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Without being asked, I kicked off my sandals, then pulled off my cropped lace cami and tossed the top away. I followed that up by quickly removing my tights, leaving me in just a bra and panties, both black and somewhat plain. I used to wear higher quality lingerie for Dr. Birch, but now… now I knew better.

“Stop,” said Birch, as I reached to unhook the bra. I pouted, knowing what that would mean for later. Unmoved, he grabbed my arm and twisted me around. He wrapped me in his arms, clutching at my breast and midsection, feeling my hardened nipples and flat stomach.

“What would you say to Scott right now if he were here?” he breathed into my ear. I could taste the peppermint in his breath and feel the bulge in his pants pressed against me.

“I’m sorry,” I said, trembling in Birch’s iron grasp.

“That’s all?” He took his hand off my stomach and slapped my ass. I yelped and jostled, but he held me firmly in place. “Do you think a little apology would fix how much you hurt him?”

“No, doctor,” I said. I knew better than to call him “sir.” That’s what I was supposed to call my dom, not my therapist.

“No, Ginny, I don’t think so either. How does it make you feel, knowing you can never take back what you did?”

I felt another tear streak down my face, guaranteed to leave a trail of mascara. “Guilty,” I said. “Guilty, doctor.”

One and two smacks, which hurt even through my panties. “Exactly. And guilt will haunt you, unless you exorcise it.”

“Yes, doctor. Please, I’ll do anything,” I begged.

“You’re willing to suffer for your sins?” Another series of slaps. I felt the heat of my stung skin, the soreness that could be ignited into pure agony by the softest touch.

I nodded, tears rolling down my face. “I will accept whatever punishment you think I deserve, doctor.”

“Very well.” Birch ushered me forward until he was within reach of a pair of handcuffs. He pulled them off the wall and slapped them around my wrists, binding my arms behind my back. I sighed as I heard the familiar clicks of the restraints being tightened, and shivered as the cold steel brushed against my skin…
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Dirty Therapist: Ginny’s Guilt


I stared down at my sandals and felt the rosy hue rise in my cheeks. How many times now had I fidgeted in this waiting room chair impatiently? I’d stopped counting. The doctor would probably have something to say about that. Like I didn’t want to give it a number for some deep-seated reason. But I don’t think it’s that complicated. Do junkies count the number of times they shoot up?

That’s right, Ginny, compare yourself to an addict. Hey, if the shoe fits…

Gripping the armrests of the brown, leather couch as tightly as I could, I willed myself not to start something in Dr. Birch’s waiting room. The anticipation was killing me. I knew what I needed, and this is where I came to get it, but having to sit still strained my self-control. I may as well have been penniless and dying of dehydration, sitting in front of a fully-stocked vending machine and trying not to smash the glass.

The doctor had rules though. I bit my lip. So many rules.

I had to obey them or I wouldn’t be allowed back, and that would be… I can’t even imagine, and I don’t want to. Thankfully, I liked obeying rules. In fact, I craved it. But that didn’t stop me from feeling like a volcano about to erupt. Like a force of nature, desperate to be unleashed. I couldn’t hold on much longer.

Sometimes I wondered if the doctor surveilled the waiting room via hidden camera. It would be a good way to know when his next patient had arrived, but I liked to think he had one for another reason: he liked to watch me suffer. It would be so easy to slip my hand into the waistband of my black tights, reach down between my legs… But this was forbidden. Zero tolerance. So I’d keep myself at bay, as much as it hurt. He’d gaze at the screen as I stewed in my wretchedness, drinking it in until the second I’d reached my absolute wit’s end. Right then, he’d open the door to his office very calmly and nonchalantly, as if he knew nothing of my condition, and in his soft, deep voice he’d say-

“Ginny, hello. Why don’t you come on in?”

I looked up. There he was. Seeing him for the first time at the start of an appointment never failed to knock me flat. In my head I could picture every feature of his handsome face and stunning body — his dark, brown eyes, that chiseled jaw, a head of thick, short hair - but in person he was a vision. He wore a dark sports jacket over a plain, white button-down shirt that fit tightly around his muscular chest. He liked to alternate between a nice pair of khakis and tight jeans, depending on his workload for the day. I didn’t care which he chose, so long as he could get out of them quickly.

“Hi, Dr. Birch,” I said, my voice throaty and dry.

He sighed. He gave up asking me to call him Phil many sessions ago. I didn’t like being on a first-name basis with him. He’s my therapist, not my friend. I didn’t want to be made comfortable, I wanted to be “treated.”

