
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Examination

The antiseptic smell hit sharp and medicinal the moment Dr. Reina Castellanos stepped into the examination room, cutting through the air like a blade. It mingled with something softer beneath—vanilla from the reed diffuser she kept on the narrow countertop next to the sink, her small rebellion against the sterile coldness that pervaded most medical spaces. She'd always hated that smell, the way it made patients tense up before she'd even touched them. The vanilla helped. A little.

She wore her white coat open, sleeves rolled to her elbows, revealing toned forearms marked with a small constellation of freckles near her left wrist. Beneath the coat, a charcoal blouse clung to the curves of her waist and hips, tailored enough to suggest professionalism but cut close enough that the fabric pulled slightly across her chest when she moved. Dark hair—nearly black, with hints of auburn when the light hit it right—was pulled into a low, elegant twist at the nape of her neck, though a few rebellious strands had already escaped to frame her angular face. Her eyes were warm amber, flecked with gold, the kind that could make patients feel genuinely seen even when she was cataloging symptoms with clinical efficiency. Full lips, the lower one slightly fuller than the top, pressed together as she scanned the chart in her hands. She had sharp cheekbones, a straight nose with the faintest bump at the bridge from a childhood fall, and skin the color of café con leche.

She was thirty-six, though most people guessed younger. Her body carried the lean strength of someone who ran every morning before sunrise—narrow waist, defined shoulders, long legs that looked good in the fitted black slacks she wore. Her hips had just enough curve to offset her athletic build. She moved with precision, every gesture economical, no wasted motion.

The patient—Marcus Chen, thirty-two, no significant medical history except a note about recent pelvic discomfort and difficulty urinating—sat on the examination table in a thin cotton gown that tied at the back. His legs dangled over the edge, bare from mid-thigh down, and his fingers drummed an anxious rhythm against his thighs. He was lean, almost wiry, with black hair cut short and neat, the kind of haircut that suggested he kept a regular barber appointment. His face was angular, all clean lines—sharp jawline dusted with stubble he'd probably meant to shave that morning, straight brows over dark brown eyes that couldn't quite hold her gaze. His skin was a shade lighter than hers, smooth except for a small scar cutting through his left eyebrow. Broad shoulders, narrow waist, the compact musculature of a runner or swimmer. When he shifted nervously, the gown gaped slightly at the side, revealing the curve of his hip and a glimpse of well-defined obliques.

He looked nervous. Most men did when they came in for this particular complaint.

He's trying so hard to seem unbothered, Reina thought, noting the way his shoulders hunched slightly forward, the tension radiating through his spine. Cute. They always are.

"Mr. Chen," she said, voice low and even, the kind of tone that could calm or command depending on inflection. She set the chart down on the counter with a soft thud, then crossed to the sink. The water hissed as she turned it on, steam rising immediately. "You mentioned persistent discomfort in the pelvic region, especially during urination. Based on your symptoms—frequency, slight burning sensation, pressure—I'm going to need to perform a digital rectal examination to assess your prostate. Rule out inflammation or infection."

Marcus swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. "Yeah, I—okay. I figured that's where this was going."

She lathered her hands thoroughly, the scent of unscented soap cutting through the vanilla-antiseptic blend. Her movements were methodical, practiced—scrub between each finger, under the nails, up past the wrists. "It's a routine procedure," she said, not looking at him yet, giving him time to process. "Uncomfortable for most patients, but it shouldn't be painful. If it is, you tell me immediately. Understood?"

"Understood," he said, though his voice had gone slightly tight.

Reina dried her hands on paper towels, then pulled on a pair of latex gloves with two sharp snaps. She turned to face him fully now, and caught the way his eyes tracked the movement of her hands as she adjusted the gloves, smoothing them over her fingers. "I need you to turn onto your left side," she instructed, gesturing to the table. "Knees drawn up toward your chest. As far as is comfortable."

He hesitated for just a breath—embarrassment, maybe, or simple nerves—then shifted. The paper covering the examination table crinkled loud in the quiet room, and Reina found herself hyper-aware of every sound: the rustle of his gown, the soft exhale as he repositioned, the faint hum of the fluorescent lights overhead. She could see the flex of muscle in his calves as he pulled his knees up, the way his thighs pressed together, the gown riding up slightly to expose the curve of his ass. It was a good ass—firm, the kind that suggested squats and lunges, maybe cycling. She kept her expression neutral, professional, even as she noted the details.

She approached with a bottle of lubricant, squeezing a generous amount onto her gloved fingers. It was cool, viscous, catching the light. "I'm going to insert one finger first," she said, her free hand coming to rest on his hip to steady him. His skin was warm even through the thin gown, and she could feel the rapid flutter of his pulse beneath her palm. "Take a deep breath in for me, then exhale slowly. The muscle relaxes on the exhale."

Marcus inhaled—she watched his ribcage expand, the slight hitch at the top of the breath—and then released it in a controlled stream. She waited for the moment of release, that fraction of a second when his body softened, and pressed forward.

The tight ring of muscle resisted at first, clenching reflexively, and she paused. "Relax," she murmured, her thumb stroking a small circle against his hip. "I know it's easier said than done, but try to let go."

He made a small sound—half gasp, half groan—and she felt the moment the resistance gave way. Her finger slid in slowly, carefully, the heat of him enveloping her. The pressure was intense, his body gripping tight around the intrusion, and she paused again to let him adjust.

"You okay?" she asked, keeping her voice gentle.

"Y-yeah," he managed, though his voice came out strained, rougher than before. "Just... really sensitive."

"That's normal," she said, though something in the way he said it—sensitive, like the word itself carried weight—made her hyper-aware of the warmth radiating from him, the way his hips shifted minutely, unconsciously, as she slid deeper. Her fingertip found the walnut-sized gland, slightly swollen and firm. She applied gentle pressure, circling slowly, methodically assessing the texture, the size.

Marcus's breath hitched. His thighs trembled, muscles jumping beneath the skin. And then—something else. A low, involuntary moan that he tried to stifle behind clenched teeth, his hand flying up to press against his mouth.

Reina's pulse kicked up a notch. She kept her touch clinical, methodical, but she couldn't ignore the way his body responded. The tension coiling tighter through his spine. The flush creeping up the back of his neck, visible even beneath the gown, spreading to the tips of his ears. The way his breathing had gone shallow and fast.

"Does this hurt?" she asked, though she already knew the answer. She could feel the difference between pain and... whatever this was.

"No," he breathed, the word barely audible. "It—fuck, it doesn't hurt."

Interesting, she thought, a slow heat unfurling in her belly, spreading outward like ink in water. Very interesting.

She pressed again, this time with more deliberate intent, watching the way his spine arched, the way his fingers gripped the edge of the table hard enough that his knuckles went white. The room felt smaller suddenly, the air thicker, charged. She could smell him now beneath the antiseptic and vanilla—clean sweat, something earthy and undeniably male, the first sharp notes of arousal cutting through.

"Mr. Chen," she said quietly, her voice dropping half an octave, sliding into a register that was still professional but edged with something else. "Your prostate is slightly enlarged, but not alarmingly so. The tissue feels healthy, no nodules or irregularities that would concern me."

He exhaled shakily. "That's... that's good, right?"

"It is," she agreed. Her thumb traced another slow, deliberate circle over the gland, and she felt him shudder. "However, it does seem quite reactive. That can indicate sensitivity due to congestion—a buildup of prostatic fluid. Sometimes manual expression helps alleviate discomfort and reduce inflammation."

His head turned slightly, trying to look at her over his shoulder. His eyes were dark, pupils blown so wide there was barely any brown left. His lips were parted, wet where he'd been biting them. "Manual... expression?"

"Prostate milking," she clarified, her voice steady even as her own pulse thrummed faster. "It's a therapeutic technique. Helps drain excess fluid, reduces swelling. Some patients find it very... effective."

