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Chapter 1

The First Appointment




Parts 1-2




	No need for a recap. With the exception of Dr. Bond, none of the other characters and stories have continued in this work.




	Veronica sat in the waiting room of psychiatrist Dr. Bond, nervous and doubting her decision to come in. This was all probably a waste of her time. She considered leaving. She looked to the door. No one else occupied any of the other chairs. Classical music played softly through the two speakers built into the wall. This was stupid, she thought. A long sigh escaped her. Now she doubted her choice of clothing: pink camisole, jeans, wedge sandals with white straps. Why did her clothes suddenly matter? No one dressed up for a doctor appointment. Casual was always acceptable. She twisted a lock of her chestnut hair with a finger, seriously considering walking back to the elevators, out to her car and driving home.

	The door, not the exit, opened and a woman stood with a pleasant smile. Tall, slender and elegant with wavy dark hair just a shade from total black, nodded at her. “Veronica? Dr. Bond is ready for you.”

	Well, now she couldn’t leave. A glance at the wall clock told her it was two minutes before her appointment. When was a doctor ever early? Perhaps this was a good sign. The woman, presumably the doctor’s secretary or medical assistant or whatever, had on a sharp red dress, cut lower than Veronica considered professional, emphasizing her generous breasts. Veronica wished she were that beautiful, with a killer body and full lips.

	“Thank you,” replied Veronica, voice barely above a whisper as she rose to follow her.

	“Pleased to meet you, Veronica. I’m Bianca.”

	“Pleasure.”

	Through the door and down a very short hall Bianca knocked on the solid mahogany door. Veronica didn’t hear a reply but Bianca opened the door and motioned Veronica to proceed inside.

	A man with wire glasses sat behind the imposing dark wooden desk. His dark hair and close-cropped beard and easy smile made Veronica relax. A little bit. He looked friendly. She was afraid he’d be intimidating, off-putting. Not this friendly, intellectual, fit guy. She had no idea of what to expect. Her friend had only told her he was, “really, really good. And unorthodox.” Veronica needed good. She needed great, but she’d work with good. Maybe good could help.

	“Veronica, wonderful to meet you,” he stood from his huge, plush leather office chair and extended his hand. 	“I’m Dr. Bond.”

	“Hi,” she said as she approached, the door behind her quietly closing. His hand, warm and dry, felt welcoming. Veronica took one of the two leather-padded wooden armchairs positioned before the desk.

	Dr. Bond sat, straightened the lapels of his tan jacket and glanced at his open laptop. “I have some notes here, but I’d rather you just start from scratch and let me know what brings you in. And please, more details the better.

Veronica took a breath. “Okay.” And she paused. The doctor did not prod, but folded his hands on his desk and waited, giving her his full attention.

	“I don’t know if you can help. But I’ve always been this way, as far back as I can remember. I…” she hesitated, unsure of how to proceed. How to put it into words.

	Dr. Bond nodded, almost imperceptibly, but she took it as a sign he was listening, waiting for her to voice her concerns.

	Veronica cleared her throat. “Well, I don’t stand up for myself, for my needs. And wants. I can’t say ‘no’ even when I really want to. At work, with friends. I go out with my friends, I only have two, really, even when I don’t feel up to it or don’t like the place they’re going or whatever they have planned. Like I don’t want them to hate me. And I know they won’t. At least I don’t think so. People at work ask me to help on things I know I don’t have to. But I do it. This even goes back to when I was a child. Kids would use me to help with their homework. I would get corralled into playing games I didn’t want to. I always said yes.”

	Dr. Bond steepled his fingers, elbows to the desk. He waited a beat. He said, “We’re on the fifth floor.” He gestured to the window. “I can open it, allow some fresh air. Not only that, how about you jump from it?”

	Veronica crinkled her brows and nose. “What?”

	“Go ahead. It’s a quite a fall. But some people survive with a lot of broken bones. Go ahead.” He stood and turned to the window behind his desk, unlatched it, pulled it open. “I’m asking you to jump.”

	“You want me to kill—” she stopped. She saw the game and was embarrassed that she didn’t catch on faster. “No.”

	Dr. Bond smiled broadly. “See? That’s a technique that can help. When someone asks you to do something, anything, that you don’t want to do, just imagine if they had asked you to leap from the top of a tall building.”

	“Okay.” She didn’t think this would really work.

	Dr. Bond returned to his chair. “But it’s not so easy, is it? When they actually asked for something rather innocuous, like babysitting or going out to that bar you hate. They’re looking at you, expecting things, and you don’t want to let them down. You don’t want to,” he dropped his voice low, “disappoint them. Or worse, have them not think highly of you or not like you anymore. Just a little ask. But, listen, Veronica. Saying ‘no’ sometimes makes people respect you. It doesn’t make them dislike you.”

	“I know that, logically.”

	“But putting it into practice, making it feel natural and mundane and just a matter of course for life, that’s the thing. That’s our goal.”

	“Okay. How do I get there?”

	“This is your first day, and you’ve already made some progress. But let’s do an exercise.” He pushed the button on the intercom. “Bianca? Could you come in, please?”

	“Coming.”

	Dr. Bond continued, “She really runs this place. I’d be lost without her. And she’s excellent with patients.”

	Bianca entered, closed the door and stood beside Veronica, hands folded at her belly.

