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The waiting room smelled like peppermints. As much as I enjoyed that smell, my stomach churned at the thought of talking to this new therapist. My normal one would be gone on vacation and even though I insisted on just getting a different appointment, my normal therapist encouraged me to come anyway.

According to him, seeing a new therapist might help me with gaining a different perspective. I felt like what Mr. Waylin had to offer was plenty for me. He kept me in line and any time my anxiety got too bad, he managed to calm me down.

Last night, my husband once again turned his back to me when we were in bed. I just wanted him to show me a little affection like he used to. Twenty years of marriage must have dulled his desire, I guess.

The woman sitting behind the desk called out in a soft tone, “Fiona? You can come on back when you’re ready. Ms. Jensen is ready to see you.”

“Thank you,” I responded. After picking up my purse, I straightened my black button-up shirt and shamefully plucked my panties from between my cheeks. These tight jeans didn’t do much for practicality, but at least people looked at me like I was attractive.

The woman said nothing about my antics. One less thing to worry about for now. I walked down the hall and into the room I was all too familiar with. My eyes immediately met with the woman’s deep green eyes. I felt my breath hitch in my chest. Her brown hair draped down her shoulders and the casual attire she wore did nothing to hide her curves.

Ms. Jensen sat with her legs crossed, the short skirt she wore barely reached her mid-thigh. I couldn’t imagine this woman being out of her twenties, but I wasn’t complaining. I’d never considered myself to be bisexual, yet Ms. Jensen had a certain appeal about her.

Shit, just how deprived was I?

“Hey! Nice to meet you, Fiona. Mind shutting the door so we can get started?” she asked.

Her honeyed voice made sounded so smooth. I shut the door and sat down on the small sofa in the office. I didn’t want to say the wrong thing just yet. Telling her too much might mean that she would start digging into things that I didn’t want to talk about to a stranger, so I kept myself quiet.

“Right, thank you for that. So, I read over your file and I’m glad to see that you’re doing better in general. The sheet you filled out seemed pretty normal with the exception of your anxiety spiking off the charts. Do you want to talk to me about that?”

“I’m just not really feeling too sure of myself. Confidence is one of those fake it until you make it things, I know, but I’m not good at faking it. My husband just ignores me and I feel like I’m not good enough for him anymore,” I mumbled.

She nodded, “So then, are you good enough for yourself?”

The question caught me off guard. Why would she need to know my opinion of myself? Obviously, it couldn’t be very appealing. I rolled my eyes, something I was sure she took note of. “I think I look okay. I don’t want to sway too much on the positive scale and I don’t think you want to hear the negatives I have to say.”

“It’s not about what I want to hear, it’s about what you’re feeling. Fiona, I can’t help you until you tell me what you’re struggling with.”

Fuck, her voice is so soft and sweet. It’s hard to imagine that she didn’t truly care about me. Some of these shrinks might not care about their patients, but she seemed like one of the good people in her profession.

“Ms. Jensen, I just don’t feel like I’m as pretty as I used to be. I know that’s a vain thing to worry about, but really. My kids are grown and I’ve just got nothing left to do. I work part-time and some of the people I interact with still look at me like I’m a tasty treat, but they’re not the people I can have. My husband and I said our vows and I intend to keep them, but he just isn’t interested.”

“Fiona, you can call me Jennifer. So I’m curious. Twenty years of marriage and he’s ignoring you. Are you comfortable with me asking when the last time you two had sex was?”

I blushed and averted my eyes, “Ten months ago.”

She let out a frustrated groan, “I’m sorry to hear that. Have you thought about trying toys?”

“They don’t feel the same. I mean, I guess they get the job done. But it’s the warmth of another that I crave. Being told how wonderful I am, how much I’m loved. All of that stuff. I know, it’s cheesy, but it’s how I feel.”

“It’s not cheesy, Fiona. You just want to be treated like the woman you are. And for what it’s worth, I think you look quite stunning. I’d have to say you might want to try yoga pants or something along those lines. Those jeans are too tight and they’re not meant to be that tight. Skinny jeans have a little flex to them, but blue jeans that are just tight around your hips don’t exactly let you breathe,” she said.

I looked back at her and saw her eyes lingering around my hips. A smile formed on my lips and I thought of all of the dirty things I wanted to say to her right now. There was something about her that made my inner deviant act up. My husband wasn’t a bad man, but he wasn’t making me his woman like he used to.

