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"Hello. You must be my eleven o'clock."
"Yes, I'm—"

"Marcus, I know. Come in."

"Take a seat right there, Marcus."

"And do sit properly. Back straight. Knees together. "I don't care for slouching and manspreading in my office. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Yes, of course. Sorry."

"Don't apologize. Just simply comply when I give you a direction."

"I'm Dr. Amanda Frost, I specialize in male submissive tendencies and the psychological frameworks that support power exchange dynamics. My approach is direct, evidence-based, and unapologetically female-centered. I don't do hand-holding. I don't do coddling. If you're looking for someone to validate your feelings without challenging your behavior, you're in the wrong office."

"Is that understood?"

"Yes, Understood."

"Good. Now, before we begin, there are several personal policies you need to be aware of. First: payment. My fee is one thousand dollars per session. Sessions are fifty minutes. Payment is due at the time of service, and non-refundable regardless of whether you complete the session or storm out crying halfway through. I don't take insurance. I don't offer sliding scales. If you can't afford my rate, there are other therapists."

"Can you afford my rate?"

"Ah, yes," It's a little more than I was expecting but, I believe I can."

"Excellent. Second: my approach. I am forthright. I will tell you things about yourself that you may not want to hear. I will not soften my assessments to protect your ego. If you require gentleness, again, there are other therapists."

"Third: I live in a female-led household. My husband is a cuckold. I make no secret of this, because it informs my perspective and my expertise. I don't believe in pretending objectivity where none exists. My bias is toward female authority. If that troubles you, leave now."

"Fourth: honesty. You will be completely honest with me. If I catch you in a lie, even a small one, I will terminate our therapeutic relationship immediately. No refunds, no second chances. I have no patience for dishonesty."

"Yes, Dr. Frost. I understand, and that all seems fair."

"Fifth: punctuality. You will arrive fifteen minutes early to every session. You will leave promptly when I indicate our time is complete regardless of what the clock might say. You will not linger. You will not attempt to extend sessions by talking too much or asking unrelated questions."

"Right. Yes, of course."

"Sixth: emotional outbursts. You may cry if necessary. You may express discomfort. What you may not do is raise your voice, lash out, or have any outbursts or any kind, or otherwise behave inappropriately. If you do, you will be told to leave. Again, no refunds."

"Do you have any questions about these policies?"

"No. No questions, I think you were very clear."

"Then repeat them back to me. All six."

"Um. Right, yes of course Doctor. The fee is—one thousand dollars, non-refundable. You're forthright and won't, uh, sugarcoat things. I have to be completely honest. I need to be on time, fifteen minutes early. And no emotional outbursts."

"Close enough, you'll be reminded of the details as we go."

"Right, yes, and um. Thank you for seeing me”

"Are you thanking me because you're genuinely grateful, or because you feel you should?"

"I—I don't know, I’m not sure.”

"Then don't thank me. Not until you mean it."

"Do you understand the real purpose of these sessions, Marcus?"

"I think I do."

"You think you do? Thinking won’t do. Tell me why you're here, what do you hope to gain from your time with me?"

“ I am here because I... I have these emotions. Certain feelings. And I don't know how to... explain them."

"Explain them, Interesting choice of words. Not 'understand them.' Not 'explore them.' Explain."

"Yes."

"As though they're an issue to be explained?"

"Aren't they?"

"That is what we're here to find out."

"We'll start with your history, your childhood, adolescence, and early relationships. I need to understand the origins of your submission before we can address it productively."

"Okay, sure, that makes sense."

"And Marcus?"

"Yes?"

"Straighten your shoulders. Your posture is slipping."

"Let's start at the beginning."

“Tell me about your childhood and growing up. What was it like? The childhood basics. Origins often start there."

"Right. Um. My childhood."

"My mother died when I was three. Breast cancer. I don't remember much about her, to be honest. Just... impressions, really. The smell of her. The sound of her voice, maybe. But no real memories."

