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Clinical Control

“Another day, another humiliated boy,” she mouthed as she took a few minutes to enjoy herself and relax before her day really began. Charts and files waited for her attention, but Dr. Taylor stepped into the empty auditorium, the polished wooden floor gleaming under the overhead lights. This was her domain, her sanctuary—an expansive space filled with the echoes of lectures and the hushed whispers of awe that followed her sessions with her medical students. Holding her hands behind her back, Dr. Taylor walked with a confident stride, her white coat billowing slightly behind her, a symbol of authority that belied her youth.

In this chamber, she was in control. Better yet, she and her all-female staff could do whatever they liked. Out in the world, sexism persisted. Here, the women were in charge.

“I can own any boy who comes to me for help,” she said aloud with a wicked smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.

As she surveyed the rows of vacant seats, she enjoyed a surge of pride. Here, in this clinic, she commanded respect. Her nurses and trainees looked up to her, their admiration palpable despite her youth. They understood that knowledge transcended age, and Dr. Taylor possessed an unyielding confidence that made her an exceptional leader.

At the center of the stage stood the exam table, a stark reminder of the clinical precision that she routinely demonstrated on this stage. Its cold surface was illuminated, the leather restraints hanging from the corners casting long shadows that danced across the floor. They were more than mere accessories; they symbolized the gravity of her work—the control she exerted in this carefully crafted environment. Each time she stepped onto that stage, she was both teacher and healer, guiding her students through the complexities of medicine with a steady hand.

She paused, letting the silence envelop her while imagining the bustling activity that would soon fill the space. The nervous excitement of medical students, the whispered consultations among her nurses—all a part of her meticulously orchestrated fiefdom. Here, she was not just a doctor; she was a mentor, an authority, a force of nature. And in this theater of healing, she was undeniably in control.

Most of all, she could have fun. She thought of the patient who’d be coming in soon. She hadn’t met him yet, but she’d reviewed Daniel’s file. She thought of having him strapped down and naked and completely at her mercy.

“I can’t wait,” she whispered to herself.

This was going to be fun.

Working to recall her meditation exercises, Megan knew she needed to relax. This kind of stress wasn't good for her or their chances of conceiving, but Megan shifted in her chair and smoothed the hem of her dress over her thighs for the third time. The fabric felt light—too light for October. Outside, the morning wind had gnawed at her skin, but in here, the air smelled sterile yet faintly floral, like lavender spritzed over antiseptic. The waiting room was bright, too bright, with large windows that let in so much sunshine. Potted plants lined the walls—perfect ferns without a single brown tip as if someone inspected each leaf at the start of every day. The walls were painted a buttery yellow, and cheerful artwork hung in neat frames: pastel drawings of smiling babies, children blowing bubbles, a mother holding an infant close to her chest.

It was the kind of place designed to put people at ease, but it didn't work. Not for Megan. Or Daniel.

Her spouse sat next to her. He tried to appear at ease with his eyes aimed down at his phone. They both knew what this meant. They both understood what would happen if this latest fertility expert gave them bad news. He nibbled on inside of his mouth and contemplated exactly how he would talk to her and what he might have said. Normally, he could lose himself to his phone. That glass rectangle could normally absorb all of his focus and attention. Not today.

Sitting to his right, Megan wrung her hands in her lap.

A small fountain burbled softly in the corner, the water spiraling over smooth stones. The receptionist, seated behind a sleek white desk, wore a permanent smile that wavered only when she glanced down at her computer. Megan could hear the occasional tapping of keys, the whirr of the printer or fax machine behind the desk, and the low murmur of a couple seated across the room, speaking to each other in hushed tones. Everyone in the waiting room looked like they were pretending—pretending to be relaxed, pretending not to care if this worked out or not.

Finally, Daniel slid his phone back into his pocket. He had already tried to reassure her. It hadn’t worked. He was going to try again.

Most of all, he understood how it wasn't fair. As a woman, she was the one who would bear the brunt of the effort in terms of having a child. She had to get pregnant. When it didn't work out, she blamed herself. This may not have been medically true, but Megan was a traditional girl in so many different ways. Even if she identified herself as a feminist, she still carried that burden of wondering what might have been wrong with her if she couldn't get pregnant…

No, he told himself. He couldn't let her think like that. He had to be there for her. He needed to show his wife that he was going to take care of her, no matter what it took.

He’d do anything and everything in his power to make her happy. Silently, he made that promise to himself again. Daniel shifted beside her, angling his chair slightly toward hers. He reached over and took her hand, giving it a light squeeze. “It’s going to be okay,” he whispered. Somehow, he couldn't quite bring himself to raise his voice. This wasn't a library, and he didn't need to stay quiet, yet there was something hushed about the entire place, like he didn't want to get in trouble for making too much noise.

Megan nodded, but she couldn’t bring herself to look at him. Her eyes stayed fixed on a framed painting above the receptionist’s desk—a bright blue sky with two clouds shaped like rabbits chasing each other. It was the kind of thing she might’ve liked in another context, but today it made her skin crawl. There was something off about it.

Daniel leaned closer, brushing a strand of hair off her cheek. His breath was warm and familiar against her temple. “This is just another step,” he murmured. “We’re doing the right thing. We have come this far, and we can keep going. You and me together. We can keep going, and we can do whatever it takes."

His wife nodded again, though the knot in her stomach refused to loosen. She knew he was trying. He had been trying ever since they made the decision to come here, reading every article, watching every documentary, as if the right research could conjure their future child into existence. But Megan couldn’t shake the feeling that they were stepping into something bigger than they understood.

Daniel sat up straighter, his thumb running slow circles over the back of her hand. He was always like this, steady, the kind of man who knew how to hold back the chaos. She loved him for it, but today, his calm was making her feel even more unmoored. How could he not be as terrified as she was? Didn’t he see the way the place seemed too clean, too polished, as if it were trying to convince them everything was under control?

The other couple across the room whispered again, their heads close together. The woman wore a soft scarf draped over her shoulders, and the man clutched a reusable water bottle with both hands like it was a lifeline. They looked young and hopeful but tired in a way that didn’t seem physical. Megan glanced at Daniel. Were they starting to look like that too? Tired, but not from lack of sleep—from the weight of carrying around silent hope for too long? She wondered about those questions, not that she'd voice them.

Megan shut her eyes for a moment, breathing in slowly. In and out. In and out. She tried to focus on Daniel’s hand in hers, on the sound of the fountain, on the scent of lavender in the air. It was a nice place. She should feel grateful, even optimistic. But the air felt thick, like the walls were pressing in on them, just a little. Not enough to notice at first—just enough to make her heart race a beat faster than it should.

When she opened her eyes, Daniel was looking at her. “We’ll meet the doctor,” he said gently, “and we’ll get a plan. It’s going to be good, Megan. No more guesswork. Just real answers.”

His voice was so hopeful that Megan yearned to believe him. But then, that was the thing about hope, wasn’t it? It tricked you into believing you were in control. And what if today’s answers weren’t the ones they needed? What if there weren’t any good answers at all?

Daniel must’ve sensed her spiraling thoughts because he squeezed her hand again, this time more firmly. “We’re doing this together,” he said, holding her gaze. “No matter what, we’re in this together.” He leaned over and touched his head to hers. "I love you, and I'm here for you. No matter what else happens, that's always going to be true."

Megan gave him a small, tight-lipped smile. “I know,” she whispered. And she did. Daniel would never let her carry this on her own, no matter how heavy it got. That was the thing about him—he was the kind of man who held on even when it hurt.

The door to the back hallway swung open just then, and a young woman with bright red hair and a wide smile stepped into the waiting room. She wore teal scrubs and a badge that read Jasmine. “Hi, Megan and Daniel?” Jasmine inquired, scanning the room until her eyes landed on them. She clutched a tablet against her chest and gave them a grin that was just a little too big, a little too cheerful. “We’re ready for you! If you could follow me, that would be great.”

Megan stood, her legs feeling unsteady beneath her. Daniel rose beside her, slipping an arm around her waist as if to steady her. They followed Jasmine toward the open door, past the rows of perfect plants and the cheerful paintings, and through the doorway into the clinic beyond.

As the door swung shut behind them, the sound of the fountain in the waiting room faded, replaced by the hum of machines and the distant clicking of keyboards. The hallway was narrow and sterile, and the air felt colder here. Megan knew that there were probably good reasons for all of this. If nothing else, the staff probably had to run around different parts of the office throughout the day, so they got a lot warmer. It was only the patients who would be waiting in the exam rooms or out in the reception area who'd get cold.

Jasmine led them deeper into the clinic, her bright voice bouncing off the walls. “The doctor is excited to meet you guys! We’ll start with some initial blood work and then get you settled in the consultation room, okay?”

