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Chapter 1

 

Amanda Brown was reading the instructions she had hastily written down on a pad of paper, while at the same time trying to keep her eyes and mind on the road ahead of her. She finally located the turning she wanted and started driving down the tree-lined avenue.

‘Marlets’ was, she’d noted, the last house on the right. Focusing on the road, she soon passed the other houses and the fields belonging to a farm and then found the driveway to ‘Marlets’. The house itself was much more impressive than she had imagined and though James Ringley had been well spoken on the telephone, Amanda had no reason to have believed he was wealthy enough to own the mansion she now saw before her.

Parking her VW Golf on the shingle driveway, Amanda made her way to the great oak front door. The sound of the buzzer ringing indoors almost seemed incongruous for such a magnificent house.

“Amanda?” The voice asked as the door opened.

“Yes, and you must be James. Sorry to be a bit late but I got confused with the directions.”

“It happens,” said James as he ushered Amanda into the house and closed the door behind her. “Do come through to my study.”

Dr. James Ringley was retired at the age of forty-five having, so he claimed, become bored with the National Health Service and preferring not to continue in private practice. Instead, he had decided to devote himself and his expertise to the benefit of young women such as the delectable brunette who entered his study. Amanda Brown was just twenty-two years old, single, and somewhat frumpy and old-fashioned in her attitudes. At twenty-two, with a string of past boyfriends who’d mostly split with her saying she was frigid and boring, Amanda had decided to do something about it. She’d talked to her own doctor, who could find nothing physically wrong with her and had referred her to a private psychiatrist. The shrink, in turn had tried her on anti-depressants, taught her the rudiments of self-hypnosis and finally given up on her when nothing had worked.

Being twenty-two with a reputation for being frigid and boring was not something Amanda took to kindly, so she had started to try to discover just what it was that made some women evidently enjoy sex so much while she so obviously didn’t. A few months later she’d come across the advert in a glossy magazine aimed at twenty-something females who were on their own or who had boyfriend problems. That had led to a phone call and today’s meeting.

“Would you like a cup of coffee, or tea perhaps?” asked James, standing in the doorway. “Do sit down and make yourself comfortable. Take either of the armchairs – I find sitting round the desk too formal for these get-togethers.”

“Thank you, tea would be most welcome.” Amanda had a slightly husky voice.

“While I’m doing it, and as time is money, so they say, I have a standard questionnaire I’d like to fill in. It’s not overly complex but it gives me something to work on while we are talking. If you’d be so kind as to fill it in,” said James, handing Amanda a document of four sheets of paper stapled together in the top left corner.

“Sure,” said Amanda.

“Won’t be more than a few minutes,” said James, smiling as he left the doorway for the kitchen.

Amanda sat down to fill in the questionnaire and noticed most of it was just simple yes/no type questions. She’d finished a couple of minutes before the tea arrived. When he walked back in the room, James noticed that Amanda’s face was somewhat flushed with embarrassment, a definite shade of red that she had not exhibited when she’d arrived.

“Everything okay?” He asked politely.

“Yes,” said Amanda. “I guess I should have expected it to have been quite explicit and of course I know I have to bare my soul to you if we are to get anywhere. I’ve given it my best shot but there were some terms in there that I didn’t understand so you may have to explain some of them to me. I’ve left those answers blank, as you’ll see.”

“That’s okay,” said James, handing her a cup of tea from the tray he’d brought in. Then he took the sheaf of papers and sat himself down on the chair opposite Amanda.

For five minutes James read her answers, sipping his tea as he did so.

“I see,” he said at last, straightening up and looking at Amanda. “You say you have never had an orgasm, rarely get excited by the thought of sex and when you do get excited, being touched in intimate areas turns you off the idea. You did not answer the questions relating to fellatio or cunnilingus and the thought of bondage is something you would not entertain. There are other things I can glean from your answers, but that’s the gist of it, would you agree?”

“Yes, absolutely,” Amanda replied softly.

“And you evidently dress very conservatively from what I can see. Amanda was wearing a dark brown suit with matching straight skirt, long brown boots and a white blouse under the suit jacket. Her dark brown hair was tied back in a bun and her face lacked any semblance of having cosmetics applied to it.

“Yes, I’m not into frills or showing myself off. Never have been and I doubt I ever will be. I’m just comfortable wearing things like this or jeans and a pullover.”

“I see,” said James slowly.

“Before I spend a lot of money with you, as I did with the psychiatrist, can you be honest with me. Is there anything you can do to help me?”

“Of yes, I have no doubt about that, but you are going to have to help as well.”

“Yes, yes, I know that, and I will do my best.”

“Excellent. Well, after tea we’ll go through to my little examination room. It is best to make sure for myself that there are no physical problems first.”

“Okay, if you say so,” said Amanda, wondering just what would be involved. She’d already been intimately examined by her lady General Practitioner and also by a consultant, who also happened to be female.”

“First, I need you to sign this consent form,” said James, proffering a single sheet of closely typed paper. “It provides your consent for me to examine you thoroughly and once I’ve done that we’ll decide where to take things.”

“Okay,” said Amanda, scrawling her signature on the bottom of the paper, not realising it was anything but an official document. She also failed to read the small print, instead putting her trust in the man opposite her, unaware that he was no longer a practicing medic, nor aware of the reasons why he had been struck off a few years earlier.

