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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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Dirty Therapist: Robyn’s Review


I drank the last of my coffee and set the to-go cup down on a magazine so it wouldn’t leave a ring on the waiting room table. I planted my hands on my knees so they wouldn’t shake, wishing their tremors could be blamed on the latte. In truth, I hadn’t slept the night before; I was too nervous.

Checking my phone for the seventh time, I found four minutes had gone by, though it felt like forty. The display read 3:53 pm. In a few short minutes, Dr. Phil Birch would open the door to his office and my review would begin.

Today marked the third time I’d seen him, and as much as I enjoyed his unconventional style of therapy, I worried he would be strict today. The week leading up to this session had not gone well, despite my honest efforts. In fact, I wasn’t even sure I wanted to continue being a therapist.

Intellectually I knew I was doing my best, and that my methods were sound, but I’d only been in practice for a year. I wasn’t even thirty, and was constantly being told how well I was doing for someone so young. Every time I heard that remark, a pit of acid opened in my stomach. I felt like an impostor only a single slip away from being exposed.

I was being ridiculous, of course. I told myself what I told my patients: Therapy is a process, and can take time. Maybe all I really needed was a pep talk. A reminder that I’m doing fine, and that this would bear out with my patients soon enough. But if that were the case, it would only make me feel worse for coming to see Dr. Birch.

Phil was a very busy doctor, with a thriving practice, despite being fairly young himself. In his mid-thirties and devastatingly handsome, he had dozens of women just waiting for a break in his appointment schedule. I hated to suspect that for some of them, improving their mental health came second to spending a little alone time with the good doctor, but if that were the case, I couldn’t blame them. How jealous they would be if they knew he’d scheduled me for his last appointment of the day on Fridays, thus allowing him to prolong our session as long as needed.

“Your needs are greater than that of my other patients,” he admitted to me last week. “By helping you, I can also help your patients. It’s an unquestionably worthy investment of my time.”

His smile comforted me as much as his words, and I left that day feeling like I could conquer the world. I also felt sore all over my body from his various… treatments, but I was glad of it. Giving my anguish a physical outlet had brought on an immense catharsis, one I hoped to repeat, if not exceed. I needed it now more than ever.

The door to the office opened with the soft sound of wood on carpet. “Dr. Summers. Robyn. Please come in,” said Birch. Today he wore a sharp, black suit and a silver, striped tie; exquisitely fitted, the suit flattered his built physique. I had heard he often dressed more casually, and wondered whether today’s more formal apparel was for my sake. Was he subconsciously trying to impress me by showing off his well-groomed but intense masculinity, or was he very purposefully attempting to project authority by dressing impeccably?

Regardless, he seemed to already be aware of the state I was in today, because instead of greeting me with calm friendliness, his smoldering expression belied deep concern.

“Dr. Birch. Phil,” I answered, standing up.

For a second I thought he might wrap his muscular arms around me and hold me closely, but he simply held open the door to his office. Time for that later, I promised myself, feeling the stirrings of desire from beneath the black lingerie I wore. I’d come straight from my own office, and thus remained in my most professional attire: straight, gray pants and a matching blazer over my white, button-down shirt. Without being overly self-complimentary, I knew I looked good. I’d had more than one case of transference with male patients in my short career. It came with the territory.

I’m sure Dr. Birch knows a thing or two about transference.

Lamps lit Birch’s office with dim illumination; the cracks between the windows and the curtains glowed like filaments. Subtle floral aromas permeated the room, as vases full of fresh flowers rested on bookshelves, the long coffee table and even the doctor’s desk. I inhaled deeply, letting the sweet fragrance soothe my spirit. I should do the same in my office, I realized. But does he buy these, or are they sent to him by satisfied patients? I wanted to know, but couldn’t even fathom having the courage to ask.

“Please, have a seat,” said Birch. “Don’t take this the wrong way, Robyn, but you don’t look well.”

“I know. I couldn’t sleep last night, and I’m a little wired from all the coffee,” I said as we both sat. His office featured a leather recliner for the doctor and a couch for the patients, with a coffee table between them, upon which Birch had set a pitcher of ice water and glasses, should either of them get thirsty.

I had answered honestly, and knew what Birch’s followup question would be: “Is having difficulty sleeping unusual?”

I shook my head. “Not really, just if I’m nervous about something…” I trailed off, playing the line of questions and answers in my head like a chess player planning moves. Except I wasn’t making moves, I was following a path. I’d played out the content of our meeting in my head countless times, thinking I was a good enough psychologist to see what another therapist would see. But Birch had a way of surprising people.

“Could you tell me what it is that’s made you so nervous?” he asked carefully.

Maybe he already knew? “This session, Phil. I’m worried about what you’re going to think.”

He leaned back in his recliner. “What I’m going to think, or what I’m going to do?”

I remembered the marks left on my body after the last session, the stinging that lasted for hours. However, I’d been shocked to discover how much I enjoyed it all. “No, I like the things we do. But I had a rough week with some of my patients, and I feel like you won’t approve of some of the choices I made in their therapy.”

Birch nodded. “In that case, maybe it would be best if we discussed your patients one at a time. We can go back and forth between the ones where you think you did well, and the ones where you did not. What do you think?”

“Yes. That would help, I think,” I replied.

“Then come here,” said Birch. He sat back in his recliner and pointed at his lap.

I approached, then laid myself down on his thick, firm thighs. I rested my arms and legs against the padding of the recliner’s armrests.

“Start whenever you’re ready,” he said, placing one hand on my back to help keep me balanced. “But start with one you don’t think went well.”

“All right.” Start with something simple, I thought. “You remember the patient Martin I told you about?”

“Yes,” said Birch.

“He had wanted my advice on whether or not he should reach out to his brother, since they hadn’t spoken in a few years. I said that if it meant he might find some closure, then he should.”

“How did it go?”

“Not well,” I admitted. As soon as the words left my mouth, I felt a slap on my ass. I yelped and kicked my feet in the air. Seeing my high heels starting to slip off my feet, Birch quickly grabbed them and tossed them away.

“Explain,” he said.

Breathe. Delivered over my skirt and panties, the spanking had barely even hurt. We’ve barely gotten started. “Martin’s brother hadn’t changed at all. He hit up Martin for money first chance he had, and Martin had to turn him down like last time. He felt so guilty because of it. He was furious with me.”

Birch pulled down my pants and spanked me again, aiming for the same spot he’d hit before. I gasped, then sighed in relief. I could feel his pants shifting below my body and knew that he was starting to enjoy our session as much as me.

“What do you think you could have done better, in this case?”

“I should have prepared Martin for such an outcome,” I said. I’d seen Martin on Monday, and had already considered his situation. “I could have told him that enabling his brother’s behavior wasn’t helping either of them.”