Megan forced herself to nod, gripping Daniel’s hand tightly as they walked. The walls seemed to close in around them, the hum of machines growing louder with each step. The cheerful artwork and bright sunlight from the waiting room felt miles away now.

Daniel leaned in close, his voice low and steady. “It’s okay,” he whispered. “I’m right here.”

Megan nodded again, though the knot in her stomach only tightened. She tried to focus on the sound of his voice, the warmth of his hand in hers, the promise they’d made to each other: No matter what happened, they were in this together.

"Okay, Megan. Please have a seat right here. Daniel, you can sit right there. Dr. Taylor will be with you shortly." The redhead quickly disappeared from the room.

Daniel puffed out his cheeks, and he lifted his gaze toward the wall. In this windowless exam room, he wasn't sure what to do or say. When at first started talking about having a child, it had seemed so exciting. More than that, he had loved how they could go at it like wild animals, constantly having sex, and it always felt so good. Only then, nothing happened. At first, they both remained quiet about the issue. They smiled, they laughed, and they enjoyed themselves. They had their date nights, only they both started to wonder what the sex really meant, especially when she didn't get pregnant.

Like so many other couples had discovered, the painful irony was that they had tried to not to have children for so long. Even when they were married, they had used both condoms and birth control pills. They had their careers; they had to get themselves into the right position. They didn't want to make the same mistakes their parents had by having kids too soon.

He reached over and took her hand. "No matter what, I'm always going to be with you. I love you," he said. On some level, he worked to be a realist and to point out that maybe there was just something wrong with one or both of them. Maybe there was a medical reason why this wouldn't work.

Another medical assistant came through the door. At first, Daniel thought it might have been the doctor. It wasn't. She said she was there to do some blood work on both of them.

She took the samples fairly quickly, pricking their veins and filling the vials. At the same time, she was smiling just as Jasmine had. She seemed enthusiastic, like she loved her work.

Both Daniel and Megan made pleasant small talk with the assistant, but they really itched to talk to the doctor.

Then again, he knew that was going to be premature. Their tests, whatever they might have been, would take a while. Consequently, today's conversation probably wouldn't be especially enlightening or dramatic.

This boy had no idea.

With another smile, the assistant departed.

Both Daniel and Megan waited again. This time, they were quiet. He wasn't sure what to say or how to reassure her. Making the same promises over and over again probably wasn't helping.

"How's your arm?" he asked.

"It's okay," she said with a weak smile.

"Just remember, when we have a kid, we can tell them we bled to make our family happen," he said and grinned at her.

This time, her smile was a little stronger.

After that, they waited in tentative silence. Daniel kept thinking about what he might've been able to do or say to help reassure his wife.

Before he come up something good, the door opened again, only this time he saw the doctor. She carried herself with a sense of gravitas and authority. He had expected that. He was a doctor, after all. She had years of training and expertise. Still, she shocked him. There was something about her wavy brown hair, high cheek bones, cute nose, and full lips. She wore a white lab coat; underneath that, she had on a tight black blouse. She looked good. Really good. Of course, Daniel loved his wife, but he couldn't help but notice.

"Hello," Megan said as she sat up a little straighter. "Are you here to poke and prod me some more?"

Dr. Taylor walked over to the rolling stool, sat down, and braced her tablet on her legs. Her fingers curved along the edge, and she smiled right back at Megan. "No. Not today anyway." She flashed a promising smile. "Right now, I just want to get a sense of where you both stand, what you’ve been doing, and what you hope to achieve in the next few weeks and months."

"What we hope to achieve is pretty easy," Daniel said. "We want to have a kid."

"We've been trying. We've been trying a lot," Megan explained. "We've also been to a few other doctors, but…"

"It hasn't worked," the physician finished for her. "I understand how frustrating this can be." Plenty of doctors all around the country probably said these exact same words in situations like this. But when Daniel glanced over at her, he nodded, and he got the impression that she really meant it. She had a surprising amount of empathy, he thought. All too often, doctors would start to see their jobs as a grinding routine, one they didn't really need to care about.

Then again, maybe this woman was just younger.

Dr. Taylor continued, "We have a couple of different options. First off, we'll get you started with the blood panels right away. We’ll check for any anomalies, hormone levels, and that sort of thing. If anything pops up, I’ll talk to you about it right away. But in the meantime, there are some other approaches you can utilize."

"Other approaches?"

"Are you going to tell me that I need to hold my legs in the air after we have sex?" Megan asked with a smile. "Because you know, I’ve been doing that already."

"No," Dr. Taylor replied. "This isn't actually for you." She turned her gaze back to Daniel. "Tell me something, Daniel. How far are you willing to go to make sure you can have a child with your wife?"

Instantly, Daniel knew what the right answer needed to be. Reaching over, he gave Megan's hand another squeeze. "I'm willing to do anything, whatever it takes."

"One of my nurses is going to take Megan off to do some tests, but we can work on you at the same time."

"Work on me?"

"Basically, we're going to need some measurements and a sample."

"Sounds like fun," he said sheepishly.

Dr. Taylor flashed a mostly reassuring smile; it had to be his imagination, but he thought he saw a little smirk curving along her lips as though she secretly enjoyed this part. "You have no idea," she said to him. Again, he noticed her wavy hair, her big eyes, and that alluring smile. All at once, he unintentionally flashed back to high school, and he thought of those beautiful girls in their cheerleading uniforms and how they casually strode from one corridor to the next. Whenever they walked down the halls, they always seemed so incredibly overpowering, like it was impossible for him to even consider standing in their way. Those girls ruled. Based on their beauty and confidence, those young women could do whatever they wished, and he knew he would never have been able to stop them. In fact, if they had decided to pay just a little bit of attention to him, he would have groveled on his knees in front of them. Luckily for him, those girls had never really understood just how powerful they could be.

"Okay then," said the doctor. She clapped her hands together. "Daniel, you'll come with me. Megan, you wait here. Any questions?"

"No, I don't think so," he said.

"Perfect," Dr. Taylor replied. She stepped back and motioned for Daniel to head out of the small exam room.

Puffing out his cheeks, he exhaled. He turned back to his wife, gave her a quick embrace, and whispered into her ear, "I love you, and I'm going to do everything in my power to make sure I can give you a baby."

"Thank you," she said. "And thank you for coming here in particular," she said. That had been a minor point of contention, he remembered. When she first suggested that they try and other fertility clinic, he had gone online and done his research, hunting through different websites and review forums. Dr. Taylor's reputation had surprised him, mostly because she owned this clinic with several other women. Strictly speaking, he hadn't noticed any particular problem with her online presence. Even so, there was something strange. Quite a few different review websites left up notations when comments were deleted, usually because individuals change their minds. Her reviews had included a lot of those—clearly, plenty of patients had felt strongly, only to change their minds later.

Timidly, he had suggested that maybe they should try a different facility, especially because he had to wonder why so many different patients had left reviews, only to delete them. Megan had shrugged, saying something like, "They probably got pregnant. Maybe they were frustrated, and they wrote something foolish, and then they decided to delete it after the fact. Dr. Taylor apparently knows what she's doing." He had agreed, mostly because he saw that sign of hope in her eyes.

For her part, Megan watched her husband leave, and she realized something. More and more, she was becoming comfortable in this clinic. Back in the waiting room, something that seemed off. But now, she started to wonder if it really bothered her at all.

She thought of her husband, she thought of the doctor, and she thought of that one desire humming there at the center of her being. She longed to start a family with her husband. She yearned to have that child, to raise a little boy or girl and to be a mom. She smiled and shook her head. Once the door closed.

Most of all, she believed, Daniel. He really would do anything to make sure that they could have a child together.

"So where are we headed?" Daniel asked, if only to dispel some of the nervous energy simmering at the base of his stomach.

"The auditorium," she said.

The auditorium? That sounded…strange.

He paused. He came to a stop right there in the middle of the hallway, so she turned around, her coat almost billowing around her for just a moment. "Daniel, this is a necessary part of the process," she said.

"But you told me we're going to an auditorium?" He spoke carefully, enunciating each word because he didn't want to mess this up. More than that, he was taking this woman seriously. He saw her as a doctor, so he knew he had to listen to her. At the same time, there was that strange sense of power imbalance. She would tell him what to do, and he would do it. She understood the mysteries of the human body in a way that he couldn't. All of those different details came together, yet something about her still made him nervous.

Was it the fact that she was hot? Maybe it was her power? Her authority? Was it the fact that she was the one holding out that hope for what Megan really wanted?

"That's right," she said. Stepping closer, she said, "This is also a training clinic, so a couple of my colleagues will be observing. Oh, we're also going to have some students there too. That isn't a problem, is it?"