“Well then, since we’re alone, would you be fine with me unbuttoning my jeans?” I asked.

Her eyes met with mine and she smiled, “I’m fine with that. If things get uncomfortable, just let me know.”

I undid the button to my jeans and smiled, “I will, but I’m pretty content right now.”

“Good. So then, let’s get back on track. Fiona, when was the last time you felt like you were whole?”

“Maybe a year and a half ago? My husband and I took a vacation together and he was pretty content to sleep with me then. I felt like things might have been looking up for a little while, but then we got back home and it died down again.”

“And you’re positive that you wouldn’t be willing to talk to your husband about finding another partner that could satisfy your needs?” she asked.

“Excuse me?”

She cocked her head to the side, “Cheating on him would be a little underhanded in your eyes. If he knew about it, would that make things any better?”

“Honestly, it’s more that I wouldn’t want him to find out about it. I’ve thought about trying to seduce a few people in my daily life, but it always comes back to the idea that I couldn’t live without him right now.”

Jennifer smiled, “So if you had someone that you could trust, you would be more willing to take care of your own needs?”

“I think so,” I mumbled.

She slowly lifted her skirt up her thighs, “And if that someone was legally bound to keep our appointments private?”

My eyes followed and just when I thought I would see a smooth mound, a large bulge showed in her blue panties, “W-Wait what?”

“Ah, I was referring to your patient confidentiality—”

“Not that. I know what you mean. J-Just how do you explain having those bits?” I asked.

She giggled, “Well, Fiona, I was born with it. I transitioned and decided to keep it. Is that a problem?” Her hand grasped the thick outline of her girl-cock.

I bit my lower lip and shook my head.

“I didn’t think it would be. Now, if you’re fine with this, you’re going to have to say so,” she purred.

“I-I want to touch it,” I whispered. Her cock was much bigger than my husbands. Hell, I don’t know if I’ve seen bigger than hers in some of the porn I've watched. I wasn't going to complain about it.

She smiled and got out of her chair. Two quick steps brought her to the couch and she pushed her skirt down to her ankles. Jennifer sat beside me and giggled as she pulled her cock out of her panties, "Well, I'm not going to stop you from touching it. But I will say that I might have to finish before you leave."

"We've got an hour. That should be enough to get the job done, right?" I asked.

"Of course, I'm a therapist, not a porn star. As sexy as you are, I doubt I'll last more than fifteen minutes," she purred.

Therapy just got a whole lot more appealing for me. I usually hated coming to these appointments, but as my fingers curled around her thick shaft and started stroking, I could see myself getting excited about this. The only thing I needed to do now was make sure that she became my main therapist. As much as I liked Mr. Waylin, he didn't have a girl-cock that he was willing to treat me to.

She moaned softly as her cock continued to grow in my hand. I wanted to do more with her but I knew that I should be patient. If I got too excited, she might stop me and I don't think either of us wanted that.

"Mm, your husband must not realize what he's missing out on, Fiona."

I slid my other hand between her legs and massaged her balls. "He should know what he's missing. But, his loss is your gain, if you want it to be," I said. My husky tone must have triggered something within her. A bead of precum peeked out from her cock's head and I giggled. Leaning down, I cleaned away the delicious droplet with my tongue.

She let out a soft gasp and put her hand on the back of my head, "You know, I'll be working here officially starting next week. If you ask the clerk, I'm sure we could get you in for weekly appointments with me."

With Jennifer seeming to be comfortable with my mouth near her girl-cock, I wrapped my lips around her crown and started sucking softly. I hummed my agreement to her statement and she let out another feminine moan. Jennifer really wanted this and that made my heart soar. Maybe I wasn't so undesirable after all, but I was getting ahead of myself. I wanted to show this woman why she should want me as a client.

I bobbed up and down her cock. My tongue danced around her beautiful, veined cock. Each time I went down, I tried to take a little more of her length. Jennifer's cock had to be at least ten inches, if not more. I had a toy back at home that was nine inches and I've practiced with it all too often. I could take it without a problem. Her cock was too much to handle.

She rubbed her hand down my upper back, "That's really good, Fiona. But why don't you get naked for me, sweetie? I want to see your sexy body."

I pulled away from her cock and purposefully let the saliva trail from my lips to her cock's head. Her cock throbbed at the sight and she groaned quietly, "I'm going to fuck you until you can't stand, Fiona."

