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When he came back, Birch set down several of his favorite therapeutic tools on the table between us, next to the pitcher of ice water and the box of tissues he always kept ready for his patients. My heart began beating fast when I saw what else he had: the thing I needed, the tool he and I used to get me to open up.

Made of high quality black leather, the straight jacket had been personally fitted just for me; paid for by me; worn exclusively by me. Birch kept it in his possession for me, as I’d asked. I had two roommates, and if they found it, they’d have a lot of questions. Questions I couldn’t answer, as Dr. Birch clearly could see.

I got up and pulled my sheer and tight, white T-shirt over my head, revealing the lacy, red bra I wore. I knew Birch — and everyone else, for that matter — could see it through my shirt. I didn’t care. Maybe subconsciously I dressed provocatively to get Birch to resort to his treatment even faster, to abandon the pretense of speaking with me without the help of the jacket. Didn’t work, but it was worth a try.

As Birch guided my arms into the sleeves of the jacket, I shut my eyes and bit my lip. I loved feeling that brief coolness of the material before my body heat warmed it up; it signaled the start of something I craved. Birch tightened the straps across my back that locked my arms into a folded position around my midsection. I struggled against the supple leather fruitlessly, savoring the sense of helplessness.

Don’t ask me to explain it. I can’t. Something about being stuffed into that exceedingly tight jacket calmed my nerves and comforted me like nothing else. Already I could feel the things I’d practiced saying to Birch regather in my mind.

When he finished with the back straps, he spun me around, then unzipped my jeans. I shivered as he pulled them down, revealing my panties, which matched the bra. He secured the thigh straps around my legs, ensuring that the jacket could not be escaped. I could feel the panties growing damp as my fluids dripped into them.

“Now, Jenna. Let’s talk,” said Birch…
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Dirty Therapist: Jenna’s Jacket


I stared across the dark office at the doctor, my lip shaking. I wanted to speak. Just say something! How hard is it? But I couldn’t. It was as if I were stuck in a car perched at the edge of a cliff, like in the movies: it was balanced now, but the slightest move could cause it to shift and plummet into the abyss. Every time I tried to speak to him, I was in that car. There’s only one thing that pulls me out of it.

“Jenna, you said you were going to work on this.” I watched his strong jaw move as the words came out, saw the concern in his bright eyes. God he’s handsome, I thought, stirred by the way his hair caught the dim light of his office, or how his button-down, white shirt gripped his built torso. I’d never met a doctor who was in as good shape as Dr. Phil Birch. Then again, he was only in his mid-thirties, and he had a reputation for getting quite a great deal of exercise inside this very office…

“I’m sorry,” I said at last. It was one of my go-to escapes for when he expected me to speak, but I couldn’t bear to. I did practice since our last session, I swear. Wearing just my panties, wrapped in my favorite blanket, I’d pretended I was here in his office. I’d voiced my concerns and repeated them over and over, training to say the line again. However, it just wasn’t enough. Being here, with him, negated all my efforts. It was no use.

“We’ve been looking at each other, barely saying anything, for…” He checked the brand new Moto around his wrist. “Seven minutes. This is your time, Jenna. I don’t want you to waste it.”

I nodded. If only entire therapy sessions could be expressed through gestures instead of words, I wouldn’t have such a hard time getting through them.

“Could you get my…” I started to say. I felt the ache between my legs and knew I couldn’t finish the sentence, but Birch knew what I meant. All of our sessions together eventually led to it. He knew it would help.

“Please, Jenna. Try one more time. If you really can’t, then I’ll get it.”

Birch is such a caring, compassionate doctor. I know he wants to help me, though part of me wishes he wasn’t so accommodating. Maybe if he just said, “No, Jenna. Not this week. You’re going to sit here and talk or you can find another therapist,” I would be forced to leap out of that teetering car and pull myself up off the edge. But he couldn’t do that — maybe I’d catch the edge of the cliff; maybe I’d just let myself fall.

“Well…” I cleared my throat. Obvious stall, but it helped. “I think…” Look around, inhale the sweet, floral scent of the room. “I know… it’s safe… here.”

