Dr. Andrea Smith sat in her office contemplating telling her staff that she was leaving for the day and to cancel all her remaining patience when her secretary entered the room stating they just received a transfer teen to seek her world class therapy.  Andrea was known around the world for having the skills needed to deal with criminal teenagers. She had worked for eight years in the system and still came to work every day. She believes it was because her fiancé at the time encouraged her to do her best, but three weeks ago he left a note on her pillow saying it was over and walked out the door. She was devastated. She didn’t love him, but she really missed the sex. She picked up the file of this boy’s conviction and past treatment and started to leave through it thinking, ‘fine, I’ll see this last boy then I’m going home for the day to make love to my vibrator.’ 
The boy was one that she had never seen before. His name was Jon Alexander and he was in juvenile detention for raping his infant sister. He was now 12 years old and the offense happened at the very young age of 10. He had been in the system for over a year and had seen about five counselors who felt overly disgusted with his lack of remorse and were literally scared of this child. Finally he was referred to the great Dr. Smith and her correctional facility for troubled teens. The main problem was his parents never wanted to see him again, so even if she could help this boy he had no where to go and would probably be back in jail facing the death penalty within a month or two of his release into society. Andrea might just be his last saving grace. 
She leafed through the folder laughing at what some of the doctors attempted to help this boy, knowing it wouldn’t even help her get her mind off of sex let alone a child rapist. Some claimed it was all his parents fault, others say he was possessed by the devil, and her personal favorite was by the last shrink that said society and damaging television at a young age corrupted his mind to want sex. Maybe that was her problem, society had wanted her to crave sex, or it was the way her ex- fiancé could always find that right spot to make her have wild screaming orgasms before his cock even touched her body. ‘DAMNIT’ she thought, ‘I’ve got to get sex out of my head before I meet this damn little kid.’
A knock came on her office door and she shouted “come in” while still staring at his record. An officer came in and asked if she was ready for Jon and she said “yeah, I’ll be right down.” Working in a correctional facility you had to be very careful what you placed in front of these kids. So for her sessions she had to give therapy in a room where there were no chairs, tables, or any form of any object that could be used as a weapon. She was required for the more seriously troubled teens to wear a gun on her thigh or in the small of her back in case things got out of control and there were always an armed guard three seconds from entering the door but never inside. She still valued the teens words and kept them as confidential as possible. She entered the depressing empty room and sat on the cement built in bench along the back wall. Hearing a series of buzzers and locks clinking she knew the fucker was only seconds away, and for the first time in her profession she felt tense to be in his presence. 

He entered a guard on either side chaining him to the floor posts before leaving the room and him standing before her, the sick fuck that he was. He was not what she expected. At age 12 it was very apparent he had not yet hit puberty for his face was still so child like. His boyish good looks ran the length of him. He was not yet tall, but not short for his age. He was more muscular than she imagined. And when he smiled, he looked happy to be there chained to her floor, not scared, not guilty, he looked like a boy chained to the floor with nothing wrong with him. Minutes clicked by and he sat down on the floor and she was still just staring at him trying to figure him out before asking him questions. Finally she stopped staring and started asking the routine questions for a transfer criminal. He answered without a care in the world, playing with the bottom of his pants. Finally she asked him about him being in the room with her.
“Why are you here Jon?” Dr. Smith asked professionally

“Because all the other doctors think I’m a sick fucker.” Jon answered smugly. Andrea thought the same thing, but she was determined to help him.

“What did you do for them to think that?” Dr. Smith tried.

“Think what?” Jon answered, clearing trying to make her repeat what he said, but she was going to let him know now who the boss was in the room and not answer his question directly.

“Why do people call you sick?” Andrea questioned with authority ringing in her tone, but to a boy this troubled authority meant nothing to him. 

“Because I got a boner at age ten and wanted a bitch to take care of it, it was a lucky thing my little sister knew how to suck.” Jon answered looking down now; he looked upset at his answer.