	“We’re going to assist Veronica with her inability to say ‘no,’ with her confidence and self-esteem.”

	“Ah,” said Bianca and sat in the chair beside Veronica.

	Dr. Bond opened a drawer and produced a pair of handcuffs.

	Veronica’s eyes widened in surprise. What was he doing?

	He came around the desk, and as he walked behind Bianca’s chair, she placed her hands behind the chair back. Dr. Bond locked the cuffs around Bianca’s wrists, metal clicking. Veronica watched, confused and downright bewildered. Bianca sat as if this was the most normal routine in the world. Her hands were bound behind her in implacable metal. Dr. Bond leaned back on the front of his desk and crossed his arms. “Veronica, please stand.”

Without hesitating, she stood. She couldn’t help but look down at the beautiful secretary in the red dress with her hands locked behind her. Bianca’s expression was neutral and placid. 

	“Bianca,” started Dr. Bond, “give Veronica a suggestion, or an order.”

	Bianca looked Veronica in the eyes. “Smack me.”

	Veronica looked to Dr. Bond, who only raised his eyebrows. Veronica eyes dropped to Bianca, whose expression was placid. “I—”

	“Smack me!” ordered Bianca, voice now with an edge.

	“I can’t do that,” said Veronica, distraught.

	“Maybe she likes it,” suggested Dr. Bond.

	Veronica studied Bianca’s face. Her wide eyes shadowed with thick mascara lines, her plump lips painted a crimson red, her high and lovely cheekbones, her adorable little nose and little chin that came to a rounded point, almost like an anime character. Veronica could not slap this woman. And she was asking! “I can’t!”

	Dr. Bond interjected, “What’s another way to say that?”

	A lightbulb went off in Veronica’s head. She grinned and looked at Bianca. “No.”

	Dr. Bond applauded. “See? Imagine the person asking you things that you don’t want to do—handcuffed. They can’t do anything to you. Like in real life. If your boss requests you cancel your vacation, or wants you to stay late, imagine them handcuffed or tied up and only you can release them. Say—” he gestured to Vernonica with an open hand.

	She caught on a beat late. “No.”

	“Yes! ‘No’ is a perfectly acceptable response to nearly anything. And people will still like you. I promise. In fact, they will respect you even more. They will take note of your boundaries and not ask so many things, not attempt to take advantage of you in the future.”

	Veronica felt better about her decision to keep the appointment with Dr. Bond. As her friend had suggested, his methods were very unorthodox, but justified with the results. Would she stand up for herself more after this initial appointment? She didn’t know, but a grain of hope nested within her chest.

	“Again, Bianca, request something from Veronica,” said Dr. Bond

	“Could you please take that Sharpie from the desk and draw a penis on my forehead?”

	Veronica giggled. “No.”

	“See how easy this gets?” said Dr. Bond.

	“I guess. But this isn’t real life.”

	“Excellent point. These are exercises that, I assure you, will translate positively to your everyday life.” Dr. Bond dug about in that same desk drawer. He held two cloths. He approached the handcuffed Bianca and tied one over her eyes as a blindfold. “Open,” he said and Bianca parted her lips. The remaining cloth, a stretchy, scarf-like material, thicker than the other, was placed between her lips and tied behind her head. Dr. Bond appraised his secretary, now blindfolded and gagged.

	Seeing this display made Veronica experience some strange, unnamable feelings.

	“You mentioned your boss at work,” said Dr. Bond. 	“What are some things you want to say? Perhaps setting boundaries? Pretend Bianca is your boss.”

	Veronica didn’t even have to think. But she had trouble spitting out the words. “I would like several days’ notice before working a Saturday.”

	“I could barely hear you,” said Dr. Bond.

	Veronica cleared her throat. “I would like a few days’ notice before working a Saturday.”

	“Better! What else would you like to say?”

	“My workday ends at five unless there’s damn emergency!”

	“One more!”

	“Quit leering at my ass you creepy sack of shit!”

	After that, Bianca muttered through her gag, “Mmmph?”

	Dr. Bond’s eyebrows were up. “As much as you should say that to his face, you might get fired.”

	Veronica sighed and patted her chest. “Sorry. I got carried away.”

	“No apologies necessary. But perhaps the best thing would be to search for better employment. Sounds like this manager takes advantage of everyone.”

	“Me more than anyone else. And that’s my fault. But I’m working on that. Right?”

	“Yes, yes you are, and you’re doing splendidly.” Dr. Bond went behind his desk and sat. “Please have a seat, Veronica.”

	Veronica sat beside Bianca, still in handcuffs and the rest. She pointed to the bound secretary, “Umm…?”

	“We may need her like that for more exercises. Are you doing okay, Bianca?”

	She nodded and smiled through the gag.

	Veronica was a little mystified. She was a bit amused at Bianca’s voluntary predicament. And something else. This was strange, definitely. She didn’t want to look anywhere else but at this beautiful woman restrained and gagged. But she didn’t want to stare, or appear weird, so she locked her eyes onto Dr. Bond, who jotted a few things on his laptop.

	“You mentioned you have trouble setting boundaries with friends and family, yes?”

	“Right.”

	“So, tell me which relation you have the most trouble with.”

	“My mother.”

