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CHAPTER ONE – MEET THE COUNSELLOR

Claire and Robert had been married for over three years, together for close to ten. Claire was thirty-three, Robert thirty-six, but he often seemed older than his years, just by his demeanour. They sat next to each other in the dark oak chairs across from the desk in front of them, there was a coldness in the air. Claire was young looking, very attractive, slim build but with curves in all the right places, she took care of her body, unlike her husband. Robert was going grey, worry lines etched across his forehead and growing paunch from too much sitting and not enough exercise. But, as young and fit as Claire looked, she felt old, haggard, worn out, and she didn’t want to feel this way.

Sophia looked up from the laptop in front of her and glanced at the couple sitting across from her desk, she was a very beautiful but stern looking lady in her early forties, curvaceous, buxom even, with thighs that say, ‘I squat’. A marriage guidance counsellor and PhD in psychology, Sophia rested her elbows on the desk and interlaced her fingers in front of her mouth “It’s quite common you know?” she said with an air of calmness that belied a coming storm “did you know the average length of marriage in the West is seven years now? Society is changing and so too are the rules for marriage… rules that were written centuries ago by very conservative men who were afraid of femininity, and women no longer accept the draconian limitations placed upon us.”

Robert frowned and glanced at Claire. Claire had always been quiet, shy and put up with far too much. Counselling had been her idea though. Sophia was recommended to her by a friend, Sophia, she said, had saved her marriage and changed her life.

Sophia stood up “it’s true. Oh, I know it sounds like some kind of feminist bullshit, oh woah is me the oppressive patriarchy! But it is true, that until recently the marriage arrangement was basically just a contract of ownership. The bride’s father gave away his daughter to another man in return for a financial dowry. In some countries, it’s still technically legal for a husband to rape his wife within the marriage! Sounds archaic, doesn’t it? That’s because it is! You took your husband’s name didn’t you Claire?”

Claire nodded.

“Mm… and who is the main bread winner in your family?”

“I… I am.” Replied Robert, his mouth went dry as he spoke, he felt unusually and inexplicably nervous in Sophia’s presence, “but tha—”

Sophia cut him off with a wave of her hand “that is exactly what I’m talking about. The whole power dynamic of your relationship is set up in the man’s favour. That’s how it is in all traditional marriages. Tell me Robert, who makes the decisions in your home?”

Robert frowned “erm… well Claire does.”

Sophia raised an eyebrow as she examined both their faces, Robert seemed to believe what he was saying, but Claire seemed less convinced “what decisions does she make exactly Robert? Does she have final say on financial decisions? Do you schedule your work and social life around her or is it the other way around? Whose name is the car in? Who pays the highest percentage of the mortgage? Who pays the bills?”

Robert frowned deeper “well, me of course—”

Sophia cut him short before he could continue “so when you say that your wife makes the decisions in the home, you mean she gets to agree with you and then possibly choose the soft furnishings and colour schemes in each room?”

Robert glanced down at the floor, he had never really thought about it like that before, but then he looked up at Sophia, a sense of assertiveness coming over him “I earn the highest wage, I pay the mortgage, I bought the car, of course I made those decisions!”

Sophia folded her arms “mm… and it doesn’t strike you as unbalanced? That one person has so much more control in what should be a mutually beneficial partnership?”

“Well, I…” Robert didn’t finish.

“Okay, let’s change the subject.” Sophia glanced at her computer screen; “In your individual interviews you, both aired some concerns. Robert, do you care to tell your wife what you told me?”

Robert hesitated.

“Come on, this is a non-judgemental environment, if we don’t communicate, we can’t solve the issues affecting this relationship.” Urged the counsellor.

Robert let out a little sigh “I said that she doesn’t understand the pressure I’m under at work, that all she wants to do is go out to restaurants or go for city breaks or go shopping. She doesn’t get how hard I work for us and how hard that is on me!”

“How hard it is on you…” Sophia repeated his words back to him “Claire, do you recall what you told me?

“I do.” Said Claire meekly.

“Go on…”

“I…” Claire took in a sharp inhale “I said that Robert doesn’t pay me any attention, that when I want us to do things together as a couple, he says he’s too tired, or too stressed and then it usually ends with him storming off to the spare room to play with his fucking spreadsheets or whatever.”

Sophia smirked at the sudden show of rebellion from the meek, but very beautiful woman sitting opposite her. “That’s not all you told me though is it, Claire?”

Claire’s eyes grew wide as she remembered the rest of their interview. She glanced at her husband and then grew shy again, almost sinking into her chair “no…”

“Say it dear, you told me, so tell your husband. I think he will find this most… enlightening.”

“We haven’t had sex for months!”