I followed him into his office. Dimly lit and elegant in its carefully curated decor, the room evoked a sense of calm, intelligence and privacy. Thick curtains blocked the windows. Lamps lit vases of flowers that dissipated a subtly sweet aroma. Antique crafts and volumes of textbooks lined the shelves. Glasses and a pitcher of ice water rested on a table set between the patient’s couch and the doctor’s luxury recliner.

“Please sit,” he said.

I pouted but did as asked. This is a waste of time, I thought, staring at the door on the other side of the office. That’s where I wanted to go.

He followed the path of my eyes and didn’t have to read my mind. “You know how this works, Ginny. We have to converse at least a little. Have you ever met a doctor who wrote a prescription the second he saw you?”

“No.”

“Exactly. So why don’t we start by telling me about your week.”

I gave him a rundown of mundane events quickly, trying to accelerate through the process. It was a transparent tactic and Dr. Birch saw through it.

“Slow down. You mentioned breaking up with Scott. Tell me what happened.”

Inside my abdomen a fist closed around my stomach. He wasn’t going to like this.

“Look, I did as you asked. I told him what I wanted to do in the bedroom.”

“And?”

I squirmed, dreading what was coming. “He bought a set of fuzzy handcuffs and we used them.” I rolled my eyes. Fuzzy handcuffs! Did they come with a case of wine coolers? “It was okay, I guess.”

Dr. Birch’s brow crinkled. “So why did you break up?”

Here we go. “Scott blabbed about the cuffs to his friend Isaac, who invited me to his place for some real action. He had real cuffs, and more. Plus he was so much bigger than Scott…” I smiled, just thinking about Isaac’s superior member. Still not quite as impressive as Dr. Birch’s, but it was enough to spoil me for Scott.

“And Scott found out,” Birch inferred. “It would explain your agitation, your impetuousness.”

“Yes,” I confirmed, nodding. I felt a tear begin a slow descent down my cheek. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. Scott was a nice guy. I didn’t want to hurt him.”

“You’re a good person, Ginny. You made a mistake.” He stood up and put a hand on my shoulder. Desire flared up through my body at his touch.

“Why do I keep doing this?” I asked.

“It’s a loop,” he explained. “You yearn to be punished, so you jump at the chance to wrong somebody. Overwhelmed with guilt, you feel deserving of a thorough punishment. Then you come to me to get it. However, once satisfied, you don’t take all of my advice to heart, which perpetuates the cycle. Does that sound accurate?”

“Yes,” I whispered, staring at that door again, knowing what was behind it. Relief. Absolution. Pain…

“What you really need,” he went on, “is a healthy relationship with somebody who understands your passions.”

“I tried, Dr. Birch. Scott wasn’t the one.”

“And that’s fine, Ginny. But do you think what you did was the best way to tell him that?”

“No,” I admitted. What I wouldn’t give to have his clarity! So clearly, he saw me. He always knew how to get through, understanding me better than I understood myself. So why didn’t I ever listen?

“It’s a shame you didn’t meet this Isaac first. But there will be others like him. I want you to promise me you’ll be more proactive in seeking them out. I can’t be your crutch forever. Therapy is supposed to end when the patient is ready.”

“Yes, doctor. But not today.”

He smiled and nodded. “No, not today. Now stand up,” he said, hooking his arm underneath mine and yanking me to my feet. “You did a very bad thing, and it’s time you suffered for it.”

I tried to suppress my grin as he strode toward the door, pulling me along with him. Birch transitioned from a compassionate therapist to a cruel disciplinarian with almost frightening swiftness. I loved the former, but my body needed the latter. The wetness spread through my panties as he manhandled me, dragging me through the office and into the back room.

He slammed the door behind us and twisted the lock. It was time. I was ready.

—

No matter how many times I visit this room, I always feel a rush when stepping inside. Like Dr. Birch, a full appreciation meant seeing it in person. I had sussed out of him that some of his other patients referred to it as a dungeon, and I could see why, but I never thought of it as such. A dungeon always struck me as the kind of place one tried to avoid. People were tortured in a dungeon. Me? I’d come here more often if the doctor would allow. In between sessions I daydreamed of the next chance I’d have to visit, and what he would do to me then. Was it torture? That depends on whether or not you enjoy it, doesn’t it? And I didn’t just enjoy it, I lived for it.

Unlike the office, this room had no windows. There was no decor, unless you counted the strictly functional collection of sex toys hanging from the pegs or resting the on racks that lined much of the walls. Whips, canes, paddles, plugs, gags, cuffs, chains, ropes — he had so many choices. I spotted something new every time I visited, meaning his collection probably growing, but it was so immense I couldn’t tell for sure.