	Dr. Bond nodded slowly. “Very common. No one wants to risk that mother-daughter bond. But sometimes that bond gets stressed. If you could, what would you tell your mother to her face? Tell that to Bianca. I promise she won’t lash out at you.”

	Veronica turned to Bianca, who continued to sit placidly. She really wanted to touch the helpless Bianca. Something innocuous. Veronica reached out and took Bianca’s chin in her hand and gently turned her face toward her, even though she couldn’t see. A tingle of exhilaration flowed through her. There was nothing this woman could do to stop her touching her. “I’m not having children. Stop asking. Stop making me feel like that’s my purpose in life. It’s my life.” Veronica drew back her hand, yet still buzzed from that simple touch. From staring at the gag bisecting her lips which fascinated her for some reason.

	“Good, very good. At the right time, and in a gentle manner, perhaps you should bring this up with your mother.”

	“I can’t, I mean, not anytime soon. You don’t know how she is.”

	“At your own pace. As you build confidence. Say more.”

	Veronica stood and leaned over Bianca, hands on her shoulders. Not rough, but she enjoyed the touch. It felt liberating to be in charge. To lord over a beautiful woman who was handcuffed and gagged. “Stop begging me to babysit Briana’s kids. It’s not going to make me want my own. I’ve had enough of you asking if I’m dating someone. I’m good by myself and I like girls better, anyway.” Veronica leaned away from Bianca, pushing away the sudden urge to kiss her on the upper lip above the cloth of that gag.

	“Bravo! Bravo! In the future, you and you mother are going to have a lovely discussion.”

	“If I have her like this, then yes.”

	Dr. Bond laughed. “Well, the aim of the exercise is to make the discussion possible without actually gagging your mother.”

	Veronica sat heavily. “I don’t know if that’s possible.”

	“I don’t know your mother. But that wouldn’t be recommended. We do the things here so you don’t have to do them in the outside world.”

	“I understand. But also…I don’t know.”

	Dr. Bond’s eyes went to the clock. “I’m afraid our time is about done. We should release Bianca.”

	Veronica’s heart sank. She wanted Bianca to remain right where she was and the way she was. She finally admitted to herself that this was thrilling. Not some mysterious feeling. It thrilled her to see beautiful Bianca with her hands locked behind her.

	Dr. Bond rose, a key in hand.

	Vernica decided she would help. She needed to touch her just a little more. She pulled the blindfold away, fingers lingering in her hair. As Bianca blinked and her eyes re-adjusted to the light of the office, Veronica smiled at her. Bianca returned the smile even though still gagged. As Dr. Bond unlocked the handcuffs, metal clinking, Veronica wrestled with the tight knot of the cloth behind Bianca’s head. Bianca’s arms, now free, came forward and she rubbed her wrists as Veronica worked that knot loose at last. She pulled the gag from Bianca’s lips.

	“Thank you,” she said.

	“Oh, sure.” Veronica felt awkward holding the wet gag. Dr. Bond took it from her and placed it atop the blindfold on his desk.

	Dr. Bond said to Bianca, “That will be all.”

	Bianca turned to leave. Veronica couldn’t help but watch her go. Damn, this was what her boss did all the time. Was she being a creep?

	Dr. Bond struck out his hand. “It was a pleasure, Veronica. I’ll see you in two weeks and practice setting boundaries in the meantime. Imagine Bianca here bound and gagged if that helps.”

	Veronica intended to imagine Bianca tied up whether she was practicing saying “no” or not.

	And that made her nervous when she met Bianca on the way out at the reception desk. “Do I owe anything?”

Bianca tapped a few keys and answered, “No. No copay today. Insurance covered.”

	Veronica gave her a nervous smile and headed out to the elevator.

◆◆◆

	The next several days Veronica couldn’t get Bianca out of her mind. She had hardly spoken to the woman at all, but she realized she was obsessed. Just because she was beautiful? Did seeing her restrained and gagged set off the fire? Veronica felt silly about it. She thought this was as ridiculous as a man falling in love with a stripper at the club. Bianca was just doing her job. She felt nothing about Veronica except possibly concern for a patient of Dr. Bond’s. 

	But rationalizing didn’t help much. Would the next session have her in a similar situation? Was that all she could hope for?

	Veronica felt like a stalker, but she went searching for her on social media. The placard on the reception desk had her last name, and she had taken a mental note of it. Veronica couldn’t help herself, despite feeling stupid. Even shady. Bianca’s profile wasn’t hard to find. It was set to private, but she could see her profile photo and a blurb. In the photo, Bianca was radiant in the sunshine, her dark hair wild, her smile beaming. The picture showed her from the waist up, a teal tank accentuating her fit body against a cliff wall. “Living the good life out in nature! Rock climbing, hiking, biking and snowboarding!” That was it. No mention of her employment. Veronica thought that was great. Too many folks identified so hard with their 40-hour grind…despite despising their job. Did this mean Bianca didn’t like her job? This notion set Veronica back. What if she did and thought nothing more of Veronica than her patient number? Sadly, this was very likely the case.

	But Veronica’s mind churned. Bianca liked outdoorsy, athletic things. Veronica had a bike and took it out on nice days when she had the time. Bianca didn’t say what kind of biking she enjoyed but she surmised it was mountain biking. It was a small thing to go on. But the next appointment, she promised herself to bring it up and try for a connection.














