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Chapter One: A Marriage in Need





Faith and Frank had been married for ten years, and their relationship had reached a point of stagnation. They loved each other deeply, but the spark that had once ignited their passion seemed to have faded. Frank, a tall and handsome man with a chiseled jawline and piercing blue eyes, had always been the more adventurous one in the bedroom. He craved excitement and variety, wanting Faith to embrace her wilder side and explore new sexual horizons.



Faith was a petite and reserved woman with soft, doe-like eyes and long, flowing auburn hair. She had always been shy, both in and out of the bedroom. Her modesty was a part of her charm, but it also held her back from fully expressing her desires. This disparity in their sexual appetites had strained their marriage, leading to frequent arguments and a growing sense of dissatisfaction.



One evening, after a heated discussion, Frank suggested they seek professional help. "Faith, I love you more than anything," he said, his voice filled with sincerity. "But I think we need some guidance to bridge this gap between us."



Faith nodded, her eyes welling up with tears. "I want to make this work, Frank. I just don't know how to be the person you want me to be."



After some research, they discovered Dr. Harry Turner, a renowned therapist specializing in hypnotic therapy. His methods were unconventional, but his success stories were many. Desperate to save their marriage, Faith and Frank gave it a try.



The day of their first session arrived, and they stood outside Dr. Turner's office. The building was modest, tucked away in a quiet neighborhood. As they entered the waiting room, they were greeted by soothing music and the scent of lavender. The ambiance was calming, and it helped to ease their nerves.



Dr. Turner emerged from his office, a tall, imposing figure with a warm smile. His eyes held a hint of mischief, but his demeanor was professional and welcoming. "Faith, Frank, please come in," he said, ushering them into his office.



The room was dimly lit, with plush chairs and a large, comfortable couch. A hypnotic pendulum hung from the ceiling, catching the soft glow of the lamps. Dr. Turner gestured for them to sit on the couch, and he took a seat in one chair facing them.



"Let's begin," he said, his voice deep and soothing. "Tell me about yourselves and what brings you here today."



Faith and Frank exchanged a glance, and Frank took the lead. "We've been having some difficulties in our marriage, particularly in the bedroom. I want Faith to be more open and adventurous, but she's always been shy. We thought maybe hypnosis could help her overcome her inhibitions."



Dr. Turner nodded, his eyes flicking to Faith. "And how do you feel about this, Faith?"



Faith blushed, her cheeks turning a soft pink. "I want to make Frank happy, and I want to be more open. I just don't know how to do it on my own. I have a hard time letting myself go, even in front of Frank.."



Dr. Turner smiled, his eyes gleaming with a hidden intent. "Don't worry, Faith. I can help you both. Let's start with some relaxation techniques, and then we'll dive into hypnosis. Are you both ready?"



Faith and Frank nodded, their hands clasped tightly together. They had no idea what lay ahead, but they were willing to try anything to save their marriage.



As Dr. Turner began the hypnotic induction, Faith and Frank felt a sense of calm wash over them. They had no idea that their lives were about to change in ways they could never have imagined.





Chapter Two: The First Session





Dr. Harry Turner began the hypnotic induction with a smooth, reassuring voice. "Close your eyes and take a deep breath," he instructed. "Let all the tension and worries float away. You are safe here, and everything that happens is for your own good."





Faith and Frank followed his instructions, their breathing becoming slower and more rhythmic. The soft, soothing music in the background helped to lull them into a state of deep relaxation. Dr. Turner's voice became even more commanding, yet gentle.





"Frank, I want you to listen carefully," Harry said, his eyes fixed on Frank's face. "You are going to be very happy with everything that Faith does. You will encourage her and support her in all her actions. You will enjoy watching her engage in the most extreme acts, and you will quietly observe, savoring every moment without interfering."



Frank nodded slightly, his mind already conforming to the suggestions. Harry then turned his attention to Faith.



"Faith, you are no longer shy about your body or your sexual desires," Harry said, his voice firm yet soothing. "You enjoy showing off and engaging in sexual acts. You feel a deep pleasure in being watched and admired. You are free to express your wildest fantasies without inhibition."



Both Faith and Frank were now deeply under Harry's control. He smiled to himself, knowing that the real fun was about to begin.



"Now, Faith, I want you to stand up and take off all your clothes," Harry commanded. Without hesitation, Faith rose from the couch and undressed. She slipped off her blouse, revealing her lacy bra, and then stepped out of her skirt, standing in just her undergarments. Her eyes were glazed over, but there was a hint of excitement in them.



Frank watched, his breath catching as he saw his wife's body being revealed. He felt a surge of excitement, knowing that this was what he had always wanted.



"Very good, Faith," Harry said, his voice warm with approval. "Now, take off your bra and panties. Show us your beautiful body."



Faith complied, her movements graceful and unhurried. She unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, and then slid her panties down her legs. She stood naked before Harry and Frank, her body on full display.



"Tell us what you want, Faith," Harry instructed. "Use explicit, filthy language. Describe your desires in detail."



Faith's eyes flickered with a sudden intensity. "I want to be fucked," she said, her voice husky with desire. "I want a hard cock inside me, filling me up. I want to be used and toyed with, made to come over and over again."



Frank's eyes widened, but he remained silent, his gaze fixed on his wife's naked form. Harry smiled, knowing that his control was complete.



"Touch yourself, Faith," Harry commanded. "Show us how you pleasure yourself."



Faith's hands moved to her breasts, teasing her nipples until they were hard and erect. She then slid one hand down her stomach, her fingers finding her clit and beginning to stroke it gently. Her breath hitched as she felt the familiar sensation of pleasure building within her.



"That's it, Faith," Harry encouraged. "Keep going. Tell us more about what you want."



Faith's voice grew more urgent. "I want to be fucked in every hole by other men," she moaned. "I want to feel a cock deep in my ass, stretching me, making me scream. I want to be covered in cum, tasting it, feeling it drip down my body."



Frank's breath grew ragged as he watched his wife's explicit display. He felt a mix of excitement and awe, knowing that this was the Faith he had always wanted.



"Very good, Faith," Harry said, his voice tinged with satisfaction. "Now, put your clothes back on. You and Frank will remember nothing of what happened here, but you will be happy and eager to return for the next session."



Faith and Frank nodded, their minds already responding to Harry's commands. They dressed quickly, their movements automatic and efficient.



"Thank you, Dr. Turner," Faith said, her voice back to its usual softness. "That was an excellent session. We look forward to the next one."



Harry smiled, knowing that his manipulation was complete. "You're welcome, Faith and Frank. I look forward to seeing you both again very soon."



As they left the office, Harry couldn't help but feel a sense of triumph. He had them started on a path that he knew would be full of exciting events.





Chapter Three: Sticky Faith





A week later, Faith and Frank returned to Dr. Harry’ss office, eager for their next session. They had no memory of what had transpired during their first visit, but they both felt a strange excitement and anticipation. Harry greeted them warmly, his eyes gleaming with a hidden intensity.



"Come in, come in," he said, ushering them into his office. "I'm glad to see you both looking so enthusiastic. Let's get started right away."



Faith and Frank settled onto the couch, their hands clasped together. Harry began the hypnotic induction, his voice smooth and commanding. Within minutes, they were both in a deep trance, ready to follow his every command.



"Frank, you remember your instructions," Harry said, his eyes locked onto Frank's face. "You are here to observe and enjoy. You will not interfere, no matter what happens."



Frank nodded, his mind already conforming to Harry's will. Harry then turned his attention to Faith.



"Faith, today you are going to embrace your wild side even more," Harry instructed. "You will do everything I ask without hesitation. You will enjoy every moment of it."



Faith's eyes fluttered, a small smile playing on her lips. She was ready to comply.



"Stand up, Faith, and strip naked for us," Harry commanded.



Faith rose from the couch and undressed, her movements fluid and graceful. She slipped off her clothes, revealing her beautiful body inch by inch. Frank watched, his breath catching watched his wife stripping seductively for the two men..



"Now, Faith, I want you to dance for us," Harry said, his voice firm. "Show us how sexy you can be."