Opening his mouth, Daniel itched to say something. The words were right there at the back of his throat, only she came even closer. She was taller than he had expected. Not only that, she was the kind of beautiful woman he might have snuck glances at from the other side of the room. Having her approach him like this made something inside of his gut tighten. The hairs along the back of his neck rose, and heat prickled down along the length of his body. He could feel it all the way from his toes in his shoes up to his elbows in his sleeves.

With her eyes aimed right at him, Daniel itched to retreat. Still, this boy froze. Trapped right there, his legs locked in place, he didn't know what to do. Paralyzed, he tried to swallow. He couldn't. Then she reached out, and she touched his elbow. "I know this is a lot, so if you want to leave right now, you can. But I want you to remember that you signed those release forms. Daniel, you are technically in my custody right now. That means we can do whatever we need to do to treat you. Still, I'm going to keep the option of leaving. Would you like to leave with your wife right now?"

It was a generous offer.

He could have shrugged off her touch, turned around, stomped back through the facility, taken his wife, and left.

If he did that, he’d be breaking his promise to Megan.

Something tightened at the back of his throat. He swallowed it down. "No," he said. "I don't need to do anything like that. Let's go."

The young physician grabbed him by his wrist, her fingers surprisingly cool to the touch. She tugged, and he followed.

Less than a minute later, she pushed her way through an oversized set of doors, and then he saw the glare of the lights shining down on expansive stage. He still trailed after her. Dr. Taylor's grip was stronger than he would have expected. Tentatively, and timidly, he had tried to pull his hand free from her hold. She hadn't released him.

Almost dragging along like he was some little kid, Dr. Taylor escorted him into the light.

Right away, he heard the hushed murmurs from different people. Those were female voices, he quickly realized. He held up his hand, blocking out the glare and saw them.

Dr. Taylor let go, and he tightened again. His entire body became paralyzed for one or two or three full seconds. He got cold despite the heat of the lights glaring down on him.

"What is this?" Daniel asked. He managed to keep his voice level. That seemed like a remarkable achievement.

"I have some medical students here today," Dr. Taylor said to him. "They're going to be observing, remember?"

"But, but…"

"Don't worry," Dr. Taylor said. "They can all be professional." Without waiting for his response, she stepped away from him and toward the front of the stage. She held out her hands, and then she clapped once. Right away, all the students focused on her.

"Good morning, ladies," she began.

Immediately, Daniel checked. He had to check. He wasn't sure why this mattered him, yet he jerked his head back toward the audience, and he blocked out the shine from the overhead lights. Right away, he saw the girls up front, the young women in the center, and more of the female medical students to the left and right, then seated near the back. First, he noted that Dr. Taylor had been correct; all of the medical students here for women. He wasn't sure why, but there was this snap of cold that rushed down to the center of his being. It felt like a lance, falling from the back of his throat down into the pit of his stomach.

"It's good to see everyone again," Dr. Taylor said with that professorial affability. She was young and beautiful, yet she still carried herself with the gravitas of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. Equally important, this was her clinic. She had the academic training, the experience, and to the cool confidence to take control. Clearly, she didn't mind having hundreds of medical students watching her all at once.

Hundreds? That idea popped into his head, and he turned it into a question almost instantly. Quickly, he scanned across the audience, and he saw all of those young women in their twenties. More than that, they were watching him too, and more than a few of them were smirking. Once or twice, his eyes seemed to meet theirs, and he found himself quickly looking away.

As a guy, he had been intimidated on plenty of different occasions throughout his life. Still, he never really expected it from a group of young women. At this point, he was a capable professional in his own right. He made money, and he had the respect of his colleagues. At work, he sometimes saw the female interns, and they quickly scurried to get out of his way. Although he did his best to be polite, professional, and approachable, they still seemed nervous around him.

These women, in contrast, all carried an almost a hungry shine in their eyes. A few of them pointed, giggled, and whispered. More than one woman had pulled out her phone and aimed it in his direction.

Then again, he didn't know they were taking pictures. Maybe they were just checking their social feeds or something. Still, there was something about the way they angled their devices. It really seemed like they were taking his picture.

For the second, he tried to tell himself that they couldn't do that without his permission.

And yet…

Dr. Taylor kept talking now, "As you saw in the email announcement, we’re going to be starting off with an examination. My assistants will be up here, and you will be able to see everything in very clear detail on the screens." She lifted her hands and pointed to the left and right sides of the stage. Mounted to the walls, the monitors activated, but then he saw that intimidating piece of furniture for the first time.

In truth, he hadn't noticed it before. But now, a separate spotlight activated, and he turned when he saw the circle of illumination on the other side of the stage. It was definitely an exam table, only it came with a set of stirrups, and he saw something else. Those looked like restraints…

No way, Daniel told himself. That couldn't be right. Only then, Dr. Taylor stepped in front of him, and she spoke clearly, her voice projecting out to the audience, "To begin, we’re going to need you to remove your clothing."

"What?"

"You need to remove your clothing," she said. "You’ll need to be naked for this next part of the exam."

"You're joking," he began to say. Only then, she leaned in, and she said, "If you look behind you, you'll see my to assistants. If necessary, they’ll strip you right here in front of all of those girls. Is that really what you want? I could be wrong. I'm sure a couple of them would enjoy the show, but I don't think you’d like it very much."

Reluctantly, Daniel forced himself to glance back. He rotated his body, turned his head, and then he saw them: two young women. They were taller than him. They looked strong, more like athletes. He remembered some of the pretty girls back in high school who played on the soccer team. They always seemed so quick, so beautifully muscled, toned, and ready for a fight. Even if he hadn't allowed himself to think about it, there had been that instinctive curiosity at the back of his brain. If they had gotten into a fight, those girls might have been able to defeat him…Maybe they could’ve held him down.

Somehow, he could sense that these women working at this clinic would’ve been able to overpower him. With them, it wouldn’t be a question. They’d win.

The back of his throat turned to dry, and he nodded. "Can I have some privacy?"

"Daniel," Dr. Taylor said with a note of disappointment in her voice. "We’re all medical professionals here."

"I know, but…" His voice trailed off, dissipating as he peered back into her eyes.

At some other place or time, Daniel might have been able to argue with her and convince her. Right then and there, however, this boy was in her domain. She was in charge, so she could decide how things were going to work.

Nervous energy danced along the length of his neck, and he found himself stepping back.

Then he heard the footsteps. Her assistants. Her associates. Her followers. They’d do whatever she ordered. If they needed to strip him naked right there in front of all of these women, they’d do it.

For just a moment, he tried to push that idea aside. There was no way they could take that kind of risk. And yet, if he had really signed those releases, the doctor could probably get away with it. He wasn't a lawyer and didn't know how the sort of thing worked, but he had been impressed by the size of the facility. It was so big, almost like a miniature hospital all on its own. That meant she had money; if she had money, then she had power. Not only that, Dr. Taylor obviously had a lot of credibility judging by the number of students are denied auditorium.

His heart hammered faster and faster inside his chest.

He closed his eyes, and he started to move.

He reached up, and he unbuttoned the top of his shirt. A girl out in the audience whistled.

Dr. Taylor chuckled. Then she glanced back at the crowd. Without any real ferocity in her voice, she said, "Remember decorum, ladies." Still, she smiled. Not only that, he glanced up, and he thought he saw her wink at her students.

A wave of titters reverberated along the auditorium. This time, he glanced up as his hands worked the buttons on his shirt, but he couldn't see any of the faces. There were all of those girls out there, and they were watching him.

He had to get this over with, he told himself. Daniel shrugged off his outer shirt. He pulled off the T-shirt he had worn underneath. Bare from the waist up, he tried to glance out at those students. He wanted to confront them. As a man, he wasn't supposed to have any problem with nudity. For the first time in his life, he knew that he was being judged by hundreds of girls. Many of them were pretty. Not only that, he had the doctor right there in front of him. She was definitely intimidating and gorgeous and he didn't know what to do.

"Your belt," she said, guessing that his thoughts had frozen in place.

"Right," he mouthed, unable to speak for himself. Daniel loosened his belt and slipped out of his shoes at the same time. Then he tugged down his pants. He yanked off his socks. That only left his boxers.

"Go on," she said.

He gulped, obeyed, and was soon naked right there in front of all of those women. On display, he forgot how to move.

He waited for laughter.

It didn't come.

Instead, he glanced up again, and he was about to raise his hand to block out the light, so he could maybe see some of the expressions on those medical students' faces. Before he could, the assistants grabbed him. They took him by his arms, and they forced him forward, right up to the edge of the stage. He tried to jerk his way free, but they held on tight. Not only that, they really were stronger than he had expected. Maybe if he had started to kick and thrash like a wild animal, then he would’ve be able to slip free. Of course, he was too nervous to attempt for anything like that.

