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Chapter 1





“
 I
 swear, she’s incredible, a little bit expensive, but it’s so worth it,” my friend Brittany said, handing me a business card while we drank coffee in a small cafe downtown.





I took a look at the card that Brittany gave me and saw in big letters, AMANDA LOVELACE, SENSUAL THERAPIST.





It had been quite a while since I’d broken up with my ex-boyfriend and I hadn’t had sex since I’d been with him. I’d never had much luck with the men I’d dated in the past. We would get along great, lived together well, and always had fun. But for some reason, the sex was never quite right. I was never able to orgasm, and it always felt awkward and rushed. I knew I was quite shy, and the guys I’d been with were shy too. The lights would always stay off, and sex was always something that would happen right before bed, and not often.





I wasn’t great at communicating so I’d never spoken up about it with any of the guys I’d dated. I was starting to realize I needed to tackle this problem of mine, and I was a bit worried about starting a new relationship just to have the same thing happen again. I felt like I was missing out, and I wanted to discover more about myself and what I liked. I’d been complaining to Brittany about my situation when she told me to make an appointment with the sex therapist that she had seen last year.





“So wait, you’re telling me that the sex therapist you went on about for months is a woman?” I asked, teasingly.





“Yes but like…I promise. She is so good. Once you get started, you won’t care what her gender is.”





Brittany’s defense was warranted as I’d never discussed my sexuality with her before. She had always known me to date men, and I always had. But there was a part of me that had always fantasized about being with a woman, even though I didn’t think it was something I would ever pursue. I had enough trouble even just being with men. Knowing that Amanda Lovelace was a woman did not deter me, but instead, it solidified my decision.





“Okay, okay. I’ll make an appointment. I trust you,” I said, and Brittany smiled.





Brittany hadn’t told me exactly what had happened at her appointments last year, but she was always raving about how much it had helped her. I didn’t quite know why Brittany had gone, she always seemed very confident and good at communication, but I was sure she had her reasons.





We’d been best friends for years, sharing almost all of our secrets, but some things she still liked to keep hidden. I admired that about her, as I was an open book. She was always so full of surprises, and her playful energy kept me wondering over and over why someone like her would have any problems in the bedroom.





“Thank god. I swear I would never lead you astray,” she said, laughing. “I can give you a rundown of what to expect if you’d like.”





“No, it’s okay,” I replied, shaking my head. “I think it’s best if I just go with an open mind.”





Chapter 2





I
 dialed the number on my cell phone once I got into my car after coffee with Brittany, and I turned up the volume as the phone rang through my car speakers.





“‘Thank you for calling the office of Amanda Lovelace, how can I help you?” A woman’s voice asked.





“Hi there, I was just looking to make…an appointment,” I said nervously, feeling embarrassed for calling.





“No problem, dear. Is it your first time?”





“Yes,” I answered.





“Great! Doctor Lovelace has an opening for Monday at 12:30 pm. Is that okay with you?”





“Yes, that’s perfect!” I exclaimed. It was Friday afternoon, so I was grateful to have a few days off to prepare.





The secretary asked for my email and said she would send me some forms to sign and send back, and a list of what to expect. I thanked her and hung up the phone, excited to drive home and read over everything.





Once I arrived at my empty apartment, I sat down at my computer and looked over the forms. I knew Brittany had mentioned to me that it was ‘hands-on’ sex therapy, which I didn’t fully understand until I read over the email.





The first form asked about my sexual history, experience, and orientation, along with my age and other basic facts. I thought about putting heterosexual as my orientation, as I’d always identified, but I knew this was an opportunity to be open and honest with myself. I wasn’t sure what to write, experimenting with different explanations before I finally decided to leave the box blank.





The next form shocked me, but also gave me goosebumps and made me readjust in my seat. The questions asked about my sexual preferences, and it made me blush to read them. Did I like to be tied up? Degraded? Did I usually have multiple orgasms or any orgasms at all? Was I turned on by pain? Had I participated in anal sex? The questions went on and on, and I found myself staring blankly at the form, my mind racing. I knew there would be questions about my sexual history, but I didn’t think they would directly ask me what I liked.





I knew that my experience was quite vanilla. The only sex I would usually have was missionary, but sometimes I’d be on top for a bit, and then we would switch back to missionary afterwards. I’d never usually had orgasms unless it was on my own, but even then I’d often stop before I came, only masturbating until I felt satisfied. But my mind had always gone wild. I always imagined what it would be like for someone to tie me up or blindfold me. I’d watched videos of women squirting and cumming over and over and I always thought of how that would feel. As I stared at the questions, reading them over and over I could feel myself getting wet.





I filled out the questionnaire with a lot of ‘maybe’s’, and ‘open to discussion’. But when I reached the next form, I realized there probably wouldn’t be as much discussion as I thought. There was a consent form, asking for my written permission to participate in sexual activities during my appointment. It mentioned that at any time during the appointment I would be able to withdraw consent and that the limitations would be entirely up to me.





I was so horny now that I couldn’t help but reach up my shirt to rub my hard nipples, moaning as I pinched the hard nubs. I could feel my pussy getting even wetter, and I ground my hips while I played with my nipples, trying to rub myself against the chair. I thought of Dr. Lovelace poking and prodding me, trying hard to open me up sexually and fix whatever was wrong with me. I didn’t even know what she looked like, or what we would be doing, but I knew I wanted this appointment more than anything. I typed my name with one hand as my other hand made its way down to my pussy, rubbing my slit through my wet panties, and I submitted the forms without any hesitation.





Even though I knew that this was extremely out of my comfort zone, I couldn’t help but agree to go. Not only was it a professional service, with a proper doctor and office, but I also knew how much it had helped my friend, Brittany, with whatever it was she had struggled with. I knew I trusted her recommendation. If I didn’t open up now and figure out what I liked and how my body worked, I never would.



-





“I did it,” I started, chatting on the phone with Brittany the next day. “I booked the appointment and submitted the forms.”





“Oh my god, I’m so happy for you! I promise you are going to love her, she seriously changed my life. What day do you go?”





“Monday at 12:30 pm,” I replied.





“Perfect!” Brittany exclaimed. “I’m off that day! If you want, I can meet you after for lunch. There’s a really great sushi place in the same plaza.”





I agreed to message Brittany as soon as I was done on Monday. I figured it would be nice to debrief with someone familiar with the therapy session. Brittany had offered to answer any questions I had going into the office but I declined. Part of the reason I was going was because of my curiosity, so I was afraid that if I found out any of the details it may scare me away.





Chapter 3





I
 t was finally Monday, and I was beyond nervous. I’d gotten ready quite early and spent the rest of the time nervously pacing my apartment. I tried to look casual, after all, it was just an appointment, but I got ready for it like a date. I shaved everything, put on lotion and perfume, and applied my makeup perfectly. I kept my makeup quite casual, but I kept checking it over and over in the mirror. I put my hair up in a ponytail, and I spent way too long looking for an outfit and even longer looking for undergarments. I wouldn’t dress sexy for a doctor’s appointment, but this was no regular appointment. I decided on a simple black thong and matching black bra, and a pair of pinstripe pants with a cropped, button-down shirt.





Finally, it was time to leave. I drove to the office, about twenty minutes from my house. I was a bit early but I decided to go inside anyway in case there was some extra paperwork to fill out. As I locked my car I noticed my hands were shaking.





I walked into the building and followed the directions up the stairs to the office. Once I arrived at the top of the stairs, there was an open door and I saw a secretary sitting inside. I walked in through the door, and she greeted me instantly.





“Hello, how can I help you?” She beamed at me enthusiastically, and I wondered how strange of a job it would be to work at a sexual therapy office.





“Hi I’m Jenny, I have an appointment for 12:30 pm with Dr. Lovelace.”