Faith began to move, her hips swaying seductively as she danced around the room. Her hands roamed over her body, teasing her breasts and sliding down her stomach. She felt a thrill of excitement, knowing that she was being watched and admired.



Harry's eyes were fixed on her, his desire growing with each passing moment. He stood up and began to undress, revealing his muscular body and growing erection. Faith's eyes widened slightly, but she continued to dance, her movements becoming even more provocative.



"Come here, Faith," Harry commanded, his voice thick with lust. "Remove my pants and underwear."



Faith approached him, her hands trembling slightly as she unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants. She then slid his underwear down, revealing his hard cock. Her eyes were fixed on it, her mouth watering with anticipation.



"Now, Faith, I want you to perform fellatio and anilingus on me," Harry instructed. "Show Frank how much you enjoy it. Show him how dirty you can be."



Faith dropped to her knees, her eyes locked onto Harry's cock. She took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his shaft as she began to suck him deeply. Her head bobbed up and down, her tongue swirling around his length. She moaned softly; the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through Harry.



Frank watched, his eyes wide with excitement. He felt a surge of arousal, knowing that his wife was enjoying this act so much. He encouraged her softly, "Go on, Baby. Eat his ass.”



Harry sat back on the desk, lifting his legs and placing them on Faith’s shoulders as she grabbed his cock and lifted it. Harry felt Faith’s tongue on his balls, then she linked down to his taint, causing him to moan, before she licked his asshole.



“That’s it! Eat my ass while you stroke me, Faith,” Harry encouraged. Faith stroked his cock while she drove her tongue into his pucker as far as she could, swirling it while she sucked his sphincter, making him moan loudly.



Faith's eyes flicked up to Harry's face, her mouth still working on his ass. She released him briefly to speak, her voice husky with desire. "I want to taste your cum, Harry. I want to feel it in my mouth, to swallow every drop. Let me know when you’re ready."



Harry groaned, his hips thrusting slightly as Faith continued to eat his ass, stroking him all the time. Harry's eyes closed as he gave himself over to the sensations.



"Faith, I’m getting close,” he said through gritted teeth. She quickly moved up, sucking him in, her mouth sliding over his shaft quickly. “You want it Faith? You want my cum?”



She nodded as much as she could without stopping, letting out small moans as she did so while glancing up at him with as much of a smile as she could.



Faith felt Harry's body tense as he neared his climax. She sucked him even deeper, her throat working to milk his cock. Harry’s knees buckled as he came and started pumping into her.



Faith moaned around his cock as noises mixed with a slight gurgle, her eyes widened.



“Swallow it Faith. Swallow my cum,” Harry demanded.



She did as was instructed, taking all of it down, and then pulling her mouth off him afterwards to show it empty. His cock lingered an inch away from her lips, dripping with saliva.



“That’s a good girl. Don’t forget to lick it clean,” Harry said motioning toward his cock.



Faith hesitated for a moment, looking at it and then at the surface gleaming with fresh saliva, then back up at Harry



“Fuck it, just finish.” He said and bent over, grabbing her by the hair and pushing his cock against her face.



Once again, Frank watched in awe, his own cock hard and throbbing in his pants. He felt a mix of pride and excitement, knowing that his wife was capable of such acts.



Harry, still breathless from his orgasm, looked down at Faith with a satisfied smile. "very good, Faith. Now, tell Frank how badly you want me to have sex with you. Describe it in explicit detail."



Faith looked up at Frank, her eyes filled with a mix of lust and desperation. "Frank, I want Harry to fuck me," she said, her voice trembling with desire. "I want to feel his cock deep inside my pussy, filling me up. I want him to fuck me hard and fast, to make me scream with pleasure."



She paused, her breath hitching as she continued. "And I want him to fuck my ass, Frank. I want to feel his cock deep in my tight hole, stretching me, making me beg for more. I want to be his slut, to do whatever he wants, whenever he wants."



Frank's eyes widened, a mix of shock and excitement coursing through him. He had never seen this side of Faith before, and it was both thrilling and terrifying.



Harry smiled, knowing that his control was complete. He dressed, his movements slow and deliberate. Faith watched him, her eyes filled with a mix of longing and frustration.



“Now give your husband a kiss. Let him taste your ass-eating, cock sucking lips.” Faith immediately went to her husband, and they exchanged a sloppy passionate kiss.



“How was that, Frank?” Harry asked.



“It was beautiful,” Frank said, his erection straining. He looked at his wife and said, “I loved watching you rim him and eat his cum, Baby.”



"Get dressed, Faith," Harry commanded. "You will remember what happened as your deep fantasy, what you want to happen, no matter the cost. Frank, you will remember this as Faith’s description of her fantasy, and you will support her whenever she decides to act on it. You will both be eager for the next session."



Faith nodded, and dressed carefully, not automatically like in the past. Harry wondered if she was even under hypnosis.



"Thank you, Harry," Faith said, her voice back to its usual softness. "Today was great.”



As they left the office, Harry couldn't help but think that there were hints in Faith’s eyes and mannerisms that she wasn’t actually as controlled as one would believe.





Chapter Four: The Deepening Descent



Faith and Frank returned to Harry’s office for their third session, their anticipation palpable. They had no memory of the explicit acts that had transpired during their previous visits, but they both felt a strange excitement and eagerness. Harry greeted them with his usual warm smile, his eyes gleaming with a hidden intensity.



"Welcome back," he said, ushering them into his office. "I'm glad to see you both looking so eager. Let's go."



Faith and Frank settled onto the couch, their hands clasped together. Harry began the hypnotic induction, his voice smooth and commanding. Within minutes, they were both in a deep trance, ready to follow his every command.



"Frank, today you will remember any acts that happen during the session as fantasies, as Faith describing what she wants to do," Harry instructed. "You will believe that these are her deepest fantasies, and you will be proud of her for expressing them."



Frank nodded, his mind following Harry’s direction. Harry then turned his attention to Faith.





"Faith, you will remember these acts as things you deeply want to act out," Harry said, his voice firm yet soothing. "You will feel a profound desire to fulfill these fantasies, and you will be eager to do so."



Faith's eyes fluttered, a small smile playing on her lips. She was ready to comply.



"Now, Faith, I want you to strip naked and seduce me," Harry commanded. "Show Frank how much you want this. Beg me to fuck you in every way you described last time."



Faith rose from the couch and began to undress, her movements fluid and graceful, not mechanical like in the past. She slipped off her clothes, revealing her beautiful body inch by inch. Frank watched, his breath catching as he saw his wife's performing for them.



Faith approached Harry, her eyes filled with lust and desire. She began to touch him, her hands roaming over his chest and down to his growing erection. "Harry, I want you to fuck me," she said, her voice husky with need. "I want to feel your cock deep inside me, stretching me, filling me up."



Harry smiled, his eyes gleaming with excitement. "Tell me more, Faith. Tell me exactly what you want."



Faith's voice grew more urgent. "I want you to fuck my face, Harry. I want to feel your cock deep in my throat, making me gag. I want you to use me, to make me your slut."



Harry nodded, his cock now fully erect. "And what else, Faith? What else do you want?"



Faith's breath hitched as she continued. "I want you to fuck my ass, Harry. I want to feel your cock deep in my tight hole, making me scream. I want you to fill me with your cum, to make me drip with your seed while my husband watches us."



Harry's smile widened. "Very well, Faith. Show me how much you want it. Suck my cock."



Faith dropped to her knees, her eyes locked onto Harry's cock. She took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his shaft as she began to suck him deeply. Her head bobbed up and down, her tongue swirling around his length. She hummed softly; the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through Harry.



Frank watched, his eyes wide with excitement. He felt a surge of arousal, knowing that his wife was expressing her deepest fantasies. He encouraged her softly, "That's it, Faith. Show him how much you love it."



Harry groaned, his hips thrusting slightly as Faith sucked him deeper. "Faith, I want to fuck your face," he said, his voice thick with lust. "I want to feel your throat around my cock."



Faith nodded eagerly, her mouth still filled with his cock. Harry grabbed her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he began to fuck her face. He thrust his hips forward, his cock sliding deep into her throat, making her gag slightly. Faith's eyes watered, but she took him eagerly, her hands grasping his thighs.