Birch landed another slap, this time on the other cheek. I jostled in place and sucked in my breath at the pain, but did not call out. I was too focused, working through the problem in my mind.

“What else could you have done?”

“I suppose I could have told Martin not to bother.”

This brought on two slaps, one for each cheek. I could feel the heat of my burning skin trapped by my panties. “What would that have accomplished?” asked Birch.

That was the million dollar question, wasn’t it? “He could have found a way to let go of his sense of… obligation… rather than inflame it further.”

“Good,” said Birch. Instead of another spanking, he massaged my folds through my underwear. I blushed in humiliation, knowing that he could feel how damp they were. Being bent over his knee and accepting his punishment turned me on in ways I’d never imagined. Ever since I started coming to Birch for guidance, and discovered his unusual therapeutic practices, I found myself wanting to be punished more and more.

Could you have been sabotaging yourself? I wondered. What if I was intentionally giving my patients bad advice so that I would be forced to confess it to Birch? It sounded insane, but what if it wasn’t?

“So, how did you leave things with him?” Birch asked. He continued to stroke my soft entrance, and I had to fight to maintain my train of thought.

“He didn’t… cancel our… next appointment. He knew I… was trying… to help. Oh god,” I said as Birch pulled down my panties. “Next time I won’t… push him… without considering all of… the consequences.”

He stopped massaging and went back to spanking my now bare skin. I yelled in pain as a series of smacks rattled my firm cheeks until they were the hue of ripe strawberries. “I’m glad to hear it,” Birch said at last. “Let’s move on to your next patient. Somebody you really helped.”

I hadn’t had a lot of success stories from the previous week, but one came to mind easily. “I had a patient named Kelly. A few days ago we both mutually agreed that she had completed the objectives she’d set out to achieve through therapy.”

Birch switched which hand he kept on my back so that he could reach to my chest. He began opening the buttons of my shirt. Impressive, I thought. I couldn’t undo buttons like that with one hand if I were trying to do it in front of a mirror. He must have a lot of practice.

“What were the objectives?”

This ought to pique his interest, I thought with a grin. “She wanted to come to terms with her sexual addiction,” I explained. “Actually, she wanted to cure it, but I helped her realize that having a very active sex drive was nothing to be ashamed of.”

“I see,” said Birch. As I spoke, the bulge in his pants continued to grow, pressing hard against my side. “And what does she think now?”

“Now she has a positive outlook toward sex, and understands how to be responsible about it.” Birch popped enough buttons to stuff his hand inside my shirt; I felt his smooth fingers slipping underneath my bra to feel my breast. I moaned softly has he squeezed it.

“Continue,” he said.

“She doesn’t want to commit to a single sexual partner; she wants to experiment and discover new ways to achieve climax.”

“Had she been unable to before?”

I sighed as he pinched my sensitive nipple. “No, but it was difficult. She’d never really questioned the nature of arousal. She…” I had to think of some delicate phrasing, but was having trouble concentrating. “Kelly was raised where such things were not spoken of, either at home or in school. Her education was rather limited.”

“I don’t suppose you tried using any of the techniques you learned here,” said Birch.

Having just been thinking about such a possibility, I laughed at his suggestion. “I considered it, believe me. I didn’t feel ready to propose… practical application, if you will.”

Birch withdrew his hand from my chest and instead found my inviting crevice, plunging a pair of fingers inside. I gasped as my inner walls tightened greedily around his digits. Saying nothing, he worked them in and out slowly at first, then vigorously, until I was on the verge of climaxing.

“It sounds like you helped Kelly considerably,” he said at last.

“Yes… doctor. Thank you,” I replied between breaths.

“Then you may come, if you like.”

As soon as he said it I screamed, shuddering from the pleasure as his fingers caressed my clit. My fluids were dripping down my thighs and onto the floor, just narrowly missing Birch’s pants. The orgasm crashed through me like a wave, and for a time all I could feel was pure pleasure throughout my body. The doctor added to my ecstasy by pulling out his fingers just long enough to slap my ass, then driving them back in. He repeated this process over and over until I ran out of steam and collapsed into his waiting arms.

—

Birch pulled my underwear and panties back up, then set me down on his couch. As I composed myself, he poured us glasses of water. I drank it slowly, not wanting to cool off and lose that afterglow buzz. However, I was dreading having to move on to the next patient.

“How are you doing, Robyn?” he said at last. “Are you still nervous?”

“Yes, doctor,” I said. My cheeks still stung from the spanking he’d given me, and as soon as we resumed my review, my punishment would continue. My mind and body were still adjusting to the confused responses it registered: the prospect of pain caused nervousness and anxiety, but receiving the pain caused relief, and pleasure. The latter seemed hard to fathom, but the truth was undeniable.

Birch understood it perfectly. He could tell which of his patients would be receptive to these treatments, and he was never wrong. Like me, his patients had a trust in him so absolute, it was almost frightening. Submitting to his control gave me a sense of freedom and comfort I couldn’t explain. Even if that comfort came in the form of a firm hand leaving a white hand print on my backside.

“I see,” he said. “Tell me about your next patient then. Unburdening yourself of your perceived failures will help.”

I nodded. “Janice,” I said, a tear falling down my cheek. “I don’t know what to do about her.” Unfortunately for Dr. Birch, he knew all too well about my struggles with Janice. He had been her therapist before she left his practice and came to me. “And I’m afraid that you may not be able to help me with her.”

“It’s a reasonable concern,” said Birch. He got out of his seat and came over to me. He tapped on my shoulder and motioned for me to stand, which I did. “Take off your shirt, and tell me what happened.”

“She asked me about you,” I explained as I finished with the buttons. “She saw me outside your office, and guessed I was seeing you.”

“How did you react when she told you this?” he asked. He opened a small drawer in the coffee table and took out a flogger while I undid the clasp on my bra.

“I told her that our business was confidential, of course, but she harangued me about what you’d told me about her. It took several minutes to get off the topic.”

I pulled my arms through the straps on my bra and let it fall to the floor behind me. Dr. Birch took one look at my bared breasts, my nipples hard and pointed, and lifted the flogger to show me. I lifted my head, pointing my chin upward.

The doctor swung the flogger in tight figure eights, testing his swing, before landing a soft swat across my breasts. I barely grunted, the hit was so mild. Yet I knew much worse was still to be told in my story, and thus in the punishment.

“Continue.”

I took a deep breath. “When I refuse to divulge the details about our sessions, she threatened to leave my practice as well. I was tempted to call her bluff, but I couldn’t say for sure if she was really bluffing.”

A swing of the flogger rapped against my chest, harder this time, and I yelped in pain, twisting around. Before I could say another word, Birch swung again, and I squeezed my eyes shut, struggling to embrace the pain.