“Oh of course Jenny, welcome. You’re a bit early but that’s perfect because the doctor had a previous cancellation so she will be able to take you a bit early.”





I’d looked forward to having a bit of extra time to process my thoughts, but it was now or never. I handed her my identification, and she took a few notes.





“Perfect, Jenny. I will just ask you to go into the first room on your left down the hall, and Dr. Lovelace will be with you shortly. If you have any questions, she will be happy to answer them for you.”





I thanked the secretary and headed toward the room. The door was already open, but to my relief it was empty. I had expected it to look medical for some reason, but instead, it looked more like a therapist’s office. There was a large desk with a few papers and a full bookcase beside a large window. There was a big plant and a few large, padded, blue chairs, and another door off to the opposite side of the room.





I sat in one of the big chairs and before I could stop to think, there was a light knock at the door. I looked up and saw a woman standing at the entrance. She smiled at me politely, and I instantly froze when I saw her. She had long, wavy light brown hair that looked like it was freshly styled. It fell effortlessly around her face, and she wore thin-framed glasses. Her lips were red, and she wore a white top with a blank pencil skirt and black stockings underneath. I couldn’t help but think that if I were to ever be with a woman, it would be someone like her.





“Hello, Jenny?” She asked, and I nodded. “I’m Dr. Lovelace, you can call me Amanda if you like.”





Her presence was so strong and commanding, even though she was quite soft-spoken she seemed powerful and poised. She must have been about ten years older than me and carried herself quite maturely.





“So what brings you here today?” She asked.





I cleared my throat. “Um, my friend Brittany recommended you. I’ve had, I guess, some trouble finding out what I like and communicating properly. She recommended me, and um… I don’t really know what to expect…”





“Oh don’t worry too much about what to expect, we will take things slow. I remember Brittany quite well.” She paused and walked to the desk, taking a seat. She grabbed the clipboard and looked it over. “I read your file earlier and I noticed that there were quite a few things you left blank.”





“Yes, I’m not sure about a lot of things… if I would like them. But I am open to anything.” I tried to sound confident, but the nerves were starting to get to me.





“Don’t worry, I can help you with that. All of that.” She put down the clipboard. “Let’s get straight to business. If I am asking you questions that are too personal or doing anything that you don’t want me to do, I’d like you to think of a simple word to say, and I will stop everything. Some people like to say red, like a stop sign or traffic light, but you can say anything you like.”





I thought for a moment. “Red is good,” I said. I thought about it a few times.





She smiled. “Perfect. If there’s anything you feel even just a little bit uncomfortable with, I want you to say red, and I will stop right away.” She stood up and walked between her window and the desk. “So, you are unsure about a lot of things, but what is it that you like? Please don’t be shy, keep in mind I have heard everything.”





“Um, I don’t really know,” I said, taking a deep breath. She stopped and sat on her desk, facing me.





“What do you do when you masturbate? Tell me step by step, if you don’t mind.”





“Well, I start by playing with my nipples,” I said, feeling my cheeks burn with embarrassment. But when I looked at her, she didn’t change her expression. Instead, she stared at me, waiting for more.





“How do you do it? Hard, or softly? Do you pinch them? You can show me if you like, or just tell me.”





Even though I was wearing makeup, I was sure she could see how red I was. “Umm, I start soft, and then harder.” I swallowed loudly. I was starting to feel a bit turned on, but also a bit mortified, not wanting to masturbate in front of a stranger.





“Do you mind if I try?” She asked, and I felt my jaw drop.





“Like, on me? No, not at all,” I replied. Even though she looked at me so intently, her presence was incredibly professional, even when she stepped toward me and put a hand on my shoulder.





“Actually, I think it might be best if we step into another office. This one isn’t quite equipped with the right materials.”





Chapter 4





I
 followed her through the door on the opposite wall, watching her as she walked in front of me. Even though I knew that this was a professional appointment, I felt a bit strange having someone so gorgeous about to ask me even more personal, sexual questions. I’d never been with a woman, but I knew she would normally be out of my league.





We walked into another room with a chair that looked almost like it belonged to a hairdresser or dentist. She motioned for me to sit down in it and I did. There were different levers and a pedal for adjusting the height. I sat down, my feet resting on a small, padded footrest built into the chair.





The room was quite bright, and this room looked much more like it was meant for examinations. It was bright white, with cabinets lining the walls and no windows.





Dr. Lovelace stepped on the pedal attached to my chair pumping it, and I bounced gently as I moved upwards. Then she swiveled me toward her and leaned over me slightly. She stared at me for a moment, her hand on my shoulder, and I felt as her thumb circled my collarbone.





“Soft, then harder. Tell me how I do,” she said, and I felt like I was holding my breath with anticipation. My nipples were so hard, and I was starting to feel my nerves wash away slightly as I waited for her to touch me. She unbuttoned my shirt gently and pulled it open. Before she could undress me I pulled my arms out of the sleeves quickly, without even thinking of how eager I looked. I could tell by her gaze she noted it.





She reached behind me and I arched my back, letting her undo my bra. She snapped it off easily, and pulled it off of me, leaving my breasts exposed. I felt almost a bit ashamed at how eager I’d been, but she looked pleased.





“You said you had a problem communicating, right?” She asked.





I felt almost a bit impatient. My breasts were exposed, and a gorgeous woman was in front of me, almost teasing me with her gaze. I nodded, hoping that she would take control.





“Tell me what you want me to do.”





I froze for a moment, but my hard nipples ached to be touched. “Please, touch me,” I started, and she didn’t budge. “Please pinch my nipples, do whatever you want.” She smiled and brought her hands up to my breasts. She pinched my nipples lightly at first, watching my reaction as I moaned and relief washed over me.





“You like that?” She asked, and I nodded. “Do you want it harder?” I nodded again.





She took my nipples in between her fingertips, and moved them back and forth, watching me as she grabbed harder and harder. Every movement radiated down to my pussy, making me feel wet already.





“Tell me if it’s too much,” she said and pinched me even more.





“No, it’s good, please keep going,” I moaned as she squeezed.





“Seems like you must like a bit of pain, I think we should probably explore that a bit more. What do you think?” She asked, letting go of my nipples.





“Yes, I think we should,” I replied, trying to sound composed when really all I wanted was more of anything. I was so horny now, and Brittany was right. It didn’t matter what gender the doctor was. I knew I was in the right hands, and part of the excitement for me was that the person doing this to me was a woman.





Dr. Lovelace stepped over to the counter and made a quick note on her clipboard, and that’s when I was briefly brought back to reality that this was an examination. For a moment, I felt shy under the bright lights, being so exposed and vulnerable, but when she turned back to me and started speaking, the doubt melted away.





“Stand up and bend over the counter,” she demanded, and I got out of the seat quickly and did as she said.





I bent over the counter, and I could feel my exposed nipples rubbing against the cool marble surface. I felt Dr. Lovelace’s body as she pressed herself slightly against my ass, and her hands found their way to my hips, gripping my skin. I’d never been told what to do like this before, but I liked it. It took the pressure off of me and it felt so good to be bossed around.





“You also seem to like to be told what to do, isn’t that right?” She asked as she pressed herself against me even more.





“Yes, I do… I’ll do whatever you say,” I replied.





“Wow, you’re making this easy for me,” she laughed.





Her hands moved to the front of my pants and she unbuttoned them and slid them down to my ankles. She paused for a moment, and I wondered if maybe she was looking at my bare ass with my thong running in between. She slipped the thong down slowly, with her fingertips hooked around the waistband. I was completely exposed and bent over, my pussy tensing and begging to be touched. I felt like putty beneath her hands as she squeezed my ass, and my mind felt blank with how turned on I was. I didn’t feel like myself. I wasn’t the type to even undress in front of a partner with the lights on, let alone a stranger.