“How old was your sister”

“Somewhere around 15 months old.” Jon sighed clearly bored with her game. 

“Do you regret doing it?”
“No, I regret getting caught. Now the chances of me ever having sex that isn’t with my cell mate is very slim, and even now they won’t let me have a cell mate.” At this he raised his head and their eyes locked for the first time. Chills went through Andrea’s body as she tried to repress the sting of fear that now swam through her body. 

“So it doesn’t matter if you are having sex with a girl or a boy as long as its sex?” Andrea tried to pry into his brain to know where the problem inlay and then she could help, only when she knew how bad the condition was would she be able to cure him.

“Not at this point… I’m going to die in here anyway. I rather prefer women.” 

Now prying even more to get him to see her point she questioned, “even if you did get out though, women do not want a man who will not respect them. I’m going to try and treat you, to help you appreciate people and feel sympathetic about their conditions. Maybe then you’ll feel sorry for what you have done, and you can gradually be introduced back into society.” 

Jon smiled at this, “you really want to help me, or do you just want a pay check?”

Andrea stared at him, “if I wanted a pay check I would go be a private practice doctor and counsel rich snobs on how to live their miserable lives better and make a hell of a lot more money than I would here. Of course I want to help you.” And she was shocked at what came out of her mouth. She of course loved her job but it was her job not to let the patient see her passions, because then they had an in to her life. She pressed the buzzer for the guards to get him and as they picked him off the floor and unchained him and took him back to his cell his eyes never left hers.

Every meeting after that with Jon was more and more frightening but at the same time exciting. She found herself totally dedicated to helping him fix his sex addiction but yet growing closer and closer to him. After a few more sessions of him just sitting on the floor she told the guards not to chain him down this time and let him move about freely in his hand cuff and leg shackles. He was amazed at how much she trusted him. And this lead to deeper secrets, about a childhood that was full of sexual activity and masturbation at the age of four. She couldn’t help but wonder if the boy was doing it currently. Masturbating in his cell every night even though it was clear he could not cum in a manly way. 

Finally after three months of treatment and getting more and more personal with Jon she told the officers to uncuff him and let him be free in the room.  The boy was amazed and moved about for the first few minutes of the session. Then he laid flat on his back on the floor with his arms and legs outstretched. He continued to talk.

“Jon, today I want to get to know the offense more, what happened that night to your sister.”

Jon chuckled on the floor and simply moved his hands behind his head, still staring at the ceiling. “Mom went out, she left me alone with Joyce for only about an hour, then dad was supposed to come home and bail us out. Joyce was sleeping in her crib, she wouldn’t have woken until dad got home, but I woke her up.” At this he smiled and paused for a beat and Andrea noticed a small bulge starting in his jump suit. “Once I saw mom pull away down the street I turned on very loud music and Joyce started screaming. That’s when I got the idea. I pulled her out of the crib and pulled my pants down. Of course my cock was hard, and I placed it deep in her mouth. She was choking on it and muffled noises came out of her mouth, tears streamed down her face, and I wanted more.” Andrea now noticed that the boys cock had grown to a bigger bulge. She was almost sure it was standing straight up and pitching a big tent in the orange jumpsuit. She continued to stare at the boy cock. “so that’s when I decided I wanted to know what a pussy felt like. I knew she was small, but I wanted it bad. I took off her diaper and fingered her pussy, she was screaming so loud by this point and I tried to hold her still, but she wouldn’t have it so I picked her up spread her legs and slammed her down on my cock. Then I forced her under me as I started pumping. Her screams where deafening and mom came running upstairs. She had forgotten her cell phone and then heard the noise and racket and was screaming my name but I couldn’t hear her, Joyce was to loud. She walked in and kicked my ass, picked the baby up and kicked me in the face, and I blacked out.” Jon smiled and Andrea looked up at his face noticing now that she was caught looking at his cock. Jon stood up and sat next to her on the bench. “you like it don’t you?” he asked with a smile. She quickly pushed the button and the guards came in and Jon stood and turned his back on them with his hands on his head as they locked him in all the metal and drug him from the room. 