“Yes?” said Birch. He waited a beat to be sure I wasn’t going to continue. “Go on.”

“I feel… better. After coming…” A tear rolled down my cheek. “…Here.”

“Oh,” he said, a coy smile on his face. “For a second there, I thought you were saying something else.”

I laughed, a single, quick exhalation, and blushed. “That… too.” Moving of their own accord, my eyes wandered to the bulge beneath his trousers.

Birch didn’t miss it. He never missed anything. “Jenna, I know you feel better after a round of… treatment. That’s why I do it. But someday you’re going to have to face your fears. It’s not like you act this way outside my office; you’re a perfectly functioning adult. I wish I understood what made you have such a reaction to being here. Or, why you feel the need to keep coming here if this is what it does to you.”

Poor Phil. I know you’re not supposed to withhold anything from your therapist, but I couldn’t help it. There was no mystery as to why I kept coming to therapy: I needed his treatments. I never felt so fulfilled as I did after an hour with him. Wasn’t the point of therapy to come away feeling better about yourself? Maybe it wasn’t, but as far as I was concerned, that’s what I wanted to get out of it. And if he happened to help me work through some of my relatively normal anxieties, that was a bonus.

“I… know. Could you… just… you know.”

Birch sighed and stood up from his leather reclining chair. “Very well. Stay here, I’ll be right back.” He walked to door in the back of the office, unlocked it and slipped inside.

Somebody who didn’t know any better might try to steal a glance and see what was behind the door, but not me. I’d never been through it, but I had some idea of what was inside: a dungeon. Considering the kinds of things Birch kept in there, that was the only word that fit.

When he came back, Birch set down several of his favorite therapeutic tools on the table between us, next to the pitcher of ice water and the box of tissues he always kept ready for his patients. My heart began beating fast when I saw what else he had: the thing I needed, the tool he and I used to get me to open up.

Made of high quality black leather, the straight jacket had been personally fitted just for me; paid for by me; worn exclusively by me. Birch kept it in his possession for me, as I’d asked. I had two roommates, and if they found it, they’d have a lot of questions. Questions I couldn’t answer, as Dr. Birch clearly could see.

I got up and pulled my sheer and tight, white T-shirt over my head, revealing the lacy, red bra I wore. I knew Birch — and everyone else, for that matter — could see it through my shirt. I didn’t care. Maybe subconsciously I dressed provocatively to get Birch to resort to his treatment even faster, to abandon the pretense of speaking with me without the help of the jacket. Didn’t work, but it was worth a try.

As Birch guided my arms into the sleeves of the jacket, I shut my eyes and bit my lip. I loved feeling that brief coolness of the material before my body heat warmed it up; it signaled the start of something I craved. Birch tightened the straps across my back that locked my arms into a folded position around my midsection. I struggled against the supple leather fruitlessly, savoring the sense of helplessness.

Don’t ask me to explain it. I can’t. Something about being stuffed into that exceedingly tight jacket calmed my nerves and comforted me like nothing else. Already I could feel the things I’d practiced saying to Birch regather in my mind.

When he finished with the back straps, he spun me around, then unzipped my jeans. I shivered as he pulled them down, revealing my panties, which matched the bra. He secured the thigh straps around my legs, ensuring that the jacket could not be escaped. I could feel the panties growing damp as my fluids dripped into them.

“Now, Jenna. Let’s talk,” said Birch, his voice changed. The kind doctor became something else when the restraints came out. He would take from me the answers he wanted, now that I was ready to give them. Sometimes I liked to think it wasn’t that the jacket allowed me to open up, that in fact it was helping him to be as demanding as he needed to be. But I knew that was bunk: he had lots of patients, and they opened up to him just fine. Though I’d heard I was far from the only patient to receive his special brand of treatment… It pays to specialize, I thought.

“Yes, doctor,” I said, no longer pausing or stammering.