“What did you do?”

“I told her, as calmly as I could, that I wanted to help her, but only if she could respect our professional boundaries.”

“Good,” said Birch. He moved the flogger into the crook of his arm so he could fondle both of my breasts. He ran his thumb over the nipples, making sure to move around the parts that he had targeted with the flogger. “How did she respond?”

“She calmed down for a little while. However, she started asking whether I could use your techniques on her. She was playing a trick on me, I realized, trying to get me to talk about your techniques from my own experience. So I asked her to describe what she meant.”

“Clever,” said Birch. He crouched down slightly at the knees and brought his lips to my breast. I quivered as his tongue played with my nipple.

“She listed what she wanted me to do to her: spankings, bondage, oral stimulation and more. I didn’t have any of your… equipment,” I said, thinking about the room next door to his office. Handcuffs, rope, chains and several other ways of binding a person rested on racks and pegs lining the walls of Dr. Birch’s dungeon. I’d been inside during both of our previous sessions, and I expected today would be no different. In fact, I wasn’t sure what he was waiting for. Inside I ached to be restrained. My wrists tingled, expecting to feel the pleasant pressure of rope wrapped around them tightly. Patience, I thought. If Phil thinks it isn’t time yet, it isn’t time.

Birch stood up and slapped my breast with his bare hand. I winced and whimpered from the pain. “You don’t need equipment to deliver a therapeutic punishment,” he said.

“No, doctor,” I agreed. He’d provided ample evidence of this point. “However, I felt if I were to use your techniques, I would want to do so properly. I felt I should know their intricacies, rather than appropriate what I’ve experienced here and try to replicate it.”

“I see,” said Birch. “When Janice described what she wanted you to do, how did that make you feel?”

Here we go. “Confused,” I said.

Birch sprang into action, delivering a series of floggings across my breasts, swatting them from a variety of angles, and by the time he finished, no part of my chest felt unscathed.

“Now how do you feel?”

I blinked away the tears and shut my eyes. “Good,” I said.

“So you derive satisfaction from being flogged, yes?”

An obvious question; he was attempting to lead me somewhere. “Yes, doctor” I replied.

“Then imagine you were flogging Janice. You aim for her breasts, her buttocks, her crotch.” As he spoke, he unzipped my pants, reached into my underwear and pulled the garments down to my ankles, revealing my body to the cool air of the office. “You recognize that though she is screaming in pain, she is also exhibiting all of the physiological responses of sexual gratification.” Using the flogger, he started swinging again, working his way from one side of my body to the other. Blows against my still pink cheeks traveled upward to my back, which desired to be struck the same way one might scratch an itch. Then Birch swung around to my front, applying a fresh rain of swats to my chest, and finally down to my crotch, upon which he landed one sharp smack after another. “How do you feel about that?” he asked.

I was on the cusp of climaxing, the first time I could recall nearly reaching orgasm through pain alone. But what would it be like to inflict that on another person? I thought about it, and found my juices were running down my thighs. I felt intoxicated. The sight of such carnal reactions, the pained sounds echoing through the office, the way Janice would thrash around in her bindings… it was intensely alluring. When I factored in the idea that it could help Janice work through her personal issues, I realized that this was something I simply had to try.

“I think it would be a very prudent course of action,” I replied at last. “Next time I see Janice, I will offer to treat her in this manner.”

Birch stepped behind me and quickly smacked my ass three times. “No,” he said. “Your initial reaction was correct: you must know what you are doing first.” Birch went to his desk and pulled out a pad and a pen. He wrote something down, tore off the sheet and folded it in half. When he came back, he picked up my pants and stuffed the paper inside a pocket.

“What’s that?”

“It’s a phone number. Call it and ask for Harry. Tell him I referred you. Explain what you need to learn, and he’ll see you get the training you need.”

“Is he another therapist?” I asked.

“No,” said Birch. “But he works for an outfit that will see to it you learn everything you need to know. In the meantime, I suggest you take things slow with Janice. Light spankings using your hand. See how she responds.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Now, what happened with Janice?”

“I told her I would consider her request, but I needed time to determine its therapeutic value to her. Really, I just wanted to buy some time until I could speak with you about it.” I braced for more of Birch’s discipline, but instead he put the flogger back into the table’s drawer; from it, he retrieved a set of handcuffs.

“Why didn’t you just tell her no?” He slipped the cuffs around my wrists; I felt the cool metal on my skin as they clicked into place, binding tightly.

“Like I said, I was confused about how I felt.”

“What if you decided that you didn’t want to grant her wish? What would you have told her in your next session? Don’t you think that by not giving her a direct answer, you may have invited the possibility of a rather volatile situation?”

Birch slapped my bare cheeks several times before stopping. I writhed in his grip, and the presence of the handcuffs made me feel pathetically helpless.

“I didn’t know what to do,” I said. “Janice is a very challenging patient.”

Birch sighed, stroking my poor ass cheeks. “That’s true. The fact is, she’s seen most of the decent therapists in the area. None of them have managed to get her to open up. None of us are even sure what her goals are anymore. However, maybe you can finally get her to crack. In all my experience, I’ve never heard of her simply telling her therapist what she wanted. You may be on the way to a breakthrough with her; if so, you should be quite proud.”

I smiled. “By the end of the session, my hands were shaking,” I said. “I felt like I was in way over my head. If I hadn’t had so many gaps in my week, I never would have taken her on.”

Squeezing my ass cheeks, Birch pushed forward, marching me toward the door at the back of his office. “If you hadn’t, some other poor doctor would have received her. Or worse: she’d have gone untreated. Robyn, I think you’ve done well by getting this far with Janice. Hopefully in the weeks to come, we will see how you progress.”

“Thank you, doctor,” I said, relieved at his approval. I knew I could have handled the session with Janice better, but I was encouraged that Birch thought I might have a chance at helping her.

More importantly though, standing in front of the door to his dungeon, I felt desire roll through me like a curl of thunder. We were headed into a place of bondage, torment and release, and I had more patients to tell the doctor about.

“Are you ready to move this into the next stage?” he asked.

I was. He opened the door.

—

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.

Birch slapped my ass softly from the side, then felt my sopping crevice. I moaned at his touch, wanting his cock inside. I felt an electric tingling in my core every time I thought back to the first time he ravished me; the image of his manhood is burned into my mind. Never before had I seen such a massive member. I’d had a few boyfriends with impressive packages, but none compared to Birch’s. Thick and long, I screamed the first time it penetrated my inviting chasm, spreading it wider than it had ever been. By the time he finished, I was a babbling mess.

