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Chapter 1: The First Consultation



I’m not a sex therapist, psychologist, or psychiatrist—just a guy who helps couples sort out their bedroom woes. Most of the time, it’s wives dragging their husbands in because the spark’s fizzled out. My only goal? Point them toward what might reignite things, sexually speaking. I first met Mark online, a 32-year-old with a tidy haircut and a professional vibe—about 5’9”, average build, nothing flashy. After a few days of back-and-forth, I convinced him to bring his wife, Lisa, to meet me face-to-face.

Lisa was 28, a brunette knockout with hair cascading past her shoulders, standing 5’6” with a figure that could stop traffic—long, sculpted legs and perky breasts that didn’t need much help catching attention. Seven years into their marriage, it was clear she held the reins. She could’ve had any guy she wanted, and she knew it. We sat down together, the three of us, for a long, winding chat. Eventually, I asked Mark to step out to the waiting room so I could dig deeper with Lisa.

Her story didn’t surprise me—I’d heard it a dozen times before. She still loved Mark, no question, but the bedroom had turned into a snooze fest. His cock, as she bluntly put it, just wasn’t cutting it anymore. She’d gotten to the point where her vibrator outshone him. But here’s the kicker: for over a year, they’d been spinning fantasies together about her hooking up with someone else. Role-playing all kinds of wild scenarios, teasing the edge of reality without jumping off. I leaned in and asked if Mark was open to being her cuckold. She nodded, hesitant but sure, adding she’d never want to hurt him. Her eyes, though? They screamed she was ready to leap. Then she dropped a bombshell: if Mark said no, she’d cheat anyway. Behind his back. No hesitation.

Over the next few weeks, I worked with them both, nudging them toward what I called a “test run.” When the day came, I told Lisa to wear her sexiest outfit—something that’d knock the wind out of anyone—and Mark to keep it casual. She didn’t disappoint. She strolled into my office looking like a goddess: hair swept up, a strapless black cocktail dress hugging her 36C curves, and 4-inch heels that made her legs endless. Ruby-red lipstick sealed the deal—flawless. Confidence radiated off her as she sank onto my couch, crossing those legs and pulling every eye in the room. Mark, meanwhile, fidgeted in a chair by my desk, nerves practically buzzing off him.

I stood, all 6’2” of me, and loomed over Mark. “Just watch,” I said, voice low and steady, “and learn how a real man turns on your wife. This is what you’ll see when she brings someone home.” I wanted him small, submissive, right then and there.

Then I crossed to the couch, sat beside Lisa, and flashed her a smile. We chatted for a minute, easing into it, before I slid an arm around her shoulders and pulled her closer. My fingers brushed her bare skin, and her eyes fluttered half-shut. Our lips met—first kiss, right in front of Mark. She leaned into it, tongues tangling, a spark igniting fast. She was damn good at this, and I could feel her heat building. Our hands wandered, bodies pressing together, if only for a fleeting moment.

Mark didn’t say a word—just stared, frozen.

After five minutes of this, I pulled back, catching my breath. Lisa giggled softly, glancing at her husband. I turned to Mark. “Like what I’m doing to your wife so far?”

He mumbled something, then nodded.

“Yes or no?” I pressed. “Say it—tell me you like what I’m doing to your wife.”

“Yes,” he said, voice barely above a whisper. “I like what you’re doing to my wife.”

“Good,” I grinned. “Then you’ll love what’s next.”

I took Lisa’s hand, pulled her up from the couch, and spun her around. My fingers found the zipper of her dress and slid it down slow—first her bare breasts peeked out, then the fabric slipped past her waist, pooling at her ankles. She stood there, arms crossed over her chest, stunning in a black lace garter belt, stockings, and sheer panties. I kissed her again, hands roaming, and she melted into me, her hips nudging against my growing bulge.

Mark didn’t budge, eyes glued to us. When I slipped a hand into Lisa’s panties, I heard his zipper rip open. She moaned as my finger dipped inside, finding her wet and ready. I hit her sweet spot, and her hips bucked against my hand, grinding until she came with a shudder. Mark grunted, spilling over himself the second her pleasure hit its peak.

I held Lisa tight as she trembled, coming down. Mark was a mess—cum streaked across his pants. I unzipped my fly, letting her see what she’d been missing. “Oh my,” she breathed, eyes wide. “It looks delicious. I want it.”

“This, Mark,” I said, turning to him, “is what you’ll get if you’re lucky enough to watch her with someone else.”




















Chapter 2: The Next Step



The test run had lit a fuse, and over the next couple of weeks, I kept pushing Mark and Lisa toward the edge. We repeated the scene—same office, same couch, same electric charge in the air. Only this time, Lisa and I didn’t stop at teasing. We fucked. Right there, with Mark watching from his chair, his breath hitching every time she moaned. Within a month, he was a full-on cuckold, and Lisa was glowing with a hunger I hadn’t seen in her before.