“Do you know what I’m going to do to you?” She asked, squeezing my ass even harder. The feeling of her nails in my skin sent ripples of pleasure and pain through me, my nipples and clit feeling harder and harder as she pressed.





“No, doctor, I don’t.”





“I’m going to spank you until you’re nice and red for me. Do you think you might like that?”





Her words sent even more shivers through my body. “Yes, doctor, I would.” I’d never really thought much about being spanked before, and the idea made me a bit nervous, but I was open to anything. It seemed like she knew more about what I liked than I did.





“Remember your safeword, okay?”





“Mhm,” I replied, as she let go of my ass. I waited for a moment, thinking that maybe she was filling out her clipboard, but instead, I felt a hard smack on my ass, quick and sharp, the pain stinging my skin for a moment. To my surprise when it happened, I let out a loud moan. I wanted more.





“Mmm, you like that Jenny?” She asked, rubbing the sore skin.





“Yes,” I replied, sticking my ass out more. “Please,” I whined, my body shivering with anticipation.





She hit me again, the loud smack almost echoing in the empty white room, followed by my groans. It hurt more than the last time, and again she rubbed me. I could feel my pussy pulsing, wetter than ever, and I opened my legs more and stuck my ass out.





“I bet you can’t wait for me to fuck you like the little slut you are,” she said, and I felt shocked hearing her talk to me in such an unprofessional sounding way, but she was right. I felt like a slut and I couldn’t wait to be fucked. Her words made my pussy ache to be filled and touched.





“You’re right, I want to be fucked so badly,” I moaned, the words coming out of my mouth shocked me. I heard her laugh, and I thought about how much she must love her job.





“You’re going to have to earn that from me,” she said, and I felt her smack my ass again, so hard it felt numb before the pain spread, and as I squirmed she hit me again and again. I covered my hand with my mouth trying to muffle my cries, but she noticed right away and grabbed both of my hands. I felt as she held both of my wrists behind my back hard with one hand.





“I want to hear you,” she said. My hands being behind my back made me feel even more vulnerable as I squirmed beneath her, my breasts pressed into the counter even more.





She hit my ass again, the pain spreading like a liquid, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could do this before I would start begging for her to fuck me. I was starting to think that might be the reaction she was looking for before I felt her pinch my sore skin, making me jump.





“I don’t even have to touch you to know how wet your pussy is,” she started, moving her hands to my upper thighs, teasing me. “I want to tie you up and make you cum until I tell you to stop, what do you think about that?”





Before I could answer, she finally rubbed her hand over my pussy, pressing her fingers against my opening and dragging them up to my clit.





“Please, doctor, oh my god, please I need to cum.” I felt as if I hadn’t eaten in days and I was offered food. My body craved and needed her touch, I was too far gone to turn around now. I was in such a state of ecstasy that I would probably do anything she said.





“Stand up, and sit back in the chair,” she said, and I obeyed quickly. At first, I tried to avoid her gaze, but once I sat down I couldn’t help it. She examined me up and down with her eyes, and I thought about what she would look like naked. I wanted to peel her clothes off and do whatever she said. I wanted her to use me however she wanted.





I sat down in the chair and immediately she came over and started to adjust. She propped me up even higher and brought the back of the chair down slightly so I was laying back. She stood to the side of me and grabbed one of my wrists, and I felt something cool and hard against my skin as she fastened my wrist above my head to the chair. She did the same to my other wrist, and I pulled slightly against the restraints, unable to move. She dragged her hand between my breasts, and down over my stomach, my body tensing underneath her touch, and then she moved to my feet and fastened my ankles on either side of the footrest, spreading my legs wide, the same cool, hard surface pressed against my skin.





It felt so good to be restrained, and my heart beat faster as I realized that even though I could stop at any moment, anything could happen. Not having to make any decisions or think about my next move made me feel so relieved. I never knew that giving up control would feel so freeing.





Dr. Lovelace lifted my head slightly and put something behind me, propping my head upwards so I could see my body. She ran her fingers over my lips, and without even thinking I opened, and her fingers plunged inside of my mouth, pressing against my tongue.





“I want you to close your eyes and think about someone else doing this to you. I don’t care if it’s an ex-boyfriend or your boss, just pick someone. I want you to imagine you aren’t at an office, but in someone’s bedroom.”





I closed my eyes and sucked her fingers eagerly, feeling so dirty and horny for even signing up for this in the first place. Her fingers filled my mouth and in front of my closed eyes, I tried to think of someone, anyone. I kept thinking of lunch with Brittany afterwards. I thought of us eating sushi, talking about Dr. Lovelace and how weird this whole thing was. I thought of her asking me how things went, and asking me right then and there, in front of the busy restaurant, to show me what the doctor did to me. In my fantasy I reached across the table and grabbed her hand, pulling her toward me and I took her fingers into my mouth, sucking them slowly while watching her jaw drop.





I felt so guilty thinking of Brittany like this, but this whole experience made me think of her. I wondered to myself, did she find herself strapped to this chair like I was? Or maybe she was the one fastening Dr. Lovelace to the chair.





My thoughts made me feel guilty, but I knew that this was just a fantasy. As Dr. Lovelace had said, I just needed to pick someone, and I couldn’t help that I had picked Brittany. I imagined her straight black hair hanging over her face as she leaned over the table and smiled as she shoved her fingers so far into my mouth that I choked on them.





“Good,” Dr. Lovelace said and took her fingers out of my mouth.





I opened my eyes and watched her, taking note of her smile as she ran her fingertips slowly between my legs, teasing the flesh of my upper thighs. I moved under her fingertips the best I could, raising my hips in anticipation. She removed her hands and walked back slowly to the cabinet, and I wondered if she could feel my eyes burning into her as she moved so slowly across the room, leaving me squirming against the restraints.





She finally returned, holding a large dildo and a small, pink vibrator with a large, rounded tip. The dildo was a bit intimidating in size, as I’d never been with a man so big before, but my wet pussy buzzed at the thought of it entering me.





The doctor put one of her knees on the outstretched footrest, balancing herself between my open legs.





“Do you often cum when you have sex?” She asked.





“Not really,” I answered shyly.





“What about when you are masturbating?”





I felt a bit embarrassed. I would masturbate often, but it was quite common for me to give up when I was satisfied as opposed to stopping after cumming. I found it difficult sometimes, and I wasn’t sure exactly what I was doing. “Sometimes,” I replied, wondering what she was thinking.





“I’m going to make you cum so much, you’re going to beg me to stop. Doesn’t that sound good?”





“Yes,” I replied, my hips grinding in anticipation. “I’m so horny, doctor. Please. I need to cum.”





She smiled and pressed the large dildo against my opening. I was so wet it surprised me, feeling the head of the dildo slip inside of me effortlessly. My whole body reacted after being denied for so long. I was used to having my pussy filled so quickly that I often wasn’t prepared. I never knew I could get so wet without even being fucked.





I could see the large dildo sticking out of me, and I watched as slowly, she pressed it into me. I watched as my trembling pussy took it all so well, my insides being filled and stretched as she shoved it inside of me. When she would reach some resistance, she pulled out a bit slowly, and then pushed again, and I could feel my pussy stretching and opening to accommodate the large dildo. Finally, I felt it pushing at my cervix, filling me completely.





I thought for a moment about being fucked hard and fast by such a big dildo, but before I could register I heard a loud buzz and watched as she pressed the pink, rounded dildo against my hard clit. I instantly cried out, my head moving back and my eyes rolling upwards. I could feel my body shake as my clit shook hard, vibrating roughly against the silicone nub. I felt even wetter instantly, my pussy relaxing around the large dildo and I moaned loudly as she pulled it out of me and shoved it back inside of me quickly, watching as I squirmed and begged wordlessly.