"Is that—" He broke off as she pressed deeper, curling her finger just so, and a strangled sound tore from his throat—ahh—raw and unfiltered. "Is that what you're doing right now?"

Reina smiled, slow and private, the expression never reaching her face but settling somewhere deeper. "Not yet. Would you like me to continue? Properly?"

And there it was—the shift. The moment the clinical became something else entirely. She wasn't just asking as a doctor anymore. She was asking as a woman who'd felt the way he responded to her touch, who'd heard the hunger threading through his gasps, who'd seen the way his cock—she could see it now, partially visible through the gap in his gown, hard and flushed dark and already dripping—twitched with every press of her fingers.

Marcus nodded, his throat working hard to swallow. "Yes. Please. If it'll help."

If it'll help, she thought, almost amused. Sure. Let's call it that.

"Then relax for me," she murmured, withdrawing her finger slowly. He whimpered at the loss, a sound so needy it sent a bolt of heat straight between her thighs. "Let me take care of you."

She added more lubricant, the wet sound obscene in the quiet, and when she pressed back in—two fingers this time, stretching him wider—he moaned outright, hips pushing back to meet her.

"Nnnh—oh god—"

"Easy," she said, her free hand sliding up his thigh, gripping firm just below the curve of his ass. His skin was fever-hot beneath her palm. "You're doing so well. Just breathe through it."

She worked him with practiced precision, finding the angle that made his whole body shudder, that dragged those helpless, filthy noises from his throat. Her fingers curved, pressing firm and rhythmic against the swollen gland, and she could feel the first pulse beneath her fingertips, the way the tissue engorged further as fluid began to build.

"That's it," she murmured, almost crooning now. "You're responding beautifully."

The praise made him moan louder—oh fuck, Doctor, please—and she felt a surge of something dark and possessive. She liked this. Liked the control, the way he was falling apart under her hands, the way his body yielded to her even as he trembled with the effort of holding still.

His cock was leaking steadily now, thick strands of precum dripping onto the paper beneath him, and she watched, transfixed, as each press of her fingers drew another pulse, another helpless twitch.

"Dr. Castellanos," he gasped, voice ragged and wrecked. "I'm—I can't—I feel like I'm going to—"

"You're not going to come," she said firmly, her fingers never slowing. "Not yet. This is milking, not orgasm. Your body will release the fluid, but you're going to stay right on that edge for me. Understand?"

He made a choked sound that might have been agreement, his thighs shaking so hard she could feel the vibration through her hand. She kept the pressure steady, relentless, working the gland in slow, deliberate circles, and watched as the first thick stream of prostatic fluid spilled from him—clear and viscous, different from cum, coating his cock and dripping down.

"Ahh—ahh—oh god—" His vocalizations had devolved into broken syllables, half-formed pleas.

God, he's beautiful like this, Reina thought, her own arousal a low, insistent throb pulsing between her thighs, making her acutely aware of the dampness soaking through her panties. Completely undone. And we're just getting started.

She kept milking him for another five minutes—maybe longer, time had gone liquid and strange—until he was sobbing into his fist, until the paper beneath him was soaked, until his cock was an angry shade of red and leaking continuously. Only then did she finally slow, easing the pressure, letting him come down gradually.

When she withdrew her fingers, he made a sound like loss, like grief.

Reina stripped off her gloves with two sharp snaps, tossing them in the bin. Her hands were steady, but her pulse was racing, her breath coming just slightly too fast. She could feel the slick heat between her own thighs, the ache that had nothing to do with professional detachment.

"You did very well," she said, her voice still that low, intimate register that bypassed his brain and went straight to his hindbrain. "Better than most patients, honestly."

Marcus turned his head to look at her, his eyes hazy and disbelieving, his face flushed and damp with sweat. "That was... I've never..."

"I know," she said softly, something almost tender in the words. She reached for a handful of tissues, offering them to him. "Take your time getting dressed. There's no rush."

He took the tissues with shaking hands, still staring at her like she'd just rewired his entire nervous system. "Do I... should I schedule a follow-up?"

Reina smiled, something wicked and promising curling at the corners of her mouth. "Absolutely. I'd like to see you again next week. Same day, same time. We'll continue the treatment protocol."

"Treatment protocol," he repeated faintly.

Oh, sweetheart, she thought, already imagining what she'd do to him next time. What tools she'd introduce. How much further she could push him. You have no idea.

"Next Monday," she confirmed, moving toward the door. She paused with her hand on the handle, glancing back at him. He was still sprawled on the table, gown askew, looking thoroughly debauched. "And Mr. Chen? You might want to avoid any... strenuous activity for the next day or two. Let your body recover."

His laugh was shaky, incredulous. "Yeah. Okay. I'll—I'll keep that in mind."

She left him there, stepping out into the hallway where the fluorescent lights felt too bright and the air too cold after the heat of the examination room. Her hands were still steady as she made notes in his chart, but she could feel the phantom weight of him around her fingers, could still smell the sharp-sweet scent of his arousal.

Next Monday, she thought, and smiled to herself as she moved on to her next appointment. This is going to be fun.


Chapter Two: Clinical Escalation

Marcus arrived fourteen minutes early, which told Reina everything she needed to know about his state of mind. She watched him through the small window in the door—pacing the narrow examination room, running his hands through his hair, checking his phone and putting it away, checking it again. Nervous energy radiating off him in waves.

He's been thinking about this all week, she thought, a slow smile curving her lips. Probably couldn't stop thinking about it.

She gave him another three minutes to stew before she entered, carrying his chart and a small black medical bag she didn't usually bring to routine appointments. The smell hit her immediately—his cologne, something woody with notes of bergamot, layered over clean sweat and that particular sharp edge that meant adrenaline. He'd showered recently, probably right before coming here. His hair was still slightly damp at the temples.

"Mr. Chen," she said, closing the door behind her with a soft click. "Right on time."

He turned to face her, and she took a moment to catalog the changes from last week. Same lean build, same angular face, but there were shadows under his eyes that suggested he hadn't been sleeping well. His pupils dilated the moment she walked in, his breathing already picking up speed. He wore jeans today instead of slacks, a plain black t-shirt that clung to his chest and shoulders. No wedding ring—she'd noted that last time, but it felt important to confirm again.

"Dr. Castellanos," he said, his voice rough around the edges. "I, uh. I'm here for the follow-up."

"I can see that." She set the chart down, then the black bag, positioning it deliberately where he could see it. His eyes tracked the movement. "How have you been feeling? Any lingering discomfort?"

"No," he said quickly. Too quickly. "Actually, I felt... really good. After. Better than I have in months."

"That's excellent news." She moved to the sink, began the ritual of washing her hands. The water hissed, steam rising. "The manual expression clearly helped reduce the inflammation. Which is exactly why I want to continue the treatment today. But with a few modifications to the protocol."

She watched his reflection in the small mirror above the sink. The way he swallowed hard. The way his hands flexed at his sides. "Modifications?"

"Mmm." Reina dried her hands, turned to face him fully. She was wearing black today—fitted slacks that hugged her hips and thighs, a silk blouse the color of midnight, sleeves rolled up. Her white coat hung open, her hospital ID clipped to the pocket. Hair down this time, falling in loose waves past her shoulders. She'd worn it up last week. The change was deliberate. "Last week was diagnostic. Establishing a baseline. This week, we're going to be more... thorough."

Marcus's breath hitched. "Thorough."

"Very." She gestured to the examination table. "I need you to undress completely this time. There's a towel on the table—you can cover yourself with that while you wait for me. I'll step out to give you privacy."

She left him there, counting to thirty in the hallway while she listened to the rustle of fabric, the soft thud of his shoes hitting the floor. When she re-entered, he was sitting on the table with the towel draped across his lap, completely naked beneath it. His clothes were folded neatly on the chair in the corner. She could see the lean lines of his torso, the definition in his arms and chest, the trail of dark hair that ran down from his navel and disappeared under the towel.