“Go on…” Sophia motioned with her hand to coerce more information out of her client.

“Uhhh…” Claire sighed “Okay. I told you that Robert hasn’t instigated sex with me in over a year and that when we do have sex, it’s over in minutes, if he can get it up at-all… and….” She heisted, Sophia’s face was saying go on “and, I haven’t had an orgasm since we first got married.”

Sophia felt a smirk ease across her mouth but recomposed herself quickly. She turned to Robert, the look on his face and the way he shifted uncomfortably in his chair told her everything she needed to know “Robert, how does that make you feel?”

“Wh-what do you mean how does that make me feel?” He turned to Claire “you fucking bitch!”

Sophia glanced up at the clock on her wall and then returned the seat behind her desk “Okay, I think we need to take a break. Robert, would you mind stepping outside please?”

“Me?!”

“Yes please. Just take a few minutes to compose yourself while I have a chat with your wife.”

Robert got up and huffed out of the room. The two ladies sat in silence for a few seconds and then Sophia leaned forward and spoke softly “they always do that, he’ll calm down.”

Claire frowned and cocked her head quizzically.

Sophia smiled with a reassuring tone in her voice “between you and me, it’s almost always problems in the bedroom. The blame is almost always placed on the wife; she doesn’t give out they say. But once you peel back the onion, the reason the wife has lost interest in sex is because the husband just doesn’t know how to satisfy her… I know exactly what this relationship needs. Do you trust me, Claire?”

“I do Sophia, your record speaks for itself.”

“Thank you, and do you want to save your marriage my dear?”

“Of course, I do!”

“Good. Then you’ll agree to my proposal…”


CHAPTER TWO - ENTRANCED

“Open your eyes Robert” Sophia said softly “how do you feel?”

Robert blinked and rubbed his eyes, he was reclining back on the leather seat in her office, he felt like he was at the dentist. His eyes focussed on Sophia who sat opposite, she was leaning forward a crystal pendant dangling between her ample and impressive cleavage.

“I… did I nod off?”

“No Robert,” smiled Sophia as she sat back in her chair “you were in a deep trance.”

“A trance?” he said sleepily.

“Yes, I induced a trance, it helps to release the tension and makes you more open to therapy.”

“O- okay… so the therapy starts now?”

“Oh no” chuckled the sexy therapist “the session is over. It was most successful.”

“Over? But I’ve only just got here!” protested Robert.

“Au contraire my dear boy. You’ve been under for forty-five minutes.”

Robert looked up at the clock and was stunned to see that Sophia was correct, he looked back at her and frowned “how?”

Sophia chuckled as she stood up “I’m very good at what I do my boy” she walked over to her desk and opened a drawer.

Robert felt an odd tingle in the back of his brain on hearing ‘my boy’. He scratched his head. Sophia stepped over and stood in front of him, holding out a hand.

“Here” she said as she dropped a small felt bag, tied at the top by a draw string. Robert looked at it, it felt heavier than it looked. He stared at the small bag in his palm and then glanced back up at Sophia as she looked down at him. “Put it on” she pointed to a door behind her desk “you can use the ensuite, my boy” she emphasised those words.

“Yes Mistress” replied Robert as he got up and walked over to the door, pausing for a second as his words startled him. Mistress? He thought.

“Good boy.” Smiled Sophia “don’t be long, and show me when you are ready, there’s a good boy.”

Minutes later Robert emerged from the ensuite toilet, no trousers or underwear. There was a small metal cage around his penis. He was blushing, he had no idea why he was doing this, but somehow, some way he didn’t feel like he had autonomy over his actions.

Sophia smirked allowing herself to feel a subtle sense of self-importance “Good boy” she said again as she dangled the tiny key between her forefinger and thumb “from now on I am in control of your pathetic excuse for a manhood. In time, if you are good, your wife will take ownership of your keys. This way you will become a better male and more attentive partner.” She paused “you do want to be a good boy for your wife don’t you Robert?”

“Yes Mistress.” Robert blushed as the words came out, that’s not what he wanted to say, what was going on here? Why did he feel that strange sensation grow stronger each time he heard those words exit her mouth?

“You may get dressed now my boy. Claire has already been briefed on my plans. We discussed the process in detail in our session yesterday. My secretary has already made an appointment for the pair of you, for a couple of days’ time.” She waved her hand dismissively “Hurry up boy, I don’t want to look at that thing any longer.”

---

A couple of days later and Sophia was standing in the front room of Robert and Claire’s home. She was dressed in her usual attire, leather pencil skirt, silk blouse, knee length leather boots. Claire was dressed like she was going out for the evening, hair done immaculately, makeup, designer backless dress with the finest lingerie underneath, bought for her by Robert on Sophia’s instructions. Robert was wearing a charcoal grey suit, white shirt and tie, very formal.

