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"Tell me what you're thinking," said Phil as he shut the door behind us.

"I... I don't know."

"Are you scared?"

I wasn't.

"Do you feel safe?"

I did.

"If I asked you to undress, would you?"

I would.

"Then take off your blouse."

I stared into his eyes as I slowly pulled my arms through the sleeves. Why couldn't I believe that this was really happening? I'd made an appointment with Dr. Birch knowing the rumors. If you're willing, the doctor will treat you He'll give you what you need. Is this what I needed? Judging by my drenched panties, it was. Underneath my bra I could feel my erect nipples and knew there was no going back.

He could tell right away, I realized. I was an open book to him.

With my blouse off, I felt the cool air of the room around my exposed skin. I wasn't shy about my body – I knew I was attractive and desirable – but baring myself to somebody new always made me nervous. If even half the rumors about Phil were true, he'd treated many, many women like me.

"You're a beautiful woman, Lacy," he said.

"Thank you." I blushed, enjoying the compliment.

"It's a shame the men in your life haven't given you the satisfaction you need. You deserve to be happy, and I think I can show you how. For a proper therapist/patient relationship to be effective, there has to be trust. Do you trust me, Lacy?"

"I do." I nodded, knowing I never would have walked into this room if I hadn't.

"I'm glad you think so, but we only just met. Today we're going to find out how deep into this process you're willing to go. Are you ready to begin?"

"Yes."
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Dirty Therapist

The brown leather couch was cool and comfortable against the skin of my lower thighs. I'd worn a very short, black skirt today, even though I told myself I would look ridiculous. I knew what I was doing, though I didn't quite understand why I was doing it. I couldn't resist. I'd heard stories about this place, whispers among friends over full glasses of Cabernet. So I wanted to look good, show off my long legs. I'd put on my favorite scarlet shade lipstick and wore my best skirt and blouse. I knew I looked stunning, but totally out of place.

I tried to read one of the magazines in the waiting room, but I couldn't focus. Too nervous, too excited. I liked the state, the energy. Lately I'd been so moody. Depressed, Lacy. That's the word they'd use.

I didn't think I was really depressed. It was more like longing. I wanted something, but I wasn't getting it, and that was pulling me down. Of course, if I knew what it was, I wouldn't be here.

The door to his office opened and that's when I first saw him. He looked to be in his mid-thirties – surprisingly young, considering how accomplished he was. He brushed back his thick hair, which he kept short, and said in a soft but deep voice, "Lacy, come on in." I nearly walked into an end table looking into his dark but welcoming eyes, taking in all the details of his handsome face. His chiseled jaw. His high cheekbones. The way his lips curled slightly into a sympathetic smile.

Taking a deep breath, I followed him into his office. The room was unusually dark: thick curtains filtered out most of the sunlight from the long windows. Small desk lamps gave off a weak, yellow glow. The room smelled faintly of roses, and I spied vases of the flowers on the bookshelves.

"Have a seat," he said, indicating a couch matching the one in his waiting room. I wasn't sure if I should lie down, like they always do on television, so I sat. In front of me there was a coffee table with a pitcher of ice water and a glass. He took a seat across from me in a dark recliner. "It's good to meet you, Lacy."

"You too, Dr. Birch," I said.

"Call me Phil, please. I want you to be comfortable here."

Oh, I am, I thought, taking in the way his muscular torso filled the white button-down shirt he wore below his sports jacket. I imagined those arms around me...

"Sure. Phil."

"Good. Why don't you tell me what brought you to seek counsel?"

Why did he have to start with such a tough question? "I'm not really sure."

Phil nodded. "Sometimes we don't know what drives us to act in certain ways, but that's what we're here to discover. Lacy, I want you to keep in mind that there are no wrong answers in this place. Say what you want, even if that includes declining to answer one of my questions."

"I feel unfulfilled, you know?" I said. "Like something's missing."

"Could you be more specific? Do you mean in your career, your relationships, or maybe-"

"I'm not seeing anyone," I blurted, cutting him off.

He smiled. "Do you think that could be part of the problem?" Although he came off as relaxed and friendly, his questions were very incisive, aimed to cut right to the heart of the matter. That's what he does, they'd told me. You'll open right up, you'll see.

"No," I said, sighing. Wouldn't it be obvious if I simply needed to find another boyfriend? "I've felt this way for a long time. I've been in several relationships, and it's never gone away. In fact, it may have been why they ended."