Chapter 2

The Second Appointment




	Veronica entered the waiting area in a red tank top and black yoga pants. She really wanted Bianca to notice that she kept fit, too.

	“Welcome back Veronica,” said Bianca from behind the reception desk. Her hair was pulled back into a professional ponytail and she looked divine with her blue sleeveless dress. Well, Veronica could only see her shoulders and face. “Dr. Bond will be with you in a moment.”

	Veronica reflexively sat. Bianca’s eyes dropped to her computer screen. Veronica wanted to say something. Bring up biking bring up biking bring up biking, her mind chanted on repeat. But she sat, silent. She couldn’t muster the courage. Damn it damn it damn it! Say something!

	A few minutes passed. “Go ahead in Veronica. Dr. Bond is ready for you.”

	“Thank you,” she said cheerfully and walked through the door, not surprised at all she had said nothing. She didn’t even innocently compliment Bianca’s dress. Missed opportunities were the prime stock of Veronica’s life.

	Dr. Bond welcomed her warmly from behind his desk. She sat, feeling sorry for herself. Dr. Bond asked about her two weeks and Veronica mentioned speaking up for herself a couple times at work, but other than those tiny almost-victories, not much had changed.

	“Any progress is good progress. Baby steps. Be good to yourself and acknowledge the good things.”

Veronica nodded and smiled. Her little smile fell. She mentioned having to work last Saturday on last-minute notice. She still couldn’t say ‘no’ to her boss.

	“That’s all right. Rome wasn’t built overnight, or however that saying goes. It sounds like we made a little progress.” He buzzed the intercom for Bianca and Veronica’s heart leapt. Nerves set the butterflies aflutter in her belly.

	Bianca entered, looking ravishing in her dress that fell to just above her knees. She stood before the desk, hands folded in front of her. So professional. So lovely.

	Dr. Bond pulled out the handcuffs and came around the desk. He handed them to Veronica. “This session, you take control of Bianca. Use the cuffs.”

	Veronica rose from the chair, uncertain, the cold metal links in her hand clinking lightly as they dangled. She wondered if she were holding them correctly. Was there a correct way? Why did she overthink the little details? She didn’t want to appear dim in front of Dr. Bond and especially not Bianca.

	Veronica looked to Bianca, who wore a small smile. She wanted to kiss her, not cuff her. Maybe both. Definitely both. She had to be content with the cuffing and stick to the session and not look like a lovesick little puppy. After clearing her throat, Veronica said, “Turn around.”

	This provided her with a nice view of Bianca’s butt.

	“Hands behind you, please.”

	“A little louder,” said Dr. Bond. “A bit more assertive. Bianca is your life, and you need to get in control of your life. Sit in the driver’s seat. Take the wheel.”

	“Okay. Hands behind, please.”

	“Better,” smiled Dr. Bond.

	Bianca placed her hands behind her, palms facing one another, wrists an inch apart. Veronica placed the first cuff and clicked it until it looked tight. She did the same with the other.

	The receptionist tested the cuffs, tugging them, the metallic clinks thrilled Veronica. She loved having this beauty restrained. Bianca turned to face her. That small smile, with just her lips, remained.

	“Take these leg cuffs,” said Dr. Bond, holding a one-foot chain with an open cuff at either end. “Take more control over your life.”

	“Okay.” Veronica had never seen things like these before. Their operation looked to be identical to their hand-oriented counterparts. She knelt by Bianca’s black high heels and bare legs and placed the first cuff over her right ankle. She feared she may have clicked it too tightly, and almost asked if it was okay or hurt but then she reminded herself that Bianca would say something if that were the case. She needn’t be so overly cautious. Just do the thing. Get control of my life. The other was securely clicked over her left. Her eyes lingered over her restrained ankles for a moment before she rose. She hoped that wasn’t obvious. She didn’t intend to pause, but she just…did.

	Now standing, she had to courage to meet Bianca’s deep brown eyes. A touch of the wooze struck. She could fall forever into those eyes. She kept her stare fixed by sheer will. Was it weird? Was she making it weird? Dr. Bond said Bianca represented her life. And she would stare and take control. Even if it felt weird. She really did not want to make Bianca uncomfortable. But she always carried herself with confidence. It might be impossible to make her uncomfortable. She hoped so. She didn’t want to creep out her crush.

	Dr. Bond had something else in his hand. Something black. Black with silver bits. It took Veronica a moment to realize it was a collar. A leather collar with spike studs. 	“Own your life. Place this item around her neck. It is a display of ownership. Own your life. It’s your life already, Veronica, but you don’t truly own it, do you?”

	He was right. She shook her head in reply. With the offered leather implement in hand, she reached toward Bianca’s slender neck. She still stood completely unruffled. Another day at the office for her? Veronica swallowed hard and hoped it wasn’t audible or visible. She wrapped the collar, a rather delicate affair only an inch thick, about Bianca’s willing neck and buckled it. Not tight. It was her neck, it wasn’t supposed to choke right? It was a symbolic thing.

	Dr. Bond said, “Tell her you own her. That she’s yours. 	This is your life you’re talking to. Be firm. Be confident.”

	“I own you. I own you. You’re mine.”

	“Good,” said Dr. Bond, holding his chin.