"Good," she said, and watched the way the single word made him shiver. "Now, I'm going to need you to lie back. Feet in the stirrups."

His eyes widened. "Stirrups?"

She moved to the end of the table, pulling out the metal stirrups that were usually folded away. "This examination requires better access. I need your hips elevated, legs spread. The stirrups provide stability and ensure you maintain the correct position throughout the procedure."

The clinical language seemed to reassure him somewhat, though she could see the flush creeping up his neck as he maneuvered himself into position. The towel fell away as he lifted his legs, and she got her first unobstructed view of him—his cock already half-hard, resting against his thigh, balls drawn up tight. He was neatly groomed, hair trimmed close. Average length, maybe slightly above, but thick. The head was flushed darker than the shaft, already showing a bead of moisture at the slit.

Beautiful, she thought, snapping on a fresh pair of gloves. And already so responsive.

She adjusted the stirrups, positioning his legs wide, exposing him completely. The vulnerability of the position made his cock twitch, starting to fill out properly. She could see everything—the tight pucker of his ass, still pink from last week's attention, the way his cock bobbed with each rapid heartbeat, the fine tremor running through his thighs.

"Comfortable?" she asked, though comfortable was clearly not what he was feeling.

"I—yeah. Yes."

Reina moved to her medical bag, unzipping it slowly. "Today we're going to use some additional tools. I want to introduce controlled prostate stimulation with graduated resistance." She pulled out the first item—a sleek silicone prostate massager, curved and tapered, about the size of two of her fingers but with a distinct bulbous head designed to target the gland. Matte black, medical-grade silicone. "This allows for sustained pressure without fatigue."

Marcus stared at it, his cock giving a visible pulse. "That's... that goes inside me?"

"It does." She set it on the sterile tray beside the table, then pulled out the second item. A larger plug, also black silicone, with a flared base and graduated ridges. "And this one is for preparation and dilation. We'll work up to it."

"Work up to—" His voice cracked. "How big is that?"

She held it up, letting him see the full length and girth. It was substantial—wider than three of her fingers, maybe four inches insertable length. "Big enough to provide therapeutic stretch. Not so big that you can't handle it." She set it down, then pulled out the final item.

Marcus made a sound low in his throat when he saw it.

The strap-on harness was black leather, elegant and functional, with O-ring attachment points. The dildo she'd paired with it was silicone, realistic in shape but not grotesquely so—veined shaft, defined head, a curve designed to hit the prostate at the perfect angle. Maybe six inches long, average girth. She'd chosen carefully.

"That's..." He couldn't seem to finish the sentence.

"A therapeutic aid," Reina said smoothly, setting the harness aside for now. "We'll get to that later. First, we need to prepare you properly."

She moved between his spread legs, and the scent of him was stronger now—clean skin, arousal cutting sharp and musky beneath. His cock was fully hard now, standing up against his belly, the head flushed dark and leaking steadily. She ignored it for the moment, reaching for the bottle of lubricant instead.

"Same as last time," she said, coating her gloved fingers generously. "Deep breath, exhale slowly."

She pressed one finger in, and he gasped—ahh—his hips jerking slightly against the restraint of the stirrups. The muscle gave way more easily this time, his body remembering, yielding. She worked him slowly, circling the tight ring, letting him adjust before sliding deeper.

"You're more relaxed this time," she observed, finding his prostate and pressing gently. He moaned, low and broken. "Your body remembers. That's good."

"Feels... feels different," he panted. "More—oh god—"

She added a second finger, stretching him, watching the way his cock jerked and dripped with each thrust. "Different how?"

"I don't know, just—more—I've been—" He cut himself off, biting his lip hard.

"You've been what?" she prompted, scissoring her fingers, working him open.

Marcus squeezed his eyes shut, a flush of embarrassment darkening his cheeks. "I've been thinking about it. All week. Couldn't stop. I tried—I tried touching myself, tried to—but it wasn't the same."

Oh, sweetheart, Reina thought, something warm and possessive blooming in her chest. "Of course it wasn't the same. You can't reach your prostate properly on your own. Your fingers aren't long enough, the angle's wrong. That's why you need me."

"Need you," he echoed, almost whimpering as she pressed deeper, crooking her fingers just right. "Fuck, I need—"

"I know what you need." She withdrew her fingers, and he made a sound of loss. She reached for the smaller prostate massager, coating it thoroughly with lube. "This is going to feel intense. More focused than my fingers. If it's too much, you tell me immediately."

She pressed the tip against his hole, watching it dimple and resist before slowly accepting the intrusion. Marcus's mouth fell open on a silent cry as she worked it in, inch by inch, until the bulbous head popped past the tight ring of muscle and the rest slid home easily.

"Oh—oh fuck—oh god—" His vocalizations came rapid-fire, broken and desperate. The massager was designed to stay in place, the curve pressing firmly against his prostate with constant, unyielding pressure.

"Breathe through it," Reina instructed, her hand coming to rest on his lower belly. She could feel the tension coiled there, muscles jumping beneath her palm. "Let your body adjust."

It took him a full minute to stop shaking, his chest heaving, cock twitching and leaking a steady stream of precum that pooled on his belly. The massager stayed perfectly positioned, maintaining that relentless pressure.

"How does that feel?" she asked.

"I can't—it's so much—I feel so full—" He was babbling now, coherent thought clearly beyond him.

"You're not full yet," she said, almost conversational. "That's just the warm-up."

His eyes flew open, wild and disbelieving. "What?"

Reina smiled, reaching for the larger plug. "I told you. Graduated resistance. Your body needs to learn how to take more. How to open properly." She showed him the plug, watched his cock pulse at the sight of it. "This is going to stretch you. Prepare you for what comes next."

"I don't think I can—"

"You can," she said firmly. "And you will. Because your body was made for this, Marcus. Made to be opened and used and filled. You just didn't know it until last week."

The words settled over him like a physical touch, and she watched something shift in his expression—resistance crumbling, giving way to something darker and needier.

"Okay," he whispered. "Okay, I'll—I'll try."

"Good boy."

The praise made him moan outright, his cock jerking hard enough to slap against his belly. Reina filed that reaction away for later use. She withdrew the massager slowly, and Marcus whimpered at the loss, his hole clenching on nothing.

The plug was bigger—substantially so. She took her time working him up to it, adding more lube, using her fingers to stretch him incrementally. By the time she pressed the tip of the plug against his entrance, he was trembling violently, sweat beading on his forehead and chest.

"Push out," she instructed. "Like you're trying to—yes, just like that."

The first ridge slipped in and he cried out—ahh god ahh—loud enough that she was briefly grateful for the soundproofing. The second ridge followed, wider, stretching him past what he thought he could take. His hands scrambled for purchase on the table, finding the edges and gripping hard.

"Too much, it's too much—"

"It's not," Reina said calmly, maintaining steady pressure. "You're doing beautifully. Just one more—there we go."

The widest point breached him and the rest of the plug slid home with a wet sound, the flared base settling snugly between his cheeks. Marcus was sobbing now, actual tears leaking from the corners of his eyes, his cock an angry dark red and leaking continuously.

"Please," he gasped. "Please, I need—I can't—"

"You can hold it," she said, her hand wrapping around his cock for the first time. He nearly screamed at the contact, hips bucking up into her grip. "You're going to keep this inside you while I get ready. You're going to feel how full you are, how stretched, and you're going to think about what comes next."

She gave him three slow strokes—just enough to make him wild, not enough to tip him over—then released him. His cock bobbed desperately, seeking friction that wasn't there.

Reina stepped back, shrugging out of her white coat. Marcus watched through hazy eyes as she unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a simple black bra beneath. Her slacks came next, sliding down her long legs to puddle on the floor. She stood before him in matching black underwear, her body lean and athletic, skin warm brown and unmarked except for a small tattoo on her right hip—a tiny constellation, barely visible.