“Tell me how you feel, right now.” He snaked his finger into the hem of the jacket and pulled me a step forward. He sat back down in his seat, but instead of letting go he let his hand drift down until it was cupping my folds. He massaged them slowly, and I blushed, slightly humiliated knowing that he could feel how wet they were.

“I’m comfortable.” I jostled my arms around in their sleeves. “I know that I’m trapped, but I don’t mind it at all.”

He reached back with his hand and slapped the back of my ass, eliciting a mild yelp from me. “Is that in any way different from how you felt the last time you were here?”

“No, doctor,” I admitted. Why was it a problem if I wanted his treatments for their own sake? Why did it have to lead to a breakthrough? I knew he enjoyed our sessions: I thought about the times I’d worshiped his cock, had it inside me, dreamed of it in the days between our appointments.

“Do you think the reason you might have so much trouble conversing with me might be related? A psychosomatic form of achieving the reward you seek.”

“I don’t understand,” I said. I enjoyed listening to his psychoanalysis, but it was hard to process when all I could think about was him reaching into my panties so he could explore more than just my psyche.

“You want me to put the jacket on you, so you freeze up,” he explained. “Your body is addicted to being confined, so it betrays your mind, and does what it has to to get a fix.” Birch grabbed my arms and drew me in so close I had to bend down; as soon as I did, he twisted slightly and kept pulling, forcing me onto his lap, bent over his knee. I fidgeted, but being manhandled so aggressively sent ripples of pleasure through my body. I whimpered, but the skin of my buttocks tingled, anticipated the stinging slaps to come. Sure enough, he peppered the cheeks with a series of quick swats, alternating between them. I cried out as they landed, but sighed when he was finished, my heart racing.

“What do you think, Jenna? Am I onto something here?”

“Maybe, doctor,” I said, sniffling. I didn’t want to come clean.

“You’re lying,” he replied. “I can tell.” Birch used both hands to grip my panties, then tore them apart with one tug. I gasped, feeling the cool air against my exposed skin. He pulled out the ripped up garment and set it on the table. Such a nice pair, I thought sadly. Then they were forgotten, as he smacked my bared ass cheeks, hitting harder than before.

“I’m sorry, doctor,” I said, wincing at the pain.

“Is this what you want, Jenna?” he growled, landing a slap on the underside of my cheeks, just above the thigh.

“Yes, doctor.”

“You come in here so that I can bind and punish you. Does it help you?”

“Yes, doctor,” I said, the anger in my reply unmistakable.

He hit my ass again, but softly. “I know it helps. That’s why I do it. I’m your therapist, and I’m here to help you. But you have to be willing to help yourself too.”

“Or what?” I asked, disregarding the rules of decorum I was supposed to follow during treatment. I enjoyed submitting to his rules as much as I enjoyed being spanked, but now I was seriously concerned about what he would say.

“Or what? If you won’t take the process seriously, I could refuse to continue seeing you. I won’t abandon you, I would refer you to a colleague, but this-” he gripped the neckline of my jacket, “-would stop.”

“Please, doctor,” I said as a tear began to roll down my cheek. “I need this.”

Birch nodded. He spread my legs apart, then dipped two fingers into my sopping crevice. When he took them out, they glinted the dim light of his office, they were so coated in my fluids. “I know you do, Jenna. I just don’t know why. Do you?”

Do I? I knew it wasn’t exactly normal to enjoy being put in a straight jacket and spanked. I knew the jacket wasn’t supposed to be a toy — it was supposed to restrain somebody who was a danger to him or herself. Is that what I was? “I’m not sure, doctor,” I said.

“Do you feel trapped in your life? Perhaps coming here makes the outside world seem less intimidating. Does that sound possible?”

I wanted to agree, just so that he’d feel like we were getting somewhere. I could feel the stiff member in his pants; he was ready to administer the best part of the treatment. However, I didn’t want to lie again. “No, I don’t feel trapped.”

Birch lifted me off his lap and set me down on the floor, on my knees. He stood up and unbuckled his trousers. Pulling them to the floor at the same time as his boxers, I saw our session had put him in the mood as much as me. Thick as a tree and as hard as steel, he held his rod in front of my face.

