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Chapter 1

"I haven't had sex in six months, Liv. Six. Fucking. Months." I gripped my phone tighter, staring at the ceiling of my hotel room. "I'm starting to wonder if my vibrator is going to file for overtime pay."
My best friend's laughter bubbled through the speaker. "Jesus, Grace. That's what happens when your husband turns out to be a cheating asshole."
"Don't remind me." The memory of walking in on David and Melissa flashed unwanted in my mind—her legs wrapped around his waist, his face contorted in pleasure I hadn't seen in years. "I still can't believe they were fucking in our bed."
"His loss," Liv said firmly. "Have you considered just finding someone to scratch that itch? A rebound fling?"
I snorted. "In Pine Creek? Population barely two thousand? I'd have better luck finding a Starbucks." I glanced out the window at the quaint Montana town nestled between towering mountains. "Besides, I'm here for a fresh start, not to jump into bed with the first available man."
"The divorce is final. You're thirty-two, gorgeous, and single. You deserve some pleasure after what that bastard put you through," Liv insisted. "What about that job interview tomorrow? Any hot doctors?"
"I haven't even been to the interview yet," I laughed, though my stomach fluttered with anticipation. Pine Creek Family Practice had offered an unexpectedly generous salary—almost double what I'd made in Chicago. After David drained our joint accounts, I needed the money.
"Well, small-town doctors can be sexy. Think McDreamy but with flannel and a fishing rod."
"I'll keep you posted," I promised, checking the time. "I should go. Need to prep for tomorrow."
"Good luck," Liv said. "And Grace? It's okay to want sex. It doesn't make you desperate or slutty or whatever your mother would say. It makes you human."
After hanging up, I stood before the mirror, studying my reflection. My auburn hair fell in soft waves to my shoulders, framing a face that had grown too thin during what I bitterly called my "trauma diet." Despite the weight loss, my hourglass figure remained, my 36D breasts straining against my silk blouse.
I traced the light dusting of freckles across my chest, visible just above my neckline. David had once called them "angel kisses." The memory made me button up one more button, hiding them from view.
"Professional but approachable," I murmured, smoothing my navy pencil skirt. The truth was, I hadn't felt desirable in a long time. Even before catching David with Melissa, our sex life had dwindled to occasional, perfunctory encounters that left me frustrated rather than satisfied.
I pushed those thoughts away. Tomorrow was about my career, not my neglected libido.
---
Pine Creek Family Practice was housed in a renovated Victorian building at the edge of town, its white clapboard exterior and wraparound porch giving it a homey feel despite the modern medical practice sign. I arrived fifteen minutes early, my resume clutched to my chest like a shield.
The waiting room was bright and welcoming, with comfortable chairs and the faint scent of lavender mingling with antiseptic. A petite blonde with a dazzling smile sat behind the reception desk, her bright blue eyes lighting up as I approach.
"You must be Grace!" she chirped, standing to reveal a form-fitting dress that showcased her curves. "I'm Zara. We're so excited to meet you!"
Her enthusiasm was infectious. "Thank you. I'm a bit nervous, to be honest."
"Don't be! Dr. Blackwood is amazing, and Archer—that's our practice manager—is a total teddy bear once you get past the military exterior." She winked conspiratorially. "Come on, I'll take you back."
I followed her down a hallway, noticing how her hips swayed with each step, her dress riding up just enough to make me wonder if that was intentional. The office was busier than I'd expected for a small-town practice, with nurses in surprisingly flattering scrubs moving efficiently between exam rooms.
Zara knocked on a door marked "Dr. Declan Blackwood, Medical Director" before pushing it open. "Your interview is here, Dr. B!"
The man who rose from behind the desk made my breath catch. Tall—at least 6'2"—with broad shoulders and salt-and-pepper hair that made him look distinguished rather than old. His piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through me as he extended a hand. The sleeves of his crisp white shirt were rolled up to reveal tanned, muscular forearms, and when he smiled, small crinkles appeared at the corners of his eyes.
"Ms. Calloway, welcome to Pine Creek. I'm Declan Blackwood."
His handshake was firm, his hand engulfing mine completely. A flutter of heat spread through my lower abdomen—a sensation I hadn't felt in far too long.
"Thank you for seeing me, Dr. Blackwood. I'm very interested in the position."
"Please, sit." He gestured to a chair across from his desk. "Archer should be joining us shortly."
As if on cue, the door opened, and a man with military-short silver hair and steel-gray eyes entered. He carried himself with the unmistakable bearing of someone who'd served, his posture ramrod straight.
"Archer Reed," he introduced himself with a curt nod. "Practice manager."
The interview began professionally enough, with questions about my experience and skills. I relaxed as I spoke about my previous clinical roles, feeling confident in my abilities.
"Your resume is impressive," Dr. Blackwood said, leaning back in his chair. "But I'm curious why someone with your qualifications would leave Chicago for our little town."
I'd prepared for this question. "I needed a change of pace after my divorce. I've always loved the mountains, and when I saw your nursing job posting, it seemed like fate."
Dr. Blackwood and Archer exchanged a glance I couldn't quite interpret. Something unspoken passed between them, a silent communication that made me feel like I was missing a crucial piece of information.
"Ms. Calloway—Grace," Dr. Blackwood said, his voice deepening slightly. "Our nursing position includes both clinical and administrative responsibilities due to our small practice size. We value team spirit and flexibility above all else. There are certain additional responsibilities that come with this position, which is why the compensation is higher than you might expect."
My heart rate picked up. "What kind of additional responsibilities?"
Archer cleared his throat. "Our staff works very closely together. We've found that a certain level of... intimacy... creates a more efficient workplace."
I blinked, not entirely sure what he meant. "I'm a team player, if that's what you're asking. I adapt well to different workplace cultures."
Another meaningful glance passed between the two men.
"The position is yours if you want it," Dr. Blackwood said finally. "We typically have a one-day trial for all new staff. It gives everyone a chance to see if the fit is right."
The salary they offered was nearly twice what I'd made in Chicago. With that kind of money, I could rebuild my life much faster than I'd hoped. Whatever these "additional responsibilities" were, they couldn't be that bad, right?
"I accept," I said, perhaps too quickly. "When can I start?"
"Monday," Archer replied, his expression unreadable. "8 AM sharp. We'll schedule your trial day next week, once you've gotten familiar with our basic procedures."
As Zara showed me out, her hand lingered on my arm, her touch warm and somehow intimate. "You're going to love it here," she said, her bright eyes twinkling with something I couldn't quite place. "We're like a family."
---
My first day started normally enough. Zara gave me a tour of the facility, introducing me to the staff. Besides Dr. Blackwood, there were two other physicians: Dr. Kai Zhang, a handsome Asian-American man with intense dark eyes, and Dr. Maya Reyes, a voluptuous Latina woman with a warm smile and an air of quiet confidence.
Dr. Zhang nodded politely when we met, his gaze analytical yet somehow warm. "Welcome to Pine Creek, Ms. Calloway. I look forward to working with you." His voice was measured and precise, his handshake firm but gentle.
Dr. Reyes embraced me instead of shaking my hand, her full breasts pressing against mine momentarily. The scent of her perfume—something exotic and spicy—enveloped me. "Grace! So wonderful to have another woman joining our team." Her dark eyes sparkled with mischief, and when she smiled, I found myself staring at her full lips longer than was strictly professional.
"And this is our supply closet," Zara said later, opening a door to reveal a surprisingly spacious room lined with medical supplies. "Perfect for quick breaks, if you know what I mean." She giggled, but didn't elaborate.
Throughout the morning, I noticed subtle oddities. The female nurses wore scrubs that seemed tailored to accentuate their curves. Dr. Reyes casually rested her hand on Zara's lower back as they discussed a patient, her fingers dipping dangerously close to the receptionist's backside. Dr. Zhang emerged from an exam room adjusting his belt, followed by a flushed nurse who was tucking her scrub top into her pants.
I told myself I was imagining things. But then I needed Dr. Blackwood's signature on some insurance forms and found his office door slightly ajar.
I knocked softly. When there was no answer, I pushed the door open a few inches more.
"Dr. Blackwood, I have these forms that need—"
The words died in my throat. Dr. Blackwood sat in his chair, but Zara was kneeling between his spread legs, her blonde head bobbing rhythmically as she took his impressive length into her mouth. His large hand rested on the back of her head, guiding her movements. Neither seemed particularly startled by my intrusion.
"Ah, Grace," Dr. Blackwood said, his voice remarkably steady. His piercing blue eyes locked with mine, and I felt a jolt of electricity shoot straight to my core. "Leave those on my desk. I'll get to them after I review this chart with Zara."
Zara didn't even pause, her cheeks hollowing as she continued to service him, one hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. She made a small humming sound that might have been acknowledgment of my presence.
I backed out of the office, my face burning, my heart pounding in my chest. Had that really just happened? And why was I suddenly aware of the dampness between my own thighs?
I retreated to the bathroom, splashing cold water on my face. My reflection showed flushed cheeks and dilated pupils. To my shock, I realized I was aroused. The image of Zara on her knees, taking Dr. Blackwood's cock so expertly, had awakened something in me I'd tried to ignore for years.
David had never been particularly adventurous in bed. Our sex life had been vanilla at best, nonexistent at worst. He'd never taken me spontaneously, never looked at me with the hunger I'd seen in Dr. Blackwood's eyes.
My mother's voice echoed in my head: "Good girls don't think about such things, Grace." I'd been raised to believe that sex was something that happened in the bedroom, in the dark, between married people. Not something that occurred in a professional setting, with the door barely closed. And yet, I couldn't deny the throbbing between my legs, the way my nipples had hardened against my bra.
I was still trying to process what I'd seen when Zara cornered me in the file room later that afternoon.
"So," she said, hopping up to sit on the edge of the desk, her dress riding up to reveal toned thighs. "I guess you saw me with Dr. B earlier."
I busied myself with the files, avoiding her gaze. "It's none of my business."
"Actually, it kind of is." She leaned forward, lowering her voice conspiratorially. "That's part of the 'additional responsibilities' they mentioned in your interview."
I froze, a file folder clutched in my suddenly trembling hands. "What?"
Zara's smile was both mischievous and kind. "Pine Creek Family Practice has a special arrangement. All female staff are sexually available to the doctors and to Archer during work hours. That's why the pay is so good."
The file slipped from my fingers, papers scattering across the floor. "That's—that's sexual harassment. That's illegal."
"Only if it's unwanted or coerced," Zara replied, sliding off the desk to help me gather the papers. "It's completely voluntary. Some staff opt for the standard salary without the arrangement. But those of us who participate? We get double the pay, amazing benefits, and some of the best sex of our lives."
I stared at her, trying to determine if this was some elaborate prank. "You're serious."
"Completely." She handed me the gathered papers, her fingers brushing mines. "Dr. Blackwood started it years ago. It turned out to be amazing for everyone involved. The practice runs more efficiently, everyone's stress levels are lower, and honestly? It's hot as hell."
My mind was reeling. "And everyone just... participates? Willingly?"
"Those who want to. Dr. Reyes is bi, so she plays with the female staff too. Dr. Zhang is like a sexual scientist—the man can make you come with just his fingers while discussing lab results." She grinned at my shocked expression. "Look, take some time to think about it. Your trial day is scheduled for next week. No pressure either way."
I nodded numbly, unable to form a coherent response. Part of me—the part shaped by my conservative upbringing—was scandalized. But another part, a deeper, more primal part, was intrigued. Excited, even.
"For what it's worth," Zara added, her voice softening, "I think you'd fit right in. I saw how you looked at Dr. Blackwood. How your pupils dilated when you walked in on us." She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. "And I saw how wet your thighs were when you fled to the bathroom."
My face flamed hot, but I couldn't deny it. Six months of celibacy after years of mediocre sex had left me with an ache that seemed impossible to satisfy. And now, suddenly, an opportunity had presented itself—one that both terrified and thrilled me.
---
That night, I called Liv from my hotel room.
"You're never going to believe what happened today," I said when she answered.
"Did you meet a hot doctor?" She sounded hopeful.
"Three, actually." I laughed nervously. "But that's not the crazy part."
I told her everything—the interview, the offer, what I'd witnessed, and Zara's explanation. The words tumbled out in a breathless rush, half of me expecting her to tell me to run for the hills.
There was a long pause when I finished.
"Liv? Are you still there?"
"I'm processing," she said finally. "This sounds like the plot of a porno. Are you sure this is real?"
"I saw it with my own eyes," I insisted. "And felt it... elsewhere."
She laughed. "Okay, so you're turned on by this whole thing. Can't say I blame you. But Grace, this is crazy. What happens if a patient finds out? Or if someone decides they don't like it anymore and sues?"
"Zara said they've been doing this for years without issues. And it's completely voluntary."
"And the pay is double," Liv mused. "Plus, you get to have sex with hot doctors. I mean, when you put it that way..."
"I know, right?" I flopped back on the bed, staring at the ceiling. "Part of me thinks I should run screaming. But another part..."
"Is intrigued," she finished for me. "I get it. You've spent your whole life being the good girl, following the rules. Now you have a chance to explore a side of yourself you've always kept locked away."
"You know me too well," I sighed.
"I do. And I know David never satisfied you sexually. You never said it directly, but I could tell." There was a pause. "What are you going to do?"
I closed my eyes, picturing Dr. Blackwood's piercing gaze, Dr. Zhang's controlled intensity, Dr. Reyes's sensual curves. My body responded instantly, a flush of heat spreading through me.
"I think I'm going to stay," I said softly. "At least for the trial day."
"Then do it," Liv said firmly. "Be safe, keep taking the pill, and for God's sake, call me with all the dirty details."
After hanging up, I slid my hand beneath my panties, already wet from our conversation. I imagined myself kneeling before Dr. Blackwood as he looked down at me with those piercing blue eyes. Or bent over his desk as he took me from behind, his strong hands gripping my hips.
My fingers circled my clit as I pictured being taken spontaneously during the workday. The fantasy sent a thrill through me I'd never experienced before. What would it be like to be bent over the filing cabinet, skirt hiked up, as Dr. Blackwood filled me? Or to be called into Dr. Zhang's office, only to find myself perched on his examination table, legs spread as his skilled fingers traced patterns on my skin?
My orgasm built quickly, my back arching off the bed as I imagined Dr. Blackwood's cock filling me, Dr. Zhang's hands exploring me, even Dr. Reyes's full lips on my breasts. I came with a cry that surprised me with its intensity, waves of pleasure more powerful than anything I'd felt in years.
As I lay there catching my breath, shame and excitement warred within me. My conservative upbringing insisted this was wrong. But the part of me I'd suppressed for too long whispered that this might be exactly what I needed—a chance to explore desires I'd buried, to reclaim my sexuality after years of neglect.
I fell asleep with one thought circling in my mind: Tomorrow, I would return to Pine Creek Family Practice. And I was going to say yes to everything it had to offer.




