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

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

"Are you scared?"

I wasn't.

"Do you feel safe?"

I did.

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

I would.

"Then take off your blouse."

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."
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Dirty Therapist

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

"Sure. Phil."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Why do you say that, Lacy?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Thanks, Facebook," he said lightly.

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

"By a physician? Or another therapist?"

"Neither. A friend."

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

"Yes."

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

"Yes."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

---

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

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

"Are you scared?"

I wasn't.

"Do you feel safe?"

I did.

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

I would.

"Then take off your blouse."

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

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

"Yes, sir?" I said, unsure.

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

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

"No."

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

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

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

"Yes, doctor."

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

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

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

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

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

"Doctor, may I ask a question?"

"Go ahead."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, doctor," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What's wrong?" asked Phil.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, doctor."

"But when you did, something felt wrong?"

"Yes, doctor."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Is seeing this making you nervous?"

"A little, yes, doctor."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"More?"

"Yes, doctor."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Open," he said.

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

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

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

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

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

"What was that?" he said.

"Please let me come, doctor!"

"You can come," he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Excuse me?" he said, grinning coyly.

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

"You may."

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

---

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

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

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

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

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

"For more of this?" I asked eagerly.

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

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

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

"Can I ask you something?"

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

"You're welcome, Lacy."


Dirty Therapist: Ginny's Guilt

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


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


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

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


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

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

"Ginny, hello. Why don't you come on in?"

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

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

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

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

"Please sit," he said.

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


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

"No."

"Exactly. So why don't we start by telling me about your week."

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

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

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

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

"And?"

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

Dr. Birch's brow crinkled. "So why did you break up?"


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

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

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

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

"Why do I keep doing this?" I asked.

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

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


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

"I tried, Dr. Birch. Scott wasn't the one."

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

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

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

"Yes, doctor. But not today."

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

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

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

---

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'm sorry," I said, trembling in Birch's iron grasp.

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, doctor. Please, I'll do anything," I begged.

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

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

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

"Move."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You're sorry? Did you think you were here to have a good time, or to be punished?"

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

"That's correct. Any pleasure you receive comes at my discretion. You know this," he chastised.

"Yes, doctor. I know, it was a mistake."

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

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

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

"Yes, doctor," I said.

"I think this lesson needs time to sink in."

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

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

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

"You didn't have to go anywhere after your session today, did you?" Birch asked.

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ess, ock-or," I mumbled.

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

---

Dr. Phil Birch is a dirty liar.

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

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

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


How boring
, I thought, grinning to myself.

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

What the hell?

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

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

"Oh- ay," I muttered.

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

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

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

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

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


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

"Yes, doctor," I squeaked.

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

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

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

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

"You may," he said. "But just once."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded, tears rolling down my cheeks.

"Do you feel degraded, sucking on your own filth?"

I nodded again, my cheeks burning.

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

Curses died in the duct tape covering my mouth.

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

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

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

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

I nodded vigorously.

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

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

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

"Promise me, Ginny. Promise me, or you'll never escape your guilt."

"Omm. Iss. Ock-or," I said.

"I'm going to hold you to that," Birch warned.

Then he turned it on.

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

"I uhh!" I shouted. "I uhh!"

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

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

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


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


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


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

---

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

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

"How do you feel, Ginny?" he asked.

"Wonderful, doctor," I replied. "But sore."

He nodded. "That's what I was going for. I hope it helped make my point."

"Yes, doctor. Very much."

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

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

"For sure," I said. "But..." I looked down at the floor

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

"Are you still going to treat me?" I asked. "Even if I don't hurt anybody, and don't deserve it... I still want it."

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

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

"You're welcome, Ginny."


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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"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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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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