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“Get on the table, Jimmy. Now.”

Jimmy froze for a moment, his heart pounding in his chest. The cold, sterile air of the clinic prickled his skin as he hesitated. He’d never seen this side of Leanne before—her voice sharp, commanding, and absolutely unyielding. She wasn’t just his wife here; she was Dr. Leanne, and she’d made it clear he was in no position to argue.

“I… I don’t know if—” he stammered, his voice cracking like a teenager’s.

Leanne cut him off with a sharp glare. “Do I need to repeat myself, Jimmy? Or do I have to remind you why you’re here?” Her tone was firm, her eyes locked on his with a fiery intensity that made his stomach flip.

He swallowed hard and nodded, his hands trembling as he started to undo the buttons of his shirt. She watched him intently, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable. This wasn’t the playful, teasing dynamic they’d dabbled in at home. This was something else entirely—something darker, more controlled.

—

It had started earlier that morning. Jimmy had been lounging in bed, enjoying a rare day off, when Leanne walked into the room holding a file folder. She’d been in her scrubs, fresh from an early shift at the clinic, and the sight of her always turned him on. But there was no warmth in her expression this time—just a cool, professional detachment that immediately put him on edge.

“We need to talk,” she’d said, her voice clipped.

Jimmy had sat up, confused. “About what?”

Leanne opened the folder and pulled out a series of charts and graphs—his browser history, his late-night habits, even his sleep patterns. His face burned with embarrassment as he realized what she’d been tracking. “It’s come to my attention that you’ve been… overindulging,” she said, her tone clinical. “Excessive masturbation. Late-night sessions. It’s affecting your health, Jimmy. And I can’t allow that to continue.”

He’d tried to laugh it off, but she wasn’t having it. “This isn’t a joke,” she snapped. “You’re going to come to the clinic today, and we’re going to address this. Understood?”

Jimmy had nodded, too stunned to argue.

—

Now, standing in the cold examination room, he felt exposed in every sense of the word. His shirt fell to the floor, followed by his pants and boxers, leaving him completely naked under the harsh fluorescent lights. Leanne stepped forward, her heels clicking sharply against the tile floor, and motioned for him to climb onto the exam table.

He obeyed, his heart racing as he lay back against the cold, sterile surface. Leanne reached for a pair of leather shackles attached to the sides of the table and secured his wrists with practiced ease. The metal cuffs bit into his skin just enough to remind him of their presence, and he let out a shaky breath.

“This is about control, Jimmy,” she said, her voice low and steady as she moved to the foot of the table. “You’ve lost it. And I’m going to help you find it again.”

She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, “You belong to me now.” The words sent a shiver down his spine, his cock twitching despite the tension coiled in his gut.

Leanne stepped back and opened a drawer, pulling out a pair of nipple clamps. Jimmy’s eyes widened as she approached, but he didn’t dare protest. She pinched one nipple between her fingers, rolling it gently before attaching the clamp. The sharp bite of pain made him gasp, but it was quickly followed by a strange thrill of pleasure. She repeated the process on the other side, and he squirmed against the table, his arousal growing despite himself.

Next came the butt plug. Leanne held it up for him to see—a sleek, black silicone toy that glistened with lube. “Relax,” she instructed, her tone calm but firm.

Jimmy clenched his teeth as she pressed the tip against his entrance, the cold sensation making him jolt. She worked it in slowly, her movements precise and deliberate, until it was fully seated inside him. The stretch was intense, but not unbearable, and he couldn’t deny the way it heightened every sensation in his body.

Leanne stepped back to admire her handiwork, a small smile playing on her lips. “Good boy,” she murmured, sending another jolt of heat straight to his cock.

She reached down and wrapped her fingers around his shaft, stroking him with slow, deliberate motions. Jimmy let out a moan, his hips bucking instinctively against her hand. But Leanne was in control, her pace maddeningly slow as she teased him closer and closer to the edge.

“Please,” he begged, his voice strained. “Let me cum.”

Leanne shook her head, her grip tightening just enough to make him whimper. “Not yet,” she said firmly.

She increased her pace slightly, watching with satisfaction as his body tensed, his breaths coming in ragged gasps. Just as he was about to tip over the edge, she stopped abruptly, releasing his cock and stepping back. Jimmy let out a strangled cry, his orgasm ruined as only a thin trickle of cum spurted from the tip. He collapsed back against the table, panting and trembling, his body still throbbing with unfulfilled need.

Leanne reached into the drawer once more and pulled out a chastity device—a sleek, metal cage that gleamed under the lights. She held it up for him to see, her expression stern. “From now on,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument, “I decide when—or if—you cum.”

Jimmy watched in a mixture of fear and arousal as she slid the device onto his cock, locking it into place with a soft click. The cold metal pressed against his sensitive skin, a constant reminder of her control.

She unlocked the shackles and helped him sit up, her touch surprisingly gentle now that she’d made her point. “You can get dressed,” she said quietly. “We’ll talk more tonight.”

Jimmy nodded numbly, his mind racing as he pulled his clothes back on. He wasn’t sure what he’d gotten himself into, but as he left the clinic, one thing was clear: he’d never been more turned on in his life.

Leanne watched him leave, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. “See you at home,” she called after him, her voice dripping with promise.

ERIC’S PRISON CONDITIONING
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Eric’s heart pounded as he was led down the sterile, fluorescent-lit hallway of the prison medical unit. The clanking of cuffs echoed in his ears, and the cold air made his skin prickle. He was scrawny, always had been, and the thought of being thrown into general population terrified him. They’ll eat me alive, he thought, his breath shallow.

Dr. Hanna Smith walked briskly ahead of him, her heels clicking against the tile floor. She was tall, commanding, her white coat pristine, and her posture exuded control. Eric couldn’t help but feel small in her presence.

“In here,” she said, her voice sharp yet smooth, as she opened the door to an exam room.

Eric hesitated, scanning the room—a metal table with straps at the corners, a large TV screen mounted on the wall, and shelves lined with medical equipment. His stomach churned.

“Sit,” Hanna ordered, pointing to the table.

Eric complied, his hands trembling as he perched on the edge of the table.

Hanna stood in front of him, her piercing gaze locking onto his. “This experiment is your only chance to avoid general population,” she said, her tone clinical. “You’ll be conditioned to reject antisocial behavior and embrace submission. It’s for your own good.” She handed him a clipboard with a stack of papers. “Sign here.”

Eric’s mind raced. Conditioned? Submission? He didn’t fully understand, but the alternative—being thrown in with violent inmates—was unthinkable. He scribbled his name on the dotted line.

“Good,” Hanna said, taking the clipboard. “Now, strip.”

Eric froze. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice firm. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Eric’s face burned as he fumbled with his jumpsuit, his fingers clumsy as he stripped down to nothing. The cold air bit at his bare skin, and he instinctively crossed his arms over his chest. Hanna tilted her head, studying him with an appraising gaze that made him feel exposed in ways that went beyond the physical.

“Lie back,” she commanded, gesturing to the table.

Eric obeyed, his body stiff as he lay down. Hanna secured his wrists and ankles with thick leather straps, tightening them until they dug into his skin. He winced but didn’t protest. The TV screen flickered to life, displaying a grainy video of a man injecting drugs into his arm.

Suddenly, a sharp zap coursed through Eric’s body, making him jerk against the straps. He cried out, his muscles seizing from the unexpected shock. “What the hell?” he gasped, his chest heaving.

Hanna stood beside him, a small device in her hand. “Negative reinforcement,” she explained calmly. “When you see antisocial behavior, you’ll associate it with pain.”

She pressed the button again, sending another jolt through him. Eric gritted his teeth, tears welling in his eyes.

The video changed—a man was being trampled beneath a woman’s stiletto-heeled boot. Eric’s breath hitched as Hanna’s slender fingers wrapped around his cock, her touch surprisingly warm against his sensitive skin. She began to stroke him slowly, her movements deliberate. Despite the fear and confusion, Eric felt himself hardening in her grasp.

“Interesting,” Hanna murmured, her eyes fixed on his growing arousal. “Your body responds even as your mind resists.” She quickened her pace, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock, sending sparks of pleasure through him.

Eric’s hips twitched involuntarily, his body craving more. “Please,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “I-I need to—”

“To what?” Hanna interrupted, her tone teasing. “To cum? Is that what you want?”

Eric nodded frantically, his cheeks flushing with shame and desire. “Yes,” he choked out.

Hanna smirked, her grip tightening ever so slightly. “Good boys ask nicely,” she purred.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Please let me cum.”

Hanna’s free hand reached for the remote, and the TV switched to another video—a man cheating at cards. Another shock ripped through Eric, making him cry out again. His cock twitched in her hand, caught between pleasure and pain.

“No!” he pleaded, tears streaming down his face. “Not again!”

Hanna leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “You’re learning,” she whispered. “Pain for disobedience. Pleasure for submission.” She resumed stroking him, her pace agonizingly slow. Eric’s body trembled, every nerve alight with sensation.

The video changed once more—a man being whipped by a stern-looking woman. Hanna’s hand moved faster now, her fingers sliding up and down his length with practiced precision. Eric’s back arched off the table as pleasure surged through him, overwhelming and electric. He came with a strangled moan, his release spilling over Hanna’s fingers.

She watched him with a satisfied smile, her touch gentling until he lay spent and panting on the table. Then she reached for a sleek black device—a chastity cage. Eric’s eyes widened as she fastened it around his cock, locking it in place with a soft click.

“From now on,” Hanna said, wiping her hands on a towel, “you’ll only cum during these sessions. Your body belongs to me now.” She unfastened the straps, releasing him from the table.

Eric sat up slowly, his limbs heavy and unsteady. As he dressed under her watchful gaze, he felt something shift inside him—a deep, undeniable urge to submit to her will. His mind was still reeling, but his body already craved more of her touch, more of her control.

Back in his cell, Eric lay on his cot, his thoughts consumed by Hanna. He wasn’t sure what she had done to him, but one thing was certain: he had never been more turned on in his life. His fingers brushed against the chastity device, and he shivered with anticipation for their next session.

PAUL’S PERFORMANCE ISSUES
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Paul shifted uncomfortably in the chair, his palms damp against the faux leather armrests. The office smelled faintly of lavender and something sterile, like disinfectant. Dr. Helen Shepherd sat across from him, her legs crossed neatly beneath her pencil skirt, a clipboard resting on her knee. She looked calm, composed, and—dare he think it—slightly amused behind her glasses.

