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Lesbian Sex Therapist

Ashley and I had been going out ever since high school, and as
a lesbian couple, I’m sure you can imagine the scrutiny that our
relationship underwent during the many years we were together. We
were able to ignore the childish jibes of our fellow pupils,
content in the knowledge that we both loved each other and anyone
else’s opinions were frankly bullshit. I’d fallen for her the
moment she’d transferred to my class, and the fact that the teacher
chose the seat next to mine for her to sit at rather than one of
the three other available spaces almost convinced me that there was
a God. Almost. She had a full head of glorious mocha hair that
rolled down over her shoulders to the small of her back, covering
every inch of her skin above the crack of her ass, which was a work
of art in itself. In fact, her whole body was the most beautiful
object in the known universe, with her slender, slightly curvy
hips, the small bump of her stomach and her sensationally round
breasts. With each year that passed, she simply grew more and more
attractive, like a fine Merlot aging in its cask. She was no
introvert, though, and would often flirt with other women just to
tease me. I trusted her implicitly and knew she would never cheat
on me, or do anything to hurt me in any way. That said, as we
reached her 30th
birthday, we both began to notice that the spark
had dissipated from our once explosive relationship.

It took
us a couple of months of trundling through our dwindling sex lives
to realise that we might need help, and eventually, she insisted
that we visit a relationship counsellor. The thoughts of losing her
were almost too awful to comprehend, and I would have gladly done
anything to inject some spice into our bedroom antics. So she set
up a meeting with Dr. Roselli, who she’d very discreetly heard
about from a colleague at work. Apparently, she was a gorgeous
Italian seductress who’d worked miracles on her friend’s love life,
which made me wonder if she could possibly have the same effect on
a lesbian couple. My worries were for naught, however, as no sooner
had we arrived at her office in the city’s bustling central
district, we were presented with a figure of femininity like no
other. I’d always idolised Ashley, but the doctor was a whole
league above the two of us. I was convinced she must have been a
former fashion model or an actress, or something inconceivably
glamorous, as everything about her oozed sex appeal. Her olive skin
glistened in the soft light filtering through the blinds and her
deep hazel eyes and jet black hair were mesmerising. She even had
excellent fashion sense, kitted out in an elegant pinstriped skirt
that hugged her insanely biteable ass cheeks and a white Egyptian
cotton blouse, through which the indentation of her bra gave away
the enormous volume of her bust. She made the two of us feel
somewhat underdressed as we walked into her office and took a seat
on a comfy leather couch opposite her reclining arm
chair.

“So,
it’s Ashley and...” she purred in her sexy Italian accent.
“Jade?”

“Yes,
Doctor!” we both nodded enthusiastically, hoping she was the one to
hold the answers to our pressing questions. It was so frustrating
knowing there was a problem between us and yet feeling so impotent
and unable to fix it.

“Please,
call me Carla.” she insisted. Again, we nodded, still slightly
taken aback by her beauty.

“So,
what seems to be the problem?” she asked, setting a Dictaphone down
on the coffee table between us and clicking her pen, ready to
scribble down some notes.

“Well,
we’ve been having some problems... in the bedroom...” said Ashley
shyly. “You know?”


“Fucking.” replied the doctor, waving her pen as if it was
entirely normal. “There’s no need to beat about the bush... so to
speak.”

“Yeah,
we’ve been together for over ten years and we’ve never had any
problems... fucking.” I perked up, clasping Ashley’s hand in my
palm as if we were about to receive some devastating
news.

“I
see...” she muttered, writing something down on her small pad of
paper. “Tell me, how often do you have sex? Recently, that
is.”

“A few
times a week?” said Ashley, glancing at me for confirmation, like
it was such a non-event that even her own recent memory wasn’t
sufficient enough to answer the question.

“Yeah,
something like that.” I added. “But we used to be at it like
rabbits. It’s only in the past few months that we’ve really noticed
things becoming kind of... boring.”

“Take me
through an average sex session between the two of you...” she said,
once again cycling the pen to get us to continue. After a few more
nervous glances between us, Ashley finally volunteered a
response.

“Um...
well, we usually get into bed and then go down on each other...”
she said with moderate enthusiasm. “And then, sometimes, we use a
vibrator on each other.”