	“You do what I tell you. You’re my life. You must obey me! You will obey me!” Veronica felt her blood rising. This gave her a rise. Bianca could do nothing to her. She was restrained. She had no choice. “You’re mine!”

	“Tell her to do something,” suggested Dr. Bond, hand still on his chin, standing and observing it all. “Perhaps tell her to walk across the office.”

	Veronica couldn’t think of anything better. Bianca wasn’t capable of much. “Walk to the credenza and back,” she ordered, crossing her arms before her.

	Bianca turned and took tiny steps in the direction Veronica indicated. This gave Veronica a surge of excitement, watching her, with her hands handcuffed behind her, making these little steps at her behest. Bianca made it to the credenza, where flowers were arranged in a vase. Veronica got bold. “Stop. Pick a rose from the vase with your teeth.”

	“Bravo,” whispered Dr. Bond. “Make your life the way you want it.”

	Bianca took two steps backward to give herself room. She carefully bent at the waist, lowering her head to the arrangement of flowers, four of which were red roses. Veronica walked over for a closer look. Bianca tilted her head as she reached into the stems, lips parted. She managed to grasp a rose stem and pull it from the vase without disturbing the rest of the arangement. After straightening back up, she looked absolutely divine with a rose between her lips. Veronica noted the thorns near the bottom of the stem. She hadn’t thought of thorns. None were near Bianca’s plump lips, though. Would she still have acquiesced to her demand if the entire stem was covered in thorns? Everyone had limits. What were Bianca’s?

	Emboldened, Veronica took several steps backward and ordered, “Bring me that rose. You plucked it just for me.”

	With those small, careful steps, Bianca approached Veronica until her face was just inches from her own.

	Veronica started to sweat. Earlier, she couldn’t even bring up a simple activity they might have in common. Now, she felt invincible. Yet, nervous around the edges. She didn’t want to step too far. But Bianca, bound Bianca with a rose in her pretty lips, represented her life, right? She was in charge of her life. Veronica took a breath, and with courage she didn’t have before, she ordered, “Give me my rose. Place it in my mouth.”

	Bianca blinked, and not the usual type of natural blink one does a million times in the course of a day. That was a surprised blink. The only crack in her veneer of a dutiful role player. Veronica kept her eyes to Bianca’s. Bianca leaned forward, slowly. Vernica parted her lips to accept the gift. Their lips touched. Bianca pushed the stem from her mouth to Veronica’s with her tongue. Her tongue brushed Veronica’s top lip for a brief second. Excitement and arousal coursed through Veronica. She wanted to lean in and kiss her so badly. But she had already overstepped all medical professionalism. She was surprised Dr. Bond didn’t stop her. Or say anything.

	Now the stem of the rose sat be between Veronica’s lips. The stem had been moistened by Bianca, which thrilled her even more. She wanted to do many things to this gorgeous woman.

	How much time passed? Veronica had been in a fog, a hazy dream alone with Bianca, where their lips met and lingered for a long, long time. Veronica took the stem from her mouth and couldn’t think of anything to say for a beat. “Thank you.”

	Bianca did not reply. Perhaps because she had not been told to.

	Veronica sniffed the rose. It actually felt like a gift. “Back to Dr. Bond’s desk.”

	Bianca resumed her little steps, the chain jangling.

	Dr. Bond had sat back behind his desk. “Feeling in total control?”

	“Yes,” replied Veronica with a smile.

	“You appear pretty confident. How do you feel?”

	“Confident.”

	“Excellent. Carry that mood out into the world.”

	“Okay. I’ll try.”

	“There is no try. Only do.”

	Veronica shot him a sidelong look. “Did you just quote Yoda?”

	“It’s a very good line. A lot of truth in it.” He picked up keys from the desktop. “Please release Bianca.”

	Veronica, reluctantly, took the keys and went to her wrists first. Once free, Bianca rubbed her wrists, just like last time. Veronica unlocked her ankles next. As she stood, chain in hand, she said to Bianca, “Thank you.”

Bianca replied, “Of course.”

	Veronica wanted to make sure the whole rose thing was okay, not overstepping, but moreover, that she liked it. But Bianca was the cool professional.

	“Thank you for your assistance, Bianca,” said Dr. Bond.

	That was her cue to leave. Veronica watched her butt until she closed the door behind her. She seated herself before Dr. Bond’s desk.

	“You’re positively glowing,” Dr. Bond remarked.

	Veronica felt a blush heat up her neck and cheeks. She knew the feelings radiating through her posture and face were less new confidence and more brushing lips with Bianca. “I feel good,” she said in her small voice.

	“You can speak louder.”

	“I feel good. Great. These sessions are very helpful.”

	“Very glad to hear it. But you have to bring this beyond the confines of this office. Each time you’re confronted by someone overstepping your personal boundaries, imagine that person as Bianca, hands cuffed behind, mouth gagged. They cannot harm you. When it comes down to it, only you can harm you.”

	“I’ll do that.” The image he conjured reignited the still kindling sexually charged feelings for Bianca. But she knew what he meant, and she truly did intend to make her life better with improved confidence and self-esteem.

	“That’s all for today. See you soon.”

	She bade the doctor a good day and left.

	Veronica was determined to make a little use for the confidence as she walked into the waiting room. She stopped at the reception desk, where Bianca was busy on her laptop. Her expression remained pleasant and neutral as she up. “Hi,” said Veronica. She felt embarrassed after the greeting since they had been together a mere five minutes before. “Copay or anything?”