"You're—" Marcus's voice was wrecked. "You're so—"

"Focus," she said, though she smiled at the awe in his voice. She stepped into the harness, adjusting the straps so they sat snug against her hips and thighs. The O-ring positioned the dildo at the perfect angle, jutting out from her body like she'd been born with it.

She looked down at herself, at the black silicone cock, and felt a rush of power so intense it made her dizzy. This was control. This was claiming. This was going to ruin him for anyone else.

She coated the dildo with lube, slow deliberate strokes, making sure he watched every movement. "I'm going to remove the plug now," she said, moving back between his legs. "And then I'm going to fuck you properly. Understood?"

"Yes," he breathed. "Yes, please, please—"

The plug came out with a wet pop, and his hole gaped slightly, pink and slick and ready. Reina positioned the head of the dildo against his entrance, letting him feel the blunt pressure.

"Look at me," she commanded.

His eyes locked with hers—brown on amber, desperate and pleading and completely, utterly hers.

"This is going to change things," she said quietly. "After this, you're mine. Say it."

"I'm yours," Marcus gasped. "I'm yours, please, please fuck me—"

She pushed in slowly, watching his face contort as the head breached him, as inch by inch the dildo filled him up. The angle was perfect—she could see the exact moment it hit his prostate because his whole body went rigid, a choked sound tearing from his throat.

"Oh—oh god—oh fuck yes—"

Reina bottomed out, her hips flush against his ass, and paused. Let him feel it. Let him adjust to being completely, utterly full. Then she pulled back and thrust in again, harder this time, finding a rhythm.

The sounds he made were inhuman—high and broken and desperate, punctuated by the slap of her hips against his ass, the wet slide of the dildo fucking in and out of him. She gripped his thighs, holding him exactly where she wanted him, using the stirrups for leverage to drive deeper.

"You take it so well," she panted, her own arousal slick and hot between her thighs. "So fucking perfect, opening up for me, letting me use you—"

"Yes yes yes—" He was chanting now, mindless. "Use me, please, I'm yours, I'm—I'm going to—"

"Not yet," she commanded, one hand wrapping around his cock, squeezing the base hard enough to hurt. "You don't come until I say."

He sobbed, caught between the pleasure radiating from his prostate and the denial of release. "Please—Dr. Castellanos—Reina—please—"

The use of her first name sent electricity down her spine. She fucked him harder, faster, chasing something she couldn't name, and the base of the dildo ground against her clit with each thrust, building her own pleasure.

"Beg me," she demanded.

"Please let me come," Marcus gasped, tears streaming down his face. "Please, I'll do anything, I'll—I'll come back every week, I'll do whatever you want, just please—"

"Come," Reina commanded. "Come for me right now."

She released his cock and slammed into his prostate one more time, and Marcus screamed. His cock erupted untouched, thick ropes of cum painting his chest and stomach and face, his ass clenching rhythmically around the dildo as she fucked him through the longest orgasm she'd ever witnessed. It went on and on, his whole body convulsing, until finally he went limp and boneless, gasping for air.

Reina pulled out slowly, her own thighs shaking with unspent arousal. She'd need to take care of that later, alone in her office with her hand between her legs and the memory of this seared into her brain.

Marcus looked wrecked—covered in his own cum, hole still twitching and gaping slightly, eyes unfocused and glassy. Beautiful.

"Same time next week," she said, her voice rough. "And Marcus? Next time, I think we'll explore some more advanced techniques."

He could only nod weakly, completely destroyed.

Perfect, she thought, already planning Chapter Three. Absolutely perfect.


Chapter Three: Ownership

Reina had been wet since noon.

She'd spent the morning in routine appointments—checkups, vaccinations, a teenager with strep throat—but her mind kept circling back to this afternoon. To Marcus. To what she had planned for him. She'd excused herself twice to the bathroom, pressed her thighs together, breathed through the ache pulsing between her legs. By the time her two o'clock cancelled, giving her an extra hour to prepare, she was practically vibrating with anticipation.

The examination room looked different today. She'd moved things. Added things.

The standard examination table sat in the center, but she'd attached padded leather restraints to each corner—wrist cuffs at the head, ankle cuffs at the foot. A rolling tray beside it held her supplies: lubricant, latex gloves, sterile wipes. And the toys. More than last time. A graduated set of anal beads, each sphere larger than the last, the final one almost intimidating in size. A sleek metal prostate wand, curved and weighted. A vibrating plug with a remote control. Two different dildos for the harness—the one from last week, and a newer, larger one. Thicker. Longer. The kind that would make him feel owned.

She'd also brought a blindfold. Noise-canceling headphones. A small leather paddle.

The vanilla diffuser was gone. In its place, she'd lit a candle—sandalwood and amber, something warm and woody that would cling to his skin, make him smell like her office for hours after he left. The overhead fluorescents were dimmed. She'd turned on a small lamp in the corner instead, casting golden light that softened the clinical edges.

This wasn't just an examination room anymore. It was hers. Her space. Where she claimed what belonged to her.

Reina checked her phone: 2:39 PM. He'd be here any minute.

She'd dressed deliberately today. No white coat, not yet. Just a black silk robe that fell to mid-thigh, tied loosely at the waist. Beneath it, matching black lingerie—lace bra that pushed her breasts up, panties that were already damp. Thigh-high stockings with a seam up the back. Heels that added three inches to her height and changed the angle of her hips. Hair loose and wild, makeup darker than usual—smoky eyes, red lips. She looked like sex. Felt like it too, her whole body humming with anticipation.

When the knock came—soft, hesitant—she smiled.

"Come in, Marcus."

He opened the door and froze.

God, look at him, she thought, heat flooding her core.

He'd changed over the past two weeks. Lost weight, maybe five pounds, the kind of weight that comes from not sleeping, from obsessing. His face was leaner, sharper, shadows carved deep under his eyes. He wore dark jeans that hung low on his hips, a gray t-shirt that clung to his chest and arms, showing off muscle definition that seemed more pronounced than before. Had he been working out? Trying to impress her?

But it was his eyes that got her. Dark brown, pupils already dilated, fixed on her with an intensity that bordered on desperation. He looked hungry. Wrecked. Like he'd been thinking about this moment for fourteen days straight and barely survived.

"Dr. Castellanos," he said, voice rough and low. His gaze traveled down her body—the robe, the stockings, the heels—and she watched his throat work as he swallowed. "You're... this is..."

"Close the door, Marcus."

He obeyed immediately, the lock clicking into place. The sound felt final.

Reina moved closer, her heels clicking against the tile floor. She could smell him already—clean soap, deodorant, and beneath that, the sharp tang of nervous sweat and arousal. "How have you been?"

"I can't stop thinking about you," he blurted, then flushed dark red. "About—about the sessions. The treatment. I tried—I bought—" He stopped, looking mortified.

"You bought what?" she prompted, circling him slowly. Predatory.

"Toys," he admitted, barely audible. "Plugs. A dildo. I thought maybe I could... but it wasn't the same. Nothing's the same without you."

Perfect, she thought, satisfaction curling warm in her belly. "Of course it's not the same. Because those toys don't know you like I do. Don't know exactly where to touch, how much pressure, when to stop and when to push. Your body belongs to me now, Marcus. You understand that?"

He nodded frantically. "Yes. Yes, I—I'm yours. I told you that."

"You did." She stopped in front of him, close enough that her breasts nearly brushed his chest. Close enough to feel the heat radiating off him. "But today we're going to make it official. Today, I'm going to own you so completely that you'll never be able to come without thinking of me. Without wishing it was my hands, my cock, my permission."

Marcus made a sound low in his throat—half moan, half whimper. His hands flexed at his sides like he wanted to touch her but didn't dare.

"Strip," Reina commanded. "Everything. Fold your clothes on the chair."

