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Chapter 1

“I’m really sorry, but I am in a rush,” I tell the officer that pulled me over for speeding.

“Ma’am, you realize you were driving faster than the speed limit?” He asks me.

“I realize that and I am so sorry! I was rushing to get to my mom. You see, she is very sickly lately and she phoned me to tell me she fell and hit her head real hard,” I lie.

He stares at me for a few moments, while I seductively push up my chest, revealing my protruding breasts in my bra.

“Okay, you may go.”

I’m rushing back to my office to meet Michael and Becky Stanford; my latest project. I have spent the last few years breathing life into broken marriages. I get a kick out of helping people work through their relationship difficulties. Sometimes, I get more than just a kick.

At the entrance of my office, the door is decorated with a placard. On the placard is a quote that says:

If being yourself is a crime, then freedom is an illusion.

My office is tastefully furnished and on the twelfth floor of a building in Chicago, with incredible views of the city. The view, classy furniture and unique practices are some of the many reasons behind my high prices.

My office is large, with my desk, a three-seater couch, and a ¾ bed. Most people have stationery in their drawers; I have hand-cuffs, blindfolds, and whips in mine.

Most of my business is word-of-mouth, although I doubt any of my clients reveal the exact nature of their therapy with my unique practices.

My methods are very hands-on. While most therapists ask prompting questions and offer a willing ear, I believe real treatment starts with action.

With a lot of couples, the problems do not lie in their marriage, or their understanding of each other. Most people are frustrated because they had lost the spark they once had when they first started dating. A simple reminder can bring even the most broken relationships back to life. This works most of the time, but not always, as in the case with my marriage.

Looking at my schedule, I must see three couples today. Hopefully, none of them come late. There is nothing more frustrating than late clients. They throw off my entire schedule.

I throw myself down on my couch as a message pops up on my phone, highlighting the entire screen.

Hi Lucy,

I’m so sorry; we’re running a few minutes late. As usual, Michael cannot stick to anything, including time.

See you in roughly 10 minutes.

Speaking of late clients.

Michael and Becky are going to be a handful. I haven’t met them yet, but from the few messages we’ve sent each other, this is relationships sounds very rocky. These couples usually end up fucking like rabbits if they’re both decided to make it work.

My name is Lucy Whistleworth. Yeah, that surname had me teased for most of my life. One of my ex-boyfriends even asked if I could make my pussy whistle. That relationship didn’t last long.

I’m a sex therapist. Often, I get hands-on and guide couples on their forgotten sensuality. I should probably spend time on myself. I haven’t been laid in months and going all the way with my clients won’t be very professional.

I’m not like most therapists. I don’t keep a notepad and write down every little thing my clients tell me. If I had to write down everything I’ve heard, I could probably write the sickest book out there. A big part of my job is to discover each partner’s deepest fantasy.

Some husbands confess to wanting to sleep with other men. When this revelation comes to life, many wives confess that their fantasy is to watch her man getting man-handled.

“Just shut the fuck up and please, do not embarrass me!”

“Can we just get this shit over and done with, so I don’t have to speak to you for the rest of the day?” He snaps.

“Dickhead.”

That must be Michael and Becky.

“Welcome in,” I greet.

Becky can tell I heard her argument and shied away. “Thank you.”

Michael stares at me for a few moments, before walking in. That look already tells me what I’m dealing with. He wants more than just his wife.

“Okay, so what brings you, two beautiful people, here today?” I ask.

“My husband is an arsehole, and a friend recommended you,” Becky responds.

Long shiny black hair hangs down Becky’s shoulders, covering her curvaceous breasts. She wears a short crop top that exposes her defined belly.

“So, what are your expectations of me?” I ask them both.

“Well, I was hoping you could help my wife with a bit of common sense.”

With grey eyes, a ripped physique and a killer smile, Michael is dreamy.

