, my wife took every inch, absorbing the full length of his cock, and she kept riding it until any sense of humility was gone, my wife begging like a wanton slut, turned into an insatiable whore.

“Please fuck me!” she called and the way she said it we both knew she meant it deep down to her core.

He didn’t disappoint, humping and grinding with reckless abandon. At one point, I thought it might be too much for my petite wife but then I saw that crazed look on her face, the one that said the needs of her body had taken control and there would be no turning back.

She was coming, the glazed look in her eyes and the quiver of her lower lip confirmed it, but it wasn’t just one orgasm, no, he literally fucked her into multiple releases, repeated quakes, the kind that consumed her entire body as well as all other thought.

It was amazing to watch, the way my wife thoroughly indulged, the way she completely let go. All of her inhibitions were gone and he reaped the benefit of that completely submissive state of mind using her body to satisfy his need.

I had never done that to her and as emasculating as it was to watch, it was incredible experiencing it firsthand, the pure and abject joy of it all. My wife succumbed to the powerful force, she gave in to his mighty cock, and that truly was a sight to behold.

All feelings of jealousy aside, it thrilled me and for more than I moment I got caught up, living vicariously through her, imagining what it would be like to endure such bliss. It was the purest form of ecstasy with maybe a little envy mixed in.

I couldn’t believe it was happening but as incredible as all of that was, things were about to get even better.

The entire situation was inspiring however it wasn’t until that gigantic penis bottomed out in my wife’s womb, their pelvic bones grinding together at their core, that she completely lost all sense of self. It was at that time that I finally saw my wife’s true colors.

Her lover’s cock literally owned her from within, causing her eyes to roll to the back of her head and strange words to spill forth from her mouth, but that did nothing to slow her energy. If anything, it accelerated the moment.

“Ungh!” she grunted. “I’ve never felt anything so deep in my life. You are so much bigger than my husband.”

With that statement my wife made it abundantly clear that this would not be an isolated event. Her lover literally filled her up with his mammoth dick and in the process forced her to cum like she had never cum before. She may have resisted in the beginning, trying to maintain some semblance of discipline and control in front of me, but in the end, once he really got into a rhythm, pounding her with that mighty rod, her body gave in to every thrust, heaving uncontrollably, indulging every pulse and throb.

I couldn’t believe what was taking place and yet there was no doubting his level of control nor the submissive state of her mind once all was said and done. He fucked my wife like a rag doll, controlling every pulse and throb, and the longer it went on the more I realized how much she preferred that kind of sex, wanting to be owned, wanting to be controlled. I could never reach that deep; not with my dick, and he found a spot that wasn’t just deep it was also sensitive, driving her lust to the point of helpless bliss.

It was a pivotal moment in our relationship. There was no denying the surge of excitement that ran up her spine with each new thrust, nor the delicious pulses that overwhelmed her brain as he dragged the head of his cock against her button on his withdrawal. She was being converted right before my eyes and I was the one who had put the entire situation into place.

His actions sated her brain and based on her response, there was little doubt over whether one taste would be enough to have her addicted for life. That big cock owned her, filling her with an insatiable lust that was never going to go away. In fact, the longer that it kept her in that helpless yet delirious state, the more I began to worry that this might have been a step too far. It was part of the excitement for me, knowing that the cuckold experience would take her to places I couldn’t go, and yet it was also a debilitating risk, the idea that once she made the trip she might not want to return.

Watching her body convulse with relentless orgasms, I neared that mental state.

Of course, I would be happy to lick her folds when she was done, to show her that I could play my role, the happy cuckold servicing her cream pie, but in the end the decision would be hers, what she wanted most. Would she still want what I could give? Or would his incredible dick be her only concern?

That question would return to my weary mind at a later time but in the moment, with the hottest sex taking place right in front of my eyes, all three of us were content to enjoy the ride. My wife’s orgasmic cries filled the room, her lover’s animalistic grunts added to the scene and together those things fueled my excitement, driving me to the edge.

In the end, there were orgasms all around. Mine was on my stomach, a proper place for a cuckold like me, while my wife and her lover completed the act intertwined as one, one big pile of pulsating flesh. It was mega hot and I allowed the image to be indelibly burned into my brain, a picture-perfect memory of my wife indulging my cuckold request.