Carla
simply stared at her, as if she was waiting for the rest of the
story. When she realised no more details would be forthcoming, she
tried to hide her mocking smile behind her fist with a fake
cough.

“Let me
get this straight.” she said. “You’ve been having sex the same way
for over ten years?”

We both nodded, looking at each other in confusion.
How else would we do it?
I thought. I could almost see her burying her face in the palm of
her hand as she worked out how to proceed.

“Have
you ever tried any special techniques? Maybe indulged a hidden
fetish? Shared your fantasies with each other?” she asked, going
through a checklist of possible remedies. We simply sat shaking our
heads at every option, suddenly feeling quite stupid.

“Okay,
there’s no need to worry.” she reassured us. “Let’s start with some
confessions.”

We both
came over very nervous indeed, as although we had always professed
to sharing everything with each other, I had certainly kept a few
secrets and I was pretty sure that she had some too. I wasn’t
entirely convinced that this was the best course of action, but if
it ignited the flame between us once more, it was worth a
try.

“Ashley,
I’m going to go through some common fantasies that a lot of people
enjoy...” she explained. “Now, what I want you to do is stop me if
any of them gets your juices flowing.”

She
blushed and bit her lip to hide her smile, listening closely as
Carla proceeded to list all manner of naughty scenarios.

“Anal
play, rough sex, sex in public places...” she continued. “Peeing on
each other?”


Suddenly, Ashley’s eyes lit up before she quickly silenced
herself. My eyes opened wide as I stared at her in
disbelief.


“Really??” I giggled, holding my fingers over my mouth to
hide my utter shock.

“Now,
now, we’re not here to judge.” said Carla. “So, this is something
you would like to try with Jade?”


“Maybe...” she said softly as she turned to me. “If she
wanted to, but it’s totally okay if you don’t!”

“Jade?”
asked Carla, “Is that something you’d like to try? Remember, it’s a
normal thing that a lot of couples try, and if you do it in the
shower, for example, it’s clean and easy...”

I
thought about it for a moment, and as the initial disgust wore off,
it was replaced with a perverse sense of arousal that was bubbling
underneath. My pussy had already been tingling slightly with the
incredible beauty of our counsellor, and now that we were having a
discussion entirely about kinky fetishes, the throb around my
clitoris had begun to become very noticeable.

“I could
try it...” I finally said, with a wry smile stretching across my
cheeks. “It doesn’t sound too terrible.”

“Okay,
we have one. Now it’s your turn!” she replied, turning her
attention directly onto me. I managed to quell the mortified heat
that was accumulating around my neck and shoulders, shivering as
the breeze from the nearby window swept across the layer of sweat
on my lower neck. She began to go through the list again, paying
close attention to my reaction so I couldn’t get away with lying.
She went past peeing, then mentioned oiling each other up for a
massage. The idea did excite me, but I was holding out for her to
bring up an old chestnut that I had been thinking about for a
while.

“How
about a threesome?” she finally asked. I turned to Ashley and
nodded agreeably, as if it was the first time the notion had ever
crossed my mind. She could recognise my bullshit face from a mile
away, though, and instantly burst out into laughter at my feigned
innocence.

“You
want a threesome?” she cackled.

“Is that
such a difficult thing to believe?” asked Carla, starting to note
down Ashley’s repressed reaction. However, her answer was not one
that I’d anticipated.

“No!”
she cried, wiping a tear of joy from the corner of her eye. “It’s
just that I’ve always wanted to do that, too!”

“Well,
why didn’t you ever bring it up?” I whimpered.

“Why
didn’t you?” she retorted, and I had no answer. It seemed that a
cork had been unplugged and everything was spilling out into the
open. I began to wonder what other secret fantasies she might have,
and began to consider whether some of the things I’d always
dismissed would actually excite me. I’d never realised that being
peed on could be so arousing, and yet, ever since Carla had brought
it up, I’d been able to think of nothing else. My clitoris was
throbbing and the talk of having a threesome was simply adding to
the sexual tension in the room. I was already feeling more excited
by Ashley’s presence than at any time in the past year, and for a
moment, I thought we were cured. Our treatment was to go much
deeper than that, though, as we were about to find out.

“What
about being watched?” asked Carla, observing our reactions
closely.

“I don’t
know, we’ve always been so careful and quiet so no one would know
what we were doing.” I said.