"Ladies, this is Daniel. We’re going to be giving him a thorough examination today. Daniel here is interested in having children. Consequently, we need to focus on his cock and balls. We need to make sure that he is a healthy, virile male. Do you think that's something we can do today?"

"Yes!"

"Absolutely!"

"You've got this!"

The medical students shouted out their encouragement like this was some kind of concert. They were excited; they were having fun.

Daniel barely noticed. Instead, his eyes remained locked on that circle of light and the exam table. The medical exam table loomed in the stark shine, its surface a cold, sterile white that seemed to absorb all warmth. Thick leather restraints lay ominously at each corner, their rough texture and metallic buckles glinting under the harsh light, promising stories of confinement for multiple men–somehow, he wasn’t sure how, Daniel understood that this exam table existed for the men who ventured into this clinic. The table was rigid and unyielding with an unsettling angular design that made it feel more like an instrument of control than a place for healing. Shadows pooled in the creases, deepening his sense of foreboding. It stood as a silent sentinel, both a necessary tool and a source of dread, provoking that visceral fear of vulnerability in the face of medical authority. Dr. Taylor was in charge, and she could do whatever she wished with this boy.

He gulped.

He tried to find his voice…and he failed.

Daniel endured another rush of anxiety as the pair of muscular medical assistants approached him, their confident strides echoing in the stark, clinical space despite the noises coming from the audience. Those women moved with purpose, their toned arms flexing as they effortlessly grasped his shoulders, guiding him across the stage with a firm grip. Despite his attempts to squirm away, their hold was unyielding as an unspoken assurance that escape was not an option. These women knew what they were doing; they knew how to keep him as a captive.

A captive?

Daniel tried and failed to banish the idea.

“It’s okay,” Dr. Taylor reassured him with that knowing and authoritative smile.

Once they reached the imposing exam table, Daniel's heart thumped as they positioned him with precision. The cold and sterile surface pressed against his naked back, sending a shiver down his spine. With swift efficiency, the assistants began to secure him with the thick leather restraints. Each buckle clicked into place with a finality that made him acutely aware of his vulnerability. He struggled against their hold, his resistance only provoking amused glances between them. They shoved him down and tightened the straps with practiced ease, their expressions a mix of determination and focus, leaving him feeling more like a test subject than a patient.

His legs were spread, his ankles strapped into place. With every second, this boy’s chest rose and fell with every frantic breath.

Daniel took a deep breath, trying to summon a sense of calm amidst the chaos of his spiked thoughts. Strapped firmly to the exam table, he felt exposed with every inch of him on display for the curious gaze of the medical students gathered around the auditorium. He focused on the lights overhead and attempted to block out the whispered conversations and stifled laughter that echoed in the expansive chamber. Still, the weight of the girls’ scrutiny pressed heavily on him, making it nearly impossible to maintain his composure.

Each movement he made only reminded him of his restraints, the leather biting into his skin as he fought against the wave of vulnerability that threatened to overwhelm him. No matter how hard he tried to center himself, the stark reality of his situation—the audience of future doctors and the looming presence of the assistants—transformed the idea of tranquility into an elusive dream.

Dr. Taylor stepped behind him and rested her hands on his shoulders. “Shall we begin?”

Daniel opened his mouth to tell her to stop and to order the removal of his restraints.

The doctor raised her hand and motioned toward someone standing a few feet away and outside of his line of sight. Biting down, Daniel did his best to get ready. He had to confront her. He had to tell this woman that she couldn’t get away with this. She had no right to treat him this way!

Only then, his muscles clenched and bulged as he tightened his fingers into fists, and he pulled again. He tried to break free from the restraints. Part of him wanted to buck and to throw himself from side to side. He yearned to yank and twist, squirming with everything he had. He could’ve struggled like a wild beast!

Deep down, however, Daniel already knew it wouldn’t work. Not only that, he glanced up, and he made eye contact with her again.

Dr. Taylor flashed a beneficent and reassuring smile. At least, that was how he wanted to interpret her expression, only he sensed something else as well. She was having fun with him. She was enjoying this.

A few seconds later, several other women approached. Like the doctor, they wore white lab coats. He saw one girl with dark red hair, another with a black mane, and two more brunettes. Daniel glanced at each of them; he waited for some kind of explanation. The doctor didn’t give it to him, not right away.

“Thank you for joining me,” Dr. Taylor said to the newcomers. Finally, she turned back to Daniel. “I hope you don’t mind, but here are some of my trainees. These medical students are really interested in learning more about fertility, especially the male contribution. Isn’t that right, girls?”

The young women nodded and smiled. A couple of them were examining Daniel. Their eyes slid over the trapped patient.

He shivered. With their gazes aimed at him, he knew exactly how he looked. Naked and bound, his legs spread and with his manhood on display, he couldn’t hide anything from them.

His mouth had suddenly gone dry, so Daniel tried to swallow. He couldn’t. Instead, there was just hammering heat beneath his skin and the extra effort required to get his lungs to pump. He almost forgot how to think as one of them smirked down at him. Another winked!

They were definitely having fun, he saw.

Daniel wished he could sharpen some words into an accusation. He wanted to snarl at them, to tell them they couldn’t get away with this. Again and again, those thoughts and ideas cycled at the back of his mind, except he didn’t have the strength to speak.

He had to do it. He had to confront them!

Right as he summoned the strength to tell this woman that she wouldn’t be able to keep him like this and that he demanded privacy, the doctor smirked and said, “Your wife is going to be very happy with you.”

His wife. Megan. Right away, Daniel thought of her face, her looks of longing, that eager desire for a child, and all of his promises.

“Remember,” said Dr. Taylor, “I’m one of the best experts in the country.” That was true, he knew. He had done his research, tracking through the various experts when it came to fertility. Again and again, her name came up. Granted, there had been a few accusations here or there, but nothing ever been proven definitively. More importantly, there had been all of these different reviews and comments from happy couples who had only been able to conceive thanks to the efforts of Dr. Taylor.

This woman could make it happen.

Holding on to that possibility, he bit down on the inside of his mouth. His molars pressed down, and he nodded.

“Ladies, go ahead and apply the standard diagnostic procedures.”

Over the next couple of minutes, the women circled around him. Out in the auditorium, dozens or hundreds of girls watched. Up here, there had to be at least seven or eight. At one point, Daniel had told himself that he was going to count. He would memorize their names and faces. He would learn as much as he could about them.

Except then he made eye contact with a dark-haired girl, and she smiled down at him. Technically, that was a reassuring expression. She was trying to make him feel better; she wanted to help them relax. But when their eyes met, he understood something. To her, he was a patient. To her, he was something that needed to be examined and eventually fixed. Not only that, he still had the straps around his wrists and ankles. He was helpless, so she could do whatever she liked.

Daniel had no choice; he had to trust these young women. From the medical students to the doctor herself, Daniel had put his trust within their hands. He couldn’t go back on it now.

Besides, he had already stripped in front of these women. Most of all, he tried to hold onto the idea that they were medical professionals. They were experts, and they knew what they were doing.

The medical students clustered around him and measured his blood pressure.

Someone else ran her hands along his legs, then his arms. They wore latex gloves, and they whispered back and forth as they made different notations. At the very edge of his peripheral vision, Daniel could see that one of the screens had shifted. Most of the monitors displayed his bound and naked form. Another screen now offered up his medical information as the students entered in the data.

“This is just the beginning,” Dr. Taylor said. Just as kind as before, she asked, “Do you have any questions? Is there anything you would like to know?”

Daniel opened his mouth. He needed to answer. He had to say something. He had to get these women to understand that he couldn’t be treated like this.

“I, I…”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It will all be over soon.”

Daniel tried to say something else.

One of the medical students touched a finger to his lips. She said in a low voice, “Shush. The doctor is talking.”

His eyes widened. She wasn’t supposed to be able to do that!  She couldn’t just silence him with a touch and a few words!

“Okay,” said the doctor. “Jessica, I want you to squeeze his scrotum. Tell me if you feel any anomalies. We practiced this the other day. Let’s see if you can put the theory into practice.”

“Yes, ma’am!” chirped a medical student.

He hadn’t noticed her before. Blonde with long and smooth and straight hair, she wore red lipstick. She looked gorgeous, he thought. His shaft twitched, but Daniel quickly pushed those urges aside. He wasn’t going to let himself think like that, not right now and not right here.

She snapped on a pair of latex gloves, just as the others had done. Now she leaned forward.