Chapter 2

I woke up the next morning with my hand still between my thighs, my body tingling from dreams filled with images of Dr. Blackwood's piercing blue eyes and strong hands. The sheets were twisted around my legs, damp with sweat and arousal. For a moment, I considered calling in sick, avoiding the decision that loomed before me. But I'd never been one to run from challenges.
"You can do this, Grace," I whispered to myself as I stepped into the shower, letting the hot water cascade over my body. My nipples hardened under the spray, and I couldn't help but cup my breasts, imagining they were Dr. Blackwood's hands instead of my own. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat between my legs, my clit throbbing with need as I leaned against the cool tile wall.
An hour later, I walked through the doors of Pine Creek Family Practice with my head held high, dressed in a wrap dress that hugged my curves more than my usual conservative attire. I'd left the top loosened to show a line of cleavage and the light dusting of freckles across my chest. If I was going to observe this arrangement more carefully, I might as well dress the part.
Zara's eyes widened appreciatively as I approached the reception desk. "Good morning, Grace! Love the dress." Her gaze lingered on my neckline, a knowing smile playing on her lips.
"Thanks," I replied, feeling a blush creep up my neck. "I thought I'd try something different today."
"It's working for you," she winked. "Dr. Blackwood asked to see you in his office when you arrived. Something about reviewing your duties."
My heart raced as I made my way to his office, knocking softly on the door. Each step down the hallway felt charged with possibility, my body already responding to what might await me.
"Come in," his deep voice called.
Dr. Blackwood sat behind his desk, reading through a patient chart. He looked up as I entered, his blue eyes darkening as they traveled slowly down my body, taking in the new dress and the way it clung to my curves. The intensity of his gaze made my skin flush with heat.
"Grace," he said, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. "Close the door, please."
I did as he asked, my fingers trembling slightly on the doorknob. The soft click of the latch felt somehow momentous, like crossing a threshold I could never uncross.
"I assume Zara explained our unique arrangement to you yesterday," he said, setting down the chart and leaning back in his chair.
I nodded, finding my voice. "She did."
"And what are your thoughts?" His gaze was intense, searching.
I took a deep breath. "I'm... curious. And surprised at myself for being curious."
A small smile played at the corners of his mouth. "Curiosity is a good start. But I need to be clear about something." He stood, coming around the desk to lean against it, his tall frame towering over me. "This arrangement is completely voluntary. If you choose not to participate, you'll still have a job here at the standard salary. No one will think less of you."
The sincerity in his voice helped calm my nerves. "And if I do choose to participate?"
"Then you'll be subject to the same arrangement as the other participating staff. You'll be available to myself, Dr. Zhang, Dr. Reyes, and Archer during work hours. You'll continue your nursing duties, both clinical and administrative, but with... additional responsibilities." His eyes darkened further. "In return, you'll receive double the standard salary, premium health benefits, and I suspect, a level of sexual satisfaction you haven't experienced before."
He paused, studying my reaction. "Normally, we have a three-month probationary period before introducing new staff to the arrangement. We like to ensure they're a good fit for the practice first." His gaze intensified. "But given that you've already discovered our secret, and that you seem... receptive, we're willing to make an exception in your case."
My pulse quickened at the implication. "So I wouldn't have to wait?"
"No," he confirmed, his voice dropping to a lower register. "You could begin immediately, if that's what you want."
My mouth went dry at his words, heat pooling between my thighs. "Are there rules?"
He nodded, seeming pleased by the question. "Yes. Consent is paramount. You can say no to any specific act or person at any time. Patient care always comes first. Discretion is essential—what happens in the practice stays in the practice. And we have a one-day trial for everyone, to ensure it's a good fit on both sides."
I considered his words carefully. The rational part of my brain screamed that this was insane, unprofessional, potentially career-ending. But another part—a part that had been silenced for too long—whispered that this might be exactly what I needed. A chance to explore my sexuality, to feel desired again after years of neglect.
"I'd like to try," I said finally, my voice steadier than I expected. "The trial day, at least."
Dr. Blackwood's smile was slow and predatory, sending a fresh wave of heat through my body. "Excellent. We'll start now." He pushed away from the desk, moving to stand directly in front of me. "Lock the door, Grace."
My legs felt like jelly as I turned to slide the lock into place. When I turned back, he was closer, his broad chest just inches from me. I had to tilt my head back to meet his gaze. The scent of his cologne-woody and expensive—enveloped me, making my head swim.
"During work hours, you'll address me as Dr. Blackwood," he said, his voice low and commanding. "But you should know that I'm about to fuck you on my desk, and I expect you to continue organizing these files while I do." He gestured to a stack of patient charts on his desk.
The crude language from such a distinguished man sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core. I nodded, not trusting my voice.
"Say it," he commanded softly. "Tell me what's about to happen."
I swallowed hard. "You're going to fuck me on your desk, Dr. Blackwood. While I organize files."
"Good girl," he murmured, and the praise made me shiver with anticipation.
His hands moved to my waist, turning me around to face the desk. I could feel the heat of his body behind me, his breath on my neck as he brushed my hair aside to place a kiss just below my ear. The gentle press of his lips contrasted with the firm grip of his hands, making me melt against him.
"Bend over," he whispered, and I complied, bracing my hands on the cool wood of his desk.
His hands slid down my sides to the hem of my dress, slowly drawing it up to reveal my thighs. I'd chosen a lacy black thong that morning, part of me knowing this would happen. His sharp intake of breath told me he approved.
"Beautiful," he murmured, one large hand caressing the curve of my ass, his palm warm against my skin. "Now, start sorting those files by date. Newest on top."
With trembling hands, I reached for the stack of charts, trying to focus as I felt him pull my thong to the side. His fingers traced my seam, finding me already embarrassingly wet.
"So responsive," he said, his voice thick with approval. "I'm going to enjoy this arrangement, Grace."
I heard the sound of his belt unbuckling, the rasp of his zipper, and then felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. He was thick—thicker than I'd expected—and I gasped as he began to push inside me. The stretch was delicious, bordering on pain.
"Keep working," he reminded me, his hands gripping my hips firmly.
I forced my attention back to the files, sorting them mechanically as he stretched me open inch by delicious inch. It had been so long since I'd been filled like this, and never by someone so well-endowed. By the time he was fully seated inside me, I was panting, my inner walls clenching around him, adjusting to his size.
"Good girl," he praised again, beginning to move in slow, deep thrusts. "You're taking me so well."
I bit my lip to stifle a moan, trying desperately to focus on the task at hand. January 2025, February 2025, March—oh god, he was hitting a spot inside me that made my vision blur. April 2025...
His pace increased gradually, his thrusts becoming more forceful. The desk creaked beneath us, pens rolling across its surface with each powerful movement. I abandoned any pretense of organizing, simply clutching the files as pleasure built inside me.
"I didn't say you could stop," Dr. Blackwood said, his voice stern despite his labored breathing. One hand left my hip to tangle in my hair, pulling my head back gently but firmly. "Continue sorting."
The slight pain from my scalp mixed with the pleasure between my legs, creating a heady cocktail that made me whimper. I forced my trembling hands back to the files, mechanically sorting as he pounded into me from behind. The challenge of trying to work while being thoroughly fucked was unexpectedly arousing, making me wetter with each thrust.
"That's it," he encouraged, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "I'm going to fill you up, Grace. Would you like that?"
"Yes," I gasped, abandoning all pretense of professionalism. "Yes please, Dr. Blackwood."
His grip on my hip tightened, and he drove into me with renewed vigor. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the office, along with our heavy breathing and my occasional muffled moans. I could feel every ridge and vein of his cock as he claimed me, marking me as his.
"Come for me," he commanded, his voice strained. "Come around my cock, Grace."
As if my body was programmed to obey him, I felt the tension inside me snap. My orgasm crashed over me, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around his thick length. I bit down on my lip hard enough to draw blood, trying to stay quiet as pleasure unlike anything I'd experienced before coursed through my body. Stars exploded behind my eyelids as I shuddered against the desk.
Dr. Blackwood groaned, his hips jerking against me as he found his own release. I felt the hot pulse of him inside me, filling me just as he'd promised. For a long moment, we stayed frozen in that position, both catching our breath, his weight pressing me into the desk in a way that felt oddly comforting.
Finally, he withdrew slowly, and I felt his seed trickling down my inner thigh. Before I could move, he was pressing a tissue into my hand.
"Clean yourself up," he said, his voice returning to its professional tone as he tucked himself back into his pants. "You did well for your first time."
I straightened up on shaky legs, using the tissue to wipe away the evidence of our encounter. My body still hummed with pleasure, my mind reeling from what had just happened. I felt different somehow, as if this encounter had awakened something dormant inside me.
"Your next task is to update our supply inventory," Dr. Blackwood continued, as if he hadn't just bent me over his desk and fucked me senseless. "Archer will show you the system we use."
I nodded, smoothing down my dress and trying to compose myself. "Yes, Dr. Blackwood."
As I turned to leave, he caught my wrist, his expression softening slightly. "How do you feel?"
The question surprised me. I considered it for a moment, taking stock of my body and emotions. "Good," I said honestly. "Really good."
A small smile played at the corners of his mouth. "Excellent. This is just the beginning, Grace."
---
The rest of the morning passed in a blur. I updated the supply inventory under Archer's watchful eye, hyperaware of the dampness between my legs and the lingering scent of sex that I was sure everyone could smell on me. But no one commented, treating me exactly as they had the day before—professional, friendly, with no indication that anything unusual had occurred.
Around noon, I was organizing files in the records room when the door opened. Dr. Kai Zhang stepped in, closing the door behind him. His dark eyes assessed me coolly, taking in my flushed cheeks and slightly disheveled appearance.
"Ms. Calloway," he said, his voice precise and measured. "I understand you've decided to participate in our arrangement."
I nodded, suddenly nervous again. Where Dr. Blackwood exuded raw masculine power, Dr. Zhang had a controlled intensity that was equally intimidating in its own way.
"Yes, I have."
He approached me slowly, like a scientist examining a particularly interesting specimen. "I have a different approach than Dr. Blackwood," he explained, stopping just inches from me. "I believe in thoroughness and precision. May I demonstrate?"
My heart raced as I nodded again. "Yes, Dr. Zhang."
Without another word, he took my hand and led me to an examination room across the hall. Unlike Dr. Blackwood's office, this room was clinical, with an examination table covered in paper, medical equipment neatly arranged on counters.
"Remove your underwear and sit on the table," he instructed, washing his hands thoroughly at the sink.
I hesitated only briefly before reaching under my dress to slide my thong down my legs, stepping out of it and placing it in my purse. The paper crinkled beneath me as I sat on the edge of the examination table.
Dr. Zhang approached me, his expression focused. "Lie back and place your feet in the stirrups."
I did as he asked, feeling exposed and vulnerable with my dress bunched around my waist and my legs spread wide. Dr. Zhang pulled on a pair of latex gloves with practiced ease, the snap of the rubber making me jump slightly.
"I'm going to examine you now," he said, his voice clinical but his eyes dark with desire. "I want to learn exactly how your body responds to different stimuli. This will help me pleasure you more effectively in the future."
Before I could respond, his gloved fingers were tracing the outer lips of my sex, exploring with scientific precision. Despite the clinical setting—or perhaps because of it—I felt myself growing wet again.
"Fascinating," he murmured, one finger circling my entrance. "You're still wet from Dr. Blackwood, but only getting wetter in response to this new situation." He slipped a finger inside me, making me gasp. "Your vaginal walls are highly responsive. Do you typically achieve orgasm easily, Ms. Calloway?"
"N-no," I admitted, my breath catching as he added a second finger, stretching me gently. "Not usually."
"Interesting." He curled his fingers upward, finding my G-spot with unerring accuracy. "And how does this feel?"
A moan escaped me before I could stop it. "Good," I gasped. "Really good."
Dr. Zhang nodded, as if confirming a hypothesis. "Your G-spot is approximately 5.2 centimeters inside your vaginal canal, slightly anterior. Quite typical, but your response is stronger than average."
He continued his methodical exploration, adding a third finger and stretching me in a way that had me squirming on the table. His thumb found my clit, circling it with precise pressure that sent jolts of pleasure through my body.
"Your clitoris is highly sensitive," he observed, his clinical tone at odds with the pleasure he was giving me. "I'd guess you would cum quite quickly with direct stimulation."
True to his word, within minutes I was on the edge, my hips lifting off the table as I chased the pleasure his skilled fingers were providing. Just as I was about to come, he withdrew his hand, leaving me gasping and frustrated.
"Not yet," he said, removing his gloves and disposing of them. "I want to try something else."
He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, freeing his cock. I was surprised to see he was even larger than Dr. Blackwood, his length impressive and his girth substantial. Despite his lean frame, he was remarkably well-endowed.
"Sit up," he instructed, and I complied, still trembling with need. "I'm going to enter you now. I want you to tell me exactly how it feels."
He positioned himself between my spread legs, guiding his cock to my entrance. Unlike Dr. Blackwood's forceful thrust, Dr. Zhang entered me with slow, deliberate pressure, watching my face carefully for my reaction.
"Oh god," I moaned as he stretched me open, filling me completely.
"Be specific," he said, his voice strained despite his controlled demeanor. "Describe the sensation."
"Full," I gasped as he bottomed out inside me. "So full. Stretching me. It's... intense."
He nodded, beginning to move in slow, measured thrusts. "And now?"
"Deep," I panted, clutching the edges of the examination table. "You're hitting something... oh god, right there."
Dr. Zhang adjusted his angle slightly, hitting my G-spot with each precise thrust. "Here?"
"Yes!" I cried out, beyond caring if anyone heard. "Right there!"
His pace remained measured, each thrust calculated for maximum effect. One hand moved between us to circle my clit with the same precision he'd shown earlier.
"I'm going to make you orgasm now," he stated, as if announcing a medical procedure. "And then again and again."
True to his word, his cock hitting my G-spot and his fingers on my clit sent me over the edge. I came with a cry, my body convulsing around him. But he didn't stop, maintaining his rhythm as he worked me through the first orgasm and straight into a second, more powerful one that left me seeing stars.
Only then did his control slip, his thrusts becoming faster, less measured. "I'm close," he announced, his voice tight. "Where would you like my cum?"
In my sex-addled state, I could barely form words. "Inside," I managed to gasp. "Please."
With a final thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his body tensing as he filled me with his release. Unlike Dr. Blackwood, he made almost no sound, just a sharp intake of breath and a slight tremor in his lean frame.
After a moment, he withdrew carefully, immediately reaching for a box of tissues. "Clean yourself," he said, already tucking himself away and straightening his clothing. "That was most informative. We'll continue this research at another time."
As he turned to wash his hands again, I sat up dazedly, my body still tingling from the multiple orgasms he'd given me. I cleaned myself as best I could, wondering if this was really my life now—being taken in examination rooms and offices, used for pleasure between appointments.
The most shocking part was how much I was enjoying it.
---
By the afternoon, I'd settled into a strange new headspace. I performed my nursing duties efficiently, switching between patient care and administrative tasks, all while feeling the combined essence of Dr. Blackwood and Dr. Zhang slowly leaking from me throughout the day. Rather than finding it uncomfortable, the sensation served as a constant reminder of my new role, keeping me in a state of low-level arousal that was both distracting and oddly energizing.
I was reviewing the practice's budget spreadsheets in the small conference room when Archer Reed entered, closing the door behind him. His steel-gray eyes assessed me with military precision, taking in every detail of my appearance.
"Ms. Calloway," he said, his voice clipped and authoritative. "I understand you've had encounters with both Dr. Blackwood and Dr. Zhang today."
I nodded, feeling heat rise to my cheeks. "Yes, sir."
A small smile played at the corners of his mouth at my instinctive use of "sir." "Good. I prefer to be addressed that way during our encounters." He placed a folder on the table. "These are the quarterly budget projections. I need you to review them while I assess you."