The center of the room was home to a bed covered in dark, red sheets; it was not enormous, just queen sized. It was not meant for sleeping. Wherever I went, wherever I found myself, I could always recall the lilac fragrance imbued in the sheets; I’d breathe it in giddily every time I buried my face in one of the pillows. Whether it had been intended by the doctor or not, I now found myself conditioned to respond to the smell of lilac. It explained why I could walk past a garden and find myself wet for seemingly no reason. Dr. Birch laughed for some time when I told him about it, to the point where he forced himself to stop, worried he might hyperventilate.

Sadly, I knew I wouldn’t be allowed to inhale that scent straight away. The bed came later; punishments came first. Without being asked, I kicked off my sandals, then pulled off my cropped lace cami and tossed the top away. I followed that up by quickly removing my tights, leaving me in just a bra and panties, both black and somewhat plain. I used to wear higher quality lingerie for Dr. Birch, but now… now I knew better.

“Stop,” said Birch, as I reached to unhook the bra. I pouted, knowing what that would mean for later. Unmoved, he grabbed my arm and twisted me around. He wrapped me in his arms, clutching at my breast and midsection, feeling my hardened nipples and flat stomach.

“What would you say to Scott right now if he were here?” he breathed into my ear. I could taste the peppermint in his breath and feel the bulge in his pants pressed against me.

“I’m sorry,” I said, trembling in Birch’s iron grasp.

“That’s all?” He took his hand off my stomach and slapped my ass. I yelped and jostled, but he held me firmly in place. “Do you think a little apology would fix how much you hurt him?”

“No, doctor,” I said. I knew better than to call him “sir.” That’s what I was supposed to call my dom, not my therapist.

“No, Ginny, I don’t think so either. How does it make you feel, knowing you can never take back what you did?”

I felt another tear streak down my face, guaranteed to leave a trail of mascara. “Guilty,” I said. “Guilty, doctor.”

One and two smacks, which hurt even through my panties. “Exactly. And guilt will haunt you, unless you exorcise it.”

“Yes, doctor. Please, I’ll do anything,” I begged.

“You’re willing to suffer for your sins?” Another series of slaps. I felt the heat of my stung skin, the soreness that could be ignited into pure agony by the softest touch.

I nodded, tears rolling down my face. “I will accept whatever punishment you think I deserve, doctor.”

“Very well.” Birch ushered me forward until he was within reach of a pair of handcuffs. He pulled them off the wall and slapped them around my wrists, binding my arms behind my back. I sighed as I heard the familiar clicks of the restraints being tightened, and shivered as the cold steel brushed against my skin. He placed another set of cuffs around my ankles. I shut my eyes and bowed my head in submission, relishing the state of helplessness. My inner thighs were slick from my fluids, my panties now quite drenched.

“Move.”

I hobbled forward, steps shortened by the chain between my ankle cuffs, which was only a couple inches long. I’d been in such a bind before, and knew what came next: a series of swats to my backside, impelling me along, delivered not by Birch’s hand but with a flogger. The individual hits weren’t very forceful, but I knew he was just warming up. Familiar with the way the doctor dished out discipline, I walked around the bed in circles, knowing that at every turn I was due another rap from his flogger.

“Stop,” he said, after my third circuit. “On your knees.” I whimpered as I got down on the hardwood floor, excited and nervous about what Birch had in mind next.

He unzipped his jeans and let them drop to the floor around his ankles. When he pulled down his boxers, I saw his staff was standing, stiff and long.

“Ginny, I want you to show me what you would do for Scott if he were here. How you would try to pay for your betrayal by worshipping his cock until he was utterly satisfied.”

There was no way I could mistake Birch’s massive rod for Scott’s average stick. I’d taken Scott into my mouth because he enjoyed it and because I liked giving him pleasure, but it had never been any sort of challenge, especially because it worked only too well on him. He never lasted very long. Holding back a smile at Scott’s expense, I said, “Yes, doctor.”

I opened my mouth and admitted Birch’s member. Wrapping my lips and tongue around it, I began working it in deeper and deeper, quickly feeling it lodge in my throat. I’d long since trained myself not to gag, and thus, I could enjoy the experience fully, sucking as hard as I could, tasting the salt of his skin and savoring the sound of his satisfied groans.

I gave in to the rhythm and the motion, losing myself in the task, and tried to follow the doctor’s instruction: I thought of Scott, and how I would let him do to me everything Dr. Birch did. To my surprise, thinking about Scott in place of Birch fed my arousal: he was the man I had wronged, so being punished by him amplified how hot it would be. Feeling this new sense of purpose, I redoubled my effort, and soon Dr. Birch climaxed loudly, his jaw dropped in bliss. Sated, he withdrew his cock from my mouth, his seed still dripping. I angled my open mouth underneath him to catch as many drops as I could, if not in my mouth, then on my face.