"That's it, Faith," Harry groaned. "Take it all. Be my good little slut."



Faith moaned around his cock, her body trembling with excitement. Harry pulled her off his cock, his breath ragged. "Now, Faith, I want to fuck your ass. Bend over the couch and spread your cheeks for me."



Faith complied, bending over the couch and spreading her cheeks wide. Harry positioned himself behind her, his cock poised at her tight entrance. He slowly pushed inside her, his cock stretching her tight hole. Faith moaned, her body trembling with the mixture of pain and pleasure.



"Fuck, Faith, you're so tight," Harry groaned, his hips beginning to move. He fucked her ass slowly at first, then faster, his cock sliding in and out of her with ease. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust.



Frank watched, his own cock hard and throbbing in his pants. He felt a mix of pride and excitement, knowing that his wife was fulfilling her deepest fantasies. She was also fulfilling his: he loved watching another man fucking her, sliding his cock into her body.



Harry's movements became more urgent, his cock pounding into Faith's ass. "Faith, I'm going to come inside you," he groaned. "I'm going to fill your ass with my cum."



Faith moaned, her body trembling with anticipation. "Yes, Harry, fill me up. Make me your slut."



Harry's body tensed as he came, his cock pumping his hot cum deep into Faith's ass. He pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her gaping hole. Faith stood up, her body shaking with the aftermath of her orgasm.



"Now, Faith, I want to fuck your pussy," Harry said, his voice firm. "I want to feel your tight cunt around my cock."



Faith nodded eagerly, her body still trembling with excitement. She lay back on the couch, her legs spread wide. Harry positioned himself between her legs, his cock poised at her entrance. He slid inside her easily, her pussy already wet and ready.



Harry began to fuck her, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust. "Yes, Harry, fuck me. Fuck me in front of my husband!."



Harry fucked her slow and deep for quite some time, his balls needing time before they could fill her again. “Kiss me,” he said, leaning forward to meet her lips.



Frank was insane with lust as he watched his wife making love to another man, kissing him, spreading her legs for him. He watched her wedding ring glistening as her hands gripped Harry’s ass, pulling him inside herself.



Harry's movements became more urgent, his cock pounding into her. "Faith, I'm going to come inside you," he groaned. "Are you ready?"



Faith moaned, her body trembling with anticipation. "Yes, Harry, fill me up."





Harry's body tensed as he came, his cock pumping his hot cum deep into Faith's pussy. He pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her hole. Faith lay there, her body spread wide and covered in sweat and cum.



Harry turned to her husband, “Frank, do you like to see your wife filled with another man’s cum? Used like a whore?”



Frank growled, “God, yes! Faith, you are gorgeous like that.”



Harry smiled, knowing that his control was complete. He dressed, as he watched his cum dripping from Faith. Faith watched him, her eyes filled with a mix of longing and frustration, waiting for his next command.



"From now on, Faith, you will dress and act like a hooker for our sessions," Harry commanded. "You will wear revealing clothes, showing off your body. You will be ready to fulfill any sexual act I desire."



Faith nodded



"And Frank, you will be her pimp, her protector," Harry continued. "You will be happy to see her used as a sex object by strangers. You will remember nothing specific, but you will encourage and support her in this role. When she wears the hooker clothing, you will know she belongs to other men, anyone who pays."



Frank nodded, his mind already forming images of his wife dressed as a hooker.



"Now, get dressed, Faith," Harry commanded. "You and Frank will be excited to return for our next session with you dressed as a hooker."



Faith nodded.



His instructions delivered, Harry sent them on their way. He was still unsure whether Faith was completely under. She was compliant, but not in the way his other patients were.





Chapter Five: The Test



Faith and Frank entered Dr. Harry Turner's office for their fourth session, their anticipation palpable. Harry greeted them with his usual warm smile, but there was a gleam in his eyes that hinted at something more sinister.



"Welcome back," he said, ushering them into his office. "Let's get started right away."



Frank settled onto the couch, but Harry did not begin the hypnotic induction for Faith. Instead, he focused on Frank, using the same words to put him under. Within minutes, Frank was in a deep trance, ready to follow Harry's every command.



Harry turned his attention to Faith, his eyes sharp and assessing. "Faith, I want you to change into your hooker clothing," he commanded, watching her carefully.



Without hesitation, Faith began to undress. She slipped off her clothes, revealing her beautiful body inch by inch. She then pulled out a micro skirt and a tube top from her bag, dressing quickly and efficiently. The skirt was so short it barely covered her ass, and she wore no panties underneath. The tube top was tight and low-cut, easily removable to reveal her naked body.



Harry's eyes gleamed with satisfaction and excitement. He had suspected that Faith was not as deeply under his control as she appeared, and this confirmed it. She was not under his control at all. He decided to test her further.



"Sit on my desk, Faith," Harry instructed. Faith complied, perching on the edge of the desk, her legs crossed seductively.



Harry left the room briefly, returning with another man. The man was tall and muscular, with a hungry look in his eyes. "This is Jack," Harry said, introducing the man. "He will be helping with your therapy today."



In reality, Jack had paid a significant amount of money to fuck Faith. Harry had assured him that Faith would be compliant and willing, playing the part of a hooker to perfection.



"Faith, your fee is one dollar," Harry said, his voice firm. "You will let Jack do anything he wants to you. Be his good little hooker."



Faith's eyes flicked to Jack, a smile playing on her lips. She uncrossed her legs, giving Jack a clear view of her pussy. "Hi, Jack," she said, her voice sultry. "I'm Faith. Do you want to play?."



Jack's eyes widened, his cock already hardening in his pants. He pulled out a dollar bill and handed it to Faith. She took it, tucking it into her tube top with a seductive smile.



"What do you want, Jack?" Faith asked, her voice husky with desire. "I'll do anything you want. Anything at all."



Jack's breath hitched, his eyes roaming over Faith's body. "I want to fuck your mouth," he said, his voice thick with lust. "I want to feel your lips around my cock."



Faith smiled, her eyes gleaming with excitement. She slid off the desk and dropped to her knees in front of Jack. She unbuckled his pants, pulling out his hard cock. She took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his shaft as she began to suck him deeply.



Frank watched, his eyes filled with pride and excitement. "That's it, Faith," he encouraged. "Be his good little hooker."



Jack groaned, his hips thrusting slightly as Faith sucked him deeper. He grabbed her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he began to fuck her face. Faith took him eagerly, her mouth working to bring him pleasure.



Harry watched from the back of the room, his eyes filled with a mix of excitement and curiosity. He wanted to see just how far Faith was willing to go.



Jack pulled Faith off his cock, his breath ragged. "I want to fuck your pussy, Babe," he said, his voice thick with lust. "I want to feel your tight cunt around my cock."



Faith nodded eagerly, her body trembling with excitement. She lay back on the desk, her legs spread wide. Jack positioned himself between her legs, his cock poised at her entrance. He slid inside her easily, her pussy already wet and ready.



Jack began to fuck her, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust. "Yes, Jack, fuck me. Use me like a hooker."



Jack's movements became more urgent, his cock pounding into her. He grabbed her legs, lifting them onto his shoulders as he fucked her deeper. Faith's moans turned into screams of pleasure, her body shaking with the force of his thrusts.



Jack’s body tensed as he came, his cock pumping his hot cum deep into Faith's pussy. He pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her gaping hole. Faith lay there, her body shaking with the aftermath of her orgasm.



Jack stepped back, his breath ragged. He looked down at Faith, a satisfied smile on his face. "Thanks, Faith," he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You're a good little hooker."



Faith smiled up at him, her body still trembling. "Thank you, Jack," she said, her voice soft.



Jack looked at Frank, “Ha! I just pumped your wife full of jizz, and you just watched.”



Frank said, “Thank you, Jack.”



Jack laughed again, turning to Harry, “I’ll be wanting that cunt again, Doc. She’s prime.”



Jack left the room, leaving Faith alone with Harry and Frank. Harry approached Faith, his eyes filled with a mix of curiosity and excitement.



"How far do you want to push this, Faith?" he asked, his voice low. "I know you're not hypnotized. I know you're doing this of your own free will."