I expected today would be no different, and indeed, when he entered me I let out a deafening bellow of carnal bliss. I was still sore all over from the flogging and spanking, but as soon as he began thrusting, it was all worth it. The euphoria didn’t neutralize the pain, it realigned my perception. It was like biting into a piece of chocolate after eating a habañero pepper: the fierce heat gave way to the sweet flavor, but didn’t disappear.

As Birch pounded my orifice, a torrent of stimulation flooded through me. His stamina seemed limitless; he never tired, even as his groaning grew in volume. As I panted, he looked into my eyes, hands pinning my arms down on the bed. “May I come, doctor?” I asked, feeling the surge knocking at the door. Birch had many rules, and climaxing without permission was one of the most important.

“Yes,” he said.

Prompted by my scream, he began thrusting even faster, digging deep into my hot chamber. I bucked against my bonds in a spasm of immeasurable pleasure, with one orgasm tailing into the next until they were no longer distinguishable from one another. Birch had successfully launched me into a state of utter ecstasy, and I was incapable of perceiving anything but his body and mine. When he finally came, I hardly even noticed.

I don’t know how long I rested on the bed before I regained my senses. At some point, Birch had gotten out of the bed and dressed. He stood at the foot of the bed, watching me, admiring my nude body.

“Robyn, are you ready to continue?”

“Yes, doctor,” I said. 

“Good. Tell me about your next patient.”

I wondered whether he planned to let me out of the handcuffs or put a sheet on top of me once we got back to our conversation. However, he appeared quite content to pace around the bed while listening to me. The phrase “captive audience” came to mind, though the situation was actually the exact opposite. Well, maybe not exactly, I reasoned. Birch wasn’t going anywhere either.

“Juliette,” I whispered.

When my session had started at 4 pm, I thought I was going to alternate between successes and failures, but I’d considered Janice a failure, and the reward I’d just enjoyed felt undeserved. So I opted to skip Leonard, a textbook case of anxiety attacks due to stress at work. Something inside of me needed to balance the scales, and accept the punishment I was due.

“She was the one with the depression?” Birch asked.

“Yes.”

“I understand this may be difficult,” he said. “Last week you were not optimistic about your work with her.”

“No.” I took a deep breath and let my professional training take over. I spoke quickly, and to the point: “I was fearful about her mental state, and was considering having her temporarily committed on suicide watch. However, I wasn’t convinced she was a danger to herself, and I didn’t want to betray her trust unnecessarily.”

“What happened?”

“I got a call from her in the middle of the night. Early Thursday morning. She said she didn’t have any hope left, and thanked me for trying to help. I asked her to come into my office immediately so we could talk. When she refused, I told her I would come to her. She agreed, but on my way I called the police and told them to send an ambulance. It felt like the thing to do at the time, but when I arrived, Juliette was hysterical. The police and EMS got there first. They barged into her apartment, waking most of the building. She was furious at me ’for humiliating her in front of her entire neighborhood,’ as she put it.”

Birch sat down on the bed and put his hand on my shoulder. “You did the right thing,” he said. “Juliette may have been angry, but she’s alive.”

“I know,” I said, though I shook my head. “I broke her trust. It was for a good reason, but that doesn’t matter to her. Now she thinks her secret is out. I didn’t have the heart to tell her that she wasn’t fooling anybody the last few weeks.”

“Robyn, do you think it’s possible she wanted to have her secret come out?” asked Birch. “Do you get the sense that maybe she used you, consciously or not, to tell people what she couldn’t say out loud? Instead of telling her friends and neighbors, ‘I’m depressed,’ she navigated you toward creating a big display. That way she doesn’t have to take responsibility for what happened.”

The idea was intriguing, and also quite comforting. Did Birch believe it, or was he doing for me what I wanted to do for Juliette?

“I don’t know, doctor,” I said. “I’d like to think so, but the way she cried after the ambulance left… The way she looked out the window to see if the neighbors were still watching… She seemed to be genuinely humiliated.”

Birch nodded, then walked to the wall of the dungeon, picking out several toys. “Being ashamed of asking for help is all too common. I’m sure you can explain that to her, Robyn.”

“Yes, doctor.”

“Now, I know you already have a great deal of empathy for your patients, but I think it might help you to experience a taste of humiliation yourself,” he continued. From his hooked index finger he dangled a set of nipple clamps connected by a light chain. “It may grant you greater insight into how Juliette felt that night.”

“I agree, doctor.”

Birch sat down next to me and slowly applied the clamps, letting them close down on my sensitive flesh a little ways at a time until he let go. As they tightened I whimpered and twisted, but Birch’s hand on my shoulder went from conveying sympathy to pressing me down. The combination of his force and the pain from the clamps set my insides on fire, my hot fluids dripping.

“Right now, Juliette is somewhere hurting from something she can’t escape on her own. I want you to understand what that’s like.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said submissively. I felt I knew perfectly well what Juliette was going through, but if Birch insisted, I trusted his judgment. At the same time, agreeing to his methods gave me a sense of satisfaction. I enjoyed being in his care as much as I valued his professional opinion.

“Good,” he said. Working quickly, he unlocked the handcuffs binding me to the bed and bid me to stand up. “And spread your legs,” he added.

I did as instructed. When he put a hand on my back, right below my neck, and nudged forward, I started to take a step. “No. Bend down. Put your hands on the bed.”

I bit my lip as I complied. I felt the chain between my nipple clamps swaying and moaned. Birch put something around my neck and fastened it in back. A collar, I realized. Made of black leather, it had small metal studs evenly spaced going around the length of my neck. A ring hung from the front of the collar, presumably so that a leash could be added. I couldn’t say why, but I enjoyed the way it felt: it gave me a sense that I was Birch’s possession, or that he was my master. In many ways, it made sense.

“Have you ever seen one of these?” he then asked, holding up a small, round, heart-shaped piece of black rubber. Something at least foot long and fuzzy was stuck into the object.

“No, doctor.”

The rubber part of the toy ended with a flared base, from which the fuzzy part emerged. I realized that it looked very much like a fox’s tail. I felt heat radiating from my cheeks as I blushed, realizing what it was. Is that going in where I think? Looking closely at the plug part I could see that it was coated in some kind of oil. Is that… lube?

“This is going to cause some discomfort, but like the clamps, it will serve as a constant reminder of what Juliette is going through.”

When I said nothing, Birch stepped behind me and pressed the plug up against my bud. I started to hold my breath, but Birch smacked my bottom and reminded me to breathe. Instead, I shut my eyes and remembered that this pain was going to help me. My rear entrance began to part as Birch applied pressure to the plug. I cried out from the pain as its widest point pushed against my tight hole. Birch held my shoulder with his other hand so that I would push back on the plug, and after a flash of pain, the plug had fully penetrated, digging in until the base of the toy prevented it from going any further.

“How does that feel?” he asked me.