“So,” she began, her voice steady but not unkind, “you’re having trouble with… performance issues.”

Paul nodded, his throat tight. “Yeah. It’s… it’s been a problem for a while now. With Kelly. I just…” He trailed off, unsure how much to say. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Helen leaned forward slightly, her gaze sharp but not unkind. “And have you talked to Kelly about it?”

“Not really,” Paul admitted, his cheeks burning. “I mean, I don’t want to hurt her feelings. She tries, but… nothing happens for me.”

Helen tilted her head slightly, her lips curling into a faint smile. “Paul, sometimes these issues aren’t physical. Sometimes they’re… psychological. About what gets you excited. What you really want.” She paused, letting the words hang in the air between them like a challenge. “Tell me, honestly. What turns you on?”

Paul’s heart skipped. He opened his mouth, hesitating. “I don’t know. Normal things?”

Helen raised an eyebrow. “Normal things?”

Paul swallowed. “Yeah. Like… I don’t know, sex? Kissing? The usual stuff.”

Helen leaned back, her smile widening. “Paul, I think you’re lying to yourself.” She reached for her computer, her fingers tapping quickly on the keyboard. “Let’s try something.” She turned the screen toward him.

Paul’s eyes widened as the video began to play. A man knelt on the floor, his hands bound behind his back while a woman in towering stilettos stepped on him, her heel digging into his back. The man groaned, his face twisted in something between pain and pleasure. Paul felt his breath catch, his body reacting almost instantly.

Helen’s eyes flicked down to his lap, then back to his face, her smile turning knowing. “Interesting,” she said softly. “So, it’s not that you can’t get hard. It’s that you need… submission.”

Paul’s cheeks burned hotter. “I… I don’t know—”

“Oh, I think you do,” Helen interrupted, standing up. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking softly against the floor. “Stand up.”

Paul hesitated, but something in her tone made him obey. He stood, his legs feeling unsteady beneath him.

“Take it out,” Helen said, her voice firm.

Paul blinked. “What?”

“Your cock,” she clarified, her tone sharpening. “Take it out. Now.”

His hands trembled as he fumbled with his zipper, his heart pounding in his chest. He hesitated again, but the look in Helen’s eyes made him continue. Slowly, he pulled down his pants and boxers, revealing his cock, already half-hard just from the video.

Helen’s gaze dropped to his erection, and she smirked. “Well, well. Looks like we’ve found the root of the problem.” She walked closer, her heels echoing in the small room. “Bend over the exam table.”

Paul’s stomach flipped. “What?”

“You heard me,” Helen said, her voice leaving no room for argument. “Bend over.”

His legs moved before his brain processed the command. He bent over the table, his palms flat against the cold surface, his heart racing. He heard Helen open a drawer behind him, and then something slapped against her palm—a paddle.

The first strike came without warning, the crack of wood against his bare ass making him yelp. Pain bloomed across his skin, but beneath it was something else—something hot and electric that made his cock throb.

“Good,” Helen murmured, her voice low and satisfied. “Again.”

The paddle hit him again, harder this time, and Paul groaned, his fingers gripping the edge of the table. Each strike sent a jolt through him, pain and pleasure mixing until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

“Oh, god,” he gasped, his cock straining against the edge of the table.

Helen chuckled softly. “Now you’re getting it.” She set the paddle down and grabbed something else—restraints. She pulled his arms back, securing them tightly to the table with leather cuffs. “Stay still,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind.

Paul’s breath came in short, shaky gasps as he felt her hands on his skin, her touch exploratory but purposeful. She circled around to the front of the table, her eyes locking with his as she reached into a drawer and pulled out a vibrator.

“Ready?”

Paul nodded fervently, anticipation coiling tight in his gut. She flicked the vibrator on, and the low hum filled the room. She teased it over his chest first, tracing the edges of his nipples until they hardened under her touch. Paul bit his lip to stifle a moan, his hips involuntarily bucking against the table.

“Patience,” Helen chided, moving the vibrator lower. She traced it down his stomach, past his navel, until it hovered just above his cock. Paul’s breath hitched, his entire body tense with anticipation.

“Please,” he begged, his voice strained.

Helen smirked, lowering the vibrator until it brushed against the base of his cock. He gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily. She moved it slowly up the length of him, the vibrations sending electric shocks of pleasure through his body.

“Oh, fuck,” Paul moaned, his head falling back against the table. The sensation was overwhelming—hot, buzzing pleasure that made his toes curl and his mind go blank.

Helen kept the vibrator moving, alternating between slow strokes and quick, teasing flicks that had Paul trembling on the edge of release. “You want to cum?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

“Yes,” Paul gasped, his voice breaking. “Please, let me cum.”

Helen’s smirk widened. “Promise me you’ll come back for another session.”

“I promise,” Paul said without hesitation, his voice desperate.

“Good boy,” she purred, pressing the vibrator firmly against the head of his cock.

Paul’s back arched off the table as pleasure exploded through him, his cum spurting onto his stomach in hot, thick ropes. His chest heaved as he rode out the waves of ecstasy, his mind blissfully blank.

Helen turned off the vibrator and stepped back, watching him with a satisfied smile. “You’re not impotent, Paul,” she said softly. “You just needed the right kind of… encouragement.”

Paul nodded weakly, still catching his breath. He wasn’t sure what he’d just gotten himself into, but one thing was certain—he’d be back for more.

A CURE FOR CHEATING
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Jared’s heart raced as he stepped into the dimly lit clinic. The air smelled faintly of antiseptic, mingling with something musty and old. His hands trembled as he clutched the clipboard with his information.

The receptionist barely glanced at him, gesturing toward a worn-down hallway. “Exam room three,” she muttered, her voice monotone.

He walked briskly, his shoes squeaking against the linoleum floor. Exam room three was at the end of the hall, its door slightly ajar. Jared hesitated, then pushed it open. Inside, Dr. Glenda Johnson stood by a stainless steel exam table, her latex gloves already on. She looked up, her sharp eyes narrowing as they landed on his wedding ring.

“Mr...” she glanced at the clipboard, “Jared. What brings you here today?” Her voice was calm but firm, leaving no room for evasion.

Jared swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I, uh... I think there’s something wrong. With my...”

“With your penis?” she finished for him, raising an eyebrow. “Let me guess. A bump?”

His face flushed. “Yeah. How did you—”

“I’ve seen it before,” she interrupted, setting the clipboard down. “But before we proceed, I need you to be honest with me. Did you cheat on your wife?”

Jared froze. His mind raced, searching for a way out of this humiliation. But the look in Glenda’s eyes told him there was no escape. He nodded silently, his gaze dropping to the floor.

“Good,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “Honesty is the first step. Now, get on the table and drop your pants.”

Jared’s chest tightened. He glanced at the door, half-tempted to bolt. But the thought of Jessica finding out kept him rooted in place. Reluctantly, he climbed onto the cold metal table and fumbled with his belt. His fingers felt clumsy as he tugged his pants and boxers down, exposing himself to the sterile room.

Glenda moved closer, her gloved hands hovering over him. She leaned in for a closer look, her brow furrowing. “Hmm,” she murmured, inspecting the bump. Her touch was clinical but firm, sending a shiver down his spine despite the lack of intimacy.

“What... what is it?” Jared asked, his voice shaky.

“It’s nothing dangerous,” she said, straightening up. “But it’s a warning. If you keep this up, you won’t be so lucky next time.” She turned away briefly, rummaging through a drawer. When she turned back, she held a set of leather restraints and a blindfold in her hands.

Jared’s eyes widened, panic rising in his chest. “Wait, what are those for?”

“Relax,” Glenda said, her voice steady. “This is part of the treatment. You need to learn a lesson, and I assure you, this is the only way.”

Before he could protest further, she secured the restraints around his wrists and ankles, binding him firmly to the table. He tugged against them, but they held fast. “You can’t do this!” he exclaimed, his voice rising.

“I can, and I will,” she replied calmly, picking up the blindfold. She placed it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. His other senses sharpened instantly—the sound of her footsteps, the faint rustle of her lab coat.

Then, he felt something cold and metallic clamp onto his nipples. He gasped, the sensation equal parts pain and pleasure. “What the—”

“Stay still,” Glenda commanded. Her voice was closer now, and he could feel her breath on his skin. “This isn’t about punishment. It’s about making sure you never forget this moment.”

Another sound—a low buzzing noise—made his stomach twist. Before he could ask, he felt something slick and cool press against his entrance. He tensed instinctively but couldn’t pull away. The object pushed inside him slowly, stretching him in a way that was both unfamiliar and electrifying. The vibrations started low. He gritted his teeth, trying to resist the waves of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm him.

“Still think you can handle this?” Glenda taunted, her voice laced with a smirk.

She turned the vibrations higher, and Jared let out a strangled moan. His hips bucked involuntarily, the restraints preventing him from moving too much.

“Please... I can’t...” he gasped, his voice trembling.

“You can, and you will,” she replied firmly. Her hand wrapped around his erection, stroking him in time with the vibrations. The dual sensations were too much—his body coiled tight, teetering on the edge of release.

“Promise me you won’t cheat again,” she demanded, her grip tightening.

“I promise!” Jared cried, his voice desperate. “I swear, I’ll never cheat again!”

She didn’t let up, her hand moving faster as the vibrations intensified. His breath came in ragged gasps, his body trembling uncontrollably. Finally, with a guttural groan, he came hard, his climax ripped from him with almost painful intensity.

Glenda released him immediately, turning off the vibrator and removing the clamps. She undid the restraints and pulled off the blindfold, letting him recover as she cleaned up. Jared lay there, panting and sweating, his mind spinning.

“You got lucky this time,” she said, peeling off her gloves. “But if I ever see you here again, it won’t be nearly as pleasant. Remember that.”

DR. HANSEN’S MIRACLE CREAM
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Curtis shifted uncomfortably in the chair, his tie suddenly feeling too tight around his neck. The air in Dr. Jane Hansen’s office was cool, sterile, but his face burned with embarrassment. His wife, Anna, sat beside him, her expression a mix of concern and something else—something that made his stomach twist. He didn’t want to be here. He didn’t want to hear what came next.

Dr. Hansen leaned forward, her pen tapping gently against the edge of her clipboard. “Curtis,” she began, her voice calm but firm, “Anna has expressed some… concerns about your performance in the bedroom.”