	Bianca tapped a few keys. “No. You’re good.”

	Veronica appraised her expression, hoping for a sign that Bianca either was not cool with the rose kiss or that she was more than cool with it. Veronica could read nothing in her placid, professional expression. “Good. I mean, I don’t like my job much but the insurance is pretty good.” Then, Veronica pushed herself to drop a hint, to make the smallest connection through a possible shared passion. “I guess I’ll head home and do a few miles cycling.”

	“Oh.” Bianca paused. “That’s great. The exercise and the fresh air. Good for both mind and body. Road or trails?”

	Veronica’s heart skipped a beat. And she froze for a second, like a cat caught on the counter with the cake. She’s talking to me and acting interested! “Road. The bike lanes around here are pretty good. The drivers suck, though.”

	“I’ve almost been run over a few times. Be careful out there.”

	That felt like Bianca was ending the conversation. Well, she did have work to do, right? Her job wasn’t the proper place to flirt, anyway. “I will. Bye.”

	Veronica strode out to the elevator, feeling great that she actually managed to bring up a possible common interest. Also, feeling down that it didn’t go anywhere. Regardless, it was a step in the right direction that she had managed to say anything at all.

◆◆◆

	Friday, the clock finally wound down to four-thirty, just thirty more minutes to go and Veronica would be free for the weekend. When requesting her to work over the weekend, her boss usually approached her around three, and three had come and gone. She was home free.

	Veronica typed away, filling in the forms, confirming payments, sending receipts. There was plenty of work to be done, and plenty waiting for Monday. But for now, the knowledge of being free for the weekend drove her on. She was determined to not coast, just push through the work

	“Veronica?”

	Her heart dropped three floors below. She didn’t even look up to meet her boss’s eyes—she knew that voice. Every muscle tensed. Her fingers stopped typing. She continued to glare at her screen.

	“Veronica?”

	“Yes?” She pulled her eyes away from her screen. There he was. Perfect hair shot with plenty of gray, but sagging jowls and eye bags beneath, marking his age and the lack of respect for the rest of himself. He wasn’t even that old. But her dislike for him likely painted him far worse than he actually looked.

	“Well, we need you in tomorrow. We need to get a jump on a new contract.”

	Veronica breathed in, quietly. She imagined Bianca with a gag in her mouth. The boss could not hurt her. “No. I have plans.” Her voice did not issue with confidence. But she did contradict him. For the first time.

	He cleared his throat which sounded like a phlegmy growl. His eyes betrayed his surprise at her reply. “We really need some good people like you in tomorrow. Sleep in. Come on in at nine. Only six hours.”

	“I really can’t.” She cringed at the way she sounded. Like whining. Why couldn’t she put all her weight behind her desires? To just firmly tell him no again? 

	“Veronica. It’s more money.”

	She knew more hours equaled more money. She was hourly. She tried to picture him as a tied up and gagged Bianca. “I—”

	“Practically half a day, with an extra hour to sleep in. Best I can do.”

	Tell him no! Tell him no! “Fine.”

	“Excellent! See you in the morning! And enjoy that extra hour of snooze!” he chuckled as he walked off to pester another employee into coming in on a Saturday.

	Veronica’s shoulders slumped. Defeated again. But, she realized, that her resisting, just this little bit, she had him negotiating. It wasn’t a real victory, but it was something.

	And she still had to come in on a fucking Saturday.








Chapter 3




The Third Appointment


	Veronica walked into the waiting room and went directly to the reception desk, really looking forward to seeing Bianca. But she wasn’t there. A yellow note had been affixed to the top of the desk. “Veronica, at 6 o’clock sharp just knock on Dr. Bond’s door. –Bianca.”

	She sighed her disappointment. Apparently Bianca had left early for the day. After muttering a curse she sat in one of the waiting room chairs. She had five minutes until her appointment. It was always a point of pride to arrive on time—early even—to all her engagements.

	Well, she had a few things to tell the doctor. Some good. And her failure to truly stand up to her boss the previous Friday. But she stood up a little, which she had never accomplished before, so that was a good thing. A small good thing.

	The waiting time crawled by. When the moment arrived, she let herself into the short hall and rapped on Dr. Bond’s door.

	“Enter.”

	Veronica opened the door. And stood there, shock rooting her cute blue open-toed heels to the floor. Just a foot from the corner of Dr. Bond’s desk stood Bianca: tight strapless red top, black shirt that only dropped an inch below her ass, and red high heels. Her wrists were bound with rope and tethered to a ring in the ceiling, stretching her. Her ankles were bound, and another rope encircled her thighs above the knees. A black ball had been inserted into her mouth. The sight was breathtaking as it was unexpected.

	“We’re accelerating this phase of your therapy,” explained Dr. Bond, standing on the other side of the desk. 	“We decided to have Bianca ready and not waste time with the binding during your allotted hour. But before we proceed, please take a seat and tell me of the past two weeks.”