Reflexively, Daniel longed to bring his knees together. He couldn’t. His heels and ankles were trapped within the stirrups. His muscles twitched as he tried to pull away or to bring his knees together. He couldn’t. He felt those restraints. They were tight around his limbs, keeping him captive just as these women wanted.

One girl leaned forward, and she whispered to him, “It’s okay. Just relax.”

“You have a very nice bedside manner,” said the doctor.

“Thank you!” said the girl with a vivacious smile. Daniel realized that she was only doing this because she was also on display, just in a different way. These girls were showing off; they wanted to demonstrate what they could do for the doctor. They wanted their mentor to understand just how skilled they could be.

And Daniel couldn’t worry about that, not when this other girl came up between his legs. She casually slipped her hand along his inner thighs before her finger slipped beneath his balls. She cupped his balls.

Right as he started to get used to those alien sensations of the latex gliding along his skin, she squeezed.

It wasn’t painful, not exactly. Technically, she could have hurt him. She didn’t. Even so, his muscles stiffened as the medical student massaged his balls while she searched for any abnormalities.

Worse than that, he started to get excited.

“It’s a little bit too soon for that,” said the doctor. “You need to relax.”

All around the doctor, her students and the members of the audience started to laugh. There were the appreciate titters as the girls enjoyed this. Truthfully, he didn’t know if they simply liked having the sort of power. After all, they were pretty young women. They were probably harassed or annoyed by guys all the time. But right then and there, he couldn’t bring himself to say anything. They could tease and objectify him, all in the name of “treatment”.

One girl started to distract him. “Can you just verify that you don’t smoke or do any hard drugs?”

“What?” Daniel asked, breathing fast and deep. Of course, he had already given them this information.

“Can you confirm that you don’t smoke or do any hard drugs?”

“I don’t,” he promised.

The girl between his legs continued to check his balls. Did she have to be so thorough?

“That’s good,” she said. “Do you work out every day?”

The girl pulled her hand back. He thought she was done. Only then, she reached down with her other arm, and she started to repeat the process!

Straining against his bonds, he wished he could just slip free, jump onto his feet, and start shouting at those women. In truth, he wasn’t even sure what he would have said, especially because he had signed up for this. Even if they had him as a prisoner, he needed to remember that they were in charge for good reason. They knew what they were doing.

Even so, he glanced back at the audience. His eyes started to adjust, or maybe the lights had dimmed. Either way, he couldn’t make out specific features, but it was easy enough to see the outlines of their silhouettes.

The audience was enjoying this. There could have been hundreds of young women out there, and they were watching him. They were studying him.

“Everything looks good,” said the girl as she withdrew her hand from his balls.

“Time to measure,” said Dr. Taylor. “Who’d like to do that?”

Of course, each of the dozen girls on the stage jerked their hands into the air.

Dr. Taylor grinned, and she glanced over at one of the girls with the shining black hair. “You.”

The girl pulled on her on latex gloves, snapping them against her wrist. Then she skipped over like an eager schoolgirl, her lab coat billowing behind her.

“And Daniel, we need you to relax,” Dr. Taylor said. “Can you do that for us?”

The tension from before had triggered him, sending furious desire racing across his body. He hated this. More than that, he wanted to reassure those women. He wanted to tell them that he didn’t enjoy being on display or strapped down. He couldn’t enjoy this!

His body demonstrated that exact reaction, of course. As a boy, he couldn’t hide it. His shaft had stiffened but the doctor whispered, “It’s okay. Just close your eyes and relax. You can do this.”

He obeyed.

Daniel closed his eyes, he exhaled through his lips, and he tried to pretend that he was unaffected and all alone. He didn’t have to think about the cadre of beautiful girls surrounding him or the young women watching him, whispering back and forth as they waited to see what could happen next. Instead, he’d lose himself; he could relax and allow the tension to fade away.

Remarkably, it worked. For a couple of seconds there, the desires started to fade, and he softened.

Then one of the girls grabbed him. She measured him.

Right there in front of all of those women, she called out the measurement!

He wasn’t really that small while soft, was he?

Daniel didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to accept it. More than that, he saw the way the girls were chuckling and giggling. Of course, they were supposed to be professional. Then again, they were just students, so they didn’t have to follow the same rules of professionalism and decorum as the doctor who taught them.

More than that, the girls out in the audience were all anonymous. If they wanted to laugh at him or to whisper back and forth, there was absolutely no way for him to stop them.

The doctor didn’t seem offended; if anything, there was that indulgent smile on her face as though she wistfully remembered what it was like to be their age. Medical school had been difficult, but there were still pleasant memories. Besides, she knew how hard these girls worked. They had long nights and difficult materials to master and memorize; they needed to learn so much. They were under so much pressure. Consequently, they deserved to have some fun. They deserved to enjoy themselves from time to time!

“Stimulate him,” the doctor said next.

“What?” Daniel breathed out.

His eye shot open at this point. They had examined him while flaccid; it was time to see exactly how he measured up when fully erect.

“Are you ready?” asked one of the girls. She had taken that spot between his legs, and she casually reached down. Wearing latex gloves just like the other girls, she slid her smooth touch from the base of a shaft up to his tip. Then she wrapped her fingers around his member.

Her touch was cooler than he had expected. Not only that, she was stronger too!

She squeezed, and there was that tension, and he made the mistake of glancing back up at her. This girl had fiery red hair, bright green eyes, and little freckles along her cheeks and up the ridge of her nose. Without trying, Daniel memorized those details. She was cute, especially with her hair framing her face and falling down around her shoulders. Worse than that, Daniel made the mistake of letting his eyes drop down to her cleavage. He could only see the upper hint of those curves, but there was something enticing about the blouse she wore and the way it hugged her breasts.

Without trying, he thought about what it would have been like to reach out, to run his fingers along those mounds, to gently squeeze, and to enjoy himself with a crow like her.

He loved his wife, of course. He never would have cheated on Megan, but he had those instincts and those urges. He was still a guy, and he couldn’t complete the block out those thoughts and images and fantasies.

Worse than that, this girl was touching him!

Completely in control, the medical student stroked and teased him, bringing him to the edge of release. She moved with clinical authority as she completely controlled his body.

“How does that feel?” asked Dr. Taylor.

“It…it…”

“There’s no reason to be shy,” the doctor reminded him. “Remember, we’re all medical professionals here. We know exactly what you need.”

His lips pulled back, and he gasped, feeling the cool air rush along his teeth and down over his gums. Hot frustration mounted within his body.

“There,” decided the medical student.

Daniel didn’t understand, but the girl in front of him pulled her hands away. She was smiling down at him, and now she measured him.

“Quite a bit more impressive,” she announced.

Daniel still tried to respond to Dr. Taylor’s previous question. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t push those words out onto the air, although she seemed to have forgotten anyway. Maybe she’d only intended to distract him before. Either way, he found himself gulping and gasping and looking back at the others.

“What, what happens now?”

“Now that we’ve measured you and tested your responsiveness, we need to get a sample.”

“A sample?” he asked, his eyes going wide.

In that moment, he wasn’t even sure who had answered his question, yet he still felt compelled to look around and to try to figure this out. He saw the doctor, her assistants standing off to the side, the medical students, and then he made the mistake of turning back to see the audience.

So many of those girls leaned forward like they couldn’t wait to see what would happen next. Obviously, they had a good sense of what the doctor had planned. Anticipation crackled along the air. They knew what the plans were going to be.

“Just relax,” said Dr. Taylor.

“You know, I, I don’t think I can do this,” he started to say.

“It’s fine,” said one of the medical students. She reached down, and she patted him on his shoulder. Another girl brushed her fingers through his hair.

His brows tightened; he didn’t understand how they could treat him like this. Still, he didn’t dare respond. His heart pounded faster, and he locked his teeth together. With the exasperation racing through his body, he could only lift his chin and looked down along the length of his body. He watched as the doctor held out the small container. Then she came up between his ankles, and she reached for his erect cock.

She squeezed him. She fondled him. She massaged him.

Moment by moment, she stimulated him!

Worse than that, she positioned the cup with her free hand. Then she turned back for the other girls. “Remember to follow my technique,” she said. “Men might not want to believe it, but they’re pretty much all the same, at least when it comes to this kind of stimulation. You can get them worked up, and if you move fast, you can make them come nice and hard.”

Again and again, he tried to summon the words to get them to stop. He needed to shout back, to fight, or to slip at least one hand free from his restraints. Still squirming, he threw his body to the left, then the right.

Neither the doctor nor any of her followers seemed to realize what he was doing. After all, he was just a patient. As a boy, he was strapped down and secure. He couldn’t get away, no matter how hard he tried!

They knew it.

They didn’t worry about him.