When he was done, he pulled up his pants and boxers. He then hauled me up to my feet, and I heard the sound of metal on metal as the links connecting my ankle cuffs clacked against each other. I panted heavily, still tasting the doctor on my tongue.

With one swift move, he grabbed the cups of my bra and pulled, splitting the garment apart and revealing my firm breasts. I gasped, reveling in the sudden exposure. He swung me around and finished the job, destroying the bra completely and tossing aside the tattered pieces. I knew when he wouldn’t let me take it off earlier that this would be the bra’s fate. And that meant one more thing was on his list…

But not yet. He reached a hand between my legs and began massaging my folds through my panties. I groaned and tossed my head back, electrified by his touch, but also teased. I needed more, and he knew it. Denying me release was part of the punishment, a key step in his routine. I hated and loved him for it, as it made the wait unbearable but intensified the payoff to mind-blowing levels. Still, knowing the reward would be worth the wait was an intellectual notion that had no sway over animal instincts, and I was past the point of wanting playful buildup. I yearned for him to drive his cock into my sopping chasm and leave me quivering on the bed.

Instead, I took what pleasure I could from his nimble fingers penetrating my entrance through my thoroughly drenched panties. Crouching slightly at the knees, he sucked on my breasts while fingering me, my hunger raging like an inferno at a matchstick factory. I was actually getting closer to an orgasm than I would have imagined from his fingers alone, and knew that with a little more I could attain the release I craved. Unable to resist the temptation, I slipped my cuffed hands into the back of my panties to try to reach my pussy.

Dr. Birch stopped what he was doing and pull my hands out, a stunned look on his face.

“I’m sorry, doctor, I’m sorry,” I said, recognizing my misstep. How could you be so stupid? I thought to myself. Such a lapse in discipline had surely earned me a harsh rebuke.

“You’re sorry? Did you think you were here to have a good time, or to be punished?”

“Punished, doctor.” My heart raced hearing his icy tone, seeing the angry slant of his eyebrows. At times it was difficult to believe this strict, demanding dominant was also the kind, caring therapist; he separated them so thoroughly when the need arose.

“That’s correct. Any pleasure you receive comes at my discretion. You know this,” he chastised.

“Yes, doctor. I know, it was a mistake.”

Birch nodded and retrieved a few of his toys from the wall. “Tell me: how was this mistake similar to the one you made with Scott?” He lifted me to my feet and dragged me to the corner of the room.

Thinking as I walked, I carefully composed the answer in my mind before answering. “They were both impulsive, instinctual. I didn’t think of the consequences.”

“Good. That’s a good lesson, Ginny. All of our actions have consequences. You need to consider them, always. Desire can be a powerful force, but if you let it get out of control, the results may not be worth the trouble.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said.

“I think this lesson needs time to sink in.”

“Yes, doctor,” I repeated with a sniff. He wasn’t going to give me release, I knew. I’d squandered the opportunity.

Birch picked up a roll of black tape he’d chosen from the wall and started wrapping it around my hands, which I’d balled up into fists. Covering each hand completely, he wound the tape around and around, enveloping them from every conceivable angle. When he finished, I couldn’t move my fingers at all, ensuring my inability to attempt any further self-gratification.

Finished with the tape, he picked up another item he’d selected: a big, red ball gag. He held it in front of my face. When I didn’t open my mouth immediately, he fondled my breast, then squeezed the nipple harshly. I moaned and acquiesced, opening my mouth wide, allowing Birch to wedge the gag in my jaw deeply and buckle it tightly around my head. I shivered, loving the sensation of having a restraint used on my mouth, of not being able to remove it. I moaned into the gag, tasting the rubber and feeling its smoothness on my tongue.

“You didn’t have to go anywhere after your session today, did you?” Birch asked.

I shook my head. I feel too tired and spent after our sessions. I usually took a cab home and napped, snuggling up in my blankets and the warmth I still felt from my sore skin.

“Good, because you’re going to be here a while.” He stepped to the wall and opened a short, squat little door. I had seen it before, but never paid it much attention, assuming it belonged to some kind of cabinet. As it happened, I was almost right. “Go on,” he said, pointing inside.

I ambled toward where he pointed, not sure I understood. Was there something for me inside? When I looked, all I saw was an empty space, though the floor and walls were finished and there was a light built into its ceiling. “Wha?” I mumbled through the gag.

