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1.


Penelope turned at the door and beckoned for Peter to
follow her in.

'Are you sure?' Peter asked. He'd known
Penelope for several months now and they'd never so much as kissed.
Shelly nodded. It had been a wonderful night. The movie had been
pleasantly pleasant, the food at the late night restaurant had been
surprisingly good, and Peter had been as charming as ever. The
stars had aligned and if it didn't happen now, then
when?

A tiny voice in the back of her mind - the
hateful little one that pointed out how things really were rather
than the way she'd like them to be - pointed out that it may never
happen. It's not like the other men she'd dated hadn't been
charming, or there hadn't been other wonderful nights.
She was, after all, a beautiful
woman with a full figure that looked fantastic in a tight dress,
which she invariably wore very short.

Penelope never had problems finding a man - quite the
opposite. Men threw themselves at her because she wasn't just
beautiful, she was also friendly, and approachable, and flirted
shamelessly with everyone she met.

Peter followed her up the stairs and into
her apartment radiating
excitement. He was a veteran of the dating scene but had never
fallen in love with anyone. And then Penelope had walked into his
life and he was smitten. She was everything he'd been looking for
in a partner, and more. There was only one little kink in their
relationship, but it was threatening to derail it entirely.
Physical intimacy was a no go zone for reasons that he couldn't
quite fathom.

Inside her apartment, Penelope sighed and unbuttoned her blouse
- she found that if she was the aggressor early, then she could
stall the feelings until she'd at least gotten to feel a hard cock
pressed against her. She reached out and pulled him close and they
kissed with passion and purpose. His hands began to investigate her
body; they were rough and strong, and she felt her resolve
wilting.

Oh God, how she wanted him to throw her to
floor, to force her to lick his boots clean and then drag her up by
hair and push his cock deep into her mouth. She could picture it
her mind and it thrilled her, and it excited her, and she screamed with frustration and
fear.

'No, no, please stop,' she heard herself
cry out, just like every other time. The same shame, the same fear,
the same wretchedness. The feeling that she was floating above
herself, scowling disapprovingly at all the shameful things she so
desperately wanted to do but was unable to.

'I'm sorry,' she said, as Peter withdrew back
into himself.

'It's quite alright, my dear,' he said, which
had been his standard response and made her want to hug him and
kill him all at the same time. 'I'm sure the day will come.'

'Look, it's been an awesome night, but I'm
feeling really tired,' Penelope said.

Ever the gentleman, Peter did not have to be
told twice.

When he was gone, Penelope lay down on the
sofa and looked out at the night sky through the skylight. It was
cloudless night and the stars twinkled like diamonds on black
velvet. She remembered the night sky of her childhood living in a
small town, when the sky had been chock-full of stars. But she was
all grown up now and living in a big city where the street lights
chased the stars away to leave this rather anemic
display

A heaven full of stars was the fondest
memory she had of her youth and she rarely thought about even that.
The daughter of a reserved, disjointed couple, she had never seen
either her mother or her father express any emotion beyond mild
annoyance. It had been a strange childhood and the further away she
got from it, the better she felt.

Still, emotions were a little foreign to
her, except for good old shame, of course. She was good at shame. And lust, but only
so long as it stayed in her head. Lust in company was enough to
send her into a bit of a tizz, as Peter would say. Personally, she
would never call screaming hysterically while flailing about with
arms and legs a 'tizz', but then Peter was reserved by
nature.

Without consciously thinking about it, her
right hand had drifted south and was stroking the outside of her
vagina. She knew it was wrong and shameful, but as long as she was
alone, she could swallow the shame.

Oh, how she enjoyed the idea of a man
ordering her to suck and swallow! Of having a big, thick dick
forced into her mouth and being commanded to suck. She'd never
tasted cock, of course, but she really, really wanted to. Or, to be
more truthful, she really wanted someone to make her taste cock.
Not force her against her will, which would be frightening, but
issue a command that she simply could not help but obey.