“Jenna, I want you to think about what brought you to therapy while you serve me. Let your mind wander, and maybe you’ll have a moment of inspiration.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said. I opened my mouth wide and let him slide his staff between my lips. He groaned, slowly working it in deeper as I let my throat open to accept as much of his length as possible.

I did as he asked: as I sucked hard on his cock, rolling my tongue over it, I thought all the way back to when our sessions started. I’d been having recurring dreams, all of them about a straight jacket. It hadn’t even existed, but Birch had listened to me describe it, and how the dreams made me feel. He asked me what I’d do if it was real, and the way my nipples hardened I knew I had to experience the real thing. So he took my measurements and placed the order.

Thinking about it now, with his member pressed against my tongue, my cheeks caving inward with each suck, I felt ready to erupt. Birch had literally turned my fantasy into reality. Maybe that’s what I needed?

I thought about some of my other recurring dreams: some of them I’d shared with the doctor, some were still secrets. So many nights I would wake up, my sheets wet with my juices. Mentally cataloging them now — all the urges, all the scenarios — I became even more inflamed, desperately feeling the need for release. Maybe that urge manifested in the way I worked Dr. Birch’s cock, because he groaned and jerked sharply. His jaw dropped in bliss and I felt him spasm, and then the warm burst of his seed squirted into the back of my mouth.

I instinctively opened wide so he could direct the rest of his load onto my tongue or my face as desired, but my thoughts were elsewhere. While counting off each fantasy, I realized one was missing: the jacket. When was the last time I’d dreamed about it?

“You look like you’ve thought of something,” Birch said at last. He pulled up his pants and then lifted me to my feet. I told him what I’d realized.

“Really? How long has it been since you last dreamed of the jacket?”

“I don’t know, doctor. A long, long time.”

“Fascinating,” he said, massaging my sodden chasm and plunging in a finger. I gasped, my walls squeezing his finger hungrily and wanting more. “I think the answer is simple, however: you don’t need to dream about this, because you live it.”

“Yes… doctor…” I mumbled, enjoying the thrusting of his finger until he pulled it out. He reached for a Magic Wand he’d brought out from the dungeon and pressed it against my clit. I shuddered when he turned it on, the powerful stimulation already sending me into a paroxysm of pleasure. I knew an orgasm wouldn’t take long to build.

“Jenna, do you want to come?”

“Yes, doctor,” I said, my voice throaty between labored breaths.

“Then tell me about another dream you have that you want to experience in real life.”

Oh god, I thought. I didn’t think I could hold out that long. In retrospect, his method had been very clever: if I wanted to come, I’d have to tell him something quickly. I didn’t have time to debate whether or not I should tell him the whole truth, or filter parts out, or anything. I just said the first thing that came to mind, unburdened by the consequences of what I might say.

“I want to be bound in other ways,” I said. “Handcuffs, rope and tape. Other things too.”

“Go on,” said Birch. He squeezed my legs together with his arm, in part to keep me from falling, but also to push the vibrator against me harder. I moaned loudly, desperately wanting to come, but not so much that I’d defy the doctor’s direct command.

“I want to be gagged. I like the feeling of having my mouth full.”

“Yes. What else?”

“I want to try having multiple men inside me.”

“Very good. You can come,” he said.

I screamed, both in ecstasy and relief. I trembled as the waves of pleasure cascaded through my body. When the strength went out of my knees, Birch’s hold around me tightened, and I continued to feel the unstoppable vibration.

“Would you like to live out some of your other dreams right now?” he asked me as the orgasm subsided.

“Yes, doctor,” I said. Adrenaline surged through me at the possibility of trying something new. Suddenly I felt very foolish for not telling him about my other erotic dreams. What benefit was there in not telling him?

Birch turned off the vibrator and set it down. Then, without warning, he picked me up and slung me over his shoulder. I whooped in shock at the suddenness, then yelped as he smacked my ass with his free hand. He carried me across the office and to the door in the back.