“Think of it as a timeout,” he explained, lowering me to the ground. “You can process what you’ve learned about consequences. In the meantime, I have another patient due to arrive soon, and I could use some time to prepare.”

A timeout? I thought. I wanted to refuse to move, to resist being put in a box, but I couldn’t let my defiance show and risk a tougher penalty. Still, I could feel my nostrils flare as I huffed out a frustrated grunt, and knew my body had betrayed me.

“Don’t get mad at me,” Birch said as I scooted my way into the chamber. To my surprise, the air inside was quite cool, and there was a small speaker of some kind on the wall. “You’re the one who continues to act out.”

Soon I had positioned myself all the way inside, finding the space barely tall enough for me to sit up straight without hitting my head. I wiggled around, struggling against my handcuffs, desperation rising in me.

“Stop it,” said Birch. “You’re only going to be in here for an hour or two while I see my next patient. Afterward there’s a break in my schedule, and I’ll be back then.” He took an earpiece out of his pocket and showed it to me before inserting it into his ear. “I’ll be able to hear you in case there’s an emergency, but I expect you to be quiet and behaved. If I can’t hear my patient because you’re upset, I’ll be upset. Got it?”

I nodded, causing a line of drool to escape from between the gag and my lips. It traveled down my chin and dripped onto my thigh. My cheeks burned in humiliation.

“Now, use this time to think about what you’ve learned. If you’re good, you’ll be rewarded when I get back.”

“Ess, ock-or,” I mumbled.

Birch shut the door. A lock clicked. The light in the room dimmed to near total darkness. All I could hear was my heartbeat and the hiss of a tiny vent pumping cool air into the space. I was not naturally claustrophobic, but anybody would be uncomfortable in such a confined space. I closed my eyes, blinking back tears. This was not how I expected today’s session to go.

—

Dr. Phil Birch is a dirty liar.

The thought echoed through my head. I fumed, believing completely that I had been locked inside the cell for half a day. I knew telling time while in bondage was difficult, but this ordeal made plain how easily our perception of reality could be distorted. If the doctor said he’d only be an hour or two, I believed him. But I also couldn’t accept that I’d been locked inside this box for such a short amount of time. The seconds seemed like minutes, and I’d counted far too many.

My mind raced, thinking about Scott, Isaac and Dr. Birch, of course. My jaw ached, my arms throbbed and my pussy… I squirmed around, trying to sooth it, stimulate it with some contact, but it was of no use. I simply slid around the ground on my perpetually damp panties.

I didn’t hear a thing from outside my cell during the imprisonment. Either the room was totally soundproofed, or the doctor and his patient were in his office, instead of the dungeon. I assumed this meant the patient was not here to receive the same kind of treatment as me, but to actually speak with Birch as a proper therapist.

How boring, I thought, grinning to myself.

I nearly jumped, suddenly stirred. Something was happening, but it was subtle, hard to place. I opened my eyes and realized I could see much better. I looked up, and sure enough, the light above me was slowly getting brighter.

What the hell?

Then the door opened at last, letting in the full illumination of Dr. Birch’s well-lit dungeon. It made sense: if he hadn’t let me adjust to the light, it would have been blinding.

“Ginny, how are you feeling?” he asked, wearing a thin but pleased smile.

“Oh- ay,” I muttered.

He reached in, put his hands around my waist and pulled me out of the cell. As soon as I was clear of the door I straightened my legs, stretching them for the first time since I was put in there.

“I’m impressed, Ginny. You were remarkably quiet the whole time.” He lifted me up off the floor and carried me to the bed. I could have melted in his arms. He was so strong, he picked me from the ground like a tiny, frail flower — easily and delicately.

“You could have made a ruckus or whined inconsolably.” He set me down, then started undressing. “Instead, you controlled yourself. Perhaps you felt regret for your actions, or maybe you simply wanted to be rewarded for behaving.”

He finished unbuttoning his shirt and pants. “It doesn’t matter which: what counts is that you did behave.” He tossed away his clothes, then climbed onto the bed. Mercifully he removed my gag; I breathed in deeply and flexed my jaw.

“Your response to isolation was very positive. I think it could prove effective in the future, Ginny. We’ll talk about your schedule later, see if I can’t find a time to book you so that I can keep you in there for much, much longer.”

Longer? I whimpered, imagining spending even more hours inside that box. Yet I could feel the juices starting to flow, and knew that it was something I wanted. The denial and anticipation coalesced into a state of arousal so heightened I felt almost feverish. It was a wonder I didn’t chew through that gag.

“Yes, doctor,” I squeaked.