She’d started eyeing someone new—a guy named Daniel, 29, Italian, 6’2”, all rugged charm and dark intensity. He worked in her building, alongside her best friend Sarah, and Lisa had let slip to Sarah how much he got under her skin. Tall men were her weakness, she confessed to me one day, a sly smile tugging at her lips. It was too perfect to ignore. I told her to lean into it—flirt harder, drop hints through Sarah that she’d say yes if Daniel asked her out. Sarah played her part, casual as ever, and it took Daniel exactly one day to bite. He asked Lisa out, and she didn’t hesitate.

For their first date, I picked her outfit myself. Nothing rushed—slow burn only. No sex, I told her, but kissing, touching, whatever felt right. She’d never been one for public displays, but the idea of stepping out with another man flipped a switch in her. I chose a sheer silk camisole—worn as a top, no bra underneath—paired with a tight pencil skirt that hugged her hips. New panties, barely there, completed the look. When she slipped it all on, Mark couldn’t peel his eyes off her, and she was soaked before she even left the house.

They met at an upscale club. I’d told Lisa to show up fashionably late, and when she strode in, the cool air hit her like a shockwave. Her nipples pressed against the silk, sharp and undeniable. Daniel, lounging in a booth, clocked her instantly. He stood, kissed her cheek, and guided her to sit. Sparks flew fast—by their second drink, his hand was on her thigh, their lips locked. They hit the dance floor, bodies grinding to the slow beat, his hands roaming her curves, her breath catching as he pressed himself closer. By the time they left, he’d marked her with his touch, and she was buzzing.

Back home, Mark was a wreck. He sat in the living room, trying to play it cool, but his hands trembled. Lisa breezed in, flashed him a smile, and headed upstairs without a word. He trailed after her like a lost dog, desperate for scraps. She started peeling off her outfit, and he hovered, eyes begging for details. “All in good time, baby,” she teased, “I need a shower.” She slipped into the bathroom in just her panties, shutting the door. A beat later, it cracked open—she tossed those damp panties his way. Mark snatched them up, fingers brushing the wet fabric, and his jaw tightened.

She showered, emerged naked, towel in hand, and Mark froze. Her pubic hair—once a wild tangle he’d begged her to shave—was now a neat landing strip. “So, when’d that happen?” he asked, pointing, voice thick with curiosity.

“Oh, you mean shaving for my date?” Lisa said, smirking. “Thought it’d make me feel sexier. And guess what? It did. A little naughty, too.”

“Okay, so tell me about your night,” Mark pressed, almost whining. “Those panties were soaked—did he turn you on?”

“Maybe a little,” she said, coy as hell. “Suppose you want the juicy bits. He’s gorgeous, romantic, kisses like a dream. Guess my panties gave me away.” She spilled it all—how Daniel’s hands felt, how they danced, how his cock pressed against her on the floor. Mark’s jealousy flared, but his pajama bottoms tented hard. He yanked out his cock, stroking as she talked, and when she mentioned Daniel’s size, he lost it—cum splattered across his lap. Lisa glanced at his shriveled dick and smirked, saying nothing.

The next week, she set dinner plans with Daniel for Saturday. No question—she’d fuck him that night. Mark could sense her excitement, and it churned his gut. When Daniel showed up at their place to pick her up, Mark watched her glide out of the bedroom, a vision in a dress that screamed seduction. I’d told her to go all out, and she had—every detail perfect. Was she wearing a garter belt under there? How big was Daniel’s cock? Would he fill her up? Mark’s mind spun as she left, knowing she wouldn’t be back ‘til morning.

At Daniel’s place, after dinner and a glass of wine, things escalated fast. They sank onto his couch, and he took charge—nibbling her neck, peeling her dress off slow. She’d worn her panties over her garter belt, easy access if he wanted it. When she undressed him, his cock sprang free, and her breath caught. Thick, long, perfect. She wrapped her hands around it, marveling, and when he slid inside her, she yelped—tight but dripping, she took him slow. Their rhythm built, bodies crashing together, and she shattered with an orgasm that shook her to her core.

They fucked through the night, into dawn. Four times, she came—each one louder, wilder. Morning hit, and Daniel took her again, leaving her sore but sated. Her pussy had never felt so alive.






















Chapter 3: Shaping the Roles


While Lisa and Daniel’s dates grew hotter and heavier, I kept my focus on her and Mark, carving out their new dynamic—cuckoldress and cuckold, clear as day. Lisa’s fling wasn’t just a thrill; it stemmed from Mark’s shortcomings, that smaller cock of his that couldn’t get her where she needed to go. To sink him deeper into submission, I told him to surrender more control over it—his primary failing as a husband.

We were in Florida, the heat thick and constant, so I laid down a rule: when Lisa was home, Mark stripped naked. No exceptions. I also had him wear a tight rubber cock ring—snug around his balls and the base of his dick, with a little loop for a leash. It kept everything on display, easy for Lisa to toy with, and I pushed her to do just that. She’d agreed to lock down his access to her body—part of the deal they’d both signed up for—and now she could tease him without worrying about giving in. She loved it, like most wives do, watching his cock swell and stay hard for hours.

To hammer it home, I downgraded his dick to “toy” status—a trick I use with husbands who can’t satisfy their women the old-fashioned way. I had Lisa scribble “toy” across it in marker, a constant reminder for Mark. Sometimes, when it was puffed up and desperate, she’d write “no” on
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