I didn’t care how loud I was, thinking of the secretary at her desk, trying to take calls, or even the other businesses in the building hearing how loud I was responding to be stretched and filled and made to orgasm so quickly, my whole core feeling like it was vibrating along with my clit. I could feel my orgasm ripping through me, my clit becoming more and more sensitive and my pussy and legs tensing so hard I felt as if I was going to cramp. I shook hard against the vibrator, my breasts bouncing hard, and I wondered what Dr, Lovelace was seeing as I cried underneath her touch.





I came hard, screaming out as Dr. Lovelace kept up the same speed and pressure. The dildo moved in and out of me with even less resistance as my juices coated the dildo and my legs, and it felt like I was being fucked even deeper. It had felt so good to orgasm, a wave of relief washed over me as I gasped for breath. I thought she would stop after I came, but instead, she watched me with a smile on her face.





“Oh my god,” I yelled, my sensitive pussy and clit shaking underneath her.





“Keep talking to me,” she said, and I wasn’t sure I could.





“God, Amanda, fuck. It feels so good,” I cried, starting to feel even more pressure building in my wet pussy as she pounded me quickly. I could feel my mind emptying the more my pleasure mounted, unable to think straight.





“I want you to cum one more time for me, you horny little slut. I want you to let go of every little drop.”





I knew it wouldn’t be hard to do. I felt like a switch had been pressed, and I’d gone from not cumming at all to having to hold off my orgasm. I wanted so badly to cum for her again, and my pussy contracted over and over as I lost control, feeling only the hard vibration ripping through me and the dildo fucking me over and over. I came harder than ever, feeling myself let go entirely, and this time I could feel my whole ass and thighs being soaked with my cum as I tensed over and over, releasing everything I could. I screamed, my body tensed against the restraints and finally stopped as Dr. Lovelace slowed and removed the vibrator from my clit.





“Thank you,” I said, catching my breath. “Oh my god, thank you,” I said, as Dr. Lovelace’s face softened and she rubbed her hand on my knee.





“I know this is only the first session, but you did really great. There’s so much more we can explore with you if you’d want to sign up for another appointment.”





“Yes,” I replied quickly, and she laughed.





“We can set all of that up with the secretary later, and of course, there are a few things I’d like to discuss with you first. But for now, I’ll let you clean up and when you are done you can meet me back in the next room. Take your time.”





She released me from the restraints and opened one of the cupboards by the counter, revealing towels. There was a sink and some soap beside the counter. Dr. Lovelace left the room and I washed myself off, my legs still shaking.





Chapter 5





“
 H
 ow do you feel?” She asked as I sat in front of her once again in the first room.





“I feel….a bit different,” I answered, much more relaxed than before. “I feel like I should be guilty, but I don’t feel that way. I just feel content. And If I’m honest, I’m still horny.”





“Good,” she said, smiling at me. “There are a lot of things that you responded to strongly, did you find this surprising?”





“A little bit,” I replied. “I’d thought a bit before about… that kind of sex. Like being tied up. But it was never something I thought I would do.” I was starting to feel nervous again, as Dr. Lovelace’s eyes seemed to still burn into my skin, even with my clothes on again.





She made a small note on her clipboard and was silent for a moment.





“I know you had told us that you don’t currently have a partner. But next time it would be ideal if you could bring someone with you to participate. I am only acting as a prop, but if you could interact with someone close to you, or someone you know well, that would be a huge way to break down some of your barriers.”





“I’m sorry, there’s no one I could bring,” I said, trying to think. I knew it was a good idea, but I didn’t even have a fuck buddy. Even if I did, it would probably be hard to convince someone to come to a session like this.





“It’s okay, we can still just explore further. But if anything changes, just contact us.”





We spoke for a bit longer, going over some of the things we had explored. She instructed that as ‘homework’ I invest in some better sex toys and masturbate more often, and take notes about anything that comes up so that we could discuss it at the next session. She checked in with me again, making sure that I was okay with everything that we had done. I was more than okay with it, in fact, I didn’t know if I could wait until the next session.





I finished up by scheduling a new appointment for the same time next week, and when I left the building I felt like even the way I walked was a bit different, like something had been awakened within me.





I almost started to drive home, when I remembered I was going to have lunch with Brittany. Even though I was tired, I was so excited to see her. I couldn’t wait to discuss everything that happened. She was the type of person who seemed to have no filter, willing to talk about anything and everything, and that was exactly what I needed. I turned around and headed back to the plaza, and once I was parked I sent her a text message telling her I was finished.





She responded that she was on her way, and I decided to get a table while I waited. While I sat at the table alone, sipping on my water, I found myself pushing thoughts of Brittany’s fingers down my throat out of my head.





Chapter 6





W
 hen Brittany arrived, we looked at each other trying our best not to burst out laughing. We now shared the biggest secret we’d ever had together; visiting the same sex therapist.





“Hello,” she said, greeting me too formally, and it took everything in me to contain my laughter.





“I promise I’ll tell you everything, but let’s just order first before I die of embarrassment,” I said, and Brittany laughed.





“Okay, okay.”





We ordered a whole bunch of food, dancing around the subject until we were sure we would have some time to talk uninterrupted while our food was being prepared. The restaurant was empty, but even still I had requested a table secluded in the corner of the restaurant.





“So,” Brittany started. “What did you think?”





“My life has changed,” I replied, and we both burst out laughing.





“That good? On your first visit? I’m so proud of you.”





I told Brittany a quick summary of what had happened, almost whispering even though no one was around us.





“Okay, my experience was a lot
 different than yours, but also weirdly similar. Also isn’t Dr. Lovelace like, super hot? I know you’re not into women but…”





I figured it was now or never that I told Brittany. “I actually think I am kinda into women. I always thought maybe but… yes. Dr. Lovelace is totally gorgeous.”





“Oh my god, same! Like, I’m still trying to figure myself out, but it definitely gave me a lot to think about.” She said, taking a sip of her drink. “So did you book another appointment?”





“Yes! Immediately, she already discussed the second session with me, but I don’t really know what to expect.”





“What do you mean you don’t know?”





“Well, she was saying she wanted me to bring someone to practice with,” I said, shrugging. “But like obviously that’s not an option, so she didn’t mention what we would be doing instead.”





Brittany nodded, “Oh my god, the same thing happened to me. I didn’t have anyone though so we just skipped that part and did a lot more role-playing.”





“I don’t even know who would go to something like that. Like even if I was still with Thomas, there’s no way I would have been able to drag him to something so… out there.”





Brittany laughed for a moment, and then looked serious. “Well, I know this is weird. But I fucking loved those sessions so much, and I missed out on my own plus one. So if you wanted someone to come with you, I wouldn’t mind. Amanda is super great at setting boundaries so we could figure out what we were comfortable with.”





I wanted to laugh for a moment, but then I realized she was serious. I also realized that it was kind of a good idea. I would be able to get the most out of the session, and Brittany could finally get the session that she missed. She was familiar with Dr. Lovelace, and she knew me more than anyone else.





But I didn’t even know what next week’s session would be like. Would it just be talking, or role-play? Or would it be full-on extreme sex like the first session had been? Brittany and I had been so close for years, but not once had I thought about her in that way. Then again, the last few hours had made me think differently about a lot of things. I wasn’t sure if it was because I was still reeling from such a powerful orgasm, but I couldn’t believe that I went from being too nervous to have sex with the lights on, to letting a stranger fuck me, and even now considering letting my best friend come along next time.





Brittany noticed my silence and started talking again. “I’m sorry, I guess that’s super weird. I just felt so bad about missing that session, and I didn’t want you to miss it too.”





“No, I think you’re onto something. I mean, I can’t believe I’m saying this,” I said, moving my straw around in my cup, focusing on the ice cubes in my drink, avoiding Brittany’s face. “I think that might not be a bad idea.”