He moved immediately, yanking his shirt over his head. She was right—he had been working out. His chest was more defined, abs visible, the V of muscle at his hips cutting sharp and deep. He kicked off his shoes, shoved his jeans and boxers down in one motion. His cock sprang free, already hard and flushed dark, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

"You're eager," she observed, reaching out to trail one finger down his chest, circling his nipple. He shivered. "Did you touch yourself this week?"

"No," he gasped as she pinched the nipple, rolling it between her fingers. "You didn't—you didn't say I could."

Her smile was slow, wicked. "Good boy. I'm going to reward you for that."

She guided him to the examination table, had him climb up and lie back. His cock jutted up obscenely, dripping steady now, and she ignored it with effort. First, the restraints. She buckled the padded cuffs around his wrists, securing them to the corners of the table. Then his ankles, spreading his legs wide, exposing him completely.

"How does that feel?" she asked, testing the restraints. He could move a little, but not much. Couldn't close his legs. Couldn't touch himself. Completely at her mercy.

"I feel... vulnerable," Marcus said, his breathing already unsteady.

"You are vulnerable." Reina picked up the blindfold—soft black silk—and held it where he could see. "I'm going to take away your sight next. Then your hearing. You're going to exist in nothing but sensation. Nothing but what I choose to give you."

His cock twitched hard. "Yes. Please."

She tied the blindfold snugly, blocking out all light, then carefully positioned the headphones over his ears. They were connected to her phone, playing white noise—a low static that would drown out all other sound. Now he couldn't see her, couldn't hear her, could only wait and wonder what she'd do next.

So beautiful like this, she thought, taking a moment just to look at him. Spread out on her table, muscles tense with anticipation, cock hard and leaking, completely helpless. Mine.

She snapped on latex gloves, the sound lost to him. Coated her fingers with lube. Pressed one against his hole and watched him jerk in surprise, a muffled gasp escaping.

No warm-up this time. She pressed two fingers in at once, felt the resistance, the tight clench, then the slow yielding as his body remembered. He was tight still, but not as much as the first time. His body knew her now. Welcomed the intrusion even as he trembled with it.

She worked him methodically, scissoring her fingers, stretching the muscle, pressing deep to find his prostate. When she curved her fingers just right, his whole body arched, a choked sound tearing from his throat even though he couldn't hear himself make it.

That's it, she thought, adding a third finger. Open for me.

She fucked him with her hand until he was gasping, hips rolling to meet each thrust, cock dripping steadily onto his belly. Then she withdrew, leaving him empty and clenching on nothing.

The anal beads were next. She pressed the first sphere—small, barely larger than her finger—against his entrance and pushed. It slipped in easily. Marcus's mouth fell open. The second bead was larger, requiring more pressure, more stretch. She watched his hole dilate to accept it, the muscle straining before finally giving way.

"Nnh—" The sound was broken, desperate.

Third bead. Fourth. Each one bigger, each one requiring him to relax more, to open wider. By the time she got to the seventh bead—the largest, thick as three of her fingers—he was shaking violently, sweat sheening his chest and thighs.

She didn't push it in right away. Instead, she let it rest against his entrance, let him feel the impossible stretch, let him wonder if he could actually take it.

Then she pushed.

Marcus screamed—muffled by the headphones but audible—as his body stretched impossibly wide, the muscle burning as it fought to accommodate the intrusion. And then it slipped past the widest point and the rest of the bead popped in with a wet sound, settling deep.

Reina pulled the headphones off, wanting to hear him properly now.

"—oh god oh fuck that's so big I'm so full please—"

"Shh," she murmured, though he couldn't hear her yet. She left the beads inside him, the string trailing out, and reached for the metal prostate wand.

This one was different from the silicone toys. Rigid. Unyielding. The weight of it was substantial in her hand, and the bulbous head was designed to apply intense, focused pressure. She worked it in alongside the beads, and Marcus made a sound she'd never heard from a human before—something broken and animal and utterly desperate.

"How does that feel?" she asked, removing one side of the headphones so he could hear her.

"Can't—can't think—so full—please—"

"Please what?" She twisted the wand, angling it against his prostate, and his cock jerked violently.

"Please touch me, please let me come, I need—"

"Not yet." She wrapped her hand around his cock, felt it pulse in her grip, and squeezed the base hard. "You don't come until I say. Understood?"

"Yes, yes, understood—"

Reina worked him like that for what felt like hours but was probably only twenty minutes—wand pressing relentlessly against his prostate, beads shifting and stretching him with each movement, her hand stroking his cock just enough to keep him right on the edge but never enough to tip him over.

He begged. God, how he begged.

"Please, Dr. Castellanos, Reina, please I'll do anything—"

"Call me Mistress," she said, and felt his cock pulse at the word.

"Mistress," he gasped. "Mistress, please—"

She finally released his cock, pulled out the wand and the beads in one smooth motion. His hole gaped, red and slick and twitching. Beautiful.

Reina untied the robe, let it slide off her shoulders to pool on the floor. Stood there in just the lingerie and stockings and heels, watching the way his breath stopped when he saw her through the gap in the blindfold she'd loosened.

"You're perfect," Marcus whispered, awe threading through the desperation. "You're so fucking perfect."

She stepped into the harness—the one with the larger dildo this time. Seven inches, thick enough to stretch him properly, veined and curved. She adjusted the straps, positioned it so the base would grind against her clit with each thrust.

"I'm going to fuck you now," she said conversationally, moving between his spread legs. "And you're going to thank me for it."

"Thank you," he said immediately. "Thank you, Mistress, please—"

She pressed the head of the dildo against his gaping hole and pushed in with one long, brutal thrust. Bottomed out in seconds. Marcus threw his head back and wailed, the sound raw and broken and perfect.

Reina didn't give him time to adjust. She pulled back and slammed in again, setting a punishing rhythm, using the restraints for leverage to drive deeper. The base of the dildo ground against her clit with each thrust, sending sparks of pleasure through her own body.

"Touch yourself," Marcus gasped. "Please, I want—want to see you—"

Something warm bloomed in her chest. She slipped one hand down between her legs, beneath the soaked lace of her panties, found her clit swollen and aching. She circled it with two fingers, pleasure crashing through her as she fucked him harder.

"You like this?" she panted, her voice gone rough. "Like being my good boy, taking my cock so well?"

"Yes—yes, Mistress, I'm yours, use me, please—"

The dirty talk spilled out of both of them, filthy and desperate and utterly unguarded. Reina felt her orgasm building, the base of the dildo hitting just right, her fingers working her clit in quick circles.

"I'm going to come," she gasped. "And when I do, you're going to come with me. You're going to come from my cock in your ass and nothing else."

"Yes, Mistress, please, I'm so close—"

She slammed into his prostate one more time and came hard, her whole body seizing with pleasure, thighs shaking. The moment she started, Marcus screamed—his cock erupting untouched, thick ropes of cum painting his chest and face, his ass clenching rhythmically around the dildo as he sobbed through the most intense orgasm of his life.

Reina kept fucking him through it, through both their orgasms, until he was whimpering and oversensitive and she was trembling with aftershocks.

When she finally pulled out, they were both gasping. She unbuckled the restraints, helped him sit up. He looked destroyed—cum-covered, sweat-slicked, eyes unfocused.

"Come here," she murmured, pulling him against her chest. He went willingly, boneless, face pressed against her breasts. "You did so well. I'm so proud of you."

Marcus made a small, broken sound. "I love you."

The words hung in the air between them.

Reina should have pulled back. Should have reminded him this was just treatment, just therapy. But instead she tipped his chin up, met his hazy eyes, and said, "I know. I've known since week one."

She kissed him then—slow and deep, tasting salt and desperation. When she pulled back, he was crying.

"Same time next week?" she asked softly.

"Every week," Marcus said. "For as long as you'll have me."

"Forever, then," Reina murmured, and meant it.