“Kiss
her.” she commanded to Ashley, nodding back at me. We both smiled
anxiously, considering whether we should bolt for the door. She was
certainly a lot less orthodox than I’d expected, but I couldn’t
deny that my clitoris was pounding at the insides of my panties,
urging me to proceed. Ashley seemed frighteningly willing as well,
and as we swallowed our nerves and moved in for a sweet embrace,
Carla leaned forward to watch slightly closer. We kissed, very
tepidly at first with barely any contact between our mouths. Then,
as our saliva began to swap and formed trails between our lips, we
began to become more passionate and included our slithering
tongues. We were both trembling with a mixture of excitement and
apprehension, making every stroke of our lips together that much
more electrifying. It was a surreal experience, and yet we couldn’t
stop ourselves from continuing, even allowing our hands to crawl
across to each other’s thighs to squeeze them between our fingers.
Every touch of Ashley’s jeans and chequered shirt felt like an
explosion of excitement on my fingertips and Carla let us kiss each
other completely uninterrupted for a few minutes. When we finally
looked up, we saw that she was still sitting in her seat, but she
had uncrossed her legs and was allowing them to lilt slightly open.
I could see up between them; the lacy tops of her stockings snugly
wrapped around her thighs with a frustrating shadow concealing her
panties.

“Well?”
she asked with a knowing smile. We both sucked the excess saliva
from our lips and nodded, signalling our arousal.


“Excellent.” she said. “Now let’s try something a little more
comprehensive...”

We both
looked at each other with fire in our eyes, filled with hope and
yearning for the other to agree.


“Ashley.” she continued. “Remove Jade’s skirt.”

After a
moment of apprehension, she climbed down onto the wooden floor and
knelt in front of me, trailing her fingers up over the skin of my
legs and tickling me with the slightest of touches as she located
the zip to my denim skirt. I lifted up my ass from the seat as she
unzipped it and pulled the material away, leaving me sitting in
just my cute little cotton panties. I felt so exposed and
vulnerable, but as she stroked the whole palms of her hands up over
my thighs and began to nudge my clitoris through my panties with
her thumb, my nerves turned to intense pleasure. She circled it
around over my clit, gradually making me wetter and hornier until
finally, she gripped the sides of the thin frilly waistband and
started to peel them down over my thighs. She unhooked my panties
from my ankles and placed them neatly on the coffee table before
pressing her fingers onto my inner thighs and splitting them wide
apart. I reclined back on the couch and watched as she leaned in
closer, just as she would any night. However, the presence of the
smouldering Italian temptress just beyond her shoulders was turning
an average sex act into something much more. She wasn’t even
getting involved; simply observing as Ashley’s tongue began to
flick up and down over my throbbing clitoris.

I
knocked my head back and let out a long, deep sigh as I enjoyed the
pressure of her slippery tongue massaging my clit. My trembling
body became even more unnerved, quivering endlessly as she raised
her fingers up and began to work the middle two around my pulsating
vaginal opening. The soft, pink tissue opened up and expanded
around her fingers as she slid them inside me, rubbing the inner
walls of my pussy and rapidly locating my g-spot to send me wild
with lust. I began to thrash gently on the couch in front of her as
the surges of pleasure overwhelmed my senses. Carla had been silent
as she watched us, but then she leaned forward over the coffee
table and snagged my discarded panties in her fingers. She raised
them up and opened them out to expose the patch of material that
had been rubbing against my pussy. Then, with a long drawn out
breath, she pressed them to her nose and sniffed the scent of my
stale piss and pussy sweat, taking a few whiffs before looking
directly into my eyes. The intense naughtiness of it sent chills
down my spine and waves of goose pimples rushing over my skin, with
Ashley’s tongue lapping more and more hungrily over my exposed
clitoris. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt such nerve
shredding arousal, with my only option to quell the excitement
being to clutch my breasts through my t-shirt. I never wore bras,
so my nipples were prominently poking through the tight fabric,
exposing the curvature of my breasts with the small lumps of my
teats poking obviously through.