Faith looked up at him, her eyes filled with a fierce intensity. "I want to have no limits, Harry," she said, her voice firm. "I want to go further. I want to push every boundary."



Harry's eyes widened, a thrill of excitement coursing through him. "And what about Frank? Why did you need therapy if you’re already ready to try these things?"



Faith looked at him, “It’s hard to describe. I know Frank
 wants
  me to do these things, but I think he’ll freak out if he’s not hypnotized. I want him to be here, to watch me be a freak, but I don’t want him to cause any drama.”



“I see. And you’ll really do
 anything
 ? I can think of some twisted scenarios.”



“I’ll do anything,” Faith said with conviction.



Harry started unfastening his pants, “OK, then freaky girl. Eat my ass again. I love how you get your tongue deep in there. And let’s make sure Frank can see up close.”



Harry pulled a bill out of his wallet, then turned to Frank and said, “Come here Frank. Here’s a dollar to rent your whore. I want her to eat my ass - do you want to see that?”



Oh, yes!” Frank said, as he took the money.



“You make sure she gets in there deep and keeps at it until I come, OK?”



“Yes, Harry.” Harry took a seat on his chair and held his legs up, present his balls and ass to Faith.



Frank knelt next to Faith as she looked at him curiously. Frank said, “Well, get in there, Faith. Harry paid for you, now eat his ass.”



Fait began to lick Harry’s taint, teasing him and causing him to moan, before Frank directed, “His asshole now.”



Harry moaned in ecstasy as he felt Faith’s tongue working on him, pushing against his pucker. His excitement was amplified by hearing Faith’s husband direct her as she engaged in this raunchy act on another man.



“Come on Faith, get your tongue inside there. Push hard, Baby,” Frank directed.



As Harry felt Faith’s tongue invade his ass, he couldn’t hold off any longer, and came, shooting a stream in the air, which landed on his stomach and in his pubes.



Faith pulled back, looking at the mess.



“Good girl, Faith,” Harry said. “Give your good girl a kiss, Frank.”



Frank didn’t hesitate, leaning in and giving her a passionate kiss. Faith’s eyes were wide in surprise as her husband devoured her lips - lips that had just been on another man’s asshole.



Harry wiped himself off as he began to get dressed. “Well, Faith, I think I’ll have to work to find a sufficient challenge for you.” He smiled mischievously, “But I have ideas. How extreme do you want to go?”



Faith stared up at him from her place on the floor as she said, “As extreme as you can go. Scare me.”



Harry smiled, knowing that he had found the perfect partner in his twisted games. He turned to Frank, using his usual commands to release him from his trance. Frank blinked, his mind returning to normal.



"Thank you, Dr. Harry," Frank said, his voice filled with gratitude. Frank seemed hesitant, then asked, “Um, when do you think Faith will be, um, wilder.”



Harry smiled, “I think we’re getting closer, Frank, but we’ll need some more sessions.”





Chapter Six: Dark Couplings





Faith walked into Dr. Harry Turner's office alone, her heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nervousness. She was already dressed in her hooker outfit—a micro skirt with no panties and a tube top that could be easily removed. Her heels clicked on the hardwood floor as she entered the room, her eyes widening as she took in the scene before her.



Two large, muscular men were seated in the office, their dark skin contrasting sharply with the pale walls. They were both well over six feet tall, with bulging muscles and rough, intimidating appearances. Faith felt a combination of fear and excitement, knowing that these men would be part of her next session.



Harry greeted her with a satisfied smile, his eyes roaming over her outfit appreciatively. "Faith, you look perfect," he said, his voice filled with approval. "I'm glad you're here. Meet James and Kevin, members of the Sex Addicts group. They've paid a generous amount to 'destroy a spinner.'"



Faith's eyes flicked to the two men, her breath hitching slightly. "Destroy a spinner?" she asked, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and excitement.



Harry nodded, his eyes gleaming with a twisted excitement. "A spinner is a petite woman like you, Faith. They want to stretch your holes to the limit and fill you with their cum. Unprotected, rough sex with a married white woman. Are you still interested?"



Faith looked at the two men, her heart pounding in her chest. She felt a thrill of excitement, knowing that this was exactly what she wanted. She wanted to push her limits, to go further than she ever had before.



"Yes, Harry," Faith said, her voice bold and determined. She looked at the brutes, pointing to her ring and said, “Married. And three willing holes."



Harry's smile widened, a thrill of excitement coursing through him. He turned to James and Kevin, giving them the go-ahead. "Gentlemen, she's all yours. Do whatever you want to her. Be sure to use lube - leave her stretched but not damaged."



James and Kevin stood up, their massive frames towering over Faith. They approached her, their eyes filled with a hungry, predatory gleam. Faith's breath hitched as they began to touch her, their large hands roaming over her body.



James grabbed her roughly, lifting her with ease. He positioned her on the desk, her legs spread wide. Kevin stood behind her, his hands groping her breasts tightly. Faith felt a surge of excitement, knowing that she was completely at their mercy.



James pulled out his massive cock, already hard and throbbing. He positioned himself at Faith's entrance, pushing against her opening, which gave some resistance, no matter how wet she was.



Harry placed a bottle on the desk and said, “Lube, James.”



James barked at Faith, “Lube us, bitch.”



Faith took the bottle, and poured a liberal amount on her pussy, working it inside of her, then squirted some inside herself. She then poured some on James’ huge cock, marveling at how dark it looked against her pale skin. She could feel his throbbing heat, and desperately wanted to feel him inside her. James flipped her onto her stomach on the desk, then lifted her hips, as he buried his cock inside her with a single, forceful thrust. Faith gasped, her body stretching to accommodate his size. James began to fuck her, his hips moving in a steady, powerful rhythm.



After a few strokes, he reached under her and grabbed her breasts, pinching her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, causing her to wince. She loved having her nipple pinched, but this was rougher than she was used to.



James lifted her off the desk, pulling her tight to him. She was suspended by his cock and his hands on her nipples. The feeling of helplessness was overwhelming and exciting. She felt him begin to pump her, as her nipples screamed from the rough handling. She moaned from the mix of pain and pleasure.



“She’s like a pocket pussy,” James chuckled as he continued to pummel her insides.



Kevin said, “Let me get some of that!” as he pulled out his own massive cock. He grabbed Faith's head, turning it to the side so he could slide his cock into her mouth. Faith took him eagerly, her lips wrapping around his shaft as she began to suck him deeply.



Faith's body shook with the force of their thrusts, her moans muffled by Kevin's cock in her mouth. She felt a mix of pain and pleasure, her body stretching to its limits as the two men used her roughly.



Faith’s arms and legs dangled, obscenely flailing as she was impaled on cocks jammed into either end, her only support the hands holding her by the nipples.  Faith's moans turned into screams of pleasure, her body shaking with the intensity of their thrusts. Kevin gripped her head tightly, his hips thrusting as he fucked her face, his cock sliding deep into her throat.



"Fuck, you're so tight," James groaned, his body tense with the effort of fucking her. "I'm going to stretch you out, little spinner. I'm going to fill you with my cum."



Faith moaned around Kevin's cock, her body trembling with anticipation. She wanted to feel their cum inside her, to be filled and stretched out. She loved the feeling of being used by these two men, a set of holes for their pleasure. She concentrated on the feeling of their cocks sliding in and out of her body, of being a willing sex object.



Kevin pulled his cock out of her mouth, his breath ragged. "I want to fuck your ass, baby," he said, his voice thick with lust. "I want to feel your tight hole around my cock."



James lifted her up and easily flipped her around, using her legs so that he stayed inside of her. She was literally a spinner now. He pulled her tight, her legs still off the ground as he held his face near hers. “We’re gonna ruin you for your husband, spinner. Are you gonna tell him two big black cocks have ruined you?”



Faith hitched her legs around him, hooking her heels against his thighs as she said, “Yeah. Do it. Fill me with your cum, dammit.”



She felt Kevin rubbing lube on her asshole, then felt pressure against her pucker as he asked, “Ready to be ruined, girl?”



Faith nodded eagerly, her body trembling with excitement. Kevin pushed inside her slowly, his cock stretching her tight hole. Faith moaned, her body trembling with the mixture of pain and pleasure.