The tea finished, James led the not-unattractive young woman into his examination room. The room looked much like a doctor’s room, with a narrow, black-leather-faced couch lining one wall, a desk and a unit containing cupboards and shelves.

“Please, remove all your clothes and sit on the couch.”

Amanda did as she was told, carefully folding her clothes as she removed each one, and forming a pile of all her garments on a small chair next to the couch. When she was naked, James noticed she had full, firm breasts with leathery nipples protruding from dark areolas. She also had a thick dark thatch of pubic hair that covered her sex.

Amanda sat silently on the bed as James placed his stethoscope on various parts of her chest. She breathed in deeply when asked to and coughed when instructed to. The stethoscope checked out both lungs and heart, from Amanda’s back and then from the front, James being careful not to touch her breasts.

“Excellent. No sign of any problems there. Now, I take it you examine your breasts regularly?”

“Yes, every few months and, in anticipation of the next question, I can’t feel anything wrong there.”

“Good. Now, would you be so kind as to go into the toilet behind that door and give me a sample in this bottle,” said James, writing some notes on a pad of paper.

Amanda was gone for five minutes. She returned with the little bottle full of her pee. James dipped a test paper in it and noted the result.

“That’s fine,” he said. “So, would you lie down now and I will give you a thorough abdominal examination.”

Amanda lay on the couch and put her hands by her side while James palmed and pushed his hands all around her abdomen.

“Any tenderness?” He asked after a minute but it was clear Amanda had no problems because, despite his pushing and prodding, she did not flinch once.

“Okay, one more thing, I need to give you an internal examination. Have you ever had one before?”

“Yes, the consultant did one a few months ago,” said Amanda nervously. She’d not been examined in this way by a male before. Okay, a few boys had stuffed their fingers into her over the years, to no avail, but that didn’t count as an intimate examination.

“Okay, so what I want you to do is draw your knees up to your chest and then splay them sideways and try to relax. I’ll use some gel to help things along. It will feel a bit cold.”

Amanda did as she was instructed, admiring James’ caring and professional approach. She’d expected to feel his fingers opening her labia and then sliding into her. Instead, she felt cold metal. ‘Oh God, he’s using a speculum,’ she thought to herself, gritting her teeth as the hard, cold metal started to push into her vagina.

With the speculum inserted, James released the catch so the device could open properly. Then he shone a bright light directly into Amanda’s wide-open vulva and looked intently at the pink flesh that was on display. After withdrawing the speculum, James inserted two fingers and diligently probed his way right around her vulva. Amanda lay back and made no indication as to whether she was enjoying what was going on or not.

After longer than was necessary, and noting that Amanda’s vulva was still drier than he would have expected from the probing actions of his fingers, James pulled out from her vagina.

“Okay, you can close your legs now,” he said.

“So, what’s the verdict?” asked Amanda, gratefully drawing her legs together, once again hiding her vagina and labia beneath the dark thatch of pubic hair.

“Well, you are an interesting case. Without X-rays or an ultrasound examination, I would have to conclude the same as your own practitioner, and your consultant, that there is nothing physically wrong with you. From what you have already disclosed in discussions there is no apparent event in your childhood or early adulthood that would usually result in the kind of problem you are exhibiting.”

“So, there really is no hope,” said Amanda, beginning to think the morning had once again proved to be a waste of time and doubtless expensive.

“Oh, I did not say that, not at all,” replied James positively. “Indeed there is great hope, I think, but a lot will depend on you.”

“Yes, others have already said that but the problem is I don’t know how to change or what to do.”

“That isn’t my approach to this kind of therapy,” said James. “My methods are a little different to most therapists, and they usually get results.”

“What do you do that is so different?”

“Well, to start with I am going to teach you to relax and then we’ll take things from there. Would you like another cup of tea?”

“Yes, thanks. Can I get dressed again?”

“No, you will relax much better without your clothes impeding you,” said James. “Now, I’ll be about five minutes. I want you to lie back and think of something you have really enjoyed in life. It can be anything. Just close your eyes and think of it, and then try to re-live it. Is the room warm enough for you?”

“Yes, I’m not cold.”

“Okay, then, just lay back and think of that thing you have really enjoyed.”

With that, James was out of the room, closing the door behind him. In the kitchen, he boiled the kettle and made tea in two mugs, one with a red design on the outside and the other a blue design. He used one type of tea bag in the blue mug and a different one that also contained some dried herbs in the red.

“Tea,” he said softly as he re-entered his little examination room.

“Thanks,” said Amanda, taking the red mug offered to her. “Hmm, that’s a nice brew. What is it?”

“Something I picked up when I was in India. So, did your thoughts help you to relax?”

“Yes, I think so. What are we going to do next?”

James looked at her with the same fixed smile he had been wearing when he entered the room with the tea. Thinking to himself what he had planned had brought his cock into action, a stirring in his pants that he could only just conceal as he thought about exactly what he was going to do with Amanda in the next hour or so.

“I’m going to help you to relax a lot more and then see if we can somehow switch off what is wrongly called frigidity, but should be called reserve, and help you lose some of your inhibitions.”

“How are you going to do ... that?” Amanda yawned with the last word.

“You’ll see,” said James softly, watching Amanda’s eye glaze over. He took the half-empty mug of tea from her and said, “now, I suggest you lie down and we’ll get started.”

Without further prompting, Amanda lay back on the couch, looking straight at the ceiling.