Once she was safely back in her office she took a deep breath and tried to register what had happened in that room. Then she noticed something. She was warm, and wet, and her hand immediately touched her pussy lips and she trembled. She yelled at her secretary that she needed to leave immediately and called her ex- fiancé and begged him to come spend the night tonight. The next morning waking up in his arms was no good. The sex was lousy, it was not what she was craving and it scared her. Did she really want Jon?? She imagined what it would be like to be the baby sister that got sexually assaulted and felt warm all over. She dressed and left for work, leaving no note and no goodbye for her ex to wake up to. She demanded to see Jon first thing and for the entire morning shift. She went down to the room and waited for the guards to bring him in and unshackle him. Jon sat against the opposite wall, boyish charm in his cute brown eyes. Andrea sat on the bench complete frustration ringing through her body. 
“What’s up today Doc?” Jon asked in a funny tone.

“I wanted to let you know I do not fear you, I will help you, I am superior to you.” Andrea’s voice was cold and hard and she stood as she was saying this to him. 

He slowly stood and started to take steps but she couldn’t focus on him moving closer, she could only hear his voice and watch his wanting and knowing eyes, “Of course you are doc, I know you’ll help me, but I also know that you do fear me, and you aren’t superior to me, in fact you like me being dominating.” And he was standing right in front of her face whispering the words so she hung on them every last one of them. Fear shot through her eyes and her body like the first meeting she had with him and she felt weak and dizzy. His hand was running along her panty hoe thigh and starting to creep up her skirt as his eyes held her in complete contempt. He easily found the gun on her thigh band that was dangerously close to a place growing hot and wet with excitement and fear. He removed it from the holster and took a step back. She realized then what he had done.

“JON! She yelled, give it back, I’m calling the guards back in here, you will be sent away and condemned to death.” Jon giggled and tossed the gun to a corner of the room and she had hardly noticed but his hand was now down his jumpsuit and touching a very hard cock. She looked at the gun on the floor, and looked at the call button for the guards, then looked at the boy with his hands down his pants and wanted him badly. 

“Lower your jumpsuit” she said in a hushed tone. The boy stopped touching himself.

“What??” he asked surprised as she was. “I SAID Take off your fucking jumpsuit.” Her authority rang out in the room, and he for the first time obeyed and showed fear for her authority… showed need for her authority. He stood there now before her in the systems briefs with a boner. 
“take those off to.” She pointed at the briefs and the boy with wonder in his eyes obeyed again and he stood there with a little premature cock sticking out of his thin muscular young body.  She walked over to him and grabbed the little three inch thin pecker staring in his eyes. Finally his body and eyes registered the fear she felt since she first laid eyes on him. He was at her mercy and for once he was scared, but his cock stayed hard. 

“You can’t even cum yet. You sick nasty little fucker are just a wee little kid who can’t even cum.” She snarled down at his face.

“Fuck you” the boy shouted to the woman trying to take a step back but she held him so he screamed out in pain. His balls where tight for the two tiny things. And her fingers started to dance on him. “Cut it out” he yelled at her but her eyes stayed fixed on him. 

“What are you going to do about it fucker?? HUH?” She pushed him down on the cement bench and grabbed his cock jerking it and keeping a hand firmly planted on his chest to keep him down. He twitched under her trying to force himself up as she began to jerk at his cock, the thing that got him into all this trouble.

“FUCKING LET ME GO BITCH!” he yelled at her as he tried to free himself. But his body was starting to twitch and it sounded more like moaning than objection. “STTTTOOOP” he yelled as his tiny manhood began to cum in orgasm. Spurts of yellow stream flew up and landed on his stomach. Covering himself in his own piss. He was crying now on the bench as she jerk the cock abusively off to the end of it. 