After a few minutes of talking to the couple, I realized that neither of them knows what I do. They are both under the impression that they’re here to argue out their problems.

“Like, sometimes, I just feel like he doesn’t listen to me,” Becky moans.

“When last have you touched yourself?” I ask Becky.

Her face turns red, and she turns to look at her husband for support. Michael lets out a sneaky smile.

“I cannot recall the last time,” she says shyly.

I turn to Michael. “When last have you touched your wife?”

“Well, I tried to touch her last night, but as usual, she slapped my hands away.”

“Now, we’re getting somewhere,” I tell them.

“Go ahead, touch her.”


Chapter 2

Michael and Becky are proving to be a very problematic couple. By now, they have figured out what’s required from them, but they refuse to put in the work to reignite their spark.

This is their fourth session with me, and I’m hoping for a breakthrough. By the fourth session, we should have seen some progress. This is when things become a lot more hands-on.

“Today, we’re going to try something different,” I tell them. Michael and Becky look at me eagerly. 

I keep catching Michael trying to sneak a glance at my tits whenever his wife’s not paying attention. Looking back at Michael, I smiled, before turning back to Becky. It’s a smile that tells him, “I feel the same.”

“Today, we’re going to explore the power of fantasies.” 

Removing my coat, I notice the slight bulge in Michael’s pants. I may already know what his fantasy is. 

Pointing at the bed, I give Becky her first instruction.

“I want you to consider your biggest sexual fantasy, but do not tell myself or Michael what this fantasy is.”

Becky looks at me curiously. 

“With your fantasy in the back of your head, I want you to place yourself in the position you would be in had you been living out your fantasy.”

Becky looks over at Michael. “Pretend he’s not here,” I add.

She walks over to the bed and lies down on the bed. She shuffles for a few seconds until she lies with her face planted into the bed. She’s on her knees, with her hips lifted in the air. Michael licks his lips at the sight of his wife.

“Good,” I tell her. “You may get off the bed. Michael, I want you to do the same, but you will need to take off your shoes when performing this exercise.” 

Michael reaches down for remove the knots on his shoes. 

“NO!” I snap. “Not you, Becky has to take them off for you.” 

Becky gives me an evil glare but, eventually obeys my command. 

“You will have to do this slowly,” I add. 

Michael looks down on his wife as she slowly unties the knots on his shoes and lifts removes each shoe. “At least, he doesn’t have smelly feet,” she jokes. 

Michael has big feet. By the looks of things, he has a big cock too. The sight of his wife on her knees excites him. He pressing cock is evidence of that.

By the time Becky was done lifting his shoes, it had looked like she wanted to remove more than just his shoes. 

“Michael, consider your fantasy and assume your position on the bed.” 

Michael lays on top of his hands. His hands are behind his back, and his legs stretched out. “Do you like being dominated, Michael?” I ask. 

“No-”

“I’m going to ask you again,” I interrupt. “Do you like being dominated, Michael?”

“Sometimes.”

In the corner of my eye, I notice Becky smiling. 

“Okay, you can get off the bed, but leave your shoes off,” I instruct. 

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Becky, how many people are involved in your fantasy?” 

“I cannot answer that,” she replies. 

“Okay, so more than two,” I confirm. Michael’s cock hardened further. His breathing sounds heavy. 

“Michael, would you like to tell us how many people are involved in your fantasy?”

“You better be honest, Michael,” I add sternly. 

“A few,” he replies. 

“Good. Becky, I’m still waiting for that number?”

“Three,” she whispers. 

“I thought so,” I smile.

Removing my coat, I reveal the black lacy top I wore under the coat. “This time, I want you to look at Michael and tell him more about your fantasy.”

Becky takes in a sharp breath, before mumbling.

“There are three people,” she tells him.

“Is Michael involved in this fantasy?”

“Yeah,” she admits. 

“That makes two, who else is involved?” 

Becky glances over at me, before whispering, “you.”