“Okay, Amanda, I want you to fix your eyes on the small, black circle on the ceiling directly above your head. Concentrate on it and listen to what I am saying. Take a deep breath and exhale slowly. Let your arms hang by your sides and open your legs very slightly so the muscles are all nicely relaxed. Focus on the circle on the ceiling and breathe slowly now. As you lie here, you will feel your arms getting heavy, and your legs getting heavy. Let them sink into the couch as you relax more and more deeply.”

James watched as Amanda obeyed every word he said, the herbs in the tea helping her to offer no resistance.

“Now, your eyes are starting to feel very heavy and you want to close them. Try to keep them open, keep trying.”

Amanda was struggling to keep her eyelids from closing.

“Now, let them close and you will start to feel as if you are falling through the couch. Fall, fall, fall, and as you fall you will go into a very deep, relaxing sleep.”

Amanda closed her eyes.

“I am now going to pick up your left arm. You will feel nothing and not react to what I am going to do. Just keep falling deeper and deeper.”

James smiled as he raised her arm off the couch. It was heavy, Amanda’s muscles doing nothing to help him lift it. In his right hand, James held a two-inch darning needle. With one deft stroke, he pierced the back of Amanda’s hand, plunging the needle several millimetres into her flesh. Amanda made no reaction. James withdrew the needle and let her arm drop back on the couch.

Then he pulled the tape-recorder out of a drawer, plugged it into the power socket and hooked up the headphones.

“Okay, Amanda, I am going to give you some instructions. You will remember everything you are about to hear and you will obey everything you are told, but when you wake up you will not remember hearing them. It will be as if you are acting normally.”

James pushed the headphones over her ears and pressed the play button. He sat back and waited for the tape to play the thoughts deep into Amanda’s brain.




Chapter 2

 

After the half hour tape had played to its end, James switched the machine off and removed the headphones.

“Okay, I am going to help you to wake up now. When you do so, you will do everything you have just been told. You will do it naturally and without question and you will have no idea where the thoughts come from. Now, I am going to count from ten backwards and when I get to one you will be awake and feeling as horny as a nymphomaniac feels. Ten, nine, eight...” As James counted slowly backwards, Amanda’s eyes twitched and then half-opened. She was obviously still under the influence of the liquid but she was coming out of her deep trance.

“One,” said James finally, and Amanda opened her eyes fully, for a moment not sure where she was.

“Wow, that was fantastic,” she said. “You know, I feel different.”

“You do, that’s good.” James tried to sound as interested as possible though her reaction to the session of deep relaxation was something he had seen many times before.

“I feel like I really want to make this work. I know in the past I’ve had loads of inhibitions and frankly, nothing has really got me that aroused but I’d like you to do whatever you have to do to make me start enjoying sex. That’s if you think you can do that.”

“We can try,” said James thoughtfully. “Do you have any specific ideas?”

“Well, yes I do. I had a few thoughts while I was relaxing there. I’ve never really pushed my body to the limits, either physically, or sexually, so I want to do something that is drastically different to what I’ve tried before, if that is possible.”

“Such as,” said James wanting her to say the things that had been played over several times on the tape he’d played her.

“Such as, bondage. I’ve never been tied up or made to do things, or introduced to any of that kind of stuff. Oh, the odd boyfriend has suggested some kinky things in the past but I’ve always shied away from it. Maybe the time has come to experiment and see what happens. Can you help me with those kinds of things?”

“Oh yes,” said James, his cock rising once again. The liquid in the tea had worked as it always did and he knew the next couple of hours were going to be sheer pleasure for him and sheer torment for the young, attractive woman sitting on the edge of the couch. She sure had lost her inhibitions quickly.

“So, can we do some of it today, or do I have to book another appointment?” Amanda was breathing slightly heavier than she had been as if the thought of what she’d asked for was starting to work something inside her.

“We can probably do most of what is needed today. Depending on how you get on we may then need to make a follow-up appointment in a week’s time.”

“Okay, so do we do it here?”

“No, this room is far too small. I have a proper gymnasium on the first floor that should suit your needs. If you are ready...” James said standing and offering his hand to help Amanda off the couch. She readily took his arm.

Two minutes later, she stood in the doorway of the so-called gymnasium and said with a weak voice,

“This is amazing. God, I’m getting excited just thinking about it all. Are you really going to create a new ‘me’ with all this stuff?”

“I hope to. Now, if we can start, would you be so kind as to lie down on the couch in the middle of the room. Put your head on the small pillow at the far end, then just lie down and relax. I’ll be with you in a moment.”

Amanda lay on the couch as instructed. It was no bigger than the examination couch in the downstairs room but Amanda noticed the pillow protruded from the top end of the couch. She lay there, thoughts washing through her body, ridding her of her inhibitions.

“Okay, we’re going to make this as different an experience for you as possible. So first off I am going to tie you down,” said James, returning with a set of ropes of various lengths. He pulled out the armrests on the couch that came out on telescopic poles just at shoulder height. Then he took the unresisting woman’s right arm and extended it up to her shoulder height and lay it on the armrest, before wrapping the rope round her arm several times, securing it in place.

Then he repeated the action with her left arm.

“How does that feel?” James asked when both arms were securely tied to their respective rests.

“Fine. I sort of begin to feel vulnerable, but it doesn’t bother me.”

“That’s good. Do you feel at all aroused by your vulnerability?”

“No, not that I am aware of,” Amanda replied.

