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‘Okay, Rory,’ she says, folding her hands on the clipboard in her lap and surveying him with a calm, serene expression. ‘Why don’t you start by telling me why you’re here today?’

Rory glances from the smartly-dressed therapist to his wife, sitting in the other chair. The three of them are sitting in a loose triangle formation in a comfortable office, none of the chairs directly facing each other. It’s unlike any kind of office that Rory has ever been in before. This feels like a calm space, a soothing room where the outside world can’t intrude. There is a relaxing scent in the air, some kind of flower he can’t recall at the moment. The chairs are comfortable, the furnishings all rich yet muted in color. There’s no desk, no bookcase, nothing except the therapist’s certificate framed on the wall. This is the kind of room where couples come to talk without any fear of judgement.

Monica catches her husband’s eyes for a moment and looks down at the floor. She chews on the inside of her lip. This wasn’t a good idea. She should not have agreed to this.

‘Perhaps I should start,’ the therapist says, with a friendly smile. She’s young – about the same age as Monica – and attractive. She wears glasses that seem to enhance her pale blue eyes. Rory can’t look at her face for too long; her gaze is somehow hypnotic. Her voice is low and calm and soothing. She has the kind of voice that could lull you to sleep in a thunderstorm. ‘I’m Cindy. I have a long history talking couples through their problems. I know that it isn’t always comfortable discussing your innermost thoughts and feelings in front of a complete stranger. Let me assure you both that I’ve seen and heard everything. There is nothing you can say or do that will shock me. I also don’t judge anyone for anything. I won’t be taking notes and I won’t ever discuss anything you say outside this room. Think of this room as a sanctuary.’

Monica and Rory both nod, sullen expressions on their faces. Monica keeps her eyes on the floor. Rory glances between the therapist’s friendly smile and his wife’s gloomy expression.

‘Who booked this appointment?’ Cindy says, trying to break the ice and begin the conversation.

‘I did,’ Monica says.

‘Does that mean that this session was your idea?’ Cindy turns her head toward Monica. With the chairs laid out in this off-kilter triangle, nobody can turn their body to face anyone else. That helps keep the room feeling casual and non-threatening.

‘No, I suggested it,’ Rory says. ‘It was, uh, my idea.’

‘Okay.’ Cindy turns her soft gaze and soothing voice on Rory now. ‘Why don’t you tell me about it? What made you decide to choose couple’s counseling?’

Rory swallows. He glances at his wife. She doesn’t meet his eyes.

‘I, uh,’ he leans forward, willing himself to say aloud the thoughts he’s been struggling with for so long now. ‘I feel like we’ve been drifting apart for a few months now. And last week, I came to pick her up from work. Total surprise, really spontaneous, I was gonna take us out to dinner, and she was making out with her boss in his car in the parking lot.’

Monica’s cheeks darken. She looks to Cindy. The therapist nods slowly, offering them both a reassuring smile.

‘Like I said before,’ Cindy says, ‘I’m not going to judge or be shocked by anything that the two of you say in this room. Rory, would you like to elaborate on that? What happened when you saw this?’

‘I was shocked,’ he says. The words start to come a little easier now. ‘I almost cried. I called her and she hung up on me. I was sitting right there, watching her. She kissed him a little longer.’

‘Did you confront her?’ Cindy’s blue eyes are filled with concern.

‘Not right away,’ he says. ‘I drove off, waited for her to come home. We had a big fight. But she won’t tell me the truth. She won’t answer my questions.’

Cindy nods, a thoughtful expression on her face. She turns her face toward Monica and says, ‘Will you answer his questions here?’

Monica hesitates for a moment. She chews her bottom lip. She nods. Cindy gestures for Rory to talk, to say his piece.

‘Have…’ Rory’s voice chokes out. He clears his throat and tries again. ‘Have you been sleeping with him?’

She is silent for a moment. Rory’s stomach feels empty, yet heavier than ever before. He swallows, staring at his wife intently. She finally looks up and meets his gaze.

‘No,’ she says.

He lets out a sigh of relief.

‘Not yet,’ she says.