Chapter 3

Becky and Michael have been to me for a few sessions now. Today is the final session. It looks as if things are going well, but they still haven’t fucked.

Today, the couple is 5 minutes early, eagerly waiting for their next task. They both look like they need a release and soon. Michael has become more comfortable with a hardened cock in my presence. Today, he even came to the appointment wearing shorts.

“So, by now, I trust that you have realized you both share the same fantasies,” I tell them. “You are both frustrated, and that’s starting to play a toll on your relationship, but that is only because you don’t know how to explore these fantasies.”

Michael wants to eat my pussy out. I can tell by the look in his eyes. Becky wants nothing more than for me to go down on her. 

I know this, but the key is to allow them to discover this for themselves. 

I hand the blindfold over to Becky and instruct her to put in on. Michael tightens the knot behind her head, securing the blindfold. “Becky, you are going to hear everything, but you won’t be able to see a thing. The only thing you will have to guide you is your imagination.”

I hold up a placard with that says, Breath heavily. Michael starts breathing heavily while looking at me. His eyes are filled with lust as he runs his eyes over my tits. I push my tits together, and Becky turns her head as she hears Michael taking in every sharp breath. 

I hold up three more cards. 

- Take off my top

- Flash my pussy

- Kiss your wife

Michael, I want you to pick one.

“One what?” Becky asks. 

“Let your imagination run wild, Becky.”

After a few moments of consideration, Michael holds up three fingers, indicating that he wants me to kiss Becky. I smile at him and order Becky to remove the blindfold and hand it over to Michael.

“Wait, I don’t get to see it?” He asks.

“See what?” Becky asks.

“Not for now, no,” I tell him. 

“Becky, tie the blindfold behind his eyes. Her tits run against his face as she leans over and places the blindfold on his head, covering his eyes. 

“One more thing,” I tell Becky, once the blindfold is securely wrapped around his head. I think he would enjoy this. I remove a soft rope from my drawer and walk over to Michael, grabbing both of his hands. His hands are big and strong, but he doesn’t fight it. 

He allows me to tie his hands behind his back.

“The scent of your perfume is driving me insane,” he tells me. 

Becky sits back in the couch, with her lips parted as I lean in on her. My soft blonde hair lands on hers as I move forward, reaching for her lips. 

“Michael is it okay if I kiss your wife?” I ask.

“Yeah!” He huffs. 

Becky opens her mouth as I move mine closer into hers. Her full cherry lips look at me, begging for attention. She opens her mouth, eagerly wanting me inside her, but I tease her bottom lip and softly suck on her bottom lip as I grab hold of her head with my hand.

Becky reaches out for her husband’s cock and starts rubbing on it against the fabric of his jeans. 

She tastes delicious as I enter my tongue into her mouth and swirl my tongue against hers. I can feel my pussy growing wet and looking down; I can see she’s wet as well. Becky tries lowering the zip of his jeans, but I pull her hand back. 

“No. Now, we’re having fun,” I tell her. 

Pushing her back against the couch, I find a seat on her lap and start rubbing on her tits. Michael tries breaking free from the tied rope and moves his head closer to us. I slap on his cock and tell him to wait his turn. He groans with the touch of my hand.

Becky pulls my head forward and continues kissing me, while I run my hands down her chest. I place my hand under her top, touching her soft silky skin.

Breaking the kiss, I lift myself off Becky and walk back to my desk. 

“Becky. Now I want you to remove the blindfold and free his hands.”

Michael grabs hold of his zip, once his hands were freed and lowered the zip, revealing his thick, juicy cock. 

Becky looks over at me as if asking for permission to suck on his dick.

“Okay, so that’s all the time we have today,” I tell them.


Chapter 4

Knock, knock, knock.

“Coming!” I hear Becky’s voice.

As part of my consultation package, I usually pay all my couples a visit in their home. Couples are a lot more comfortable in their own territory.