Then she squeezed again, pushing him over that invisibles line. His reflexes snapped into place, and the sensations rocketed from between his legs and out into the tip of his manhood. His member started to throb; he came hard as she manipulated his shaft. She squeezed and milked him!  At this point, the girls had gone quiet. Intent, they watched as their mentor showed them exactly what to do.

For her, it was just a medical procedure. She was draining him, stripping him of his load from one moment to the next.

If he happened to enjoy it, that was just a byproduct of the procedure.

If anything, he should’ve been grateful!

“That looks good,” the doctor said once his orgasm had finished. She sealed the small container and handed it off to one of her associates. “Please take this to the lab.”

Turning back to the audience, Dr. Taylor stepped for the edge of the stage, and she raised her hand. “Ladies, what did you think?  Oh, and don’t forget to cheer for this boy. He has been to a little bit of an ordeal.” The girls out in the audience laughed, clapped, applauded, whooped and cheered. The noise rolled across the air like a storm. They had certainly enjoyed the show!

The other girls on the stage removed his restraints, sliding them off of his arms and legs. Even then, he didn’t really feel like he had his freedom. After all, those girls could have grabbed him and pushed him right back down again. They could have restrained him within just a few more seconds, moving through those expert maneuvers as a sliding the shackles over his wrists and ankles. With his limbs back in the stirrups, he would’ve been helpless again.

As a man, he wasn’t sure how to respond to those kinds of feelings.

Right away, he yearned to growl or snarl like an animal. Those primal urges simmered at the back of his head, but he remembered why he was there. Technically, he volunteered for this. He wanted her help; he needed her aid in order to give Megan what she really wanted.

Megan. He thought of his wife, and he silently nodded to himself. The ordeal was over, so there was no need to complain about it now.

A pair of medical students took him by his hands, and they guided him off the stage. Behind him, one of the nurses held onto his clothing.

They deposited him in a dressing room and told him to put his outfit back on.

Tentatively, he obeyed.

Back in his underwear, pants, shoes, socks, and shirts, Daniel began to feel like himself again.

Fully clothed now, he stepped out, and he found his wife waiting for him. He reached out, and she squeezed his arm. While he seemed pensive, she was smiling. “How are you feeling?  How did everything go?” Her eyes shined. “Did you have fun?”

“Yeah,” he muttered. “It was a blast.”

He stared off into the distance for just a second or two. Then he closed his eyes, shook his head, and remembered that he needed to be focused on Megan first.

“What about you?” Daniel needed to know. “How’re you doing?”

She shrugged. “It was an exam. It wasn’t exactly a lot of fun.”

“Right,” he said.

“Ready to go home?” she held out her hand, and he took it. They laced their fingers together, and he wondered exactly what they were going to learn next.

Obviously, they had to wait awhile. The doctor sent them a confirmation email indicating that they had both gone through their exams, Daniel had given his sample, and now they just had to let the laboratory technicians do their thing.

In the meantime, Daniel and Megan kept trying.

Over the next week or so, he loved being with his wife. At the same time, he kept thinking about that session on that stage with those girls watching him. There had to have been a hundred of them out in the auditorium. Plus, the advanced medical students up on the stage had touched him and teased him. They had stimulated him in ways he had never been able to expect.

In some ways, it felt almost like a dream. If he had wanted to, then maybe he would have able to convince himself that it never really happened at all.

While they were eating dinner, the phone rang.

Megan picked it up, answering it right away. She talked to someone on the other end of the line and made another appointment. When she was done, she hung up, and she looked back at her husband. “Ready for another visit to the doctor’s office?”

Daniel tried to ignore that little spurt of fear the back of his throat. He gulped it down and nodded. “Absolutely,” he promised her as he reached over and gave her hand another one of those reassuring squeezes. They could do this, he thought.

Besides…the hard part was over.

Sure enough, Megan felt a lot better about the waiting room this time. It didn’t seem quite so sterile. The art seemed almost welcoming. She loved the energy of those bunny rabbits in the sky. She wasn’t sure what caused this change, but she saw the way her husband was seated, his elbows pushed against his sides with his hands held tight together.

“It’s going to be okay,” she said, enjoying the role of reassuring him.

“You’re right,” he replied.

A new nurse appeared and asked for the couple to follow her. Megan and Daniel obliged, still holding hands.

They made their way down the hallways, and then he realized something.

All of this seemed very familiar. Then they saw the doctor standing in front of a pair of double doors.

“Hello, Megan. It’s good to see you again, Daniel.” Dr. Taylor carried herself with her usual competent confidence.

In truth, Daniel had expected to meet her in one of the private exam rooms. They were supposed to talk about his sperm count for something like that. Maybe she’d start lecturing them about the chemistry of fertility and what they needed to do in order to conceive. Perhaps she would have made some announcement, something that could have changed the entire direction of their approach. Then again, she could’ve given him some trite advice about how he needed to wear boxers instead of briefs.

Instead, she asked, “I went over your laboratory results. At this point, we didn’t find any aberrations or any specific reason why you shouldn’t be able to conceive. With this in mind, I actually think it might be a matter of technique.”

“Technique,” Daniel said. Theoretically, that made sense. Several of the books on getting pregnant had indicated that positioning could be important.

“That’s right,” Dr. Taylor replied. “Megan, are you willing to try something a little bit different?”

“Yes,” said his wife. “Absolutely. Anything.”

“Okay then,” Dr. Taylor said. “We already have your releases from before, so let’s head out, shall we?”

“Out?” Daniel asked, yet it was too late.

"Out onto the stage," said the doctor.

Daniel froze. He stopped, his legs locking up beneath him. He stared at her. He glanced back at his wife. Nervously looking at his bottom lip, he forced himself to ask, "Is that, is that really necessary?" He hated that little stutter in his voice, only he couldn't help himself.

"Yes," said the doctor. "That's necessary." She made it sound easy and obvious.

"But…"

"What is it?" Megan asked. She reached over, and she touched her husband's hand. As his wife, she must've been able to understand that there was something wrong. She could see it in his face and the way his body tightened. In that instant, he probably looked like he could have jumped or sprung forward, his body tight with energy and ready to flee. "Are you okay?"

"I, I…"

"I bet he's just a little bit nervous," said the doctor with a smile. She glanced back at Megan, seizing her focus. "You see, the last time you two were here, Daniel helped us with one of our lectures."

"Really? You didn't say anything about that," Megan said to her husband.

"It wasn't a big deal," he said, instantly regretting those words. In that next moment, he drew in a breath, and he intended to contradict himself.

Dr. Taylor cut them off, "You see. It wasn't a big deal."

"Can I talk to my wife please? Alone?" Daniel blurted out.

"Of course," said the physician. She didn't glance back or turn around even as she pushed her way through the doors and out onto the auditorium's expansive stage. For a moment, he peeked through the opening before the door swung shut again. He saw the crowds. They were out there again with dozens or even hundreds of women arrayed in the seats. He only got a glimpse of the filled seats, yet he didn't spot any empty spaces. If anything, there were even more women out there. Frantically, he scanned through that brief memory, and he wondered if he would find any man out there.

Probably not. There was something about Dr. Taylor. It wasn't just her good looks, her pleasant demeanor, or that warm smile she sometimes flashed him. Daniel licked his bottom lip again, and he considered what he could do or say to get this to stop.

"We can do this," his wife said.

She touched his shoulder. Her fingers slid up to the side of his neck, and then her fingers combed along his hair. "Whatever it is, we can do this."

Part of him itched to sneer or snort. Another part of him wanted to laugh and answer with, "Of course, you’d say that. You weren't the one who got strapped down and used in front of a bunch of women!" When he closed his eyes for that fraction of a second, Daniel instantly remembered seeing all those faces. He saw those girls with red hair, black hair, that blonde and the girl with brown tresses. The different images flashed behind his eyes as he remembered something else.

For them, he’d been entertainment.

He had become a toy. He had been a plaything. At the same time, he knew he could never take those minutes back; those girls saw something special, and he had to wonder whether or not it had changed them on some fundamental level. It was easy to imagine. In that instant, he contemplated those girls and how they were going to grow up. Granted, they were at least in college. Many of them had probably graduated and now worked on earning their medical licenses. After this, they would take their exams, do their rotations, and some of them would start their own practices. Then they’d meet other men like him.

Clenching his eyes shut for just a second, he thought of the leather restraints and how they felt around his wrists and ankles. He contemplated how the cold air had played along his naked body, his cock and balls on display with his knees separated. Most of all, he remembered what it was like knowing that he was exposed and vulnerable in front of all of those different girls. Daniel was older, competent and capable. Not only that, he was a success by so many different metrics. He had his own place, his own car, a successful career, and a beautiful wife. At this point, they just needed to start a family, but…

"What is it?" Megan asked.