This is it! I thought. I’m going to see the dungeon!

He unlocked the door and carefully bent down so I wouldn’t hit my head as we stepped inside. I shivered when the door locked behind us.

—

Though the dungeon looked much as I imagined, it was still quite a marvel to take in: dozens and dozens of sex toys of all varieties hung from the walls. He had plenty of other vibrators in here, as well as dildos, gags, floggers, handcuffs, rope and so much more. Some of the toys present had made appearances in my various dreams, while others I couldn’t even identify; I wasn’t sure which excited me more.

In the center of the room there was a large bed covered in dark, red sheets. He set me down on it and lowered my head onto a very soft pillow. All of the fabric smelled of lilac, which added a wonderful sweet quality to the aroma of leather from my jacket. I’d gotten used to it to the point where it didn’t even register, but it was nice to have it return to my senses in such a fresh way.

I spread my legs on the bed, feeling the cool air on my still sensitive folds. The orgasm produced by the vibrator had been intense and satisfying, but now that I was here I knew I had to have more.

Birch picked a few items from the walls and set them down next to me on the bed. Among them were two pairs of handcuffs.

But my hands are in the jacket, I thought, not understanding his intention. My confusion cleared quickly, however, as he fitted one cuffs around each ankle and the other ends around the tall posts of the bed, forcing my legs widely apart. I tried pulling them inward, but quickly felt the cold metal dig into my skin, preventing them from closing even a little.

“How does this feel, Jenna?”

“Good, doctor. Really, really good.”

“I thought as much. Now the question will be, will you still dream about this after our session?”

God, I hope so, I thought.

Birch picked up a black, leather flogger with short, thick tendrils and gave my pussy a soft lash. My legs bucked in response, attempting to close the space between my thighs, but to no avail.

“It doesn’t come as any surprise to me that you’re enjoying this as much as you are, Jenna. The only question was how long it would take you to admit that the jacket wasn’t enough. For a time it fulfilled your dark desires because you thought there was something wrong with you, that the jacket could help correct it. I think that was why you couldn’t function in here without it,” Birch explained. “But there isn’t anything wrong with you. And I hope you can see it now.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said, nodding. I wasn’t sure whether I really meant it, or if it was what he wanted to hear, but his words were like a voice inside my own head, wanting to be heard but always suppressed by what I’d been told was normal. “You’re saying I just need to be tied up?”

“And punished,” he added. As soon as he said the word I shivered, thinking of the spankings. How had I never explored the idea that the pain was actually something I enjoyed? It wasn’t just that they amplified my senses while being in the jacket: they provided a vital outlet for my pent up needs.

“Yes, doctor. Please, show me more. I want to know everything there is.”

Birch chuckled. “Jenna, I’m happy to. We can explore all of your hungers, one session after another, until we’ve exhausted all of possibilities. But you will need to look for someone in your life who can satisfy your sexual needs who is not your therapist. I can’t do this for you forever.”

“I understand, doctor. It won’t be forever. Just until I’ve learned what I need.”

The doctor sat down on the bed and caressed my sensitive folds. “Good. Now let’s continue your education.” He crawled backward on the bed until he was positioned over my crotch, then lowered his head until I felt his tongue on my lower lips. I moaned as it slid around, then found its way to my clit. He began making circles around it, slowly and softly, causing my stimulation to rise gradually but steadily.

He continued licking the spot for several minutes, and I soon felt fresh tears drawing mascara trails down my cheeks and staining the bedsheets. The intense feeling overwhelmed me like nothing he had ever done before in our sessions. When he started to flick his tongue, I could have creamed myself right then, but he hadn’t offered me permission to come, and I actually wanted to hold it off, to let it grow as powerful as possible. Instead, I resisted the urge to let go, even as he continued to add pressure and frequency to his motion. Then, just as I was on the cusp, he dragged his tongue down far and deep while sinking two fingers inside my crevice.

“Please, doctor, can I come?”

“No,” he said.