Those two words hit him like a backhand across the nose. He reels backward in the chair like a drunken man on a barstool.

‘What do you mean?’ He says. ‘Not yet?’

She shrugs. ‘We’re going out of town for a meeting next week,’ she says. ‘I was going to fuck him then.’

Rory’s jaw drops. He stares at his wife, desperately looking for some clue that she might be kidding, but her face is neutral. She’s not joking. The love of his life, the mother of his children, his soulmate, is deadly serious about wanting to fuck another man.

‘That’s an interesting statement,’ Cindy says, her tone still level and calming, despite the atomic bomb Monica has just dropping on the room. ‘Could you elaborate on that further?’

Monica keeps her eyes on Rory’s stunned, wounded expression. ‘I’ve been wanting to fuck him for a while now. Next week is the best chance I’ll get. I know he wants me, too.’

Cindy nods, her expression inquisitive. ‘Why do you feel that way? Is Rory not enough for you?’

‘Oh, he’s fine,’ Monica says, now turning to talk directly to Cindy as though her husband is not in the room. Rory stares at her with a blank expression, hearing her words as though through a distant speaker. ‘He’s a good husband. Amazing father. But he doesn’t have that spark anymore. We used to have sex all the time. Crazy, hot, steamy sex. We’ve done things together that I’ve never done with any other man. But over the last few years… that kind of dried up. I feel worthless and unattractive.’

‘You are attractive,’ Rory says, how throat dry. ‘I do find you sexy.’

‘You don’t show it.’ Monica turns her focus back to Cindy. ‘When I’m feeling like that, how can I say no when a guy starts flirting with me?’

‘I see, I see,’ Cindy says, nodding in agreement. ‘Rory, what can you do to make your wife feel special and loved again? It sounds as though she’s filled with sexual energy, yet you’re unwilling to make love to her.’

‘What?’ Rory’s eyes bulge. ‘No, that’s not – we have sex. We have good sex! A lot!’

Monica shrugs again. ‘We have sex,’ she says, with small nod of concession. ‘But I wouldn’t call it good. And I wouldn’t say twice a month is a lot, would you?’

Cindy shakes her head in agreement. ‘No,’ she says. ‘I couldn’t last with that little sexual pleasure.’

‘It’s no wonder I sought out alternatives, right?’ Monica leans forward in her chair now, growing in confidence and getting more comfortable discussing her innermost thoughts. ‘What was I supposed to do? I’ve worn out three vibrators in the last couple of years. Rory – I love you; I do, I really do – but, goddammit, you’ve gotta do more!’

‘What do you mean?’ Rory says. His eyes are wide and filled with hurt.

Cindy removes her glasses for a moment. She talks to Rory while she cleans them on her blouse.

‘I believe that Monica would like you to give her more in the bedroom,’ she says. ‘More play sessions, more satisfying experiences, that sort of thing.’ She slips her glasses back on.

‘No.’ Rory shakes his head. ‘What do you mean by alternatives? Have you… have you cheated on me?’

Monica falls silent. Cindy looks between her two clients for a long moment. Just as it seems that Monica isn’t going to say anything, she says a single word.

‘No.’

Rory lets out a long sigh of relief.

‘Cheating is what you do when you don’t love someone,’ she says. ‘Like I said, I love you. But I have fucked other guys.’

Rory gasps like a man stabbed in the chest. Monica’s face is calm, unapologetic, and defiant. The room falls silent for a long moment. Finally, Cindy breaks the silence.

‘Would you like to elaborate on that?’ she says. ‘Now it’s out in the open.’

Monica lets out a long breath, like a petulant teenager. ‘Sure,’ she says. ‘The first guy was a temp from my office. Sometime last year.’

‘Last year?’ Rory can’t believe what he’s hearing. His darling wife has been cheating on him – with multiple men – for a year?

‘Rory, please,’ Cindy says, a hint of authority creeping into her tone now. ‘I will give you a chance to respond in a moment. Right now, I think it’s more important to listen to your wife. She’s obviously hurting and feels like you’ve driven her into the arms of these other men. Monica, please continue.’