Peeking back at that amazing woman, he saw the concern glowing in her eyes. She watched him intently, like she couldn't understand what was going on inside of his head. That makes sense. He hadn’t told her. Technically, he could have said something about how he wasn't comfortable being there and how they needed to leave. His wife loved him; consequently, she would have nodded quickly, taking him by the hand, and escorting him out of the clinic. But if he did that, they’d be giving up on this one opportunity. He'd wreck her hope.

Daniel couldn't do that to her, not to this woman.

"Nothing," he said. Like a gentleman, he reached out, extending his arm. He slipped his fingers around hers, he gave her another one of those promising squeezes, and he pushed through the doors.

Right away, the whispers grew louder. There was that hushed sound, dozens of conversations emerging from all over the chamber. He looked out, and he squinted more easily this time. Accustomed to the sharp light, he stared back at the faces arrayed around him. Most of them were far off, but then he blinked and turned back toward the main stage. He saw Dr. Taylor standing there, her arms pulled behind her back, her wrists presumably crossed. He saw her toned waist, her slender shoulders, and the alluring contours of her breasts. She watched him, and there was that bright smile on her face. A pair of nurses in scrubs stood behind her. Almost a dozen medical students were arrayed around her.

Dr. Taylor strode to the edge of the stage, and she called out, "Ladies, we have our favorite patient once again. Are you guys ready?"

"Yes!" came the roaring answer. It sounded more like a concert than some kind of medical lecture.

"Daniel," Dr. Taylor said. "Megan. I'm so glad the two of you could make it. The results of your tests were clear. You are a pair of strong and healthy potential parents. That said, we really need to work on those techniques. Are you ready?"

That was the instant when he glanced past Dr. Taylor, and he saw the bed, the snug and crisp white sheets, plus the restraints. The exam table was gone, but this didn’t strike him as an improvement.

There were those same, brown shackles. They had the soft padding along the interior, and he knew they could bind him.

Not this time, Daniel silently promised himself. He wasn't going to let that happen again!

"I'm ready," Megan said. She glanced back at the audience. Clearly, she was just a little bit nervous, but she didn't care. She wished to start a family with this man, and she would do whatever it took!

Then again, he grimaced because he doubted it would be her dignity that would be compromised.

"Megan, do we have permission to position your husband?"

Daniel opened his mouth and wanted to say something about how they couldn't talk about him like that. Only then, Megan smiled and nodded. "Absolutely," she said. "I trust you completely!"

Dr. Taylor glanced back at her nurses. "Strip him, escort him to the bed, and get him into position. Don't worry, Daniel. You're going to enjoy this–mostly." She winked, and a couple of the medical students up on the stage laughed at that. Even Megan giggled a little bit. She looked shy and nervous, like she wasn't really sure how this would work, yet she already knew she’d do whatever it took to make this happen.

In the last second, Daniel glanced over at Megan. Perhaps he could sense the reluctance radiating off of her. She pressed her lips together into an uncertain pout, but she didn't say anything as the nurses touched his wrists and pulled his hands away from her. They walked toward the foot of the bed. Once there, they pushed him down. They went for the buttons on his shirt, their fingers dancing along each one. Seconds later, they pulled the shirt open, yanked it down along his shoulders, and grinned at him.

"What's going to happen?" Daniel asked, his voice low. Behind him, he could hear Dr. Taylor talking to the crowd. Megan stood off to the side, and she listened intently.

He heard something about positioning, about training the boy completely, about being relentless and getting every drop. Remarkably, his wife nodded along as though all of this made sense.

Moment by moment, he hoped Megan might actually hear something she didn't like. At some point, perhaps she would decide that this wasn't going to work for one reason or another. She was in the position to stop this.

She didn't.

They stripped away his shirt, and then they pushed him down onto the bed. They went for his belt, the button on his pants, and his zipper. They yanked his pants down along his legs. Then they remembered his shoes, pulled them off, and took away the bunched up trousers. From there, they went for his underwear. Soon enough, he was naked.

On his back and staring up toward the bright lights overhead, Daniel didn't know how to respond. His heart sped in his chest. He could feel every kick of his pulse. Then they took him by his wrists. They yanked them towards the corners of the bed. This was happening, he thought. It was really happening. He needed to stop it. He had to fight it.

They strapped down his right wrist first, then his left. The nurses moved quickly and efficiently as though they had done this many times before considering how easily they had restrained him. He had to assume they did this a lot. He glanced over at Dr. Taylor. She was still talking. She was describing the angle of penetration and the necessity for forming a tight seal. She said something along the lines of, "It's important that the boy can't get away. Sometimes, men can become reluctant, especially under circumstances like this. You see, men are under the mistaken belief that they are supposed to be on top, that they are supposed to be in control. This is obviously not the case. As we know and have studied, women need to be on top. It's much better for the reproductive act. This may not feel intuitive, but we are talking about science, not feelings or intuition."

Daniel gulped. He couldn't help it. There was tension at the back of his throat, and it spread down into his neck. His muscles locked up, but he still didn't know what to do or say.

He raised his head and glanced down toward the edge of the bed. He didn't see any stirrups. For that, he could be grateful.

The nurses strapped down his ankles. They restrained him, and suddenly he knew he couldn't bring his legs together. He wouldn't be able to hide his cock or his balls.

Dr. Taylor turned back to his wife. "Are you ready to begin?"

"I am," Megan said.

She exhaled slowly, walked over to the bed, and she looked down at him.

In that instant, he wasn't sure what to say. Daniel bit down into his lower lip. Nervous energy flared along his arms and legs, yet he knew it would be futile to struggle. Only then, he saw something in her eyes. Megan was watching him. More than that, he noticed something else. To anyone else in an auditorium, she probably seemed completely nervous and uncertain, as though she wasn't really sure about any of this. Only then, he could see that gleam in her eyes, and that subtle twitch at the corners of her mouth.

This should have been impossible, only Daniel realized something important: she wanted to do this.

No way, he thought to himself. No way, he told himself. There was no way that his wife could be interested in his captivity.

"I think this is going to be good for you," Megan said, her voice low. He honestly had no idea whether or not the young women out in the audience could hear what his wife told him. He may not have been sure, but something inside of him shivered or shuddered. It was this little spark of fear. She grinned and then, revealing her teeth. All at once, he had to test the restraints. He needed to know, or at least that was what Daniel told himself.

His wife watched him, her eyes still shining with something he couldn't quite name. Or rather, he understood what she was feeling, only he still couldn't admit it, not even within those inner recesses behind his eyes and between his ears. He frowned, and he yanked against his bonds. He squirmed to the left, then the right. His muscles tightened as he pulled. He tried to wiggle out of the restrained locked onto his left wrist. Next, he went to the right side. He tried to kick, to bend his knees, and to push his legs together. There were all of those instinctive movements as he attempted to escape like some panicked animal. He didn't have a real plan. There was no strategy here. Even so, he kept going, fighting hard to get free. It didn't work. It didn't help.

And then, the doctor looked over at his wife. "You need to remove your shoes, socks, and tights. After that, you can get into position." From there, the doctor leaned over. Technically, they weren't whispering back and forth. Even so, there was too much ambient noise for Daniel to pick out exactly what the physician told the woman he loved.

Pulse thudding, Daniel opened his mouth to say something. He needed to speak. And yet, he had this sickening twist of a revelation deep within his gut as he understood that she wasn't going to help him. She wouldn't release him. Instead, Megan nodded. She asked a question. Dr. Taylor answered.

From his perspective down on the bed, spread out and powerless, those girls looked like they were enjoying some kind of middle school sleepover. It was a silly and immature image, but the dynamic still applied. They’d captured this boy. He had cooperated, foolishly allowing himself to be strapped down. In the meantime, they could figure out what they want to do, and he wouldn't be able to stop them!

Megan kicked off her shoes, she pulled away her socks, and then she lifted her skirt just enough to remove her panties. While he had been stripped completely naked, she was still allowed at the dignity of most of her clothing.

His wife slid forward, braced herself on her knees, and then she looked down into his eyes. "The doctor says this might be a little bit unpleasant but necessary. You understand that, right?"

He began to say something.

Before Daniel could utter a word, she started to stroke his cock. Her fingers reached out, and she used both of her hands in the way she knew he loved. This was his wife, after all. Not only that, she had always been an eager and dedicated partner, meaning she had learned all about his secret desires. She understood his physiological buttons, so she knew how to press them and how to stimulate him. She understood exactly what it took to excite him.

Within moments, new desperation started to pulsate through his frame. Then he was about to climax.

She drew her hands back.