"Why do you say that, Lacy?"

Another hard question, though I found it easy to answer. I was amazed by how quickly he was challenging me to think of myself critically. I had expected more of a meet-and-greet today. That's what I'd read about therapy online. Of course, I'd heard Phil Birch had certain... unconventional methods. It's why I made the appointment as quickly as possible. Already I was starting to see I made the right choice: the more we conversed, the more I wanted to explain myself to him. I wanted to give him the pieces he needed to unlock my puzzle.

"I never felt alive when I was with them. Even in the bedroom. And it wasn't their fault, I know it." I blushed, thinking about my last two boyfriends. They'd both been so handsome, and fantastic in bed as well. Top notch technique and stamina. By all expectations, either of them should have been able to satisfy me. Both represented everything I'd always dreamed of in a man: charming, successful, attractive. They loved the outdoors, they were charitable and each had a blistering sense of humor. So what was the problem? "I was with Clark for six months, and Dmitri for eight. They were both wonderful. I'm sorry they wasted so much time on me. I don't blame them for leaving."

Phil sat up in his chair. The move was quick enough to show concern, but leisurely enough so as not to be alarming. "Why would you say that? Why was their time wasted?"

I shrugged. "They couldn't make me happy, and that hurt them. I could tell. And they deserved better."

"Lacy, it's interesting you put this on yourself, but are you sure it's correct? You are assuming it was your fault they couldn't make you happy. What makes you so sure it wasn't theirs?"

I smiled, taking comfort in his suggestion, but I shook my head. "They're both engaged now."

"Thanks, Facebook," he said lightly.

"I know, right?" I sighed. "But I wish them both the best. I do. I don't think they knew what I needed, Phil. Or they would have given it to me. I know they tried."

Phil nodded. "I see. You have a healthy attitude regarding them. You don't sound jealous or bitter. Clearly you were fond of them, so I'd like to try to identify what it was about those relationships that didn't satisfy you."

As I listened to Phil's soothing voice and watched his lips move, I remembered what my friends had told me about Dr. Birch. I recalled why I made an appointment with him the next day, barely able to speak into the phone as my hand trembled.

I sighed. "It was the bedroom. Intercourse never excited me the way it should have. I wanted something else, but I didn't know what," I admitted.

"Ah ha," Phil said. He stood up and paced around the room. "Can I ask, how did you come across the name of my practice? Were you referred?"

I nodded.

"By a physician? Or another therapist?"

"Neither. A friend."

"A patient of mine? I won't ask who, just a yes or no, please."

"Yes."

"I see. And did they share intimate details of their sessions?"

"Yes."

Phil stepped over and crouched down in front of me. "And how did it make you feel, hearing about what we did together?"

Intrigued. Excited. Lustful. Ashamed. Cavalier. Just pick one! But now I'd gone speechless.

Phil took off his jacket and untied his shoes. "I know why you're here, Lacy. Just look at you," he said, scanning me with his eyes. "If you think this is what you want, I'll admit you into my practice, and we'll see if we can't find what you're looking for."

"Please," I said. "This is what I want." Already I could feel the soft fabric of my lingerie growing damp.

"Very well." He sat down on the couch next to me. He put his hands on my shoulder, and without warning pulled me down so that I fell onto his lap, my stomach resting on his knees. "You're not the first person to come here and make a pretense of not knowing what the problem is. You just thought you'd pay lip service to the process, is that right?" He pulled my skirt down, revealing the thong I wore and the firm cheeks of my behind.

"That's not what-" I started to say, but then felt his firm hand smack my bare skin. I yelped, tossing my head up, shocked by the sudden sting. The sound of his hand made everything suddenly feel very, very real. What if somebody in the waiting room heard? I shivered at the thought and bit my lip.

"Save it," said Phil. "I've met lots of women like you. All the same," he said, sounding both disgusted and bored. Was this all an act? He'd gone from congenial to confrontational in a matter of seconds. If it was a performance, I was enjoying it. I could feel my fluids running down my thighs, and my heart beat faster than a hummingbird's wings.

"Is this turning you on?" Phil asked, slapping my ass again.

"Yes," I gasped. My skin burned at the spot he continued to hit, but I closed my eyes to focus on the pain. It was sublimely intoxicating, and I wanted him to spank me again, and again, and again.