“No problem. I’ll do your legs next.”

The bottom half of the couch actually split into two and now James parted the two halves a few inches at the foot end, just enough to be able to pass ropes through the gap in the middle. With expert deftness, he soon had Amanda’s right leg strapped and bound securely to its rest and a minute later, her left leg as similarly bound.

“Now how do you feel?” James asked softly.

“Very vulnerable and now I am beginning to feel excited about what might happen. Can’t say I feel aroused, exactly, but I’m definitely excited about things.”

“That’s good. So now, I just open the legs until you are spread-eagled.”

James pushed the legs of the couch apart until Amanda’s feet were over three feet apart from each other. “That should do,” he said. “Now, I am going to remove your bush, is that okay?”

“Sure, anything you want,” said Amanda, the thought being unexpectedly arousing and completely contrary to any desire she may have had in the past to say an emphatic ‘no’ to the idea. One boyfriend in the past had asked if she’d mind doing that – shaving her pubes off – and Amanda had hit him and told him the relationship was over. However, today, it felt different; it felt right. It was a part of her new beginnings.

James picked up the little electric razor and a soft hum filled the room. He ran the blades carefully over Amanda’s skin, the fast-moving blades cutting through her thick pubic hairs easily. With a motion that went down in straight lines from her abdomen to her labia, it took James only a few minutes to remove most of the hair, except for that immediately surrounding her labia.

“Just need to change the attachment,” he said, and a few minutes later all the dark pubic hair had been removed, leaving only a sheen of close stubble. “Okay, so now we remove the rest with foam and a proper blade,” he said, and Amanda offered no reaction. James noticed she had her eyes closed and she was breathing somewhat more heavily than she had been earlier.

The shaving foam was from a can and it felt cold to Amanda as James squirted it onto her near-naked pubic mound. Amanda was feeling vulnerable but for some reason she could not work out she was not surprised she was allowing a virtual stranger do this to her. After a few minutes of this intimate attention, Amanda realised she was starting to enjoy it and wanted James to go on and go further.

After applying a good dollop of the foam to her mound, James causally rubbed it in, all over her sex and all around the tops of her legs. Then he took the ultra-sharp razor blade and carefully started to remove the stubble. He paid particular attention to her labia and the area around the tops of her legs, careful not to snag her skin with the blade. As he went around her labia, he pulled the folds of skin taut to make sure the hair removal was as perfect as possible. Finally he took a warm flannel and cleaned off the remaining foam and any remaining loose hairs.

Then James examined his handiwork.

“As naked as the day you were born. That wasn’t too bad, was it?” He said.

“No, that was fine. Actually I enjoyed it.”

“Good, let us see how much you enjoyed it.” Already James had two fingers on her labia and in a moment, he parted the lips, pulling back the folds of flesh to expose the sensitive, pink sex-flesh beneath. He smiled to see it was already glistening with the start of Amanda’s arousal. The plans he had made were evidently working and James knew that in the next few minutes, Amanda would enjoy the first true orgasm of her life, and possibly a lot more as well.

The vibrator was large and shaped like a man’s cock. The shaft was eleven inches long and over one and a quarter inches in diameter and was heavily veined throughout its length, tapering at one end just like the head of a cock, with the other end housing the control unit.

The vibrator contained two, independent motors. The first was buried in the cock-shaped head of the device; the second was halfway up the shaft. For the moment, neither motor was activated.

James checked the head and shaft of the vibrator was smeared with lubricating gel and then positioned it between Amanda’s parted labia. Then, James pushed the head into the small hole under the labia, the hole that was the entrance to Amanda’s vagina.

“God, that feels so big,” Amanda winced as James applied some firm pressure to the vibrator. Slowly the head made its way into her tight tunnel, making Amanda gasp with the sensation of the first large object to make its way into her body. She was no virgin but the only cocks she’d ever taken into her body had been somewhat average in size and less than filling, even for her tight, inexperienced cunt hole.

Unable to resist the advances of the solid vibrator, Amanda squirmed on her bottom as James pushed it ever further into her body.

“Eeeeeiiiiiii!” Amanda cried out when James turned on the motor that was in the shaft of the device, instantly sending powerful vibration into the four inches of vaginal wall that now encircled the device.

The vibrations made Amanda lubricate with her own natural fluids, allowing the vibrator to pass more easily into her vagina, filling her completely until her tunnel could take no more.

When it was fully inserted, James flicked the switch on the base that started the motor buried in the naturally-shaped cock head.

“Jeeezzzz, what’s that?” Amanda cried out a moment later as the powerful vibrations hammered into her uterus as the cock-head pushed against the end of her vulva.

“That’s designed to stimulate you,” James said softly, now starting to work the vibrating dildo in and out of her pussy.

“Well, something is, ahhhh, happening,” Amanda gasped, panting now as she started to build to a climax. “Boy, I’m getting hot,” she said as her body started to contract with the onset of the orgasm. “Holy, fuck,” she gasped a few seconds later as the pressure in her vulva increased until she thought she was going to burst. “Ahhhhhhhhh!” She gasped as the orgasmic peak arrived and for the first time in her life she felt the waves of pleasure wash through her.

Gasping and panting as the climax peaked and ebbed away, Amanda half-expected James to remove the vibrator from her now-sensitive vulva, but he didn’t, and because the vibrator remained exactly where it was, Amanda began to feel the arousal start to build inside her again.