Brittany clapped her hands together. “Oh my god, seriously? I’m actually so excited. I mean, it doesn’t have to be weird. Although my sessions were a bit different than yours, she already knows me. I don’t really know what to expect though.”





“Me neither, she didn’t tell me anything,” I said, but before I could continue I saw the waitress bringing our food over.





We ate our food and miraculously, didn’t talk much about what we had agreed on. I was a bit nervous to bring it up, as I wasn’t sure if I’d entirely made up my mind yet. I planned on contacting Dr. Lovelace to get more information, and then if I wasn’t into it, I could cancel.





However, even just considering being sexual with Brittany had changed my mindset. At one point I had reached to grab a napkin at the same time she did and her hand brushed against mine lightly, and I felt flustered when it happened. I found myself looking at her out of the corner of my eye, thinking of how she had talked about how hot Dr. Lovelace was, but she was definitely in the same league as her, with the same body type, and gorgeous, wavy hair. I felt ashamed at first as I started to look at my friend differently, but at the same time, I figured maybe it would help if we did end up going through with the appointment.





Before we were done, Brittany brought up the topic again. “So, did Dr. Lovelace give you any homework?” She asked, and the way she looked at me I figured she already knew what that homework was.





“Yeah,” I replied, looking down at my plate and rearranging my leftovers with my chopsticks. “It’s… she wants me to purchase some better toys, and use them more often.”





“Oh my god, Jenny, that’s great! I know such a good place downtown. We could go afterwards and shop if you’re not doing anything else.”





“That would be amazing, I think I’m going to need all of the help I can get.”





“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you,” she replied slowly, her voice lowered. I was shocked by her tone, maybe it was unintentional, but I was even more shocked by the butterflies in my stomach that followed her words. I didn’t say anything back to her, suddenly feeling quite shy.





-





We arrived at the store downtown and I felt excited as we walked toward the front door. I’d been to adult stores plenty of times before, but I would only ever get cheap vibrators that I didn’t end up using. Even though I was feeling a bit nervous about my next session with Dr. Lovelace, I was so excited to get my hands on anything that would make me orgasm like I had earlier.





An employee named Katie came over and started helping us. I told her what I was looking for, telling her I was willing to spend quite a bit, and she showed me a few of the higher-end vibrators. Brittany helped me pick one out, suggesting one that she had seen online.





“I’ll just turn it on and let you feel how powerful it is before you buy it,” Katie said. She took the sleek, pink vibrator out of the box and turned it on. She held it out and I put my fingers on it, it was way more powerful than anything I’d owned before.





“Oh my god,” I said, as she went through the different speeds. “Feel,” I said to Brittany, and she reached out to touch it too.





“Holy shit, you have to buy that.”





I laughed, “Okay, I’ll definitely get this one.”





Katie nodded, laughing. “Yeah, I think that’s a good idea. You guys are going to have such a great time with this.”





I instantly felt my face get hot, and I froze. The employee must have thought we were together. Did we act like that? I tried to play it off, but I was lost for words. I was almost grateful when I heard Brittany chime in.





“Oh, I’m sure we will,” she said, seriously. “Don’t you think, babe?”





“Totally,” I said. I was grateful Brittany spoke up, as I didn’t want the employee to feel bad for misunderstanding, but at the same time, I was embarrassed at how good it felt to have her call me babe.





We walked toward the counter, and for a moment I almost felt like Brittany was my partner. We were friends and had been close enough, sharing a bed multiple times and all of our secrets. But now I was starting to get a different feeling from her, a flirty, dominant kind of energy like she was taking the lead. I wondered how her sessions went with Dr. Lovelace, and why she was so eager to come to my session with me. As strange as it was to have my best friend acting this way, I didn’t seem to mind.





After we left the store I told Brittany that I had to head home and do some work. I was lying, and I got the feeling she was seeing right through it, but she acted as if she didn’t.





“No worries! Let me know what Amanda says about the…thing we talked about.”





I told her I would, and got in my car to drive home. I had not only lied because I knew I had a lot to think about, but also because I was eager to use the new toy I bought. For a moment I almost thought about inviting her, but I was horrified when I caught myself in the thought.





Chapter 7





O
 nce I got home, I couldn’t wait to try the new toy. I plugged it in immediately to charge it, and to my surprise after only a few minutes, the red light turned green. It must have been charged recently at the store. I instantly felt horny, thinking of The way Dr. Lovelace pressed her vibrator against my clit, and I felt that same intense vibration on my fingertips at the store.





I pulled my clothes off quickly, feeling so grateful that I lived alone. I was in the living room, and I decided to lay back on the couch. I grabbed my breasts quickly and roughly, pretending it was someone else touching me. I moaned loudly as I pinched my nipples, my clit becoming harder with the sensation.





I thought I would think of Dr. Lovelace, and being strapped to the chair, bright lights shining down on me. But instead, my mind kept going to Brittany. I thought of her pressing herself against me, grabbing my ass hard, gripping my thighs and my waist hard and fucking me how Dr. Lovelace had. I could feel
 her hands on me, as I grabbed the vibrator off of the coffee table and held it onto my clit.





My brain seemed to go numb as the vibrations ripped through me and I could almost feel them deep in my stomach, as I turned the level all the way up. I moaned into the back of the couch, pinching my nipples with one hand and letting the fastest orgasm I’d ever had wash over me, my pussy clenching as I came hard, for the third time in one day. I already couldn’t take anymore, feeling overstimulated, and I sprawled out on the couch, catching my breath as my body relaxed.





-





I emailed Dr. Lovelace’s office the next day to tell them that I was considering having Brittany join me. The secretary replied to my email, with an automated sounding message, telling me she had attached a couple of documents outlining the process, and asking for Brittany’s consent. I opened the documents eagerly.





The one attachment was the same agreement I had signed, but for Brittany. It was a bit less specific as she was a guest. I saved the document to send to her later. The next document was a very vague outline of what to expect, describing the joint session group therapy, and exploring sexual communication between two people. There was a note that sexual contact could be involved between the two parties, but that more would be elaborated in person, along with the opportunity to set boundaries and answer any questions. Finally, there was another reassurance that consent was able to be withdrawn at any time, asking for another signature from me.





I still thought of canceling, but I felt a bit guilty. Dr. Lovelace had stressed that finding a partner would be beneficial, and I wanted to make sure I was getting the most out of the sessions. I also felt a bit guilty knowing that Brittany had missed her opportunity to have a group session, and I didn’t want to be the one to take it away from her. I knew that when the time came, we could figure out what to do, with Dr. Lovelace, and I knew we would be able to set our own boundaries.





I sent Brittany the documents, and she replied to the email almost immediately, letting me know that she had signed them and sent them out. I did the same, and shortly after I received an email from Dr. Lovelace’s office. It confirmed that they had received our documents and that the appointment would still be set for the same time next week.





I couldn’t stop thinking of what would happen, the email gave no clues. I found myself starting to daydream about the upcoming appointment. I kept picturing myself tied up against the chair, Brittany and Dr. Lovelace both teasing me, calling me names, and taking their turns to make me scream. I kept pushing the thoughts down, feeling a bit guilty about having such explicit thoughts, but I couldn’t stop them. I had to keep reminding myself that this was an appointment at a specialist’s office and that there was nothing wrong with what I was doing.





I figured if I was going to explore this with anyone, it would be the person closest to me, Brittany. Not only was she excited to participate, but she also had the experience with Dr. Lovelace. I wanted to ask Brittany more about the sessions she’d had before our next appointment, but thinking of talking to her made me feel so shy, which wasn’t something I was used to feeling around her. I decided to leave it, I was sure it would come up during the appointment.