"And your father?"

"I remember he worked a lot. He wasn’t around much. He was—is—a civil engineer. Big projects, lots of travel. After my mum died, he sort of... buried himself in work, I think. I don't blame him. Grief and all that."

"So who raised you?"

"My grandmother, mostly. My dad's mum. I stayed there a lot. And there was a babysitter, Ms. Nora. She'd come around when my grandmother needed a break. The two of them, they were my parenting figures at the time."

"Tell me about Ms. Nora."

"She was... nice. I remember. She had rules about everything—when I could watch TV, what I could eat, how I had to behave. But she wasn't mean about it. She just had expectations, you know?"

"And your grandmother?"

"Similar, I suppose. Maybe a bit softer. She'd let me get away with more. But she was old, tired. I tried not to cause trouble."

"What else do you remember from that period?"

"Not much, honestly. School. Playing in the garden. I had a few friends in the neighborhood. Normal kid stuff, I think."

"Did you feel your father's absence?"

"I suppose I must have. But I didn't know any difference, did I? It was just how things were. He'd come home late, sometimes not until I was already in bed. Weekends he'd try to spend time with me, take me fishing or whatever. But mostly I just remember him being... elsewhere."

"And how did that make you feel?"

"I don't know, fine, I guess? I didn't think about it much at the time. It was just normal."

"Early loss shapes resilience, or lack thereof. But irrelevant to submission unless tied to behavior patterns. Proceed."

"Proceed?"

"Yes. Proceed, that means keep talking. What happened next?"

"Um. I went to school. I did well enough. Kept my head down. I had a few friends, though I wasn't exactly popular. Just... average, I suppose."

"I'm not hearing anything from your early childhood that might have triggered your submissiveness and preference toward domineering women. It's all very... standard and dull. Father absent, female caregivers present, but nothing overtly formative."

"Perhaps we can skip forward a few years. Tell me all about your teenage years."

"My teenage years?”

"Yes. Adolescence. Puberty. The years when sexual identity begins to crystallize. Surely there's more relevant material there."

"Right. Yes. My teenage years."

"Take your time, but don't waste it."

"No. Right, I won't."

"I was around thirteen when things started to change." 

"Grandma had passed away now. And my Dad met someone. A lady friend. And they started a relationship. Her name was Elena, and before too long they were married and moving in together."

"She was... nice enough, I thought. Elena was strong-willed. Outspoken. She had this way of walking into a room and just... taking it over, you know?"

"Did she have any children from a previous relationship?"

"Yes. Two daughters. Not much older than me. Sophia was fifteen, and Lila was seventeen, I think."

"So your male only household suddenly gained three women."

"Exactly. Yes. It was a lot. I'd been used to it being just me, my dad and Ms. Nora. Life was quiet. Orderly. And then suddenly there were... well, girls everywhere."

"Everywhere."

"They moved into our house, our house was bigger, so it made sense. But it was like an invasion, honestly. The bathroom was suddenly this whole new place, cluttered with a hundred different soaps and creams and perfumes. There'd be makeup and hair all over the counter, tights drying on the radiator. I'd go to watch TV and find them sprawled across the sofa watching something girly garbage."

"Elena redecorated the whole house. She said the house needed 'a woman's touch.' New curtains, new cushions, paintings on the walls. My dad's old armchair got replaced with this cream-colored thing that you couldn't sit in without leaving marks. The whole place started to smell different, like scented candles and whatever shampoo they used."

"And the noise. They were always fighting with each other. When they weren’t fighting they would be laughing or dancing or playing terrible music. Doors slamming. Phone ringing. It was like the house had come alive, but not in a way I understood."

"How did you feel about it?"

"I wasn't happy about it at first, to be honest."

"Be specific."

"I didn't like them much, Sophia and Lila, I mean. They were bossy. Picked on me. They'd make fun of
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