He obliged, laying down a pair of swats, this time making sure to give both cheeks a shot. "I can tell you like this. The nervous system doesn't lie." Another two slaps. "Is it because of the pain itself? Or are you feeling a sense of satisfaction, as though you deserve to be punished?"

Do I? I didn't know. I had never thought of it that way before. I felt bad about what happened with Clark and Dmitri, and even blamed myself, but I never felt like I had actually done anything wrong. I couldn't control how I felt, could I?

"The pain," I choked. "But maybe I deserve it."

"I see. That's something we'll explore," he said, lifting me up as he stood. He set me on my feet, causing my skirt to fall the rest of the way to the floor. I felt embarrassed, being exposed to a man I barely knew, who'd just manhandled me without hesitation, but all of it added up to a powerfully erotic tension. I wanted him to do more. Much more.

"Follow me," he said. "We can conduct the rest of our session in a more appropriate setting." He pointed toward a door at the back of his office. I reached down to put my skirt back on, but Phil took my hand in his. "Give me that."

Breathing heavily, I handed over the skirt, then began walking to the door. I waited for him to open it, and when he did I was stunned by what I saw: a dungeon. I could think of no better word for it.

The space was much larger than the office we came from, similar to the size of a nice living room. However, the furnishings all clearly served one purpose: sex. Dirty, kinky sex. Rows and rows of toys lined the walls of the windowless room. I saw whips and floggers, paddles and canes; vibrators of all varieties; handcuffs and rope. At the center of it all was a bed with dark red sheets, and as well as an armchair upholstered in matching leather. It was as though I'd stepped into another world.

Why wasn't I running? Why wasn't I sprinting back the way I came? Something enticed me to act totally contrary to how I expected, and instead of fleeing, I stepped inside.

---

"Tell me what you're thinking," said Phil as he shut the door behind us.

"I... I don't know."

"Are you scared?"

I wasn't.

"Do you feel safe?"

I did.

"If I asked you to undress, would you?"

I would.

"Then take off your blouse."

I stared into his eyes as I slowly pulled my arms through the sleeves. Why couldn't I believe that this was really happening? I'd made an appointment with Dr. Birch knowing the rumors. If you're willing, the doctor will treat you He'll give you what you need. Is this what I needed? Judging by my drenched panties, it was. Underneath my bra I could feel my erect nipples and knew there was no going back.

He could tell right away, I realized. I was an open book to him.

With my blouse off, I felt the cool air of the room around my exposed skin. I wasn't shy about my body – I knew I was attractive and desirable – but baring myself to somebody new always made me nervous. If even half the rumors about Phil were true, he'd treated many, many women like me.

"You're a beautiful woman, Lacy," he said.

"Thank you." I blushed, enjoying the compliment.

"It's a shame the men in your life haven't given you the satisfaction you need. You deserve to be happy, and I think I can show you how. For a proper therapist/patient relationship to be effective, there has to be trust. Do you trust me, Lacy?"

"I do." I nodded, knowing I never would have walked into this room if I hadn't.

"I'm glad you think so, but we only just met. Today we're going to find out how deep into this process you're willing to go. Are you ready to begin?"

"Yes."

Phil grabbed my arm and spun me around. He slapped my ass again, this time harder than he had back in his office. "Yes, what? Is that how you address me?"

"Yes, sir?" I said, unsure.

He spanked me again, and I cried out as the pain gripped me.

"Sir? Did you just say 'sir?' Did you call me Mr. Birch when you met me?"

"No."

Again his hand met the rosy skin of my backside. "No, what?" he said measuredly.

"No, doctor," I said finally, a single tear slipping down my cheek. He had done it again; he'd shifted into a different self, like he was two different men: the compassionate, professional therapist and the cruel, exacting dominant. Phil made me feel comfortable, and cared for – much like Clark and Dmitri had. The doctor, however, made me feel something else entirely. And he called himself my master. What does that make me? A servant? The thought should have repulsed me, but I liked it for some reason.

He took both of my wrists in one of his hands and pulled them together behind my back. His other arm he wrapped around my chest, fondling my breasts. "I want you to understand, Lacy. While you're here, you will obey, or you will be disciplined. Is that clear?"

"Yes, doctor."

"If you are uncomfortable or want to stop, you tell me, and we'll stop. Otherwise, you do as I say. If I want you to serve me, you will serve. If I want to punish you, you will be punished. If I want to restrain you, you will be restrained. Understood?"

Every word he said shot me off like a rocket. I quivered in his grasp, not wanting to be let go. "Yes, doctor."