Chapter 8





T
 he week flew by and before I knew it I was at Dr. Lovelace’s office again, this time waiting outside to see Brittany’s car pull up. We hadn’t talked as much during the days prior, which I had been a bit grateful for, but it only made me feel more nervous as I waited for her.





I saw her car pull into the parking lot and I got out of mine. I walked over to her while she parked, and as she got out of the car my jaw dropped. I’d seen her dressed up plenty of times, before dates, going out to the club, going to an important meeting at work, but I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw her. It might have partly been due to how much I’d been thinking about her, but I felt instantly nervous.





She smiled at me as she got out of her car, her long brown hair perfectly wavy, hanging around her face, and her makeup flawless. She wore a black pencil skirt that fell above her knees, and a black lacy, corset-style top that almost looked like lingerie. She was showing a bit of cleavage, but she still looked very professional and put together. She had large, black heels and as she walked toward me to give me a hug, it was like she was floating.





“Oh my god, Jenny, you look so good!” She said, and I felt myself blush. She wrapped her arms around me. “I’m so happy to see you, we’re going to have so much fun today.” Her words seemed to melt away my worries, and I felt excited and a bit intimidated all at once.





“You look so stunning,” I said as we broke apart, and she waved her hand, dismissing my compliment. I felt like if I looked like she did, I would find it hard to be so humble.





We made our way up to the office, and the secretary directed us to the room once again. There was an extra chair this time, and we waited a bit longer than we had the first time. Brittany was good at breaking the ice, making me laugh and somehow almost forget what it was that we were there for.





Finally, after about fifteen minutes, there was a light knock on the door followed by Dr. Lovelace entering the room.





“Never in a million years did I expect to have you invite Brittany,” Dr. Lovelace said, laughing. She greeted Brittany, and they shook hands as if they were business partners. “Jenny, you couldn’t have made a better choice of a partner for this session, you’re in for a treat.”





I felt my face turn beet red, and I was thankful I was wearing enough makeup to hopefully hide my blushing. “I can’t wait,” I replied, unsure of what else to say.





“As we discussed before, Jenny, I want to improve your sexual communication with another person. I see here that the two of you are friends, have you participated in any sexual activities with each other before?” Dr. Lovelace asked, and we both shook our heads.





“Even better,” she said with a smile and sat down at the desk in front of us. “Jenny, I’d like for you to describe to Brittany what we did last time.”





I was mortified. I looked over at Brittany and she had turned to look at me. I’d expected her to be laughing, but instead, her face was quite serious. “Go ahead, Jenny, in detail.” I took a deep breath. I had told Brittany some details, but I’d been very vague.





“Umm, okay. So last time I was here,” I started, speaking slowly and trying to prolong my story. However, being told to talk dirty in front of two gorgeous women made me start to feel a tingling all over my body, and I readjusted in my seat.





“Dr. Lovelace found out I was into some things that I’d never explored before. She, um, she spanked me, and tied me up,” I started to gain even more courage, as nobody was laughing or looking confused, instead I could only see both of their expressions narrow in on me while I spoke.





“Then she tied me up to the chair, and um, she fucked me with a dildo and used a vibrator on me.” I felt so embarrassed, my voice shaking slightly, but at the same time I could feel my clit becoming hard, and my body buzzing even more with excitement.





“What did I call you?” Dr. Lovelace asked. “And how many times did you cum?”





“You called me slut, and I came twice,” I said, this time with more confidence. Brittany’s eyebrows rose, but she didn’t say anything.





“What do you think about that, Brittany?” Dr. Lovelace asked.





I thought that Brittany would be lost for words, as I would have been, but instead, she continued looking at me as she spoke.





“That’s so hot,” she started, her voice lower and sultry sounding. “You like being called a slut? And you like being tied up and fucked? And told what to do?”





“Yes,” I replied quickly, my shame starting to melt, feeling even more turned on as she spoke to me.





Brittany turned to Dr. Lovelace. “It makes me want to see what I can do to her,” she said, answering her question.





“What do you think, Jenny?”





I thought for a moment, looking at Brittany. Her eyes scanned over me like I was a puzzle she wanted to solve. She flipped her long, dark hair over her shoulder, and I knew I needed her.





“You can do whatever you want to me,” I said to Brittany, sitting up in my chair. “Anything. I want to feel how I felt last time.”





“I just want to make it clear again, that either one of you can withdraw consent at any time. Jenny, your safe word last time was red. Is that still the same?” Dr. Lovelace asked.





“Yes.”





“Perfect. I’m not sure if you are aware Jenny, but during Brittany’s sessions, she was here to explore her more dominant side. I will be here however much or little you would like to involve me, but I will help supervise and guide if needed.” Dr. Lovelace stood up out of her seat and came around to lean against her desk.





“I understand that the two of you are friends, so it could be a bit strange to get things started. Before we proceed to the next room, I think a warm-up exercise would be beneficial. Jenny I’d like to start with you removing your clothes. But feel free to take control at any time, Brittany.”





I felt embarrassed and eager all at once. There was no turning back now. I thought of the few times Brittany had seen me naked, just a glimpse here and there, in the change room at the gym we had attended together a few times, and the nights we’d gotten ready to go out, changing quickly in the same room.





The way she was looking at me made me feel confident. I’d never had anyone look at me so intensely. Her eyes burned into me as if she was already undressing me, so I knew I couldn’t mess it up. Something came over me, and I could hear her words in my head asking if I liked to be called a slut. I did, and I wanted to show her how badly I deserved that title.





I got out of my chair, standing in front of her, and I slowly took off my shirt and pants letting them fall to the floor in a pile, revealing the matching set of lingerie I’d worn. It was a red lacy bra and a matching thong. Brittany looked as if she was going to get out of her chair, but she sat there, watching as I slowly unclasped the back of the bra and slid it off of my body. Without thinking, I cupped my breasts and pinched my nipples lightly, satisfying the craving I’d had to do that since I started describing my last session to Brittany. I watched as she took a sharp breath, but remained seated, scanning me with her eyes.





I turned to the side and bent over slightly as I peeled my thong off. At the same time, I got a glimpse of Dr. Lovelace, and she was looking at me with the same intensity as Brittany. The thoughts of both of them using me flooded back into my head and I couldn’t believe that it might come to a reality.





“You’re such a desperate little slut, aren’t you?” Brittany asked me, and I nodded quickly. “I bet you want one of us to touch you”





“Yes, please,” I said, running my hands down from my stomach to my hips and my ass. Brittany’s eyes followed them.





“I want you to get on your knees in front of Amanda,” she said, and I obeyed. I looked up at Dr. Lovelace, as she leaned against the desk, and she looked back at me with no surprise on her face, as if she’d been expecting this.





Brittany stood up and walked toward us. She grabbed me by the chin, pushing my head up to face her. “You’re going to have to earn what you want,” she said, rubbing her thumb across my jaw. “Amanda’s going to use your pretty little mouth until she cums, and you’re going to enjoy every minute of it.”





Dr. Lovelace looked excited. I was nervous that I would do something wrong, but Dr. Lovelace reassured me. “I’ll guide you, don’t worry,” she said and pulled her skirt up and her panties down. She put one foot up on the desk, spreading her shaved pussy in front of me, and I didn’t hesitate to start. I didn’t quite know what I was doing, but I licked her slit up and down and made note of how she moaned slightly underneath my tongue. I felt her hands on my head, and she gathered my hair in her fist, taking control of my head.





She was already wet before I had started, and I savored the taste of her warm pussy. I stuck my tongue out as she repositioned my head, shoving me closer to her. I felt something hard against my tongue and I realized it was her clit, I sucked and licked at it, listening to her continued soft moans. I couldn’t move if I wanted to, feeling her firm grip on my head, but I didn’t want to go anywhere. I felt so turned on being pushed against her pussy, unable to move, and I touched my hard nipples, as I sucked her, feeling them swell with pleasure.