“You both look perfect, you especially Claire, you could be a model! How does it feel making yourself up like this? Has it been a while?”

“It feels amazing… I feel amazing! Thank you, Sophia, I haven’t really felt like spending this much effort on my appearance for a long time.”

“You’re welcome, dear. From now on, you deserve to dress and act the way you were born to be… like a Queen!”

Claire smiled and blushed. Robert was impressed by the way his gorgeous wife looked, he fidgeted, feeling the cage pinch his penis inside his boxers.

“Where are we going? Asked Claire.

“We’re not going anywhere, my dear.”

“Oh?” quizzed Claire “but you said you had arranged a date for us…”

Sophia sniggered a little “yes, but your date will be right here “she glanced down at her watch “in fact he will be here any minute.”

Claire and Robert flinched in unison.

“I’m sorry, what?” Claire sputtered.

“Your date for the evening my dear.” just then there was a knock at the door, Sophia smiled and casually made her way to the front door “there he is now.”

Robert looked at Claire accusingly, Claire was as in the dark as he was and shrugged her shoulders, the look on her face saying don’t look at me!

Sophia opened the door and stepped aside as a tall handsome black man walked in. He was around 186cm, over six feet tall, lean, but athletic in build, clean shaven and very handsome. Sophia wrapped her fingers around one of his wrists and led him across the room to where Claire was standing, taking Claire’s wrist with her other hand.

“Claire, this is Kriss” explained Sophia as she guided Claire’s hand to his “Kriss this is Claire, the lovely lady I told you about.”

Kriss wrapped his long fingers gently around Claire’s delicate hand.

Robert cleared his throat, although he had been feeling unusually hesitant and timid since his last meeting with Sophia, he was extremely uncomfortable with this situation. Sophia glanced over at him.

“Yes, my boy? Do you have something to say?”

“Er…” Robert felt his words catch in his throat “no Mistress…” his voice tapered off.

“Good, come with me.” Sophia took Robert by the hand and led him to one of the sofas “sit.” She ordered.

Robert sat.

“Kriss, I think Claire is a little tense, you know what to do.” Sophia sat down next to Robert, placing a commanding hand on his knee “watch.”

Kriss pulled Claire in close and ran a hand down the flesh of her back until it nestled on her firm round buttocks, his other hand gently sweeping a strand of hair from her face. Claire heard herself gasp as this gorgeous hunky man pulled her against his firm body. Her hands pressed against his chest, she looked up into his eyes. She froze for a second, she had never been handled so confidently yet so gently before.

“Relax Claire, my dear. Let go on your inhibitions, Kriss is a very trusted colleague of mine. in fact, I taught him everything he knows. Isn’t that right Kriss?” Sophia squeezed Robert’s knee as she spoke, making him feel weaker than ever.

Kriss smiled, his eyes never leaving Claire’s as he answered “It certainly is. Claire?” he asked softly “may I kiss you?”

Claire felt herself blush, she was pressed against him, she could feel one of his strong hands squeezing her arse and the tingles that were running up her spine, his other hand teasingly stroked her cheek, his thumb traced the outline of her bottom lip. She nodded slowly, stunned by the whole situation. Kriss gently placed his lips on hers, the kiss was soft, sensual and lingering.

“Okay?” asked Kriss softly as he pulled away.

“Yes!” responded Claire breathlessly.

She then shocked herself as she reached up and cupped his cheeks, pulling him in for a deep, lingering kiss. Robert squirmed in discomfort but, as he tried to look away, Sophia squeezed his knee again “keep watching my boy.”


By now the kiss was increasing in passion, their tongues exploring each other’s mouths.

Sophia turned to Robert “You see, my boy? This is how a real man pleases a woman like your wife. This is how your marriage will be from here on.”

Robert slumped, he couldn’t even organise his thoughts or feelings, let alone speak. After a few seconds the moaning stopped, and he looked up. Claire took Kriss’s hand and glanced over at Sophia who merely smiled and nodded. Claire glanced briefly at Robert, if he didn’t know better, he could have sworn there was a glimmer of spite in her eyes. She looked back at Kriss and then simply turned and led him up the stairs.


CHAPTER THREE – IN BLOOM

Robert sat, the tension in his upper back and shoulders clear for anyone to see, his face in his hands. He felt a combination of sick, angry, humiliated and yes, somehow, aroused. It was that last feeling that caused him the most conflict. What was so arousing about his wife giving herself to another man? Or was it the presence sat next to him on the sofa?

Sophia ran a hand gently down his back, leaning closer and spoke. “This is for the best Robert.”