A giggle escaped me and I stood up. I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside. My jeans were next, spilling onto the floor as quickly as I could get them down. Maybe one of the younger women Jennifer slept with would have taken her time stripping, but I knew what I wanted.

My white and pink lingerie set made her gasp and I felt my cheeks flushing red. Having a beautiful, younger woman react to me like this just made my day so much brighter. Maybe I was more desirable than my husband made me feel. Hell, if she lived up to her boasting, I would happily crawl my ass out of this office and call someone to pick me up.

"They're really cute, but I would much rather see them on the floor, baby," she purred.

The woman was smooth, I had to give her that. I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra with practiced hands before pushing my panties down. My bra slid down my arms and both of the articles hit the floor at the same time.

"Better, Jen?" I asked.

"I'd have to say yeah. So how do you feel about laying on the couch while your therapist works your tension away?" she asked.

I laughed at the comment and rolled my eyes, "I think that line would work better if you were a massage therapist, but you know what, I'll take it."

"I know what you'll take," she said and winked at me.

From smooth to corny real quick. Still, she got a giggle out of me and that was nice. Sex usually felt so tense when I had it recently. I sat down on the couch and leaned back against the armrest.

Jennifer shifted so that her hips were between my thighs. Her thick futa-cock rubbed against my stomach and she whispered, "Are you a screamer?"

"S-Sometimes?" I responded nervously.

She leaned over the side of the couch and picked up my panties. I pouted as she brought the panties to my mouth and whispered, "If you want me to have sex with you, you're going to have to make sure no one finds out. So that means?"

I sighed, "It means you're going to gag me with my panties."

"Good girl," she cooed.

I opened my mouth and she pushed the panties in. The taste of my pussy didn't bother me, but I didn't like the feeling of the lace in my mouth. I didn't have to focus on that though. Jennifer's fingers started rubbing my pussy and I looked into her eyes with a measure of confusion. I wanted to be fucked, but having a little foreplay was amazing.

"You've got such a nice pussy, Fiona. I really don't understand why your husband is so against having it wrapped around his cock. If I wasn't a lady, I would have to just fuck you silly right now," she said. Her middle and ring finger slipped into my depths while her thumb started rubbing my clit, "But I've got to make sure you're soaked before I have my way with you."

I moaned into my panties and bucked my hips against her hand. She was perfect. Sweet, young, willing, and most importantly, good with her damn hands!

Jennifer leaned over me and wrapped her lips around one of my puffy nipples. The panties muffled my groan and Jennifer worked her hand faster into my pussy. I could feel my core heating up and it wouldn't be long if she kept up the play. If she stopped now, I still could have left the office feeling like a million bucks. This woman was restoring my faith in myself, even if she was enjoying herself while doing so.

Her teeth gently bit into my nipple for a second before she pulled away and moved to the other nipple. A third finger sunk into my pussy and she pulled her thumb off my clit. Jennifer's hand thrust into me as if she were trying to get her entire damn fist into me.

The wet sounds of her knuckles slapping into my pussy pushed me over the edge. My thighs clamped around her and she giggled happily around my nipple. A burning fire coursed through my body and erupted in the form of a stream of my juices. Even with the panties in my mouth, I moaned loudly and she slowly pulled her fingers out of me.

Her mouth pulled from my nipple and she sat up straight. She lifted her hand to her lips and licked each finger clean before whispering, "My turn, Fiona?"

I nodded my head vigorously. Her cock needed to be buried so deep into my pussy that I would feel empty for weeks after!

She smiled and positioned her futa-cock at my entrance and without so much as a warning, she pushed more than half of that huge cock into me. If I weren't so drenched, I might have had an issue taking something so thick. Then again, that nine-inch toy wasn't reserved for my mouth and my pussy could handle quite the beating.

As her cock continued to work deeper into my depths, I pulled the panties from my mouth, "I-I'll be quiet. I just have to say this. You feel so fucking good, Jennifer."

She giggled, "I'd hope so. If not, I'd have to go back to fingering you."

"I wouldn't mind that at all," I purred.

Her hips pressed against mine, "F-Fuck, most women can't take the entire thing."

I bucked my hips against her to keep the pleasure coming. Her shaft filled me to the brink and I felt a strange, almost uncomfortable sensation as her cock reached my innermost depths.

"It's an amazing cock, Jen," I purred.

She rolled her hips into me in slow, deep strokes. Each time her cock worked its way into my core, I let out a breathy moan.

