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  Chapter one
The Consultation


Emily Thompson squirmed on the leather couch, her sundress bunched up around her thighs, the fabric doing nothing to hide the way her legs pressed together. The office was supposed to be calming, with its fancy bookshelves and the smell of lavender, but all it did was make her more aware of the wet heat pooling between her legs. She shot a look at her husband, Mark, who sat next to her, his hand on her knee like he was trying to keep her from jumping out of her skin. His touch was nice, but it didn't do shit to stop the ache in her pussy. This wasn't some normal therapy session. This was the end result of months of late-night dirty talk, confessions whispered in the dark, and a hunger that had gotten too big to ignore. 
Mark's hand squeezed her knee, his fingers twitching like he was trying to keep his nerves from showing. He looked like the kind of guy you'd trust to mow your lawn—average build, boring haircut, blue eyes that went soft whenever he looked at her. Lately, though, there was something else in his eyes: a mix of fear and the kind of excitement that made his cock twitch in his pants. They'd spent weeks talking about this, getting drunk and confessing their filthiest fantasies, voices dropping to whispers as they talked about her getting fucked by someone else. Emily wanted it—needed it. And Mark? He got off on the idea of watching her get ruined by another man, of being the pathetic husband who just sat there and took it. The thought made both of them crazy.
Dr. Vargas entered the room with the quiet authority of someone who had seen every shade of human desire. At 38, she was stunning: long dark hair cascading in loose waves, full lips painted a deep crimson, and curves accentuated by a tailored blouse and pencil skirt. Her brown eyes scanned the couple, assessing, before she took her seat across from them in a high-backed chair. "Emily, Mark," she said, her voice smooth and inviting, like velvet over steel. "Thank you for coming in. I've reviewed your intake forms. This is a safe space for exploring consensual non-monogamy, power dynamics, and erotic hypnosis. Everything we discuss stays here, and we proceed only with explicit, ongoing consent from both of you."
Emily nodded, her face burning as she squeezed her thighs together, the pressure making her clit throb. She'd always been a slut at heart, but marriage had turned her into a housewife who only got fucked in the missionary position. She still had the body for it—big tits, wide hips, hair that begged to be pulled—but Mark's cock just didn't do it for her anymore. Not that she didn't love him. She did. But her fantasies had gotten filthy: big, black cocks, thick enough to split her open, men who could fuck her in ways Mark never could. And Mark? The bastard loved it. He got hard just hearing her talk about getting stretched by a real man, his cock twitching against her leg as she whispered about being used by a bull while he watched, too pathetic to do anything but jerk off. The humiliation made him harder than she'd ever seen.
"We've been married five years," Mark began, his voice steady but laced with that underlying tremor. "Things are good—great, even. But we've both had these... urges. Emily's always been drawn to, uh, well-endowed men of color. We've role-played it with toys, but it's not enough anymore. And I... I get aroused by the idea of her exploring that. Facilitating it. Even narrating it back to her afterward, in detail."
Dr. Vargas leaned forward slightly, her blouse shifting to reveal a hint of lace beneath. Emily's gaze lingered there for a moment, a stray thought flickering through her mind about what it might feel like to trace that lace with her tongue. She shook it off and focused on the therapist's words. "That's a common dynamic in kink-aware couples therapy," Dr. Vargas said. "Hotwife and cuckold play can be incredibly bonding when done with clear boundaries and enthusiasm. You mentioned erotic hypnosis in your forms—how do you envision that fitting in?"
Emily finally spoke, her voice shaky with need. "We read about it online. I want to be even more of a slut for it, like, have triggers that make me desperate for cock. And for Mark, I want him to get off on being the loser who just watches, who has to describe every filthy thing that happens to me, the more humiliating the better." She squeezed his thigh, feeling his cock start to swell in his pants, the pathetic bulge barely noticeable but enough to make her smirk. Just talking about it made her feel powerful, knowing she could make him hard just by reminding him how useless he was.
Mark shifted, trying to hide the sad little tent in his pants. "Yeah," he said, his voice thick. "I want to be trained to love being humiliated. To get off on being the pathetic cuck, the guy who just sits there and watches while she gets stuffed full of cock. Lock me up, deny me, make me beg for it while she gets everything."
Dr. Vargas scribbled something on her tablet, the only sound in the room. Emily's mind spun with images of what might come next: her, glassy-eyed and dripping, obeying every filthy suggestion, Mark forced to watch and narrate every slutty thing she did. Her nipples poked through her dress, hard and obvious, but she didn't care. This was exactly what she wanted.
"Let's establish ground rules," Dr. Vargas continued. "Safewords: red for stop, yellow for pause and check-in, green for all good. We'll start with light hypnosis today—a relaxation induction to build trust. No deep suggestions yet; that's for when we're all comfortable. Emily, you'll visualize your desires amplifying. Mark, you'll practice narrating what you observe, tying into your humiliation kink. Consent can be withdrawn at any time—no questions asked."
Emily's pussy throbbed at the thought. She pictured herself zoned out, body on fire as Dr. Vargas talked her into begging for cock, dark hands grabbing her, a fat cock shoved between her lips. Mark would be there, forced to watch, his voice shaking as he described how wet she was for a real man. The idea made her grind her ass into the leather, chasing a little jolt of pleasure.
Mark's hand crept up her thigh, fingers brushing the edge of her dress. "I'm ready," he said, eyes locked on hers. There was love, sure, but mostly there was that desperate need to be put in his place, to watch her get what he never could give her.
Dr. Vargas dimmed the lights further, the room taking on an intimate glow. "Lie back on the recliners," she instructed, gesturing to two adjustable chairs nearby. Emily settled in, the cool leather against her bare legs making her shiver. Mark took the one beside her, his body tense with anticipation.
"Close your eyes," Dr. Vargas began, her voice dropping to a soothing cadence. "Breathe in deeply... hold... and exhale. Feel the tension leaving your body with each breath. Emily, imagine a warmth spreading from your core, radiating outward. Your desires are valid, powerful. They make you feel alive."
Emily's breathing slowed, her mind floating. The heat between her legs was real, soaking her panties, every shift making her more aware of how badly she wanted it. She heard Mark's breath catch, probably staring at the wet spot on her dress.
"Now, Mark," Dr. Vargas prompted. "Describe what you see in your wife."
Mark's voice was low, hesitant at first. "Her chest is rising and falling slower now. Face relaxed, lips parted slightly. She's... aroused. I can tell by the way her nipples are pressing against her dress, hard and begging for attention. Her thighs are clenched, like she's trying to hold back the heat building there."
Emily let out a soft moan, unable to help herself. Mark's words were like fingers on her clit, making her even hotter. Dr. Vargas kept talking, telling her to let the craving take over, telling Mark to get off on being the pathetic cuck who loved watching his wife get used.
By the end, Emily was flushed and aching, her body buzzing with need. They came out of the trance, but the hunger was still there, raw and obvious. Dr. Vargas told them it was just a taste, and to go home and practice—Mark narrating every filthy thing, Emily pushing the boundaries even further.
In the elevator, Emily pressed up against Mark, her hand grabbing his cock through his pants. "You did good, loser," she whispered, biting his ear. "Hearing you talk about me like that made me so fucking wet."
Mark groaned, grinding into her hand. "I could see how wet you were. I could smell it. Fuck, Em, I need this. I need to watch you get fucked."
The elevator doors opened, but the filthy tension stuck to them like sweat. Emily was already thinking about the next session, her pussy throbbing, desperate for more.