“Hi,” Becky says as she opens the door. “Come in!” 

Becky greets me, looking sexier as ever. She wears a short black skirt. “Why have you been hiding these sexy legs?” I ask, walking in. 

“Oh, stop it you,” she blushes. 

Becky has slick, silky legs that could grace even the best magazine covers. A yellow t-shirt wrapped around her curvaceous body, with a bra that gives her tits an extra lift.

“Hey Lucy,” Michael says, extending his hands out to me.

He holds his hands out, but I cannot take my eyes off those strong, muscly legs. Thick, strong veins run along his big calves, leading up to his strong thighs. 

He stands barefooted in front of me. He has beautiful, strong feet. 

“Hi, Michael! You’re looking good.”

He smiles. 

A vest wraps around his chest, revealing his defined mid-section. I can see the lines on the folds of his abs through his shirt. 

Michael and Becky stand next to each other. They are one tasty looking couple.

“You guys look good together. Have you guy gotten any closer since our last session?”

Becky smiles and grabs hold of her husband’s hand. “We try.”

“Good, you guys have a good thing going on, you just needed to reignite your sexual energies.”

Michael stares at me for a few moments, considering.

“Yeah, our sex life has improved a lot, but I think Becky and I can both agree we have unfinished business.”

Becky looks up at him coyly, before turning to smile at me seductively. 

“I think, I could agree on that.”

“What unfinished business do you have?” I ask the couple.

Michael and Becky smile at each other and Becky walks toward me.

“Let’s get you more comfortable.”

Seeing Becky with her newfound confidence is a major turn on for me. She grabs hold of my head and runs her eyes down my body. Her eyes are filled with lust as she undresses me with her eyes. 

She bites her bottom lip as she starts removing the buttons on my blouse. Starting from the bottom, she removes each button and works her way up. Michael sits back on the couch and watches as his wife has her way with me. 

Becky reaches for my lips as she leans forward and removes my top. That familiar sweet taste of her tongue enters me, making my pussy wet.

Our tongues swirl inside our mouths, and I let out a slight moan as she grabbed on my tits and started squeezing them. 

She runs her hands through my hair as we kiss passionately. 

“I’m so wet,” I whisper in her ears. 

“Me too!” She replies. 

In the corner of my eyes, I see Michael laying back on the couch, with his cock in his hands.

Becky puts her hand in my pants and reaches for my wet pussy. 

“Oooh!” I moan as her fingers softly graze against my wet cunt. 

Placing her finger through the moist folds of my pussy, she starts running her finger up and down. Our lips remained locked as she circled my clit with her finger.

I groan with gratification, and she inserted her finger into my pussy.

We broke free from our locked lips and looked at each other with uncontrollable desire. I made my way under her top and reached for her bra straps. 

I lifted her bra as her finger continued to ravish my cunt. I trapped her fully erect nipples with my fingers and started rolling them back and forth. Her lips parted with pleasure, forcing a moan from her lips. 

Becky uses her finger to massage the walls of my pussy and grinds my clit vigorously. My breathing picked up, and my eyes rolled back. “Fuck! Me, I’m close!” I moan.

I hear Michael moaning in the background. The sounds of his wife pleasuring me drives him nuts. 

“I’m so close! Fuck!” I moan. For a second, I felt Becky slow down. “No! Don’t stop!”

Becky continued to curl her finger and rub against the soft muscle inside my wet cunt, as she discovered the spongy surface of my g-spot. 

“Fuuuuuuuck…” I sighed and collapsed into Becky. My pussy pulsated with pleasure.

It takes a few moments for me to catch my breath. “Your turn,” I smile at Becky.

“On your back, with your hips lifted in the air,” I instruct, recalling the position she held in her fantasy. 

Lifting her bottom of her skirt, I reached in for her pussy.

“No underwear?” I tease. 

“I was hoping I wouldn’t need any,” she replies. Becky’s voice purred with a devilish grin. A grin that begged for me.