“What’s the matter fucker? Don’t like it when you get abused or dominated?” Andrea said down to the crying boy. 

“I fucking hate you.” The boy managed to get out as he sat up and collected his clothes wiping the tears from his eyes. Once he was back clothed again she pushed the button and the boy stood not looking at her at all as they chained him up to be locked away. 

Dr. Smith couldn’t believe what she had done. She had just molested her own patient. That was grounds for termination, and a lengthy jail sentence herself. But yet it still felt right and she needed to do it again. She wanted to do it again. 

The next day she said the same thing. She had to see Jon for an extended period of time right away. Her secretary came in saying “you know he seems to be making the most improvement out of all your patients, people can believe the change, seems it just happened over night.” Andrea smiled at that and knew exactly what she had to do. She removed her gun and placed it in her desk before waiting for Jon in the confinement room. 

“I don’t want to talk to you anymore” Jon said when she asked how he was doing this morning.

“Why not” Andrea questioned.

“Because you’re a bitch.” Jon bit back, trying to get that sense of fear in her eyes again.

Andrea joined him on the floor now, sitting close to him but he didn’t move, he sat with his head between his knees and rocked back and forth.

She started to stroke his hair and he looked at her. “what the fuck are you doing?” He asked her. 

“I’m going to rape you Jon, the way you raped Joyce.” Fear ran through his body as she returned the same damned smile he had given her when he caught her staring at his boner. She had the ball now. She was in control. He turned pale and scooted back. She grabbed his wrist and put his hand on her thigh. Having him slowly slide his hand up her skirt. “Don’t you want to have sex with girls.”

“NO!” he screamed out “ I want to be in control. I don’t fucking want to have sex with you.” He tried to pull his hand away but she had it locked in between her hot thighs and he was undoing his jump suit. He struggled to fight her off but she was clearly stronger than the boy. She had stripped him naked for the second time in two days and the boy sat there a thin line of tears forming on his cheeks as he pleaded with her not to touch him again. She hiked up her skirt and he was amazed but scared to find she had no panties on and he was shoved on his back on the floor. Without letting him yell a single word she placed her wet pussy on his lips and could hear him sobbing as her dripping pussy leaked female juices all over his preteen face. She noticed his cock was at full attention as his body shook with sobs and she pulled on his cock. “LICK MY FUCKING PUSSY JON!” she commanded him and he did what she asked through tears and fear. She came right there on his face. Letting her juices flow down his lips, his face, and in his eyes and laughed as it had felt greater than sex with her lover. She got off him and he wiped his face from the tears and the cum. “Stop please.” He begged her. 
“Um, I don’t think so Jon.” She said as she held her forearm against his neck so he could not move from his back. She positioned her wet dripping pussy over his cock and more fear ran in his eyes as he couldn’t even look at her. His head turned to the side as she slid his very tiny cock into her pussy and bounced on it violently. He whimpered as she rapped him violently. Without control of his damn cock he came inside her, pissing this time up and into her, and she realized for the first time she was in love with little boys. She wanted this forever. He continued to cum as she came for a second time over his tiny little cock and he continued to ball. The second she released him he rolled away from her put his clothes back on and cried in the corner as she straightened herself. 

“Now are you sorry for hurting Joyce?” Andrea asked, knowing she had taught him the lesson he’ll never forget and found a fetish she would never be able to rid from her system. 

“Yes, I regret ever raping her.” Jon whimpered from the corner. 

Tomorrow Jon turned 13 and he would be put in front of a parole board that would see if he was rehabilitated enough to start being integrated back into society.  Thanks to Dr. Smith, the boy was more than sorry for what he did, and would probably most definitely not be a repeat offender. Jon eventually did get the parole board’s approval to leave the juvenile detention center when he turned 15. He never once re-offended. As for Dr. Smith, she found a whole new way to treat the sickest little boys there where. 