His cheeks flushed deeper, and he couldn’t bring himself to look at either woman. “I don’t know what to say,” he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper.

“It’s not your fault,” Anna interjected quickly, placing a hand on his knee. “We just thought… maybe there’s something that could help.”

Dr. Hansen nodded, setting the clipboard aside. “There is. I’ve been working on a cream that addresses… inadequacies. It’s highly effective.”

Curtis blinked, confusion mingling with his humiliation. “A cream?”

“Yes.” She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small jar, the lid screwed on tightly. “When applied, it significantly enhances blood flow. Arousal is almost immediate.”

His stomach churned. “You want me to… use this?”

“Not just you,” she corrected smoothly. “Let me show you.” She stood, circling the desk until she was in front of him. “Take it out.”

His eyes widened. “Excuse me?”

“Your penis, Curtis,” she said matter-of-factly, as if she were asking for his temperature. “I need to demonstrate how to apply it.”

He hesitated, glancing at Anna, who gave him an encouraging nod. Reluctantly, he undid his belt, his hands trembling as he pulled down his zipper and slid his boxers down just enough to expose himself. His cock hung soft, and he felt a fresh wave of shame.

Dr. Hansen unscrewed the jar and dipped her fingers into the cream. It was cool against his skin as she began to smear it along his length with practiced precision. Her touch was clinical, yet something about her fingers rubbing him stirred a spark of heat deep in his gut. He shifted again, unsure whether to pull away or lean into it.

Within seconds, he felt it. A warmth spread through him, and he watched in stunned silence as his cock began to swell, filling out under her touch until it was fully erect, thicker and harder than he’d ever felt before. His breath caught, and he looked up at Dr. Hansen, his mind foggy.

“There,” she said with a small smile, stepping back to admire her work. “See? Instant results.”

But Curtis wasn’t just feeling arousal—something else was creeping in, something he couldn’t quite place. An urge to obey, to submit. He felt himself leaning forward slightly, his eyes drawn to her feet as she slipped off her heels. The sight of her bare toes flexing against the floor sent a jolt through him.

Before he could stop himself, he dropped to his knees in front of her, his lips brushing against the top of her foot. Her skin was soft beneath his mouth, and he kissed her arch, then her toes, each one sending a strange thrill through him.

Dr. Hansen let out a soft sigh, her fingers tangling in his hair as she encouraged him. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice low and approving.

The sound sent a shiver down his spine, and he moved to her other foot, worshipping it with the same fervor. He heard Anna shift behind him, but he couldn’t bring himself to care—not when Dr. Hansen was lifting her skirt, revealing the lace edge of her panties.

“Go on,” she urged, her voice steady despite the flush creeping up her neck. “Show me what you can do.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His hands gripped her thighs as he pulled her panties down, his mouth finding her pussy in an instant. Her taste exploded on his tongue—sweet and musky—and he lapped at her hungrily. Her moans filled the room, spurring him on as he devoured her.

Anna’s voice broke through the haze of desire. “Curtis?”

He froze, pulling away from Dr. Hansen to look at his wife. She stood there, her eyes wide, but there was no anger—only curiosity. And something else… interest?

“Don’t stop,” Anna said quietly, her fingers already working at the buttons of her blouse. “It’s working.”

Curtis hesitated only for a moment before turning back to Dr. Hansen, his mouth returning to her pussy with renewed hunger. Anna stripped off her clothes quickly, her movements urgent as she climbed onto the exam table behind him. She bent over, her ass in the air, and he felt her hands guiding him toward her.

“Eat me too,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. His tongue plunged into her folds, tasting her as she moaned above him. Dr. Hansen watched them intently, her breath coming in short gasps as Curtis worshipped both women with his mouth.

“Now fuck her,” Dr. Hansen commanded, her voice firm yet breathless.

Curtis obeyed without hesitation. He positioned himself behind Anna, his cock sliding into her wetness with ease. She gasped as he pushed deeper, her nails digging into the exam table as he began to move.

“Harder,” Anna begged, her voice breaking on a moan.

He obliged, slamming into her with a force that made the table creak beneath them. Dr. Hansen stood close, her hands gripping the edge of the table as she watched Curtis fuck his wife with abandon.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her eyes dark with desire. “Give it to her.”

Curtis groaned, feeling a wild surge of pleasure as he drove into Anna again and again. The cream had done its job—his cock was massive, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced before. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and he knew she was close.

“Don’t stop,” Anna cried out, her body trembling beneath him. “Oh god, don’t stop!”

As Curtis continued to thrust, Dr. Hansen leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Anna’s ear. “Tell him how good it feels,” she whispered.

“It’s amazing,” Anna gasped, her words almost incoherent. “So good… so fucking good…”

Curtis felt a rush of pride mixed with raw pleasure. This was what they’d been missing—this fire, this intensity. And he owed it all to Dr. Hansen’s cream.

When they finally left the office later that day, Curtis held the jar tightly in his hand, a greedy smile playing on his lips. He couldn’t wait to use it again.

“Remember,” Dr. Hansen said as she handed Anna the prescription slip, “use it sparingly. Too much can have side effects.”

Anna nodded, tucking the slip into her purse. But Curtis wasn’t listening. All he could think about was getting home and trying it again—maybe this time with just Anna.

DR. MARY’S EXPERIMENT

FM / Femdom / Medical / Wealthy / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Buttplug / Electric Wand / Vibrator

Mitch stared at his phone screen, the glow casting a pale light on his face in the dimly lit apartment. The dating app’s interface flickered as he swiped through profiles, each one blending into the next—same smiles, same bios, same emptiness. He paused on her. Mary. Her photo was striking, not just because of her beauty—which was undeniable—but because of the confidence in her eyes. A doctor, the bio read. Successful. Wealthy. Everything he wasn’t. Before he could second-guess himself, he swiped right.

Match.

The notification lit up his screen like a tiny fireworks display. His heart skipped a beat as her first message popped up: “I’m looking for a man who’s willing to support my studies. Is that you?”

The restaurant was nothing like the places Mitch usually frequented. Crystal chandeliers hung overhead, their light reflecting off polished silverware. Mary arrived in a tailored blouse and pencil skirt, her presence commanding the room. She smiled at him, a slow, knowing curve of her lips that made his stomach twist nervously.

“Tell me, Mitch,” she said, leaning forward slightly, her voice low and smooth, “have you ever thought about how pleasure and pain are intertwined?”

He blinked, caught off guard. “Uh… not really.”

Her laugh was soft, almost melodic. “That’s what I specialize in. My experiments focus on the male sex drive. How it responds to stimuli, both pleasurable and… otherwise.” She took a sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving his. “I’d love to see how you react.”

Mitch froze, his fork halfway to his mouth. “Me?”

She nodded, her gaze intense. “You intrigue me. I think you’d be a perfect subject.”

He swallowed hard, the weight of her words settling over him like a heavy blanket. “I don’t know…”

Mary reached across the table, her fingers brushing against his hand. Her touch was electric. “Trust me,” she murmured. “You won’t regret it.”

Before he knew it, they were in her car, the city lights flashing by in a blur. Her mansion loomed ahead, a sprawling estate that seemed to belong in a different world. Mitch’s nerves were on edge as she led him inside, her heels clicking against the marble floor.

“This way,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

They descended into the basement, and Mitch’s breath hitched. The room was bathed in soft red light, its centerpiece an exam table outfitted with leather straps. Shelves lined the walls, filled with all manner of toys and devices. His heart pounded as Mary turned to him, her eyes dark with intent.

“Undress,” she commanded.

His hands trembled as he obeyed, peeling off his clothes until he stood naked before her. She gestured to the table. “Lie down.”

He hesitated, but something in her gaze compelled him to comply. The cool leather pressed against his skin as he lay back, his pulse racing.

Mary leaned over him, her breath warm against his ear. “Relax,” she whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

The first strap tightened around his wrist, followed by the others—ankles, chest, thighs. Mitch felt exposed, vulnerable, yet there was a thrill in it too. Mary blindfolded him, plunging him into darkness. His other senses sharpened—the sound of her movements, the scent of her perfume, the faint hum of something electric.

Suddenly, cold metal clamped around his nipples, sending a jolt through him. ”Ah!” he gasped, arching against the restraints.

Mary’s voice was calm, almost clinical. “Interesting reaction.”

Her hands moved lower, spreading his legs wider. He felt something cool and slick press against his entrance—a buttplug. It slid in slowly, stretching him, filling him. Mitch gritted his teeth, a mix of discomfort and arousal flooding his senses.

Then came the wand. The first shock hit him like a bolt of lightning, making him cry out. His body jerked against the restraints involuntarily. But as the pain subsided, he realized something—he was harder than ever.

”Good boy,” Mary purred, noticing his cock twitching against his stomach. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking slowly, teasingly. “Do you want to cum?”

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice ragged.

She chuckled softly. “Not yet.”

Another shock ripped through him, but this time, he moaned. The pain blended with the pleasure in a way he couldn’t explain. Mary alternated between the wand and her hand, building him up only to pull back at the last second. Over and over, until he was trembling with need.

Finally, she brought out a vibrator, pressing it against his cock. The sensation was overwhelming—intense vibrations that sent shivers up his spine. Mitch couldn’t hold back any longer. He came with a groan, his body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over him.

Mary unbuckled the restraints one by one, her touch gentle now. She removed the blindfold, and he blinked up at her, dazed. “Congratulations,” she said with a smile. “You’ve been a perfect subject.”

Mitch’s mind was still reeling, but one thing was clear—he wanted more. “When can we do this again?”

THE NURSE’S SEDUCTION

FM / Femdom / Medical / Handjob / Bondage / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Fertility

Kenny’s hospital room was quiet, the hum of the fluorescent lights the only sound breaking the silence. He lay in bed, his knee propped up under the thin blanket, the ache from surgery dull but persistent. The door creaked open, and his heart skipped a beat when Anita stepped in. She was stunning—her dark hair tied back in a loose bun, her scrubs hugging her curves in all the right places. Her smile was warm, but there was something in her eyes that made Kenny’s stomach flutter.

“Hi, Kenny,” she said softly, closing the door behind her. “I need to perform a quick routine procedure before I clock out. Just something to make sure you’re healing properly.”

Kenny nodded, his throat suddenly dry. “Uh, sure. Whatever you need.”

Anita moved to the side of the bed, her hands smooth and steady as she untied the knot of his hospital gown. The fabric slid open, and Kenny felt a rush of cool air against his bare chest—and then lower. His cock stirred as she exposed him completely, her gaze lingering for just a moment longer than necessary.