My heart raced at his directness. Where Dr. Blackwood had been commanding but sensual, and Dr. Zhang methodical and precise, Archer was purely tactical—treating sex as another operation to be executed with military efficiency.
"Yes, sir," I replied, my mouth suddenly dry.
"Under the table," he instructed, taking a seat at the head of the conference table. "Now."
I slid from my chair to my knees, crawling beneath the large oak table. Archer had already unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, freeing his cock. It wasn't as long as the others, but it was thick and sturdy, like the man himself.
"You will continue to review the budget figures aloud while servicing me," he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. "If you stop either task, there will be consequences. Is that clear?"
"Yes, sir," I replied, positioning myself between his spread legs.
"Begin with page three, second paragraph. Use your mouth only—no hands."
I took the folder he handed down to me, holding it with one hand while I leaned forward to take his cock between my lips. The taste of him was clean and masculine, with none of the unpleasant bitterness I'd experienced with previous partners.
"First quarter projections indicate a 12% increase in revenue," I read, before lowering my mouth onto him again, taking him as deep as I could.
"Continue," he prompted when I paused too long.
I pulled back, swirling my tongue around the head of his cock before continuing. "This is primarily due to the addition of the pediatric clinic hours on Saturdays, which has brought in approximately 45 new family registrations."
Back and forth I went, alternating between reading budget figures and taking him into my mouth. Archer remained almost completely silent, the only indication of his pleasure the occasional tightening of his thigh muscles beneath my free hand.
"Expenses have increased by only 7%," I continued, my voice growing husky as my jaw began to ache pleasantly. "Resulting in a net profit increase of—"
"Deeper," Archer commanded, one hand moving to the back of my head. "Take all of me."
I relaxed my throat as best I could, allowing him to guide me down until my nose pressed against his lower abdomen. I fought against my gag reflex, tears springing to my eyes as he held me there for several long seconds before releasing me.
"Good," he said as I gasped for air. "Now continue reading."
"Resulting in a net profit increase of 5% compared to the same quarter last year," I managed, before returning to my task with renewed determination.
The dual challenge of reading financial data while pleasuring him was surprisingly arousing. I found myself growing wet once again, squeezing my thighs together beneath the table as I worked.
"Page four," Archer directed, his voice finally showing a hint of strain. "Staff compensation analysis."
I turned the page with trembling fingers, taking him deep again before pulling back to read. "Staff compensation remains our largest expense category at 62% of total operating costs."
As I continued this rhythm—read, suck, read, suck—I felt Archer's control beginning to slip. His breathing grew heavier, his hand returning to the back of my head to guide my movements more forcefully.
"However, staff retention rates have improved by 27% since the implementation of our enhanced compensation package," I read, knowing exactly what "enhanced compensation package" referred to. The thought made me take him deeper, more enthusiastically.
"I'm going to finish," Archer announced, his military precision extending even to this. "You will swallow every drop while maintaining eye contact. Then you will complete reading the paragraph."
I looked up, meeting his steel-gray eyes as he thrust into my mouth one final time. His release came in hot pulses, filling my mouth. I swallowed obediently, not breaking eye contact as he'd commanded.
When he was done, he released my head and gestured for me to continue reading as if nothing had happened.
"This has resulted in reduced training costs and improved patient satisfaction scores, as continuity of care has been enhanced," I finished, my voice raspy from my recent activities.
Archer nodded approvingly, tucking himself away and zipping his pants with military precision. "Your performance was satisfactory, Ms. Calloway. Return to your seat and we'll discuss the implications of these figures for next quarter's budget."
Just like that, we transitioned back to a normal budget meeting, though my knees were sore, my jaw ached pleasantly, and the taste of him lingered on my tongue. The strangest part was how quickly I adapted to this surreal situation—discussing financial projections with a man whose release I'd just swallowed.
As the meeting concluded, Archer fixed me with his penetrating gaze. "You're adapting well to our arrangement. Better than most new staff."
Coming from him, I sensed this was high praise indeed. "Thank you, sir."
"You may address me as Archer outside of our encounters," he said, gathering his papers. "But I expect you to be available for similar meetings in the future. Your skills are promising but could use refinement."
I nodded, oddly pleased by his assessment. "I look forward to improving."
---
By late afternoon, I was exhausted but exhilarated. I'd been taken by two of the doctors and serviced the practice manager, all while completing my actual job duties. My body ached pleasantly, and I felt a newfound confidence in my movements, a sensuality I'd never embraced before.
I was washing my hands in the women's restroom when the door opened behind me. In the mirror, I saw Dr. Maya Reyes enter, and my breath caught in my throat. Even in standard-issue scrubs, she was stunning. The teal fabric strained across her magnificent breasts—at least 38DD, I guessed—and hugged the dramatic curve of her waist before flaring over the swell of her hips and rounded ass. Her olive skin seemed to glow with vitality, and her thick black hair was pulled back in a loose bun, a few rebellious tendrils framing her face. Her full, pouty lips were painted a deep red that matched her perfectly manicured nails, and her dark eyes locked onto mine in the mirror with an intensity that made my knees weak.
"Grace," she said, her voice warm and slightly accented, rich like honey with a hint of command. "I've been watching you all day."
She moved to stand behind me at the sink, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body. Her perfume—something exotic with notes of jasmine and spice—enveloped me, making my head swim. In the mirror, I could see how she towered over me slightly in her heels, her presence dominating the small space.
"I understand you've been quite busy today," she said, her hands coming to rest on my shoulders. Her thumbs pressed into the muscles at the base of my neck, finding tension I didn't know was there. "Three men in one day. Impressive for your first time."
My heart raced. I'd never been with a woman before, had barely even considered it. Yet something about Dr. Reyes—her confidence, her curves, the smoldering look in her dark eyes—made me curious rather than apprehensive.
"I've never..." I began, unsure how to continue.
"Been with a woman?" she finished, her lips curving into a knowing smile. One hand slid from my shoulder down my arm, leaving goosebumps in its wake. "I know. That's why I've been so patient, waiting my turn." Her other hand moved to my hair, gathering it gently before giving it a sudden, sharp tug that made me gasp. "But my patience has run out."
She checked beneath the stall doors to ensure we were alone, then turned the lock on the main door with deliberate slowness. The click echoed in the small space, sealing us in together.
"What do you want me to do?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
Dr. Reyes turned me to face her, backing me against the counter with the sheer force of her presence. Up close, I could see the flecks of gold in her dark eyes, the perfect arch of her eyebrows, the slight sheen of sweat on her upper lip.
"You don't do anything," she said, her voice dropping to a husky command. "I take what I want. And right now, I want you." She leaned in, her breath hot against my ear. "The only thing you need to worry about is how many times I'm going to make you come."
Her hands moved to my waist, drawing me against her body. The softness of her curves was a revelation—her full breasts pressing against my own, the heat between her thighs radiating against me. When her lips met mine, they were impossibly soft yet demanding, tasting of coffee and mint. She kissed like she owned me, her tongue claiming my mouth with confident strokes that left me breathless.
The kiss deepened, her teeth catching my lower lip and biting just hard enough to send a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to my core. One hand slid up to cup my breast through my dress, her thumb circling my nipple until it hardened beneath the fabric. Her other hand gripped my ass possessively, squeezing the flesh and pulling me tighter against her.
"I've been thinking about these all day," she murmured against my lips, both hands now kneading my breasts. "Watching them bounce as you walked down the hallway, imagining how they'd feel in my hands, how they'd taste on my tongue."
Her fingers found the tie of my wrap dress, loosening it with practiced ease. The dress fell open, revealing my lacy black bra and matching thong. Her eyes darkened as she took in my body, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.
"Black lace," she approved, tracing the edge of my bra with one red-tipped finger. "Very sexy. But it's in my way."
She didn't wait for me to respond, instead reaching behind me to unhook my bra with a flick of her fingers. My breasts spilled free, and she made a sound of appreciation deep in her throat—almost a growl.
"Beautiful," she whispered, cupping their weight in her hands. Her thumbs brushed over my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. "I'm going to enjoy making you scream."
When she took one nipple into her mouth, I gasped, my head falling back as she sucked and licked with exquisite precision. Her teeth grazed the sensitive peak just enough to send a delicious shiver through me, the edge of pain heightening the pleasure. Her free hand kneaded my other breast roughly, pinching the nipple between her fingers until I moaned.
"Dr. Reyes," I whimpered as her hand slid down my stomach to the waistband of my thong.
She bit down on my nipple sharply, making me yelp. "Maya," she corrected, looking up at me with dark, desire-filled eyes. "When I'm fucking you, you call me Maya." The crude language from her beautiful mouth sent a fresh wave of heat between my legs.
"Yes, Maya," I whispered, earning a satisfied smile.
Her fingers slipped beneath the lace, finding me already wet and swollen from a day of arousal and release. "Dios mío," she breathed, her fingers exploring my folds with possessive curiosity. "You're absolutely drenched." She brought her fingers to her mouth, sucking them clean with obvious relish. "I need more."
She guided me to sit on the counter, spreading my thighs wide with firm hands. She pulled my thong aside rather than removing it, the fabric cutting into my hip in a way that heightened my arousal. Before I could process what was happening, she was kneeling before me, her warm breath teasing my most intimate place.
She looked up at me, her dark eyes commanding. "Watch me," she ordered. "I want you to see exactly who's making you come."
The first touch of her tongue against my clit made me cry out, my hands gripping the edge of the counter. She was masterful, using broad strokes alternated with precise flicks that had me writhing within minutes. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me open to her mouth, her red nails digging into my skin just enough to leave marks—as if she was branding me as hers.
"You taste divine," she murmured against me, the vibration of her words adding to the sensation. "Better than I imagined during all those meetings where I was staring at you, wondering how you'd taste on my tongue."
Her tongue dipped lower, entering me briefly before returning to my clit. One hand released my thigh to reach up and pinch my nipple hard, creating a circuit of pleasure-pain that had me gasping for breath. Her other hand slid beneath my ass, squeezing the flesh possessively.
"I can't—I'm going to—" I stammered, feeling my orgasm approaching with startling speed.
"Come for me," she demanded, her dark eyes locked on mine as her tongue worked magic between my thighs. "Come on my tongue, Grace. Now."
Her command pushed me over the edge. I came with a cry that echoed in the small bathroom, my thighs trembling on either side of her head, my back arching off the counter. Maya didn't stop, continuing to lick and suck as she worked me through the most intense orgasm of the day—perhaps of my life. Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, her fingers slid inside me, curling to find my G-spot, and a second orgasm crashed over me before the first had fully subsided.
When the aftershocks finally subsided, she rose gracefully to her feet, licking her lips with a satisfied smile. Her lipstick was smeared across her mouth and chin, her eyes dark with arousal. "Beautiful," she said, leaning in to kiss me deeply.
The taste of myself on her lips was strange but not unpleasant, and I found myself responding eagerly to the kiss. My hands, which had remained frozen on the counter, finally moved to her waist, then hesitantly up to cup her breast through her scrubs. I could feel her hard nipple through the fabric, and she moaned appreciatively, arching into my touch.
"You're a natural," she praised, guiding my hand to squeeze harder. "But we don't have time for more now. I have a patient waiting." She checked her watch and sighed regretfully. "I have plans for you that require more time and privacy than a bathroom can provide."
She helped me straighten my clothing, her touches lingering and possessive. As she unlocked the bathroom door, she turned back to me with a heated gaze. "I'm not done with you yet," she whispered, her voice thick with promise. "I'll find you later on."
With that command hanging in the air, she left, the scent of her perfume and my arousal lingering in the small space. I stood there on shaky legs, my body still humming with pleasure, already anticipating our next encounter.
--
At the end of the day, Dr. Blackwood called me into his office. He sat behind his desk, looking as distinguished and professional as he had during my interview, though I now knew intimately what lay beneath that polished exterior.
"Your trial is coming to an end, Grace," he said, his piercing blue eyes studying me. "I need your decision. Do you wish to continue with our arrangement, or would you prefer the standard position?"
I didn't hesitate. "I want to continue with the arrangement, Dr. Blackwood."
He nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "I thought you might. You've adapted remarkably well. Everyone has been quite impressed with your enthusiasm."
He slid a document across the desk toward me. "This is our supplemental contract. It outlines the arrangement in detail, including the additional compensation and benefits. It also includes confidentiality clauses and confirms that your participation is entirely voluntary and can be terminated by you at any time."
I scanned the document, surprised by its thoroughness and professionalism. Despite the unconventional nature of the arrangement, they had clearly thought through all the legal and ethical implications.
"Sign at the bottom if you're sure," Dr. Blackwood said, offering me a pen.
I took it, my hand steady as I signed my name. As I handed the contract back to him, our fingers brushed, and I felt that now-familiar spark of desire.
"Welcome officially to Pine Creek Family Practice, Grace," he said, his voice deepening slightly. "I believe this calls for a celebration."
He stood, coming around the desk to lock the door. "On your knees," he commanded softly.
As I sank to my knees before him, I felt a sense of rightness, of belonging. This strange, unconventional arrangement had given me something I'd been missing for years—not just sexual satisfaction, but a sense of purpose and community.
Pine Creek might be a small town, but it had opened up a world of possibilities I'd never imagined. And as Dr. Blackwood's hands tangled in my hair, guiding me toward his already hardening cock, I knew I'd made the right decision.
I took him into my mouth eagerly, savoring the weight of him on my tongue, the taste that had become familiar and exciting over the course of the day. As I worked him with newfound enthusiasm, I thought about how much had changed in just one day. I'd discovered not just new pleasures, but a new version of myself.
After I finished with Dr. Blackwood, he helped me to my feet and handed me a small folder I hadn't noticed on his desk.
"This contains information about each participant's schedule and preferred activities," he explained, his tone returning to its professional cadence. "Dr. Zhang prepared it. He believed it would be beneficial for you to have a reference guide."
I flipped through the pages, amazed at the clinical thoroughness with which Dr. Zhang had documented everyone's sexual preferences, availability patterns, and even favorite positions. It was the most comprehensive and unusual employee handbook I'd ever seen.
"Not everyone at the practice participates," Dr. Blackwood continued, noting my surprise at the number of names. "About two-thirds of our staff have opted in. Those who haven't chosen the arrangement receive the standard salary and benefits. There's never any pressure to join."
I scanned the list, seeing familiar names—Dr. Blackwood, Dr. Zhang, Dr. Reyes, and Archer—along with others I hadn't met yet.
"The nurses on rotation are Vanessa, Elaine, and Linda," Dr. Blackwood said, pointing to their profiles. "Plus of course Zara at reception. All the doctors participate, as does Archer." His smile turned slightly mischievous. "You'll get to know everyone's... preferences... over time."
"Study it when you have time," he suggested. "It will help you integrate more smoothly."
I tucked the folder into my bag, still dazed from the intensity of what I'd experienced but already feeling a strange sense of belonging. This arrangement was unlike anything I could have imagined, but something about it felt right—like discovering a piece of myself that had been missing all along.
That evening, I collapsed onto the bed in my hotel room, my body pleasantly sore in places I'd forgotten could be sore. I'd been taken in more ways in one day than in my entire marriage—bent over a desk, spread on an examination table, on my knees beneath a conference table, perched on a bathroom counter.
I fell asleep that night with a smile on my face, already looking forward to tomorrow and whatever new experiences it might bring. My new job had only just begun, and I was eager to discover what other surprises awaited me at Pine Creek Family Practice.