"Good." He walked me to the edge of the bed and then pushed me onto it. I landed on the firm mattress chest-first. My head found the pile of pillows, which were soft and full, and I could have fallen into them forever. They smelled of lilac and Phil's cologne, which I breathed in deeply.

"Fold your hands behind your back, and spread your legs," he commanded, his voice calm and deliberate.

I did as he asked quickly and obediently. I was torn between wanting to follow his directive and wanting to be disciplined, but I had a feeling I was due to receive a punishment either way.

"Doctor, may I ask a question?"

"Go ahead."

"I'm worried somebody will hear us. What if somebody's in the waiting room?"

Phil chuckled. "Both this room and my office are soundproofed. As a therapist, I ensure my patients' secrets are kept in strict confidentiality." He selected a cane from a shelf that reminded her of pool cue rack. Similarly, the canes came in different lengths. None of them seemed particularly thick, and I didn't think they could possibly hurt very much. He traced a finger up and down the length of the cane he chose, twisting the shaft as he did.

"Perfectly smooth. Excellent craftsmanship," he said. "And it will make your ass scorchingly raw."

He began caning my ass very, very lightly. They were little more than taps. He held the cane horizontally, striking both cheeks at once, right at the center, which distributed the momentum of the cane but extended the area of effect. Each caning pattern would start with a handful of of the soft taps, then end with a heavier hit. I tried not to squirm as the taps gradually got harder, but I whimpered in pain.

Soon the patterns intensified, starting with one or two light taps, then transitioning into stronger hits, and ending with a sharp smack. I cried out in agony each time, writing on the bed. Yet, I savored the smoldering soreness left behind. Phil ran through the pattern two more times, and by the time he finished many of my tears wetted the pillows. At the same time, the craving I felt, the heat between my legs, had only grown. I wanted so badly for him to take off his pants and...

"Not yet," said the doctor, noticing that I was eying hish crotch. "I will determine when you may achieve release. You will ask for my permission before you come."

"Yes, doctor," I said.

Suddenly I felt his hands around my shoulders, and Phil flipped me over. He climbed onto the bed and on top of me, pinning my wrists with his hands, then planted his lips on mine. I could have melted into the bed. His touch electrified me, his kiss strong and lingering. He laid his body on top of mine below the waist, pressing into me. With my wrists held and him on top of me, I felt thoroughly restrained by his muscular form, but I loved how I felt: owned, like a prized possession. It was antithetical to everything I believed about myself, but maybe that's why it felt so good.

When the kiss ended, Phil propped himself up on his knees, straddling my short frame. He let go of my wrists and gathered up the cups of my bra in his hands. I stared at his bulging biceps in front of me. He must work out a lot, I thought.

Then, with one quick pull, Birch tore the bra apart, snapping it down the middle and exposing my breasts. I gasped, not expecting the doctor to do such a thing, but the fluids flowing from my pussy assured me that I found the action as appealing as it was surprising.

He must have known that arousal raged inside me, and that I could hardly stand any more stimulation without some release. I couldn't believe it: he was tormenting me with pleasure. The concept would have been inconceivable if it wasn't happening.

He brought his lips to my breast and sucked while squeezing and massaging the other breast. I groaned and curled my toes. I gyrated my hips on the sheets, grinding the still tender flesh of my backside against the silky sheets. It stung, but it only made me crave more.

I moaned and moaned as Phil moved his hand from my breasts down to my crotch, digging his fingers into my crevice through my panties.

"You're soaked, Lacy. Are you turned on by what I'm doing to you, or is it just me?"

I didn't need to think about it. "Both... doctor," I answered between deep breaths.

"Both. Good. " To my delight, he reached down and pulled my panties down to my ankles, revealing my sopping chasm. I could see the rising bulge below his gray pants, which he unbuttoned. With his left hand he caressed my pussy, dipping his fingers inside; with his right, he loosened his tie and then the buttons on his shirt.

Not the first time he's done that, I bet.

He tossed his shirt and tie aside, then stood up to take off his pants and socks. When he had fully undressed, I lifted my head so I could see what I'd come for. I was not disappointed: his rod was magnificent, thick and long, standing straight and upright while looking rock hard. He got back on the bed and clamped his hands down on my wrists again. I realized that I hadn't been inclined to move at all when he got up: I didn't want to change position, I wanted him to change it for me, if he desired. It was as if his touch had anchored me to the spot, and my body had gladly but quietly accepted his terms.