“You’re doing great,” she murmured, her voice low and reassuring.

But then her fingers brushed against his thigh, and her touch wasn’t clinical at all. It was deliberate, teasing. She wrapped her hand around his cock, and Kenny couldn’t suppress the sharp intake of breath that escaped him.

“N-nurse Anita—” he stammered, but she shushed him gently.

“Just relax,” she said, her hand moving slowly up and down his length.

Her fingers were warm, her grip firm but not too tight. Kenny’s head fell back against the pillow, his hips lifting slightly as she worked him. It felt too good, and he was already hovering on the edge of losing control.

But then Anita paused, pulling her hand away. Kenny’s eyes fluttered open in confusion, but she was already reaching for a roll of bandages on the cart beside the bed. Before he could ask what she was doing, she had looped one around his wrist, tying it securely to the bed rail. The other wrist followed, and Kenny’s heart raced.

“W-what are you—” he started, but Anita cut him off with a wicked smile.

“Patience,” she purred, her hands roaming over his chest now, her nails scraping lightly against his skin. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re not in control here.”

Kenny swallowed hard, his cock throbbing as she continued to tease him. Her fingers trailed down his stomach, tracing the line of his hip before finally wrapping around him again. She stroked him slowly, her thumb pressing against the sensitive spot just below the head. Kenny let out a groan, his hips bucking against her hand.

“You’re so eager,” Anita whispered, her breath hot against his neck. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

She stepped back for a moment, and Kenny’s eyes widened as she began to unbutton her scrubs. The top fell to the floor first, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her full breasts. The pants followed, and Kenny’s mouth went dry at the sight of her matching panties. She climbed onto the bed, straddling his face, and Kenny’s mind spun.

“Eat me,” she commanded, her voice firm but laced with desire. “And don’t stop until I tell you.”

Kenny didn’t need to be told twice. He leaned up as much as he could with his wrists bound, his tongue finding her wetness immediately. She tasted sweet and salty, and the way she moaned above him only fueled his hunger. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling around her clit as she ground against his face.

“Yes,” she hissed, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Just like that.”

But Kenny knew better than to think this was just about her pleasure. She shifted again, sliding down his body until she was hovering over his cock. She guided him inside her, and Kenny nearly came undone at how tight and warm she felt. She rocked her hips slowly at first, her breath hitching as she adjusted to him.

Then she began to move faster, her rhythm matching the pounding of Kenny’s heart. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, and Kenny couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was beautiful, completely in control, and it drove him wild.

“I need your cum,” she moaned, gripping his shoulders for balance. “I want your baby.”

The words sent a shockwave through Kenny, but he was too far gone to question them. He thrust up into her as best he could, his orgasm building rapidly. Anita rode him harder, her walls tightening around him as she reached her own peak.

“Cum for me,” she demanded, her voice trembling. “Fill me up.”

Kenny couldn’t hold back any longer. With a strangled groan, he spilled inside her, his body shuddering with the force of his release. Anita let out a satisfied sigh, her hips still moving in slow circles as she milked every last drop from him.

Finally, she climbed off, her body glistening with a light sheen of sweat. She reached for her scrubs, slipping them back on with practiced ease. Kenny watched her, his mind still reeling from what had just happened.

“Remember,” she said, turning to him with a serious expression. “This stays between us. If anyone finds out, I’ll lose my job.”

Kenny nodded numbly, his wrists still bound to the bed. Anita untied him quickly, her touch gentle now that their encounter was over.

“I’ll be back,” she whispered, brushing a kiss against his forehead before walking to the door. “Get some rest.”

As the door closed behind her, Kenny stared up at the ceiling, his heart still racing. He wasn’t sure if he should feel guilty or exhilarated—but one thing was certain: he couldn’t wait to see Anita again.

THE SISSY’S HYPNOTHERAPY

FM / Femdom / Medical / Crossdressing / Sissy / Hypnosis / Small Penis Humiliation / Strap-on / Pegging

Craig sat nervously on the edge of the plush leather couch in Dr. Gena Robinson’s office, his hands fidgeting in his lap. The room was warm, dimly lit, and smelled faintly of lavender. His eyes kept darting to Gena, who sat across from him in a sleek black pencil skirt and a crisp white blouse that hugged her curves perfectly. Her red lips curved into a reassuring smile, but there was something in her gaze that made his stomach flutter.

“So, Craig,” she began, her voice smooth and velvety, “what brings you here today?”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I… I think I have a problem,” he stammered, avoiding her piercing eyes. “I’ve been having these… urges. Thoughts. They’re embarrassing, and I don’t know what to do about them.”

Gena leaned forward slightly, her elbows resting on her knees. “Tell me more,” she encouraged, her tone gentle but firm.

Craig hesitated, his face flushing. “I’ve been… fantasizing about… crossdressing. Wearing women’s clothes. I don’t know why, but it’s all I can think about sometimes. And it’s… it’s making me feel ashamed.”

Gena nodded slowly, her expression thoughtful. “There’s no need to feel ashamed, Craig. These desires are more common than you might think. In fact, I believe we can explore this together in a safe and supportive environment.”

He looked up at her, hope flickering in his eyes. “Really? You think so?”

“Absolutely,” she said with a confident smile. “In fact, I have a technique that might help you embrace these feelings rather than fight them. Have you ever tried hypnosis?”

Craig blinked, surprised. “Hypnosis? No, I haven’t.”

“It’s a powerful tool for unlocking the subconscious mind,” Gena explained, standing up and gesturing toward the couch. “Why don’t you lie down and get comfortable? Let’s see if we can help you understand yourself better.”

Craig hesitated for a moment before nodding and lying back on the couch. His heart raced as Gena pulled up a chair beside him, her presence both comforting and unnerving.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed softly, her voice taking on a hypnotic quality. “Take a deep breath in… and out. That’s it. Just relax.”

Craig obeyed, his body sinking into the couch as he focused on her voice. It was soothing, almost melodic, and he felt himself drifting into a state of calm.

“Now, Craig,” Gena continued, her tone steady and commanding, “I want you to imagine yourself letting go of all your fears and insecurities. You’re safe here. There’s no judgment, no shame. Just acceptance.”

He felt a warmth spread through him, his muscles relaxing further as her words washed over him.

“You’ve been fighting these desires for too long,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “But deep down, you know they’re a part of who you are. You’re a sissy, Craig. And that’s okay.”

Craig’s breath caught at the word, but he didn’t resist. Something about the way she said it made it feel… right.

“Yes,” Gena murmured, her voice like honey. “You’re a sissy. You love the idea of wearing soft, silky lingerie. You crave the feeling of femininity. And you want to embrace it fully.”

Craig’s heart pounded as her words sank in, his body responding in ways he couldn’t control. He felt a stirring in his groin, his cock hardening against his will.

Gena noticed immediately, her lips curling into a sly smile. “See? Your body knows the truth, even if your mind is still catching up.”

She reached for a small makeup bag on the table beside her and pulled out a tube of lipstick. “Let’s start with something simple,” she said, uncapping it with a soft click. “Open your eyes, Craig.”

He did as he was told, his gaze locking onto hers as she leaned in close. Her fingers tilted his chin up gently, and he felt the cool touch of the lipstick as she applied it to his lips. The sensation was strange but oddly thrilling.

“There,” Gena said, sitting back to admire her work. “You look beautiful.”

Craig’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t deny the rush of excitement that coursed through him. He felt exposed, vulnerable… and yet, he didn’t want her to stop.

Gena reached into her bag again and pulled out a compact mirror, holding it up so he could see himself. His reflection stared back at him, his lips now a deep crimson. He barely recognized himself.

“Do you like it?” Gena asked, her voice teasing.

Craig nodded slowly, his breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” she said, setting the mirror aside. “Now, let’s take this a step further.”

She stood up and walked over to a closet in the corner of the room, pulling out a delicate set of lingerie—a lacy black bra and matching panties. She held them up for him to see, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Put these on,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Craig’s hands trembled as he took the lingerie from her, his mind racing. He knew he should feel embarrassed, but all he felt was an overwhelming need to obey. He stood up awkwardly and began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate.

Gena watched him intently, her gaze lingering on his growing erection as he stripped down to nothing. He felt exposed under her scrutiny, but it only heightened his arousal.

Once he was naked, he slipped the panties on first, the soft fabric brushing against his skin in a way that sent shivers down his spine. Next came the bra, which he struggled to fasten until Gena stepped in to help.

“There,” she said once it was secure, her hands lingering on his shoulders. “You look stunning.”

Craig glanced down at himself, his heart pounding. The lingerie fit him perfectly, hugging his body in all the right places. He felt… pretty.

Gena stepped back and crossed her arms, her eyes raking over him appreciatively. “Now, touch yourself,” she commanded.

Craig hesitated for only a moment before reaching down to grip his cock, his fingers wrapping around the shaft. He began to stroke himself slowly, his breath hitching as pleasure coursed through him.

Gena watched him with a satisfied smile, her eyes dark with desire. “That’s it,” she purred. “Show me how much you love being my little sissy.”

Craig moaned softly, his hand moving faster as he lost himself in the sensation. His cock throbbed in his grasp, precum beading at the tip.

Gena stepped closer, her hand reaching out to cup his balls gently. “Such a small cock,” she teased, her voice dripping with mockery. “It’s perfect for a sissy like you.”

Craig whimpered at her words, his hips bucking into his hand as he edged closer to climax.

But Gena wasn’t done with him yet. She reached into her bag once more and pulled out a strap-on dildo, its size intimidating yet thrilling.

“Bend over the couch,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Craig obeyed without hesitation, his body trembling with anticipation as he positioned himself on all fours on the couch. Gena stepped behind him, her hands gripping his hips firmly.

She pulled down his panties, exposing his ass to the cool air of the room. He felt the tip of the dildo press against his entrance, and he gasped at the sensation.

“Relax,” Gena murmured, her voice soothing yet commanding. “This is what you’ve been craving.”

Craig took a deep breath and forced himself to relax as she pushed the dildo inside him slowly. The stretch was intense but pleasurable, and he moaned loudly as she began to thrust into him.

Gena set a steady rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass with each thrust. Craig’s cock twitched with every movement, his pleasure building to an unbearable level.

“You’re such a good sissy,” Gena praised, her voice breathless. “Taking me so well.”