“God, that was powerful,” Amanda offered as she lay bound to the couch.

“That was a start. You have years of pent-up inhibitions to break through before we are done here today.”

“You mean there’s more?” Amanda sounded confused. So far as she had understood things, once you climaxed, that was the end. Yet now she was being told there was more and even as she spoke she felt the bubbles of arousal start to build again.

“Oh yes, there is more. In the next hour, now that you have proved you can reach an orgasm, I intend to give you an experience you will never forget and one you will want to repeat every day of your life.”

“Wow, that vibrator feels really good now,” said Amanda as her arousal level continued to increase again. “God I am getting really hot now,” she added.

“Excellent.” James noticed that Amanda’s chest was starting to glow a soft pink colour and she had a fine bead of perspiration on her forehead.

Strapped to the couch, Amanda could do nothing other than lie there while James thrust the vibrator in and out of her wet vulva. She felt her little pussy muscles clamp round the veined shaft as her body contracted again in orgasm.

“Oh my God, it’s even bigger than last time,” she gasped as the intensity of the sensations increased. “Oh my God, oh my God, oh FUCCKKKKKK!” Amanda screeched as she peaked, James continuing to thrust the vibrator in and out of her body with a strong, steady rhythm.

As her breathing eased with the ebbing away of the orgasm, James pushed the vibrator fully into her vulva and said, “okay, you are doing really well, but now it’s time to take things to a different level.”

“How do you mean?” Amanda gasped, her body already starting to get aroused again from the persistent attentions inside her vulva.

“I mean, we will add in some new sensations to help you get even better orgasms.”

“How do you propose to do that?”

“Well, first off, we are going to make your breasts a little more responsive. I note your nipples have stiffened nicely through your arousal, but what I am going to do now is heighten your awareness and sensitivity.”

“And how are you, aahhhhhh, going to do that?” Amanda asked as her vulva contracted again round the shaft buried fully inside her.

Amanda could not see the short, rubber whip that James was holding in one hand as he stood above her head. She couldn’t see it until she felt the thin rubber strands run over her left breast and then her right.

“You’re not serious?” She protested.

“Oh it won’t hurt much, but it will heighten your sensitivity.”

For good measure, and before Amanda could protest further, James flicked the whip a couple of times over each breast, not with any great force but just strong enough to make Amanda gasp at the slight stinging sensation each stroke brought to her sensitive breasts and nipples.

“Eeeeiiiiiii,” she gasped as James then settled into a rhythmical flogging motion, bringing the strands of rubber down over her right breast, then her left and the back to the right again, giving Amanda no time to compose or ready herself in between each stroke.

Amanda continued to gasp as her breasts turned pink and her nipples stiffened even more as they reacted to the flogging. For about five minutes, the rubber whip played its tune over her unprotected breasts, each stroke adding a little more pain and a lot more pleasure to the progressively tortured flesh.

Halfway through, Amanda started sobbing but James noticed she did not ask him to stop. The tears flowed and Amanda started to grind her bottom into the couch as the vibrations in her vulva mingled with the strange and almost painful feelings in her breasts.

“Oh my God!” She exclaimed after some minutes. “Oh my God, I’m going to fucking cum,” she cried out as the tears continued to roll down the sides of her face. “Arrrgggghhhh! Harder, damn you, harder,” she said, amazed at her reaction to what was happening to her body. “Whip me harder you bastard, I need to cum,” she added when James did not react quickly enough to her demands. For good measure he put in a flurry of harder strokes, marking Amanda’s breasts more intensely, making her cry louder and push her bottom into the couch more urgently. She tried to draw her knees together as if she were trying to suck the vibrator right into her, but the way she was bound made any movement almost impossible.

“Holy, SHIIIIITTTTT!” She exclaimed as the orgasm powered its way through her body, causing her to shudder violently as it did so. “Jeeez, where did that come from?”

James put the whip down as the climax ripped through her body. After a moment he replied, “it came from the years of pent up emotion and repression you have forced upon yourself. Now you are beginning to open up a little and your body is learning to respond. In time you will enjoy these really powerful orgasms without the need for such intense stimulation. How do you feel now?”

As he spoke, James switched off the vibrator and removed it from Amanda’s bright pink vulva.

“Shattered,” Amanda said.

“Good, that is much more progress than I expected for your first session.” James began untying the bonds.

“First session?” Amanda was still panting from her exertions. “Do you think I need more?”

“That is entirely down to you, but there is much more you can learn about yourself. What you have discovered today is that you need some fairly intense stimuli to make you aroused. You could go on to discover just what really does turn you on and also to then control how and when you become aroused. But that is entirely up to you.”

“Yeah,” said Amanda, thinking things through in her well-orgasmed mind. “I guess now that I’ve started I might as well see where things are headed. As you’ve brought me this far, I assume you are the right person to lead me on whatever path I am starting on?”

“I can help you further, but not today. I have another client this afternoon, and your body has endured enough for this morning and would not respond well to any further attention. I would suggest you take a few days to think about things and then give me a call if you want to avail yourself of my services any more.”

“Okay, but I think I already know the answer.”

“Good. Now, you may get dressed and I will see you off the premises.”