Chapter 3

The morning sun filtered through my bedroom window, warming my naked skin as I stood before my closet, contemplating my choices. Today was my first official day as a full participant in Pine Creek Family Practice's unique arrangement, and I wanted my outfit to reflect my newfound confidence.
I selected a burgundy wrap dress that hugged my curves perfectly. The dress's greatest feature was its accessibility—a simple tug of the tie at my waist would open it completely. After yesterday's experiences, I understood the practical value of quick-access clothing.
I hesitated over my underwear drawer before making a bold decision—no panties today. The thought of being completely bare beneath my dress, available at a moment's notice, sent an illicit thrill straight to my core. I did choose a lacy black bra that pushed my breasts up enticingly, creating the kind of cleavage David had never appreciated. For practicality, I slipped on comfortable black heels that wouldn't slow me down during the workday.
As I pulled into the parking lot of Pine Creek Family Practice, butterflies danced in my stomach. Yesterday had been my trial, but today marked the beginning of my new reality - I was at work, but I was also sexually available to all the medical staff whenever they needed release. The thought no longer shocked me—instead, it made me press my thighs together, already slick with need.
Zara greeted me with a knowing smirk as I entered the reception area. "Someone's ready for her first official day," she said, her bright blue eyes taking in my outfit appreciatively. "Love the dress. Easy on, easy off?"
I smiled, feeling heat rise to my cheeks. "That's the idea."
"Dr. Blackwood wants to see you in his office before the morning rush," she informed me, winking conspiratorially. "And Dr. Zhang was asking about you too. I think you made quite the impression yesterday."
My heart raced as I made my way to Dr. Blackwood's office, vividly recalling the sensation of being bent over his desk, my skirt hiked up as he claimed me from behind. I knocked softly on the door.
"Come in," his deep voice called.
Dr. Blackwood wasn't alone. Dr. Zhang stood beside him, both men looking up as I entered. The sight of them together—Dr. Blackwood with his commanding presence and piercing blue eyes, Dr. Zhang with his lean intensity and analytical gaze—made my mouth go dry with sudden desire.
"Grace," Dr. Blackwood said, his voice warm but authoritative. "Close the door."
I did as instructed, my fingers trembling slightly with excitement. When I turned back, both men were watching me with undisguised hunger that made my nipples tighten against my bra.
"Dr. Zhang and I were just discussing your performance yesterday," Dr. Blackwood said, his eyes traveling slowly down my body, lingering on the swell of my breasts and the curve of my hips. "We're both very impressed with how quickly you've adapted to our arrangement."
"Thank you," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper, pride mingling with arousal at their approval.
Dr. Zhang stepped forward, his dark eyes assessing me like a fascinating specimen. "I believe we, together, should conduct a more thorough evaluation of your capabilities," he said, his measured tone betraying an undercurrent of desire.
My breath caught as I realized what they were suggesting. "Both of you? At the same time?"
Dr. Blackwood smiled, the expression predatory and thrilling. "Consider it an official welcome to the team. The supply closet will afford us more privacy than my office."
"Unless you'd prefer not to," Dr. Zhang added, his tone making it clear that my consent was still paramount despite the arrangement.
I swallowed hard, my body already responding to the idea, a delicious ache building between my legs. "No, I—I want to."
Dr. Blackwood's smile widened. "Excellent. Follow us."
The supply closet turned out to be more of a small storeroom, with shelves of medical supplies lining the walls and enough floor space in the center to move comfortably. Dr. Blackwood locked the door behind us while Dr. Zhang glanced at his watch.
"We have approximately twenty-seven minutes before my first patient," he noted with characteristic precision.
"More than enough time," Dr. Blackwood replied, turning to me with hunger in his eyes. "Untie your dress, Grace."
A thrill of power shot through me as I reached for the knot at my waist, savoring the way both men watched my every movement. I pulled the tie loose with deliberate slowness, letting the dress fall open to reveal my black bra and bare lower half. Both men's eyes darkened as they took in my nakedness, and I felt beautiful and desirable in a way David had never made me feel.
"No panties," Dr. Blackwood observed, his voice dropping an octave with approval. "You're learning quickly."
Dr. Zhang circled behind me, his hands coming to rest on my shoulders before sliding down to cup my breasts through my bra. "Her physiological response is immediate," he observed, his touch firm yet gentle as he noted my hardened nipples. "Elevated heart rate, flushed skin. All indicators of substantial arousal."
Dr. Blackwood stepped closer, his large hand sliding between my thighs to find me already slick with desire. "Yes," he agreed, his thick fingers exploring my folds with practiced ease. "She's ready for us, Kai."
This wasn't doctor and patient, or even boss and employee, but men sharing a woman. I'd never felt more desirable than I did standing between these two powerful men, both eager to have me.
Dr. Zhang unhooked my bra with deft fingers, letting it fall away to expose my breasts to the cool air of the closet. My nipples tightened further under his appraising gaze. I stood naked between them, trembling with anticipation and a strange sense of freedom I'd never known before.
"On your knees," Dr. Blackwood commanded softly.
I sank down on the thin carpet, looking up at the two men towering over me. They were a study in contrasts—Dr. Blackwood broad and powerful with salt-and-pepper hair, Dr. Zhang lean and precise with his immaculate appearance—but both exuded an authority that made me eager to please them.
They unbuckled their belts simultaneously, the synchronized sound making my heart race with anticipation. Both were already hard, their cocks straining against their underwear as they freed themselves.
"Start with Dr. Zhang," Dr. Blackwood instructed, his hand moving to the back of my head, guiding me toward his colleague's impressive length.
I took Dr. Zhang into my mouth eagerly, recalling how he'd filled me so completely yesterday in the examination room. He was larger than Dr. Blackwood, his cock stretching my lips as I worked to take him deeper. The taste of his clean skin and the slight saltiness of his pre-cum made me moan softly. Above me, he made a small sound of approval, his hand joining Dr. Blackwood's in my hair.
"Her technique has improved from yesterday," he observed, his usually impassive voice betraying a hint of strain. "The pressure and rhythm are brilliant."
Dr. Blackwood chuckled, the sound dark and rich. "Switch," he commanded after a minute, tugging gently on my hair to direct me to his own cock.
I shifted my attention, taking Dr. Blackwood into my mouth while Dr. Zhang circled behind me. I felt his hands on my hips, urging me to lift my backside higher as I continued to pleasure Dr. Blackwood orally.
"God, you're so wet," Dr. Zhang murmured, his fingers gliding through my slick folds from behind, exploring me with appreciative touches that made me shiver. "So ready for me... I can feel how much you want this."
I moaned around Dr. Blackwood's cock as I felt Dr. Zhang positioning himself behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. A moment of vulnerability washed over me as I realized I was about to be taken by two men simultaneously—something I'd never even fantasized about before coming to Pine Creek. The contrast with my previous life hit me suddenly; just months ago, I had been David's dutiful wife, having missionary sex with the lights off once a month if I was lucky. Sex had been a chore, something to endure rather than enjoy. David would have been scandalized to see me now—on my knees in a supply closet, eagerly servicing two men at once, my body responding with an enthusiasm I never knew I possessed. The thought sent an unexpected thrill through me, a delicious sense of rebellion against my former self-imposed limitations. Then Dr. Zhang entered me with one smooth thrust, filling me completely, and all thoughts of my previous life dissolved into pure sensation. This was who I was now—uninhibited, desired, and finally free.
"Good girl," Dr. Blackwood praised as I continued to suck him despite the distraction of Dr. Zhang's measured thrusts. His approval sent a rush of warmth through me, more intoxicating than the physical pleasure. "Take us both."
They established a rhythm, Dr. Zhang pulling back as Dr. Blackwood pushed forward, then vice versa, ensuring I was always filled at both ends. My world narrowed to the sensation of them both using me, of being surrounded by their heat and scent and strength. There was something profoundly liberating about surrendering to them completely, about being valued for the pleasure I could provide.
Dr. Zhang's thrusts grew more targeted, angling upward to hit a spot inside me that sent sparks shooting up my spine. Each time he hit it, I moaned around Dr. Blackwood's cock, the vibrations making him groan in pleasure.
"I can feel you tightening around me," Dr. Zhang murmured, his clinical detachment dissolving as his thrusts grew more urgent. "You're close, aren't you?"
He was right. The pair fo them were rapidly pushing me toward the edge, the forbidden thrill of being taken by two men at once heightening every sensation. When Dr. Zhang reached around to circle my clit with his skilled fingers, the last thread of my control snapped.
My orgasm thundered through me like a summer storm, lightning pleasure crackling along every nerve. My body trembled between them as they maintained their relentless pace, my inner muscles clenching like a fist around Dr. Zhang's thickness. I nearly choked on Dr. Blackwood's cock as I moaned around him, my vision blurring as tears of overwhelming pleasure traced warm paths down my flushed cheeks.
"Look at her come," Dr. Blackwood said, his voice thick with arousal, his hand tightening in my hair. "I'm close too. Where do you want it, Grace?"
Dr. Zhang pulled out suddenly, leaving me empty and gasping. "I suggest we finish together," he said, moving to stand beside Dr. Blackwood. "Claim her as ours."
Dr. Blackwood pulled free of my mouth, both men stroking themselves rapidly as they looked down at me kneeling before them, flushed and disheveled. "Look at us, Grace," Dr. Blackwood commanded. "Watch us come for you."
I looked up obediently, captivated by the sight of these two powerful men pleasuring themselves over me. There was raw masculinity in the way they stroked themselves, in the tension in their jaws and the flex of their forearms. They came within seconds of each other, their release coating my breasts and neck with hot stripes of semen. The warmth of it on my skin, the scent of them surrounding me, the knowledge that I'd pleased them both—it was intoxicating.
For a moment, the only sound in the closet was our collective heavy breathing. Then Dr. Zhang checked his watch again.
"Ten minutes until my first patient," he noted, already tucking himself away and straightening his clothing.
Dr. Blackwood handed me a box of tissues from a nearby shelf. "Clean yourself up," he said, his tone returning to its professional register despite what had just transpired. "And good work, Grace. That's exactly the kind of team spirit we value here."
I cleaned myself as best I could, dressing quickly as both men adjusted their clothing to perfection. By the time we emerged from the supply closet, no one would have guessed what had occurred inside, though my flushed cheeks and slightly swollen lips might have given me away to the knowing eyes of the other participants.
The strangest part was how naturally we all transitioned back to our professional roles—as if what happened in the supply closet was simply another aspect of office operations. And in Pine Creek Family Practice, it was.
---
Over the next few weeks, I settled into my new role with surprising ease. The dichotomy of my position—competent nurse by job description, enthusiastic sexual partner by unwritten agreement—became as natural as breathing. I developed a routine, arriving each morning in carefully chosen clothing that enabled easy access, keeping a drawer of essentials at my nursing station - hair ties, mouthwash, a discreet vibrator for when I needed to finish after being left wanting more.
I spent several evenings studying the detailed folder Dr. Zhang had given me, familiarizing myself with each staff member's preferences, schedules, and boundaries. The clinical thoroughness of his documentation proved invaluable, allowing me to anticipate needs and preferences before they were even expressed. It was the most unusual employee handbook I'd ever encountered, but undeniably effective.
I discovered distinct preferences for each staff member's unique approach. Dr. Blackwood's commanding dominance awakened something primal in me, his penchant for taking me bent over his desk while I continued to work through charts adding an element of challenge that heightened every sensation. There was something thrilling about discussing patient files while his cock filled me from behind, testing my ability to maintain my composure.
Dr. Zhang's meticulous attention to detail provided a different kind of pleasure. He began to map my body's responses with extraordinary precision. Under his studious hands, I discovered erogenous zones I never knew existed, experienced multiple orgasms that left me trembling and incoherent.
Archer's military efficiency had its own distinct appeal. His encounters were like tactical operations—focused, goal-oriented, and executed with precision. I particularly enjoyed our morning "productivity meetings" where he would have me ride him in his office chair while he continued reviewing staff schedules, his strong hands guiding my hips at exactly the pace he preferred. The challenge of maintaining my composure while he filled me completely, all while discussing workplace logistics, became a thrilling test of my multitasking abilities that consistently earned his approving nod.
But it was Dr. Maya Reyes who truly transformed my understanding of pleasure. Despite my previous lack of experience with women, our encounters quickly became some of my most anticipated. Her dominant nature combined with her intimate understanding of the female body resulted in orgasms so intense they sometimes left me disoriented. She had a talent for finding me during lunch breaks, pulling me into empty examination rooms where she would command me to taste her while she leaned against the door, one leg draped over my shoulder, her fingers tangled possessively in my hair as she guided my inexperienced but eager tongue.
"You're my favorite new toy," she would whisper, her Spanish accent thickening as I brought her to climax. "I love watching you work me."
The practice ran with remarkable efficiency. The regular release of tension benefited everyone, creating a workplace that was relaxed yet focused. Patient care was never compromised; in fact, satisfaction scores had improved since I started, a fact that Archer proudly attributed to the overall improvement in staff morale.
My own confidence blossomed dramatically. I'd arrived in Pine Creek a broken woman, shattered by my ex-husband's betrayal and years of sexual neglect. Now I walked with my head high, comfortable in my skin and my sexuality. The arrangement had revealed a side of myself I never knew existed—a woman who could separate physical pleasure from emotional attachment, who could be professionally competent while sexually uninhibited.
Between appointments, I might be bent over the filing cabinets in the records room, the metal cool against my heated skin as one of the doctors claimed me from behind. Or I might be called into an exam room to help "relieve stress" before a difficult patient consultation. What would have once seemed shocking now felt natural, even necessary—like any other workplace function.
One Tuesday, as I left the examination room afer a particularly long session with Dr Zhang, I almost collided with someone in the hallway. Steadying myself, I looked up to see an unfamiliar face—a woman about my age with dark brown hair and striking green eyes, dressed in standard-issue scrubs.
"Oh! I'm sorry," I apologized, straightening my dress self-consciously. "I wasn't looking where I was going."
"No problem," she replied with a friendly smile. "I'm Lyra Winters, the new nurse. Just started today."
My heart skipped a beat. No one had mentioned a new hire, and I wondered immediately if she was aware of our unique arrangement. "Grace Calloway," I introduced myself. "Nurse. Welcome to Pine Creek Family Practice."
"Thanks," she said, her eyes curious as she took in my flushed appearance and slightly disheveled hair. "Dr. Blackwood asked me to find you, actually. He said you'd be showing me the ropes."
I tried to maintain my composure, despite being acutely aware of Dr. Zhang's release still warm inside me. "Of course! Let me just grab your orientation materials from my desk."
As we walked to the administrative area, I studied Lyra surreptitiously. She was attractive in an understated way, with an athletic build and a graceful manner. I wondered if she had chosen the standard salary option or if she had yet to be informed of the arrangement at all.
My question was answered when Archer approached us, his steel-gray eyes assessing Lyra professionally.
"Ms. Winters, I trust Ms. Calloway is getting you settled," he said, his tone perfectly appropriate. "Remember, your probationary period is three months, after which we can discuss the additional compensation options that I mentioned."
Lyra nodded, her expression politely curious but nothing more. "Thank you, Mr. Reed. I'm just happy to have found a position in Pine Creek, and want to take it one step at a time. Moving from Portland was a big change."
After Archer left, Lyra turned to me with a questioning look. "Additional compensation options? Is there a bonus structure I should know about?"
I hesitated, uncertain how to respond. This was delicate territory, and I didn't want to risk scaring her off or violating any confidentiality agreements. "There are some optional arrangements for staff who are interested," I said carefully. "Archer will explain everything once you've completed your probationary period."
Archer had since confided in me that I was unique in being offered the additional compensation so early—he had sensed from my personal situation and response that I'd be keener to get started, but that wasn't actually normal for new employees. Most staff completed their full probation before any such discussions took place.
She seemed satisfied with this answer, and we spent the rest of the morning going through office procedures, patient files, and the electronic medical record system. Lyra was a quick study, her previous nursing experience evident in her understanding of medical terminology and procedures.
At lunch, we sat together in the break room. Zara joined us, her usual bubbly self, though I noticed she kept the conversation strictly professional—no references to the arrangement or the morning's activities.
"So, Lyra," Zara asked, taking a bite of her salad, "what brought you to our little town? Portland's a big change from Pine Creek."
Lyra's expression clouded briefly. "Needed a fresh start. Ended a long-term relationship that wasn't working out."
I felt an immediate kinship with her. "I know exactly what you mean. I moved here from Chicago after my divorce."
"Seems like Pine Creek is a town for new beginnings," Lyra said with a small smile.
As the conversation continued, I found myself warming to Lyra. There was something refreshingly straightforward about her, a quiet confidence that reminded me a bit of myself before David's betrayal had shattered my self-esteem.
Over the next few days, training Lyra while maintaining the secret of the office's arrangement proved challenging. More than once, I had to excuse myself for a "quick meeting" with one of the doctors, returning slightly disheveled and trying to act as if nothing had happened.
Lyra never commented directly, but I occasionally caught her watching me with curiosity. I wondered if she suspected something was happening beneath the professional surface of Pine Creek Family Practice.
I caught sight of Lyra watching us from the nurses' station, her green eyes filled with concern. I gave her a small nod, hoping to convey that I'd managed to hold the line.