Craig cried out as she hit a particularly sensitive spot inside him, his body trembling with ecstasy. He could feel his orgasm approaching rapidly, his cock leaking precum onto the couch.

Gena reached around to stroke him in time with her thrusts, her fingers working him expertly. “Cum for me,” she whispered in his ear.

That was all it took. Craig’s body convulsed as he came hard, ropes of cum splattering onto the couch beneath him. Gena continued to fuck him through his orgasm, prolonging his pleasure until he was spent and trembling.

Finally, she pulled out and stepped back, leaving Craig panting and limp on the couch. He turned to look at her, his eyes wide with awe and gratitude.

“Thank you,” he whispered hoarsely.

Gena smiled down at him, her expression warm but knowing. “You’re welcome, Craig. But this is just the beginning.”

She handed him a tissue to clean himself up before sitting back down in her chair. “I think we should schedule another session,” she said casually. “There’s so much more we can explore.”

Craig nodded eagerly, his heart racing at the thought. “Yes,” he agreed without hesitation.

Gena’s smile widened as she reached for her calendar. “Good. I promise you won’t regret it.”

THE CONSEQUENCES OF INFIDELITY

FFM / Femdom / Medical / Sissy / Humiliation / Foot Worship / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Jerry shifted uncomfortably in the plush leather chair, his eyes darting between Hermione and the woman sitting across from them. Dr. Robin Brown was unlike any therapist he’d ever imagined. Her sharp, tailored suit hugged her figure in a way that made it hard for him to focus on anything else. Her dark hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, and her piercing green eyes seemed to see right through him. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet… intrigued.

Hermione crossed her arms, her expression a mix of frustration and determination. “Jerry promised he’d do whatever it takes to fix this,” she said, her voice firm. “He cheated, and now he needs to understand how I feel.”

Robin leaned forward, her lips curling into a faint smile. “And he will, Hermione. But first, Jerry needs to get in touch with his feminine side. Only then can he truly empathize with you.”

Jerry’s stomach dropped. “My… feminine side?” he stammered, his voice cracking slightly.

“Yes,” Robin replied smoothly, standing up and walking over to a small closet in the corner of her office. She opened it and pulled out a delicate set of lingerie—a lacy pink bra and matching panties, complete with a garter belt and sheer stockings. She held them out to Jerry, her gaze unwavering. “Put these on.”

Jerry’s face flushed crimson. “You can’t be serious.”

Hermione shot him a look. “You said you’d do whatever it takes, Jerry. Or was that just another lie?”

He swallowed hard, his pride warring with his desperation to save the relationship. Slowly, he reached out and took the lingerie from Robin’s hands. His fingers trembled as he clutched the soft fabric. “Where… where should I change?”

Robin gestured to a small bathroom off to the side. “In there. And don’t take too long.”

Jerry shuffled into the bathroom, his heart pounding. He stared at his reflection in the mirror, the lingerie dangling from his hand. This was humiliating. Degrading. And yet, as he began to undress, he couldn’t ignore the strange thrill that coursed through him. The lace felt foreign against his skin, but it also sent a shiver of excitement down his spine. He adjusted the bra awkwardly, the cups barely covering his chest, and stepped into the panties, pulling them up over his hips. The garter belt was trickier, but he managed to fasten it, attaching the stockings with trembling hands.

When he finally emerged from the bathroom, he felt like a fool. The lingerie clung to his body in all the wrong ways, and he could feel the heat of embarrassment creeping up his neck. Hermione’s eyes widened, and then she burst out laughing. Robin smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort.

“Well, well,” Robin said, circling him slowly. “Look at you, Jerry. Quite the sissy, aren’t you?”

Jerry’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t respond. He couldn’t. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal, and he wasn’t sure which emotion was stronger.

Hermione stopped laughing long enough to speak. “This is what you deserve, Jerry. You need to learn your place.”

Robin nodded in agreement. “Exactly. Now, Jerry, I want you to kneel before Hermione. Show her the respect she deserves.”

Jerry hesitated, but the look in Hermione’s eyes left no room for argument. He sank to his knees in front of her, the cool floor pressing against his bare skin. Hermione leaned back on the couch, extending one foot toward him. “Kiss it,” she commanded.

His heart raced as he leaned forward, pressing his lips to the top of her foot. The taste of her skin was faintly salty, and he could smell the subtle scent of her perfume. It was humiliating, but it also stirred something deep inside him. He moved to her toes, sucking gently on each one, his tongue swirling around them. Hermione let out a soft moan, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, touch yourself.”

Jerry froze, his hand hovering uncertainly over his crotch. “What?”

“You heard me,” Hermione said sharply. “Jerk off your little cock.”

His face burned even hotter, but he obeyed, his hand slipping beneath the lace of the panties to grasp his already-hard length. He began to stroke himself slowly, his breath coming in shallow gasps. The sensation was overwhelming—the softness of the lace against his skin, the way Hermione and Robin were watching him with such intensity. He could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge.

But just as he was about to tip over, Robin’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure. “Stop.”

Jerry froze, his hand still gripping his cock tightly. He looked up at Robin, confusion and desperation written all over his face.

Robin walked over to him, holding something in her hand—a small, metal chastity device. She knelt down beside him, her fingers brushing against his thigh as she fastened the device around his cock. The cold metal sent a jolt through him, and he let out a whimper as she locked it in place.

“There,” Robin said, standing up and stepping back. “No more cheating, Jerry. Your orgasms belong to us now.”

Jerry stared down at the chastity device, his mind reeling. He should have been furious, humiliated, desperate to get it off. But instead, he felt… relieved. A strange sense of calm washed over him as he realized that he didn’t have to be in control anymore. He could just let go.

Hermione leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now, Jerry. And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

Jerry shivered, a wave of submission crashing over him. He didn’t know what would happen next, but for the first time in a long time, he felt like he was exactly where he belonged.

HOW TO QUIT SMOKING

FM / Femdom / Medical / Hypnosis / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Jared walked into the dimly lit office, his fingers twitching toward the pack of cigarettes in his pocket. He didn’t believe in hypnosis—not really—but after months of failing to quit smoking, he was willing to try anything. Even this. Dr. Phaedra Jones stood behind her desk, her sharp eyes locking onto his the moment he entered. She was tall, her presence commanding, her voice smooth like honey laced with something sharper.

“Jared,” she said, her tone calm but firm. “Take a seat on the couch.”

He hesitated for a moment before complying, sinking into the plush leather. The room smelled faintly of lavender, the scent almost overwhelming his urge to light up. Phaedra moved gracefully, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor as she approached him.

“Relax,” she instructed, her voice lowering to a soothing cadence. “Close your eyes. Listen to my voice, and only my voice.”

Jared did as he was told, though skepticism still lingered in the back of his mind. He felt her presence shift, and he heard her take a seat beside him. Her voice was impossibly quiet but still clear, weaving its way into his thoughts like a thread slipping through fabric.

“You’re feeling calm,” she murmured. “Your body is heavy. Your mind is soft. You trust me completely, Jared. You’ll do exactly as I say.”

He didn’t know when it happened, but the tension in his body melted away. His breathing slowed, his thoughts drifting like leaves on water. Phaedra’s voice was the only thing he could focus on, and it felt good—safe, even.

“Take out your cigarettes,” she commanded.

His hand moved almost of its own accord, fishing the pack from his pocket.

“Crumple them up. Throw them away.”

Jared obeyed without hesitation, crushing the pack in his fist before tossing it into the trash bin beside the couch. A pang of loss flashed through him, but it was quickly drowned out by the soothing tone of Phaedra’s voice.

“Good,” she purred. “Now, take off your clothes.”

His eyes remained closed, his body relaxed, but his heart skipped a beat. The command felt odd, wrong even, but he couldn’t bring himself to resist. His fingers fumbled with his shirt buttons, then his belt, until he was completely bare. The air felt cool against his skin, but he didn’t care. All that mattered was her voice.

“Touch yourself,” she instructed, her tone calm but firm.

Jared’s hand moved to his cock, already half-hard. He stroked himself slowly, the sensation dulled by the trance but still pleasurable.

“Faster,” Phaedra commanded.

He complied, his pace quickening. A soft groan escaped his lips as pleasure began to build.

“Now slower,” she said, her voice smooth and unhurried.

His hand obeyed, the change in rhythm sending a shiver through his body.

“You’re doing so well, Jared,” Phaedra murmured, her voice closer now. He heard the rustle of fabric, felt the weight of her hand on his thigh.

When he opened his eyes, she was naked, her body illuminated by the soft glow of the room. Her skin was flawless, her curves inviting. She straddled his hips, her thighs brushing against his.

“Keep touching yourself,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Jared’s hand moved instinctively, his eyes locked on her. She leaned forward, her breath warm against his ear.

“You’re going to please me,” she whispered. “You’ll do whatever I say.”

Her words sent a jolt of excitement through him. He nodded, his movements becoming more desperate. Phaedra shifted her weight, positioning herself over his face.

“Eat me,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for refusal.

Jared’s hands moved to her hips, pulling her closer. His tongue traced her folds, savoring her taste as she let out a soft moan. He licked and sucked, his movements becoming more urgent as she pressed herself against him.

“Deeper,” she gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair.

He obeyed, his tongue delving into her as she ground against his mouth. Her moans grew louder, her thighs trembling as she neared her climax.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Jared’s cock throbbed, aching for release, but he didn’t stop. He wanted to please her, to hear her voice praising him again.

Phaedra lifted herself off his face, her eyes dark with desire. She straddled his hips, positioning herself over his cock. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, lowering herself onto him.

He gasped as she took him in, her warmth enveloping him completely. She moved slowly at first, her hips rocking against his as she savored the sensation.

“Faster,” she commanded, her voice sharp with need.

Jared’s hips bucked in response, thrusting into her with growing urgency. Her moans filled the room, her hands gripping his shoulders as she rode him.

“Harder,” she gasped, her nails digging into his skin.

He obliged, his thrusts becoming more forceful. The pleasure was overwhelming, his body trembling as he neared the edge.

“Cum for me,” she demanded, her voice a breathless whisper.

Jared’s body convulsed, his release crashing over him as he obeyed. Phaedra rode him through it, her own climax following moments later. She collapsed against his chest, her breathing heavy.

“You’re mine,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear. “You won’t want to smoke anymore. You’ll only want me.”

Jared nodded, his mind still foggy with pleasure.