“Weird.”

“Good weird or bad weird?”

“Both.”

“Of course,” said Birch. He slapped my ass twice in the same spot, causing me to squeal and squirm. I looked down at the floor and saw the bushy tail swinging like a pendulum between my legs.

“On your knees,” he commanded.

Bending down and getting into the position he requested was challenging. I felt the plug shifting inside me with every move I made.

“Hold your hands out in front of you,” Birch said when I was ready. When I held my hands out, the doctor gathered them together and tied a length of rope around my wrists. I began to pant, preferring the precision and tightness of ropes over the cuffs. When he finished with my wrists, they were inseparable.

“Lean forward and put your hands on the floor.”

I did as told, pressing my balled up fists into the hardwood floor. Holding myself up in this fashion posed a tougher challenge than I expected, and the position forced me to stick my ass out, putting my plugged backside on full display for the doctor. He ran a hand along my waist, then gathered the furry tail in his hands and gave it a gentle tug; not hard enough to dislodge it, but forcefully enough that I grunted in pain. Then he pushed my knees together and tied a rope around them, forcing me to focus on keeping balance with my bound hands.

When he finished, he got up and selected a wooden cane from a rack on the wall. Birch had used the cane on me last time, so despite its short length and thin circumference, I knew it would hurt a lot more than its appearance suggested. Sure enough, when I felt it against the back of my thighs, right below my backside, I cried out in agony.

“Move,” said Birch.

I felt a series of light taps against my already sore cheeks and forced myself to scoot forward, moving my arms and then my knees. After my third lurch forward I stopped to make sure I could balance, but as soon as I did I felt the cane lightly tapping. Every fourth tap produced a serious smack, sending tendrils of torment through my body. When I composed myself enough to move forward, the caning stopped.

The activity continued until I’d circled the dungeon several times. I didn’t keep count: all my focus was on not losing my balance and crawling forward. Despite my efforts, I received frequent canings, leaving long, pink lines across my cheeks. A thought wandered into my head and I laughed ruefully to myself: on the train ride home, even in an empty car, I would have to stand.

When we were finished, lines of my mascara had run down my cheeks and the plug in my ass felt like a rock. My breasts throbbed from the clamps. The fur of the tail tickled my skin wherever it made contact, and not being able to move it away was driving me mad. I felt utterly degraded by the activity, though of course that was the point.

“Just imagine,” said Birch, “what it would be like if everyone you knew saw you like this. Heard about it from a friend. Had to avoid the elephant in the room until one of you had the courage to open up and talk about it. How difficult would that be?”

“It would be awful, doctor.”

“That’s right. You and I know your intent was not to humiliate Juliette, it was to save her, but what we know isn’t as important as what she thinks.”

“Yes, doctor.”

“Deep down, she knows that you had her best interests at heart. She may not accept it yet, and it may be some time before she does. It is your job to let her be angry at you if it will help her work through her problems.”

“Yes, doctor.”

“You have to be tough. Whatever she throws at you, you have to be able to take it. Do you think you’re tough, Robyn?”

“Yes, I think so, Dr. Birch.”

“I agree. What I just had you do was painful, physically taxing and mortifying, yet you suffered through it without complaint.”

“Thank you, doctor.”

Birch put his arms around my waist and lifted me off the ground until my feet found purchase. When I had my balance, he let go, leaving me to stand there. I could feel the end of the tail brushing against the back of my knees. My hands tingled, relieved of the strain of supporting much of my weight.

He directed me to get onto the bed on my stomach, the top of my body hanging off the side. The position allowed for my hands to touch the floor while my breasts hovered over the ground. Then Birch unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. A surge of a desire passed through me as I saw how rigid and ready it looked.

“Robyn, before I reward you for your work, I want you to service me. When you do, show me the kind of effort you will put into your next session with Juliette.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said.

I opened my mouth wide so that Birch could stuff his staff inside. He did it slowly, allowing me to lick the tip first; when I did he jerked in a spasm of pleasure. I hadn’t told him how much I enjoyed giving oral, but maybe he could tell. It was part of what I now knew to be my unexplored submissive side: taking a hot, hard cock in my mouth was something I had once thought was beneath me. When I finally tried it for the first time, that preconceived superiority dissolved instantly. If anything, the thought of being above the act only served to enhance the joy of performing it. So I had a practiced technique that always gave the men in my life a welcome surprise. Birch was no different.

Feeling his member in my throat, I heard his groans and sucked harder, curling my tongue against his shaft. While I worked my head up and down, I did as Birch asked and thought of how hard I would have to work to regain Juliette’s trust, and how I would do everything in my power. I found that pledging myself to helping her rallied my spirits, not just for the future, but also the present, as I raised my level of effort in worshiping the doctor’s massive cock. Birch shuddered as I drew him so deep that my nose was tickled by his short hairs. I knew that Birch had excellent stamina, and I refused to let myself tire from the task. Soon Birch grabbed my hair and forced me to hold his full length in my mouth and throat. I struggled instinctively within his grip, the harsh manhandling bolstering my already fierce need for release. When the salty taste of his skin was replaced by his load, I heaved in relief, knowing my reward would come soon.

Birch withdrew from my mouth as he came, spraying his seed on my face and on my tongue, which I stuck out to collect whatever remaining fluids he wished. I licked the remainder off the tip of his rod, then sucked it all down and swallowed.

When I finished, Birch went to his wall of devices and selected a large, black rubber dildo. I sighed in eager anticipation as he showed me the base of the toy, allowing me to see a switch marked L, M and H; it wasn’t just a dildo, it was a battery-powered vibrator.

My eyes widened like porcelain dinner plates when he slid it into my sodden pussy; no significant effort was necessary, as the punishment I’d endured lifted my arousal to previously unimaginable heights. I realized, I’ve never been so stuffed before. Having both of my orifices occupied at the same time was a totally new experience; I could feel the hard, rubber plugs pressing against each other through my inner walls. I squirmed on the bed, trying to self-stimulate and explore the new sensation.

I didn’t believe Birch at first when he told me he’d started with the low setting on the vibrator. It activated with such power, my insides felt like Vesuvius moments before it buried Pompeii. As I bucked and thrashed, Birch removed my nipple clamps, then shifted me into the center of the bed, retying my arms and legs to the bedposts.

Sobbing euphorically, I writhed as Birch raised the vibrator’s setting to medium. As promised, its unrelenting beat intensified, launching me toward my first orgasm.

“MayIcomemayIcomemayIcome!” I shouted.

“You may,” said Birch, fixing a large, red ball gag into my still open mouth. The gag did little to muffle my shrieking; if anything, it made me louder, as being gagged added to my sense of restraint. Although the presence of something so big in my mouth was mildly unpleasant, what made it so hot was the fact that I couldn’t possibly remove it with my hands still bound.