Chapter 3

 

It didn’t take Amanda very long to revert to her old self. Within a few hours of leaving James, the effects on her body wore off and she began to recognise the tell-tale signs of her old inhibitions and prejudices returning to haunt her. Those she met down the pub on the evening after her session with James, would never have guessed the wanton sexual display she had put on earlier in the day. The two, young and well-endowed men in the group of friends had no inkling that they were chatting away to a woman who’d undergone a major sexual revolution just a few hours earlier. Sure, Amanda was polite but not friendly or even sexually alluring. She even dressed in her usual, conservative manner. Much later, after a few pints, Alan commented to Dave, as they were leaving the pub.

“Amanda needs to see a therapist. She’s just so cold with everyone. I mean, I could understand if she was a girl’s girl, but she’s just the same with Donna and Mary.”

“Yeah, you’re right, but I’m not going to be the one to tell her. Imagine what sort of reaction that would get,” replied Dave.

Neither of them was aware that Amanda heard every word of their conversation, and as she listened with dismay she realised she had to go back and see James at the earliest opportunity – she was far from cured or changed.




Chapter 4

 

A week later, Amanda was back once again in the so-called gymnasium of James Ringley. The conversation on the phone to arrange the appointment had been short and to the point. Amanda valued what had happened but she needed more of the same in order to change her prejudices.

“Okay,” James had said. “I want you to turn up dressed as a slut. Before you come, make sure your pussy is shaved as well as it was when I did it, and then I am going to give you a session you will never forget. Having analysed what we did at the first session I think you need something radical to respond to.”

“Agreed,” Amanda had replied and, after she put the phone down, wondered just what a slut would wear.

She did a bit of shopping around during the next few days and ended up with a skimpy black bra with only the bottom half of the cup. Her panties were no more than a thong and the black mini skirt was – well, mini! She bathed and shaved her pubes carefully before getting dressed for her appointment. As well as the newly acquired bra and panties, she wore a black, lacy blouse and, for decorum, a black jacket. Her legs wore stockings and then calf-length black boots to complete the ensemble.

“Not bad,” said James when he opened the door. “It’s more high class escort than slut, but a definite improvement. Now, I suggest we get straight down to business. Follow me.”

James led the way back up the stairs to the room he called the gymnasium.

“Okay,” he said once they were in the room. “I want you to stand in front of me and strip naked as seductively as you can.”

Amanda obliged, quickly removing the jacket and then unbuttoning the blouse. Teasing it over her breasts and sliding it down her arms, the garment was soon discarded on the floor. It was followed by first one and then the other boot and then Amanda made a bit of an act in removing her skirt. In seconds the black lacy bra was unhooked and sliding down her arms to the floor. Amanda stood up and squeezed her breasts together and then started to remove her stockings from the suspender belt. Finally the belt and her thong landed on the floor and Amanda stood up totally naked. James noticed appreciatively that she had taken the trouble to completely shave her pubic hair off.

“Well, you sure learned something last week,” said James, his cock aching in his pants.

“Thanks. It’s just that the desires didn’t last more than a couple of hours after I left and then I went back into prude mode. I think I only made the effort this morning because I’m paying for it and I kinda know it is the only way I’m going to make progress. I have to say I don’t feel in the slightest bit turned on at the moment and the thought of dressing up as a slut didn’t appeal to me.”

“Maybe not, but you did it and it is quite a departure from what you wore last time. Okay, let’s get you on the couch. I don’t intend to use bondage this morning, rather let you react to what we’re going to do and put your body and soul into it as opposed to be unable to resist it.”

Amanda lay back on the familiar couch and splayed her legs. James walked to the side of her and started to stroke the inside of her left leg, his hand slowly moving towards her naked sex until his fingers gently glided over her pouting labia.

“Anything?” He asked after he had run his hand over both labia and pushed against her firm clit bud.

“No, nothing much,” said Amanda.

“Okay, I think you need a session with the probe.”

“The probe? What’s that?”

“Essentially a large dildo on a motor that pushes it in and out of you like a large cock. Just lie back, and I’ll get you set up.”

Amanda lay back and waited while James pulled a trolley into position at the foot of the bed. Then she felt him part her labia and something hard and cold was pushed into her relatively small vaginal entrance.

“I’d hold onto the sides of the bed while I get this located properly,” said James as he started to feed the object into her body. Amanda noticed it felt slippery, even greasy, and entered her quite easily, the only problem being it was somewhat larger in cross-section than she was finding comfortable. Following James’ instructions, Amanda tried to relax and as she did so, the dildo was pushed right into her until it touched her womb.

“Ahhhhh,” she said as the pressure on her womb entrance increased.

“Okay, that’s the maximum point of penetration. I’ll set it for half a centimetre shorter.” Then James hooked up the dildo to the control arm, adjusted its position and fixed it to the motorised arm. “Now, all I need to do is turn it on and things should start to happen.”

James pressed the green button on the control box and the dildo started to come backwards out of Amanda’s vulva very slowly. With barely an inch remaining inside her, the dildo then started to piston its way back into her body, making her gasp as it did so.

“Best to try not to move as it might mess up the adjustments. We’ll start with a few minutes on slow and then I’ll start to speed things up a bit. When I do that I’ll feed the lubricant into the dildo so it squirts out inside you. That will help it move more easily.”

Amanda had not realised the dildo had a tube running through the end of it, just like a man’s cock, and that it could be hooked up to a source of fluids. She lay back and held onto the sides of the bed as the dildo moved slowly in and out of her vagina.