Carla
tucked my panties into her jacket pocket, which was hanging on the
back of a nearby wooden chair. She was keeping them as a souvenir,
and that thought alone almost sent me rocketing toward a climax.
However, then she climbed up off the seat and made her way around
the coffee table, elegantly kneeling down on the floor next to
Ashley. She ran her fingers up Ashley’s back, feeling every bump of
her spine before stroking them around the soft flesh under her
ears. Ashley shivered and tried to pull her mouth away from my
pussy, but Carla kept her head held down, giving her no option but
to continue snacking on my clit. Carla shuffled around behind
Ashley’s back and wrapped her arms around her chest to unbutton her
shirt. She kept her head pressed to my crotch as she slipped the
shirt off over her shoulders, immediately releasing the clasp of
her bra as well. Suddenly, I wasn’t the only one showing off a fair
bit of flesh, and Carla finally pulled back on Ashley’s arms to
hold her body in her arms. I watched as she played with my
girlfriend’s breasts, cupping them and squeezing her nipples firmly
between her fingers as she gnawed seductively on her collar bone.
Ashley’s expression was one of pure bliss as she enjoyed every
second of the counsellor’s expert touch. Neither of us had ever
been touched by another woman before, having both been virgins when
we first got together. Our minds were already blown, and she was
just getting started.

She
reached down and began to unbutton Ashley’s jeans, popping the two
sides apart and dragging the tight-fitting denim down over her legs
to leave her kneeling in just her panties. Somewhat tragically, we
were both wearing matching knickers, which Carla found rather
amusing. She peeled them down as well, and then signalled for us to
swap places. So, I climbed down onto the floor where Ashley had
been and allowed Carla to pull my t-shirt up over my head. The two
of us were naked, and even though we had seen each other’s delicate
parts so many times in the past, it felt like we only just met.
Carla pressed my head down toward Ashley’s crotch, and with her
legs spread wide open for me, I began to wrap my tongue around her
clitoris, moving down to run it between her labia and to lick the
first few inches of the walls of her pussy. She arched her back as
my tongue lathered her pussy with saliva, grating the slightly
rough texture of my taste buds over her sensitive erogenous zones.
Carla watched us for a little while, stroking my ass and reaching
under my chest to play with my perky tits as I ate my Ashley’s
pussy. It was plain to see that she wanted to get involved,
though.

She
moved behind me and leaned down, spreading my ass cheeks apart with
the palms of her hands to expose my puckering asshole. The delicate
ring of pink flesh was irresistible to her, and she immediately
planted her lips around it and began to lap her tongue up and down
within the crevice of my ass. Ashley had never been fond of licking
my ass, and I’d only ever convinced her to do it one drunken
evening. So, as Carla’s tongue licked its way around the rim of my
anus, I could barely contain my excitement. Her saliva began to
drool down over my already dripping wet pussy lips, tickling my
stomach as the heavy droplets of moisture rolled down further over
my skin. Then, once she had had her fill of my ass, she got up to
her feet and proceeded to strip. I climbed onto the couch next to
Ashley, and we proceeded to reach over to play with each other as
we watched her slowly unbuttoning her stylish blouse and running
the zip of her expensive skirt down over her thighs. Every inch of
exposed flesh sent a fresh chill of adrenaline through my body and
a gush of juices to our pussies, and by the time she had taken off
all but her underwear, we were hornier than ever. We both leaned
forward eagerly and gripped her sexy black lace panties, through
which we could just about make out the shadow of her neatly trimmed
pubic hair, and pulled them down over her stockings. She kicked
them away as she released the hook between the cups of her bra,
opening them up to reveal the most beautiful breasts I’d ever seen.
She was like an angel that had been sent from heaven just for our
pleasure.

She
walked over to a nearby chest of drawers and pulled the top one
open. After rooting around inside for a moment, she reached in deep
and pulled out a long, bright pink double ended dildo. It was
rubbery and drooped over the sides of her palm as she brought it
over to us, kneeling down in front of the couch as she twirled her
fingers at us. We lifted our feet off the floor and lay back on
opposite ends of the couch, folding our legs under each other so we
could scissor. We shuffled closer, pressing our pussies together
and causing our labia to kiss between us, stretching out trails of
our sticky juices as we pulled slightly away to make room for the
dildo. Carla positioned it between us, angling the two ends of the
shaft at our pussy lips and coating it in our juices ready to slide
up inside us. We each took our respective ends in our hands and
guided it through our quivering labia, splitting them apart as they
expanded out to a perfect circle around the rubbery shaft. Without
any encouragement from Carla, we began to pound our pussy lips
together, taking the entire length of the dildo in our throbbing,
insanely moist pussies. It was thicker than any of the sex toys we
had at home; so much so that it rubbed effortlessly across the
small, spongy textured area of both of our g-spots as we slid
repetitively along it.

