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⚠️ Content Warning & Ethical Disclaimer

This work is a piece of fictional erotica intended for mature audiences (18+) only. It contains explicit sexual content, including a consensual but ethically taboo dynamic between a therapist and his adult patient. This scenario is entirely imaginary and crafted for the purposes of erotic fantasy.

The author does not condone or promote unethical relationships in real life, especially those that violate professional or legal boundaries such as therapist-client interactions. This story is meant solely for entertainment and should be understood as a work of fiction that explores themes of dominance, self-discovery, and desire within a safe, imaginative space.

Reader discretion is advised.


I shift in the uncomfortable plastic chair, my eyes darting around Dr. Thorne’s office like a caged animal looking for an escape. I had refused to sit on the leather couch and be the stereotypical therapy patient—prone, vulnerable, and easily analyzed. The room is sterile, all beige walls and polished wood, but it’s the man sitting across from me who makes my skin crawl. Dr. Thorne. Early 40s, with salt-and-pepper hair that’s just messy enough to be intentional, and eyes that seem to see right through me. He’s not like the other therapists I’ve been forced to see after my latest fuck-up—a locker room brawl that left a teammate with a broken nose and my scholarship hanging by a thread. Those shrinks were soft, their questions tentative, like they were afraid to wake the beast. Not Dr. Thorne. He’s different. Dangerous. His voice is low and slow, like molasses, but there’s an edge to it, a sharpness that makes me sit up straighter.

“Cameron,” he says, leaning forward, his elbows on his knees. “Let’s talk about what happened in the locker room.”

I clench my fists under the table, my knuckles going white. “I already told everyone what happened. Guy got in my face, I decked him. End of story.”

Dr. Thorne’s lips quirk up in a half-smile, like he knows I’m lying. “Is that all it was, Cameron? A guy got in your face?”

I shrug, trying to play it cool, but my heart’s pounding in my chest. “What else is there to it?”

He leans back, crossing his legs, his expensive loafers gleaming under the soft light of the lamp. “You’re a big guy, Cameron. A star linebacker. People look up to you. They expect you to be in control. But here you are, in my office, because you couldn’t keep your hands to yourself. Why is that?”

I shift again, my jaw tightening. “I don’t know. Maybe I just have a short fuse.”

“Or maybe,” he says, his voice dropping even lower, “there’s something else going on. Something you’re not ready to face.”

My stomach twists, and I want to tell him to shut the fuck up, but the words stick in my throat. He’s too close, too perceptive, and I hate it. I hate that he’s right. There is something else going on, something I’ve buried so deep I barely acknowledge it myself. But I’m not about to admit that to him.

“Look, Doc,” I say, forcing a laugh. “I’m here because they made me come. I don’t need this. I’m fine.”
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