With his permission granted just in time, I let the orgasm erupt. My juices gushed out onto the bed as I quaked in place. The bedposts shook as I pulled against the ropes, trying to get a hand loose so I could reach down between my legs and rub my clit. I couldn’t, of course, but Birch knew what I wanted: he began rubbing it with one hand and spanking my bottom with the other. One orgasm soon turned into two; pain and pleasure became indistinguishable as they coiled together and fed my ascension into a blissful trance.

I didn’t fully reach that state until Birch flicked the switch on the vibrator one last time. I felt myself floating off the ground like a jet lifts from the runway. In subspace, I felt only the waves of ecstasy as they activated every nerve in my body. Somewhere I heard my own orgasmic sounds, but I could barely perceive them as coming from me. My physical form — something pathetically bound and tormented — was somewhere far away.

I couldn’t say how long I remained in subspace, or how many orgasms electrified my synapses. They lasted until Birch decided I’d had enough and turned off the vibrator. When he did, I was in no condition to lament the cessation of his treatment. I felt as though every orgasm I could possibly have had been ripped out of me. Sorry, none left. Try again later. I was too exhausted to thank Birch for what he’d done for me.

The only thing I could think of was that though the experience had been incredible, it wasn’t over: I still had one patient left to discuss. Me.

—

A night of anxiety and sleeplessness, combined with the most physically taxing sexual experience of my life, meant one thing: after a minute of basking in the afterglow of my trip to subspace, I lost consciousness and slumbered.

When I woke, I was still bound and gagged in the same position I’d been in before. I felt refreshed, but not as truly rested as one would be after a full night’s sleep. I couldn’t tell what time it was: the dungeon had neither clocks nor windows.

I opened my eyes and looked around the room, not seeing Birch. I whimpered, chilled by the idea of being alone while tied up like this. I could be left like this for hours if he doesn’t come back, I thought. The idea excited me more than it scared me, but I knew what would soon happen: with nothing to occupy me but my own thought process, time would slow down considerably. The wait would grow and grow, minutes turning into hours. Although I enjoyed being bound, gagged and plugged — Birch had left in both toys — I couldn’t focus on that by itself for very long.

It turned out I was right: the wait grew interminable. I began to whine, progressively getting louder at first, but then just steadily. Was Birch was watching or listening on some unseen camera? I imagined he would have been obscenely aroused by my struggling and pleading.

It wasn’t that I wanted to be untied; he could leave me like this as long as he wanted. I just needed him to return so that he could assess my handling of one final situation. It contributed greatly to my inability to sleep the previous night, and I needed to know what to do. I didn’t even want Birch’s help in arriving at the answer myself: I wanted him to just flat-out tell me what to do, though I knew he wouldn’t.

After what seemed like an eternity, but in reality was probably no more than twenty minutes, the door to the dungeon opened and Birch stepped inside. “I’d apologize for keeping you waiting,” he said, “but I hate lying. I’ve enjoyed letting you languish here, letting you experience the uncertainty of when I would return to release you. Have you had time to reflect on what we’ve discussed and accomplished today?”

“Yesh, -ock -or, I mumbled through the gag. Birch unbuckled it and tossed it into a bucket near the door. I flexed my jaw and moaned.

“It’s getting late, Robyn. Did you want to call it a night?”

For a second I thought he might be tired, but that wasn’t it. Then I realized, He’s giving me an out. I was saving the worst for last, but he wanted me to decide on fighting to continue or giving in to fatigue — both physical and mental — and taking the reprieve. Though he would have understood and forgiven me for accepting his offer, I had no intention of stopping until the job was done. That’s what he wanted me to prove.

I twisted my neck until I could look him in the eye. “No, if you don’t mind staying, I have one more patient I’d like to discuss.”

Birch smiled and nodded. “Very well,” he said. He removed the vibrator from my pussy, untied my ankles from the bedposts, freed my wrists and bid me to sit up on the bed. I noticed he left the tail plug in. I’d gotten used to its presence, a dull throb and pressure that I couldn’t alleviate; all I could do was tolerate it. My freedom from restraint only lasted a few minutes, as he re-tied my arms behind my back in a box tie, and then roped my ankles together. He reached between my legs and massaged my folds for a minute, then took a seat next to me on the bed.

“Whenever you’d like to start.”

I looked down at my thighs, shameful thoughts clouding my mind. “His name is Kent, and he’s been coming in for treatment for the last six months.”

“You haven’t mentioned him in our earlier sessions,” said Birch.

“No, doctor. I didn’t feel comfortable doing so. I’m still afraid to talk about him with you, but I feel I must, before something happens. Something that I’ll regret.”

Birch put a hand on my shoulder and lifted my chin so he could stare into my eyes. “I will help you any way I can, Robyn.”

I nodded. “Thanks. I know you will, doctor.”

“Continue whenever you’re ready.”

I took a deep breath and let go of my inhibitions. Regardless of how it looks, this is a safe space, I remembered.

“I’m in love with him,” I said at last. I’d seen many examples of people vocalizing something they’d had trouble admitting for the first time, and they often described the experience as strange, but liberating. I agreed on the latter, but not the former: acknowledging aloud that I was in love with Kent didn’t sound strange at all, and that was the problem.

“I see,” said Birch.

Did I detect a note of disappointment in his voice? Maybe it was my imagination. Did I want him to be disappointed? I couldn’t think about it now.

“This is the part where I’m supposed to say that I know my feelings for him are irrational. Counter-transference, most likely. Yet, I can’t help being drawn to him.”

“Describe him.”

“Oh, he’s a real catch, doctor. Friendly, intelligent, charming and very handsome. He’s a skilled attorney, but devotes much of his time to pro bono work for the underprivileged.”

“I get the idea,” Birch said, chuckling. “What brought him to your practice?”

“His wife,” I answered, failing to disguise the bitterness in my voice. “I’d like to tell you that she’s terrible, and that they’re totally mismatched for one another, but it’s not true. She’s not a saint like him, but she’s mostly very nice. She gets upset by the long hours Kent is away while working, and that he turns down lots of high-paying clients to help those who can’t pay for his services. She’s not unreasonable about it, but I get the sense she brought Kent to me so that I would tell him she’s right.”

“Interesting.” Birch got up off the bed and retrieved another set of nipple clamps from the wall, this time opting for a pair that wasn’t connected by a chain, though they had hooks on the end so something could hang off of them. I gulped as Birch scooped up a handful of small, metal weights with matching hooks on the ends. “What did you tell him?” he asked while attaching the clamps to my nipples.

I twisted slightly and moaned as the cruel devices bit down on my tender flesh. “I told him that her concerns had merit, but that they both had to decide what they wanted from their marriage.”