“Pee on
her!” whispered Carla into my ear, pressing her fingers onto my
pussy lips at either side of my pulsating clitoris, “And watch how
much she likes it...”

It took
me almost a minute to build up the will to go through with it, and
Ashley was oblivious to my efforts anyway with her head resting
back in ecstasy on the arm of the couch. Carla tapped her thigh
with her finger, prompting her to look up at me just as a narrow
stream of steaming hot golden piss began to flow from my urethra. I
wouldn’t normally have been so turned on by it, but with the dildo
grinding relentlessly over my g-spot and Carla’s thumb working at
my clitoris, I couldn’t help but feel an incredible sense of
arousal from it. My urine splashed across her stomach and spilled
over the sides of her hips like a waterfall breaking fresh rocks.
Suddenly, she returned the favour and began to spray her own stream
of piss over me, almost reaching as far as my breasts as Carla
massaged it around the skin of my stomach. It was bizarre and
perverse, but I loved it. Carla seemed to be immensely turned on by
our depravity as well, and quickly mounted the couch to straddle my
head. I lay flat against the couch with my hair pressing into the
cushion as she lowered her delicious, fine pussy onto my mouth.
Ashley had seen her fantasy realised, and now it was my turn. She
would get to watch as I ate from the counsellor’s snatch, my chin
flapping open as I lapped at her slim labia and flicked her
clitoral hood from side to side. They both loved it, one enjoying
the intense penetration of the dildo, the other feeling my tongue
reaching up inside her clammy pussy.

I
clamped my hands around her ass cheeks and clawed gently at them,
holding her crotch firmly close as I slid my tongue as deep inside
her as it could reach. All three of us were moaning and thrusting
our hips for whatever little extra pressure we could add to our
clits and g-spots, clutching our breasts and rolling our nipples
around between our fingers. Carla leaned down, allowing the light
to bounce off the glorious curves of her voluminous ass cheeks as
they split apart in front of my eyes. Her asshole danced just
inches from my face as she bobbed up and down on my mouth, riding
my tongue and impaling herself on it. She began to lick at mine and
Ashley’s clits, lapping up the excess piss and pussy juices that
was accumulating in the crevices between out pussy lips and
clitoral hoods as the dildo continued to pass in and out of our
vaginas. The tingle of sexual excitement was quickly becoming too
intense to bear, and it wasn’t just me who was on the verge of an
orgasm. Ashley had been fighting off the urge to cum ever since the
dildo had begun to slide over her g-spot, and Carla was clearly
getting off on the touch of my eager tongue.

There
simply needed to be one final gesture or act to tip us over the
edge, and as I spat on my finger and began to work it around the
rim of Carla’s asshole, that’s precisely what we got. Like a set of
dominoes falling one by one in to place, we each began to cum,
starting with the counsellor. I gradually worked my finger through
the tight wrinkles of her anus, still lapping at her clit and
fucking her pussy with my tongue as her hips began to convulse on
top of me. In the throes of orgasmic passion, she pressed her
fingers firmly against our clits and rubbed hard and fast, sending
us both crashing toward the impending orgasm that had been
threatening to erupt for several minutes. The three of us thrashed
as we each achieved a powerful climax, and in my case, I could
safely say it was the most intense feeling of ecstasy I’d ever
felt. Both of us had experienced the things we’d dreamt about for
so long, and the only thing going through my mind as the dildo
squeezed out the final drops of pleasure from my pussy was that I
had a whole host of other, equally secret fantasies. Finally, we
both collapsed on the couch with Carla resting on top of us, her
legs still spread around my head with her pussy twitching with the
aftershocks of orgasmic bliss just inches below my chin. Our world
had been shaken to the core and all in the space of a single
guidance session.

“So,
same time next week?” asked Carla, as she climbed off our sweaty,
exasperated bodies. We both nodded.

“Good,
this was only the tip of the iceberg.” she replied. “Next week,
we’ll try something a little kinkier!”

Kinkier than being peed on? I
thought. I couldn’t wait to find out how else she might plan on
injecting some life into our sex lives.

THE
END

Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “Lesbian Sex Therapist” so
I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.
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