I wailed and thrashed in my jacket, infuriated by his refusal, afraid I wouldn’t be able to obey much longer or, worse, that I would disregard the rules and come anyway. As his fingers worked inside me, I continued to plead for permission, begging again and again, until finally my fears were realized, and I came.

The orgasm was stunningly intense, a blast of euphoria that spiraled through every cell in my body, frying the synapses in my brain as I shot straight into the stratosphere and beyond. My scream pummeled the walls of the dungeon, which bounced them back at me like an amused giant defending a basketball net by merely standing there. I didn’t stop howling until my energy ran out, and when I did Birch was no longer on top of me. I shut my eyes and let the flood of joy filter through me until there was none left.

I don’t know how he knew, but Birch could tell when I’d finally regained my senses. Maybe my breathing returned to normal, or my eyelids fluttered a certain way, even though they were still shut. Either way, he knew, and that was when I felt the sting of the flogger on my swollen pussy lips. He didn’t swing very hard, but I squealed in pain and tried again, fruitlessly, to pull my legs together.

“You know what you did,” he said. So calm, no hint of anger.

“Yes, doctor. I’m sorry.”

“I admit to pushing you a little too far, though that does not excuse you.” He swung the flogger again, making contact. I hissed and writhed, wanting to embrace the pain, to invite it in as the punishment I was due.

Seeing my willingness to endure a little suffering, Birch continued, shifting the target from my pussy to my inner thighs and then back again. I whimpered as the stinging grew, but steeled my resolve. By the time he finished the flogging I was breathing heavily, but felt hardened, even triumphant.

“Good,” said Birch. “You took that very well. Next session I’ll go a little harder, help you develop your tolerance.”

“Thank you, doctor,” I said. I meant it.

“Now, let’s move on to something else. Stay put, I’ll be right back.”

When Birch turned around and wasn’t looking, I rolled my eyes at his joke. Locked in my jacket, ankles cuffed to the bed, I wasn’t going anywhere. He left the dungeon, but true to his word, he returned after a few seconds. He had gathered up the toys from his office, and moved about the area, placing them on their proper pegs and racks, except for the items he’d used, which went into a bucket on the floor.

He also retrieved one other thing, which he now showed me: my tattered, red panties. He came over to me and held them above my face. “Open,” he said.

I gave him a look that conveyed, You’re kidding, right? But I did as he said and let him stuff my worn panties into my mouth. I did tell him I wanted to be gagged, and despite my initial revulsion, I found myself quickly getting aroused all over again. The panties were musty from my fluids and wear, but the fullness in my small mouth felt exactly as I’d hoped it would. When Birch applied a piece of silver duct tape to my lips, covering them and most of my lower face, I sizzled in anticipation. Having my taste sealed inside my mouth was as erotic as it was humiliating.

“Is it everything you dreamed of, Jenna?”

I nodded and mumbled into the gag.

“Good, I’m glad. By the way, I’d like you to start keeping a journal of your dreams, so we can track your progress. All right?”

I nodded again.

“Excellent,” he said, unbuckling his pants. His erection had grown as he spoke, and for a moment I laughed inside, thinking that he was getting turned on by his own brilliance, rather my wet pussy calling out to him. “I think it’ll be illuminating. And if we can replicate them directly in our sessions, that would be even better.”

I concurred completely. Dream journal. On it. The thought of writing down those intimate fantasies, of having a secret little book where I kept them all — electrified me like I’d grasped a live wire. What if somebody found it? What if they wanted to punish me for having it? I felt so filthy it was decadent. Could he tell under such a big piece of tape that I was grinning like a Cheshire cat? Could he tell from my body language? Surely he saw the sticky strand of fluid dripping out of me. His eyes were homing in on it like a heat-seeking missile, and it absolutely was hot.

As soon as his pants hit the floor, Birch hopped onto the bed and on top of me. He massaged my folds and felt how slick they were, then held his glistening fingers to my nose. With my mouth covered, I had no choice but to inhale my scent, but he didn’t make me do it for long, as he placed both hands on the bed to hold himself up. He guided his rock hard rod toward my eager orifice and slid it in slowly and deeply.