Her voice was soft, a subtle crackle in the back of her throat that made her sound both classy and sexy. But there was also coldness. Robert looked at her, he wanted to stand up, throw this manipulative woman out, then storm upstairs and reclaim his wife… but he couldn’t.

“You know I’m right, don’t you, my boy?”

Those words again… Each time she said those two words his train of thought was broken, any sense of resistance greatly diminished.

“Yes, Mistress.” He blushed, those are not the words he wanted to say, but those were the words that came out every time she spoke that phrase.

“Good boy.” Sophia smirked.

In the bedroom, Claire was on her tip toes, her hands caressing Kriss’s face, their lips locked in a passionate kiss. She felt his hands run up the flesh of her back. His fingers released the clasp at the back of her neck. Slowly, he pulled the fabric apart, and peeled the backless dress down over her shoulders. Claire didn’t speak, her eyes glistened with arousal as she fixed her gaze on his. It felt taboo being undressed by this strange but extremely handsome man.

Sophia had explained to her in their private meeting that she should explore her sexuality, she assumed she meant read erotica, watch porn or play with toys. She certainly didn’t expect the therapist to bring a male escort to her home!

Claire stepped out of her dress as Kriss slid the fabric down over her hips, then her thighs and finally her calves. She had never been an overtly sexual person, nor had she ever been an exhibitionist. But as he stepped back to admire her body, there was something in his expression that filled her with confidence. Claire stood there in her panties, garter, stockings and high heels. She wasn’t wearing a bra, because the strap would have been visible through the backless dress. She placed a hand on her hip and stood, staring at him provocatively.

Kriss grinned and visibly licked his lips “Sophia told me you were beautiful, but my God… you’re stunning!” Kriss removed his tie, then slid off his jacket, his eyes never leaving hers.

Claires smiled, she liked this, she enjoyed the attention. She felt a sense of liberation. Slowly, she moved closer to Kriss and began undoing the buttons of his shirt. She pulled the shirt back over his shoulders and drank in the sight of his lean, athletic torso “Mmm...” she groaned, “look who’s talking.”

Moments later and Claire was on her knees pulling Kriss’s trousers down, she looked up at him. She felt empowered, it was a strange feeling, sex with her husband had never been like this. But here she was, on her knees in front of a total stranger, sliding his underwear down, and then she gasped, “oh my God!” Her eyes winded like dish plates at the sight that confronted her. A long, thick dark brown penis, the likes of which she thought only existed in porn. “It’s huuuge!” she gasped.

“It’s all yours.” Kriss grinned.

Despite herself Claire grabbed it with both hands and stared, like she was studying a piece of art. She looked back up at Kriss a look of dismay on her pretty face “I-I can get both hands around it!”

“Kiss it.” Kriss urged her, a smirk on his face.

Claire obeyed. She kissed the tip gently, then down the shaft, then she kissed his balls. They were big, heavy and full. Nothing like her husband’s. She kissed her way back up the stiffening shaft and then took the tip into her mouth. She sucked for a few seconds and then spat it out, almost laughing as she proclaimed, “I can hardly get my lips around it!”

After a couple of attempts Claire began to relax her jaw and started getting into the groove of sucking the impressive penis. She had never considered herself to be either good at, or even keen on giving head. Until she found something worth getting excited over. Now she was sucking hungrily, her mouth, teeth and tongue teasing the tip as both hands stroked the shaft. She let out a wanton moan as she felt Kriss gently place a hand on the back of her head. She knew what he wanted, and she obliged, taking his cock deeper into her mouth. She wasn’t used to deep throat and gagged, her back tensing as the girth of the shaft challenged her jaw and the tip hit the back of her mouth.

She pulled back and gasped for air, but instead of being annoyed she felt a surge of lust and simply swallowed the cock again, this time getting almost three quarters of it in her. Claire bobbed her head back and forth as she revelled in the sordid oral act, saliva dribbled down her chin, but she didn’t stop. What struck her the most here, was that being on her knees, sucking a man off felt somehow empowering. It was often considered an act of submission, but she felt in control now, focussing on her lover’s pleasure, she could make him orgasm, or she could tease and edge him for as long as she wanted.

Kriss had other ideas though. He guided her back up to her feet and then lifted her off the floor, they kissed as he walked her over to the bed. The marital bed that Claire had only ever shared with her husband. The tall, athletic man gently placed her down on the mattress and kissed her, she wrapped her arms around his neck, the kiss sent shivers through her spine. Her moans were getting louder, and they hadn’t even started to have sex yet.