After five minutes, James had set up the liquid feed by hooking up the thin plastic tube to a bag of fluid, which he’d hooked to a support high above the couch. Then he turned on the tap and the liquid started to flow down the tube and into the dildo.

“Arggghhh! That feels strange,” said Amanda as the liquid started to drip inside her vagina. At the same time James turned the dial on the control panel and the rhythmic fucking action of the dildo gathered pace.

“Jeeezzzz!” Amanda gasped as the dildo pistoned in and out of her increasingly sensitive and wet vulva. “Oh God, oh God, I’m going to cummmmmmm!” She shrieked at the speed and strength of the wave of orgasmic pleasure that ripped through her body. As she climaxed, Amanda ground her hips down onto the dildo, forcing it even deeper into her body. With the climax ebbing away she pulled back to the place where the dildo continued to arouse her but not cause her pain as it pushed into the entrance to her uterus.

“God, that was unexpected,” she panted, when the climax was over.

“Yes, a quick reaction. I suspect you have a lot of pent up emotion and frustration within you. Also, it is becoming clear that you are one of those people who respond best to something deep within you. Now you are aroused, I want to try some things on you to see what exactly does stimulate you. First I will let you have one more orgasm from the vibrator.”

James sat back and watched with increasing arousal as Amanda bore down on the pistoning dildo once again. Her climax was not long in coming and as the perspiration beads formed across the top of her chest, Amanda let out an almost unearthly growl as the orgasm flowed through her.

Again she pulled back from the dildo as the climax ebbed away.

“Okay, relax on the couch while I set up the equipment,” said James as he removed the dildo and put the trolley to one side.

After a minute, James returned with a flat-headed vibrator attached to a mains cable. He got Amanda to open her legs wide apart and then he spread her labia with two fingers before pushing the flat-headed vibrator hard against her clit bud. Then he flicked the button and waited ... and waited. After a minute it was evident that Amanda was not getting aroused by the sensations in her clitoris.

“No, that doesn’t really do it for me, not like the dildo buried in my cunt,” said Amanda. Even though her pussy was glistening with her juices, James considered they were more from the dildo action than anything and certainly Amanda was not exhibiting any of the arousal signs she had done a few minutes earlier. Baffled, James turned the vibrator off.

“Okay, the next device is a graduated probe. It has electrodes at every inch along the tube. What I will do is feed in a series of electrical pulses and I want you to tell me what they feel like.”

“Okay,” said Amanada, squirming on the couch slightly as the tube was inserted in her vulva. The tube was about an inch in diameter and smooth. A minute later James had it wired to the control box.

“Okay, we’ll start from the outside and work in. Position one,” he said and pressed the button on the controller.

“Ow, a sort of tingling sensation, but nothing special,” said Amanda after she had felt the tingling electric pulses round the entrance to her vulva for a few seconds.

The next series of pulses were about an inch inside her and she reacted to them in much the same way. And so it went on until James reached the sixth set of pulses. The pulses from the probe were now over six inches inside her body.

“Oh my God, oh that’s good. Now, give me more of that,” said Amanda quite unexpectedly. James left the pulses on as he watched Amanda screw up her face and clench her buttocks as the contractions of the orgasmic spasm pulsed through her abdomen. “God, that’s the point,” she said panting with excitement. “That’s just about the same as where the dildo was really doing it for me as well.”

“Excellent,” said James. “I am beginning to understand your problem.”

“Really?” Amanda gasped as the climax began to subside.

“Yes. You have what is sometimes referred to as a `retracted sensitivity`. Basically, in most women, the clitoris and a pad of tissue about an inch inside the vulva called the G-Spot are the most sensitive and thus the most likely to bring a woman to orgasm when suitably stimulated. Although there is no physical suggestion these parts of your sex are in any way different, it appears the nerve configuration is wired differently in your case. It happens in about five percent of women and is usually exhibited by a lack of sexual stimulation and desire. If you think about it, in most women the sight of an attractive possible sexual partner causes the clitoris to swell slightly and stiffen. This rubs against the woman’s clothes and causes mild arousal – and a desire to go further with the person concerned. In your case this does not happen. Your clitoris swells but the nerve configuration does not cause you arousal. Likewise, during sex the G-spot tissues usually swell and become very sensitive even with a small cock inserted. Again, this does not happen with you.”

“Which explains why I don’t get aroused easily and why I have never felt fulfilled by sexual liaisons, so after a few disappointments I’ve gone off the idea?” Amanda suggested, beginning to see the possibilities ahead.

“Precisely. What you need is some experiences that will help you to feel normal, and then learn to live with the fact that subliminal arousal caused from visual attraction will not happen for you. What you need, in short, is a long, hard cock inside you to cause you to become aroused.”

“You think so?”

“I am almost sure of it,” said James, “but there is only one way to be sure.”

“I guess that is to have a big cock inside me,” said Amanda, smiling at the bulge in James’ trousers.

“Yes, that would prove the theory. My assumption is that to date you have only had sex with men with five or six inches of cock to offer you?”

“Probably. I’ve never used a measure, but I’d guess that was about right. Certainly I’ve never been fucked by anything that hits my womb like the probe and dildo did.”

“Well, there is only one way to be sure and that is for you to have a big cock fuck you and see what happens.”

“And how big is your cock? Pretty large by the look of it,” Amanda giggled at the bulge that had just seemed to grow a bit bigger.

“Last time I was measured it was nine inches from tip to pubic mound. Are you serious about wanting to experiment now.”