Her left hand wandered under
her blouse and grasped a nipple
while her right hand insinuated itself into her panties. The
disjointed feeling usually returned about now, and if she closed
her eyes, her mind's eye would look down at her and harrumph its
disapproval. Again, she could live with that. In fact, it thrilled
her and made her wet because she imagined that she'd been ordered
to play with herself while some hulking brute watched on, his hand
stroking a cock that she would soon be required to
worship.

She imagined that when he was properly
aroused, he'd make her crawl over to him on her hands and knees.
He'd command her to start licking his balls while his hands reached
down and grabbed her throbbing breasts. She suck and lick while he
tormented her nipples. Then, without warning, he'd grab her by the
hair and drag her over his knees, where he'd spread her legs and
investigate her dripping wet vagina and her tight asshole. Finally,
he'd spank her ass till it glowed and then spike her onto his hard,
thick cock and fuck her long and hard.

Her left hand pulled sharply on her
nipple, and her right hand found her clitoris and slapped it hard.
She groaned with pleasure and her right hand blurred with speed.
Her imagination had him shoot a load of cum onto her face just a
moment before she climaxed. A moment later, the tears to started to
flow.

Sated despite the tears, she looked up
into the sparse night sky and saw a falling star streak across the
sky. Well, she'd tried everything else, why not
superstition?

'I wish someone could cure me of my shame,'
she said.

 


2.


The next day found Penelope still on the sofa, with the sun
shining down onto her face through the skylight above. The memory
of last night hit her conscience like a brick. Waves of shame and
embarrassment washed over her and she almost burst into tears. She
dragged herself to the shower and washed off the detritus of the
night while agonizing over whether to call Peter to apologize,
never call Peter again, or becoming a nun and move to Papua New
Guinea as a missionary. Despite the third option feeling like it
was the most appropriate, she'd decided it was time to put poor
Peter out of his misery. The man deserved more than a prude for a
girlfriend. She'd just worked up the courage to pick up her phone
when the doorbell rang.

'Damn,' she said, but it sounded more like
relief than frustration. She walked to the door secretly hoping it
was some sort of evangelist who wanted to talk about Jesus for a
couple of hours. She was disappointed because there was no
bespectacled geek holding a bible standing on her doorstep, as she
had been secretly hoping there would be. Instead, there was a tall,
imperious looking woman who looked at Penelope as if she was a
specimen in a biology class.

'Report to my office tomorrow,' she said,
and handed Penelope a business card.

For some reason, Penelope smiled and
accepted the card. 'Okay,' she said, 'what time.'

'Eleven sharp,' the woman said and looked
Penelope up and down. 'And wear something...attractive, if you
can.'

Penelope nodded and the woman turned and strode away. Not
quite sure what to do, Penelope watched her until she disappeared
around a corner and then looked down at the card. It said 'Dr Sadie
- Sex Therapist' and there was an address printed just below. She
smiled and went back inside, put the card down on the kitchen table
and pretended to herself that what had just happened,
hadn't.

Which is why it came as a surprise the next morning when
Penelope found herself choosing an outfit for the appointment, and
then she was shocked to find herself walking to the address on the
card, which was quite close by.

'I just want to see if it exists,' she
said to herself, but her treacherous voice leered at her and kept
repeating the truth. 'You can't help but obey, can you?' it said,
and Penelope knew it was true.

The office was in a quiet little street off
the main road and, sure enough, a brass plaque beside the door read
'Dr Sadie - Sex Therapist'.

Penelope reached out to ring the doorbell, thought better
of it. Instead, she retreated to a coffee shop a few doors down.
She ordered a long, strong cup of coffee and sipped at it for a
while. She convinced herself that she should go home once she'd
drunk her coffee, but she ordered a second one instead. It came as
a surprise when she looked at the time on her phone and realized if
she delayed any longer, she'd be late. She didn't want to be late -
Sadie had specifically told her to be on time.