Chapter Four: Devotion

The office was supposed to close at six. Reina had sent her receptionist home early, locked the front doors herself, flipped the sign to "Closed." The waiting room sat dark and empty, chairs arranged in neat rows that would stay untouched until Monday morning. But here, in examination room three, golden light spilled warm across white tile and Reina checked her reflection in the small mirror above the sink for the third time.

Her hair fell loose past her shoulders, dark waves she'd run her fingers through obsessively while waiting. She wore a deep burgundy dress today—not quite red, not quite wine—that wrapped around her body and tied at the waist. The fabric was silk, expensive, the kind that whispered when she moved. It ended mid-thigh, showing off her legs in sheer black stockings. No garter belt tonight. Just the stockings, held up by the grip of silicone bands around her thighs. Beneath the dress, matching burgundy lingerie. Lace so delicate it was practically transparent. She'd forgone the lab coat entirely. This wasn't a medical appointment anymore. Hadn't been for weeks.

The scent in the room had changed too. The sandalwood candle burned on the counter, mixing with something else—jasmine oil she'd dabbed on her wrists and the hollow of her throat. The smell was heady, floral, distinctly feminine. It would cling to Marcus's skin, mark him as hers even after he left.

If he leaves, she thought, and felt something twist in her chest. He's not leaving. He loves me. He said it.

Three weeks since that confession. Three appointments where the pretense of "treatment" had crumbled completely. They'd fucked on this table. Against the wall. On the floor with her on top, riding him while he begged. She'd edged him for ninety minutes straight once, kept him right on the precipice until he was crying and promising her anything. Everything.

And between appointments—god, between appointments they texted. Called. He'd sent her a photo two days ago, taken in his bathroom mirror: his hand wrapped around his cock, the tip flushed and leaking, with a caption that read thinking about you. She'd come so hard to that photo, fingers buried in her cunt, his name on her lips.

This wasn't professional anymore. Wasn't clinical. It was obsession. Mutual and consuming and terrifying in its intensity.

Her phone buzzed: Outside. Can I come in?

Reina smiled, typed back: Door's unlocked. You know where to find me.

She heard him enter through the front—the distant sound of the door, his footsteps in the hallway. He knew the way by now. Knew which examination room was theirs. The footsteps got closer, and her pulse kicked up, heat pooling low in her belly.

When Marcus pushed open the door, she nearly gasped.

Jesus Christ, he's gorgeous.

He'd changed too over these weeks. The weight loss had plateaued, leaving him lean and defined, cheekbones sharp enough to cut. But he'd gained muscle—real muscle, the kind that came from dedicated gym time. His shoulders were broader, arms thicker, chest more pronounced beneath the fitted black henley he wore. Dark jeans hung low on his hips, showing off that V-cut she loved. His hair was slightly longer now, just long enough to run fingers through, and stubble shadowed his jaw.

But it was his eyes that undid her. Dark brown, burning with want, fixed on her like she was the only thing in the world that mattered.

"Reina," he breathed, and the sound of her name in his mouth sent electricity down her spine.

"Lock the door behind you," she said, her voice already gone husky.

He obeyed, the click of the lock impossibly loud. Then he was crossing the room, moving toward her with purpose, and she met him halfway. Their mouths crashed together, desperate and hungry. His hands went to her waist, gripping tight, pulling her flush against him. She could feel his cock already hard, pressing against her hip through his jeans.

"Missed you," Marcus mumbled against her lips, kissing her again before she could respond. "Fuck, I missed you so much."

It had been four days. Four days since their last appointment, and it felt like years. Reina fisted her hands in his shirt, kissed him harder, bit his lower lip until he groaned.

"I know," she said, pulling back just enough to look at him. "I felt it too."

His hands slid down to cup her ass, squeezing through the silk dress. "You're wearing that thing I like."

"The dress?" She smiled against his mouth. "I know what you like."

"Everything about you," Marcus said, and there was such raw honesty in it that her chest tightened. "I like everything about you."

I love you, she thought, but didn't say it. Not yet. Not when she was supposed to be in control. Instead, she pushed him backward until his legs hit the examination table.

"Sit," she commanded.

He sat, eyes never leaving her face. She stepped between his spread thighs, let him look up at her. The height difference was perfect like this—her standing, him sitting, his face level with her breasts. She watched his throat work as he swallowed.

"You've been good this week?" she asked, running her fingers through his hair. It was soft, clean, smelling of mint shampoo.

"Yes, Mistress." The title came naturally now, no hesitation. "I didn't touch myself. Waited for you."

"Show me."

Marcus didn't need further instruction. He stood, unbuttoned his jeans, shoved them down along with his boxer briefs. His cock sprang free—hard and flushed dark, the tip already gleaming with precum. He was uncut, the foreskin pulled back to reveal the sensitive head. Thick, maybe six inches, with a slight upward curve. The shaft was threaded with veins, and his balls hung heavy and full.

Reina wrapped her hand around him, felt the pulse of blood, the heat. He hissed through his teeth, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

"Four days," she mused, stroking him slowly from base to tip. "Your balls must be aching."

"They are," he gasped. "Please—"

"Please what?"

"Please use me. However you want. I'm yours."

Mine, she thought, possessiveness flaring hot and fierce. She released his cock, stepped back. "Strip completely. Then I want you on your hands and knees on the table."

Marcus obeyed, yanking off his shirt, kicking away his jeans. Naked, he was stunning—all lean muscle and golden skin, a small scar on his left shoulder from some childhood injury, another on his right knee. His ass was perfect, firm and rounded, muscles flexing as he climbed onto the table and positioned himself.

Reina moved to her bag—a larger one tonight, leather and expensive, stuffed full. She pulled out the first item: a prostate massager, vibrating, with a remote control. Sleek black silicone, curved to hit the gland at the perfect angle.

"You know what this is," she said, holding it where he could see.

Marcus nodded, already breathing hard. "Yes, Mistress."

She coated it generously with lube—the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room—then pressed it against his hole. He'd learned to relax quickly, and it slid in with minimal resistance, the curve nestling snugly against his prostate. She turned it on to the lowest setting.

Marcus moaned, low and broken. "Ahh—fuck—"

"That stays in," Reina said, setting the remote on the tray. "While I prepare you for what comes next."

She pulled out the second item, and watched Marcus's eyes widen when he saw it.

The dildo was bigger than anything they'd used before. Eight inches long, thick enough that her fingers barely touched when she wrapped her hand around it. Realistic in shape—veined shaft, pronounced head, heavy balls molded at the base. It was flesh-colored, the silicone soft and flexible but firm enough to stretch him properly.

"I don't know if I can—" Marcus started.

"You can," Reina interrupted. "And you will. Because I'm going to train your body to take anything I give it."

She set the dildo aside for now, reached for the lube. Her hands were steady as she coated three fingers, pressed them against his entrance around the vibrating massager. The stretch was intense—she could feel the buzz of the vibrator through her fingers as she worked them in alongside it.

Marcus was making continuous sounds now, wordless moans and gasps, his cock dripping steadily onto the table. The vibrator stimulated his prostate from the inside while her fingers stretched his rim, preparing him for what came next.

God, he's so responsive, Reina thought, her own arousal slick and hot between her thighs. So perfect.

She withdrew the massager, leaving him empty and clenching. Then she positioned the massive dildo against his hole.

"Deep breath," she instructed. "Push out when I push in."

Marcus obeyed, and Reina applied steady pressure. The head was thick, stretching him wider than he'd ever been stretched. She watched his hole dilate, the pink ring straining around the intrusion. Slowly, impossibly, it began to give way.

"Oh god oh fuck that's too big—" Marcus chanted, voice high and broken.

"Breathe," Reina commanded, not letting up the pressure. "You can take it. Your body was made for this."

The head popped past the tight ring of muscle and Marcus screamed—raw and loud and gorgeous. Reina gave him a moment to adjust, then pushed in another inch. Then another. The dildo was well-lubed, sliding in with slick ease once past the initial resistance. By the time she bottomed out, Marcus was sobbing.