Birch leaned in and kissed me, and I felt the heat in his body pass into mine. Our tongues danced with one another, and I knew I had to have satisfaction this time or I wouldn’t be able to contain myself. And yet, I had to, or who knows what punishment Birch would unleash? He wouldn’t be so cruel, would he?

No, thankfully not. When he broke out of our kiss, he got up, then put his hands around the waistband of my sodden panties. At first he teased me, pretending to pull them down, but then he grasped them tightly and pulled, tearing them apart like he did my bra. I moaned, arching my back and presenting my exposed core, thankful that the moment had finally arrived. I pulled my feet inward, bending my knees to spread my legs.

When Birch plunged his member into my crevice I gasped. Every time we repeated the cycle of punishment and reward his touch seemed new again. My all-consuming desire always met its equal when he drove inside me. He began his rhythmic motion, his groans in harmony with mine. As his pounding gained speed, a scream escaped me that rattled the room; all of the tension and want I’d bottled up bellowed out as a staggeringly intense orgasm started to reach its crescendo.

“May I come, doctor?” I said. The asking rule was so ingrained in me I didn’t even have to think about it. I knew I had to seek his approval, though whether or not I could hold back the tide was another question.

“You may,” he said. “But just once.”

I let go of myself and let the orgasm break like a wave through my body, frying my synapses. I howled euphorically as Birch ramped up his thrusting faster and faster, obliterating me even further. I was cognizant of nothing but pulses of joy hammering at my consciousness.

However, as the doctor had said, I was only allowed to come once. When he sensed I’d reached completion and was starting to build toward a second, he abruptly pulled out. I whimpered, sorry for the loss of his hot specimen inside me, but I knew our therapy session was not yet done.

Birch quickly sprang into action, his erection still full and swinging. He retrieved a set of keys from the wall and popped open one cuff on my wrist and one on my ankle. He secured the empty cuffs around the bedposts, then returned to the shelf to select two more sets of cuffs. These he used to bind my other arm and leg to the remaining bed posts, the result being a complete spread of my body.

I panted lustfully, reveling in the strict bondage and humiliating exposure. Positioned to offer unobstructed access to every part of me, I shook and strained against the bonds. My total helplessness sent chills up my spine, and I shivered knowing that Birch had free rein to enact whatever sadistic torment he wished.

Smiling, I watched as the doctor collected a variety of toys from the wall and set them down on the bed next to me. My smile disappeared though when he picked up my tattered panties and wadded them into a ball. Please, no, I thought, repulsed, but my pussy began to drip, an open revolt against my mind. It knew what I craved, even if I was ashamed to admit it. Without complaint, I opened my mouth and let Birch stuff the sour garment inside.

I squealed as I tasted my own juices, and bucked against my bonds when the doctor applied a strip of duct tape over my lips. He added several more pieces, plastering my lips and cheeks until my whines were so muffled I could only hear them in my own head.

Circling the bed, the doctor gazed at my glistening form. “If you want to be absolved of your mistakes, Ginny, you must own them,” he said. “No excuses, no denying what happened.” 

He picked up the flogger he’d chosen as he passed by that side of the bed, then swung it, making contact with my tender folds. Still quite sensitive from being rammed relentlessly, I writhed as the pain flared up and spread.

Birch knelt on the bed and gathered my folds in his hand. “For all the pain this cunt enjoys, it causes so much more.” I withered at his cruel words and touch, but knew he was attempting to drive home his message. Naturally, I couldn’t help but enjoy his new found wrath. I squirmed, knowing I couldn’t break his grip, but wanting to experience the sweetness of failure. “Does this hurt, Ginny?”

I nodded, tears rolling down my cheeks.

“Do you feel degraded, sucking on your own filth?”

I nodded again, my cheeks burning.

“Good. Owning your mistakes means feeling them. Tasting and smelling them. You can’t escape or forget them. They are a part of you always, and only by making peace with them… can you live with them.” Birch let go, but lashed out with the flogger, stinging my breasts, my stomach and finally my pussy.

Curses died in the duct tape covering my mouth.

“Internalize this pain and humiliation, Ginny. They are what awaits you, both literally and metaphorically, when you hurt others.” Birch let loose a rapid volley on my breasts. Left, right, left, right, left right, over and over. I cried as they grew bright red and beyond sore. When every inch of skin had been thoroughly painted, he moved back down to my crotch, scalding my pussy with one swat after another.

“Pure punishment is just half of the lesson,” he said, the therapist starting to shine through again. He picked up a large dildo from his toys on the bed. The device was so massive, it featured a set of thigh straps to keep it in place. I shuddered as Birch positioned the device against my chasm, which was sopping wet from my suffering. He pressed against the toy, lodging it in deeply. I couldn’t believe how incredibly large it felt, or that so much of it could fit inside, but it went in without difficulty. When he’d gotten it in all the way, he fed the straps through their respective buckles and tightened them, ensuring the toy could not possibly come loose on its own.