Chapter 4

A week after Lyra's arrival, a new complication arose. I was checking a patient's blood pressure before updating their records at the front desk when an older man in an expensive suit entered the practice. His silver hair was perfectly coiffed, his posture rigid with self-importance.
Zara's usual sunny demeanor dimmed noticeably. "Councilman Barrett," she greeted him with forced politeness. "Do you have an appointment today?"
"No appointment necessary," he replied, his voice carrying through the waiting room. "Just conducting some informal inquiries about local businesses. Is Dr. Blackwood available?"
"I'm afraid he's with a patient," Zara said smoothly. "Perhaps I could schedule a time for you to meet later this week?"
Barrett's eyes narrowed slightly. "I'll wait," he decided, taking a seat in the waiting area and picking up a magazine.
Zara caught my eye, her expression worried. As soon as Barrett was occupied with his reading, she leaned close to me. "Harold Barrett," she whispered. "Town council member and world-class pain in the ass. Super conservative, always looking for reasons to impose his 'moral standards' on everyone else."
"Why is he interested in the practice?" I asked quietly.
Zara's expression darkened. "He's been asking questions around town about why we have such high staff retention and satisfaction when other medical practices in the region struggle. It started with an earnest effort to help the other practices learn from what we do here, but over time I think he's begun to suspect that something's up."
A chill ran down my spine. If Barrett discovered the arrangement, it could mean disaster for everyone involved. While what we were doing wasn't illegal—all participants were consenting adults—the potential scandal in a small town like Pine Creek could destroy the practice.
"Does Dr. Blackwood know he's here?" I asked.
Zara nodded. "I just texted him. He'll wrap up with his patient as quickly as he can."
I returned to my work, acutely aware of Barrett's presence. Every few minutes, I felt his gaze on me, assessing and judging. When Dr. Reyes emerged from an exam room, her hand casually resting on a nurse's lower back, I saw Barrett's eyes narrow, tracking the movement with suspicion.
After what felt like an eternity, Dr. Blackwood appeared in the hallway, his professional mask firmly in place. "Councilman Barrett," he greeted, extending his hand. "This is an unexpected pleasure. Why don't we speak in my office?"
As they disappeared into Dr. Blackwood's office, the entire practice seemed to hold its breath. Staff moved more carefully, keeping conversations strictly professional. Archer appeared from the administrative wing, his expression tense as he conferred quietly with Dr. Reyes.
Lyra approached me, confusion evident on her face. "What's going on? Everyone's acting strange."
I forced a smile. "Just a visit from a town council member. Always makes people nervous when officials show up unannounced."
She didn't seem entirely convinced but returned to her duties without further questions. I tried to focus on my work, but my mind kept racing with worst-case scenarios. If Barrett exposed the arrangement, would we all lose our jobs? Would there be public humiliation? Would the doctors' medical licenses be at risk?
After nearly forty-five minutes, Dr. Blackwood's office door opened. Barrett emerged, his expression unreadable as he nodded curtly to the staff before departing. The moment the front door closed behind him, Dr. Blackwood approached the front desk.
"Zara, Grace," he said in a low, tense voice, "gather Archer, Dr. Reyes, and Dr. Zhang for an emergency meeting in my office immediately. Senior staff only."
Zara nodded and quickly sent text messages to the senior staff while I watched Barrett's retreating figure through the glass doors, a sense of dread settling in my stomach.
Ten minutes later, I found myself in Dr. Blackwood's office with the senior staff. Dr. Blackwood closed the door firmly behind us, his expression grave.
"Barrett is suspicious," he announced once everyone was seated. "He's heard rumors about our practice's unusual success and staff loyalty, and he's picked up on a bit of the general vibe. While he has no concrete evidence of our arrangement, he's requested permission to conduct an official inspection of our facility next week."
A murmur of concern rippled through the staff. Archer spoke up, his military bearing more pronounced under stress. "What exactly would this inspection entail?"
"A thorough tour of the facility, review of financial records, and interviews with staff," Dr. Blackwood replied grimly. "He's framing it as ensuring we meet all regulatory requirements, but it's clear he's fishing for something more."
"He can't possibly discover the arrangement from a standard inspection," Dr. Reyes argued. "Unless someone tells him directly."
"That's my concern," Dr. Blackwood said, leaning forward in his chair. "Most of our staff are fully committed to the arrangement and understand the importance of discretion. But we have a new hire who hasn't been fully integrated yet."
Everyone knew he was referring to Lyra, who had been with us for just over a week and hadn't yet been introduced to the arrangement.
"Lyra seems trustworthy," Zara offered. "But she hasn't been here long enough to prove any loyalty."
Dr. Zhang nodded. "Statistically speaking, new employees present the highest risk for information leakage."
"We need to ensure she doesn't discover anything before Barrett's inspection," Dr. Blackwood concluded. "Which means we need to be extra careful about our activities for the next week."
The meeting concluded with instructions to maintain absolute professionalism in the coming days and to prepare for Barrett's inspection. As everyone filed out, Dr. Blackwood asked me to stay behind.
Once we were alone, he sighed heavily, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. "Grace, I need your help with Lyra."
"Of course," I replied. "What do you need me to do?"
"Keep an eye on her. Make sure she doesn't inadvertently stumble onto something she shouldn't see. And if she asks questions about the arrangement, deflect as best you can without lying outright." His piercing blue eyes held mine. "Can you do that?"
I nodded, feeling a weight of responsibility settle on my shoulders. "I'll do my best."
---
For the next few days, I shadowed Lyra closely, ensuring she was never in a position to witness any of the practice's extracurricular activities. The staff had reduced such encounters significantly in light of Barrett's impending inspection, but occasional moments of need still arose, usually behind firmly locked doors.
My efforts were proceeding smoothly until the afternoon I heard Dr. Zhang's voice came through the intercom on my desk. "Grace, I need your assistance in examination room three."
A pleasant tingle spread through me as I saved the insurance claim I'd been working on. I smoothed my skirt and checked my reflection in my compact mirror, ensuring I looked presentable. The routine was familiar now, but the anticipation never faded.
"I'll be right there, Dr. Zhang," I replied, pressing the intercom button.
The short walk to examination room three gave me time to consider what Dr. Zhang might have in mind. Unlike Dr. Blackwood's spontaneous encounters or Dr. Reyes' playful ambushes, Dr. Zhang's requests always had purpose and planning behind them. His methodical approach to my body had taught me more about my own pleasure in just a few weeks than David had in fifteen years of marriage.
I knocked lightly before entering. Dr. Zhang stood beside the examination table, arranging various items on a sterile tray. He looked up as I entered, his dark eyes warming slightly despite his professional demeanor.
"Close the door and lock it," he instructed, his attention returning to the tray.
The soft click of the lock engaging sent a flutter through my lower abdomen. Dr. Zhang turned to me, his gaze sweeping over my body with subtle appreciation.
"Today I would like to introduce you to something new," he said, gesturing to the examination table. "Please remove your clothes from the waist down and sit on the edge of the table with your feet in the stirrups."
My heart beat faster as I complied, slipping off my shoes and sliding my skirt and underwear down my legs. Despite weeks of being sexually available to the staff, there was something uniquely vulnerable about being half-naked in the bright lights of an examination room.
Dr. Zhang observed my movements with interest. "You've become much more comfortable with this," he noted, his voice carrying a hint of approval. "It's good to see."
I settled onto the edge of the table, placing my feet in the cool metal stirrups. The position left me completely exposed to his view, a fact that both embarrassed and aroused me.
He picked up a sleek vibrator from the tray, turning it over in his hands. "I've noticed you respond intensely to targeted stimulation," he said, his voice low and controlled. "I'd like to explore that further today."
My breath caught. "That sounds... promising?"
A hint of a smile flickered across his usually impassive face. "I believe in being thorough," he said, stepping between my spread legs. "And I've been planning this session with great care."
He switched on the vibrator, and the soft buzzing filled the quiet room. Without the barrier of latex gloves, his warm fingers parted my folds with surprising gentleness. The first touch of the vibrator against my sensitive flesh made me gasp, my hips instinctively pushing forward.
"Responsive as always," he murmured, his dark eyes watching my reactions intently. "Tell me how this feels."
"Good," I breathed, my fingers gripping the edge of the examination table. "Really good."
Dr. Zhang adjusted the angle slightly, finding the perfect spot with unerring precision. "Here?"
"Yes," I gasped, my head falling back. "Right there."
He maintained steady pressure, holding the vibrator exactly where I needed it most. With his free hand, he reached for something else on the tray—a slender, curved toy that he held up for my inspection.
"This is designed for internal pleasure," he explained, his voice remaining steady despite the heated situation. "The shape allows for targeted stimulation of your g-spot while I continue with the vibrator."
I nodded eagerly, beyond words as the pleasure from the vibrator built steadily. Dr. Zhang applied lubricant to the toy with methodical precision, then slowly eased it inside me, curving it upward.
The combination of internal pressure and external vibration was explosive. My thighs began to tremble as he worked both toys with perfect coordination, his movements deliberate and precise.
"Your responses are beautiful," he said, his clinical tone giving way to something warmer, more intimate. "The way your body reacts to each touch... it's mesmerizing."
The door handle rattled suddenly, followed by a knock. "Kai? Do you have a minute?" Dr. Reyes' voice called from the hallway.
Dr. Zhang didn't remove either toy or look away from my exposed body. "I'm with Grace at the moment," he called back, his voice remarkably steady.
"Is it something I can join?" she asked, her voice dropping to a suggestive purr that was audible even through the door. "I've been looking for her all morning."
Dr. Zhang glanced at me questioningly. Despite my compromised position—or perhaps because of it—I nodded eagerly. The thought of Dr. Reyes watching me like this added another layer of excitement.
"You may enter," Dr. Zhang called, continuing his ministrations as Dr. Reyes unlocked the door with her master key.
Dr. Reyes stepped inside, her eyes widening with delight at the scene before her. She quickly locked the door behind her, a hungry smile spreading across her face as she took in my position on the examination table.
"Well, well," she said, approaching with predatory grace. "Starting without me, I see."
"I was just warming her up," Dr. Zhang replied, a rare hint of playfulness in his voice. "She's remarkably wet today."
Dr. Reyes moved closer, her brown eyes darkening as she observed his hands working between my legs. "I can see that," she purred, reaching out to stroke my flushed cheek. "May I join you?"
"Please do," Dr. Zhang said, shifting slightly to make room for her between my spread thighs.
Dr. Reyes wasted no time. She leaned down and captured my mouth in a hungry kiss while her hands went to work unbuttoning my blouse. Within moments, she had my breasts exposed, my bra pushed up to reveal my hardened nipples to the cool air of the examination room.
"I've been thinking about you all morning," she whispered against my lips, her fingers rolling my nipples with just the right amount of pressure. "The meeting was so boring, and all I could imagine was how wet you'd be for me."
The combination of Dr. Zhang's precise toy work and Dr. Reyes' passionate attention to my upper body quickly pushed me toward the edge. My hips began moving involuntarily, seeking more pressure, more friction.
"She's close," Dr. Reyes observed, her Spanish accent thickening with arousal. "Aren't you, querida?"
"Yes," I gasped, my body tensing as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable peak. "Please, don't stop."
"We wouldn't dream of it," Dr. Reyes murmured, bending to take one of my nipples into her hot mouth just as Dr. Zhang increased the vibrator's intensity.
A scream began to rise in my throat as my orgasm crashed through me with violent force, but Dr. Reyes quickly covered my mouth with her hand. "Shh, querida," she whispered urgently against my ear. "Lyra is just down the hall. We can't risk her finding out yet."
The added thrill of forced silence made everything more intense. My body convulsed wildly off the table as waves of white-hot pleasure exploded from my core, my muffled cries vibrating against Dr. Reyes's palm. Dr. Zhang maintained relentless pressure, expertly adjusting the angle of both toys to hit my most sensitive spots while watching my face with clinical fascination.
"Control yourself," Dr. Zhang commanded softly, his voice somehow making the pleasure spike even higher. "Breathe through it."
I couldn't. My vision blurred at the edges as tears streamed down my face from the overwhelming intensity. Dr. Reyes kept her hand firmly over my mouth while her teeth grazed my nipple, sending jolts of exquisite sensation straight to my core. My thighs clamped around Dr. Zhang's hand as another wave hit, my entire body shuddering violently as the orgasm seemed to stretch endlessly, leaving me gasping for air against Dr. Reyes's palm and utterly shattered with pleasure.
"Beautiful," Dr. Reyes praised, pressing kisses across my heaving chest. She turned to Dr. Zhang with a mischievous smile. "But I think she needs more, don't you?"
Dr. Zhang gently removed both toys, setting them aside. "I believe so," he agreed, already unbuckling his belt. "What did you have in mind?"
Dr. Reyes reached into the pocket of her lab coat, producing a small key. "Give me one minute," she said, heading for the door. "I have something in my office that would be perfect for this."
When she returned, she carried a discreet black bag. From it, she extracted a sleek black anal plug and a bottle of lubricant. "I've been wanting to try something new with you," she explained, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Have you ever had your ass properly stretched, Grace?"
Dr. Zhang had removed his pants and underwear by this point, his impressive erection standing proud against his stomach. "An excellent suggestion," he said, his voice deeper than usual, betraying his arousal.
I stared at his length with a mixture of desire and trepidation. David had asked me about anal sex several times during our marriage, but I'd always refused, too scared and too inhibited to even consider it. "I've... not really," I admitted, both nervous and intrigued. "Not properly."
"Don't worry," Dr. Reyes assured me, squeezing a generous amount of lubricant onto the plug. "We'll take it slow. This will help prepare you for Kai."
My eyes widened as I realized what she was suggesting. "You want him to...?" I couldn't even finish the sentence, my conservative upbringing still fighting against the wild desire coursing through me.
"Only if you want it," Dr. Zhang said, his clinical tone returning momentarily. "Anal penetration can be extremely pleasurable when done correctly."
I glanced again at his impressive erection, wondering if I could actually accommodate him there. The old Grace would have been scandalized, would have run from the room in embarrassment. But the new Grace, the one discovering her sexuality in this strange small-town practice, was curious and eager despite her nervousness.
"Yes," I breathed, my body already responding to the prospect despite my apprehension about his size. "I want to try it."
"Good girl," Dr. Reyes approved with a wicked smile. She circled the lubricated plug around my entrance, teasing me. "I'll work on stretching you open while Kai keeps your mouth busy. How does that sound?"
Dr. Zhang nodded, moving to the head of the examination table as Dr. Reyes positioned herself between my legs. I turned eagerly toward him, opening my mouth as he approached.
"You're so beautiful like this," he murmured, a rare compliment that made my heart race. "Ready and eager to be filled."
I took him into my mouth just as Dr. Reyes began to work the plug into my ass, the initial pressure making me gasp around Dr. Zhang's length. Dr. Reyes simultaneously pressed the vibrator against my clit, distracting me from the unfamiliar stretch.
"Relax," she instructed, working the plug in with gentle but persistent pressure. "Bear down slightly... that's it."
Dr. Zhang's usual restraint seemed to slip as his fingers tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I took him deeper. The feelings of his cock in my mouth and the gradually increasing fullness in my ass were overwhelming.
"Look how well she's taking it," Dr. Reyes said admiringly as the plug finally slipped fully inside me. "Now for the next size." She retrieved a slightly larger dildo from her bag, coating it generously with lubricant.
They found a perfect counterpoint rhythm—Dr. Zhang's controlled thrusts in my mouth alternating with Dr. Reyes' careful stretching of my ass. I was utterly at their mercy, my body opening to them in ways I'd never experienced before.
"She's ready for you now, Kai," Dr. Reyes announced after several minutes of patient preparation. She slowly withdrew the dildo and applied fresh lube to my thoroughly stretched opening. "Her ass is perfect."
Dr. Zhang's breathing grew ragged, his usual composure faltering as he withdrew from my mouth. "Turn over," he instructed, his voice thick with desire.
With Dr. Reyes's help, I repositioned myself on all fours on the examination table. Dr. Zhang moved behind me, the head of his cock pressing against my prepared entrance as Dr. Reyes' hand slid beneath me, her fingers finding my clit.
"Slowly," Dr. Reyes cautioned him, her eyes locked with mine. "It's her first time."
The pressure as Dr. Zhang began to enter me was intense—a burning stretch that walked the line between pleasure and pain. I gasped, my body instinctively tensing.
"Breathe, Grace," Dr. Reyes whispered, her fingers working magic on me. "Relax and let him in."
I focused on her touch, on the pleasure she was giving me, and gradually my body yielded to Dr. Zhang's careful penetration. The sensation of being filled so completely was unlike anything I'd experienced before—intense, overwhelming, and increasingly pleasurable as my body adjusted.
"That's it," Dr. Zhang murmured as he seated himself fully inside me. "You're taking me so well."
He remained still for a moment, allowing me to adjust to the unfamiliar fullness. Then he began to move, withdrawing slightly before pushing back in, each stroke a little deeper than the last. The initial discomfort gave way to a strange, intense pleasure that radiated through my entire body.
"How does it feel, Grace?" Dr. Reyes asked, her eyes dark with desire as she watched Dr. Zhang's cock disappearing into my ass.
"Full," I gasped, struggling to find words as he established a steady rhythm. "So... incredibly... full."
Dr. Zhang's hands gripped my hips firmly, controlling the pace as he gradually increased his speed. The sensation of his thick shaft stretching me open was overwhelming, the pressure against sensitive nerve endings I never knew I had sending waves of pleasure through me.
"I think she needs more," Dr. Reyes said with a wicked smile. She repositioned herself, sliding two fingers into my dripping pussy while maintaining the pressure on my clit with her thumb. "Let's see how she handles being filled in both holes."
My mind was blown—Dr. Zhang's cock in my ass and Dr. Reyes's skilled fingers curling inside my pussy, finding that perfect spot that made me see stars. I could feel them both moving inside me, separated only by a thin wall, the combined sensations pushing me toward a climax more powerful than anything I'd experienced before.
"Oh God," I moaned, my arms trembling as they struggled to support my weight. "I can't... it's too much..."
"You can take it," Dr. Reyes encouraged, adding a third finger to stretch me further. "Your body was made for this pleasure."
Dr. Zhang's thrusts became more insistent, his breathing ragged as he drove deeper into me. "The way you're gripping me," he groaned, his usual clinical detachment completely gone. "So tight... so perfect..."
The intensity of being taken this way pushed me toward the edge. Dr. Reyes increased the pressure on my clit, her skilled fingers working in counterpoint to Dr. Zhang's thrusts, filling me completely from both sides.
"Come for us, Grace," she urged. "Let us feel it."
I felt my climax building rapidly, my moans growing louder with each thrust. Dr. Reyes quickly moved her free hand to cover my mouth, pressing firmly against my lips.
"Shh," she whispered against my ear. "We don't want anyone hearing."
My second orgasm hit with even greater force than the first, my screams muffled by Dr. Reyes's palm as my body convulsed in pleasure. The sensation of being filled in both holes while climaxing was unlike anything I'd ever experienced, my muffled cries and desperate breathing against her hand only intensifying the moment. The contractions of my muscles around Dr. Zhang's cock must have pushed him over the edge as well, his usual composure completely shattered as he groaned my name through gritted teeth—a rare display of emotion that made the moment even more intense.
As the three of us collapsed in a tangle of limbs and ragged breathing, the unmistakable sound of the door opening cut through our haze of pleasure.
"Dr. Zhang, I was wondering if—oh my God!"
We froze, all three of us turning toward the door where Lyra stood, her eyes wide with shock, a patient chart clutched to her chest. Dr. Reyes must have forgotten to lock the door after she came back.
Dr. Reyes recovered first, carefully disengaging from me as she stepped between Lyra and the examination table. "Close the door, Lyra," she instructed calmly, though she made no move to cover me or hide the toys.
Lyra seemed paralyzed, her gaze moving from Dr. Zhang's state of undress to my position on the table and finally to Dr. Reyes' harness. "I'm sorry—I didn't—I should go—" she stammered, backing toward the door.
"Close it from the inside," Dr. Zhang clarified, his composure returning as he reached for his pants. "This situation requires a conversation, not an exit."
To my surprise, Lyra obeyed, shutting the door and leaning against it as if her legs might give way. Her face had flushed crimson, but I noticed her eyes kept returning to the scene before her with what looked like more than just shock—there was curiosity there too.
"I'm guessing no one explained the full... compensation package to you yet," Dr. Reyes said.
"I knew something was going on," Lyra whispered, her eyes finding mine. "The way everyone acts, the strange meetings... but I never imagined..."
I sat up, reaching for my blouse with as much dignity as I could muster. "It's not what you think, Lyra," I began, then stopped myself. "Actually, it's exactly what you think. But it's consensual. It's... an arrangement."
"An arrangement," she repeated, her voice faint. She should have been backing away in horror, reporting us all for unprofessional conduct. Instead, she remained rooted to the spot, her eyes betraying a complex mix of emotions. "Everyone in the practice?"
"Only those who choose to participate," Dr. Zhang explained, now fully dressed and regaining his usual clinical demeanor despite the circumstances. "It's entirely optional, with appropriate compensation for those who opt in."
Lyra's gaze settled on me again, her eyes dropping to where Dr. Zhang's cum was slowly leaking from my stretched asshole. She swallowed visibly before meeting my eyes again. "And you... you like this arrangement?" The question held no judgment, only genuine curiosity.
I nodded, surprised by my own certainty. "I do. More than I ever thought possible."
A long silence followed as Lyra processed this information. Finally, she took a deep breath, her expression shifting from shock to something more complicated. "I should be appalled," she said softly. "But honestly, I've never seen a medical practice run so efficiently, with such happy staff and satisfied patients." Her eyes met mine again. "And I've been wondering why you always look so... fulfilled."
Dr. Reyes laughed, the tension in the room breaking slightly. "That's one way of putting it."
"I have questions," Lyra said, straightening up from the door. "Many questions."
"And we have answers," I told her, feeling strangely calm now that the initial shock had passed. "But perhaps we should continue this conversation somewhere more... conventional?"
Dr. Zhang nodded, fully composed once more. "My office in fifteen minutes," he suggested. "After we've all had a chance to make ourselves presentable."
As Lyra turned to leave, she paused with her hand on the doorknob. "Just to be clear," she said, glancing back at us. "This arrangement... it's something I could consider? If I wanted to?"
"After your probationary period," Dr. Zhang confirmed. "As is standard practice."
A small smile played at the corners of Lyra's mouth. "I'll see you in fifteen minutes, then," she said, slipping out the door.
As it closed behind her, Dr. Reyes let out a low whistle. "Well, that wasn't how I expected this afternoon to go," she said, looking at me with amusement. "So much for keeping Lyra in the dark."
I couldn't help but laugh, the absurdity of the situation hitting me all at once. "At least we don't have to be so careful around her anymore."
Dr. Zhang checked his watch with his usual precision. "Thirteen minutes until our meeting," he noted, straightening his tie. "I suggest we use them wisely."
As I gathered my clothing and began to dress, I couldn't help but wonder what this new development would mean for Pine Creek Family Practice—and for Lyra. Something told me our newest staff member might just be more open to our unique arrangement than anyone had anticipated.
This was my new normal at Pine Creek Family Practice, and I wouldn't have traded it for anything.