Michael walked over towards me and cupped his palm over my soaked pussy. His strong touch sends shivers down my spine. For a second, my eye rolled back as I took in the pleasure of his strong fingers on my wet pussy. I gasp as I feel his finger slide into my wet cunt. 

I leaned forward, with my mouth aimed at Becky’s delicious pussy. She has thin hairs, neatly trimmed aiming into her warm cave. 

“Oooh,” Becky moaned as the tip of my tongue connected with her wetness. With Becky’s pussy hovering in the air, my taste buds were filled with the taste of her wet pussy. 

I circle her longing clit with my tongue and run my nails down her legs.

Becky’s legs quiver with pleasure and I feel Michael remove his touch from my wet pussy. I stop to catch a glance at Michael’s cock and start craving his cock inside me. His cock is probably 7 inches and thick. I love a thick cock grinding its way inside me. 

He walks over to his wife and grabs her by the head and aims his dick for her mouth. She opens her mouth, getting a taste of that delicious prick. 

“Ahhhh,” he moans as she allows his dick inside her mouth. I begin licking her cunt more vigorously.

Her legs shake with pleasure when Michael walks around, back towards me. At first, I thought he’s about to push me aside and start ravishing his wife’s cunt. 

“OOOOHHHH!” I scream as I feel his thick cock plunged inside my wet cunt. 

“Oooooh,” I moan. There is nothing better than having a fat cock plunge inside you unexpectedly. 

Becky on her back, with her legs holding her up in the air, while I lick her out. I’m on my knees, while he has his way with my yearning cunt.

I feel Michael’s strong finger rub against my clit as he leaves his dick inside me. I pause with my mouth covering Becky’s cunt, breathing heavily on her moist pussy as he slowly works his way deeper inside me. 

Becky moves her hands on her cunt and starts circling her clit with the sounds of me moaning. 

I feel the skin of his uncut cock roll back as he presses into me. Reaching deeper into me with every thrust. His cock rubs against the wet flesh inside me, and I feel my breathing become more erratic.

Beads of sweat drop from Michael’s forehead and land on my back as he thrusts his cock inside me. My pussy begins to quiver, pulsating with desire. 

“Babe, I want you to shoot inside me!” Becky pleads.

I turn my head and look at Michael and give him a smile of approval. 

Becky pulls Michael aside and instructs him to lay on the carpet. Once Michael was on his back, Becky grabbed hold of his cock and aimed it at her yearning pussy. Her eyes closed slightly, and her lips parted as his juicy cock parted her pussy. He stretched her tight lips apart as he entered her until he was completed submerged in her wet cunt.

Becky began riding Michael’s cock and their eyes connected. They wanted each other badly. 

She started off slowly and gradually increased her pace as rode his cock, holding onto his strong hairy legs with her arms behind her. 

She picked up the pace and slammed hard up and down on his cock. Michael moaned with the touch her pussy and started thrusting upwards into her.

Their breathing picked up, and gasps of air escaped their mouths as feelings of ecstasy overcame them. 

I cupped my pussy with my hands, watching the hot couple fuck new life into their marriage. The sight is hot, and I’m on the verge of cumming again. 

“Oh fuck!” Michael screamed with pleasure. “I’m going to cum!” 

“Fuck me!” Becky pleaded. 

Michael turned Becky around and laid her on her back. She stretched her legs open, wrapping them around his waist. Michael pounded heavily into her.

I notice Becky take in a sharp breath and her body tightened around Michael. Her head fell back, and her spine arched as he rammed harder into her. The sight of seeing Becky cum was enough to make my cunt convulse and spasm with pleasure.

“Fuck!” Michael groaned as his sweaty body covered her and he shot loads of cum inside her cunt. 

“That…. Was fucking amazing!” Becky yells.

I look back at the happy couple, and this brings a smile to my face.

My job here is done.  
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