“Wake up,” she said, her voice firm.

He blinked, his senses returning to him slowly. Phaedra was already dressed, watching him with a knowing smile.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

Jared sat up, surprised to find that the urge to smoke was gone. In its place was a new desire, one that burned brighter than any craving he’d ever known.

“I feel good,” he admitted, his voice hoarse.

“Good,” she said, her smile widening. “Make another appointment, Jared. We’re not done yet.”

He nodded, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. He wasn’t sure if it was hypnosis or something else entirely, but he didn’t care. All he knew was that he wanted more.

And Phaedra wasn’t finished with him yet.

A MARRIAGE SAVED BY HYPNOSIS

FFM / Femdom / Medical / Hypnosis / Paddling / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Teasing / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

Joseph hesitated at the door of Dr. Betty Burke’s office, his palms slick with sweat. Marla stood beside him, her expression unreadable, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. She had insisted on this—hypnotherapy—as their last-ditch effort to salvage what was left of their crumbling marriage. Joseph had cheated one too many times, and Marla was done crying over him. But she wasn’t ready to walk away just yet—not without trying something.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Joseph muttered, his voice low, almost pleading. He didn’t like the idea of someone else poking around in his mind, but he was desperate. He’d do anything to keep Marla, even if it meant surrendering control to a stranger.

Marla didn’t look at him. “It’s the only idea we’ve got,” she said coldly. “Unless you’d rather sign the divorce papers now?”

Joseph winced. “No,” he said quickly. “Let’s do this.”

Dr. Betty Burke greeted them with a warm smile as they stepped inside. Her office was cozy, with soft lighting and a plush couch where Joseph was instructed to lie down. Marla took a seat in a nearby chair, her eyes fixed on her husband as if daring him to back out now. Betty handed Joseph a glass of water, her tone soothing.

“Just relax,” Betty said, her voice melodic. “Focus on the sound of my voice. Let go of your fears, your doubts. You’re safe here.”

Joseph felt himself sinking into the couch, his muscles loosening as Betty’s words washed over him. He closed his eyes, letting her guide him deeper and deeper into a state of calm. Before he knew it, he was hypnotized, his mind open and malleable.

“Joseph,” Betty said softly, “from this moment on, you will no longer cheat. Your only purpose is to please Marla. Do you understand?”

Joseph’s lips parted, a faint whisper escaping. “Yes.”

“Good,” Betty said, her tone firm but gentle. “You will obey Marla without question. Her pleasure will be your sole focus. Now, undress.”

Joseph’s hands moved almost mechanically, stripping off his clothes until he stood naked before the two women. His body felt exposed, vulnerable, but a strange sense of calm settled over him. He felt no shame, no hesitation—only obedience.

Betty handed Marla a paddle, its smooth surface gleaming under the soft light. Marla hesitated for a moment, her gaze flickering to Betty for reassurance. Betty nodded encouragingly.

“Go ahead,” Betty said. “He’s yours now.”

Marla gripped the paddle tightly, her heart pounding as she stepped closer to Joseph. He bent over the couch, his ass exposed, his breathing steady. Marla raised the paddle and brought it down with a sharp crack. Joseph flinched, a low groan escaping his lips.

Surprisingly, the pain didn’t bother him. In fact, it stirred something deep within him—a desire to submit, to surrender completely. He wanted more.

“Again,” he muttered, his voice barely audible.

Marla hesitated, surprised by his reaction. But she complied, swinging the paddle again and again, each strike sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through Joseph’s body. His groans grew louder, more desperate, and Marla found herself enjoying it, too. The sound of his surrender, the sight of his reddened skin—it was intoxicating.

“Enough,” Betty said finally, her voice cutting through the haze.

Marla lowered the paddle, her chest rising and falling with exertion. She looked at Joseph, her eyes dark with a mix of curiosity and satisfaction.

Betty gestured for Marla to undress, and she did so slowly, her movements deliberate. Joseph watched her with rapt attention, his cock twitching as she revealed her naked body. Marla climbed onto the couch, straddling Joseph’s face, her pussy hovering just above his mouth.

“Pleasure her,” Betty instructed.

Joseph didn’t need to be told twice. He buried his face between Marla’s legs, his tongue flicking against her clit in eager, desperate strokes. Marla gasped, her hands gripping the back of the couch as Joseph devoured her. His tongue was relentless, teasing and tasting her until she was trembling with pleasure.

Marla came with a sharp cry, her body shuddering as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Joseph didn’t stop, his tongue continuing to lap at her sensitive flesh until she was writhing above him, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Good job,” Marla panted, her legs shaking as she climbed off of him. She looked down at Joseph, her eyes filled with a newfound sense of power.

He looked up at her, his lips glistening with her arousal, his cock hard and aching.

Betty handed Marla a vibrator, its smooth surface humming with energy. “Tease him,” Betty instructed. “But don’t let him cum.”

Marla smirked, her fingers tightening around the vibrator. She knelt beside Joseph, the tip of the vibrator brushing against the head of his cock. Joseph groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but Marla pulled the vibrator away, denying him the contact he craved.

“Patience,” she said softly, her voice dripping with amusement. She trailed the vibrator down his shaft, teasing him mercilessly.

Joseph’s breaths came in short, sharp bursts, his body trembling with need. “Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

Marla shook her head, her smirk widening. “Not yet.”

She continued to torment him, the vibrator buzzing against his cock, driving him to the edge but never letting him tip over. Joseph’s body was taut with tension, his desperate pleas falling on deaf ears.

Finally, Marla relented, her fingers tightening around his cock as she brought the vibrator to his tip. Joseph let out a strangled cry as his orgasm overtook him, but just as he started to cum, Marla pulled the vibrator away, his release spilling uselessly onto his stomach.

Joseph groaned in frustration, his body twitching with unsatisfied need. Betty stepped forward, holding a chastity device in her hands. She fastened it around Joseph’s cock, locking it securely in place. His orgasms were now under Marla’s control—his ability to cheat, completely eradicated.

“You’re mine now,” Marla said, her voice soft but firm.

Joseph looked up at her, his eyes filled with a mixture of desire and submission. He nodded, his heart swelling with a newfound devotion.

As they dressed and prepared to leave Betty’s office, Joseph felt a strange sense of peace. He no longer wanted to cheat—he only wanted to please Marla, to make her happy. The thought filled him with a deep, aching need, and he couldn’t wait to fulfill it.

“Let’s go,” Marla said, her tone casual as she opened the door.

Joseph followed her eagerly, his mind already racing with ways to serve her. He was hers now—body, mind, and soul—and he wouldn’t have it any other way.

A COUSIN’S EMBARASSING PROBLEM

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Medical / Bondage / Handjob / Teasing / Dildo / Kissing

Blake shifted uncomfortably in his seat, the itchiness between his legs becoming impossible to ignore. He’d been avoiding this for days, but the thought of something being wrong with his dick was too much to bear. Swallowing his pride, he grabbed his phone and texted his cousin, Hailey. She was a doctor, after all. Surely, she could help him without making it weird. Her response was quick: Come over. I’ll take a look.

He arrived at her apartment within the hour, his nerves buzzing like live wires. Hailey greeted him with her usual calm demeanor, her blonde hair tied back neatly, her lab coat swapped for a cozy sweater. “So,” she said, gesturing for him to sit on the couch, “what’s going on?”

Blake hesitated, scratching the back of his neck. “Uh… it’s kind of embarrassing.”

“I’m a doctor, Blake,” she said, rolling her eyes with a faint smile. “Nothing you say is going to shock me.”

“Right.” He took a deep breath. “My… dick’s been itching. I’m worried it might be… you know, an STD.”

Hailey raised an eyebrow but didn’t miss a beat. “Alright, let’s take a look then. Don’t worry, it’s probably nothing serious.”

Blake followed her into the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. The room was tidy, the bed neatly made, but there was something about the intimacy of the space that made his stomach twist.

Hailey closed the door behind them and turned to him, crossing her arms. “Go ahead,” she said, nodding toward his pants.

His fingers fumbled with his zipper as he tried to maintain some semblance of composure. Slowly, he pulled out his flaccid dick, his face burning with embarrassment. Hailey didn’t react outwardly, her doctor’s mask firmly in place. She stepped closer, her gaze focused as she leaned in to inspect him.

Her fingers were cool as they wrapped around his shaft, turning it gently for a better look. Blake’s breath caught in his throat as a jolt of electricity shot through him. He tried to ignore it, but the sensation was impossible to dismiss. Within seconds, he felt himself growing hard under her touch.

Hailey paused, her eyes flicking up to meet his. “Blake,” she said, her voice calm but tinged with amusement, “are you getting turned on by this?”

He swallowed hard, his voice barely above a whisper. “Yeah…”

She tilted her head, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Interesting.” Her fingers lingered on him, her touch light but deliberate. “Well, I don’t see any signs of an STD. You’re perfectly healthy.”

Relief washed over him, but it was short-lived as Hailey’s expression shifted. Her smile turned mischievous, her eyes darkening with something he couldn’t quite place. “You’ve been a bad boy, though,” she said, her tone teasing but firm. “You need to learn to keep your dick to yourself so you don’t end up with a real problem.”

Before he could respond, she stepped away, opening a drawer and pulling out a stash of silk scarves. Blake’s eyes widened as she approached the bed, tying one end of a scarf to the bedpost. “What are you doing?” he asked, his voice shaky.

“Teaching you a lesson,” she replied, her smirk widening.

She grabbed his wrist, tying it to the bedpost with practiced ease. He wanted to protest, to tell her this was insane, but the words died in his throat as she moved to the other side of the bed, securing his other wrist.

Once he was restrained, Hailey straightened up, her hands moving to the hem of her sweater. She pulled it off slowly, revealing a black lace bra that hugged her curves perfectly. Blake’s mouth went dry as she unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs to reveal matching lingerie. She stood before him, confident and commanding, her eyes locked on his.

“Hailey…” he started, but she cut him off with a finger to his lips.

“Shh,” she whispered, her voice dripping with authority. “Just relax.”

She knelt on the bed beside him, her hand wrapping around his throbbing cock once more. Her touch was firm now, her fingers stroking him with purpose. Blake groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

She chuckled softly, her free hand pressing down on his stomach to keep him still. “Behave,” she chided, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip of his cock. He whimpered, his body trembling with need. She continued to stroke him, her pace slow and teasing, keeping him on the edge without letting him tip over.

“Please…” Blake begged, his voice breaking.