	Veronica reassembled herself from the delightful shock of seeing Bianca in such a tight and arousing situation, and sat. She told of the Friday incident with her boss, a few other things, like a friend goading her to meet her at the bar when she only wanted to read in bed with her cat. Dr. Bond gave Veronica his full attention. Veronica kept stealing glances at the bound and gagged Bianca, whose eyes were cast to the floor. Veronica was still a little shook from seeing her like this as she entered, but she managed to keep her voice level and somewhat confident despite the sexy, kinky distraction of Bianca.

	“Progress! Clap yourself on the back. Next time, I fully believe you can tell your boss ‘no,’ and firmly, and take more control of your life. Little steps are good steps, so don’t be down on yourself. I’m proud of you.”

	Veronica grinned. It felt good to hear that. Really good.

	“Now, for today, we’ll work on correction. Correcting the path of life. Getting yourself on the road you want to be.” From behind the desk Dr. Bond pulled out a long, black leather thing, a handle at one end, and the other end a flat rectangle. “This is the method of correction.” He pointed to Bianca. “That is your life. Your life, the path to living well and getting—and remaining—in control, needs corrective measures. Take this and correct your life. Say what you want improved and than smack your life with this riding crop. Get it into the shape you desire.”

Veronica looked to Bianca. Could she hit her with this thing? She wanted to lick her all over, but strike her with this crop thing? She hesitated.

	“This is your life,” reiterated Dr. Bond. “Correct it.”

	She took the crop by the handle and stood. Veronica looked at Bianca from head to her red high heels. She took Bianca by the chin and lifted her face so she looked directly into Bianca’s dark, dark eyes. There was something different behind those eyes this time? Was that nervousness? A touch of fear?

	Veronica forced herself into the proper mindset as Dr. Bond had directed. This was her life to mold. She had to get it right. Make it right. Correction. Bend the path of her life to her desire, her will. She released Bianca’s face and circled her, crop in hand. The weight of it felt good. With this, she could set things right. She repeated that thought several times in her mind.

	Dr. Bond reclined in his plush leather chair. It looked expensive. Like an office throne. He looked very comfortable in it. “Call out a part of your life you want to be better, then add correction,” he instructed.

	Veronica stood behind Bianca now. She thwapped the crop to her own hand lightly, getting the feel of it. The balance. It felt nice. She took a step away from Bianca and growled, “I don’t want to work Saturdays!” She swung the crop and stung the back of Bianca’s thighs, eliciting muffled yelp. “Not even for six hours!” Thwap! “Not even if I can come in an hour later!” Thwap!

	Veronica got heady with the power. The power to change her life with leather correction. Power buzzed within her. It flowed through her veins. Veronica placed the crop on Dr. Bond’s desk, who watched her with interest. Behind Bianca again, she unzipped her skirt and allowed it to fall around her bound ankles. The panties beneath matched her top, scarlet. With both hands she yanked down the panties which then hung at her thigh ropes. Veronica felt afire in her quest for correction, but that perfect, round ass was startlingly fine. But the path of life correction lay through that bare butt. The crop was in her hand again, the power of it crackling through her like electricity. Like lightning. “I hate my job and I will quit!”

	Thwap! “Mmmmmph!”

	“I’ll get a job that suits me more!”

	Thwap! “Mmmmmph!”

	“I’ll tell my boss to bend over and eat his own ass!”

	Thwap! “Mmmmmph!”

	Pink marks marred Bianca’s beautiful butt. 

	There were more matters to address.

	“I will move to an apartment that allows dogs!”

	Thwap! “Mmmmmph!”

	“Even though I love my cat, I want a dog!” Thwap!

	“When my friend texts me and I don’t want to go out, I’ll tell her ‘maybe next time but not tonight!'” Thwap!

	With purpose, Veronica slapped the crop hard on Dr. Bond’s desk. Back at Bianca, in front of her now, she pulled up her camisole top, revealing an intricate lacy bra, and her tits straining to be released. She pulled the clasp loose with a swift motion, unleashing Bianca’s weighty and gorgeous tits that were set to swaying with the force.

	With Bianca’s chin in her hand once more, she said. “You’re beautiful. You’re what my life will be. But first, we must bend the path to a greater goal.”

	Bianca nodded, bracing for more, eyes squinting.

	She turned back to the desk and noticed Dr. Bond had sat something new beside the riding crop. A flail. Black, leather, a number of tails that ended in little knots. She picked it up. Much shorter and thicker than the crop. She smacked it hard on the desk, startling Dr. Bond, who flinched, then readjusted his glasses.

	Veronica turned to Bianca, who did not look away. Veronica’s left hand caressed one of her breasts, brushing a nipple with the backs of her fingers, feeling the skin tighten. A moment ago, she’d rather be doing just this, and then bending to kiss her breasts. Something had changed. Dropping her hand to her side, she stepped back and raised her weaponized right hand.

	She paused.

	Bianca squeezed her eyes shut.

	Veronica swung hard, striking both tits.

	Smack! “Mmmmph-mmmmmmm!”

	Backhand. Smack!

	“Mmmmph-mmmm!”

	“No grandchildren, mother! No handsome boyfriend with a corporate job! I’m already married to a stupid job that I hate!”

	Smack!

	No vocal reaction this time, but tears streamed down Bianca’s cheeks.

	Veronica dropped the flail, leather flopping to the carpet. She grasped a nipple in each hand and squeezed hard, twisted. “Are you listening? Are you going to change? Am I going to get what I want?”

	Bianca, without opening her eyes, nodded vigorously.