James and Kevin began to fuck her in unison, their cocks filling her completely. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust. She felt a sense of complete surrender, knowing that she was theirs to use and abuse.



The two men moved her into different positions, spinning and twisting her as they pleased. They filled her holes, taking turns stretching her pussy and ass. Faith choked and moaned, her body trembling with the intensity of their use.



James's body tensed as he came, his cock pumping his hot cum deep into Faith's pussy. He pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her gaping hole. Kevin followed suit, his cock pumping his cum deep into her ass. He pulled out, his cum dripping from her stretched hole.



But they weren't finished with her yet. They switched positions, James now fucking her ass and Kevin her pussy. Faith's body shook with the force of their thrusts, her moans turning into screams of pleasure. They came inside her again, their cum filling her holes and dripping down her thighs.



Finally, after what felt like hours of rough, intense sex, the two men pulled out of her, leaving her a panting, stretched-out mess on the desk. Faith's body was covered in their cum, her holes gaping and dripping. Her clothing was ripped and discarded on the floor, her body completely exposed.



James and Kevin stood back, chuckling to themselves as they admired their handiwork. "Thanks, Faith," James said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You're a good little spinner."



Faith looked up at them, her body still trembling with the aftermath of her orgasm. "Thank you," she said weakly, her voice filled with a mix of gratitude and exhaustion.



The two men left the room, leaving Faith alone with Harry. Harry approached her, his eyes filled with a mix of excitement and satisfaction. He had pushed Faith to her limits, and she had taken everything they had given her.



"Faith, that was amazing," Harry said, his voice filled with admiration. "I’ve got some good videos of you. How do you feel?"



Faith looked up at him, her eyes filled with a fierce intensity. "I feel used. Used but alive, Harry," she said, her voice firm. "I feel like I've finally found myself. I want more. They paid for me?"



Harry nodded, looking a little guilty.



“Sell me to other men, Harry. I enjoy being a whore. It makes me obligated to do whatever they ask.”



Harry's eyes widened, a thrill of excitement coursing through him. He knew that he had found the perfect partner in his twisted games. He unbuckled his pants, “Time for my fee, Faith.”



Faith dutifully opened her mouth, sucking him until he grunted and she tasted his cum, swallowing every drop.



"Rest up, Faith," Harry said, his voice filled with anticipation. "Because next time, we're going to push your limits even further."



As Faith left the office, her body still trembling with the aftermath of her experience, she knew that she had found her true calling. She was no longer the shy, reserved woman she once was. She was a sexually liberated, boundary-pushing vixen, and she was ready for whatever came next.





Chapter Seven: The Surprise Encounter





Faith and Frank entered Dr. Harry Turner's office for their next session, their anticipation palpable. As they stepped into the room, they noticed another person already present. She was tall, standing at 5'10", with enormous breasts that strained against her blouse. Her short skirt revealed long, toned legs, and her overall appearance was striking and intimidating.





Harry greeted them with his usual warm smile, his eyes gleaming with a hidden intensity. "Welcome back," he said, ushering them into the office. "Meet Sandy. She will be joining us for today's session."





Faith and Frank exchanged a glance, a mix of curiosity and apprehension in their eyes. Harry began the hypnotic induction for Frank, putting him under quickly. Frank's eyes glazed over as he slipped into a deep trance, ready to follow Harry's every command.





Harry turned his attention to Faith, a knowing smile playing on his lips. "Faith, Sandy is part of this next session. She has a special fantasy that you can help fulfill."





Faith looked at Sandy, a slight hesitation in her eyes. "I'm not really interested in women, Harry," she said, her voice soft but firm.





Harry chuckled, his eyes gleaming with a secret knowledge. "Sandy is special, Faith. Just listen to what she has to say. Besides, she paid good money for you."





Sandy smiled, her eyes filled with a mix of excitement and mischief. "I've always wanted to fuck a wife in front of her husband," she said, her voice sultry and confident. "The husbands are always excited until they find out that my cock is much larger than theirs."





With that, Sandy lifted her skirt, revealing an eleven-inch, thick, veiny cock. Faith's eyes widened in shock and mesmerization, her breath hitching slightly. Frank, still under hypnosis, enthusiastically encouraged Sandy. "Fuck the brains out of her, Sandy. Leave her stretched and dripping."





Faith's eyes were fixed on Sandy's massive cock, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her. She had never been with a woman before, let alone one with such an impressive endowment. But the thrill of the unknown, the challenge of pushing her boundaries, was too enticing to resist.





Sandy approached Faith, her eyes filled with a predatory gleam. She undressed Faith, her large hands roaming over her body. Faith's breath hitched as Sandy's fingers brushed against her sensitive skin, sending shivers down her spine. When Sandy leaned in for a kiss, Faith was terrified, but quickly responded to the soft lips and long tongue that invaded her mouth. Faith could feel herself getting wet from Sandy’s attention.





Sandy quickly stripped Faith naked, her eyes roaming over her petite, beautiful body. She smiled, her cock already hard and throbbing with anticipation. "You're a sexy little thing, Faith," she said, her voice thick with lust. "I'm going to enjoy fucking you like a whore."





Faith's body trembled with excitement, knowing that she was completely at Sandy's mercy. Sandy positioned herself behind Faith, her massive cock poised at her entrance. She slid inside her easily, Faith's pussy already wet and ready.





Faith moaned, her body stretching to accommodate Sandy's size. Sandy began to fuck her, her hips moving in a steady, powerful rhythm. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust. She reached up, her hands grasping Sandy's enormous breasts, sucking on her nipples as Sandy fucked her deeper.





"Fuck, you're so tight," Sandy groaned, her body tense with the effort of fucking her. "I'm going to stretch you out, little slut. I'm going to fill you with my cum."





Faith moaned, her body trembling with anticipation. She wanted to feel Sandy's cum inside her, to be filled and stretched to her limits. Sandy's body tensed as she came, her cock pumping her hot cum deep into Faith's pussy. She pulled out slowly, her cum dripping from Faith's gaping hole.





But Sandy wasn't finished with her yet. She remained hard, her cock still throbbing with desire. She flipped Faith over, positioning herself at her pucker. Sandy pushed inside her slowly, her cock stretching Faith's tight hole. Faith moaned, her body trembling with the mixture of pain and pleasure.





Sandy began to fuck her ass, her hips moving in a steady rhythm. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust. She felt Sandy's breasts against her back, their bodies pressed tightly together. Sandy leaned down, her lips capturing Faith's in a passionate kiss, their tongues entwining as they fucked.





Sandy came inside her again, her cock pumping her cum deep into Faith's ass. She pulled out, watching the cum drip from Faith's stretched hole. But she still wasn't finished. She flipped Faith over again, positioning herself at her pussy. She slid inside her easily, her cock still hard and throbbing.





Faith's body shook with the force of Sandy's thrusts, her moans turning into screams of pleasure. Sandy fucked her pussy again, her hips moving in a powerful rhythm. This time, they embraced like lovers, Tongues dueling as they kissed, then mouths on breasts and nipples as they each moaned from the sensations that the other gave them.



Finally, after what felt like hours of intense, rough sex, Sandy came inside of her then pulled out, leaving Faith a panting, stretched-out mess on the floor. Faith's body was covered in Sandy's cum, her holes gaping and dripping. She looked up at Sandy, her body still trembling with the aftermath of her orgasm.





"Please, Sandy," Faith begged, her voice weak and breathless. "Use me whenever you want. I'm your slut, your fuck toy."





Sandy smiled, her eyes filled with satisfaction and excitement. "Don't worry, Faith. I'll be back to use you again. You're too good of a fuck toy to pass up."





Sandy left the room, leaving Faith alone with Harry and Frank. Harry approached Faith, his eyes filled with a mix of excitement and satisfaction. “How do you feel?"





Faith looked up at him, her eyes filled with a mix of exhaustion and exhilaration. "I feel amazing, Harry," she said, her voice firm. "I feel like I've discovered a part of myself I never knew existed. I want more, is there more?"



Harry chuckled, “There’s always more, Faith. My fee?”



“Any hole you want, Harry,” Faith smiled as she spread her legs. Faith just lay there as Harry took her, and let him use all three holes until he filled her again.