Finally, he at last plunged his member deep inside me, edging inward deliberately but firmly. I was so wet by this time that he had no difficulty penetrating his full length, despite his immense size. I had been desperate for this exact moment, and now that it had arrived, I was on the verge of losing control. I shook blissfully as Birch rhythmically pounded, eliciting shrieks and moans from me and groans and gasps from him.

There was no question he'd been using this treatment on many women: his technique was well-practiced, and his stamina lasted and lasted. I was so close to coming, the euphoria swelling within me like a geyser, and I cried as it rippled throughout my body. I grabbed hold of Birch's shoulders, wanting to draw him in closer, to keep him going so he could push me over the edge, but instead I felt something slip away. The familiar, hollow feeling I'd had with my previous boyfriends returned. It was as though a spell had been broken. I slumped down onto the bed, feeling like I'd just eaten an entire head of cotton candy: the taste was wonderfully sweet, but just for a moment, and then it was gone.

"What's wrong?" asked Phil.

"I don't know, doctor," I said, starting to cry a little. "Everything was great, and then...

"Hmm. Would you say you felt good physically?"

"Oh yes. Yes, doctor. It was amazing." I hoped, as a trained therapist, that he could tell I was not exaggerating in any way. I hadn't been ravished like that in years.

"Then perhaps it was mental," he suggested. "What did you do just before things changed, do you remember?

I tried to replay what we’d done in my mind just seconds ago. Everything was amazing, then I... "It happened when I went to grab your arms."

"Interesting," Phil said as he rubbed his chin pensively. "Did you want to touch them?"

"Yes, doctor."

"But when you did, something felt wrong?"

"Yes, doctor."

Phil climbed off the bed. "I have an idea. It may not work, but I'd like to try it." He went to the wall and stopped in front of a variety of cuffs, shackles and coils of rope that dangled from pegs. He weighed his options quickly, then selected a standard issue set of handcuffs.

Butterflies swirled in my stomach and my heart pounded. "If you think it will help, doctor."

"Judging by your dilated pupils," he said, pressing his thumb into my wrist, "and your elevated pulse, I'd say my hunch is correct."

The cuffs' clicking sound as they were secured around my wrists sent waves of intense arousal through me. I trembled when the cuffs were then locked around the wooden bedposts. My fluids leaked out onto the sheet, mortifying me, though Phil didn't appear to mind. I tried pulling with my arms, to see if I could get loose of the cuffs, but they were solid: I was restrained for real. I bit my lip and blushed, relishing the acute awareness of being bound. I was at Dr. Phil Birch's mercy. I was his to do with as he pleased. I couldn't say why, but I loved it.

"I'd ask if you were enjoying this, but I know you are," said Phil. "I was exactly right about you." He returned to the wall, scanning it, presumably searching for something; I assumed he was just being theatrical, infusing his process with a little showmanship for the sake of adding to my anticipation. It worked though. Every time his hand hovered over something kinky or exotic, I shuddered, imaging them being used on me.

At last, he selected a flogger. It appeared to be made of suede, all black and smooth. Dozens of long tendrils streaked through the air as he tested swinging it. I heard the whooshing sound it made and shivered.

"Is seeing this making you nervous?"

"A little, yes, doctor."

He nodded. "Don't worry, I know what to do." He disappeared from sight for a moment, walking behind the bed. The next thing I felt was his hands smoothing out my hair, and then something being placed around the top of my head: a blindfold. The smooth piece of fabric settled over my eyes, held in place by an elastic band. It was totally opaque, and now I could see nothing. I squirmed around on the bed, the desire and need for release once again swelling within me. The helplessness was greatly compounded by the blindfold; without being able to see, I didn't know what Birch would do next.

"How do you feel now?" he asked. I could hear the flogger parting the air again. "Still nervous?"

"No, doctor," I replied. Instead of fearful, I felt eager. I remembered the way the spanking and caning fueled my sexual stimulation, leading up to what was almost an incredible orgasm. I wanted to get back to that point. Things would be different this time, I could feel it.

Then I started to worry about how the flogger would feel against my ass. It was still sore. I jostled on the bed, testing how much pain it would cause. It was noticeable, and having another round of punishment to the area might be extremely painful. Plus, if I was resting on it, and bound to the bed, how would he...?