"Megan…" Daniel said.

"Not yet," she said simply.

"But…"

"Not yet," she interrupted, her voice firm and unyielding. Clearly, Megan understood how this was going to work, and she wasn't interested in any kind of argument or disagreement. She was in control; she’d make those decisions. And if she didn't, then the doctor certainly would.

With a sickening twist in the center of his chest, he realized that these women weren’t going to listen to him.

Still, he liked to believe that if he shouted for his wife to get him up, then she’d still oblige. Right then and there, she probably wished to believe he was eager for this and that he would do anything to get her pregnant. Perhaps that was true, yet he still held onto the idea that there was going to be some way for him to make this all stop. Maybe that was why he didn't force the issue. He still believed that there was a way to escape. As such, he decided to wait until the right time.

She grabbed him again with one hand sliding down between his legs and along his balls. Her fingers massaged him right beneath his scrotum. With her other hand, she started to gently pet his length. Her fingers darted up and down along his manhood, sending quick and sharp shivers of vibrant need gliding beneath the surface of his skin. A nurse called out for him close to his eyes. Not only that, he braced his weight against his heels and shoulder blades. He pushed down as he locked up, jerking his hips toward his wife. Again, she laughed. She was giggling, probably because there would always be something fascinating and fun about being able to control her husband.

Out in the wider world, people took him more seriously. He rarely noticed. But when they went out to dinner or if they needed to make some big purchase, the server or the salesperson always paid more attention to him. As far as they were concerned, he was the man, so he was the one who made the important choices.

Before this woman and at this fertility clinic, Megan was in control. Maybe the doctor had made that point explicitly. Maybe not. Either way, Megan could sense it.

He still didn't want to believe it.

More than that, it was easy to ignore his worries and doubts. After all, he’d always trust his wife. Better yet, she made this feel so good!

His breathing came faster. His heart thundered. Eager excitement swarmed through his body, growing stronger and stronger with every second. That was good, so good, and he craved so much more!

Droplets of excitement appeared on the tip of his cock. Still, she rubbed him with the pad of her thumb. She worked his tip, slid her fingers down, squeezed, relaxed, and stroked again and again. With one hand, she fondled his balls. With the other, she toyed with his cock.

This girl knew what she was doing. She played with him, and all of the medical students watched. A few of them were taking notes regarding Megan’s technique. At this point, Dr. Taylor even motioned toward some of the students down in the front and second rows. They crept up onto the stage, they pulled out their phones, and they started to record this, half a dozen different lenses and down at this boy from different angles.

Distantly, Daniel opened his eyes, and he saw those girls. More than that, he knew that this was being recorded. They would share those clips with her friends. Maybe they would even post them online…

If he was lucky, they’d blur out his face. Still, something about the smirks they wore made it clear to this boy that they didn't really care about his privacy. They’d show him off. They would show him off their friends. They would share those images, and there would be nothing he could do about it. At best, he might get lucky, and those videos wouldn't stray into the feeds of anyone who knew him personally. It was a nice idea, but he couldn't be sure.

More than that, Daniel couldn't make himself worry about any of this as these women watched. Again, his captivity was getting broadcast to the broader audience.

His wife smiled down at him. "Are you ready? Are you ready for me?"

"Yes," he groaned.

She positioned herself on top of him, lifting her skirt, spreading her legs, and lowering herself down. Inch by inch, she approached him. First, she used his cock like a dildo. She stroked her crevice with the tip of his manhood. She pressed down, holding on tight. Although she didn't hurt him, there was still that pressure, and it served as a fundamental reminder of how much power she had. While he was spread out, strapped down and naked, this woman could control him. She owned his most sensitive body part.

There!

Megan let out a sharp gasp. Daniel did the same as she lowered herself down, taking him little by little. That slow hiss between her teeth made it clear she loved this. Soon enough, she was positioned right on top of him.

"Remember what you need to do first," Dr. Taylor said.

Daniel wanted to ask what that meant, only his wife started to slide up and down.

That was fast!

That was faster than he had expected!

She moved quickly, gliding forward and back, up and down. She rotated her hips as she rode him to the right angle.

"That's, that kind of hurts," he started to say.

She didn't listen to him.

Megan continued to grind against his cock. Only now, she was laughing! That wild note of joy exploded out onto the air as she had fun with him. She was taking him, and there was nothing he could do to stop her!

"Megan, that's too fast!"

Dr. Taylor grinned. "Be sure to ride him harder. Don't forget the angle. Oh, and you need to tighten the walls of your vagina."

"Yes, Doctor!" Megan wasn't listening to her husband; even as she continued to fuck him. Moving her hips up and down, she only listened to that other woman. Dr. Taylor was in charge of that stage. She had control, and she didn't have to give it up.

As a boy, Daniel realized that no one here intended to listen to him. They saw him as a patient. They saw him as the life-support system for his cock. That was all he needed to be. After all, it was a fertility clinic owned by a woman. The boy could be the donor; that was all he had to be. The women were the ones who counted, both as the physicians and the patients.

She had him. She had him trapped between the walls of her pussy. Laughing hard, Megan slid up, down, forward and back all over again. She was moving faster now, her hair practically bouncing and Sir shoulders as she used him.

That was how it felt.

Right then and there, he didn't get to count as her husband. Instead, he became something else: a dispenser, a toy, and an object. Those ideas flashed behind his eyes, and he growled out, "I can’t take this!" He wanted to shout for her to stop. Even as he stared back at his wife, he could see that look of wild ecstasy take over her beautiful face. He had never seen her act like this before. She was having so much fun!

When he drew another breath to shout for all of this to come to a stop, Dr. Taylor glanced over at one of her nurses. She nodded. The nurse understood what that signal meant.

Before he could speak, someone shoved the ball gag into his mouth and between his teeth. The straps were drawn tight. He jerked his head from left to right and back again as he struggled to get the ball out. He couldn't let them gag him, not like this!

It was too late. He couldn't stop them.

They gagged him, and they strapped the ball into place. The clasp locked above the nape of his neck. He thrashed now, but that only seemed to give his wife even more of the sensations she desired.

At this point, he didn't know if he could control himself. He hated the idea of losing, especially when he had tried to tell them to stop.

This girl could take him. She could have him. She could use him. Most of all, he understood that he wouldn't be able to stop her!

"Good! That feels so incredibly good! This is wild! More, I want more!" Megan shouted out, the words cutting across the air as she lost herself to that ecstasy.

Gasping through his nostrils, Daniel couldn't resist. He lost control of his wife as she used him. Even if he understood what this meant, he still couldn't stop it. The sensations coursed through his body, rushing along his nerves in a torrent. The devastating pleasure crushed his defenses. He couldn't think clearly or rationally. Then again, he was just a boy, and these women didn't care about that.

His cock started to pulsate. He lost control to that orgasm. This singular reflex seized control of his mind, his body, and his senses.

Dr. Taylor instantly recognized what was happening. "Clench down. Clench down nice and hard. Drain him, Megan. Don't stop. Don't let him stop, not even if he's whimpering," she instructed.

His wife grinned ferociously. Maybe she noticed the ball gag. Maybe not. Maybe she understood that her husband was genuinely struggling. Or maybe she knew and she loved it! Maybe she loved the power she could have over him as she rode him.

As a woman, she was supposed to be the small one, the weak one, the one who had to worry about his uncontrollable sexual urges and instincts. But this time, she could have fun with him, and he couldn't stop her!

His cock continued to writhe and pulsate.

The orgasm should have stopped.

It didn't. As instructed, Megan clenched down, squeezing him about braid angle. The contours of her pussy gripped him, draining him. The orgasm didn't cease. There was that pain. There was that pleasure. These conflicting sensations rocketed along his body, making his nurse cry out. She drew this out for two or three times longer than he would have expected or even hoped.

Then she yanked away, and she was breathing hard. She rested her forehead on his chest as she struggled to catch up with everything that just happened.

Eventually, she finally glanced up. Her eyes flitted across his face in less than a second. Then Megan glanced over at the doctor. "Thank you. Thank you so much."

"With that technique, I can pretty much guarantee you're going to get pregnant," said the doctor.

"Isn't that great news?" Megan asked as she glanced down back at her husband.

He couldn't talk, but that just made her laugh. She threw her head back, and she enjoyed every second of this. All around her, the women started to laugh as well. They were applauding, clapping and cheering because they saw this as a wonderful procedure. Even if the boy had been tied down and gagged, that was fine with them. Male patients sometimes required gags for their own good. It was just a medical procedure, one that this couple had clearly needed.

If he couldn't see that, that was a pity.

Then again, if she didn't get pregnant, they would just have to do it again and again and again until she did…

The End
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The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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