I moaned through the gag as I enjoyed the penetration, which filled me like no other cock I’d ever encountered. As much as I understood Birch’s declaration that I’d have to find another man in my life, I knew few would compare to him.

But I pushed that thought out of my mind and resolved to savor the moment. For now his massive package was buried to the hilt and I was wrapped in an embrace of leather and steel. What else could a girl want?

The doctor looked into my eyes as he began his thrusts. I stared right back into his, seeing and feeling his virility and passion. We were both already more than primed, but he increased his pace gradually, exhibiting the self-control that I’d become accustomed to. By the time he reached top speed, I felt utterly drilled with each drive. I twisted in my straight jacket, tugging with my arms and flexing my shoulders and relished its implacable resistance.

Birch’s groans rose and I knew he was starting to reach his peak, but before he did he said, “Jenna, you can come.”

Unable to ask and powerless to stop the inevitable, I exhaled in relief and let the ecstasy overwhelm my senses. My juices gushed out as my head swam with bliss, and soon I registered Dr. Birch’s load adding to the mix.

However, though Birch’s thirst was sated, he knew I could go on further, so he rushed to where he kept his collection of vibrating dildos and selected a black, rubber model that rivaled his cock in size. I was still so wet, no lube was required to slide it into my crevice. He didn’t wait to turn it on, lest my high subside. As soon as it jolted to life I re-entered the higher plane, where all of existence was the pleasure radiating out from between my thighs.

The doctor even started a round of pussy flogging, but it did nothing to abate the tide of carnal fulfillment lighting up every pleasure receptor in my mind. It was unstoppable, like a torrent rushing through a valley after breaking through a dam. The stinging swats of the flogger simply added spice to the sensation: a little heat to bring out the full flavor palette.

When the next orgasm hit, I never felt it subside: it became one sustained swell. I don’t know how long I remained in that state, as I lost all sense of time. Why worry about time? There was nowhere else I wanted to be.

—

When I opened my eyes I saw Birch getting dressed. His hair looked fresh and clean, as if he’d just gotten out of the shower. How long was I out? I wondered. It couldn’t have been that long — our sessions only lasted an hour. Maybe we’d run over? I couldn’t tell.

I licked my lips and realized the gag was gone. I was still comfortably bound in the straight jacket, and my legs were still cuffed to the bed. The vibrating dildo was still inside me, though it was off, of course.

“Hey, Jenna,” he said, noticing I’d woken.

“Doctor.”

He reached to the floor and picked up a bottle of water. I opened my mouth and he tipped it gently, pouring a little for me. It was cold and refreshing, and after all the fluids I’d lost, I knew I needed it.

“How would you feel about hanging out here for an hour?” he asked. “Your session is over, but I only have one more for the day. After her, I’m free to keep exploring your dreams.”

“I… You mean, stay here like this?” I asked. I felt goosebumps on my legs, imagining how it would feel to be in the jacket for so long.

“You could go back to sleep. Maybe you’d have a nice dream for us to work with.”

Not a chance, doc. I couldn’t sleep. I was too wired by his proposition. I’d never had a chance to be in bondage without somebody in the room with me. I hadn’t experienced the fear and thrill of being helpless and alone. Even if I knew Dr. Birch was coming back, time goes by slowly when you’re bound and have nothing but your own thoughts. The hour might fly by, or I might experience every second as an eternity.

“I don’t have any other plans tonight. Let’s do it.”

“Great!” said Birch, bubbling with enthusiasm. “I stand by the once-a-week system, but sometimes a little more intensive therapy is what’s needed to break new ground.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said.

Birch picked out a gag from the wall and showed it to me: a big, red ball gag like the kind I’d seen on the Internet but never had a chance to try out for myself. “This room is sound-proofed, so this is strictly for your enjoyment.”

“Thank you, doctor.”

He lodged the gag between my teeth and lifted my head to buckle it. He pulled the straps tightly, and I whimpered.