Monica glances at Rory, waiting for him to object. He doesn’t. He stares across the room at his wife with watery eyes. She says, ‘He was young. Pretty hot. Kept making jokes about what he would do if I wasn’t married. Rory… he – you – kept ignoring me. So, one day I just thought, What if I wasn’t married? And I went to his place after work.’

‘What happened next?’ Rory glances at the therapist’s face, but he can’t make out anything in her expression. It bugs him a little that she keeps pressing for details.

‘We fucked,’ Monica says. ‘On his couch, in his bed, on his stairs… God, it was… it the best sex I’ve ever had.’

Rory groans in pain. He had thought that maybe she was in love with her boss, that would be hard to hear. This is somehow so much fucking worse.

‘What made it such good sex?’ Cindy says, her cheeks darkening ever so slightly. ‘Why did you enjoy making love to his man instead of your husband?’

Monica smiles to herself, memories rushing back through her mind. She remembers that moment so clearly; she wore out her vibrator recalling the night over and over again. She says, ‘He was young. Good body. Great cock. Bigger than yours. Thicker. He knew how to use it. He didn’t just shove it inside me like you do; he worked me over. And when I came, I came so hard I saw stars. He asked if I wanted to stop after the first fuck, but I couldn’t. I’d never been fucked so good. I needed more.’

‘Where did he come?’ Cindy says, pressing gently.

The question makes Rory feel sick. He can’t understand why their therapist wants to go into so much graphic detail.

‘We don’t need to know that,’ he says. ‘It’s already too much. Please…’

‘I understand that you’re hurting,’ Cindy says. ‘But this is vital. How can you expect to heal if you don’t have all the information? You might think you don’t want to know, but you need to. You have to know the truth.’

Cindy gestures for Monica to continue. She hesitates for a moment.

‘The first time he came,’ she says, ‘was inside the condom. Inside me. Second time… my breasts. Third time, I begged him to come on my face. Then, the last time, inside my pussy again. No condom.’

‘You let him fuck you bareback?’ Cindy says, a hint of surprise in her voice.

Monica nods. Cindy turns her attention to the wounded man on her other side.

‘Rory?’ she says. ‘How does it make you feel?’

‘How do you think?’ he says, swallowing a tearful sob. ‘It makes me feel like shit. I can’t believe you – why? After everything? Why?’

Cindy raises a hand. ‘I understand this is probably difficult for you to hear,’ she says. ‘But please don’t jump to conclusions or start making wild accusations. This is a comfortable space for healing, not confrontation. Look at your wife, Rory. Can you imagine how she must have looked at the end of that night? She had another man’s come all over her face; her breasts; leaking out of her pussy. Can you imagine that?’

Rory’s throat tightens. Yeah, he can imagine it, all right. He’s done each of those things to her himself a few times in their marriage. He knows how incredible she looks after he empties his balls on her face. He can see it now. He can almost hear the dirty little chuckle she makes right after letting him come on her.

He feels an awkward sensation in his pants, now. A strange, yet familiar, stirring in his groin, despite the pain in his gut and heart. The thought of his come-covered wife is turning him on.

‘What else?’ Rory shakes his head, trying to wipe away the images. ‘What else have you done? You said guys, plural. Multiple guys. How many guys have you fucked since then?’

Now it’s Monica’s turn to blush. She glances at Cindy, biting her lip. Cindy nods.

‘Remember, Rory,’ Cindy says. ‘Don’t rush to judge her. These affairs are partly your fault.’

He opens his mouth to respond, but can’t. Her words shock him too deeply. But, deep down, he knows that she must be right. After all, she’s the therapist. She’s the professional.

Monica looks up at the ceiling, biting her lip. She counts on her fingers.

‘Seventeen,’ she says. ‘I’ve fucked seventeen guys in the last year.’

All the air is sucked from Rory’s lungs. Seventeen? It’s inconceivable. He hasn’t fucked seventeen people in his whole life, yet she’s managed it in a single fucking year? How is that possible?

‘Would you like to elaborate on that?’ Cindy says. ‘Maybe you could tell your husband a little more about these men? He needs to hear it, no matter how painful.’

Monica looks her husband in the eyes, making sure he’s listening to her. He nods, ready.