Kriss stood up and looked down at her. He didn’t say anything, he didn’t need to, his eyes said it all. Claire lifted her hips up and Kriss reached down to slide her panties over her hips. Removing the delicate garment, he slung it behind him and then sank to his knees. Claire squealed in excitement as she felt Kriss’s breath on her vulva.

For the next twenty minutes Kriss tirelessly worked his tongue around her labia and over her clit, Claire’s breathing became ragged, lustful. Her hands on her man’s head, guiding him. Kriss was a very skilled lover, but he wasn’t insecure enough to not allow his lover to guide his mouth to where she wanted him. A warm fuzzy feeling built up inside Claire’s abdomen and she knew that she was going to have her first real orgasm for months, perhaps longer.

Downstairs, Robert couldn’t stop his eyes from filling with tears as he listened to the increasing sounds of his wife’s lust. Sophia, her hand still firmly gripping Robert’s knee as if to keep his rooted in place, smirked an air of self-satisfaction oozing from her.

“Ohhhh YESSSS!”

Claire’s cries of pleasure as her lover brought her to her first climax sounded surreal to Robert. He had never heard her this vocal, he thought.

“Listen to that, my boy. Your wife is finally experiencing the true pleasure of sex. You should be happy for her.”

Robert didn’t respond, he was far too stressed out, but he could swear there was a mocking hint to her tone.

By now Kriss was climbing on top of Claire, she pulled him in close and kissed him passionately. For the first time in her life, she was truly enjoying the joy of sex and she wasn’t ready to stop yet.

“Fuck me Kriss, please fuck me!” she gasped between kisses.

Kriss rubbed the head of his stiff cock along the moist folds of her pussy. She was very aroused, unlike men, women don’t have a refractory period after orgasm, Claire had just had one body shaking orgasm and she wanted more. A gasp left her lips as she felt the bulbous head of Kriss’s cock spread her pussy lips. Slowly he inched his way into her. He knew that his cock was big, and many women found it uncomfortable… at first. Claire moaned as she felt her cunt stretch like it had never been stretched before.

“Oh my God!” she groaned “it’s so big! I- I can’t take it!”

Kriss kissed her tenderly and started to pull out again. He got until only the head of his cock was in her opening, then he slowly slid in again, this time a little deeper. This continued for a couple of minutes, each time he entered deeper into Claire, and each time she moaned audibly.

Kriss shifted his position and suddenly he was balls deep inside Claire. She couldn’t contain herself and let out a moan loud enough to be heard through the walls of their home. She had never felt anything so big or so long inside her before, nothing, not even her toys had been this deep. It ached, but it sent shivers of delight up her spine and flutters of pleasure through her abdomen.

“Oh my God it’s sooo deep!” She cried out.

Kris slowly picked up the pace, he didn’t go fast, but was smooth and consistent with his action. Claire was losing her mind, digging her nails into his back as she felt her second orgasm build up inside her. She had never been multi-orgasmic before, and often never came at all when she had sex with Robert. Yet here she was, mere minutes into a deep slow love making session with a complete stranger, and her second orgasm was imminent.

Downstairs, Robert shifted uncomfortably, trying not to make eye contact with Sophia as a scream echoed through the house from upstairs.

“Did you know your wife was a screamer?” enquired Sophia, with a calm yet mocking tone. “Of courser you didn’t. Don’t you see now, my boy? You could never give your wife this level of pleasure. Never!”

Robert didn’t want to admit it to her, or to himself, but he knew she was right.


CHAPTER FOUR – NEW RULES

Claire descended the stairs, wearing nothing but man’s white shirt, large enough to look like a short dress, her hair damp, the sound of running water from the shower upstairs audible for all. In the front room, Robert sat meekly beside Sophia, his head bowed, and his shoulders slumped. He cast the picture of utter dejection. Sophia, sat stout, legs crossed, and hands rested on her thigh. There was a knowing smirk of self-assurance on her face. Claire paused before them, glancing at her husband, one of her eyebrows twitched as she surveyed the man and she realised that her feelings for him had changed. She didn’t feel guilt or shame for what she had done, but she did feel somewhat sorry for him, for what he had been forced to endure.

“Sit down Claire.” Sophia motioned to the sofa opposite.

Claire sat, feeling almost like she was entering a job interview, a sense of insecurity and vulnerability suddenly seeping into her.

“How do you feel?” enquired the therapist.

“I... good. I feel good!” Claire’s lips curled into a slight smile. She did feel good, really good and why should she hide this fact? She had just had the most mind-blowing sex of her life.

Sophia smiled back “Only good? It sounded like you very much enjoyed yourself… four times!

“Okay, I feel great!” Claire relaxed, her shoulders and eased back on the sofa, crossing her legs.

“How was it? Tell us.” Sophia probed.