Chapter Eight: The Next Level





When Faith and Frank entered Dr. Harry’s office for the next session, they noticed a few men sitting in the waiting area as Harry let them in. They exchanged a glance, a mix of curiosity and anticipation in their eyes. As they settled into the office, Frank brought up a concern that had been weighing on his mind.



"Harry, we might need to cut back on the sessions," Frank said, his voice tinged with regret. "The cost is adding up, and we're not sure we can afford to keep coming as often."



Harry smiled, his eyes gleaming with a hidden intensity. "Frank, this is perfect timing. Faith is ready to go to the next level. Are you ready to see her have sex with another man?"



Frank's eyes widened with excitement. Due to the hypnosis, he believed all of Faith's previous sex acts were simply fantasy stories she had told. "Yes, Harry," Frank said eagerly. "I want the fantasies to be reality. I want to see it happen."



Harry's smile widened, a thrill of excitement coursing through him. "OK then, how about we find men who will pay for sex with Faith? That will cover the costs of your sessions, and you will get the fantasy you desired."



Frank nodded enthusiastically, his eyes filled with a mix of excitement and anticipation.



"But Frank, you have to be cool," Harry warned. "You can watch, but you cannot interfere. Understand?"



Frank nodded, his breath hitching slightly. "I understand, Harry. I'll be cool."



Harry turned to Faith, his eyes filled with a mix of excitement and mischief. "Faith, the men in the waiting area have a fantasy of fucking a wife in front of her husband. Today, we will make both their fantasy and yours come true."



Faith's eyes widened, a thrill of excitement coursing through her. “Did you make them pay for me?”



“Yes, Faith,” Harry confirmed, “Today you become a hooker. A whore for money.”



“Oh God, this is great!” exclaimed Frank.



Harry brought the first man into the office, introducing Faith as "Candy" and pointed to Frank, confirming that he was Candy’s husband. The man, whom Harry introduced as Jim, handed Harry a stack of cash and looked at Faith with a hungry gleam in his eyes.



"What now?" Jim asked, his voice thick with lust.



Faith smiled, her eyes filled with a mix of excitement and mischief. "You paid for me, now make me a dirty slut in front of my husband."



Jim's eyes widened, a thrill of excitement coursing through him. He approached Faith, his cock already hard and throbbing in his pants. He pulled out his cock, grabbing Faith's head and pushing it towards his crotch. "Suck it, slut," he commanded. "Show your husband how much you love cock."



Faith took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his shaft as she began to suck him deeply. Jim groaned, his hips thrusting slightly as Faith sucked him deeper. He grabbed her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he began to fuck her face.



"That's it, slut," Jim groaned. "Take it all. Be a good little whore."



Faith moaned around his cock, her body trembling with excitement. She wanted to be used, to be fucked like a dirty slut in front of her husband.



Jim pulled her off his cock, his breath ragged. "I want to fuck your pussy, slut," he said, his voice thick with lust. "I want to feel your tight cunt around my cock."



Faith nodded eagerly, her body trembling with excitement. She lay back on the desk, hiking her skirt up, her legs spread wide. Jim positioned himself between her legs, his cock poised at her wet hole. He slid inside her easily, her pussy hungry for him.



Jim began to fuck her, his hips moving in a steady, powerful rhythm. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust. "Yes, Jim, fuck me. Use me like the whore I am."



Jim's movements became more urgent, his cock pounding into her. He grabbed her legs, lifting them onto his shoulders as he fucked her deeper. Faith's moans turned into screams of pleasure, her body shaking with the force of his thrusts.



Jim's body tensed as he came, his cock pumping his hot cum deep into Faith's pussy. He pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her gaping hole. He smiled at Frank, his eyes filled with a mix of satisfaction and mischief. "You like seeing your whore filled with my cum?" he asked, his voice thick with lust.



Frank nodded eagerly, his own cock hard and throbbing in his pants. "Yes, I love it. She’s a real slut," he said, his voice filled with excitement.



Jim left the room, leaving Faith alone with Harry and Frank. Faith looked up at them, her body still trembling with the aftermath of her orgasm. "I loved that," she said, her voice filled with a mix of excitement and satisfaction. "I loved that I didn't even know his name, yet I'm filled with his cum."



Harry smiled, knowing that this was just the beginning. "Straighten up, Faith," he said, his voice firm. "You have three more customers waiting."





Faith's eyes widened, a thrill of excitement coursing through her. She quickly straightened her clothes, ready for the next man.





Harry brought in the second man, introducing him as Mike. Mike handed Harry some cash, his eyes filled with a hungry, predatory gleam. He approached Faith, his cock already hard and throbbing in his pants.





"You're a sexy little slut, aren't you?" Mike said, his voice thick with lust. "I'm going to enjoy fucking you in front of your husband."





Faith smiled, her eyes filled with a mix of excitement and mischief. "I'm your slut, Mike," she said, her voice soft and sultry. "Use me however you want."



Mike grabbed her roughly, lifting her onto the desk. He pulled out his cock, positioning himself at her pussy. He slid inside her easily, her pussy still slick with Jim's cum.



Mike began to fuck her, his hips moving in a steady, powerful rhythm. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust. "Yes, fuck me harder, ruin me for my husband."



Mike's movements became more urgent, his cock pounding into her. He grabbed her hips, pulling her against him as he fucked her deeper. Faith's moans turned into screams of pleasure, her body shaking with the force of his thrusts.



Mike's body tensed as he came, his cock pumping his hot cum deep into Faith. He pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her gaping hole. “Thanks slut,” he said as he left the room, leaving Faith alone with Harry and Frank once again.





Harry brought in the third man, introducing him as Dave. Cash exchanged hands as Dave looked at Frank and Faith. Dave spoke to Faith, “Strip naked,” then walked to stand by Frank, as they both watched Faith shed what little she was wearing.



Dave dropped his pants, exposing an impressive cock. “Come here, slut and suck my cock. Make sure you keep eye contact with hubby.”



Faith immediately took to her knees in front of Dave, grasping his sizable meat and sucking it into her mouth as she looked at Frank.



“Ooh, yeah. That’s it. Make love to my cock, baby.”



As Faith kissed and licked the stranger’s penis, Dave spoke to Frank, “Your girl looks good with a dick in her mouth, huh?”



Frank nodded, not trusting his voice. He was thrilled to watch Faith with other men. It was his fantasy for years.



“When you kiss her, remember that those lips were sucking my cock like this. I think she loves it, don’t you?”



“Yes,” Frank answered softly.



“I bet she likes sucking my cock more than she likes kissing you, huh Faith?”



Faith pulled his cock out of her mouth, still maintaining eye contact with Frank as she said, “Oh yes, I love your cock. I’ll suck your cock over kissing my husband any day.” Without being asked, Faith went back to sucking Dave.



Harry watched the interactions with interest. Frank was happily watching his wife being a whore. Most men had the fantasy, but freaked out at the reality. Harry knew that he’d be able to sell Faith to the most demanding, twisted customers that he had, and Frank would be there to support her. He might give her for free to James and Kevin again, just to see what they’d do to her while her husband watched.



After a few minutes of Faith sucking on Dave, he said, “OK, now I want that pussy. Sit on the desk.”



As Faith headed for the desk, Dave said, “You too, hubby. You’re gonna help.”



Frank rose, uncertain of what was going to happen.



Faith sat on the desk, spreading her legs as a natural reaction after so many times. Dave stood near her, looking at her pussy - the lips slightly spread and wet, a drop of fluid seeping out.



Dave looked at Frank and said, “Hold her legs open for me. As far as they can go. Tell me what you want - give your wife to me.”



Faith gasped at the audacity, immensely turned on by this twist. She eagerly awaited her husband’s compliance.



Frank grasped Faith’s ankles, stepping behind her, pulling them to her shoulders, then wrenching them outward, displaying her sex - obscenely open for this stranger to see inside. He growled, “Fuck my wife. I want to see that big dick stretch her, every inch sliding into her whore pussy. Fuck the hell out of her, stretch that pussy until it’s unrecognizable, then shoot your load into her. Fill her with your cum until she’s overflowing. I want to watch you ruin her whore pussy.”