‘Most were one-night stands,’ she says. ‘Tinder dates, guys from bars, that kind of thing. Honestly, nothing special. A couple were people from work. One is a fuck buddy kind of arrangement. We share a hotel room when we go away for work.’

Rory’s mind reels again. She’s been on a lot of work trips over the last several months. Once every month. Sometimes twice. Always for at least one night, occasionally two or three.’

‘And do you make them wear condoms?’ Cindy says.

‘One-night stands, yes,’ Monica says. ‘The rest, only on the first fuck. My fuck buddy doesn’t. I love the feeling of being fucked and filled raw, it makes me feel so dirty.’

‘Does Rory make you feel the same way?’ Cindy’s eyes are wide and curious.

‘No. He makes me feel safe and loved. It’s nice… but it’s boring.’

‘I see.’

Cindy turns her gaze back to Rory. Despite her earlier guarantee of no judgement, he sure as shit feels judged right now.

‘Why?’ Rory says. ‘Why don’t you just leave if you feel like that? Why stay with me?’

He stares into his wife’s eyes, the eyes that used to look back at him with love and trust and respect. The only things he sees in her gaze now are pity and shame.

‘Because I love you,’ she says. ‘As stupid as it sounds, I love you. I love our marriage and our family. Our kids mean the world to me, I’m not going to split up what we have. But our sex life – goddamn, Rory, it’s lacking. Majorly.’

He rubs a hand over his face, wiping away his sorrow. He leans forward, pleading with both hands, now sitting on the edge of the chair. It feels like he’s swallowed razor wire, but he can’t stop loving her. No matter how many crazy visions fill his head – visions of her getting fucked by other guys; begging for them to come on her; moaning with pleasure on their hard cocks – he can’t turn off his feelings.

‘I’ll get better,’ he says. ‘What am I doing wrong? We’ll get books. I can take classes. I’ll buy Viagra. You want me to make you feel dirty, I can do that. I’ll do whatever I have to. Just… please, stop this. Just give me a chance. We can work this out.’

Monica shakes her head sadly and looks away. Rory slides out of the chair. He crawls across the floor to her on all fours. He cups her hands in his, looking up into her eyes, fighting back tears.

‘I… I can’t do that,’ she says. ‘The crazy thing is, ever since I started cheating, I stopped getting mad at you over stupid little things, like forgetting to defrost food or leaving the toilet seat up. I stopped lying in bed at night trying to make myself come because you weren’t doing it.’

He squeezes his eyes shut. It can’t be true. Their marriage can’t be ending like this. What are they going to do now?

‘Rory.’ Cindy’s voice calls him back to reality in her soft, calming tones. He looks to her, blinking away tears. ‘Are you listening to your wife? She loves you. Very much. She isn’t letting you go. She doesn’t want to leave you. I think we have an opportunity to turn your marriage around. We could make something wonderful out of this.’

‘What do you mean?’ he says. How could they possibly save this marriage? His wife just admitted to cheating on him with everything that had a pulse.

‘When Monica told you about her first affair,’ Cindy says, leaning forward and gazing at him with those beautiful, almost hypnotic eyes, ‘how did it make you feel?’

‘Heartbroken,’ he says.

‘Anything else?’

‘Crushed.’

‘Anything else?’ She gestures to his groin. ‘How about down there?’

He follows her gaze to the front of his pants. He realizes for the first time that he’s actually hard. How the fuck is that possible?

‘Perhaps the idea of your wife getting fucked excites you?’ Cindy says. ‘Even if you’re not the one to do it?’

‘N-no…’ Rory tries to deny it, but he can’t. Both women can see his tenting pants. He can feel it trembling, growing stiffer.

‘Let’s find out,’ Cindy says. ‘Tell him more stories of your affairs. Tell him about your fuck buddy.’

Monica blinks in surprise. She looks between Rory’s anguished face and Cindy’s imploring eyes. She stammers for a moment, then begins.

‘He’s got a good cock,’ she says. ‘Really good. Eight inches. I measured one time.’ She giggles. ‘And he loves it rough. He throws me around and fucks me so hard. He loves to bend me over his bed and pound me from behind.’