Chapter 5

I soon found myself sat in Dr. Zhang's office, freshly cleaned up but still feeling the not unpleasant ache between my legs from our previous activities. Dr. Reyes lounged in the chair beside me, her lab coat buttoned properly now but her dark eyes still holding a hint of the passion we'd shared. Dr. Zhang himself sat behind his immaculate desk, his composure fully restored as if he hadn't just had his cock buried in my ass just fifteen minutes earlier.
The gentle knock on the door made my heart skip. This was it—the moment that would determine whether our carefully constructed world would continue or come crashing down.
"Enter," Dr. Zhang called, his voice steady and professional.
Lyra stepped in, closing the door softly behind her. She'd composed herself since our encounter in the examination room, though a pretty flush still colored her cheeks. Her dark brown hair was pulled back in a neat ponytail, and her green eyes flickered between the three of us with undisguised curiosity. The stethoscope around her neck and small penlight in her pocket were subtle reminders of our shared nursing profession.
"Please, sit," Dr. Zhang gestured to the remaining chair beside me.
Lyra sank into it, her hands folded tightly in her lap. Up close, I could see her pulse fluttering in her throat, betraying her nervousness despite her composed exterior.
"I assume you have questions," Dr. Zhang began, his tone matter-of-fact as always.
Lyra nodded, her eyes meeting mine briefly before returning to Dr. Zhang. "How long has this... arrangement been going on? And does everyone participate?"
Dr. Reyes leaned forward, her full lips curving into a welcoming smile. "The arrangement began about five years ago, querida," she explained. "Dr. Blackwood and his then-girlfriend who worked here discovered how much more efficiently the practice ran when they combined work with pleasure."
"It evolved organically," Dr. Zhang continued, his speech precise and methodical as always. "First with those closest to Dr. Blackwood, then expanding to include those staff members who expressed interest. Participation is entirely voluntary and comes with significant financial compensation."
"Staff members can choose the standard salary package without the arrangement," I added, wanting Lyra to understand there was no coercion involved. "Those who participate sign additional contracts with confidentiality clauses."
Lyra's eyes widened slightly. "There are actual contracts for this?"
"Of course," Dr. Zhang nodded. "Everything is documented and consensual. We are medical professionals, after all. The legal framework ensures both protection and clarity for all parties involved."
"And the practice does run more efficiently," Lyra mused, almost to herself. "I've never seen such high staff morale or patient satisfaction scores."
"Sexual release reduces stress and improves focus," Dr. Reyes explained with a wink. "Not to mention the team bonding. There's nothing like making someone come to build trust, no?"
"And none of the patients know?" Lyra asked, leaning forward with interest.
"Absolutely not," Dr. Zhang's tone was firm, brooking no argument. "Patient care is our primary mission. The arrangement exists in the background, enhancing our work environment without ever interfering with patient care."
Lyra turned to me, her expression softening. "And you've only been here a short time, right? How did you adjust so quickly?"
I felt warmth creep up my neck as I remembered my first awkward encounters, which now seemed so long ago. "It was surprising at first, but I discovered parts of myself I never knew existed. After years in an unfulfilling marriage, it's been liberating."
Dr. Reyes reached over and squeezed my hand affectionately. "Grace has been an exceptional addition to our team." The pride in her voice made my chest warm with pleasure.
A brisk knock interrupted our discussion. Without waiting for a response, Dr. Blackwood opened the door and entered, his commanding presence filling the room instantly. Even in standard medical attire, there was something inherently authoritative about him that made all of us sit up straighter.
"I see Lyra has joined our circle of knowledge," he remarked, closing the door behind him. His piercing blue eyes settled on Lyra with an intensity that seemed to pin her to her chair.
"Yes, sir," she replied, her voice a bit breathless. "They were just explaining the arrangement to me."
Dr. Blackwood moved to lean against Dr. Zhang's desk, crossing his arms over his broad chest. "And what do you think of it?" His gaze was assessing, measuring her response.
Lyra met his gaze directly, surprising me with her poise. "I think it's... intriguing." She took a deep breath, as if gathering courage. "In Portland, I was in a relationship for five years with a man who barely touched me toward the end. I've never..." She paused, swallowing visibly. "I've never experienced the kind of satisfaction I've seen on the faces of the staff here."
Dr. Blackwood's expression softened almost imperceptibly. "And would you be interested in participating, once your probationary period ends?"
Lyra bit her lower lip, a gesture so unconsciously sensual that I noticed Dr. Reyes shift slightly in her seat. "I think I would," Lyra admitted. "I've actually been..." She paused, her courage faltering momentarily before she straightened her shoulders. "I've actually been quite attracted to you since my interview, Dr. Blackwood."
The room went silent for a moment. Dr. Blackwood's eyebrows rose slightly, and I saw the corner of his mouth quirk up in that subtle, devastating smile that had first captivated me.
"Is that so?" he murmured, his voice dropping to that lower register that never failed to send a shiver down my spine.
Before he could respond further, Dr. Zhang cleared his throat. "Perhaps we should address the more pressing issue at hand?" His tone was respectful but firm.
Dr. Blackwood's expression shifted immediately, his professional mask sliding back into place. "Yes, we have a more urgent matter to discuss." He straightened up, his tone becoming serious. "Barrett's inspection is scheduled for tomorrow morning at nine."
"Tomorrow?" Dr. Reyes exclaimed, sitting up sharply. "Mierda! So soon?"
"He pushed for it," Dr. Blackwood confirmed grimly. "He's clearly suspicious and doesn't want to give us time to prepare."
The news hung heavy in the air. I felt a knot of anxiety form in my stomach, thinking of Barrett's judgmental eyes scrutinizing our workplace, looking for evidence of impropriety.
"What does this mean for... activities?" I asked hesitantly.
"Complete cessation," Dr. Blackwood stated firmly. "Starting immediately and continuing until Barrett leaves. We can't risk any inappropriate behavior being observed." He ran a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair, a rare gesture of stress from our usually composed leader. "We need to present ourselves as a completely ordinary, professional medical practice."
Dr. Reyes groaned, leaning back in her chair dramatically. "Do you know how long it's been since I've gone a full day without cumming at work? My poor staff members are going to suffer without my particular brand of stress relief."
"It can't be helped," Dr. Zhang said pragmatically. "The arrangement must remain secret for our collective protection."
I nodded, understanding the necessity but already feeling bereft at the thought of a day without the intimate connections that had become such an integral part of my work experience. Looking around, I could see similar thoughts reflected on everyone's faces. Even Dr. Zhang, usually so reserved, had a subtle tension around his eyes.
"We'll need to brief all participating staff," Dr. Blackwood continued. "No lingering touches, no suggestive comments, nothing that could raise suspicion."
Lyra had been quiet, observing this exchange with thoughtful eyes. Now she spoke up, her voice surprisingly steady. "Is there anything I can do to help? Since I'm not officially part of the arrangement yet, Barrett might be less suspicious of me."
Dr. Blackwood considered her for a moment. "You could be a valuable asset, Lyra. Your perspective as a newer employee could help convince Barrett that everything is above board." He smiled at her, a genuine smile that made her eyes widen slightly. "Thank you for offering."
The tension in the room was palpable. Dr. Reyes was fidgeting, unusual for someone normally so composed. Dr. Zhang's jaw was tight, and even Dr. Blackwood seemed to be holding himself with unusual rigidity. I realized that the prospect of completely halting their usual sexual activities was creating genuine stress among the leadership team.
"This is going to be harder than I thought," Dr. Reyes muttered, uncrossing and recrossing her legs restlessly. "I usually have at least two sessions with staff before lunch alone. How am I expected to focus on patient care when my body is aching for release?"
Dr. Blackwood checked his watch. "I need to brief the rest of the participating staff. Please maintain absolute professionalism until further notice." He turned to leave, then paused, looking back at Lyra. "We'll discuss your interest in the arrangement after this situation is resolved, Ms. Winters."
As the door closed behind him, Lyra let out a shaky breath. "He's even more intimidating up close," she whispered, more to herself than to us.
Dr. Reyes chuckled, a rich, throaty sound. "Wait until you experience him in a more... intimate setting. That authority is very much present in all activities. The way he commands your body..." She trailed off, her eyes momentarily unfocused as she recalled her own experiences.
Lyra's eyes darkened at the thought, and I recognized the look of arousal that flickered across her face. She was already imagining it, her body responding to the mere suggestion.
"I'm not sure I can wait until my probation is over," Lyra confessed, surprising me with her boldness. "Especially now that I know what's possible."
Dr. Zhang and Dr. Reyes exchanged a look I'd come to recognize—the silent communication of two people who had shared much more than professional courtesy. "Unfortunately, that's our policy," Dr. Zhang said firmly. "The probationary period exists for a reason. It ensures both proper integration into the standard professional aspects of the position and provides time for psychological adjustment to the concept."
Lyra nodded, accepting this but clearly disappointed. As we prepared to leave Dr. Zhang's office and return to our duties, I couldn't help but wonder how we would all manage a full day under Barrett's watchful eye when we'd grown so accustomed to our unique workplace dynamic.
---
The afternoon hours dragged with excruciating slowness, the practice transformed by the mandate for complete professionalism. The usual undercurrent of sensual energy that powered our workday had been abruptly severed, leaving everyone off-balance and tense.
Staff members who would normally exchange flirtations or disappear briefly into supply closets now maintained careful distances from each other. Touches that lingered too long were conspicuously absent. Doors that might normally be locked for private encounters remained open. The effect was like watching actors suddenly forced to perform a different play while using the same stage—everyone knew their medical roles perfectly but struggled with the absence of the sexual script that usually complemented it.
I sat at my desk, trying to focus on patient files but finding my mind wandering repeatedly to the predicament we faced. My body kept automatically responding to the usual cues—Dr. Blackwood walking past my desk would normally signal the possibility of being called into his office for a quickie bent over his desk. The sight of Dr. Reyes examining her watch might mean she was timing a rendezvous in the supply closet. These ingrained responses now led nowhere, leaving me in a constant state of frustrated anticipation.
"This is torture," Zara whispered as she dropped off some charts at my desk. Her usual bubbly demeanor had dissolved into restless agitation, her bright eyes reflecting the same frustrated energy I felt. "I haven't gone a full shift without at least one pounding since I started here. My body doesn't know what to do."
"It's just temporary," I assured her, though I felt the same restlessness. My body had grown accustomed to regular sex during work hours, and the sudden drought left me on edge, hypersensitive to every accidental brush of fabric against my skin.
As the day progressed, the forced abstinence began to take its toll on everyone. Dr. Reyes snapped at a nurse over a minor charting error, then immediately apologized, running her hands through her hair in frustration. "I'm sorry, Linda. That was unprofessional of me. It's just been a long day."
Archer was more brusque than usual, his military bearing becoming almost rigid as he stalked through the administrative wing, barking orders about filing protocols. Even Dr. Zhang, normally the epitome of calm, was tapping his pen repeatedly during a staff meeting, a small but telling sign of his agitation.
By late afternoon, Dr. Blackwood called another senior staff meeting. I joined him, Dr. Zhang, Dr. Reyes, and Archer in the conference room, all of us sitting a bit too stiffly in our chairs. The very room where we normally would have felt relaxed now seemed charged with unresolved tension.
"The atmosphere in the practice is becoming noticeably tense," Dr. Blackwood observed, his blue eyes moving from face to face. "Barrett will pick up on this immediately tomorrow if we don't find a way to release some of this pressure."
"What do you suggest?" Archer asked, his military directness cutting to the heart of the matter. "We can hardly resume normal activities with Barrett arriving tomorrow."
"Perhaps we could authorize staff to pair off after hours?" Dr. Zhang suggested, his analytical mind seeking practical solutions. "While not ideal, it might alleviate some of the tension."
Dr. Reyes shook her head, the movement causing her dark curls to bounce in a way that momentarily captivated me. "That won't help today. We need something now before we all explode. I've already had three nurses ask me if they could take 'extended lunch breaks' just to go home and take care of themselves."
The door opened unexpectedly, and Lyra entered with a stack of files. "I'm sorry to interrupt," she began, then paused, clearly sensing the tension in the room. "I just needed to drop these off for Dr. Blackwood's review."
As Lyra placed the files on the conference table, I noticed how her gaze lingered on Dr. Blackwood, traveling down his powerful form with unmistakable appreciation. The attraction she'd confessed earlier was written clearly in her body language—the way she stood slightly closer to him than necessary, the subtle arch of her back that emphasized her curves.
Dr. Blackwood noticed too. His eyes darkened as they followed her movements, his jaw tightening almost imperceptibly. The air between them seemed to crackle with unacknowledged tension.
"Thank you, Ms. Winters," he said, his voice slightly rougher than usual. "That will be all."
But instead of leaving, Lyra straightened her shoulders, a determined look crossing her face. "Dr. Blackwood," she said, her voice steady despite the heightened color in her cheeks, "I've been observing the staff all afternoon. Everyone is on edge, unfocused. Even the patients are picking up on it."
"We're aware," Archer replied curtly. "We're discussing solutions. This isn't your concern, Ms. Winters."
Lyra stood her ground, something steely in her green eyes that I hadn't noticed before. "I'd like to propose one." She turned directly to Dr. Blackwood, meeting his piercing gaze without flinching. "I know I'm still on my probationary period, but given the extraordinary circumstances, I'd like to offer... my services. To you, specifically. Right now."
A shocked silence fell over the room. Dr. Reyes's eyebrows shot up, and even Dr. Zhang looked momentarily stunned. Archer coughed, clearly caught off guard by Lyra's boldness.
Dr. Blackwood's expression remained carefully neutral, though I could see the flare of interest in his eyes. "Ms. Winters," he said slowly, choosing his words with care, "while your offer is... generous, we have policies in place for a reason. The probationary period exists to protect both the practice and new employees."
"With all due respect, sir," Lyra countered, her voice gaining confidence, "extraordinary situations call for extraordinary measures. You need release to better lead your team through tomorrow's inspection. I'm offering to provide that." She glanced around the table. "And perhaps seeing their leader satisfied might help ease the staff's tension as well."
A pulse of heat shot through me at her words. The idea of watching Dr. Blackwood with Lyra—seeing him claim our newest coworker while the rest of us watching—was incredibly exciting. From Dr. Reyes's sudden intake of breath, I suspected she felt the same.
I watched Dr. Blackwood's face, seeing the internal debate playing out behind his composed exterior. The need for release was clearly weighing against his usual adherence to protocol and respect for boundaries. Finally, he turned to Archer. "Lock the door."
The simple command changed the atmosphere instantly. Archer stood without comment and moved to secure the conference room, the decisive click of the lock snapping everyone to attention. The air seemed to thicken with anticipation and surprise.
Dr. Blackwood turned his full attention to Lyra, his commanding presence intensifying as he shifted from medical director to dominant lover. "Are you certain this is what you want, Ms. Winters? There's no obligation, and no repercussions if you decline."
Lyra nodded, her breath coming faster now, her pupils dilating with desire. "I've been thinking about this since my interview," she admitted, her voice dropping to an intimate pitch. "Watching how everyone moves around you, how they respond to you... I want to understand what they feel. I want to experience it myself."
Dr. Blackwood's eyes darkened further, like a storm gathering at sea. "Very well," he said, pushing his chair back from the table. "Come here."
Lyra moved to stand before him, trembling slightly but with an eagerness that was impossible to miss. Dr. Blackwood reached out, placing his large hands on her hips and pulling her between his spread legs. Him seated, controlled, and authoritative; her standing, yielding, and willing.
"Rules," he stated firmly, making it clear that consent didn't mean a lack of structure. "You will do exactly as I say. You will tell me immediately if anything is uncomfortable or unwanted. And you will use the word 'stop' if you need to end this at any point. Is that clear?"
"Yes, sir," Lyra replied, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Good." His hands moved to the front of her scrub top, unbuttoning it with practiced ease.
As Dr. Blackwood opened her scrub top to reveal a simple white bra beneath, I was acutely aware that the rest of us were still present, witnessing this initiation. A glance at Dr. Reyes confirmed she was watching with unabashed interest, her full lips slightly parted, one hand absently trailing along her collarbone. Dr. Zhang's usually impassive face showed subtle signs of arousal—the slight dilation of his pupils, the way his breathing had deepened, the slight tension in his normally relaxed posture. Archer had resumed his seat but sat forward, his steely eyes fixed on the unfolding scene, his military discipline evident in how still he kept his hands despite his obvious interest.
Dr. Blackwood unhooked Lyra's bra with a deft movement, pushing both it and her scrub top off her shoulders, letting them fall to the floor. Her breasts were smaller than mine but perfectly shaped, rising and falling rapidly with her quickened breathing. Her pink nipples hardened instantly under our collective gaze, the cool air and the exposure combining to draw them to tight peaks.
"Beautiful," Dr. Blackwood murmured, cupping her breasts in his large hands, the contrast between his tanned skin and her paleness visually striking. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, drawing a soft gasp from Lyra. "Sensitive, too. That's good."
He leaned forward, taking one nipple into his mouth while his fingers pinched the other gently. Lyra's head fell back, a trembling moan escaping her lips. Her hands came up to rest on Dr. Blackwood's shoulders, gripping the fabric of his white coat as if to steady herself.
"Oh God, I've dreamed about this," she confessed breathlessly as he switched to her other breast, his teeth grazing the sensitive peak.
Dr. Blackwood pulled back, looking up at her with a mixture of amusement and intensifying desire. "Have you now?" His hand slid down her flat stomach to the waistband of her scrub pants, his fingers dipping just below the edge. "Tell me about these dreams while I see how wet they've made you."
I watched Lyra's face flush deeper as Dr. Blackwood's command hung in the air between them. Her throat bobbed with a nervous swallow, her eyes darting briefly to the rest of us watching before returning to meet his unwavering gaze. His fingers remained poised at her waistband, not moving further until she complied—a silent reminder of who controlled the pace. The power dynamic was palpable; he sat relaxed in his chair while she stood exposed, her bare breasts rising and falling with quickened breaths. This wasn't just about physical access—he was peeling back her mental barriers too, demanding she expose her most private thoughts for our collective consumption. The slight tremor in her voice as she began to speak revealed more than her words ever could.
Lyra's breath hitched as his hand slipped beneath her waistband and into her panties. "I dreamed of you calling me into your office," she began, her voice shaking slightly as his fingers explored her. "Telling me my work wasn't quite up to standard and that I needed... special training."
Dr. Blackwood's eyebrows rose slightly, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "You enjoy authority figures, Ms. Winters?" His wrist moved rhythmically, his fingers clearly finding their target based on how Lyra's hips jerked forward involuntarily. "You like being told exactly what to do, being shown your place?"
"Yes," she gasped, her eyes half-closing as he continued his ministrations. "I like being told what to do, being shown what's expected of me. Being used for your pleasure while still being valued."
"You're absolutely soaked," Dr. Blackwood observed, his voice dropping to that low register that never failed to send shivers down my spine. "I think you've been thinking about this all day, haven't you? Walking around this office, watching everyone pretend to be proper and professional, all while imagining what we really do here, wishing you could take part."
Lyra nodded, beyond words as his fingers worked their magic between her legs. Dr. Blackwood suddenly withdrew his hand, bringing his fingers to his mouth and tasting them deliberately, maintaining eye contact with her the entire time. Lyra watched, transfixed, as he sampled her arousal, her lips parting unconsciously.
"Sweet," he commented, his expression approving. "Now take off the rest of your clothes and bend over the conference table."
The directness of the command made Lyra shudder visibly, but she complied without hesitation, pushing down her scrub pants and the simple white panties beneath. She stepped out of them, now completely naked before all of us, and turned to bend over the polished wood of the conference table. The position displayed her slender back tapering to narrow hips, the curve of her cute ass, and between her legs, the glistening evidence of her arousal was clearly visible on her pink, shaved pussy.
Dr. Blackwood stood, removing his white coat and unbuckling his belt with deliberate slowness. The metallic sound of his zipper lowering seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room. He pushed down his pants and boxers just enough to free his erection, which sprang forth impressively thick and fully hard.
He positioned himself behind Lyra, running his hands appreciatively over the smooth skin of her back and hips, taking possession of her body through touch. He pressed the thick head of his cock against her entrance but didn't push forward, instead letting her feel his heat and hardness without giving her what she clearly wanted.
"Tell me exactly what you want, Ms. Winters," he commanded, his voice low and authoritative. "I want to hear you beg for it."
Lyra whimpered, trying to push her hips back to take him inside, but his firm grip on her hips held her in place. "Please," she whispered, her voice trembling with need.
"That's not good enough," Dr. Blackwood said, circling his cock against her slick entrance teasingly. "Be specific. Tell everyone in this room exactly what you're asking for."
I glanced around the room, noting how everyone was completely transfixed by the scene unfolding before us. Dr. Reyes had unconsciously leaned forward in her chair, her lips still parted, one hand now resting on her thigh, inching higher with each passing moment. Dr. Zhang's breathing had become noticeably deeper, his normally impassive expression betraying hints of arousal as his eyes remained locked on Lyra's exposed body. Archer had shifted in his seat, adjusting himself discreetly, the bulge in his pants impossible to hide despite his military discipline. The collective energy in the room was electric, all of us silently urging Lyra to submit fully to Dr. Blackwood's demands.
Lyra's face flushed deeper, but the embarrassment only seemed to heighten her arousal. "Please fuck me, Dr. Blackwood," she begged, her voice growing more desperate. "I need to feel you inside me. I need you to fill me up completely. Please... I want everyone to watch you fuck me."
"And why should I give you what you want?" he pressed, still denying her the penetration she craved. "What have you done to earn it?"
"I'll do anything," she gasped, her fingers clawing at the polished table surface. "I'll be good for you, for everyone. I'll serve the practice however you want. Just please, please fuck me now. I can't stand it anymore."
Satisfied, Dr. Blackwood finally relented. "Good girl," he murmured, gripping her hips firmly with one hand while using the other to guide himself to her entrance. I watched, mesmerized, as he pressed forward, the thick head of his cock parting her pink folds and beginning to disappear inside her. Lyra gasped, her fingers curling against the polished table surface, her body tensing momentarily at the intrusion.
"Relax," he instructed, his voice steady despite the obvious pleasure on his face. "Take me in slowly. Focus on your breathing."
Inch by inch, he sank deeper into her, pausing whenever her breathing became too ragged, giving her time to adjust to his considerable size. The care he took, even in his own state of arousal, was quintessentially him—controlled and attentive even when claiming someone new.
"God," Lyra moaned when he was finally seated fully inside her, her inner walls visibly adjusting to his intrusion. "You're so deep. I can feel you everywhere."
Dr. Blackwood remained still for a moment, allowing her to adjust to his size, his hands caressing her back soothingly. "How does it feel, having me inside you while your colleagues watch?" he asked, his hands roaming her back possessively. "Knowing they're seeing you offer yourself to me like this, witnessing you?"
Lyra turned her head slightly, her eyes meeting mine briefly before sweeping over Dr. Reyes, Dr. Zhang, and Archer. The knowledge that we were all observing her most intimate moment seemed to heighten her arousal rather than diminish it. "It's exciting," she admitted, her inner walls clenching around him visibly enough that Dr. Blackwood's breath caught. "I like being seen. I like knowing they're watching you take me."
"Good girl," he praised, beginning to withdraw slowly before pushing back in. His pace was measured at first, letting her become accustomed to his size and the rhythm, each thrust careful but deliberate. "Because I intend for them to see everything—how you take me, how you come for me, how you serve your superior."
His words and his increasingly powerful thrusts drew a series of breathless moans from Lyra. Her hands scrambled for purchase on the smooth table as Dr. Blackwood began to increase his pace, his hips slapping against her ass with more force, the sound of flesh meeting flesh punctuating her cries of pleasure.
The sight was intensely arousing. I crossed my legs tightly, feeling my own arousal building despite not being touched. Dr. Reyes had abandoned all pretense of professional distance and was openly fondling her breast through her lab coat, her dark eyes fixed on the copulating pair. Even Dr. Zhang had the heel of his hand pressed discreetly against the front of his trousers, though his face remained impressively composed.
"Harder," Lyra begged, pushing back against each thrust, her initial hesitation completely gone now. "Please, Dr. Blackwood. I need it harder."
He complied, gripping her hips tighter and driving into her with increased force. The conference table began to shake slightly with the power of his thrusts. "Is this what you wanted?" he demanded, his voice rougher now as his control began to fray. "To be fucked by your boss in front of your colleagues on your second week? To be used as a demonstration for them?"
"Yes!" Lyra cried out, beyond shame or hesitation now, her body completely surrendered to the pleasure he was giving her. "Yes, it's exactly what I wanted! Please don't stop!"
Dr. Blackwood reached forward, tangling his hand in her long dark hair and pulling her head back gently, arching her spine and changing the angle of penetration. The gesture made her whimper with renewed pleasure. "You're going to come for us," he instructed, his rhythm never faltering. "Show everyone what happens when you please me. Show them how well you take direction."
His other hand snaked around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as he continued to pound into her. The combination of his cock filling her, his fingers on her most sensitive spot, and being watched by her colleagues proved overwhelming for Lyra. Her body tensed, her mouth opening in a silent scream as her orgasm crashed through her. I could see her inner thighs trembling, her fingers turning white as they gripped the edge of the table.
The sight of her coming undone pushed Dr. Blackwood over the edge as well. His rhythm faltered, his powerful thrusts becoming erratic as his own pleasure overtook him. He drove into her one final time, holding himself deep as he groaned, his release filling her as promised, marking her internally in the most primal way possible.
For several long moments, the only sounds in the room were their ragged breathing and the distant noises of the practice beyond the locked door. Then Dr. Blackwood withdrew carefully, helping Lyra to stand on her shaky legs. A trickle of his seed ran down her inner thigh, a visible reminder of what had just transpired. He quickly adjusted his own clothing before retrieving hers from the floor.
"Thank you, Ms. Winters," he said, his professional tone returning though his eyes still held the warmth of shared intimacy. "That was... precisely what I needed."
Lyra smiled, a bit dazed but clearly pleased, as she began to dress. "Happy to help, Dr. Blackwood." Her voice had a new confidence to it, as if the experience had somehow centered her.
The tension in the room had shifted remarkably. Even though the rest of us hadn't participated directly, the charged sexual energy had provided a vicarious releas, proof that our abstinence wouldn't have to last much longer. Dr. Reyes looked more relaxed, leaning back in her chair with a satisfied smile. Dr. Zhang's earlier agitation had subsided, his movements once again fluid and precise. Even Archer seemed less rigid, though his steely eyes still held heated interest as they followed Lyra's movements.
Dr. Blackwood straightened his tie, his composure fully restored as if he hadn't just ploughed the new nurse on the conference table. "Now, let's focus on preparing for tomorrow's inspection. I believe we'll all be able to think more clearly now."
As Lyra finished dressing, she caught a small trickle of Dr. Blackwood's release running down her inner thigh. She caught it discreetly with her finger, then, noticing me watching, gave me a small, conspiratorial smile before licking it clean. In that moment, I knew she would fit perfectly.
Tomorrow would bring Barrett and his inspection, but for now, the crisis of our built-up tension had been temporarily resolved—thanks to the unexpected boldness of our newest team member.