	Veronica was out of breath, chest heaving.

	Bianca opened her eyes again, just watery slits, dripping.

	Veronica bent over and picked up the flail and struck Bianca’s tits once more. “You’d better! I need a better life! I want to love my life!” Veronica breathed hard and fast. She dropped the flail. She cupped Bianca’s face in her hands. “Oh. I’m sorry, honey. So sorry. I got carried away.”

	“Stop,” said Dr. Bond, softly, firmly. “Step back, Veronica. Don’t confuse your life with Bianca. She’s a symbol, and when you break that illusion, you risk the therapy not working.”

	Veronica let go of Bianca’s wet face and walked backward two steps, until her butt struck the back of one of the chairs before the desk.

	Dr. Bond positioned himself between the two, facing Veronica, who felt like she swirled in the center of a breakdown.

	“You were doing great. But we’re going to have to cut this session short. Let me get you some water.”

	Dr. Bond left the office. Bianca had turned around. Glaring marks striped her ass and thighs. As much as she enjoyed laying her frustrations on that lovely butt, seeing the remains of her handiwork saddened her. Guilt curled up and made a hollow home within her chest.

	Dr. Bond returned with a glass of ice water. He stood in the doorway and gestured to Veronica. She straightened up and followed him into the empty waiting room. She took the glass, the cold shocking her lips and tongue. But a good shock. A pull back to reality. Everything felt vivid and real. A fog that she didn’t even realize had enveloped her had lifted.

	They sat beside one another. “Not your fault, Veronica. It happens sometimes. A patient can be drawn away from the session and lose sight of what Bianca is a stand-in for. Nothing to worry about. You have empathy, and that’s a good thing. Don’t beat yourself up about it.”

	“Okay,” she said weakly.

	“Can you wait here a moment as I tend to Bianca?”

	“Of course.”

	Dr. Bond left her alone. Veronica drank the water. Did things go awry because she had developed feelings for Bianca? Which was stupid of her. They hardly exchanged words. She was the very pretty receptionist and there was no reason to think she would like her back. She shouldn’t have even tried, looking her up on the socials and attempting to hint at something they had in common. Veronica lamented she had acted like the guy in Hooters who had a thing for the waitress. Stupid. The waitress just wants tips. Bianca was just getting through her workday. Same thing. She wished she would have left things at the patient/provider relationship. That would have been that. The therapy would not have been derailed. Dr. Bond was wrong. This was all her fault.

	She sat the glass down on the end table beside. She drooped and held her head in her hands, staring at the patterned carpet, her chestnut hair falling to shadow her face.

	The door opened and she didn’t feel like looking up. A hand on her back, gentle. Someone sat beside her. “Hey.” It was Bianca’s voice. She had expected the doctor’s.

	Veronica sat up and brushed away a tear she didn’t even know was there until this second.

	Bianca smiled. “How are you doing? You okay?”

	“I’m sorry,” replied Veronica in her weakest voice. She had no strength to even attempt her newfound confident timbre.

	“You have nothing to be sorry for. This is what I do. Part of it, anyway. I’m here for it. Helping patients push through.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “And I love my job.”

	“I kinda whipped the shit out of you.”

	Bianca smiled broadly. “I know. It was great. I was into it.”

	Something clicked within Veronica. Some of the guilt drained away. “Really?” She studied Bianca’s face. Tired, but oddly refreshed. Eyes bright, sweat still dappling her forehead. Like after a long bike ride. She determined Bianca was telling the truth.

	“Truly.” She stroked Veronica’s back in a reassuring way.

	“Okay. Wow. Some job you have.”

	“Most of the time I’m running that desk and doing administrative work. But a few times a week I help out like I worked with you. Sometimes other things. It’s all good. So many people improve dramatically with Dr. Bond’s therapies. You’ve made progress in such a short time. You’re a shining example.”

	“Oh.” Veronica didn’t know what else to say.

	“But he just informed me he’s removing me as the assistant in your case. He says our relationship got compromised. But don’t fret. He has others that play the same roles. You’ll be in good hands.”

	Veronica’s heart withered.

	“Hey, you were starting to regain some energy,” said Bianca, “and now you look all wiped out again.”

	“I just don’t have a poker face.”

	“No one does in a psychiatry office.”

	“I guess that’s valid.”

	“We all know a thing or two about reading people. Despite all that, mistakes can still be made. Anyway, I’m supposed to set you up for an appointment in a week, not the usual two. He wants you back in here ASAP.”

	Veronica considered. Her mind still whirled in a confused churn. But she did like the results so far. “Okay.”

	“Good.” Bianca made to get up, presumably to head to her desk to set up the appointment, but stopped, looked back to Veronica. “Now that I’m no longer the aide on your treatment, how about we go bike riding sometime?”

	Veronica brightened in an instant.

	Bianca laughed. “Yes, I got your hint loud and clear.”

	Veronica blushed.

	Bianca giggled. “Quit blushing. It will be fun. But not tomorrow. Give my ass a little time to heal.”

	“Can we do it Saturday? I’ll tell my boss to fuck himself if he tries to screw up our bike riding plans.”

	“Perfect. Do that.” Bianca stood. “Let’s get your appointment penciled in, shall we?”

	Veronica smiled. “Yeah. Okay.”




END


If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page!
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