“Sure, why not. I don’t know any other bloke with a cock that size. But you will take it slowly, won’t you?”

“Sure, now I think you had best get acquainted with it, don’t you?”

“Yes. What do you want me to do?”

“Sit up and swivel round then you can unzip me and extract him.”

“Him!” Amanda laughed but she was already sitting up and had the zipper in her hand. In under a minute she had lowered his trousers and boxer shorts and was staring open-mouthed at the impressively erect phallus in front of her. “I...I’m not sure I can take something that big,” Amanda stammered nervously.

“Sure you can. It’s not that thick. I’ve seen black cocks that are nearly twice the size in cross-section.”

“Jeez, you’re kidding!” Amanda giggled at the thought.

“No, I’ve seen black cocks that big with erectile dysfunction in more than one clinic.” James lied as all his `sexual therapy` experiences had been gynaecological by nature.

“Well, I guess. What do you want me to do?”

“Well, you can stroke him for a bit and then show him how much you want him inside you by sucking on him,” said James without thinking.

“Okay. I’ve never done oral before but I guess if you are going to solve my problems.” Amanda stroked the shaft of the phallus between the palms of her hands for a minute or two, rubbing slowly and firmly up and down the length of the shaft. Then she reached forwards and gave the head of the cock a quick peck with her lips. Deciding it didn’t taste as bad as she expected, she opened her mouth and allowed the head to enter as she licked round it with her tongue. Then she started to suck on the cock head, teasing it slightly further into her mouth. Alternately sucking and the releasing the pressure on the cock head, she played with him for a full three minutes in her mouth before taking him out. “I think we should see if your theory is right,” Amanda said. “What position do you want me in?”

“The deepest penetration comes from behind as with the right angle it extends the cock outwards, thus lengthening it and the depth of penetration that can be achieved. So, if you kneel on the side of the couch with your legs wide apart and your breasts touching the couch I should have the desired angle,” James stood back as he spoke and reached out for the little packet containing the condom. “No disrespect but I don’t want to risk anything,” he said as he unfurled the condom over the full length of his cock.

“Thanks, that helps me to relax,” said Amanda as she climbed onto the couch and took up position with her backside facing James. She spread her legs, exposing her shaven, pouting labia.

“Excellent, just the right height,” said James, coming up behind her.

“Ow, that feels too big,” said Amanda as soon as James began to push his cock head against her slightly parted labia.

“Try not to fight it. It will feel easier in a minute.” James said as he pushed on with the task of gaining access to her tight cunt. Judging by the tightness of the entry she had not had much action down there before and what she had experienced was small in comparison to the phallus that wanted to rip into her. James controlled his urge to plunge headfirst into her vulva, instead teasing her with his cock head until she relaxed a little. Just as his head made ground and passed between the labia proper, James had a wicked thought. Amanda was in a perfect position for an anal experience and God, she would be really tight. The thought nearly made him pull out and realign his cock for her other opening, but James resisted the temptation, knowing there would be other opportunities in the future. This was one woman who would need his services for some time to come.

Finally his cock had eased its way into her vulva, stretching her and filling her up until over five inches were buried inside her.

“Okay, now to get in deeper I am going to start to fuck you properly,” James said. “Once you lubricate it will be much easier. While I push into you I want you to try and push back onto me,” he added.

“Okay,” Amanda grunted. The cock was already beginning to excite her. It felt so much bigger than any other hot, fleshy object she had ever had before and the juices in her vulva started to flow. “Ahhh,” she groaned when, with the next inward thrust, the cock reached her uterus and Amanda instantly knew James was right – she was becoming uncontrollably aroused.

Within a few deep thrusts, Amanda was trembling with desire and arousal. Her vulva was leaking lubricant all round the base of James’ cock and though she couldn’t see it, James could. He thrust on with relish knowing the condom would prevent him from cumming too quickly.

Amanda was soon crying out with her first real orgasm induced by a cock. Her body shook and she cried and groaned loudly as wave after wave of pleasure flowed through her body. She pushed back as hard as she could on the cock that was rhythmically fucking her from behind. The orgasms continued as James increased the stroke rate, now wanting to find his own release.

As he did so, Amanda felt something in her vulva change. For a moment it seemed to change to sponge and swell and then, as Amanda cried out loudly that she needed James to fuck her harder and harder, the dam burst and Amanda squirted her ejaculate out around the cock that had impaled her.

With her multiple orgasms ending with ejaculation Amanda felt spent and wanted to relax. As she squirted, James knew it was time for his own climax. He grasped Amanda’s hips and pulled her as far back onto his cock as he could manage and then his cock twitched violently with the onset of his orgasm. Five, six spurts of semen flooded into the condom as Amanda cried out her thanks for the pleasure he had given her.

As he stood there, recovering from his own orgasm, with his cock still buried to the hilt in Amanda’ shot, wet cunt, James smiled to himself.

Little did Amanda realise it now but in the weeks ahead, she would get very used to the cock inside her. She would learn to worship it in all her orifices, and take whatever pain and suffering the cock’s owner would decide to inflict upon her. She would learn to relish the thought of bondage and punishment and she would become fascinated with the alternative lifestyle James would begin to reveal to her. James knew this was just the beginning of Amanda’s journey of self-discovery – and she would soon be going places she had never dreamed of, not in her wildest of nightmares!

 

THE END
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