Rory whimpers. His cock throbs again. Cindy sees his reaction and nods to herself.

‘One time he fucked me so hard that I almost passed out,’ Monica says. She holds Rory’s hands now, holding him in place, keeping him on his knees in front of her. ‘You remember that time I came home with a bruise on my wrist and told you I got my hand caught in the elevator door?’ Her eyes flash with excitement. ‘It was actually from handcuffs. He cuffed me to his bed and used me. Oh, fuck, Rory, it was so fucking hot. I can’t believe I’m telling you all this!’

Rory stares at her. He feels drunk and disoriented. This is too much information to absorb right now. He thought she kissed another guy. Now it turns out that she’s fucked seventeen other men and regularly visits a fuck buddy for more.

‘Why don’t you tell him about your boss?’ Cindy says. ‘Tell him about next week.’

‘Oh my god!’ Monica is almost giddy with glee now, practically bouncing in the chair. ‘I’ve had a crush on him for a while now. He’s older than me, but that’s okay. Totally professional in the office, but when we’re alone, he flirts like you wouldn’t believe. We starting sexting a month or two back.’

Rory blinks, trying to process all this at once. It’s fucking insanity. But his cock is fully erect now, pressing against his pants and straining for freedom.

‘He asked me about going out of town for work,’ she says. ‘But I could kinda tell that he was thinking about something else. I’ve been dreaming about it ever since.’

‘Tell Rory what you intend to do,’ Cindy says.

‘I’m gonna wear a good outfit,’ she says. ‘Tight black skirt, black heels, white blouse. I’m gonna look like a total professional. But before we start work for the day, I’m gonna tell him that I’m not wearing panties. He’ll be thinking about that all day. By the time he finally fucks me, it’ll be so intense for us both.’

She strokes his cheek with a hand. Warmth ripples through his head. How can someone saw something so awful, yet touch so lovingly at the same time?

‘I’m so glad I can finally tell you all this,’ she says. ‘I hated hiding all this from you, babe. I love you. Do you think we can make this work?’

Rory has no answer. How can a marriage ever work when the wife is constantly and knowingly unfaithful to her husband?

‘I know what you must be feeling, Rory,’ Cindy says. She steps out of her chair and perches on the edge of Monica’s seat. ‘I understand that it must feel daunting, overwhelming, probably even pretty crazy, am I right?’ He nods slowly. ‘But cuckold marriages are increasingly and surprisingly common. Plenty of husbands allow their wives to seek additional satisfaction outside the marriage. The ring on your finger is a symbol of your heart’s devotion. Like Monica said, that devotion hasn’t wavered or changed one inch over the last year. She’s still utterly committed to you. Do you think you could be as committed to her?’

‘I am,’ he says, bewildered.

‘Do you think you could support your wife as she seeks out new fantasies and pleasures and shares them with you after?’

He stares at the therapist’s beautiful blue eyes for a moment. Could he? Could he possibly let his wife leave the house, knowing that she’s going to have sex with another man? Could he welcome her back into bed after being with someone else?

His answer is the slow, steady throb in his pants. The thought makes his hard cock pulse more than ever.

‘I usually instruct my clients to save their sexual energy for the bedroom,’ Cindy says, her pretty lips breaking into a cunning smile. ‘But seeing as we have a little more time before my next session…’ She hands Rory a couple of tissues. ‘I feel it would be best to conclude this discussion on a positive note. Rory, I want you to masturbate while Monica tells you another story. Monica, if you could.’

Monica’s face lights up. She nods eagerly. ‘Come on, babe. What are you waiting for?’

Rory looks at the two women. They both nod, waiting for him to begin. He stammers and unzips his pants. His cock springs free. All five glorious inches.

‘I don’t know,’ he says, hesitating for a moment. ‘Is this… is this right?’

‘Yes,’ Cindy says. Her voice is one of total authority. ‘I want to help you both. This is for the good of your marriage. You want to save it, right?’

Rory nods.

‘Then start stroking. Monica, begin.’