Claire hesitated and glanced for a second at her husband, whose eyes were fixed firmly on the floor like a schoolboy sitting awaiting punishment, before returning her eyes to Sophia “it was the best sex I have ever had Sophia. I... I had no idea that it could feel like that!” she closed her eyes and inhaled as she allowed her mind to replay the orgasms “he was incredible!”

Sophia smirked and turned to Robert, placing a hand on top of one of his “you see, my boy? Look at your wife, look at how her skin glows, look how calm and content she appears. That is what great sex can do for a woman like your Claire. This is what has been missing from her life… from your marriage.” She turned back to Claire “Tell me Claire, do you feel guilty for cheating?”

“No.” Claire said without hesitation “I thought I would. I thought I would feel bad for giving myself to another man, but within seconds of feeling his hands on me, his lips against mine and the way he satisfied me. I... I didn’t think about Robert at-all. All I thought about was the pleasure I was receiving, how good it felt and then... I felt something else...”

“Go on.” Urged Sophia, her head cocked in anticipation.

“I felt angry.”

“Angry? Please explain.”

“I felt angry that I hadn’t experienced it before, angry that my husband had never pleased me that way. Angry that society teaches us that female promiscuity is shameful but not so for men. That sex is something men do to us for their pleasure!”

Sophia stood up and walked around the room, stalking the couple who sat on opposite sofas. “Do you hear that, Robert? Your wife resents you because you have failed her. You are a failure of a husband and a failure of a man. But we are going to fix that. Now that your wife knows the true joys of great sex, and you are in your rightful place as her chastised cuckold, you have a new purpose.” She ran her fingers tantalisingly along the leather sofa behind Robert’s head “your wife will now be your key holder. The key will be the symbol of your submission to her. Remember, as your key holder she can unlock you at any time, but only if she deems you deserving of release. Should you displease her in any way she can extend your denial. How does that sound to you Claire?”

Claire pondered the question for a moment, cocking her head as she contemplated her options, could she go through with this? Was it cruel to do this to her husband? “I think…” she hesitated,” I don’t know Sophia.”

Sophia continued her feline-like saunter around the room, by now she was standing behind Claire and staring at Robert the whole time “your husband has let you down Claire, like many men, he has bought into the narratives created by society to oppress women like you, to make you feel ashamed of your sexuality. This is the best way… but I understand your reservations. Let me suggest a trial period of say, one month. If at the end of that you are still uncomfortable with the arrangement, we can try something else, how does that sound?”

“I… okay. I think that’s fair.” Claire looked up behind her at Sophia, the conversation continued despite Robert “let’s do it!”

“You see Robert?” Sophia leaned forward, over the back of the sofa, her cleavage on display, her mouth hovered close to Claire’s ear, she lowered her tone almost as though she was addressing Claire and not Robert, “she gets it.”

Robert flinched as Sophia’s heels clacked on the floor, he looked up at the therapist who was now standing before him, she seemed overbearing, intimidating as he looked up at her, from her high heeled boots, up her firm, muscular thighs, the leather pencil skirt, the tight-fitting silk blouse with the top buttons undone, the lace of her bra tantalisingly visible. Her hands were on her hips, and she looked down, like a giant. Robert felt small.

“This is the way it should always be Robert. Your wife is already feeling the blooming of her feminine superiority. Men like you are weak, and you project that weakness, keeping your women constrained, breaking their will. Men have one use… to serve women. How that service takes shape depends on the man. You, Robert, are not capable of serving women in the way that our friend upstairs can, so how can you serve us, my boy? Claire now realises that she is a Goddess, a Queen and you are her servant. Look at me boy.”

Robert raised his watery eyes, he was struggling to take all this in. What was going on?

“Your role as her cuckold husband is to pander to her every need. You will make her life as easy as it possibly can be. Of course, she will take advantage of men. She will have many lovers, and you will facilitate this in any way you can, her pleasure is your duty. You will tell her how beautiful and desirable she is. You will assist her when she shops for clothes, helping her to pick out the sexiest outfits and lingerie. When she has a date, you will help to prepare her for her lover. You will bathe her, help her to pick out a suitable outfit... you will assist her in dressing in the sexy garments that you bought... the garments that her lover will remove piece by piece before he fucks her, like you never will. If needed, you will drop her off for her date. If she asks you to remain in the car and wait you will do it. If she brings a lover home, you will offer him your bed, and then make yourself scarce. Unless Claire decides that you get to watch. If that is the case you will sit, silently and see how a real man pleasures your wife. You need to repay your wife for the torture you have imposed on her all these years. You will express your love for her by sacrificing your sexual freedom. From now on her pleasure is your pleasure.” Sophia paused, bending her knees to meet Robert’s gaze, she placed a finger under his chin and gazed deep into the windows of his broken soul “do you understand me, boy? Your wife is your life, everything you do from this point on is for her.”