I sucked in air through my nose as fast as I possibly could, trying not to be overwhelmed by the diverse sensations conflicting within me.

“The other half is to experience punishment at the same time as pleasure, to learn that you can have both simultaneously. Instead of jumping into Isaac’s bed, perhaps next time you calmly address the situation, and make choices that will cause the least amount of damage. Sound good, Ginny?”

I nodded vigorously.

Birch picked up one last item from the bed, a set of clamps connected by a thin chain, and fixed them on my breasts, biting down viciously on the nipples. I sobbed as they tightened, unable to maintain my composure. I was in too much pain and primed for too much pleasure. I knew as soon as he turned on the vibrator I would lose all semblance of myself. Higher functions would fail. Instinctive responses would be all of my existence.

“From now on, I want you to think of this session every time to sleep with another man and find the experience lacking. I want you to remember the torture and anguish every time you face temptation. Understood?”

I nodded again, willing him to turn on the vibrator already.

“Promise me, Ginny. Promise me, or you’ll never escape your guilt.”

“Omm. Iss. Ock-or,” I said.

“I’m going to hold you to that,” Birch warned.

Then he turned it on.

Bursting to life, the powerful machine between my legs quaked like the epicenter of a seismic event. I thrashed against the cuffs holding me in bondage, convulsing like a virginal soul in the throes of demonic possession. My moan rose in decibels until not even the layers of tape could stifle it. Somewhere in the mix I felt Birch raining down a fresh flogging, smacking my breasts and pussy. I shrieked as the blows agonized my tortured flesh, but the punishment fed the intensity of the orgasm I’d been holding back. I struggled desperately, needing to ask permission to come but practically unable to speak through the gag.

“I uhh!” I shouted. “I uhh!”

Birch understood me perfectly. “You may come,” he said. He reached down to the vibrator in my pussy and turned the dial at its base. As I screamed, the vibration gained additional power. I had no idea the toy had different levels, and I wouldn’t have believed it went even higher.

The doctor dropped the flogger and ripped the gag off my face in one quick move. He pulled the panties out, freeing my mouth from its awful condition. I was too preoccupied to think of thanking him, and perhaps that was why he removed it: he knew I was past the point of being able to speak. Instead, I watched as he retrieved a small bottle of lube from a shelf. He opened it, poured it on one of his hands and spread it out evenly around his fingers. Then he sat down on the bed next to me and pressed his slicked up index and middle fingers against the tender bud at my back entrance. My eyes rolled up into my skull as they started to penetrate, his hot digits pressing my flesh against the vibrator. He started jamming his fingers in and out of my hole, holding onto my thigh with his other hand so I wouldn’t buck suddenly.

One orgasm after another swelled and broke within me, and soon there was no singular distinctive climax, but a sustained state of pure bliss. The ecstasy did not relieve the pain I felt throughout my body, but encompassed it, making the two inseparable, as the doctor intended.

Could I experience this without hurting somebody? I wondered, a rare lucid thought invading the sanctity of my bliss. Could I be fulfilled by punishment without actually deserving to be punished?

I had to try. I had to open myself up to the idea. Being isolated in a tiny cell was fun for an hour or two, but the isolation of loneliness… I couldn’t bear the idea. I felt a lull in my intoxication, so I pictured myself with another man. I saw on him no discernible facial features, but I knew he was handsome, his muscular torso sculpted like a Greek god; he was charming, patient and kind. He also knew his way around a flogger and a set of handcuffs.

He’s out there, I thought as I quivered, the dip in my orgasm gone. I was in subspace, and there I saw him, sitting in a wooden chair, waiting for me. Dr. Birch’s hands were on my shoulders. I stepped out from beneath them and approached the man of my destiny. I reached my hand out for him to take, and he raised his. Then my vision collapsed, the orgasm expended, my strength exhausted. I shut my eyes and let satisfaction and fatigue claim me.

—

I didn’t try to move right away as I regained consciousness. I just opened my eyes and let sensation return on its own. When I realized that there was nothing around any of my wrists or ankles, I sat up on the bed and gathered my limbs into a ball. Aches and pangs blossomed throughout my body, but I sucked in my breath and savored every last tinge.

The door to the dungeon opened and Birch entered quietly. His hair shined in the bright lighting, looking freshly washed. I smelled the soap and shampoo wafting from his body.

“How do you feel, Ginny?” he asked.