“Not yet,” she said, her tone firm.

She reached under the bed, pulling out a sleek black dildo. His eyes widened as she coated it with lube, her movements efficient and unhurried. Before he could process what was happening, she positioned herself between his legs, her free hand massaging his inner thigh.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice soft but commanding.

She pressed the tip of the dildo against his entrance, applying gentle pressure. Blake tensed, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Breathe,” she instructed, her tone soothing.

He obeyed, forcing himself to relax as she pushed the dildo inside him inch by inch. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of discomfort and pleasure that sent sparks shooting through his body. Hailey’s hand returned to his cock, stroking him in time with the thrusts of the dildo. Her movements were relentless, driving him closer and closer to the edge.

“Hailey, I’m gonna—” he gasped, but she silenced him with a kiss, her lips capturing his hungrily.

Her mouth moved to his neck, teeth grazing his skin as she sucked gently. The combination of sensations was too much for him to handle. With a cry, he came, his hips jerking as he spilled into her hand. Hailey didn’t stop immediately, milking every last drop from him until he was spent and trembling. She pulled the dildo out slowly, setting it aside before untying his wrists.

Blake lay there, his chest heaving, his mind a haze of pleasure and disbelief. Hailey smiled down at him, her fingers brushing through his hair. “From now on,” she said, her voice firm but affectionate, “you’re mine. No more sex with other women.”

He nodded weakly, unable to form words. She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. “Good boy,” she murmured. As she stood and walked toward the door, Blake couldn’t help but wonder what she had planned for their next encounter.

THE SPERM DONOR’S DESIRES

FFM / Femdom / Medical / Handjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

Bryce stood in front of the fertility clinic, the flyer crumpled in his hand. The promise of quick cash had been too tempting to ignore. He pushed the door open, the sterile scent of antiseptic hitting him as he stepped inside. A receptionist glanced up, her smile polite but perfunctory, and directed him to a waiting room. He sat down, his leg bouncing nervously. This wasn’t exactly how he’d imagined spending his afternoon.

A few minutes later, a door opened, and a woman stepped out. She was stunning—long legs, curves that hugged her scrubs, and a smile that made his stomach tighten. “Bryce?” she asked, her voice smooth and inviting.

He nodded, standing up quickly.

“I’m Dana. Follow me.”

She led him down a hallway, her hips swaying slightly as she walked. Bryce couldn’t help but notice the way her scrubs clung to her body. They stopped at a small office, and she gestured for him to sit. “So, you’re here to donate,” she said, leaning against the desk. Her tone was casual, but there was something in her eyes that made him feel like she was sizing him up.

“Yeah,” Bryce replied, trying to sound confident. “I saw the flyer on campus. Figured it was easy money.”

Dana smiled, crossing her arms. “It is. But our clinic operates a little differently. We like to make the process… more personal.” She paused, letting the words hang in the air. “We have a client who’s very interested in your profile. She’s here today, actually. Would you be open to meeting her?”

Bryce blinked, caught off guard. “Uh, sure. I guess.”

Dana’s smile widened. “Great. Follow me.”

She led him to another room, this one more intimate than the last. A woman sat on a chair by the bed, her legs crossed elegantly. She looked to be in her forties, with soft features and a warm smile.

“Bryce, this is Mary,” Dana said. “Mary, this is Bryce.”

Mary stood, extending her hand. “It’s nice to meet you,” she said, her voice gentle but firm.

Bryce shook her hand, feeling a strange mix of curiosity and arousal. There was something about her presence that was undeniably attractive.

Dana stepped forward, her tone businesslike but with an undercurrent of something else. “Alright, let’s get started. Bryce, Mary is looking to conceive naturally. That means we’ll need you to… perform directly with her.”

Bryce’s eyes widened. “Wait, what? I thought this was just a donation.”

“It is,” Dana said smoothly. “But we’ve found that natural insemination has a higher success rate. And Mary prefers it this way.” She glanced at Mary, who nodded slightly.

Bryce hesitated, his mind racing. This wasn’t what he’d signed up for, but the thought of being with Mary—and the money—was hard to ignore. “Okay,” he said finally. “I’ll do it.”

Dana smiled, clearly pleased. “Good. Let’s get started.” She gestured toward the bed. “Both of you, strip.”

Bryce froze for a moment, then began to unbutton his shirt, his hands trembling slightly. Mary watched him, her gaze steady but not unkind. She stood and began to undress as well, her movements slow and deliberate. Bryce couldn’t help but stare as she revealed her body—soft curves, smooth skin, and a confidence that made his heart race.

Once they were both naked, Dana stepped forward, her eyes scanning Bryce’s body appreciatively. “Let’s get you ready,” she said, her voice low. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around his cock.

Bryce gasped as she began to stroke him, her touch firm and skilled. He hardened quickly under her ministrations, his breath coming in short gasps.

Mary climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs as she began to touch herself. Her fingers moved between her thighs, her eyes locked on Bryce as Dana continued to work him. The sight of Mary pleasuring herself while Dana stroked him was almost too much to handle. Bryce felt a surge of heat rush through him, his cock throbbing in Dana’s hand.

“Alright,” Dana said after a moment, releasing him. “Get on the bed.”

Bryce obeyed, climbing onto the bed and lying back. Mary moved over him, positioning herself above his cock. She lowered herself slowly, taking him inside her with a soft moan. Bryce groaned as he felt her warmth envelop him, her tightness sending waves of pleasure through his body.

Mary began to move, rocking her hips as she rode him. Her hands rested on his chest for balance, her eyes closed as she lost herself in the sensation. Bryce gripped her hips, helping her move as he thrust up into her. The room was filled with the sounds of their breathing and the slick slide of their bodies together.

Mary’s movements became more urgent, her moans growing louder. Bryce could feel her tightening around him, her body trembling as she neared her climax. With a final cry, she came, her body shuddering as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

Bryce wasn’t far behind. The sight of Mary coming undone above him pushed him over the edge. He thrust up into her one last time, spilling himself inside her with a groan.

As they both caught their breath, Dana stepped forward again. “Not so fast,” she said, her voice teasing. “We need a few more samples to make sure Mary gets pregnant.”

Bryce looked at her, confused but intrigued. Dana climbed onto the bed beside him, her hand wrapping around his cock once more. She began to stroke him, her touch firm and insistent. Mary watched from the side, her fingers moving between her thighs again as she pleasured herself.

It didn’t take long for Bryce to harden again under Dana’s skilled hands. She leaned down, taking him into her mouth this time. Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling as she sucked him deep. Bryce groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she worked him.

When he was close, Dana pulled away, reaching for a cup on the bedside table. She positioned it over his cock and continued to stroke him until he came again, his seed spilling into the cup.

Dana handed the cup to Mary with a smile. “Use this tonight,” she instructed. Mary nodded, taking the cup with a look of determination.

As Bryce lay there, spent and dazed, Dana leaned in close. “You did great,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “And if you’re interested, there are more opportunities like this.”

Bryce’s mind was still reeling as he got dressed and left the clinic. He couldn’t believe what had just happened—but he couldn’t wait to do it again.

A TRIP TO THE GENDER CLINIC

FM / Femdom / Medical / Crossdressing / Sissy / Transgender / BDSM / Spanking / Pegging / Chastity

“Bend over the desk, Jared. Now.”

The command was sharp, laced with a calm authority that sent a shiver down his spine. Jared hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure Dr. Clare Wheeler could hear it. The air in the office felt thick, charged with something he couldn’t quite name. He glanced at the gleaming mahogany desk, then back at the woman standing before him, her hazel eyes locked onto his with an intensity that made his knees weak.

Dr. Clare Wheeler was a vision of power and elegance. Her long dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that was both strikingly beautiful and unnervingly commanding. Her white lab coat was pristine, buttoned up to her neck, but the black pencil skirt and stiletto heels beneath it added a subtle sensuality that made Jared’s stomach twist in knots. She held herself with the confidence of someone who knew exactly how to get what she wanted.

Jared swallowed hard, his hands trembling as he placed them on the edge of the desk. He bent over slowly, his body tense with anticipation. The frilly pink lingerie he wore—a gift from Dr. Wheeler—felt impossibly delicate against his skin, a stark contrast to the raw, exposed vulnerability he felt in this moment. The stockings clung to his legs, the garter belt digging slightly into his hips, and the panties… well, they were about to be pulled down.

—

The journey to this moment had started weeks ago, though Jared could hardly believe it now. He’d been sitting in his cramped apartment, surrounded by the remnants of another secret crossdressing session. The stockings, the heels, the silky lingerie—they were all there, scattered across the floor like evidence of a crime.

He’d been masturbating, as he often did when he wore the clothes, but this time was different. This time, the guilt had been overwhelming, a heavy weight pressing down on his chest. He’d stared at his reflection in the mirror, his face flushed, his body trembling.

What’s wrong with me? he’d thought, the question echoing in his mind like a mantra. Am I… transgender?

The idea had terrified him—not because he was afraid of being trans, but because he didn’t know what it meant for him. He’d spent hours researching online, reading forums and articles, trying to make sense of the feelings that had been bubbling up inside him for as long as he could remember.

Eventually, he stumbled across the website for the gender clinic—a mysterious, no-frills operation that promised affordable counseling for individuals questioning their gender identity. The testimonials were sparse, but they were positive enough to convince him to book an appointment.

The clinic itself had been… unsettling. Located in a nondescript office building on the outskirts of town, it lacked the sterile professionalism of a typical medical facility. The waiting room was dimly lit, the furniture old and worn. Jared sat there for what felt like an eternity, his leg bouncing nervously as he debated whether to stay or bolt.

But then the door opened, and Dr. Clare Wheeler stepped out.

From the moment he’d laid eyes on her, Jared had been transfixed. She was beautiful, yes, but it was more than that. It was the way she carried herself—with an air of confidence and control that made him feel like putty in her hands.

She’d led him into her office, her heels clicking against the linoleum floor, and gestured for him to sit.

“So, Jared,” she’d said, her voice smooth and measured. “What brings you here today?”

He’d hesitated, his words catching in his throat. But she’d waited patiently, her hazel eyes fixed on him with unwavering intensity.

“I think… I might be transgender,” he’d finally admitted, the words tumbling out in a rush.

Rather than reacting with surprise or judgment, Dr. Wheeler simply nodded, as if this was exactly what she’d expected.