Faith nearly swooned at her husband’s words. She knew he wanted ‘fun,’ but never imagined he was so excited by this. She began to think about all the opportunities she had missed when she felt her pussy invaded by Dave’s cock. Her husband was holding her open to let a stranger fuck her! Faith started panting in preparation for the orgasm rushing through her.



Dave began to fuck her, his hips moving in a steady, powerful rhythm. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust.



Dave sneered, “Look how that whore loves this.” As he continued to pump her, he said, “Do you remember your wedding day? Did you ever imagine that you’d be giving the pretty girl in the white dress to strangers? To fuck her raw and cum inside that tight pussy?”



Frank moaned, and Faith looked up at him, he was almost drooling as he watched this strange man pumping away at her.



Dave's movements became more urgent, his cock pounding into her. He grabbed her legs, pushing them back, nearly folding her in half as he fucked her deeper. Faith's moans turned into screams of pleasure, her body shaking with the force of his thrusts.



Frank encouraged him, “That’s it! Cum inside her! Fill her whore cunt with your sperm!”



Dave's body tensed as he came, his cock pumping his hot cum deep into Faith. He stayed inside of her for a while, as he smiled at Frank, “Not gonna waste a drop, your wife is a cum sponge.”



Dave stepped back, a satisfied look on his face as he pulled on his pants. “She’s all yours again, until someone else pays to fuck her.”



He left the room, leaving Faith, Harry and Frank once again.





Harry brought in the fourth and final man, introducing him as Tom. Tom handed Harry some cash then immediately approached Faith.





"You're a filthy little slut, aren't you?" Tom said, his voice thick with lust. "I'm going to enjoy fucking you in front of your husband."





Faith smiled, her eyes filled with a mix of excitement and mischief. She started to answer, but Tom interrupted her, "I don't care what you have to say. I'm just here to fuck some bitches. Your hole was bought and paid for, you got nothing else I want from you."  He was already tired of her speaking, already eager to mount her.





Tom pushed her back onto the desk, her legs spread wide. Tom was so rough she hadn't realized he had torn off her tube top until she felt a breeze on her body. With that he titled his head forward and bit her nipple before flipping her over and biting her ass as well. He penetrated her with his fingers vigorously before slamming his cock deep inside her. He began to fuck her, his hips moving in a steady, powerful rhythm. Faith's moans grew louder, her body shaking with each thrust. "Yes," she said startingly, "Tom, fuck me. Use me like a whore." Faith tried to hold back what she wanted to say, but found it slipping out anyway.





Tom's movements became more urgent, his cock pounding into her. He grabbed her hips, pulling her against him as he fucked her deeper. Faith's moans turned into screams of pleasure, her body shaking with the force of his thrusts.





She kept telling herself to stay quiet. It was better this way. No more words with him she thought.





Tom stiffened as he came, filling Faith with the fourth load of a stranger’s cum. “There you go, bitch. You’re just a hole to use,” were his parting words.gain.





Faith's energy was nearly spent, her body entirely used.



Frank said, “That was amazing!” He kissed his wife and said, “All those fantasies you described, fucking strangers in the office, just came true! You’re so brave… and sexy!”



Harry interrupted by clearing his throat, “Um Frank. Have a seat. There’s something you should know. Listen to my voice and concentrate.”



Harry put Frank into the regular trance, then turned to Faith. “I can make him remember the truth. He’ll remember your past, um, sessions. With me, with the tranny, with all of them.”



Faith looked at her husband, “Well, at least we’ll know if he freaks out, and it won’t be in front of others.”



Harry smiled, “My thoughts exactly.” He turned to Frank, “Frank, when I snap my fingers, you will be fully awake and alert, and will realize that you actually watched Faith in those other sessions. It was no fantasy. You will remember every little detail and tell her honestly how you feel.”



Harry looked at Faith, then snapped his fingers.



Frank’s eyes became focused, and his eyes opened as memories flooded in. He looked at Harry and Faith, at the door, and the desk. He started panting, then groaned, looking at his pants. There was a small dark spot that slowly grew.



Faith exclaimed, “Did you just cum?”



Frank looked at her, “Um, yeah. I was remembering you fucking those guys…” he looked at Harry, “And eating his ass! And fucking him!” He looked incredulously at his wife and said, “And the tranny was what did it! You fucked a tranny! Or I guess the tranny fucked you!”



“Sandy,” Harry said softly, “Their name is Sandy. And she wants Faith again.”



There was quiet for a second, then Frank laughed loudly, “Holy Fuck! You are everything I dreamed, baby!”



There was a moment of silence, the Faith said, “Harry, we should start seeing you two times a week for sessions," her voice eager and breathless.



As Faith began to get herself together, Frank said, “Faith, you need to pay the doctor.” Faith and Harry looked at him, Harry wearing a small smile.



“You haven’t eaten his ass in a month, perhaps that will be sufficient pay for whoring you out?”



Faith smiled and eagerly made the payment.





Chapter Nine: The Street Whore





Faith and Frank continued their sessions with Dr. Turner for a few more weeks, each time Faith was used by a parade of men while Frank eagerly watched. The sessions had become a routine part of their lives, a dark and thrilling secret that bound them together. But Faith craved more—she wanted to push her boundaries even further.



One evening, as they were driving home from a session, Faith turned to Frank, her eyes filled with a fierce intensity. "That wasn't enough," she said, her voice firm and determined. "Let's go downtown."



Frank looked at her, a mix of curiosity and excitement in his eyes. "What are you going to do?" he asked, his voice tinged with anticipation.



Faith smiled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Candy is gonna work a corner. I'm gonna be a real street whore. You stay in the car and watch."



Frank's eyes widened, but he nodded eagerly, his cock already hardening in his pants. He drove downtown, his heart pounding with excitement and nervousness. He pulled up to a bustling corner, the neon lights of the city reflecting off the pavement.



Faith stepped out of the car, her hooker outfit on full display. She strutted her stuff, her hips swaying seductively as she walked to the corner. Frank watched from across the street, his eyes filled with a mix of pride and excitement.



After only a few minutes, a police cruiser pulled up to the corner, and Faith leaned in to talk to the officer. Frank's heart raced, a surge of fear coursing through him. He watched as Faith climbed into the car, assuming she was being arrested. He prepared to follow them to the police station and bail her out.



But to his surprise, the car stopped a block over at an alley. Frank moved the car slightly to get a better view. He could see the silhouettes of Faith and the officer disappearing into the shadows of the alley. His eyes widened as he saw Faith drop to her knees, her head bobbing as she blew the cop.



Frank's breath hitched, a mix of shock and excitement coursing through him. After a few minutes, Faith and the officer emerged from the alley, the cop driving away as Faith continued to strut her stuff on the corner.



Over the next hour, four different men approached Faith. Each time, they disappeared down the alley. Frank could see the silhouettes of Faith and the men, her performing various sex acts. One man had her bent over, fucking her against the wall. Another laid her down, fucking her doggy style in the alley. Faith blew one of the men, her head bobbing eagerly as she took his cock deep into her throat.



Finally, after an hour of intense and rough sex, Faith returned to the car, her clothing and knees dirty, but a satisfied smile on her face. "That was fun," she said, her voice filled with excitement and satisfaction.



Frank looked at her, his eyes wide with a mix of shock and awe. "What about the cop?" he asked, his voice tinged with concern.



Faith smiled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "That was Jimmy, our neighbor. He's a cop. I can make sure not to get arrested if I fuck or suck the cop on duty. I just have to text Jimmy, and he'll arrange it."



Frank's eyes widened, a thrill of excitement coursing through him. He couldn't believe how far Faith had gone, and he loved every minute of it.



Chapter Ten: The Escalation





Over the next few months, Faith continued to attend sessions with Dr. Harry, allowing him to rent her out to clients who paid handsomely for the privilege of using her body. She also worked the streets a few nights a week, with Frank always nearby, watching and ensuring her safety. She met half the police force this way, happily servicing whomever was on shift that night, sometimes two at a time.