With a pounding heart, Penelope drained the second cup, dropped
the price of five coffees on the table and hurried to press the
doorbell before eleven. Instead of the 'Ding-Dong' she was
expecting, there came a noise like leather striking flesh and she
heard a sharp intake of breath.

The door creaked open but there was no one
there to open it. Penelope hesitated a moment, and then stepped
through. On the other side was an open, modern reception area such
as you'd find at most doctor's offices - there were rows of chairs
facing a muted television set, old magazines lurking on small
tables, and a reception desk in a corner. She knew it was a
reception desk only because the word reception hung from the
ceiling just above it, and she assumed that the naked girl tied
spread eagle across it was the receptionist because she was smiling
at Penelope despite her predicament. The leather paddle attached to
a wheel was what had probably made the noise Penelope had heard.
She stepped out and pressed the button again, just to make sure,
and stepped back in just in time to see the wheel spin and slap the
receptionist's naked backside with a hearty 'Thwak'.

'Thank you,' the receptionist
said. 'The doctor will be with
you in a moment. Please take a seat.'

For some reason she couldn't understand, Penelope didn't run away.
Instead, she wandered in and sat down on one of the plastic chairs
opposite the reception desk. Almost automatically, she reached for
a magazine, looked at the disturbingly exciting image on the front
cover, and quickly put it back again.

A few moments later, the door behind the
receptionist opened and a tall man stepped through. 'Penelope the
frigid slut?' he called out.

'Um, that's me,' Penelope said
automatically, and then realized what she had agreed to. 'Well, I'm
Penelope. I don't know about all that other stuff.'

The man looked at her with piercing blue
eyes that made Penelope's vagina moisten. 'The doctor will see you
now,' he said.

'Um,' Penelope said and decided she wanted
to leave, but her body ignored her and trooped her through the
door. She couldn't help noticing on her way past that the
receptionist was browsing the internet on her computer and chatting
to friends on a popular social media page - all while being
tethered naked to her desk.

The room into which her body propelled her
looked almost normal after the experience of the reception area -
almost, but not quite. A rack in the far corner held a startling
array of implements, many of which sported shiny chrome
studs on shinier black
leather. Penelope could see several riding crops, an array of
collars and ball gags, clamps on chains, and, most disturbing of
all, several uncomfortably large dildos and butt plugs. She stared,
mouth open, at the display, and couldn't help noticing the cuffs
and chains bolted to the wall beside it.

Sadie sat behind a big black desk that was
in the center of the room. 'Penelope, good to see you,' she said.
'Right on time as well, good. We find that most of our clients
arrive late for their first appointment.'

'But early for all the other,' the blue eyed
man said, and leered.

'Please forgive Carlos,' the Doctor said.
'We find that we need someone of his temperament to make the
treatments effective. Please, have a seat.'

Penelope shuffled up to the black leather couch beside the
desk and sat down nervously on its edge.

Dr Sadie sighed. 'Relax,' she said in a voice that brooked no
argument. Penelope immediately stretched out full length on the
couch and folded her hands across her stomach.

'Now, according to my notes, you are having
shame issues. Is this correct?'

'Yes,' Penelope replied, but her voice was
soft and wavering.

'I'm sorry, I didn't quite hear you then,' Dr
Sadie said.

'Yes, I have shame issues,' Penelope all
but called out. 'I'm ashamed of what I think about when I become,
you know, sexually excited.'

'I see,' the Doctor said, and shuffled some
notes on her desk. 'Do these feelings include the desire to be
sexually dominated?'

'Yes,' Penelope said, in a clear voice.
'Just like your receptionist.'

Dr Sadie laughed. It was a surprisingly
feminine - almost girlish - sound. 'Wendy isn't ashamed of her
desires,' she said. 'She insisted on a daily dose of sexual
humiliation and punishment as part of her
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