Robert blinked, why were his eyes watering up? He knew he was trapped; Sophia had the key to his cage and, whatever she had done to him in that trance had rendered him devoid of inclination. He knew that he had been a less than attentive husband, a poor lover, selfish at times. But he did love his wife, he didn’t want to lose her. Slowly, he felt his head move in an affirmative nod.

“Good boy” whispered Sophia.

“Uh… Sophia?” Claire piped up, her voice didn’t seem solemn at-all, like there had been a huge weight lifted from her shoulders “can I ask a question?”

“Of course, dear.” Sophia turned her back on Robert.

“Um… you said I will be his key holder and can unlock him whenever I like.”

“That is correct.”

“Like, should there be a schedule or a set of rules or stipulations or something?”

Robert buried his face in his hands as the two ladies discussed the terms of his containment like they were discussing the rules of a boardgame.

“That all depends on what you want my dear. You’re the keyholder, so you make the rules. If you don’t want your husband to ever cum again then you can make that decision. If you want to let him out every week, or every month or on his birthday, that’s entirely up to you. If you wish him to fulfil a list of chores or perform other... tasks, that will all be up to you.”

“But the trial period—”

Sophia cut her off “I strongly advise you not to release the male during this period. You’ll soon see how servile he becomes. Men are simple creatures; control their balls and you control their brains and their will. Once you see the change in him you might decide to keep him locked indefinitely. But if you wish to be merciful, giving him occasional releases can have a very positive effect on his attitude. A little glimmer of hope, helps to keep locked boys keen to please.”

“I see.” Claire leaned to one side so she could see the defeated husk of her husband, then she looked back at Sophia “and this always works?”

“My methods have a more than ninety percent success rate. In most cases it brings couples closer. Once you remove the spectre of sex… bad sex from the relationship, the couple become far happier with each other. There is just one stipulation that I must insist on though, and it’s failure to stick to this that has resulted in the small percentage of failures…”

“Oh” enquired Claire “what is that?”

“Cucks don’t fuck!” Sophia looked back at Robert “if you deem it appropriate, he may service you with his mouth, he may masturbate if given permission, you may even choose to milk him yourself. But he shall never have you again, not like your lovers get to have you. From now on, only real men get to fulfil your sexual needs in the bedroom— and by real men I mean men with useful appendages and enough skill to please a real woman like you… or anywhere for that matter, it’s entirely up to you where, when and with whom you have sex.”

Claire stroked her chin and pondered that last sentence… a smile spread across her face as her head filled with possibilities. She felt a change inside her, a sense of empowerment that filled her stomach with excited butterflies, in a similar way to how Kriss’s impressive penis had caused such flutters on entry.

“Thank you, Sophia. So, I guess we’ll see you again in a month’s time?”

“One month from tonight. I shall have my secretary contact you to confirm an appointment, but if you have any questions, I am only a phone call away.” Sophia glanced back at Robert for a moment but then dismissed any thoughts of engaging with him. “I’ll see myself out.”

She got as far as the front door, just as the sound of running water from the shower upstairs stopped “Kriss is yours for the night by the way. I’m sure Robert won’t object to spending the night on the sofa.”

Claire smiled as she watched Sophia leave. She paused for a moment and looked at Robert, he hadn’t said a word this entire time, for a second, she felt a tinge of compassion for him, a hint of guilt. Her mouth quivered to say something to reassure him, but the words that came out took even her by surprise “there’s a sleeping bag in the broom cupboard in the kitchen.”

Robert looked up and watched as his wife sauntered up the stairs and out of sight. Seconds later he heard giggling and then the sound of the bedroom door shutting.


EPILOGUE

“Yes, my dear, so good to hear from you.” Sophia was sitting at her desk, Claire’s voice coming from the hands-free speaker on her desk “no, I have time… do tell all!”

Claire was reclining on the sofa at home, dressed in a lacey bra and panties with matching garter belt and black sheer stockings. Her voice was soft, the tone of a relaxed and confident lady, “The past six months have been magical Sophia, I can’t thank you enough for what you’ve done for my marriage”

“My pleasure dear, I take it your male has embraced his new role?”

“Oh yes Sophia, well… he hasn’t had much choice, but I think he’s gotten used to it.” She smiled as she looked down at Robert who was kneeling on the floor gently massaging her stockinged feet “A little to the left dear.”

“I’m sorry?” frowned Sophia.

“Oh, I was just talking to Robert, he’s giving me a foot massage.”