I expected Birch to weigh in, but he said nothing. Wearing a brilliantly unreadable poker face, he waited for me to continue.

“At the time, I thought I was asking them to look for ways to make their marriage work. Now I fear I was helping them find reasons why it shouldn’t.”

Birch attached a weight to each nipple clamp. The extra pull intensified the pain severely, and fresh tears ran down my face. I deserve this, I thought. Was Birch using the added weights to confirm what I already believed, or to treat me the way I expected to be treated? Did it matter?

The pain tore at my mind; I wanted to embrace it, to think of nothing else, but I had to press on. “Kent, of course, refuses to let his marriage fail. It doesn’t surprise me. It only makes my affection for him stronger.”

“You want a man who would fight for you as well,” Birch noted.

“Exactly. He’s perfect, really. We’re both so busy with our careers that he wouldn’t smother me, and I wouldn’t be bothered by his schedule. He respects me, but if I were his he would also take care of me. In that regard, you and he are very similar.”

“Thank you, Robyn,” he said. “And your feelings for him seem perfectly understandable so far. Are the two of you compatible in other ways?”

“Oh yes, doctor. From what he’s told me, I feel like we’d get along very well. Politically, intellectually, artistically… you learn a lot about someone after six months.”

“Yes,” Birch said. “So, where do things stand now between Kent and…?”

“Lisa. They’re still together, thank God. But the more I try to resolve their issues, the more intractable they seem. I hate to think I’m subconsciously trying to sabotage them, but they haven’t made any progress in weeks.”

Birch added another set of weights to my nipple clamps. “Why is that?”

Huffing rapidly from the pain, I tried to focus on Kent and Lisa and not the agony arcing through my chest. “Kent is smart enough not to take more cases than he can handle, but he doesn’t prioritize his docket the way Lisa wants him to, and he is unwilling to go after whales when there are people who need his help.”

“He won’t budge on this for the sake of his marriage?” Birch asked. I’d never heard it phrased that way. Maybe my feelings for Kent blinded me to framing the conflict in a tone that reflected poorly on him.

“Lisa’s family has wealth, so he argues that since they don’t need to worry about finances, it’s his responsibility to help those no one else will.”

“I understand,” said Birch. “But Lisa has needs too. Even if he’s doing the right thing, is she being factored into the equation? Or does he do what he wants, regardless of what she thinks?”

His question stopped me cold. “I’m not really sure,” I said.

The third set of weights on my nipples made me whimper and stare down at my poor, tortured breasts. I was close to begging for mercy, and couldn’t even fathom taking another set of weights.

“Find out in your next session. Be objective, and don’t let him avoid the question.”

“Yes, doctor.” An icy mass churned inside me in the form of an epiphany. If Kent was disregarding his wife’s wishes, it would shatter my perception of the man. He seemed so perfect, and though I tried not to let love blind me to the truth, it can be hard to see something if the heart doesn’t want it seen.

“Once you know the answer, demand that the two of them declare their needs and goals in full, unflinching honesty. If a bridge cannot be built between the two, they need to find out as soon as possible.”

“Yes, doctor.”

He paused, looking at my chest. My heart pounded, terrified that he would add more weights. He didn’t, though. “Robyn,” he said, “I have to tell you something now you won’t want to hear.”

“Say it,” I mumbled, looking down at my naked body and punished chest, confident that no words could inflict more pain than I was currently enduring.

“One way or another, your work with Kent and Lisa must end. If they can’t overcome their problems and get their marriage back on track, then they won’t need marriage counseling. If they can, or if they are determined to keep trying anyway, you will refer them to another therapist immediately.”

Birch was right; I didn’t want to hear it. However, I knew without a doubt that he was right.

“Do you have a colleague you could recommend to them?”

“Yes, doctor,” I replied. Birch didn’t offer to take on their case, perhaps due to his personal connection to me, but I had several contacts who offered marriage counseling.

“Then call them on Monday and see who could take Kent and Lisa.”

“I will, doctor.”

“Good. Now, you have a choice: you can shake those nipple clamps off yourself, or I can whip them off for you.”

A mixture of relief and dread flooded my nervous system with conflicting signals: my breasts’ sadistic treatment would soon end, but not without suffering just a little more.

“I’ll shake,” I said.

“Go ahead.”

I forced myself not to think too hard, to just commit to the act. I twisted my body slowly, causing the weights to swing, but the clamps held on. I cried out, tears streaming down my cheeks, and turned my body harder and faster. Mercifully, the clamps slipped off, reversing momentum sent the cruel devices flying in opposite directions.

As soon as they were gone, Birch rushed to the bed to fondle and squeeze my breasts, running his thumbs over my nipples. I howled as the feeling returned; writhing in my bonds, I wailed for what seemed like a pathetically long time. Birch wrapped his arms around me and held me tightly until I regained my composure.

When the pain finally subsided, Birch kissed my cheek. I smiled, feeling a tranquility that had escaped me for weeks. Martin, Janice, Juliette; Kent and Lisa: their issues became my issues, despite my attempts at professional detachment. My session with Dr. Birch had been excruciating, but enlightening. Without knowing all of the answers, I felt better equipped to handle each patient. I kissed the doctor back, giving in to my carnal instinct; I needed to show appreciation to my master.

We made out with impassioned kisses and intertwined tongues until I felt that familiar bulge sprouting in the doctor’s lap. I wriggled in my bonds and let my jaw hang open. Birch placed his finger on my tongue, so I pressed my lips together and sucked on it ravenously.

Like a blur, the doctor sprang from the bed and undressed, sending articles of clothes into every corner of the room. Before he came back to bed, he snagged a black ball gag from the wall. He jammed it into my mouth and buckled it; I bared my teeth and bit down, intoxicated by the taste of rubber.

After untying my ankles, Birch climbed onto the bed and turned on his back. When he lifted me up, I spread my legs, allowing the doctor to pull me on top of him, sliding his legs between mine. He lowered my body carefully, aligning his stiff cock with my dripping pussy. Holding myself up on my knees, I began bouncing and shaking, rattling his rod inside me. Birch held me by my waist, occasionally pulling me towards him to give himself a better thrusting position. When he found it, he began hammering my gaping orifice. I screamed through the gag, drooling uncontrollably.

The orgasm that developed, though just as blissful as the ones I experienced earlier, now felt subtly different. The inner peace I’d attained allowed the pleasure to burn a little brighter, no longer tethered to my worries and doubts. Feeling Birch’s massive cock pound against the butt plug helped as well, and I enjoyed the deepest satisfaction I’d felt in months.