The answer came simply, and in retrospect it was quite obvious: the flogger's lashes landed on my breasts. I jerked in surprise, the hit coming unannounced by Birch. It wasn't even especially painful, though I knew the following ones would be.

"Tell me what you're thinking now, Lacy."

As soon as he said it, I felt the swat of the flogger. I gasped and writhed as the tingling in my breast arced through my body like electricity.

"More, please." I spoke instinctively, not stopping to think. My body knew what it wanted and took charge. "Please," I repeated.

A swish and then pain; I sighed, basking in the agony before it could ebb. In my core I felt a tremendous ache, like a primeval force was sealed up and trying to break through.

"More?"

"Yes, doctor."

A series of stings commenced, as Birch swung the flogger again and again, alternating between my breasts, giving each one equal attention. My seared skin caused me to twist in fruitless escape attempts; the futility of the effort only fed my arousal. The way the metal of the handcuffs dug into my flesh and refused to budge burned into my memory.

Just as I thought the floggings were going to get too excruciating to bear, Birch paused. I took short, rapid breaths, trying not to lose control of my senses. The hunger in my body seemed to inhabit every cell, and carnal desire had overwhelmed all of me: I had been reduced to a manifestation of pure sexual want, driven by a singular purpose.

I flinched as Birch caressed by my tender breasts, stroking the nipples, touching the sorest spots. I moaned, unable to satisfy myself. I wanted to beg the doctor for release, but was afraid he would deny me. My anger flared, accusing him of sadistic tendencies conjured out of my own imagination. Somehow, I had convinced myself that he wouldn't give me what I needed.

I was wrong. So very, very wrong. The next thing I knew, I felt the mattress sink around me as Phil climbed onto the bed and on top of me. He leaned down and nibbled on my neck, eliciting a spasm of pleasure I felt all the way down to my toes. His lips traveled up my neck, and then we were kissing. At the same time he massaged my sopping wet pussy. Even though I still wore the blindfold, I squeezed my eyes shut, wanting to thoroughly absorb everything I felt.

It was happening; I knew Phil wasn't going to bring me this far and not carry me across the threshold. However, just as I was convinced all was revealed, that my problem had been properly diagnosed and treated by someone who recognized who I was and what I needed, I felt that nagging absence. I could hardly believe it. Please, not again! I thought.

Feeling as though I'd just been shot out of the sky and was plummeting to the ground, tears began to form in the corners of my eyes. They were about to start pouring out when Phil put a finger between my lips.

"Open," he said.

Then I tasted it, salty and hot. His cock filled my mouth, hard as wood. "Serve me, Lacy. This is what you need. You'll see."

I could feel the heat of his powerful legs straddling me, his torso above me. His weight pressed against the bed posts as he hoisted himself upward by leaning on them. I wasted no time, sucking on his cock and swirling my tongue against it. I'd always liked giving oral, but never had something so massive in my mouth. His euphoric groans filled the room as his manhood reached my throat. I worked my head back and forth, taking in as much as I could, increasing the speed of my motion. Just as he was about to climax, he suddenly withdrew from my mouth, and then I heard his contented gasp while his load shot out onto my breasts.

My jaw hung open in shock and satisfaction; his hot seed felt like a brand across my chest, marking me. I felt used, degraded by it, but I loved it. Just as this dawned on me, Phil drove his still hard cock back into me, this time penetrating my folds, digging deep into my core.

I screamed in elation as all of the yearning I'd felt exploded, its sequestration finally at an end. He thrust himself harder and harder, grunting loudly. It didn't take long for my mind to lift off into the stratosphere, an orgasm coalescing rapidly.

"Please let me come," I said. The words had been at the tip of my tongue ever since Birch told me I'd need to ask his permission. They waited for their time to emerge. I had come so close before, only for it to fade at the worst possible moment. This time nothing was fading: the joy only intensified as Phil's rigid member drilled into me.

"What was that?" he said.

"Please let me come, doctor!"

"You can come," he said.

I cried in relief as I let the floodgates open. Every part of me soared. I sobbed as the orgasm erupted. It was as though years of dissatisfaction were cut away, the tether that brought me down snapped. In that moment there was only contentment and bliss. Phil soon came for the second time, his groans mixed with mirth and vindication. He was right about me, he could tell, and the professional pleasure he felt added to his sexual enjoyment.

He climbed off of me, and for a moment I worried we were out of time for our session. I had lost track completely, we could have been nearly done or barely begun. However, I felt the mattress shift as he returned right away.