Suddenly I felt my hands being moved away from my breasts, and I realized that Brittany had moved my hands against my back, pinning them against my spine. “You’re going to have to wait for that,” she said, and I moaned loudly into the doctor’s clit as I felt something cool around my wrists, locking them together. I couldn’t move my arms now, and I could feel my breasts as they jutted out in front of me, begging to be touched as I licked and sucked Dr. Lovelace’s clit desperately. I could feel as they occasionally brushed against the cool side of the desk when the doctor thrusted against my mouth, teasing me. I wanted so badly to make her cum so that we could move to the next room.





“Yes, Jenny. You’re doing such a good job,” Dr. Lovelace said, and I felt her hips thrusting slightly against my face. “Keep sucking me and don’t stop,” she instructed. I took her clit between my lips, sucking hard and moaning against her, feeling my pussy dripping with excitement. Her grip tightened even more as she used my face, pressing and rubbing herself against me while I kept her clit firmly suctioned between my lips. One of her legs now was over my shoulder, pulling my body even closer, my breasts now pressing against the side of the desk.





Her legs started to tense around my head, her cries growing louder, and I wished so badly that I could watch her as she came. I kept up the same pace and I felt as she started to shake beneath me. Finally she pulled my head back quickly, and I could see her now, her cheeks flushed and her lips parted as she panted with her after orgasm glow.





“Put your tongue out,” she demanded, and I did as she said. She pushed my tongue in between her pussy lips, and I lapped at her hole, licking up every drop of her cum eagerly.





“What a good little slut,” I heard Brittany say, and I felt my body shudder. I’d never felt so turned on, my thoughts blinded by my pulsing, hard clit. “Stand up,” she said, and I did as she said as Dr. Lovelace let go of my hair.





“I think it’s time to move next door,” she said.





“Yes, please,” I said, as they both looked at me. I felt so exposed, being so naked and unable to cover myself, as they both stood in front of me fully clothed.





Chapter 9





B
 rittany grabbed my wrists and guided me to walk there first, as she and Dr. Lovelace followed. I got to the door and waited as they opened the door for me. The room was a bit different this time, the lights a bit dimmer and instead of a chair in the center of the room, there was now a table. I wondered if this was what Brittany had during her sessions.





“Lay down on the table,” Brittany said in a soft but strict tone. I walked over slowly, swinging my hips as I felt their eyes on me. I crawled onto the table slowly and lay on my back, feeling the cool surface of my skin.





I saw the two of them whisper, and I strained to hear but I couldn’t make out what they were saying. Finally, they walked over to the table, Brittany at my feet and Dr. Lovelace behind my head.





“Put your hands over your head, and your knees up,” Brittany said, and I did as she said. I felt Dr. Lovelace’s hands around my wrists, pulling them to the corners of the table and fastening them so I couldn’t move my arms. She moved her fingers to trail down my arms and over my chest, watching as I squirmed beneath her.





Then I felt Brittany at my legs, and I looked down to see her tying a rope around my thigh and shin, binding my legs in their bent position. She tied each leg and then spread them open. My pussy was so wet, and I could feel my legs shaking with anticipation. I wanted so badly for her to touch me, but instead, she walked toward the cabinet and pulled out something shiny. I couldn’t see what she was doing with it, but she returned with a smile on her face.





“Amanda tells me you haven’t done anal before, is that right?” She asked, and I nodded. “Since you’re such an eager little slut, I figured you’d like to have all of your holes filled, don’t you think that’s a good idea?”





“Yes, Brittany,” I answered. When I spoke her name it made me remember again that this wasn’t a stranger doing this to me, but my best friend. She almost seemed like a different person.





I’d never tried anal before, but at this point, I knew I was up for almost anything. I’d always been curious, and Brittany’s words made me writhe around with anticipation. I saw the shiny object again and realized it was a butt plug. I felt the cool, hard metal as she pressed it against my asshole, slick with lube. I relaxed for a moment and she pushed it inside of me, and I savored the unreal sensation.





Every time I moved I could feel it inside of me, and my body adjusted to the unfamiliar feeling. It felt so good to be filled just as Brittany had said, and it made my whole body feel so sensitive and turned on. My clit felt even harder than before, and my empty pussy was craving to be fucked.





“Do you like that?” Brittany asked, and before I could answer I felt Dr. Lovelace’s fingers running over my nipples. She pinched them roughly, remembering how I liked it last time, and my head rolled back with pleasure as I ground my hips.





“Yes, fuck, I want to be fucked so badly, please,” I moaned. I felt like I was a different person, begging so effortlessly.





“We’re only just getting started Jenny, you’re going to have to wait a bit longer,” she replied laughing as I groaned impatiently.





Dr. Lovelace stopped rubbing my nipples, and then I felt her press something into my skin. I looked down, and she was holding two rounded domes over my nipples.





“Don’t worry, these are only going to hurt a bit, but I promise you’ll like it,” she said. I watched as she squeezed them and suctioned each one over my nipples.





“Oh my god,” I whined, as I felt the soft sucking on my nipples. There was a little bit of pain as my nipples swelled, but it transformed into even more pleasure. Every time my breasts moved I felt the little suction cups sucking even more. Dr. Lovelace grabbed my breasts in her hands and shook them, and the sensation traveled down toward my throbbing pussy, and I opened my legs even wider.





“Please,” I moaned. “I’ll do anything, please.”





I’d been expecting even more torture, but to my delight, I felt something wet pressing against my pussy lips, and I instantly tensed against it. I watched as Brittany’s head was in between my legs, her wet tongue pressing against my opening. She placed her hands on the inside of my thighs, making sure I couldn’t move away from her, and dipped her tongue inside of me, fucking me slowly with her mouth. There’s no way I would want to move, I didn’t even want to breathe, gasping as I felt her tongue swirl around inside of me.





This wasn’t my first time receiving oral sex, but the few experiences I’d had before had not been good. It always felt like something that the people I’d been with had only done occasionally, maybe because they felt like they had to. It was usually very quick, a bit too wet, and they hadn’t been able to find my clit for long enough to enjoy the sensation.





However, all feelings of any awkwardness went out of my head the second I felt Brittany drag her tongue out of my hole and up to my hard clit. She licked it back and forth and I was so satisfied that I didn’t even realize how loud I’d started moaning. She pressed against the butt plug with her finger, causing me to grind my hips even more.





As Brittany licked at my clit, I felt Dr. Lovelace remove each of the suction cups off of my sore, swollen nipples, and she took one into her mouth while she rolled the other between her fingertips. She bit down gently on my nipple and between that and Brittany’s tongue, I almost felt like I could cum right away.





Brittany lifted her head away from my clit and I heard her speak. “Go ahead Jenny, this won’t be the last time you cum today so there’s no need to prolong it.” She put her mouth back onto my clit, this time sucking it while Dr. Lovelace continued, switching between my breasts.





“Oh my god, yes, that feels so good, fuck,” I cried. I felt my whole body tense, my skin flushing and my legs starting to shake under Brittany’s hands. I came hard, yelling and begging for them to continue as my empty pussy tensed over and over again, my mind empty with pleasure. My nipples and clit felt so sensitive now, as I continued to shake, and I felt myself squirming but there wasn’t anywhere to go as they held me in place.





“Come on, slut, I know you want to cum for us again,” Brittany said, and continued with her mouth. Her wet lips almost felt like the suction cups that had been on my nipples. Without even time to breathe, I felt myself cumming again, screaming wordlessly, my whole body quivering with pleasure. I didn’t know if I could take any more, but at the same time, I didn’t want them to stop.





After another moment they both pulled away from me, and I wasn’t sure if I’d had one long orgasm or a few altogether. I’d thought I would be exhausted, but instead, I was even more turned on now, like something had been unleashed within me. I felt the wetness running down over my ass, the butt plug still firmly filling me.





