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Elise tapped away at her keyboard as she
updated her client’s file. Another satisfied couple who had
rekindled their passion for each other and were steadily on track
to no longer needing her services. As sad as the thought of them
leaving left Elise, she could already feel the growing excitement
at the thought of another new couple needing her unique
services.

Each time she closed out a case, Elise hoped
that she was working on decreasing that awful statistic she’d read
as a college freshman. It still caused her to pause and shake her
head when she recalled reading that up to twenty percent of
marriages were sexless and that many more rarely had sex at
all.

As a rather active young woman, she was
dismayed at the least but determined that one day she would help to
change that. Her introduction to psychology course went from being
a humanities credit to the cornerstone of her major. Elise poured
her soul into her college career, studying everything she could
about human sexuality and the psychology behind it, graduating near
the top of her class before taking on a position as a counselor
specializing in sex therapy.

The job, well that had been interesting at
best. Elise had learned more about human sexuality in six months of
counseling couples than all of her classes had managed to teach
her. Not that she was agitated with the classes, instead taking the
lessons learned and building on them. After all, no professor could
know and readily discuss every kink covered under BDSM. Instead it
forced her to make connections beyond the classroom, a skill she
was finding that she excelled at. When she found herself counseling
a polyamorous couple made up of a woman and her male-to-female
partner, Elise found herself in the groove, finally feeling that
she had it.

In fact, there was only one thing that tended
to bug her, being hit on by her clients.

Sure, she got it. Sort of. Single, young, and
a sex counselor. She must be interested in joining her clients. Not
really. Granted, there were a few that Elise wouldn’t have minded
helping physically spark their relationships, but she knew that
would quickly send her reputation down the drain. Her professors
had been sure to drill that into their students, no matter what
therapy they chose to perform.
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All of that changed with the arrival of the
meteor. Elise couldn’t recall the name, she just remembered that
people started to change. Her e-mail was soon filled with groups
offering seminars on how to counsel couples who had a partner go
through the change. Days later, her receptionist began to report
she was getting calls from potential patients wondering if she took
couples with a futanari. Not for support with too little sex,
support for overactive sex drives. Initially, all Elise could do
was politely refuse, citing that she didn’t have enough knowledge
about futanari to help them through their issues.

Just as Elise was feeling that she was
getting a grip on the situation, and feeling comfortable enough to
accept futanari patients, she noticed something different during
her shower. A swelling at the top of her pussy, pushing against her
lips. Several days later the swelling had taken the form of a small
penis, and by the end of the week, she was endowed enough to make
any porn star thrilled with a sex drive that would envy any teenage
male.

Elise had her receptionist cancel her
appointments for a week, with a hope that maybe she could get her
body under an illusion of control. The hardest decision she’d ever
had to make, she feigned the idea that she’d come down with the flu
and was taking on the role of the concerned therapist wanting to
protect her environment.

How Elise got that message to her
receptionist through and assured the poor girl that she would still
get a weeks’ worth of wages even if her boss was out, Elise wasn’t
sure. Her hand had never left the length of her shaft, slowly
pumping it while a steady stream of precum leaked from the tip,
lubing her motions of her hand. Through the whole conversation it
was all she could do to fight the chills the sound of the young
woman’s voice sent down her spine.

Once she had concluded all of her business,
Elise settled herself down to what really mattered, the ache
between her thighs. She explored every manner of pornography that
could be found on her favorite tube sites before settling on a
variety of amateurs exploring their kinks. Each time that Elise
came, she hoped it would be enough to slake the thirst, and yet it
seemed to build more with every passing orgasm. The only time she
paused in her porn consumption was to place an emergency order for
a quantity of lube.

Elise had finally passed out from sheer
exhaustion. The previous six hours had been a non-stop masturbation
session as a surge of hormones coursed through her system. She
hadn’t heard the knock at her door, nor the sound of Carrie softly
calling out her name, loud enough to resound in the apartment, but
quiet enough to not alarm the neighbors. All she knew is that when
she came to, Carrie was seated in front of Elise’s desk, perusing
the last six hours of porn. The only thing that came to mind was to
try and pull the blanket from the back of the couch to cover her
nude, sticky, form.

Carrie glanced over her shoulder and bit her
lip as she took note of Elise watching her. “I got worried when you
closed the office for a week. Thought you might be sick or mourning
someone so I thought I’d bring you something to eat. Picked up some
chicken noodle soup and a bread bowl at Carl’s.” She paused for a
moment.
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