Chapter 6

The next morning dawned with an oppressive sense of dread hanging over Pine Creek Family Practice. I arrived earlier than usual, my sleep having been fitful and interrupted by anxiety dreams about Barrett discovering our arrangement and parading us all through town in handcuffs.
The antiseptic smell of the practice seemed sharper today, the fluorescent lights harsher. Staff moved with unusual stiffness, the natural flow of our typical workday disrupted by the conscious effort to appear conventional. Zara sat ramrod straight at her reception desk rather than in her usual relaxed posture, her normally expressive hands now folded primly before her. Nurses maintained careful distance from the doctors, their interactions clinically precise, voices pitched unnaturally professional. Even Dr. Reyes, normally effusive and tactile, kept her hands firmly in her lab coat pockets as she discussed patient files.
Dr. Blackwood called a brief meeting of staff in the arrangement before opening, his expression grave as he addressed the assembled staff. His normally commanding presence seemed even more intense under pressure, his shoulders squared with determination.
"Councilman Barrett will be here at nine sharp," he reminded us, his piercing blue eyes meeting each of ours in turn. "Remember, we are a professional medical practice focused solely on providing excellent patient care. Nothing more, nothing less." His voice carried that natural authority that had first attracted me to him, now channeled into rallying his troops.
His gaze lingered on Lyra momentarily, an almost imperceptible nod passing between them. After yesterday's conference room encounter, she seemed remarkably composed, though I noticed a certain glow about her that hadn't been there before, a newfound confidence in how she held herself.
"Grace," Dr. Blackwood added, turning to me, "Barrett has specifically requested to interview you as one of our newer staff members. Be polite, be professional, and remember that everything you say reflects on all of us."
My stomach twisted into a tight knot. Of all the staff members for Barrett to single out, why did it have to be me? I wasn't the best liar, and the thought of being interrogated by the stern councilman made my palms instantly slick with sweat.
"I'll handle it," I promised, forcing confidence into my voice that I didn't feel.
As the meeting dispersed, Archer approached me, his military bearing even more pronounced under pressure. His steel-gray eyes betrayed nothing, his every movement precise and economical.
"Simple answers, Grace," he advised in clipped tones, standing close enough that no one else could hear. "Don't volunteer information. Don't elaborate unless pressed. If he asks about staff morale, attribute it to good management and fair compensation. Remember your training."
I nodded, grateful for the guidance. "What if he asks directly about... you know?"
"Deny any knowledge," Archer said flatly, his jaw tightening almost imperceptibly. "It's your word against an unproven suspicion. And Grace—" he paused, his eyes drilling into mine, "—control yourself. Your face betrays more than you realize."
With that sobering assessment, he turned on his heel and strode away, leaving me wondering just how transparent I really was.
The practice opened at eight-thirty as usual, the waiting room gradually filling with patients. I threw myself into my nursing duties, checking vitals and preparing rooms between handling administrative tasks, hoping the familiar routine would calm my nerves. Every few minutes, however, I found myself glancing anxiously at the clock, watching the minutes tick inexorably toward nine. The rhythmic clack of keyboards and murmur of patient conversations normally soothing, now seemed like irritating background noise to my fraying nerves.
At precisely nine o'clock, the front door opened with a distinctive chime, and Harold Barrett stepped in. He looked even more imposing than during his previous visit—his silver hair perfectly coiffed without a strand out of place, his expensive charcoal suit immaculate with a blood-red tie, his posture radiating judgment. A whiff of expensive cologne—sandalwood and something sharper—preceded him. The waiting room fell silent as patients instinctively sensed the dynamic shifting, conversations trailing off mid-sentence.
Zara greeted him with professional courtesy. "Good morning, Councilman Barrett. Dr. Blackwood is expecting you." Her voice had lost its musical lilt.
Barrett nodded curtly, his sharp eyes—a cold, slate gray—already scanning the reception area, assessing, evaluating. "Thank you, Ms. Hart," he replied, his precise memory of Zara's surname feeling somehow threatening in its attentiveness.
When his gaze landed on me, I felt an involuntary shiver run down my spine. Something predatory lurked beneath his professional veneer, a hunter searching for weakness. His eyes lingered a beat too long on my face, then dropped briefly to my body before returning to meet my stare with a thin smile that didn't reach his eyes.
Dr. Blackwood emerged from his office, extending his hand with practiced ease. "Councilman, welcome to Pine Creek Family Practice. We're prepared for your inspection." His voice carried just the right balance of deference and professional confidence.
"I appreciate your cooperation, Dr. Blackwood," Barrett replied, his voice carrying just enough warmth to maintain civility while his eyes remained cold. "I'll try to be as unobtrusive as possible during my observations." He emphasized the word "try" slightly, a subtle reminder that he was in control.
What followed was the most tense and uncomfortable morning I'd experienced since joining the practice. Barrett moved methodically through the facility like a predator stalking prey, notebook in hand, making observations about everything from the spacing of examination rooms to the filing system for patient records. His footsteps were deliberately measured, his expensive leather shoes making a soft click against the tile floors as he moved from room to room. He sat in on a patient consultation with Dr. Zhang, observed a nurse taking vitals, and reviewed financial statements with Archer, all while making small notations in his leather-bound notebook with a fountain pen that looked like it cost more than my first car.
Throughout it all, the staff maintained an almost painfully professional demeanor. Dr. Reyes kept a careful three feet of distance between herself and everyone else at all times, her normally expressive hands stiff and contained as she gestured toward X-rays. "As you can see here, Councilman," she explained in a formal tone I'd never heard from her before, devoid of her usual warm inflections and Spanish phrases, "the patient's lungs are clear of any concerning anomalies."
Dr. Zhang was even more clinical than usual, his interactions with staff stripped of even the mild warmth he typically displayed. His face remained a perfect mask of professionalism, but I noticed the tightness around his eyes, the slightly too-precise enunciation of his words. "The prescribed treatment follows standard protocol exactly, with no deviations," he told Barrett after he'd joined him in the patient meeting.
Archer might as well have been carved from stone, his face betraying nothing as he reviewed operational procedures with Barrett. His responses were military-crisp, his posture perfect, his gaze steady. The only tell of his inner tension was a barely perceptible muscle working in his jaw when Barrett questioned certain expense allocations.
Most interesting was watching Lyra, who moved through her duties with natural ease. As our newest staff member who had only just learned about the arrangement—and then spectacularly broken protocol by having sex with Dr. Blackwood before her probation ended—she paradoxically appeared the most normal. Her movements were fluid, her smile genuine as she interacted with patients. Perhaps because, unlike the rest of us, she wasn't trying to hide behaviors that had become second nature over months or years; she was still glowing from yesterday's encounter.
By late morning, the tension had built to an almost unbearable level. The air in the practice felt thick and static, like the atmosphere before a thunderstorm. I felt like a coiled spring, my every movement calculated and unnatural. My shoulders ached from maintaining perfect posture, my jaw sore from the perpetual professional smile I'd plastered on. Twice I nearly jumped out of my skin when Barrett appeared suddenly behind me as I worked at my computer, the hairs on the back of my neck rising before I even heard him.
"Finding everything you need, Ms. Calloway?" he asked the second time, standing just a fraction too close, his breath warm against my ear.
"Yes, sir," I replied, forcing my voice to remain steady despite my racing heart. "Everything's fine."
"You seem... tense," he observed, letting the statement hang in the air like bait.
"Just focused on accuracy," I countered, gesturing to the insurance forms on my screen. "These require complete attention."
He made a noncommittal sound—a low "hmm" that somehow managed to convey skepticism—before moving away, the lingering scent of his cologne hanging in the air like an unwelcome reminder of his presence.
Just before lunch, the moment I'd been dreading arrived. Barrett approached my desk again, his notebook tucked under his arm, his expression inscrutable.
"Ms. Calloway," he said, his voice carrying an authority that brooked no refusal, "might I have a word with you in private?" Though phrased as a question, his tone made it clear this wasn't a request.
I glanced toward Dr. Blackwood's office, hoping for rescue, but he was with a patient. "Of course," I said, forcing myself to meet his gaze. "The conference room is empty if you'd like to use that space."
Barrett nodded, gesturing for me to lead the way. "After you."
As I walked the short distance to the conference room, I felt his eyes on me, assessing. The weight of his stare raised goosebumps along my arms, but I also became acutely aware of how my hips swayed with each step, my pencil skirt hugging the curves of my ass. After weeks at the practice, my body had developed a natural sensuality to its movements that I couldn't fully suppress. Was he watching the gentle sway? I found myself wondering if this unwanted attention could somehow be turned to my advantage. If he was already suspicious, perhaps a different kind of distraction might prove useful.
I couldn't help but remember what had transpired in that same room just yesterday—Lyra bent over the very table where Barrett and I would now sit, Dr. Blackwood taking her while the rest of us watched. The memory sent a flush of heat across my skin, which I fought to control with deep breaths.
I chose a seat carefully, not the one Lyra had gripped during her climax, and folded my hands on the table to hide their slight trembling. As I sat, I was conscious of how my skirt rode up slightly, revealing just a hint more thigh than strictly professional. Barrett seated himself across from me, opening his notebook with deliberate slowness. His eyes flickered briefly to my exposed skin before returning to his task. The rich leather creaked slightly as he laid it flat, the pages rustling as he flipped to a clean sheet. The room felt suddenly smaller with just the two of us in it, the air heavy with tension.
"You've been with Pine Creek Family Practice for how long, Ms. Calloway?" he began, his pen poised above the paper, his eyes never leaving my face.
"Just over a month," I replied, keeping my voice as neutral as possible.
"And you relocated from Chicago, correct?" He made a small note. "That's quite a change. From a major metropolitan area to..." he gestured vaguely, "this."
"Yes, sir. After my divorce, I wanted a fresh start in a smaller community." I kept my response brief, remembering Archer's advice.
"Hmm." Barrett made another note, the scratch of his fountain pen unnervingly loud in the quiet room. "And how would you describe the workplace culture here at the practice?" His tone was casual, but his eyes sharpened, watching for my reaction.
My mouth went dry, the taste of fear metallic on my tongue. This was the question I'd been dreading. "Professional and supportive," I said carefully, choosing each word with deliberate precision. "Everyone works together very efficiently."
"Indeed." Barrett leaned forward slightly, his chair creaking with the movement. "The practice has remarkably high staff retention rates and satisfaction scores compared to other medical facilities in the region. Almost suspiciously high, one might say." He paused, letting the implication hang in the air. "What would you attribute that to?"
I recalled Archer's words from our emergency meeting: "Keep it simple. Short answers. Don't volunteer information." His military precision had been clear. Taking a steadying breath, I replied, "Good management, fair compensation, and respect for work-life balance." I kept my expression placid with effort, though I could feel a bead of sweat forming at my hairline.
Barrett's pen tapped against the notebook three times—a slow, deliberate rhythm. "Have you observed any... unusual workplace practices since joining the staff, Ms. Calloway?" His voice dropped lower, more intimate, as if we were sharing a secret.
My heart hammered so loudly I was certain he could hear it. "Unusual in what way?" I deflected, buying time to compose myself.
"Interactions between staff members that struck you as inappropriate or unprofessional," he clarified, his eyes never leaving my face, cataloging every micro-expression. "Physical contact that seemed excessive. Unexplained absences during work hours. Staff members emerging from closets or examination rooms in... disarray."
Each example landed like a precise blow, so close to the truth that I had to suppress a flinch. I forced myself to maintain eye contact despite the heat I could feel creeping up my neck. "No, sir. Everyone here maintains proper professional boundaries." The lie tasted bitter in my mouth.
As I spoke, unbidden images flashed through my mind—Dr. Blackwood taking me from behind while I sorted patient files, his large hands gripping my hips as I struggled to maintain my focus on the paperwork. Dr. Zhang's precise fingers and toys bringing me to orgasm while discussing lab results, his clinical detachment only making the experience more intense. The time Dr Zhang and Dr. Reyes took my anal virginity and had me cumming my brains out. I silently prayed Barrett couldn't read the memories written across my face.
Barrett's expression shifted subtly, his eyes narrowing. He wasn't convinced. "Several community members have reported observing staff members entering and exiting supply closets in pairs, sometimes appearing... disheveled afterward. One witness specifically mentioned seeing you and Dr. Reyes emerging from the restroom together, both looking rather flushed. Would you care to explain that?"
The specific accusation caught me off guard. My stomach dropped as if the floor had disappeared beneath me. A bead of sweat trickled down my back, its path cold against my suddenly overheated skin.
"I—" I cleared my throat, trying to sound indignant rather than terrified. "Dr. Reyes often helps me with contact lens issues. If I get something in my eye, she sometimes assists me in the restroom where the lighting is better." The lie came surprisingly easily, though I wondered if my delivery was convincing.
"Is that so?" Barrett's tone made it clear he didn't believe me. He leaned forward slightly. "And what exactly do you usually get in your eye, Ms. Calloway?" The question hung in the air.
I felt my cheeks flush hot with embarrassment - did he know? He's acting like he knows. "Just... dust. Or an eyelash. Normal things."
He nodded slowly, making another note, the scratching of his pen unbearably loud in the quiet room. "And the practice offers significantly higher salaries than similar positions in neighboring communities. Almost double, in some cases." He looked up sharply. "Doesn't that strike you as unusual for a small-town practice? What exactly are you being compensated for, Ms. Calloway?"
The question was a trap, cunningly laid. I swallowed hard, my throat clicking audibly in the silent room. "Dr. Blackwood believes in rewarding staff appropriately to ensure quality care," I recited. "The practice is successful, which allows for competitive pay."
Barrett set down his pen deliberately, the small sound somehow ominous. He folded his hands on the table and leaned forward, his cologne—expensive and slightly cloying—invading my personal space. His eyes locked onto mine with unsettling intensity, like a snake hypnotizing its prey.
"Ms. Calloway," he said, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur that raised the hairs on my arms, "I'm going to be direct with you. There have been rumors circulating about inappropriate fraternization among staff members at this practice. These rumors suggest that the high salaries might be compensation for activities beyond standard medical duties." His eyes flicked briefly down to my lips, then back up. "Activities of a sexual nature."
The blunt accusation, spoken so plainly, knocked the air from my lungs. My mouth opened and closed, panic seizing my chest in an iron grip. The way he phrased it—not just close to the truth but essentially the exact truth—left me momentarily speechless. "I... I don't..."
"You seem uncomfortable, Ms. Calloway," Barrett observed, his voice taking on a paternalistic tone. He reached across the table, his hand stopping just short of touching mine. "Women like yourself shouldn't be exposed to... inappropriate workplace behaviors. It's simply not proper." His expression hardened slightly. "As a town council member, I have a responsibility to maintain the moral standards of Pine Creek. These modern notions about female... liberation... have no place in our community. A woman of your background deserves a respectable workplace."
The condescension in his voice, the way he looked at me as though I were a child who needed protection from my own choices—it was infuriating. Yet his interrogation technique was masterful, appealing to traditional values that might have resonated with me before I'd discovered my own agency here, at the practice. For a terrifying moment, I almost told him everything out of sheer indignation, the truth bubbling dangerously close to the surface.
The pounding of my heart filled my ears as time seemed to stretch. In that moment, flashes of my time at Pine Creek Family Practice played through my mind: the liberation I'd found, the acceptance, the pleasure, the sense of belonging I'd never experienced before. I thought of how Dr. Blackwood had seen and valued me, how Dr. Reyes had awakened parts of me I never knew existed, how even Archer's military precision had made me feel protected rather than controlled. None of it was coercion—it was liberation.
I took a deep breath, squaring my shoulders and meeting Barrett's gaze directly. My voice, when it came, was stronger than I expected.
"Councilman Barrett," I said evenly, "I left Chicago to escape the gossip, rumors and cheating that destroyed my marriage. I came to Pine Creek for a fresh start, and I found it at this practice. Dr. Blackwood and the other physicians are consummate professionals who have created a supportive work environment with fair compensation." I leaned forward slightly, my confidence growing as I spoke my truth, even if not the whole truth. "If there are rumors, I suspect they stem from jealousy over the practice's success and perhaps from the kind of small-town gossip I hoped to leave behind. I've never felt uncomfortable or coerced here—quite the opposite."
Barrett studied me for a long moment, his eyes searching mine for cracks in my composure. I held his gaze without flinching, drawing strength from my conviction. Finally, he nodded once, making one more note in his book before closing it with a soft thud.
"Thank you for your candor, Ms. Calloway," he said, rising from his chair. Though his words suggested acceptance, the cold calculation in his eyes told a different story. "That will be all for now."
As we exited the conference room, the cooler air of the hallway was a relief against my flushed skin. I caught sight of Lyra watching us from the nurses' station, her green eyes filled with concern. I gave her a small nod, hoping to convey that I'd managed to hold the line.
Barrett continued his inspection throughout the afternoon, his presence a constant weight on everyone's shoulders. He observed patient interactions with a critical eye, made notes on filing systems, examined medication storage protocols, and reviewed scheduling procedures. By four o'clock, when he finally announced he was finished for the day, the entire staff was exhausted from the strain of maintaining our façade, the collective tension having drained us all.
"I'll be compiling my observations into a report for the town council," Barrett informed Dr. Blackwood as they stood near the reception desk, his voice carrying enough to ensure we all heard. "You can expect a follow-up within the week."
"We appreciate your thoroughness," Dr. Blackwood replied diplomatically, though I could see the tension in the set of his shoulders, the slight clench of his jaw. "Pine Creek Family Practice is committed to maintaining the highest standards."
As Barrett finally departed through the front doors, a collective exhalation seemed to pass through the staff. No one immediately relaxed their professional demeanor—we all silently understood that Barrett might return unexpectedly—but the atmosphere lightened fractionally, like the air clearing after a thunderstorm.
Dr. Blackwood waited until the last patient had left for the day before calling the senior staff to his office. His expression was grave as he closed the door behind us, the soft click of the latch sounding unnervingly final.
"Barrett is not convinced," he stated flatly, dropping his professional mask now that we were alone. He loosened his tie with an uncharacteristically agitated movement. "His questions were too pointed, too specific. Someone has given him information beyond mere rumors."
"Not specific enough," Archer countered, standing at parade rest near the bookshelf, his military bearing even more pronounced under stress. "He has suspicions, not proof. His interrogation techniques are good, but Grace didn't break." He gave me a nod of approval that made my chest warm with unexpected pride.
Dr. Reyes paced the office, her usual composure completely abandoned. Her lab coat was unbuttoned, her curves more evident as she moved restlessly. "Dios mío, but his suspicions are enough to cause problems, no?" Her accent had become more pronounced with her agitation. "If he convinces the town council to launch a formal investigation, they could revoke licenses, shut us down completely."
"He won't stop," I said quietly, drawing everyone's attention. "During my interview with him, I could see it in his eyes. He's the type who believes he's on a moral crusade. He thinks something inappropriate is happening here, and he won't rest until he proves it or destroys us trying." The intensity of my assessment surprised even me.
Dr. Zhang nodded thoughtfully, his analytical mind processing the information. "Grace's assessment aligns with my observations of Barrett's personality type. He displays classic signs of righteous determination reinforced by religious or moral superiority." He adjusted his glasses precisely. "Such individuals are highly likely to pursue investigations beyond normal parameters."
"So what the hell do we do?" Dr. Reyes asked, throwing up her hands in frustration, her gold bracelets jingling with the movement. "We can't operate under constant scrutiny. It would kill everything we've built here. I can't go back to a normal practice after experiencing this one—none of us can."
A tentative knock at the door interrupted our discussion. Lyra entered when Dr. Blackwood called out, looking slightly hesitant but determined. Her nurse's scrubs were still perfectly neat despite the long day, her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail that emphasized her delicate features. I couldn't help but notice her nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric of her scrubs, pointing outward as if at attention, drawing subtle glances from everyone in the room, their frustration evident.
"I'm sorry to intrude," she began, her voice soft but clear, "but I thought you might want to know—Barrett didn't actually leave. His car is parked down the street, and he's sitting in the diner across from the practice, watching the building through the window. He has a clear view of the entrance."
Dr. Blackwood's jaw tightened visibly, the muscle working beneath his skin. "He's expecting us to resume activities once we think he's gone. He wants to catch us in the act."
"Clever," Archer muttered, though his tone suggested grudging respect rather than approval. "Standard surveillance tactic. Pretend to withdraw and observe the target's behavior when they believe they're no longer being watched."
Dr. Blackwood sighed heavily, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair, a rare display of frustration from our usually composed leader. "We need to neutralize this threat permanently. Ideas?" He looked around the room, his gaze settling on each of us in turn.
A heavy silence fell over the room as we all contemplated our limited options, the gravity of the situation weighing on us all. Legal action seemed futile—we had no grounds to stop Barrett's legitimate inspection. Continuing to hide our activities would become increasingly difficult under his watchful eye. And abandoning the arrangement altogether would fundamentally change the practice we'd all come to value, destroying the unique environment that had brought all of us so much fulfillment.
"What if we..." Lyra began hesitantly, then stopped, a flush rising to her cheeks. "Never mind, it's crazy." She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, a nervous gesture that made her seem younger than her years.
"At this point, querida, we're open to crazy," Dr. Reyes encouraged her, stopping her pacing to focus on our newest staff member. "The crazier the better, perhaps."
Lyra glanced at me, something meaningful in her green eyes, then back at Dr. Blackwood. "What if, instead of hiding from Barrett, we... brought him in?" Her voice grew stronger with each word, her initial nervousness giving way to conviction.
Archer's eyebrows shot up, his military composure momentarily cracking. "You're suggesting we offer him participation in the arrangement? The man who's trying to destroy us?"
"Not exactly," Lyra clarified, her cheeks coloring slightly even as her spine straightened with determination. "But what if we could show him the benefits of our arrangement in a way that would make him reluctant to expose us? A way that would give us... leverage?"
Dr. Blackwood leaned forward in his chair, his piercing blue eyes focused intently on Lyra. "What did you have in mind, exactly?" Though his tone remained measured, I could see the spark of interest kindling behind his professional facade.
"Barrett strikes me as a man who presents himself as morally upright but probably has his own repressed desires," Lyra explained, gaining confidence as she spoke. "The way he looks at us when he thinks no one is watching, his fixation on the sexual nature of the rumored arrangement..." She glanced at me, seeking confirmation.
I nodded, recalling the way Barrett's eyes had lingered on me during our interview. "She's right. There was definitely something there—a hint of desire beneath the judgment."
"If someone could provide him with an experience compelling enough to make him reconsider his crusade," Lyra continued, "or at least give him personal reasons to keep quiet about what he suspects..."
All eyes turned to me as the implication of Lyra's suggestion became clear. I felt a flutter of both anxiety and something else—excitement?—in my stomach. "You want me to seduce Barrett?" The words hung in the air, bold and shocking.
"Us," Lyra corrected, moving to stand beside me, her shoulder brushing mine in a gesture of solidarity. "Barrett would be suspicious of you alone, but two women approaching him with promises of 'information' about the practice? That might lower his guard enough for us to... demonstrate the benefits of our arrangement firsthand."
The room fell silent as everyone processed this suggestion. I was surprised to find myself not immediately rejecting the idea. There was something almost poetic about using Barrett's own repressed desires against him.
Dr. Blackwood studied us both, his expression unreadable though his eyes had darkened slightly. "It's risky," he said finally, his deep voice rumbling in the quiet room. "If he rejects your advances and reports the attempt, it could make matters worse for all of us."
"True," I acknowledged, surprised by my own calm as I considered the plan. "But from the way he looked at me during our interview—like he was undressing me with his eyes while simultaneously judging me—I think he has weaknesses we could exploit. There was hunger there, carefully controlled but definitely present."
Dr. Reyes nodded slowly, a knowing smile spreading across her full lips. "Men like Barrett often have the strongest hidden desires," she said, her voice rich with understanding of male psychology. "The more public the moral stance, the more private the sin. I've seen it many times. Those who shout loudest about immorality are usually fighting their own demons, no?"
"We could arrange a meeting at a neutral location," I suggested, the plan forming more clearly as I spoke. "Offer to provide 'inside information' about the practice, then gradually shift the conversation..." I found myself surprisingly engaged with the idea, my initial fear giving way to strategic thinking.
"If he doesn't respond to the approach, we simply provide some innocent workplace gossip and leave it at that," Lyra added, her hand finding mine and squeezing gently. "No harm done. But if he does respond..." Her voice trailed off suggestively.
Dr. Zhang, who had been quietly analytical throughout our discussion, finally spoke. "The psychological profile fits our hypothesis. Barrett displays classic characteristics of repressed sexuality beneath his authoritarian exterior. The cognitive dissonance between his public persona and private desires creates vulnerability that could be exploited." He adjusted his glasses with precise fingers. "My analysis suggests the approach has surprisingly high probability of success."
Dr. Blackwood looked at each of us in turn, weighing the risks against our limited alternatives. His gaze lingered on me, concern evident in his eyes. "Are you sure about this, Grace? You'd be putting yourself in a potentially uncomfortable position."
I was touched by his concern, but found myself nodding with growing confidence. "I'm sure. We all have too much to lose if Barrett succeeds in his crusade." My voice strengthened as I continued. "Besides, I've learned a lot about pleasure and power since joining this practice. I think Lyra and I can handle one repressed councilman." I hesitated, then added with a slight flush, "And if I'm being completely honest, there's something about Barrett that I find... attractive, in a forbidden way. Maybe it's my conservative upbringing. Something about his self-righteous intensity is oddly appealing."
After a moment of consideration, Dr. Blackwood nodded his assent. "I think this is our best option."
"Why wait?" I said, surprising myself with my boldness. "Barrett is at the diner right now, watching the practice. We could approach him there, tonight."
Lyra's eyes widened, but then a slow smile spread across her face. "She's right. The sooner we deal with this, the better."
Dr. Blackwood exchanged glances with Archer, who gave a curt nod. "A direct approach has tactical advantages. He won't be expecting it."
"We'll tell him we've noticed him watching the practice and that we have information he might find interesting," I continued, the plan forming rapidly in my mind. "Then we'll suggest moving somewhere more private—like the conference room here, after hours."
"The practice will be empty by seven," Dr. Reyes noted. "Everyone else can leave, giving you complete privacy."
"Are you both certain about this?" Dr. Blackwood asked, his blue eyes intense as he looked between Lyra and me. "There's no obligation to put yourselves in this position."
Lyra and I exchanged a look, some unspoken understanding passing between us. "We're sure," we said almost in unison.
As the meeting concluded, Lyra and I remained behind to finalize our approach.
"We should change before we go," Lyra suggested, eyeing my professional attire.
Twenty minutes later, we stood in the staff locker room, transformed. I'd opted for a wrap dress that emphasized my curves, the neckline low enough to be sure to draw his eye. Lyra had chosen a pencil skirt and a silky blouse with one too many buttons undone, her hair released from its usual ponytail to fall in soft waves around her shoulders.
"Ready?" I asked, feeling a strange mixture of nervousness and exhilaration.
Lyra nodded, her green eyes bright with determination. "Let's go seduce the bastard."