"Open your mouth," he said, though my lips were already parted.

A piece of cloth of some kind was thrust between my teeth and wrapped around the back of my head. I could feel it tightening as Phil's strong hands tied a knot in back. The cloth held down my tongue and kept me from shutting my mouth completely. I laughed, testing the tasteless, cotton fabric with my tongue the way I tried freeing myself of the handcuffs earlier. I'd never thought of a gag as form of restraint, but in this case it was clearly not meant to keep me quiet.

Loving the added form of confinement and humiliation, my desire peaked once again. For a moment I panicked, doubting that Phil could possibly have the stamina to start again. Fortunately, the gag was not the only thing he had retrieved: as soon as he finished tying the cloth, I felt something hard press against my clit. I heard a click, and then whatever it was sprang to life, vibrating steadily, the buzzing sound reverberating throughout the room.

I'd used toys like this before in seeking my own gratification, but the experience was wholly different being in bondage, unable to control the usage of the device. I could be made to suffer prolonged exposure to its untiring stimulation, should Phil wish it. Though I wouldn't call it suffering. The idea that Phil could leave me here with the vibrator going at top speed filled me with fear, but also a passionate hunger. I almost wanted him to do it. I felt such transcendent bliss, I didn't want it to ever end.

"May I come may I come may come!" I shouted.

"Excuse me?" he said, grinning coyly.

"May I come, doctor?" I yelled, too blitzed by the vibrator to express my exasperation.

"You may."

I let go it all go, and the orgasmic rush hit me like a tsunami, elevating my consciousness to a higher state. The first orgasm never had time to subside before the next one hit, and soon I couldn't feel a gap between one and the next: they merged into a sustained state of pure rapture. I wept and screamed, tears streaming down my face, fluids soaking through the sheets, and Dr. Birch holding my hand through all of it.

---

I couldn't say how long it lasted. I barely had a grip on reality. For a time it was just me and the pleasure, but eventually the vibration stopped and I was left a sweaty puddle of ecstasy, higher than anyone on any drug.

It took some time, but gradually I came to my senses and became cognizant of the world around me. The blindfold and gag had been removed at some point, when exactly I couldn't pinpoint. Phil was there, sitting at the end of the bed, watching me with a smile on his handsome face. His hair was wet, as though he'd just gotten out of the shower, and he was dressed again. Did he really have time to shower? I wondered. How long had I been here? There was no clock in the room, I realized.

Before I could say anything, Phil stood up and straightened his tie. "Lacy, in my professional opinion, I'd say you've had a major breakthrough." I laughed jubilantly as Phil kissed my breast. "And that was fun for me too," he added.

"Thank you, doctor. I feel much better," I replied.

"Good, good. I'm glad. However, I don't want you to feel as though you've been totally cured. Maybe you have, but in my experience, the process of therapy is rarely completed in a single session. If it's all right with you, I'd like to schedule you for the same time next week."

"For more of this?" I asked eagerly.

"Yes, if I think it will serve a therapeutic purpose. We may just talk. The goal of therapy is to help you understand yourself and improve the way you live your life. Ideally your next relationship won't end the same way as the last few, now that you have a better idea of what you need," Phil explained.

"And what if I don't know all the things I need?" I asked. "I don't know what I don't know. I want to explore."

"We will, Lacy. We will," he said as he popped open the handcuffs. He'd brought my clothes back, minus the bra he destroyed, so I began to get dressed.

"Can I ask you something?"

"Of course," said Phil. "Never be afraid to ask me anything. I'll always do my best to answer."

"Do you do this with all of your patients?"

He rolled his eyes playfully and gave me a hug. I breathed in his cologne and thought, How am I going to wait a week for our next appointment?

"You know I can't discuss my other patients, Lacy. Strict confidentiality."

"Seriously?" I said as he opened the door back into his office. He's got ethical standards all of a sudden? I thought. Then I reconsidered: his form of therapy was highly unorthodox, making truly vital our need for privacy.

He sighed and grinned. "I'll tell you this: you're not my only one. There are a lot of people out there just like you who need help. I'd like to think I do what I can."

He gave my ass one final slap. I yelped, but from surprise. I giggled, enjoying the mild pain. "I look forward to our next session. I want you to think about what you've learned today, all right?"

"Oh, I will," I said. "Thank you, Dr. Birch."

"You're welcome, Lacy."
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