“However, if you are in any distress, I’ve set up a microphone in here and-” he pointed to his ear, where I could make out a small bud ”-I’ll be listening, just in case. You’re positive this is what you want though, right? I really don’t want to interrupt my next session.”

I nodded, a line of drool escaping my lips and falling down my cheek to the bed. I wasn’t sure if this would be a piece of cake or a harrowing nightmare, but I wanted to do it either way. At least then I’d know.

“All right, Jenna. See you soon,” said Dr. Birch.

He shut the lights as he left the dungeon, plunging the windowless room into total darkness. I wish I’d known he was going to do that. It didn’t matter though. I felt safe in my jacket’s unbreakable grip. I had a feeling I wouldn’t really need it in a therapeutic way anymore, but I still loved it. With every session I had with the doctor it came to represent more and more: at first my fear, and now my joy. I couldn’t have come this far without it and, for the first time, I looked forward to where it would take me next.
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As soon as we were both inside the dungeon, Birch sealed the door behind us. An audible click indicated that the door locked, though I suspected this was for effect. Possibly.

The doctor directed me toward the bed and helped me climb on top without the use of my hands. “Lie down,” he said.

I let myself fall onto the soft pillows at the top of the bed. They always smelled of lilac, and inhaling the subtle scent woke up my body to the treatment it was about to receive. Very Pavlovian, I thought with a smile.

I heard the zipper of Birch’s pants and the shuffle of clothes, then felt the mattress shift as the doctor joined me. Already I could feel my juices making a damp spot on the sheets.

“I admit I’m very surprised by what happened with Janice. To be honest, I considered attempting to treat her this way,” he said. To my surprise, I felt one of the handcuffs on my wrists pop open; Birch flipped me over onto my back, eliciting a peal of laughter from me. He then moved my freed arm and fastened the empty cuff around a bedpost. I heard the clinking of metal, and then another set of cuffs slipped around my other wrist and the opposite bedpost, securing my arms and spreading them apart. I sighed, pulling at the bindings, enjoying the sense of helplessness they gave me.

“You began your story thinking you had done wrong, and while you could have done some things better, you came out of the situation in a good position to make a difference in a troubled woman’s life.”

“Thank you, doctor,” I said as he cuffed my ankles to the posts at the other end of the bed. In my mind, I was thanking him as much for his accolades as for the bondage. I wasn’t even sure which one brought me more satisfaction. Maybe that’s why Phil’s so good at his job, I thought.

“This merits a proper reward,” he said.

“Thank you, doctor,” I repeated, unable to contain my excitement…
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“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.

“No. It’s a surprise. First, your up front payment.”

“Fine,” she said, despite being annoyed at having to wait longer for the big reveal.

“Your usual?” he asked.

“I think so,” Rebecca replied, knowing it would please him. After all, he enjoyed it as much as she did.

“Good. Let’s get started,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt. She waited until it was off, taking in the sight of his gorgeous chest. When she saw it, her crevice, which was already wet, began dripping. She’d taken enough psychology classes to recognize the effect of classical conditioning. Seeing him meant one thing for sure: the stage was set for a series of orgasms. If they only knew, Rebecca thought, thinking of her friends. How jealous they’d be. They were always complaining about their lovers, who were either selfish or incompetent. Harry was neither. He had his fun on nights like these, but she left each time with the afterglow of ecstasy still burning inside her.

When he was mostly undressed, she slipped off the straps of her dress and let it fall to the floor. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Harry took her in his arms and planted his lips against hers. She shut her eyes and let herself be taken by the moment. He ran a hand through her long, brown hair, then brought it down to her breast. She traced her hand up and down his thick, powerful thighs.

“Let’s move this to the bedroom,” he said, after they’d made out for a while.

Rebecca giggled. “Bedroom,” he’d called it. The term was relative. “Okay,” she said.

In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised whoop and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short — petite — but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.

She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn’t have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.

Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. “I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite,” he said.

“Ropes are like chocolate,” Rebecca replied. “They’re cheap and simple, but they always satisfy.”

“Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you’re asking for Milk Duds.”

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”
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