I didn’t have the wherewithal to ask for permission to come, but Birch didn’t appear to care. He continued to drill me, groaning rapturously. When he finally came, I’d lost count of how many times I’d climaxed. I collapsed onto him, totally out of breath, and rested my head against his broad, muscular chest.

He laughed and slowly pulled the plug out of my ass. I moaned as the pressure finally popped, feeling cool air against my bud.

“-Ank -oo, -ock -or” I said.

“You’re welcome,” he replied. “You must be exhausted. Would you like to sleep here tonight?”

I nodded.

“Then that’s what we’ll do.”

I’d never slept in bondage before, but I didn’t care. I shut my eyes and felt the relief of an unburdened soul. I still had obstacles to overcome and issues to address, but for now I could rest. The last thing I felt before drifting off was Birch stroking my hair and the comforting clutch of rope.
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Normally on a Friday the guys would be so amped for the weekend that if the last one out the door took too long to shut the lights, the others might leave him behind. However, on that day, Frank, Sam, Hunter and Vincent calmly stepped out of their production room at half past four. They stood at my desk and waited for a moment until I noticed them.

“Uh, hi. Are you guys leaving early?” I asked.

“No, I think we’re going to stay late,” said Sam.

“On a Friday?”

“We might even come in tomorrow,” added Hunter.

“Do you need me to come in too, sir?”

Vincent leaned on my desk with both hands. “If we’re here, you’ll be here too.”

I felt my face light up involuntarily. There was nothing I wanted more than to come in and keep developing my fantasy. Though that’s not the way things turned out.

“What’s going on?” I asked. “Why all the extra time?”

The guys looked at each other then, like some kind of telepathic conference to which I wasn’t invited. Finally, Frank answered me: “It’s because of you, actually.”

“Me?” What?

“Have you ever heard of a keylogger?” asked Hunter.

I shook my head.

“It’s a piece of software that keeps track of everything a person types,” he explained.

My stomach felt as if it had been dropped on the floor and flattened by a herd of buffalo.

“It’s typically used in cyber security to prevent the dissemination of company secrets.”

I nodded, cheeks flushed.

“Normally we never check up on your activity, but the software alerted us to several red flags…”

I wanted to bolt for the door, jump into my car and drive and drive and drive until I ran out of gas, but I couldn’t bring myself to move.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I squeaked. “I shouldn’t have…”

“Quiet,” said Hunter. “What were you planning on doing after work tonight? Did you have any plans?”

“No, sir,” I said. Sad but honest truth. I had been invited out to the movies with a few friends, but I declined; all I’d wanted to do that night was stay in and enjoy my fantasy.

“Good. We think it would be best if you stayed here and accepted your punishment for what you did,” explained Sam.

My heart started to pound, and a warm wetness spread through my thin, white panties. I’d written pages and pages about being punished, never once imagining that it could happen for real. But is that what I really wanted?

“Sirs, what you read was really just my imagination getting silly after being bored the other night. I didn’t mean to insult any of you…”

The guys chuckled. “We’re not insulted,” said Hunter. “We’re flattered. But the fact is, this is a gross violation of professional conduct and…”

“I understand,” I said, a tear rolling down my cheek. What choice did I give them? Frankly, I was surprised they’d let me go on and on all day; at any other job I would have been fired hours ago.

“Actually, we’re not terminating your employment,” said Vincent. “We feel that a suitable punishment will suffice. What do you think?”

If they’d read even a fraction of my fantasy, they had to know that I’d enjoy being punished; or at least I thought I would. I knew they were decent guys, and wouldn’t force me to do something I didn’t want to do. But wouldn’t this make a weird situation even weirder? Somebody else might have worried about that; I decided to take the plunge.

“What would my punishment be?” I asked at last, hoping I’d at least get some hint.

The men inched closer, closing in like the walls in an old adventure movie. “Why don’t you let us worry about that,” said Hunter. “But we will be expecting your complete and total obedience.”

I bit my lower lip and nodded. Between my thighs my skin grew slick with my fluids. The way he said obedience electrified me. “Yes, sir.” I craved to give them exactly what they wanted: me.


For Further Reading: “The Kinky Inventor” series
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If you enjoyed this story, and want to try something more exotic, check out Sasha Rich’s “The Kinky Inventor” series. Read on for a preview! These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich’s Amazon page. For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories, like her on Facebook!

“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.”


More Titles By Sasha Rich

“Submissive Professors: Pleasure Bundle”

Two sexy university professors. Two hot college coeds. One low price!

Very proper professors Victoria Lovelace and Penelope Henstridge, and a college senior, Cassandra Crane, have something in common: undiscovered submissive tendencies. All three find their carnal desires awakened, especially when they meet hunky jock Kevin Cross. His intoxicating dominance releases their deep-seated need to be bound, dominated and humiliated. Luckily, he’s no stranger to teaching his teachers about finding satisfaction in exciting new ways, blurring the line between pain and pleasure. Presented to the voracious audience at the secretive Club Odalisque, Vikki, Penny and Cassie discover a passion for bondage, discipline and more!

Now all three stories can be had for one discount price!

“Dirty Therapist: Super Bundle”

Three books, now in one place for a bargain price!

Phil Birch’s methods are unconventional, but his results are indisputable. The handsome, young doctor knows how to use pain and pleasure to help his patients conquer their issues. While others talk and talk, Birch uses sexual domination, spankings and bondage to satisfy his patients’ every need. He’s not afraid to delve deep into his patients psyches while exploring their need to be punished.

Come find out how the only therapist in the city with a dungeon in his office manages to help his patients heal while also experiencing untold bliss. This bundle collects three stories: “Dirty Therapist,” “Dirty Therapist: Ginny’s Guilt” and “Dirty Therapist: Jenna’s Jacket.”

“Submitting to the Boss”

Have you ever had a boss so handsome and dominant that you’d do anything for him? I’d yearned for Harrison ever since we met, but he was married and never made a move. Divorce sent him in a tailspin: the company was struggling and stock prices were plummeting. He needed to cut loose, so I lured him to the office after hours for some hot, steamy action. 

Yeah, I played a naughty trick, I admit it. I didn’t object when my sadistic boss decided to punish me. I enjoyed being bent over his knee and spanked hard. I liked getting tied up and pleasured until I couldn’t take it anymore. I never knew how much I craved submission, or that it would bring me so much mind-blowing ecstasy. 

But would a night of carnal bliss break Harrison out of his rut? Could I handle all of his bondage and discipline? Find out in this scorching hot, erotic story!

“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!

For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories, sign up for her mailing list or like her on Facebook!
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Sasha Rich is a writer from upstate New York who just began taking a hobby and an imagination and making something for others to enjoy. Sasha likes rich men, submissive young women and a variety of BDSM practices. Most importantly, Sasha has a lot of fun ideas and hopes to share many more of them in the near future.
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