“Excellent! So, I trust that you are taking full advantage of your newfound freedom?”

“Oh, for sure, after that first month I noticed how compliant and willing Robert was. It’s just like you said, control the man’s penis and you control the man.” Both women laughed in agreement.

“Did you reward him after that first month?”

“I did. But I didn’t want to break your rule ‘cucks don’t fuck’ so I allowed him to masturbate over my feet.”

“Oh my Claire!” Sophia’s tone was one of pure delight, “that’s excellent, and did he clean them off too?”

“Yes Sophia. Actually, he’s become quite accustomed to the taste of sperm over these past few months. Haven’t you dear?” She glanced down at her husband who looked away trying but failing to hide his embarrassment. “I do enjoy having him clean out my well fucked pussy or arsehole after my lover has finished.”

“M-hm… If I may ask Claire, how often do you go on dates?”

“Every week Sophia, sometimes several times per week. I have a couple of regular boyfriends now, but I do enjoy a hot first date, so I’ve been quite active on certain dating apps, my tastes have become quite broad.”

“Perfect. Have you had a favourite date in this time?”

“Yes actually, but it wasn’t really planned.”

“Oh? Do go on.”

“Well, myself and Robert were out for dinner, on his card of course! We were celebrating our anniversary; it was a rather lovely meal and Robert was being very charming. But I couldn’t help but notice a very handsome black man at the bar. He kept looking over at me, so I smiled and let him know that I was interested.”

“In front of your husband?”

“Yes, Robert was getting used to seeing me with other men by this point, I often bring my dates home to enjoy them in our bed. So, I told Robert to pay the bill and then went to join the gentleman at the bar.”

“Oh Claire, you’re so naughty. On your anniversary too!” Giggled the therapist.

“Yes, well I figured that Robert had served his purpose and if I was to celebrate our special further it would take a certain kind of man, someone unlike my husband. So, we chatted, I flirted and then, after a few drinks I told Robert to get the car.

“Terrence, the handsome black gentleman was quite amused but, it seemed that he had experience with this kind of relationship dynamic, so it wasn’t difficult to persuade him to join me.”

“So, Robert drove you home with your new beau?”

“Yes, Terrence and I sat in the back getting better acquainted while my husband chauffeured us home.”

“What happened next?”

“Well, by the time we got home Terrence and I couldn’t keep our hands off each other. I had Robert invite Terrence to stay the night and then took my new friend upstairs and fucked his brains out. It was the best night of sex I had had since you introduced me to Kriss. I guess, I have a thing for well hung black men.”

“Yes, they do have certain assets, don’t you think?” Smiled Sophia.

“Indeed. I mean, they’re not all like that, and I’ve had my share of well-hung white guys but when you find a talented and well-hung black man like Kriss or Terrence it’s like levelling up.”

“Hm! Was it just a one-off, with Terrence I mean?”

“Oh no, once you find someone who fucks that good you definitely want to repeat the experience. He’s one of my regular boyfriends. In fact, he was over last night. Wasn’t he sweetheart?” She looked down at Robert, who nodded meekly, “Robert and Terrence get along quite well actually. Robert knows that when Terrence is here, he’s the man of the house and Terrence is kind enough to treat Robert with respect.”

“Splendid Claire, and do you have plans tonight?”

“I do actually. I’m going on a date with a young man I met at the gym. He’s one of the trainers and has a quite spectacular physique.”

“Oh, I do love a well-built man!” replied Sophia.

“Yes, I’m quite excited. In fact, I need to finish getting ready.”

“Oh, don’t let me stop you, do you have a cab booked?”

“Sort of. Robert will drop me off at the restaurant. I have his G-pay account on my phone, so he gets to pay for my date too. That way he feels involved.”

“Perfect Claire. So will you be bringing this man home as well?”

“If the date goes well, I think I might take him to a hotel, then Robert can pick me up in the morning before he goes to work.”

“Nice… oh Claire, may I ask… how often do you ‘reward’ your husband now?”

“Usually, once a month I’ll inlock him for cleaning and inspection, just to make sure there’s no damage down there. If he’s good I might let him cum on my feet, but sometimes I like him to edge himself and then lock it up again. Keeps him honest, y’know?”

“Yes Claire, that’s perfect. I’m so proud of you! Well, don’t let me hold you up any longer, enjoy your date tonight, my dear.”

“Thank you, Sophia, and please allow me to write you a testimonial, you really have saved my marriage. Good night.”

“Good night, Claire.” Sophia ended the call and looked up at the couple sitting opposite her. The wife sat smiling broadly, her husband shrank down into his chair. Sophia smiled, “Well, that was nice, wasn’t it? Now let’s discuss your situation, shall we?”

The end
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