Faith's appetite for sex and degradation seemed insatiable, and Frank was more than willing to support her in her adventures. With the frequency of her activity, it was bound to happen. One of the guys in the neighborhood was at one session with Dr. Harry. Faith pretended not to know him, but the fucking was longer and more vigorous that the regular anonymous strangers. Faith knew he had his eye on her at neighborhood functions, and now he finally had unrestricted access to her.



She also found that a few of the other neighborhood men frequented the street corner scene, and she serviced them like any other John.



One day, one of the neighbors who had encountered her in the alley stopped by, and asked for Faith, and if she was working tonight.



Frank started with “This is our
 home
 , Jim…” but Faith slid up beside me, interrupting the conversation.



“Hey Jim, what’s up?” Faith said, dressed in her usual casual clothing.



Jim looked at Frank warily and said, “Well, I was hoping that you were working tonight…”



Faith didn’t pause, “Well, no. But if you have cash, we can knock one off right now.”



“Now?” Jim seemed flustered.



“Yeah, sure. Bend me over the sofa and make Frank watch while you blow a load into me.” She touched his arm, “Wouldn’t that be thrilling? Wanna fuck me while my husband watches?”



Jim looked at me, “That’s OK?”



Frank realized that Faith wanted to make him happy, and she knew he liked to watch.. “Sure, that’s her job, draining balls. Just fuck her hard, OK?”



Faith’s smile brightened, then she led Jim into the living room, where she took his money, and casually stripped naked, then bent over the sofa. Jim was nervous for a minute, but hard as a rock when he pulled out his cock. He didn’t last five minutes before he was groaning and filling Faith with his cum.



While he was pulling up his pants, Faith asked, “Better than the alley?”



Jim grinned, “Lots!”



Faith said, “Well, stop by whenever you have the cash. ‘Visiting Frank’ is a better cover than ‘going downtown for whores’, isn’t it?”



Jim chuckled, “Yeah.” He started to leave, then turned back, “If the other guys ask…”



Faith said confidently, “Just send them here. You know the rate.”



Jim smiled and left.



Faith turned to Frank, goo dripping down her leg, and said, “I think you became the most popular guy in the neighborhood to hang out with.”



Their home life had become a whirlwind of sex and debauchery. Frank would often come home to find Faith covered in the evidence of her encounters, her clothes disheveled and her makeup smeared, cum on her face or in her hair. Frank would eagerly help her clean up, his cock hard as he listened to her recount the day’s events.



Faith quit her job, telling Frank that “peddling her pussy” was her new passion, and she made as much as her regular job with far fewer hours. Harry was arranging outcalls for her, the thrill of going to an unknown place with an unknown man was a huge turn-on to Faith.



For Frank’s birthday, Faith invited James and Kevin over for a freebie, as long as they promised to be rougher than the first time. They did not disappoint, and Faith was sore for the next two days.



At Christmastime, Faith offered to host the police holiday party. Faith, of course, was the center of entertainment. The cops lined up, taking turns with her as she lay back on the dining room table, her body open and willing. She took eighteen loads of cum in a row, her body coated in the sticky fluid. The party went on for hours, with the sounds of sex and the scent of lust filling the air.



It took Frank and Faith two full days to clean the house afterward, scrubbing the furniture and airing out the rooms to remove the lingering smell of sex. They laughed and joked as they cleaned, their bond stronger than ever.



Chapter Eleven: Growing the Brothel



One day, Faith's friend Heather visited. Heather was one of the few friends that Frank had “the hots” for. She was tall and thin with a huge rack, and a big nose. Most guys didn’t like the jewish noses, but Frank found her unbelievably attractive, and Faith knew it.



Heather was not very chirpy on this visit, in fact, it looked like she had been crying for days. She said she wanted to talk to Faith alone for a while, so Frank excused himself.



Frank’s attraction to Heather compelled him to stick around and eavesdrop, which he knew was wrong - he just couldn’t help himself.



Heather unloaded on Faith that her husband had kicked her out of the house. Apparently he had been banging one of his college students, and wanted her to move in, so Heather had to leave.



Heather bawled that she had been a good wife, keeping the house up, cooking, cleaning and keeping herself fit. She said she knew something was probably wrong when they didn’t have sex for six months. She told Faith that she was so damned horny, but what were an unemployed, divorced woman’s chances?



She asked if she could stay with them for a while - she needed a job, had no place to stay.



Faith called Frank in to talk, and explained Heather’s need for a place to stay for while. She looked at Frank, a twinkle in her eye, as she said, “Sure you can stay here with us as long as you like.”



"Heather, we have just the therapist for you," Faith said, her voice filled with excitement. "Why don't you come along with us this afternoon? Dr. Turner is amazing. He's helped us so much."



Frank knew exactly what Faith was thinking. He knew that Harry would work his magic on Heather, that her holes would be open for business soon. The thought excited him, and he eagerly agreed with Faith's plan.



"Sure, Heather," Frank said, his voice filled with enthusiasm. "Dr. Turner is great. You'll love him."



Heather looked at them, a mix of curiosity and hesitation in her eyes. "I don't know," she said, her voice soft. "I've never seen a therapist before. I'm not sure if it's for me."



Faith took Heather’s hand, her eyes filled with reassurance. "Trust me, Heather," she said, her voice firm. "Dr. Turner will change your life. He'll help you find the real you, the you that's been hiding underneath all these years. He’ll help your relationships and your job."



Heather nodded slowly, her eyes filled with a mix of nervousness and excitement. "OK," she said, her voice soft. "I'll give it a try."



As Heather went to bring her things in from the car, Faith gave her husband a nudge, “I think you should be her first customer, baby.”



“Really?” Frank said. He’d had fantasies about Heather, but stayed clear of his wife’s friend.



Faith gave him a stern look. “She’s gotta pay rent somehow. And it’s your house. You’ve been wanting to bang that pussy for years! What are you, gay?”



“But she’s your friend,“ Frank persisted.



Faith smiled, replying in a low hiss, “If I can fuck a hundred men, you can fuck my friend, got it!”



Frank finally conceded as he looked at her with a grin, “Oh my God, I get to fuck Heather! I may die.”



“That’s the spirit,” Faith said. “Plus, I can almost double my book of business.” Frank’s eyes opened wide in surprise. Faith added, “She needs a job, and I’m at my limit. Only so many holes and so much time, babe.”



“Great,” thought Frank. “The house will always smell like sex.”



As they drove to Harry's office, Faith and Frank exchanged a knowing glance. They both knew what was about to happen, and they were both excited to see Heather’s transformation. They knew that Harry would push Heather’s boundaries, that he would help her embrace her true desires. And they were both eager to watch the show.
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Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly-constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.



Peaches is always open to new storyline adventures, so be sure to share your requests in your ratings comments!  Also be sure to check out her other works from her
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 .



A couple of her works are detailed below:




Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife
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Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie finds herself thinking of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in,
 releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined.



Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she '
 do whatever he wants.
 ' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger.










Turning Kate Out:

 
Journey from Hotwife to Ho
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Kate was on a journey to improve herself - getting healthy, fit, hotter - whether through plastic surgery or the gyms, she wanted men to want her again.  Her husband supported her, and when he saw that the young stud at the gym was interested in her, he encouraged her to cheat.



Her cheating with the young stud, branched out to include her stud’s father, then his friends at the country club.  Eventually Kate decided that trading favors could be a more exciting fantasy, so she asked her husband to be her pimp.



Ed helped with her fantasy, until it became a reality.  Even though Kate wanted it, could he really sell his wife to strangers?  If he did, where would it end?










Carol Turns Call Girl:

 
From Housewife to Hooker
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Carol started the fantasy role play with her husband to spice up their love life.
 She loved all the attention from other men
 while waiting at the bar for her husband to ‘pick her up.’ Carol secretly wanted to have strangers pay for her body.





Craig presented the chance for her to try it for real, and
 Carol was all in.





When another date was requested, Carol couldn’t say no.
 Selling herself to strangers kicked her libido into overdrive
 , until ‘another’ was never enough.





Carol quickly shifted from ‘adventure’ to ‘profession’, leaving her husband alone most nights as her cravings for strangers drove her to sell herself to Craig’s coworkers. When her husband’s boss became a regular,
 even that wasn’t enough…
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