Rory begins pumping his cock. It feels weird, jerking off like this. Two women staring at him. Kneeling on the floor of a therapist’s office. But his cock is hard and needs attention. He strokes.

‘One time,’ Monica says, ‘one time I skipped out on work at lunch. I couldn’t wait any longer, I needed to get fucked. I told them I was meeting a client off-site and I drove to my fuck buddy’s place. He’s tall and has tanned skin. Babe, his cock… it’s good. Like, really good.’

Rory swallows hard. He glances at Cindy. The therapist nods at him to continue.

‘I walk through his door and he ordered me on my knees. He made me blow him before I was even really inside his house. It was so fucking hot. I love it when guys use me for their own pleasure, it turns me on so bad. You’re sweet, babe. With us, we make love and it’s always sweet and passionate, but it doesn’t get me going in the same way.’

Rory grunts. The pain in his chest is lifting. It hurts, but imagining Monica being face-fucked by some guy with a big dick excites him. His stomach aches with the agony of knowing that his wife is an unfaithful whore, but that same thought makes his cock throb and pulse harder than ever before.

‘But him,’ she says, her smile widening as Rory strokes his cock a little faster, his eyes growing focused, jaw clenching in arousal, ‘he always fucks me so good. He fucked my mouth so hard I had tears rolling down my cheeks. My makeup was ruined.’

‘I bet you looked like a really dirty slut,’ Cindy says. her eyes flash with excitement, too.

Rory moans a little. He can picture it all in his mind. Monica. A big cock. Mascara running down her face. That big cock slamming the back of her throat over and over again. He hates himself for being turned on by this utter betrayal, but he can’t stop now. It’s too hot. Too arousing.

‘I did,’ Monica says, her gaze still fixed on Rory’s face. ‘I thought he was going to come on my face or make me swallow. He’s done that before, plenty of times. I always chew some gum before I come home to you. If my breath smells minty, it’s because I let a guy come in my mouth. Does that turn you on?’

Rory moans again.

‘It seems that your husband is enjoying this new side of you,’ Cindy says. ‘I think we can make this work.’

Monica continues. She leans forward, animated and excited to share this dirty story with her husband. ‘He didn’t come. He bent me over his kitchen counter. I was dressed for the office – professional skirt, blouse, pantyhose. He pushed my skirt up and ripped the pantyhose. Babe, I was soaking wet. You’ve never ripped my clothes. You’re too nice, you would never. He didn’t care. He ripped a hole and yanked my panties aside and shoved his big, bare cock inside me.’

Rory groans; party in pleasure, partly in pain. This is the best and worst thing she’s ever said to him. He had no idea his wife was this sexual, this horny, this slutty. Now he’ll never be able to look at her the same way again.

‘He fucked me over his kitchen counter like that,’ she says. Rory can tell from her body language that recounting this story is really turning her on. ‘I think I came two or three times like that. You know what the best part was?’

Rory shakes his head. He can’t imagine.

‘He didn’t care at all about making me come. He just fucked me for his own pleasure.’

Rory groans again. He can feel pressure rising in his balls. Pleasure is overwhelming his brain. There is no rational thought; not now. All he wants to do is imagine his wife getting fucked like a whore while he comes.

‘Do you have any questions?’ Cindy says. ‘I can see you’re getting close, Rory. Ask away.’

‘Where did he come?’ It’s the only question Rory can form in his scrambled brain. He spits it out in a short, sharp gasp.

Monica’s smile widens. She’s got him completely wrapped up in her story.

‘He came inside me,’ she says. ‘He fucked me over the counter and left me there, dripping his come on the floor. I could barely walk. We spent all afternoon fucking in his house. He came inside me five times, I think. It was the best. I think about it every time I masturbate… and I think about it when we have sex, too.’

Rory moans. Cindy raises an eyebrow.

‘Use those tissues, Rory,’ she says. ‘Don’t make a mess on my floor.’

He nods, jerking his hard cock as fast as he can. He’s close. So close.

‘I didn’t clean up until I got home,’ she says. ‘You know what that means, Rory? I came home and I kissed you and I had five loads of come inside me.’

‘Oh, fuck!’ Rory says.