“Good job, Jenny,” Brittany said, running her fingertips up and down my thighs. “I bet you must be so hungry after all of that, I think it’s time you showed me how grateful you are that I let you cum so much.”





“Yes, thank you, Brittany,” I said panting.





Brittany crawled on top of me, pausing over my stomach, hiking her skirt up over her hips. I wished so badly that I could run my hands up her thighs and over her pussy. I wanted to finger her and rub her clit and make her shake and cry as I had. I wanted to make her feel just as good. I saw Dr. Lovelace walk across the room and rummage through a cupboard, but again, I couldn’t see what she was doing.





“Doctor said because you’ve been such a good girl, she’d stuff and fuck you like she did last time since you liked it so much.” I could feel my pussy pulsing with her words. I was so wet from cumming so much, and I wondered what it would be like to cum even more. I wasn’t sure I could.





“And since you’re such an obedient little slut, I’m going to ride your face until you make me cum,” Brittany said, and I licked my lips ready to pleasure her as she had done to me.





Brittany moved forward, positioning her pussy over my mouth but slightly out of my reach, and looked down at me for a moment. I felt as Dr. Lovelace pressed the dildo against my hole, and it slid quickly inside my slick pussy. It felt even bigger than last time, stretching me slightly even though it entered me so easily. I looked up at Brittany as my pussy was stuffed with the big dildo, and I couldn’t control myself.





“Please Brittany, I want to taste you, please,” I begged, and to my delight, she lowered herself onto my face. I felt her hands cup around the back of my head, and she rubbed herself against my lips and tongue, and I moaned as she shoved my face against her, my pussy now being fucked over and over.





I sucked on her clit, moaning loudly against her, and I watched as her lower stomach moved back and forth as she ground against my mouth. I could feel myself ready to cum again, feeling so turned on by my best friend’s pussy in my face. I’d never cum before just from being fucked, but I could feel my legs tense again, threatening to cramp in their restraints. I did everything I could to focus my mouth to keep sucking on Brittany’s clit, as I felt her legs tighten around me, not wanting my orgasm to ruin hers. I cried into her as I came hard, my ass feeling soaked from my juices pooling under me. Dr. Lovelace kept the dildo in me.





“You like the taste of my pussy don’t you, Jenny? You hungry little cumslut, I bet you’ve been thinking of this all week.”





This was much better than what I’d been thinking. Brittany’s moans grew louder as I quivered around the dildo held in place by Dr. Lovelace, almost cumming again. Finally, even as my jaw started to get sore, I felt Brittany’s legs tense, even more, squeezing around my head, and she came hard, shaking and moaning over me. I waited until she was done and I licked her pussy, swirling my tongue around to taste her as she loosened her grip on my head.





Chapter 10





D
 r. Lovelace removed the dildo slowly from inside of me, and then I felt as she tugged the butt plug out of me as well. I gasped hard as Brittany moved back toward my stomach. She leaned down over me, pushing the hair out of my face, and I heard Dr. Lovelace in the background.





“I’ll meet you both in my office, take a few minutes,” she said, and then I heard her heels click toward the door and it shut softly behind her.





“Holy shit, Jenny,” Brittany said, laughing. “That was fucking incredible. Was everything okay?” She asked, her hand rubbing my arm. “I honestly didn’t expect things to go quite like this.”





“Yes,” I started, catching my breath. “I never knew it could be even better than the last session,” I said, laughing. “I couldn’t have imagined anything better.”





“Me neither, there’s so much more I want to do to you too, I mean, if you’d like,” she said, lowering herself even more. “Starting with…”





“You can do whatever you want to me,” I said, before I realized what she was doing, I felt her lips press against mine as she kissed me, and I kissed her back eagerly, her gentle kiss feeling so comforting after something so intense. It didn’t feel like I was kissing my best friend, but someone different.





She broke the kiss, licking at my lips gently first, tasting herself on them. “God, you’re so hot,” she said, laughing. “It’s going to be hard to look at you normally after this.”





“I agree,” I said, laughing. I was afraid of this happening, but right now I didn’t feel like it was a bad thing at all. I felt quite happy that things could be different from now on.





I knew I still had a long way to go, and a lot of new things to discover, but now I felt like I was prepared to get started. My mind was filled with different ideas of things I wanted to try, whereas just last week I would push these thoughts out of my head. I was nervous, but I felt much more confident knowing that this was an even bigger secret that I shared with Brittany now.





As soon as she freed my wrists from the restraints, this time I kissed her harder, wrapping my arms around her and running them up and down her back and waist, having wanted to touch her all day. I felt content like this, her soft skin under my fingers and her hands brushing softly through my hair while her lips pressed against mine. I knew that this was a feeling I could get used to, and I couldn’t wait to keep exploring with her.





I knew we would have to do a lot of work figuring out what we were doing, but I didn’t care. I knew that walking back into Dr. Lovelace’s office now would be much different than when we’d arrived and now I couldn’t wait to debrief and talk about what happened. But I knew that no matter what, I would be ready to book another session with Brittany, either inside of the office or out.





Also by Faye Rose





[image: Straight Women Dominated: Lesbian BDSM Bundle]


Straight Women Dominated: Lesbian BDSM Bundle


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09V5KV1MQ





THREE HOT AND SENSUAL LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!







This naughty 45,000-word collection features romantic erotica stories about straight women being seduced and dominated, unleashing their wildest fantasies! Includes BDSM, age-gap, sexy strangers, and more!






Punished and Dominated by Lesbian Stranger: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme First Time:







Straight girl Candace loves meeting up with men online for kinky hookups. But what happens when she misreads a profile and ends up at the house of a beautiful, dominant
 
woman

 named Riley
 
,

 who promises to fulfill all of her fantasies? Will Candace decide to stay and experience pleasure beyond her wildest dreams?







Rescued and Used by Lesbian Housewife: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme Age Gap First Time:







Twenty-five-year-old Lauren is driving through a blizzard to meet up with her fiance, Tyler, hoping that a weekend away can fix their crumbling relationship. But when Lauren’s car gets stuck in the snow, a gorgeous older woman named Samantha stops to offer her a place to stay for the night. When Lauren starts to realize that the dominant and married woman that rescued her may also be flirting with her, will she be able to find a way to thank Samantha for rescuing her? Will Lauren also be able to satisfy her own naughty desires?







Divorced Women’s BDSM Club: Lesbian Femme F/F Romance Erotica First Time:







Recently divorced Erica is looking for healing and a change of pace. Her best friend, Kendra, invites her to a divorced women’s support group, but with a naughty, BDSM twist. Erica has never been very attracted to women, but she decides to go knowing that Kendra will be there by her side. Can a wild night with strangers and her dominant best friend help Erica get over her ex-husband?
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Claimed by Lesbian Boss: A First Time Age-Gap BDSM Short


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09WV9MC4X





“I’m the owner of the company you work for. The CEO,” Natasha said, her eyes narrowing in on me like I was her prey. “And you’re in luck because I need a new secretary. One that will be able to do as I say. I’ll have to put you through a series of tests today to make sure you’re qualified for exactly what I am asking. Do you think you’re ready for that?”









“Yes,” I answered, standing up straight. “Tell me what to do.”







After months of being single, Olivia decides to make an account on a dating app to look for someone to hook up with. She decides to meet up with an older anonymous and dominant, Natasha, after fantasizing about being with a woman for the first time. Little did she know, the 41-year-old Natasha turns out to be the CEO of the company Olivia works for, and she’s looking for a new, naughty secretary. Will Olivia be able to prove that she’s obedient enough for the job?





This 13,000-word short is a steamy first-time lesbian BDSM erotica romance about a younger employee, Olivia, falling for her older, dominating boss.
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