"You sure you'll be able to stay quiet?"

I shook my head and begrudgingly stuffed the panties back in my mouth. She giggled and then pulled my left leg over her shoulder. She forced my pussy to stretch wider and smiled down to me, "Mind if I cum inside, by the way?"

The thought was much more appealing to me than it should have been. I couldn't tell her that I was still fertile if I did, she probably wouldn't have wanted to risk it. I nodded my head and kept those panties in my mouth, if I got pregnant, so be it. Having her girl-cock would be worth it and I was pretty sure I could beg my husband to fuck me, even if I had to cry to get him to do it.

She held onto my leg and started thrusting into me with hard, fast strokes. Her cock slammed into my core and I could even see a faint outline of her cock as it stretched my body to its limits. In all of my wildest fantasies, I never thought I'd have such a beautiful woman with such an enormous cock fucking me at a therapy appointment. Being fair, this appointment had done more for my self-esteem than any other one thus far.

Jennifer's soft moans poured from her lips. Her eyes were closed as she rocked into me and I could feel my stomach tightening again. How many times was this angel going to make me cum today?

I could hope that answer was a thousand, but I knew that our session had to end within forty minutes. My hips bucked wantonly into her thrusts and she hissed in a breath when she felt my walls convulsing around her cock. Jennifer didn't stop hammering into my pussy even as I squirted a second orgasm onto her. My juices only made her futa-cock easier to take.

She groaned and huffed in breaths, trying to stay somewhat quiet as she pounded me. I couldn't take my eyes off her beautiful face. There was nothing else in the world I'd want to see right now. Her cheeks were flushed red from the exertion and I could see tiny beads of sweat forming on her brow.

A quiet whimper came from her lips and she opened her eyes for a moment, "F-Fuck, I'm going to cum." She tried to keep her voice down, but the urgency in her tone made me question if someone in the halls outside might have heard her.

Jennifer was too lost in her world of bliss to have considered that though. Her cock pounded into my tight slit a few last times before she thrust as deep as she could into me. Rope after thick rope of her futa-cum poured into my core. If I was concerned about the risk of pregnancy before, I was positive that I'd end up with Jennifer's child after how much cum she pumped into my body.

Once her orgasm subsided, she slowly pulled out of my pussy and stood from the couch. Jennifer stepped closer to me and leveled her cock with my mouth, "Want to clean me up, baby?"

I pulled the panties from my mouth and greedily took her cock as deep as I could. She ran a hand through my hair and spoke softly, "I'd like to hope that a little exposure therapy will be able to keep your anxiety down. But that's dependent on you, Fiona. If you want to see me more often, then we'll have to get your appointments booked with me from now on."

I didn't want to take her cock from my mouth and she slowly thrust her softening cock into my wet mouth, "And if you're going to be such a good girl, we might just have to find a way to get you out of the house from time to time."

Therapy went from my least favorite part of the week to my favorite. Jennifer didn't even seem to mind when my stomach started swelling with life. Hell, I might be in my early forties, but I could handle another kid, especially when my husband seemed so excited to have 'his' new child.
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I write in various niches, but if you enjoyed ‘A Futa Therapist and her Cheating MILF’ I think you might enjoy some of the stories below.

Futa Wife and an Emo Brat

Dealing with a brat can be infuriating. Spanking that brat can be considered over the line. Sleeping with her... That's something I didn't think would fix all of our problems with one another. Nikki has a lot more to her than she lets on. I just hate that I didn't find out sooner that she would be such a well-behaved woman if I just gave her something she wanted. But maybe I gave her a little more than just a good time. A fertile nineteen-year-old might just end up being the mother of my child.

Futa Casey’s Sleepover

When Amber invites Casey over for a sleepover, Casey accepts. It's not until she thinks about it that things feel a little strange. Hannah has been eyeing her every time she comes over and the MILF seems pretty determined to try a futa for the first time. Casey doesn't mind trying new things, especially when Hannah talks herself into a situation. A little backdoor action couldn't hurt.

A Futa MILF and an Unexpected Masochist

When a dominatrix futa sees a poser 'dom' abusing someone she is very close to, Leah has to take things into her own hands. Kelsey deserves better than Leah will see to Kelsey getting that. The only problem is that Leah's husband might have a problem with Leah getting Kelsey pregnant. In the heat of the moment, it all seems like a wonderful idea, one that Leah and Kelsey explore intimately. Who said a woman's first time had to be gentle?
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