"Look at you," she murmured, running her free hand down his spine. "Taking all eight inches like you were born for it. So fucking beautiful."

She fucked him slowly with the dildo, pulling it nearly all the way out before pushing back in. Each thrust dragged sounds from him—moans and gasps and broken pleas. His cock was rock hard, bouncing with each impact, leaking continuously.

Reina kept this up for ten minutes. Fifteen. Building a rhythm, watching his body adjust, watching the way his hole stretched to accommodate the girth. By the time she finally pulled it out, he was a wreck—shaking and sweating and begging incoherently.

"On your back," she said. "Legs in the stirrups."

Marcus moved sluggishly, limbs heavy with pleasure and exhaustion. She helped him position himself—legs spread wide in the stirrups, ass elevated, cock jutting up obscenely. His hole gaped slightly, pink and slick and ready.

Reina untied her dress, let it slide off her shoulders to pool on the floor. Stood before him in just the burgundy lingerie and stockings. His eyes devoured her—the curve of her breasts in the lace bra, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. The dark patch of lace between her thighs, already soaked through.

"You're so perfect," Marcus whispered. "So fucking perfect."

She smiled, reached behind to unclasp her bra. Let it fall. Her breasts were small, high and firm, dark nipples already peaked. She hooked her thumbs in her panties, slid them down her legs. Stepped out of them.

Naked except for the stockings, she let him look. Let him see the neat triangle of dark hair between her thighs, the shine of arousal coating her inner thighs. Let him see all of her.

"I want you," she said simply. "Not the strap-on tonight. Not toys. Just me. Is that okay?"

Marcus's eyes went wide. They'd never—in all these weeks, she'd never let him actually fuck her. Never let him inside her body. It had been about his submission, his pleasure. But tonight...

Tonight she needed him.

"Yes," he breathed. "Please, yes, I want—I want you so much—"

Reina climbed onto the table, straddled his hips. She could feel his cock, hot and hard, sliding against her wet folds. The contact made them both gasp. She reached down, positioned him at her entrance, and slowly sank down.

Oh god. Oh fuck.

He filled her perfectly. Stretched her just right. The angle hit something deep that made her see stars. She bottomed out, took him to the hilt, and they both moaned.

"You feel—fuck—you feel amazing," Marcus gasped, hands coming up to grip her hips.

Reina started to move. Slow at first, rolling her hips, grinding down on him. Then faster. Lifting and dropping, taking him deep. Her breasts bounced with each movement, and Marcus stared at them like a starving man.

"Touch me," she commanded.

His hands moved immediately—one to her breast, cupping and squeezing, thumb circling her nipple. The other slid between her legs, finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles.

"Yes—just like that—don't stop—"

Reina rode him harder, chasing her pleasure, using his cock and his fingers to build toward something massive. The room filled with sounds—skin slapping against skin, their combined moans, the wet slide of him fucking into her.

"I'm not going to last," Marcus warned, voice strained. "You feel too good, I'm—"

"Hold it," Reina commanded, even as her own orgasm built at the base of her spine. "You don't come until I say."

She rode him frantically now, desperate, grinding her clit against his pubic bone with each downstroke. His fingers worked her in time, and she felt it building, building, cresting—

"Now—come with me—now—"

They came together—Reina first, her cunt clenching rhythmically around his cock as pleasure crashed through her in waves. Marcus followed seconds later, his hips jerking up as he spilled inside her, filling her with heat.

Reina collapsed against his chest, both of them gasping. She could feel him softening inside her, could feel their combined fluids leaking out. It was messy and raw and perfect.

"I love you," Marcus whispered into her hair. "I love you so much."

Reina lifted her head, met his eyes. Saw nothing but honesty and devotion and need.

"I love you too," she said, and kissed him.

They stayed like that for a long time, tangled together on the examination table, his cock still inside her, their hearts beating in sync.

This is dangerous, she thought. This is insane. This could ruin everything.

But she didn't care. Couldn't care. Because he was hers and she was his and nothing else mattered.

"Move in with me," Marcus said suddenly.

Reina pulled back to look at him. "What?"

"Move in with me," he repeated. "I can't—I can't keep waiting between appointments. Can't keep going home alone. I want you there when I wake up. Want to fall asleep with you every night. Please."

She should say no. Should maintain boundaries. Should remember that this started as a professional relationship and—

"Okay," Reina heard herself say. "Yes. Okay."

Marcus's smile was blinding. He kissed her again, deep and grateful. "Really?"

"Really." She laughed, surprised by her own certainty. "We're doing this."

We're really doing this, she thought, equal parts terrified and exhilarated. No more pretending. No more appointments. Just... us.

"Stay tonight," she said. "We'll figure out the rest tomorrow."

"I'm not going anywhere," Marcus promised. "Never again."

And as Reina settled back against his chest, listening to his heartbeat, she believed him.


Chapter Five: Forever

Reina woke to the smell of coffee and Marcus's body wrapped around hers from behind. His arm draped heavy across her waist, his breath warm against the back of her neck, his cock half-hard and nestled between her ass cheeks. Morning wood. She smiled, eyes still closed, and pressed back against him slightly.

"Mmm," Marcus mumbled into her hair, tightening his hold. "Don't move. Perfect like this."

"Coffee's getting cold," she murmured, though she made no effort to leave the bed.

"Don't care."

The bedroom was theirs now. Their apartment. Two months since she'd given up her place and moved into his loft downtown—exposed brick walls, high ceilings, massive windows that let in golden morning light. The bed was enormous, king-sized with Egyptian cotton sheets that cost a fortune and felt like heaven. Her clothes hung in his closet. Her books lined the shelves. Her shampoo sat in the shower next to his.

Home, she thought, warmth blooming in her chest. This is home.

They'd fallen into routines. Marcus made coffee every morning while she showered. She cooked dinner most nights while he cleaned up after. They fucked constantly—on the couch, in the kitchen, against the windows overlooking the city. She'd stopped wearing her strap-on harness as often, preferring the intimacy of his cock inside her, his hands on her body, his mouth on her skin. But sometimes—sometimes she still needed to own him completely, to watch him take her cock and fall apart.

"What time is it?" Marcus asked, nuzzling into her neck.

"Early. Seven-something."

"Good." His hand slid down from her waist, between her thighs, fingers finding her already wet. "Then we have time."

Reina gasped, hips rolling forward into his touch. "Time for what?"

"This." He pressed two fingers inside her, and she moaned, low and needy. His thumb found her clit, circling slowly. "Wanted to wake you up like this. Wanted to feel how wet you get for me."

"Fuck—Marcus—"

He worked her slowly, building pleasure in waves, his cock hardening fully against her ass. The smell in the room was sleep-warm skin and arousal, coffee from the kitchen, the faint lavender of their laundry detergent. His fingers curled inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars.

"Come for me," he whispered against her ear. "Want to feel you."

Reina came with a broken cry, clenching around his fingers, pleasure crashing through her body in pulses. Marcus kept moving through it, drawing it out, until she was shaking and oversensitive.

"Good morning," he said, pulling his fingers out and bringing them to his mouth. He licked them clean, maintaining eye contact, and her spent pussy gave an aftershock pulse. "Coffee?"

"You're terrible," she laughed, turning in his arms to kiss him. She could taste herself on his tongue.

They made it to the kitchen eventually. Marcus wore just boxer briefs, his cock tenting the fabric obscenely. Reina had pulled on one of his t-shirts, nothing underneath, the hem barely covering her ass. She poured coffee—dark roast, no sugar, splash of cream—and handed him a mug.

"What's the plan today?" she asked, leaning against the counter.

Marcus grinned, a slow wicked thing. "Actually, I have a surprise for you."

"Oh?"

"Remember that fantasy you mentioned? The one you said was too elaborate to actually do?"