“I see,” she’d said, leaning back in her chair. “Well, let’s start with a makeover, shall we? See how you feel.”

He was stunned, but he agreed. Why wouldn’t he? This was what he’d wanted, wasn’t it?

She’d handed him the lingerie—a delicate, frilly set that made him blush just to hold it—and left him to change in the adjoining bathroom. When he’d emerged, she’d taken her time applying makeup to his face, her touch gentle but firm. The wig had been the final touch, transforming him into a version of himself he’d only ever dreamed of.

“You look beautiful,” she said, handing him a mirror.

And he did. For the first time in his life, Jared had felt… right.

But that was just the beginning.

—

Now, Jared was bending over Claire’s desk, his ass high in the air. The frilly lingerie clung to his body, making him feel exposed. He heard the click of her heels as she stepped closer, the sound echoing in the otherwise silent room. Her hand rested on the small of his back, warm and firm.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice low and smooth. “Now, count for me.”

Before he could respond, the first spank landed hard against his ass, the sharp sting radiating through his body. Jared gasped, his fingers gripping the edge of the desk so tightly his knuckles turned white.

“One,” he choked out, his voice trembling.

Another spank, harder this time. “Two!”

The rhythmic sound of her hand meeting his skin filled the room, each strike sending a wave of pain and pleasure that made Jared’s head spin. By the time he reached ten, his body was flushed, his breathing ragged.

Dr. Wheeler’s fingers hooked into the waistband of his panties, pulling them down in one swift motion. Jared felt the cool air against his exposed skin, and his face burned with embarrassment—and something else. Something hotter, darker.

He heard the soft clink of metal against glass and glanced over his shoulder to see her holding a large, gleaming dildo. It was thicker than anything he’d ever considered, and the sight of it made his stomach flip.

“Relax, Jared,” she said, her tone soothing yet firm. “This is part of your training. If you want to become a woman, you’ll need to learn to take it like one.”

Her words sent a thrill through him, a mixture of fear and desire that made his head swim. He closed his eyes, focusing on the sound of her voice as she positioned the dildo against his entrance.

The first push was slow, deliberate, giving him time to adjust. Jared winced, his body tightening around the unfamiliar intrusion. But as she continued, steadily pressing deeper, the discomfort began to melt away, replaced by a strange, intoxicating pleasure.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her hand resting on his hip to keep him steady. “You’re doing so well, Jared. Just let go.”

And he did. By the time she was fully inside him, Jared’s body was trembling, every nerve alight with sensation. She moved the dildo with a practiced rhythm, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through him. His hands clawed at the desk, his breath coming in short, frantic gasps.

“Look at you,” she said, her voice dripping with approval. “Such a good girl.”

The words hit him like a lightning bolt, igniting something deep inside him. He came suddenly, violently, his body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over him.

When it was over, he collapsed against the desk, his legs shaking too much to support him. Dr. Wheeler stepped back, a satisfied smile on her lips as she set the dildo aside.

“How do you feel?” she asked, her tone soft but still laced with that same commanding edge.

Jared hesitated, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. He looked at her, then down at himself—at the lingerie, the stockings, the exposed vulnerability of his body.

“I feel… great,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

She nodded, her expression approving. “Good, because you have a long journey ahead of you.”

“Now,” Dr. Wheeler said, pulling him back to the present, “let’s talk about your next steps.”

Jared’s heart skipped a beat. “Next steps?”

She reached into the drawer of her desk and pulled out a small, metallic device. The sight of it made Jared’s stomach tighten with a mixture of fear and excitement.

“A chastity cage,” she explained, holding it up for him to see. “Since you’re a woman now, you won’t be needing this anymore.”

She gestured to his groin, and Jared’s face flushed with embarrassment. But at the same time, the idea sent a thrill through him.

“I’ll hold the key,” she continued, her tone leaving no room for argument. “We’ll remove it only during your appointments, to help you get used to not having a penis.”

Jared nodded, his mind still spinning. It made sense, he realized. If he was going to become a woman, he needed to let go of the parts of himself that didn’t fit.

“Okay,” he said, his voice trembling.

She smiled, a glint of something unreadable in her eyes. “Good girl.”

As he left the clinic later that day, Jared felt a strange mix of emotions—nervousness, excitement, and a deep, unshakable trust in Dr. Clare Wheeler.

ANDREW’S REDEMPTION

FMMM / Femdom / Medical / Sissy / Crossdressing / BDSM / Bisexual / Whipping / Masturbation / MM Blowjob / CIM

“On your knees, Andrew. Now.”

The sharp crack of the whip sliced through the air, and Andrew’s body flinched instinctively. His heart pounded in his chest as he dropped to the floor, the silky fabric of the frilly lingerie he wore brushing against his thighs. He could feel the heat of humiliation flooding his cheeks, but beneath it, there was something else—something he couldn’t quite name.

“Beg for forgiveness,” Dr. Natalie Martin commanded, her voice dripping with authority.

Andrew swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, his voice trembling.

“Louder,” Natalie snapped, the whip cracking again, this time grazing his shoulder.

“I’m sorry for being a cheater!” he shouted, his voice echoing in the room.

Beside him, Zack and Everett were also on their knees, their faces flushed with a mix of shame and arousal. Andrew glanced at them briefly, his eyes widening as he saw Zack’s hand slowly creeping toward Everett’s thigh.

“That’s it,” Natalie purred, circling them like a predator. “You all think you’re such big men, don’t you? Cheating on your wives, thinking you could get away with it. But now? Now you’re mine.”

Andrew’s breath hitched as he felt the cool tip of Natalie’s acrylic fingernail under his chin, forcing him to look up at her. Natalie’s icy blue eyes bore into his, and for a moment, he forgot how to breathe.

“Do you like this, Andrew?” she taunted, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Do you like being dressed up like a little sissy, begging for forgiveness?”

He opened his mouth to protest, to deny it, but the words caught in his throat. Because the truth was, he did feel something—something he couldn’t ignore. The humiliation, the vulnerability, the way his heart raced with every crack of the whip—it was intoxicating.

“I… I don’t know,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Natalie chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Oh, you’re going to love what’s next.”

—

It had started so differently.

When Megan had first suggested the weekend workshop, Andrew had been hesitant. A workshop for unfaithful husbands? It sounded like some kind of punishment, and he wasn’t sure he was ready to face that. But he’d wanted to fix things with Megan, to prove that he was serious about their marriage. So he’d agreed.

The location had been… unexpected. Nestled in a secluded area surrounded by trees and rolling hills, the building looked more like a retreat center than a place for therapy. Megan had dropped him off with a quick kiss and a whispered, “Good luck,” leaving him standing there with his duffel bag, feeling out of place.

Inside, the building was sparse but functional. A large room with couches arranged in a circle for group sessions, a dormitory with bunk beds, and a few offices for the staff. Andrew had been one of the first to arrive, and he’d spent the first hour awkwardly sipping coffee and avoiding eye contact with the other men.

Zack had been the first to break the silence. “So… you here for the workshop too?”

Andrew had nodded, forcing a smile. “Yeah. My wife… thought it would be a good idea.”

“Mine too,” Zack had said, his voice tinged with bitterness. “Everett’s in the same boat.”

Everett had simply grunted in agreement, his arms crossed over his chest.

When Dr. Natalie Martin finally arrived, the atmosphere in the room shifted instantly. She was tall, with sharp features and an air of authority that commanded attention. Her icy gaze had swept over the three of them, and Andrew had felt a sudden chill run down his spine.

“Welcome, gentlemen,” she’d said, her voice cool and measured. “This weekend, we’re going to explore what it means to truly understand your wives. To see things from their perspective. And to pay for your mistakes.”

Andrew had exchanged uneasy glances with Zack and Everett, but none of them had dared to argue.

The first shock had come when Natalie produced the lingerie.

“Put these on,” she’d instructed, holding out three frilly, silky outfits.

Andrew’s jaw had dropped. “Wait, what? You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m very serious,” Natalie had replied, her lips curling into a sly smile. “If you’re serious about fixing your marriage, you’ll do as I say.”

“This… this isn’t what I signed up for,” Everett meekly protested.

Natalie stepped closer to him. “Your wife, Emma, has already signed divorce papers. In fact, All of your wives have signed them,” she said, holding up a stack of forms. “If you men are successful, your wives have given me permission to destroy these documents and send you home. But if I must give an unfavorable report back to your wives, your marriage will be terminated.”

Andrew’s stomach twisted. Megan was contemplating divorce? He had no idea that his marriage was in so much trouble.

He looked at the other guys, and they looked just as surprised.

Reluctantly, Andrew had taken the lingerie, his hands trembling as he held the delicate fabric. The other men had hesitated too, but eventually, they’d all complied, retreating to the dormitory to change.

Looking at himself in the mirror, Andrew had barely recognized the man staring back at him. The lace hugged his body in ways he’d never imagined, the ruffles brushing against his skin. He’d felt ridiculous—humiliated—but there was also a strange thrill coursing through him, a sense of surrender that sent his heart racing.

When they’d returned to the group room, Natalie had looked them over with a satisfied smirk.

“Well, well,” she’d said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Look at you three. Such pretty little sissies.”

The humiliation had been almost unbearable, but Andrew had gritted his teeth and endured it. For Megan. For their marriage.

But now, as he knelt on the floor, Natalie’s whip grazing his skin and Zack and Everett’s hands wandering closer to each other, he realized it was more than that.

“Stroke yourself, Andrew,” Natalie commanded, her voice sharp and unyielding.

His hands trembled as he reached for his cock, the silky fabric of the panties doing little to hide his arousal.

“That’s it,” Natalie purred, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Everett, get over here. It’s time you learned your place.”

Everett hesitated, his eyes wide with uncertainty, but Natalie’s whip cracked again, and he moved without thinking.

“Suck him,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

Andrew’s breath hitched as Everett’s lips closed around his cock, the warmth and wetness sending a jolt of pleasure through his body.

“Swallow it,” Natalie said, her voice dripping with malice.

And as Andrew came, his body trembling with release, he realized that this—this surrender, this humiliation—was something he needed. Something he craved.

Natalie’s laughter echoed in the room, dark and triumphant.

“Who knew you’d enjoy your punishment so much?” she taunted, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

Andrew couldn’t answer. All he could do was kneel there, his body buzzing with a strange, intoxicating mix of shame and ecstasy.

And then, as Natalie’s whip cracked once more, he heard her whisper, “Welcome to your redemption, Andrew.”
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