He finally loses control. He shudders and groans and pumps his fist. He stares in disbelief, watching his cock pump a hot, fresh load into the crumpled tissues. A gasp of pleasure rips through his lungs. He moans, still stroking, his balls still sending load after load through his cock. It feels so good.

‘God, that’s so fucking hot,’ Monica says. ‘Do you like hearing my stories?’

Rory nods, feeling the climax subside. He looks into his wife’s bright, happy eyes.

‘This is what I wanted,’ she says. ‘I never want to lose you, Rory. I love you.’

‘I love… I love you too.’

‘Do you think we can do this?’ she says. ‘Can we stay together like this? I love being with you and having sex on the side. It makes me happy. It makes me a better wife.’

He nods. His stomach is in knots. Is this normal? Is this acceptable? How can This possibly work?

Rory stops jerking. His orgasm is over. The tissue is heavy and sticky. His cock starts to wilt. His legs ache from kneeling on the floor.

‘I know you probably have a lot of questions,’ Cindy says. ‘That’s perfectly acceptable. What I want you to understand at the moment, Rory, is that this is all totally natural. There are millions of men just like you; men who let their wives take lovers on the side. It strengthens marriages.’

‘Okay,’ Rory says. He feels numb and dumbstruck, but there’s also a tiny sliver of hope in his heart. Maybe this isn’t so bad. Maybe they could make this work.

‘We can have another session next week,’ Cindy says. ‘We can have as many sessions as you need, Rory. The only thing that matters is that you are happy and satisfied being your wife’s cuckold. Do you think you can do that?’

‘I… I think so,’ Rory says. ‘This is all just… kinda sudden.’

‘I understand.’ Cindy’s warm voice is so soothing, so calming. ‘Here’s what I would like from the two of you. I would like you to take what we’ve learned here today and expand on them at home. I suggest that you both make love while talking about shared fantasies and experiences. Monica, do you think you could have sex with Rory and tell him more of your stories?’

Monica’s eyes flash with excitement. She smiles.

‘Excellent.’ Cindy stands up. She grabs a garbage can and holds it out to Rory. He drops the used and sticky tissue inside. He blushes and pulls his pants back up, hiding his cock from the two women. ‘I feel like we’ve made excellent progress in this session. Shall we meet again next week?’

‘I’d like that,’ Monica says.

Rory nods. He stands up, his legs aching, and holds a hand out to Monica. She takes it and the two walk out of the office together.

Cindy watches them leave with a smile on her face.

 

****

 

Monica studies her husband’s sleeping face in the half-light. He snores into the pillow, chest expanding with every inhale. Her heart swells with happiness. Their therapy session today could have gone horribly wrong. She was half-expecting to sleep alone tonight. But, against all the odds, they’re still together. Still sharing a bed. Still married.

She slips out of bed without making a noise and grabs her phone. She walks naked around the bed, barely making a sound, and opens the bedroom door. Rory is fast asleep. He doesn’t hear her close the door and walk down the hallway. Monica steps into the bathroom and dials a number. She waits for a few long moments, listening to the connection ring in the small speaker. After three rings, a female voice speaks.

‘Well?’ says the voice. ‘Did it work?’

‘Oh, my god, Cindy,’ Monica says, keeping her voice low, ‘that was amazing! I can’t believe that worked!’

‘Did you seriously doubt me?’ Cindy’s calm voice has an edge of amusement now. ‘I told you before, I can turn any man into a cuckold. I was surprised at how quickly he gave in. Your husband must really want to save your marriage.’

Monica glances out of the dark bathroom, listening intently. There is no sound in the house. Rory and their children sleep soundly.

‘He does,’ Monica says. ‘And we had the best sex our whole marriage tonight! I can’t thank you enough.’

Cindy makes a small chuckle down the line. ‘He’s not the first man I’ve whipped into shape. By the end of the month, he’ll be picking you up from your lover’s place, I guarantee it.’

‘I can’t wait,’ Monica says. ‘Thank you.’

‘It’s my pleasure,’ Cindy says. ‘See you again soon.’

Monica hangs up, a smile on her face and a tingle in her sex. Things are going better than she could have imagined.
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