Reina's pulse kicked up. She'd mentioned a lot of fantasies over wine one night, ideas that had seemed too complex or expensive or time-consuming. "Which one?"

"All of them," Marcus said. "But specifically the one about the playroom."

Her breath caught. "Marcus. That's—that costs—"

"I know." He set his coffee down, moved closer, hands coming to rest on her hips. "I've been working on it for three weeks. Hired a contractor. Soundproofed the spare room. Installed the equipment. It's done."

"You built me a playroom?" Reina's voice had gone soft, disbelieving.

"I built us a playroom," Marcus corrected. "Because I love you. Because I want to give you everything you want. Because I'm yours and you're mine and I want a space that reflects that."

She kissed him hard, emotional and desperate. "Show me."

"Now?"

"Now."

Marcus led her down the hallway to the spare room—the one that had been used for storage, packed with boxes and old furniture. He opened the door.

Reina's jaw dropped.

The room had been completely transformed. The walls were painted deep charcoal, almost black, with recessed lighting that could be dimmed or brightened. Hardwood floors, pristine and polished. In the center: a custom bondage table—padded leather, adjustable height, with attachment points at each corner and along the sides. Restraints hung ready: leather cuffs, rope, chains. Against one wall, a St. Andrew's cross made of dark wood. Against another, a cabinet with glass doors showcasing an array of toys—dildos in graduated sizes, vibrators, plugs, paddles, floggers, clamps. A suspension rig hung from reinforced beams in the ceiling. A bench with a fucking machine attached. Mirrors on two walls, positioned to provide multiple angles.

It was perfect. It was obscene. It was everything she'd ever wanted.

"Oh my god," Reina whispered, walking slowly into the space. "This is—how did you—"

"I paid attention," Marcus said simply. "To everything you said. Everything you liked. I wanted to give you somewhere we could explore without limits."

She turned to face him, and there were tears in her eyes. "I love you. I love you so fucking much."

"I love you too." He smiled, something tender beneath the heat. "Want to break it in?"

"Yes."

Marcus stripped off his boxer briefs, cock already hard and flushed. Reina pulled off his t-shirt, standing naked before him. The air smelled like fresh paint and leather and possibility.

"On the table," she commanded, slipping back into that role easily. "On your back. Spread your legs."

He obeyed immediately, climbing onto the table and positioning himself. Reina secured the restraints—wrists first, then ankles, spreading him wide and vulnerable. His cock jutted up, leaking already, and she ignored it deliberately.

She moved to the cabinet, selected her tools. A vibrating prostate massager—larger than the ones they'd used before. A cock ring with a vibrator built in. A paddle. Lube. She arranged everything on the small table beside the bondage bench, methodical and precise.

"You're going to take everything I give you tonight," she said, running one hand down his chest, circling his nipple. "No safe words. No limits. Just you and me and every fantasy we've ever had. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus breathed.

She started with the cock ring, sliding it down over his shaft and securing it at the base. The fit was snug, restricting blood flow just enough to keep him hard and sensitive. She turned on the vibrator, watching him gasp as sensation radiated through his cock and balls.

"Ahh—fuck—"

"That's just the beginning," Reina murmured. She coated the prostate massager with lube—the wet sounds filling the quiet room—then pressed it against his hole.

Marcus's body had learned to open for her. The resistance was minimal, his muscles relaxing, yielding as she worked the toy inside. It was thick, stretching him wide, and by the time it was fully seated she could see the tremor running through his thighs.

She turned it on. High setting.

Marcus arched off the table with a choked scream—"Oh god oh fuck oh—"—his cock jerking violently in the cock ring. Precum leaked in a steady stream, pooling on his belly.

"Too much?" Reina asked, though she had no intention of stopping.

"No—don't stop—please don't stop—"

She smiled, picked up the paddle. "Good. Because we're just getting started."

She brought the paddle down on his inner thigh—not hard enough to truly hurt, but enough to sting, to send sensation radiating. Marcus yelped, hips jerking. She paddled the other thigh, watched the skin flush pink. Then his ass, accessible even in this position, each impact making him gasp and the prostate massager shift inside him.

"Count," she ordered. "Every strike. Lose count and we start over."

"One—ahh—two—three—fuck—four—"

She took him to twenty, by which point he was sobbing, cock an angry dark red, the vibrations from both toys driving him insane. She set the paddle aside, ran her hands soothingly over the reddened skin.

"You did so well," she praised. "Such a good boy for me."

The words made him whimper. She reached between his legs, wrapped her hand around his cock, gave him three slow strokes. He nearly came just from that, balls drawing up tight, a desperate sound tearing from his throat.

"Not yet," she said, squeezing the base hard. "You don't come until I'm riding you. Until I've used you exactly how I want."

"Please—" Marcus was incoherent now, beyond words. "Please—Mistress—need—"

Reina climbed onto the table, straddled his hips. She was soaked, could feel her arousal dripping down her thighs. She positioned his cock at her entrance—felt the vibration from the cock ring against her clit—and sank down slowly.

They both moaned. The angle was perfect, filling her completely, the vibrations radiating through both their bodies. She started to move, riding him slowly at first, then faster. Chasing her own pleasure, using his cock and the vibrations to build toward something massive.

"Touch yourself," Marcus gasped. "Please—want to see—"

She reached down, found her clit, rubbed in tight circles. The combination of his cock inside her, his hands gripping her hips despite the restraints, the visual of him completely at her mercy—it was overwhelming.

"I'm going to come," she announced. "And when I do, you're going to fill me up. Going to come so hard inside me—"

"Yes—please—need to—"

Reina came with a sharp cry, her cunt clenching rhythmically around his cock, pleasure white-hot and devastating. The moment she started, Marcus followed—his hips jerking up, cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her, filling her with heat.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, both of them gasping. His cock softened slowly, still inside her, their combined fluids leaking out.

"I love you," Marcus whispered into her hair. "I love you so much. Marry me."

Reina's head snapped up. "What?"

"Marry me," he repeated, meeting her eyes. "I know it's fast. I know this is crazy. But I've never been more sure of anything. You're it for me. Forever. So marry me. Please."

She should say it was too soon. Should be practical. Should think about the implications.

But all she said was, "Yes. Yes, I'll marry you."

Marcus's smile was blinding. He kissed her, deep and grateful and full of promise.

They stayed like that for a long time, tangled together on the bondage table in their playroom, planning a future neither of them had seen coming.



Three Months Later

The ceremony was small. Just a few close friends, a judge, a simple exchange of vows in the loft's living room. Reina wore burgundy—of course she did—a silk dress that hugged her curves and made Marcus's eyes darken with want. He wore a sharp black suit, looking so good she could barely focus on the proceedings.

When the judge pronounced them married, Marcus kissed her like he was drowning and she was air.

That night, in their playroom, Reina cuffed her husband to the bondage table and fucked him senseless, claiming him in every way that mattered. He came four times before she finally let him rest, wrecked and beautiful and completely hers.

"Forever," Marcus whispered as they lay together after, sweat-cooling skin pressed close.

"Forever," Reina agreed, and meant it with everything she had.



Epilogue: One Year Later

Dr. Reina Chen-Castellanos (she'd kept both names, hyphenated) sat in her office reviewing patient charts. The practice was thriving. She'd taken on a partner, expanded to a second location. Life was good.

Her phone buzzed: a text from Marcus. Dinner at 7? I have a surprise.

She smiled, typed back: Can't wait. Love you.

Love you more, came the immediate response, followed by an eggplant emoji that made her laugh.

They'd settled into married life easily. The playroom saw regular use—sometimes multiple times a week. They'd explored new kinks, new scenarios, always pushing boundaries together. But they'd also found softness. Lazy Sunday mornings. Cooking together. Falling asleep tangled up, safe and loved.

Reina closed her laptop, gathered her things. Headed home to her husband.

To forever.
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