The cream pie that spilled from my wife’s love nest when they were done signaled it was my turn to play. I didn’t waste a moment getting in on the action. No sooner did her lover pull away and I assumed my position, sliding between her thighs. Rivulets of white cum dribbled over her lips as I slid my face to her kitty, licking at her slit, gobbling with an eager mouth and tongue. I lapped every single drop, caressing the full length of her taint in the process, from her rosebud to her button, looking to prove my worth.

I was her cuckold, her pussy worshipping beta, and it was my time to show her what I could do. His dick might have been twice my size but my tongue was ready to fill every other gap. It was my specialty and, in that area, I intended to shine.

Unfortunately, my wife was rather sensitive after the intense fucking from her lover’s oversized dick and she stopped me before I could have my way.

“That’s it, you can stop,” Hillary said after I had sucked his seed from her kitty but before I truly had a chance to adore the petals of her flower.

It was a little disappointing to be cut off like that but like the good beta that I am I accepted my fate, my growing penis ready for another round but my submission to my wife more powerful than ever.

She fulfilled my cuckold request and while I can’t say it was everything I expected, she did do it all for me. We left shortly thereafter with a promise to get together soon, next time at our place, so my wife’s lover could take her in our marital bed. While I knew it would push her even deeper under his control, the idea excited me way too much to even think about saying no.


SCENE 20

Hillary

Claire wanted me to cuckold my husband so that he and I would be on even ground, so he would understand exactly how I felt when he was with someone else. A single night in a Bull’s lair wasn’t the same, especially when it came to the emotional bond my husband shared with his assistant. I followed through, because Claire insisted on it and because lately my hubby had gotten downright needy about the situation, literally begging me to take another man.

That is why I did it, that is why I took the leap and agreed to visit with a Bull, to enter his lair and submit to his charms, and yet after I experienced the whole thing, I had another reason to indulge.

First off, he was so handsome and his body was so taut and firm, but his penis, it was almost double the size of my husband. In the beginning, I didn’t think I would be able to get it in but he helped me out with a lot of oral foreplay. He was magic with his tongue, loosening me up to accept the bulbous head of his penis, and once it was inside, it reached parts of me that had never been touched before. He stretched me and it felt good to be stretched. He made me cum and those orgasms were intense, more intense than any I had ever felt before. It was life altering and I was very grateful that my life had been altered.

It was the most amazing experience of my life and through it all, he was so tender, so loving. He understood that his girth was a lot to take and he was patient, kind as he fed me inch after inch. That made giving in to him even better, the way he assumed a position of caring control.

In many ways I made a fool of myself the way I indulged that mighty cock. I revealed myself a sex crazed slut throughout the events on his bed, but the whole time my husband Bill just sat there stroking himself, happy to be able to watch. It truly made me believe every one of his cuckold requests, that this was what he really wanted. He desired to live the life, absolutely proven true when the sex was done and he proceeded to dive between my thighs, licking the cum from my well used kitty.

To be honest, I was tired, and a little bit tender after my lover’s immense size so I told Bill he should stop, but the fact that he was willing to gobble all of that spunk, mine and my lover’s combined, let me know he was cuckold, one hundred percent.

We even made arrangements to see the Bull again, next time at our place, in our bed. I have to admit, now that I knew what to expect and understood just how Bill really felt, lots of new ideas started to form in my head.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Catch and release. It’s a term used in fishing, to denote the act of catching a fish but then releasing it back into the water. In many ways that is what I did with Hillary’s husband, Bill, conquering his mind, claiming him as my own before I releasing him to her and her capable hands.

The truth was, the entire situation was out of character for me, I usually like to keep what I conquer, and yet in this case it was the right thing to do. My friend needed help, with something I was particularly adept at providing, and seeing the smile on her face when all was said and done, let me know I had done a good deed.

Hillary now had full control over her husband, the way it was always meant to be and should she ever have any difficulties in the future, I would be there to lend a helping hand.

If you liked the way Mommy Claire helped out her friend, Hillary, you may also like the following tale about the most incorrigible of them all:

-         Little Donnie Needs a Mommy

To Learn more about Mommy Claire’s early years and her journey from shy wallflower to empowered femdom, check out:

-          Weened Too Soon

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For additional Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VI

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VIII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IX
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