“Wonderful, doctor,” I replied. “But sore.”

He nodded. “That’s what I was going for. I hope it helped make my point.”

“Yes, doctor. Very much.”

I noticed my tights and cami and been placed on the bed next to me, so I started dressing. I lamented the absence of my bra and panties, sacrificed for titillation.

“Glad to hear it,” he said, flashing a brilliant smile. Always leave them wanting more, right doc? I thought as my heart began to pound. “Hopefully at our next session you’ll be focused on your goals, and on your way to achieving them.”

“For sure,” I said. “But…” I looked down at the floor

Birch put his fingers underneath my chin and lifted it so we could lock eyes. “What is it?”

“Are you still going to treat me?” I asked. “Even if I don’t hurt anybody, and don’t deserve it… I still want it.”

The doctor grinned. “I’m your therapist, Ginny. I will be here for you as long as you need. It is my hope that a time will come when you no longer require my assistance, but until then, I promise I will always help you.”

I lurched forward and wrapped my arms around him in a tight hug. I inhaled his scent and felt his solid physique. “Thank you, doctor,” I said.

“You’re welcome, Ginny.”
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If you enjoyed this story, check out the rest of Sasha Rich’s “Dirty Therapist” series. Dr. Phil Birch has lots of patients in need of treatment, and he knows how to use domination, bondage and discipline to help them. The first four stories are available available from Sasha Rich’s Amazon page. Read on for a preview!

“Dirty Therapist”

“Dirty Therapist: Jenna’s Jacket”

“Dirty Therapist: Robyn’s Review”

“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.”
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Look, if you were constantly bored at work and had four outrageously handsome bosses, you might start fantasizing about them too. And if you had submissive, kinky desires like me, you might imagine them giving you a proper spanking. You might wonder what it would be like to have the group tie you up and use you to their hearts' content. Could you resist the temptation? I couldn't. 

But when they discovered I was writing down my illicit fantasies during business hours, they had to punish me. I didn't argue. I deserved to be flogged and humiliated. It's not my fault they thought the best way to discipline me was to make all my naughty dreams come true. 

But could I handle all four alpha males until they were fully satisfied? For an erotic story this blisteringly hot, I should start from the beginning… 

“Teach My Man To Dominate”

Colin loves his perky, young hotwife, and Maggie adores her handsome, older gentleman husband, but their sex life has grown stale. Unleashing their kinky urges could bring back their passion, but these inexperienced, BDSM newcomers don’t know what to do. Luckily, Colin has a plan: learn from the best. He invites Vincent, a strong, dominant alpha male, into their home to rock his wife to her core.

Pure, carnal lust draws Maggie to Vincent the second they meet: he is buff, cocky and charismatic, an expert in bondage, domination, spanking and more. Maggie’s submissive side responds to his touch immediately. His sexual prowess, his body, his gorgeous accent… everything about him sets her off.

Will this magnificent specimen of manhood be too tempting to resist, or can Colin prove he’s the only man she needs? Find out when dirty, new passions are ignited and first timers have a steamy encounter they’ll never forget!

“Dominate Me, Use Me, Punish Me, Forgive Me”

A long time ago, sweet, innocent Amy Lake messed up: she chose the wrong man. Her ex, the intense and ruggedly handsome Tag Hancock, left town and became a billionaire. Now, rumors have spread that Tag will attend the upcoming reunion party, and Amy sees a chance to correct the biggest mistake of her life.

Amy thinks she wants his forgiveness, but Tag knows the truth: she wants to be punished. She wants to be absolved through torment and humiliation. She wants to be dominated and used, and give in to carnal desires she never knew she had.

Tag has waited for this night to come for years, and is happy to awaken her new, insatiable need for bondage and discipline, but will their pent-up passion turn into something deeper?

Buried feelings and forbidden desires will culminate in an extended steamy encounter in this blazing hot standalone story!

“Submissive Professor, Humiliated and Loving It”

When very proper professor Victoria Lovelace meets hunky college student Kevin Cross, something carnal and intoxicating awakens inside her: a deep, sexual need to be bound, dominated and humiliated. Fortunately, Kevin has some experience in giving women like her what they need.

Meeting at a seedy hotel in a dangerous part of town, Victoria discovers that the fear of being discovered doesn’t just scare her, it excites her. She could lose her job if she’s recognized, but that only makes her ache for release more desperately.

Little does Victoria know that Kevin has a thrilling, eye-opening evening planned for her, as he plans to show off her perfect body to an eager audience and expose her to the bliss of bondage and submission. But will the experience fulfill her desires, or make her regret she ever gave in to temptation?
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