  
  Chapter two
First Hypnosis Session


Emily sucked in a shaky breath, slumped back in the chair, the fake leather sticking to her bare thighs where her sundress had already ridden up. The lights were low, making the office feel less like a therapist's room and more like a cheap motel. Her dress bunched up, showing off more leg than she meant to, and she could already feel her pussy getting wet, a sticky patch forming in her panties. It was humiliating how fast her body reacted—her nipples poking out through the thin cotton, her heart pounding in her chest. She glanced at Mark, who looked like he was about to piss himself, staring at Dr. Vargas with wide eyes. His hand twitched on the armrest, like he wanted to grab her but was too scared to mess up whatever was about to happen. 
Dr. Vargas stood between them, taking charge like she owned the place. She'd undone another button on her blouse since earlier, showing off more cleavage, and Emily couldn't help but notice. Was she doing it on purpose, trying to make things even more sexual? Her voice was low and steady, almost hypnotic, and it made Emily's skin prickle.
"Close your eyes now," Dr. Vargas instructed, her tone wrapping around them like silk. "Focus on your breathing. Inhale deeply through your nose... hold for three counts... and exhale slowly through your mouth. With each breath, feel your body growing heavier, sinking deeper into the chair. Your muscles relaxing, one by one—starting from your toes, up through your calves, your thighs..."
Emily did what she was told, shutting her eyes. All she could feel was her own breathing and the way her dress rubbed against her hard nipples. Her legs fell open a little, and the cold air hit her inner thighs, making her shiver. She could hear Mark breathing next to her, sounding just as turned on. The room smelled like lavender, but underneath it was the unmistakable scent of her own pussy. She was already wet, and the realization made her face burn. There was no hiding it here.
Dr. Vargas continued, her voice a gentle anchor. "Imagine a warm light spreading from the center of your chest, radiating outward. It fills you with calm, with openness. Any tension, any doubt, melts away like ice under the sun. You're safe here. You're free to explore."
Emily felt the heat in her pussy, not just from the hypnosis but because she was actually turned on. Her panties were sticking to her, every nerve ending awake. She couldn't stop thinking about what she'd told them—big, dark hands grabbing her hips, a huge cock pushing at her hole, stretching her out until she couldn't take it. The image made her bite her lip to keep from moaning. Mark must have noticed, because she heard him shift in his seat.
"Now, Emily," Dr. Vargas said, her voice closer, as if she were leaning in. "Visualize that desire you've shared. See it clearly—a
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