Chapter 7

The evening air was cool against my skin as Lyra and I crossed the street toward the diner, our heels clicking in syncopated rhythm on the pavement. Through the large front window, I could see Barrett sitting alone at a corner table, his attention fixed on Pine Creek Family Practice across the street. Even from a distance, his straight posture and hawk-like focus reminded me of a predator stalking its prey.
"Are you nervous?" Lyra asked, her voice low and steady despite the circumstances.
I considered the question, surprised to find that nervousness wasn't my primary emotion. "Not exactly," I admitted. "There's something almost... exhilarating about turning the tables on him." I shifted slightly, feeling the familiar ache between my thighs. "Plus, I'm absolutely dying for some action. This whole inspection day felt like it was going to last forever, and I'm practically throbbing at this point." My conservative Midwestern upbringing had taught me to fear men like Barrett, with their self-righteousness and judgment, but my time at the practice had awakened a power within me I never knew existed—along with an appetite that now demanded regular satisfaction.
The bell above the diner door jingled as we entered, the scent of coffee, grilled onions, and warm apple pie filling our nostrils. Several heads turned to look at us—in a town of barely two thousand, any new face stood out, let alone two women dressed as we were. Lyra's pencil skirt hugged her tight, athletic curves like a second skin, while my burgundy wrap dress was secured by just a simple tie at my waist, a fact Barrett would soon appreciate.
Barrett's steel-gray eyes locked onto us immediately, narrowing with suspicion as we approached his table. He straightened, his hand moving to adjust his blood-red tie in what I suspected was an unconscious gesture of self-assurance.
"Mr. Barrett," I greeted him, keeping my voice professional despite my decidedly unprofessional intentions. "What a coincidence finding you here."
His expression remained impassive, but a slight tic in his jaw betrayed his internal calculations. "Ms. Calloway. Ms. Winters." His eyes flickered between us, lingering briefly on our necklines before returning to our faces with practiced discipline. "I was just finishing up some paperwork from today's inspection."
The lie hung in the air between us, transparent as glass. Through the window behind him, his unobstructed view of the practice made his surveillance obvious.
"May we join you?" Lyra asked, her tone innocent despite the knowing glint in her emerald eyes. Without waiting for his response, she slid into the booth beside him, forcing him to shift over, while I took the seat across from them.
Barrett's nostrils flared slightly, his expensive cologne—sandalwood with hints of cedar—mingling with Lyra's jasmine perfume in the close quarters. "I was actually about to leave," he said, though he made no move to stand.
"Before you go," I leaned forward, deliberately allowing my wrap dress to gape open just enough to give him a tantalizing view of my chest, "we noticed you've been asking a lot of questions about the practice. Questions about... certain arrangements."
His eyes sharpened, his entire demeanor shifting from wary to intensely focused in an instant. "Go on," he said, his voice dropping to match my confidential tone.
"Not here," Lyra interjected, her hand coming to rest on his forearm. The contact was brief but deliberate, her fingers lingering just long enough to make Barrett's gaze flick toward the point of contact. "What if we told you we have information that might interest you? Something that could confirm your suspicions?"
Barrett's eyes narrowed, but I could see the spark of interest igniting behind his calculated expression. "What kind of information?"
"The kind best discussed in private," I replied, holding his gaze. I allowed a small, suggestive smile to play across my lips, wondering if he could read the double meaning in my words. "The practice will be empty in an hour. We could meet you there, and show you exactly what you've been looking for."
The invitation hung in the air between us, ripe with implication. Barrett's eyes darkened almost imperceptibly, and I knew we had him. Beneath his righteous veneer lurked a man with desires like any other, desires that perhaps years of self-denial had only intensified.
"This isn't some sort of trap, is it?" His voice maintained its authoritative edge, but there was a new quality to it now—anticipation barely disguised as caution.
"No trap," Lyra assured him, her hand returning to his arm, this time resting there longer, her touch a tangible promise. "Just two staff members who've noticed things that might interest the town council. Who better to share them with than you? Everyone knows you're the most principled member on the council, with the sharpest eye for detail. If anyone can truly understand the... nuances of the situation, it would be someone with your level of perception and intelligence."
Barrett studied us both for a long moment, his internal struggle playing out behind his eyes. Suspicion warred with curiosity, professional detachment with personal desire. Finally, he gave a curt nod.
"Eight o'clock," he said, his decision made. "The back entrance, to avoid attracting attention."
"The back entrance is always a good choice," I smiled, sliding out of the booth. As Lyra and I turned to leave, I glanced back to find Barrett's eyes fixed on my retreating form, his gaze tracing the curve of my hips with undisguised hunger. The predator was about to become the prey.
---
"He's coming," Lyra confirmed, stepping away from the window where she'd been watching for Barrett's arrival. "Right on time."
We had spent the last hour preparing the conference room—the very same one where Barrett had interrogated me, and where Lyra had been taken by Dr. Blackwood just a day earlier. We'd dimmed the lights to a soft amber glow, locking all doors except the rear entrance, ensuring complete privacy for what was to come.
I smoothed my hands down my dress, my pulse quickening with anticipation rather than fear. "Remember, we start professional, then gradually shift the dynamic."
Lyra nodded, a gleam of excitement in her eyes. "You really think this will work?"
"Men like Barrett are predictable," I said, projecting confidence despite my inner uncertainty. "Self-righteous on the outside, desperate for release underneath. He's been watching us all day, imagining what happens behind closed doors. Now we show him firsthand what he's been fighting so hard against."
The soft knock at the back door came precisely at eight. I opened it to find Barrett standing there, still in his charcoal suit, though he'd removed his tie, the top button of his shirt undone in a rare display of informality. His silver hair caught the moonlight, and despite myself, I had to admit he cut an impressive figure—tall, broad-shouldered, radiating authority even when supposedly off-duty.
"Hello," I greeted him, stepping aside to let him enter. "Thank you for coming."
His eyes scanned the darkened hallway, wariness evident in his movements. "Let's get to the point, Ms. Calloway. You mentioned information."
"This way," I guided him toward the conference room, where Lyra waited. As we walked, I noticed him watching me from the corner of his eye, his gaze tracking the sway of my hips, the movement of my dress against my thighs.
The conference room was bathed in the soft glow of a single lamp, creating pools of warm light and intimate shadow. Lyra stood by the table where she'd been dominated less than twenty-four hours ago, a ghost of a smile playing across her lips at the memory.
"Please, sit," she invited, gesturing to a chair—the very one from which Barrett had interrogated me earlier.
He hesitated only briefly before taking the seat, his posture rigid, hands resting on the polished table surface. "I assume this meeting has a purpose beyond ambiguous promises," he said, his tone clipped, professional, though his eyes betrayed him, flicking between Lyra and me with poorly concealed interest.
"Absolutely," I confirmed, moving to stand beside him while Lyra positioned herself on his other side. His cologne filled my nostrils, expensive and masculine, mingling with the faint scent of mint on his breath. "We've been thinking about your investigation, the questions you've been asking."
"And?" He prompted, his jaw tight with tension.
"And we realized there's a fundamental misunderstanding," Lyra continued smoothly. "You've been trying to gather evidence about what happens at Pine Creek Family Practice, but reports and testimony can only tell you so much."
"Some things," I added, my voice dropping to a near-whisper as I leaned closer, my breath warming his ear, "need to be experienced to be understood."
Barrett's gaze sharpened, darting between us with sudden wariness. "What exactly are you suggesting?"
Instead of answering directly, I slowly untied the belt of my wrap dress, allowing it to fall open just enough to reveal the curve of my breasts, the smooth expanse of my freckled stomach, the fact that I wore nothing underneath. Barrett's eyes widened, his carefully maintained composure cracking as his gaze dropped involuntarily to my exposed skin.
"We're suggesting," Lyra said, her hands moving to the buttons of her blouse, "that instead of trying to destroy what you don't understand, you should experience it firsthand."
Barrett's throat worked as he swallowed hard, his breath quickening visibly. "This is highly inappropriate," he said, though he made no move to leave, his eyes now fixed on Lyra's fingers as they released each button.
"That's what you believe, isn't it?" I asked, moving closer until my bare thigh brushed against his suit pants. "That what happens at the practice is inappropriate? Immoral?"
"It's exploitation," he insisted, though his voice had lost some of its conviction, growing husky as Lyra's blouse parted to reveal a lacy black bra that barely contained her perky breasts.
"Does this feel like exploitation to you?" Lyra challenged softly, guiding his hand to her waist.
Barrett's resistance was crumbling visibly, his breathing growing shallow as his hand remained on Lyra's waist, his fingers flexing slightly against the silky material of her blouse. "You don't understand what you're doing," he said, but the protest sounded hollow even to my ears.
"We understand perfectly," I countered, letting my dress fall completely open, stepping out of it. His sharp intake of breath as he took in my naked body was deeply satisfying, a rush of power flooding through me. "The arrangement we have is about freedom. It's about pleasure, given and received freely."
I knelt before him, my hands moving to his belt buckle. His eyes widened again, a flash of panic crossing his features, quickly replaced by unmistakable desire. "This is—you can't—we shouldn't—"
"Tell me to stop," I challenged, my fingers working his belt loose with deliberate slowness. "Say the word, and we'll stop immediately. Your choice, Councilman."
His mouth opened, closed, opened again, but no protest came. Instead, his hand moved to my hair, not pushing or forcing, simply resting there as I freed his cock from his expensive suit pants.
I wasn't surprised to find him already hard, the evidence of his desire contradicting every righteous word he'd spoken. What did surprise me was his size—thick and substantial, betraying no signs of his age. Barrett might be a hypocrite, but his body was impressive.
"You see," Lyra purred, gliding behind him with feline grace, her hands sliding over his tense shoulders as she leaned down to whisper intimately into his ear, "what happens at our practice isn't the exploitation you've imagined." Her fingers worked small circles into his muscles, feeling them yield beneath her touch. "It's about mutual satisfaction, about melting away the stress that clouds judgment." Her breath warmed his skin as she continued, "We've created something rare—a workplace where everyone's deepest needs are acknowledged and fulfilled. Where have you ever found that before?"
As if to demonstrate, I took him into my mouth, watching his head fall back, a strangled groan escaping his throat as I engulfed him. His taste was clean, slightly salty, his skin warm against my tongue as I worked him with the skills I'd honed over the past weeks.
"Oh God," he breathed, his composure shattering completely as I hollowed my cheeks around him, my tongue tracing the sensitive underside of his shaft. "This is—you shouldn't—"
"Shhh," Lyra soothed, her hands working his shirt buttons open, exposing his chest. "Stop thinking about what should or shouldn't be. Focus on how it feels."
I watched through lowered lashes as Barrett surrendered, his eyes closing, head tilting back as pleasure overwhelmed judgment. His hand tightened in my hair, guiding me now, setting a rhythm that I willingly followed. The powerful town councilman, so rigid in his moral certitude just hours before, was melting under my mouth, all pretense of resistance abandoned.
Lyra's blouse fell away completely as she circled to stand beside me, her skirt following shortly after. Barrett's eyes opened at the movement, widening as he took in the sight of both of us, naked now except for Lyra's black lace bra and panties. The contrast of our bodies—my fair, freckled skin against Lyra's olive complexion—seemed to entrance him.
"Do you understand now?" Lyra asked, her voice soft but challenging as she joined me on her knees. "This is what happens at Pine Creek Family Practice. Consensual pleasure, freely given."
Before Barrett could respond, she leaned forward to share him with me, our tongues meeting around his cock in a display that drew a deep, guttural moan from him. His hands now gripped both our heads, his hips rising slightly from the chair as we worked him together, taking turns engulfing him while the other teased his balls or traced patterns along his inner thighs.
His breathing grew ragged, his controlled exterior completely abandoned as Lyra and I pleasured him with practiced skill. "I'm going to—you should stop—I can't—"
I pulled back immediately, my hand gripping the base of his cock firmly to prevent his release. Lyra followed my lead, her lips leaving his shaft with a wet pop as she smiled up at him wickedly.
"Not yet," I purred, watching his face contort with the frustration of denied pleasure. "There's so much more to our arrangement than just this."
Barrett's chest heaved, his eyes wild with desperate need as he teetered on the edge of climax. "Why did you—" he gasped, his hips involuntarily bucking upward, seeking the release we'd just denied him.
"Because," Lyra explained, rising to her feet with feline grace, "this is about mutual pleasure." Her hands moved to the clasp of her bra, unhooking it with practiced ease. Her perky breasts sprung free, nipples hardened with arousal. "And I want my turn."
Barrett watched, transfixed, as Lyra slowly slid her black lace panties down her toned legs, stepping out of them deliberately. She stood before him completely naked now, her olive skin glowing in the soft light of the conference room.
"Do you want me, Mr Barrett?" she asked, her voice a sultry challenge as she moved toward him.
His answer came in the form of a strangled groan, his cock still rigid and glistening from our earlier attention. Lyra smiled, clearly pleased with his response as she straddled him in the chair, her knees on either side of his hips.
"This is what makes Pine Creek Family Practice special," I told him, watching as Lyra positioned herself above him. "Everyone gets what they need."
With deliberate slowness, Lyra lowered herself onto Barrett's straining cock, a soft moan escaping her lips as he filled her completely. Barrett's hands flew to her hips, his head falling back against the chair as she began to move.
"Oh God," he breathed, his composure utterly shattered as Lyra rode him with increasing urgency. "This is—you shouldn't—"
"Shhh," I soothed, moving behind the chair to run my fingers through his silver hair and began unbuttoning his shirt, bending to whisper in his ear. "Stop thinking about what should or shouldn't be. Focus on how it feels."
Lyra's pace quickened, her breasts bouncing with each movement as she took her pleasure from the man who had threatened everything we'd built. The power of the moment was intoxicating—watching the stern older man completely at our mercy, his moral objections forgotten in the face of raw desire.
"That's it," I encouraged, my hands sliding down to caress Lyra's back as she rode him. "Show him exactly what he's been missing."
Barrett's eyes darted between us, his expression a mixture of disbelief and overwhelming lust as my hands roamed across his chest from behind. I could feel his heart racing beneath my fingertips while Lyra continued to move on him, her hips rolling in a hypnotic rhythm. Whatever moral high ground he had claimed was now abandoned in favor of something far more primal.
Lyra's movements became more frantic, her breathing shallow as she chased her release. "Oh god," she moaned, her head falling back. "I'm going to—"
Her body tensed, then shuddered as she came, her inner walls visibly clenching around Barrett's cock as waves of pleasure washed over her. The sight was enough to bring Barrett dangerously close to his own climax again, his fingers digging into her hips.
"Not yet," I whispered in his ear, reaching around to squeeze the base of his cock as Lyra lifted herself off him. "We're not done with you."
Lyra's legs trembled as she stood, her body glistening with a light sheen of sweat. "Your turn," she said to me with a satisfied smile, her chest still heaving from her orgasm.
I circled around to face Barrett, taking in his disheveled appearance—his tie askew, shirt half-unbuttoned, his impressive cock standing at full attention, slick with Lyra's arousal. The world had shifted completely; the man who had intimidated me just hours ago now looked at me with naked hunger.
"I want to feel you too," he said, his voice hoarse with need as he reached for me.
I straddled him slowly, deliberately teasing him by hovering just above his straining erection. "Tell me something first," I demanded, running my fingers through his silver hair. "Will you drop the investigation?"
His hands gripped my waist, trying to pull me down onto him. "Yes," he groaned. "God, yes. Just—please."
That was all I needed to hear. I sank down onto him in one fluid motion, gasping as he filled me completely. The angle was perfect, hitting spots inside me that made my toes curl instantly.
Behind me, Lyra had recovered enough to join us again. She pressed herself against my back, her hands reaching around to cup my breasts, pinching my nipples between her fingers as I began to ride Barrett with increasing urgency.
"How does she feel?" Lyra asked Barrett, her lips brushing against my ear.
"Incredible," he managed, his eyes locked on where our bodies joined. "So tight—so wet—"
I set a rhythm that had him gasping, lifting myself almost completely off before sinking back down, taking him to the hilt each time. His hands moved from my waist to my ass, guiding my movements, occasionally delivering a sharp slap that sent jolts of pleasure through me.
Lyra moved to the side, her hand sliding between my legs to circle my clit. Her touch was overwhelming, pushing me rapidly toward the edge.
Barrett's hands gripped my hips with bruising force as I rode him in the conference room chair, his earlier pretense of propriety completely abandoned. His silver hair was disheveled, his shirt hanging open to reveal a surprisingly fit chest dusted with gray hair. Gone was the stern councilman; in his place was a man consumed by lust, eyes dark with hunger as he stared, fixated on where our bodies joined, occasionally glancing up to watch my full breasts bounce with each movement.
"Christ," he groaned, his head falling back as I circled my hips, taking him deep. "I've thought about this—about you—since I first saw you walk into the practice."
The confession sent a thrill through me, the knowledge of his hypocrisy even more arousing than his considerable physical talents. "Is that why you were so determined to investigate?" I challenged, lifting myself almost completely off him before sinking down again slowly. "Because you wanted this?"
His answer was a sharp thrust upward that made me gasp, his hands guiding my movement with increasing urgency. "You can't imagine how much I've wanted this," he admitted, his voice rough with need. "Watching you all day, knowing something was happening, imagining—"
"You don't have to imagine anymore," Lyra interrupted, moving to stand behind me again, her hands cupping my breasts, her lips at my neck. The sensation of her soft touch combined with Barrett's forceful thrusts made me moan, my head falling back against her shoulder.
Barrett watched us with raw fascination, his rhythm faltering briefly at the sight of Lyra's hands on my body. "So it's all true," he said, his voice a mix of wonder and lingering judgment. "Everything happens just like the rumors suggested."
"Better than the rumors," I confirmed, grinding down on him deliberately, savoring his sharp intake of breath. "Everyone participates willingly. Everyone benefits. The doctors, the nurses, the staff—we're all part of something that makes us happier, more satisfied, more efficient."
"And the high salaries?" he questioned, even as his hands moved to squeeze my ass, guiding me into a faster rhythm.
"Compensation for our additional services," Lyra explained, moving to sit on the edge of the conference table, spreading her legs to give Barrett a perfect view of her arousal. "But most of us would do it even without the extra pay. The pleasure alone is worth it."
To demonstrate, she began touching herself, her fingers circling her clit with practiced precision, her eyes locked on Barrett's as he watched, transfixed. The sight pushed him to thrust harder into me, his control slipping further with each movement.
"That's what happens at the practice," I continued, my voice breaking as he hit a spot inside me that sent shockwaves of pleasure up my spine. "Relief whenever it's needed. No stress, no tension, just release."
Barrett's eyes darted between my body moving on him and Lyra pleasuring herself, his breathing growing more ragged. "And everyone just... accepts this? Participates?"
"Those who want to," I confirmed, feeling my own climax building as his thrusts grew more urgent. "We get amazing benefits, and some of the best sex of our lives."
Something in my words seemed to push Barrett over some mental threshold. With a growl that seemed to come from deep in his chest, he stood suddenly, still inside me, then span me around and bent me over the conference table beside Lyra. The new position allowed him deeper access, his thrusts becoming harder, more demanding as his last restraints fell away.
"You like it like this, don't you?" he demanded, his hand tangling in my hair, pulling my head back as he pounded into me from behind. The authoritarian tone that had intimidated me during his inspection was now darkly erotic, his dominance unleashed in a way that made my inner walls clench around him. "Taking it wherever, whenever it's offered?"
"Yes," I gasped, my cheek pressed against the cool surface of the table, my hands seeking purchase as he claimed me with increasing force. "That's exactly what I like."
Beside us, Lyra continued touching herself, her movements growing more frantic as she watched Barrett taking me. "So do I," she admitted breathlessly.
Barrett's rhythm grew erratic, his control visibly slipping as pleasure overtook him. "I'm going to—" he began, his voice strangled.
"Inside," I demanded, pushing back against him. "Come inside me, Councilman. Show us how much you approve."
With a hoarse shout, Barrett complied, his release flooding me as his fingers dug into my hips, holding me in place as he emptied himself completely. The sensation pushed me over the edge as well, my climax washing through me in powerful waves that left me trembling beneath him.
For several long moments, the only sounds in the conference room were our collective ragged breathing and the distant hum of the air conditioning. Barrett withdrew slowly, his composure gradually returning as he straightened his rumpled clothing.
I stood on shaky legs, feeling his release trickling down my inner thigh. The sight seemed to mesmerize him, his eyes fixed on the evidence of what had just transpired between us. Lyra approached him from behind, her arms wrapping around his waist, her still-bare breasts pressing against his back.
"Now that you've experienced our arrangement firsthand," she murmured, her lips close to his ear, "what do you think of Pine Creek Family Practice?"
Barrett's expression was a fascinating mix of post-orgasmic satisfaction and dawning realization of the position he now found himself in. "I think," he said carefully, his eyes moving between Lyra and me, "that I've severely misunderstood the nature of the practice's operations."
I smiled, knowing we had him exactly where we wanted him. "And your investigation?" I prompted, deliberately not covering myself, allowing him to take in the full sight of my naked body, my pink folds leaking his seed down my thigh.
His throat worked as he swallowed, desire and calculation visibly warring in his expression. "Perhaps I've been overzealous in my concerns," he admitted finally. "The practice does maintain excellent standards of patient care, after all."
"And the rumors about staff fraternization?" Lyra pressed, her hands moving suggestively across his chest.
Barrett's eyes darkened again, his spent cock giving a visible twitch of interest despite our recent activities. "Unsubstantiated," he said with newfound conviction. "Based on my thorough investigation, I've found no evidence of impropriety that would warrant further action."
Victory surged through me, sweet and intoxicating. We'd done it—neutralized the threat to our arrangement through the very desires Barrett had tried to condemn. I exchanged a knowing glance with Lyra, our silent communication confirming what we both knew: we now had the upper hand.
"We should probably get dressed," I said, reaching for my scattered clothing. "It's getting late, and we all have responsibilities tomorrow."
Barrett nodded, suddenly looking almost vulnerable as the reality of what had just happened settled over him. He began gathering his own clothes, his movements deliberate, as if buying time to process the evening's unexpected turn.
"What happens now?" he asked, his voice lacking the authoritative edge it had carried throughout his inspection.
Lyra handed him his tie, her fingers brushing his deliberately. "Now you go back to the town council and deliver your report clearing Pine Creek Family Practice of any wrongdoing."
"And after that?" His eyes moved between us, something almost hopeful in his expression.
I smiled, buttoning my blouse. "After that, Mr. Barrett, you're welcome to schedule a personal appointment at the practice. We're always happy to accommodate community leaders."
As we finished dressing in comfortable silence, I watched Barrett transform back into the polished official who'd arrived earlier that evening—but with a new understanding in his eyes. He wasn't just a threat we'd neutralized; he was now a keeper of our secret, bound to us by shared pleasure and mutual discretion.




Chapter 8

The morning after our encounter with Barrett, I woke to a pleasant ache that told its own story. My body remembered what my mind was still processing—we had actually managed to save the practice with nothing more than our bodies and his suppressed desires.
Sunlight painted my bedsheets gold as I stretched, enjoying the late spring warmth. My little cottage on the outskirts of town with its weathered boards and creaking porch already felt more like home than anywhere I'd lived since childhood. Finding it had been pure luck—Dr. Reyes had mentioned her patient was looking for a tenant just as I was growing tired of my extended stay at the Pine Creek Inn. After three weeks of hotel living, signing the lease just two weeks ago had been the first concrete step toward rebuilding my life. Another piece of my new beginning falling into place.
In the shower, unbidden images from the previous night surfaced. Barrett's face as his righteousness crumbled. The way his carefully constructed walls collapsed beneath our touch. Lyra's confident smile as we worked him in tandem. What had begun as a desperate gambit had transformed into something I hadn't expected—power.
Pine Creek greeted me with clear mountain air, the Victorian building that housed the practice standing proud against the perfect blue sky. Its wraparound porch and white clapboard siding now felt like a second home—the place where I'd discovered parts of myself that had been dormant for years.
Zara's knowing smile when I entered told me everything I needed to know about how quickly news had spread.
"Look who's here," she said, eyes glinting with mischief. "Dr. Blackwood's waiting for you." She leaned in conspiratorially. "Heard you two made quite an impression last night."
The wooden floor creaked beneath my heels as I made my way to his office, my heartbeat quickening with each step. I knocked softly on the door.
"Come in, Grace."
The morning light created a silhouette of his tall frame by the window, hands clasped behind his back in that characteristic stance. Archer sat at the desk, ramrod straight as always, with Dr. Reyes perched on the edge, her smile warm when our eyes met. Dr. Zhang stood by the bookcase, his gaze sweeping over me with quiet approval.
"Good morning," I said, suddenly conscious of standing before the practice's entire leadership team.
Dr. Blackwood turned, sunlight catching the silver at his temples. "Barrett called this morning."
He moved to his desk, one hand brushing its polished surface—the same desk where everything had begun for me. "The investigation has been closed with remarkable speed. Pine Creek Family Practice has been officially cleared, with Barrett himself noting our 'exceptional dedication to patient care and professional standards.'"
The corner of Archer's mouth twitched. "Most enlightened of him." For once, the steel in his gray eyes had softened. "We understand you and Ms. Winters helped him reach this conclusion."
I couldn't suppress my smile. "We helped him gain a deeper understanding of our workplace culture."
Dr. Reyes laughed, the sound filling the office. "Lyra told me everything." She crossed her legs, her silk blouse shifting with the movement. "Barrett sounded like a man who'd seen heaven when he called."
"And returned for a second glimpse," Dr. Zhang added, adjusting his glasses with precise fingers. "Your solution was elegantly implemented."
Their collective approval warmed me in unexpected ways. In Chicago, my work had never been valued beyond the most basic acknowledgment. Here, they recognized everything I brought to the practice, including qualities I never knew I possessed.
"Lyra deserves most of the credit," I admitted. "It was her idea."
"Speaking of Lyra," Dr. Blackwood said, settling into his chair, "we'd like your assessment. She's still in her probationary period, though recent events suggest she's fully committed to our arrangement."
I thought of how naturally Lyra had taken to seducing Barrett, how confident she'd been in the plan's success.
"She's ideal," I said without hesitation. "Quick-thinking, adaptable, and comfortable with every aspect of the arrangement." I paused, remembering her animated face when discussing the practice. "She's also genuinely invested in what we've built here." A memory surfaced of how her eyes lingered on Dr. Blackwood. "And she seems particularly drawn to you, Dr. Blackwood."
His eyebrow rose slightly. "Does she?"
"She mentioned fantasizing about you before she even knew about the arrangement," I said. "I think that attraction fueled her desire to protect the practice."
Dr. Reyes leaned forward, dark eyes dancing. "We all have our favorites, don't we, querida?" The look we exchanged brought heat to my cheeks as memories of her skilled mouth flooded back.
"The question," Archer said, drawing us back to business, "is whether to waive her remaining probationary period."
Dr. Zhang nodded. "These were exceptional circumstances. Ms. Winters proved herself beyond any standard requirements. We did also waive the probationary period for Grace."
"I think we should celebrate," Dr. Reyes said, rising with that fluid grace that always caught my eye. "We deserve it after these tense weeks." Her gaze swept across the room. "We all need release."
Dr. Blackwood's eyes darkened at her suggestion, his focus settling on me with an intensity that made my skin tingle. "An after-hours celebration seems appropriate. Tonight, after the last patient."
Archer glanced at his watch. "I'll ensure we're cleared by six."
"And I'll speak with Lyra about formally joining our arrangement," Dr. Blackwood added. "Grace, thank you for what you've done. You've become invaluable to Pine Creek Family Practice."
His words carried weight beyond their surface meaning. As I turned to leave, his voice stopped me.
"Grace," he said, his tone dropping to that register that never failed to wake something primal within me. "Stay a moment."
The others filed out, the door clicking shut behind them. Once alone, his demeanor shifted, blue eyes darkening as he moved into my space.
"You were magnificent," he murmured, his breath warming my skin as his hands settled at my waist. "Taking control, protecting what's ours."
His lips traced my neck, igniting a trail of sensation. "Thank you, Dr. Blackwood," I whispered, leaning into him, feeling his arousal press against me.
When he pulled away, his eyes had darkened with desire in a way that made my breath catch. "You've become essential here, Grace," he said quietly, thumb tracing my lower lip. "To all of us."
Before I could process this shift, he stepped back, professional facade returning seamlessly. "Tonight's celebration," he said, voice resuming its authoritative tone. "Wear something that comes off easily."
"Yes, Dr. Blackwood," I replied, still dazed by the moment of unexpected tenderness.
Walking out, I felt strangely buoyant. The threat was gone, the practice was safe, and tonight promised something extraordinary. After years adrift, I'd found not just sexual freedom in Pine Creek, but something I'd stopped believing existed—a place where I genuinely belonged.
---
The afternoon passed in a flurry of patient appointments and preparations. Glimpses of Lyra throughout the day revealed her barely contained excitement before her meeting with Dr. Blackwood.
Near the end of the day, Zara approached with a small gift bag. "For tonight," she said, eyes twinkling as she placed it on my desk.
Inside nestled a delicate gold anklet with tiny charms that chimed softly when disturbed. "It's beautiful," I said, lifting it from its tissue wrapping. "But what's it for?"
Her smile turned mischievous. "It adds something special to tonight's activities. We all wear them for celebrations." She leaned closer. "The sound lets everyone track you in the dark."
A shiver that had nothing to do with the office temperature coursed through me. Tonight would clearly be unlike anything I'd experienced.
By six, the practice transformed. As the last patient departed, the professional atmosphere dissolved into charged anticipation. Staff moved differently—exchanging touches, glances heavy with promise.
I was filing the day's last records when Lyra appeared beside me, practically vibrating with anticipation. "It's official," she whispered, green eyes bright. "Dr. Blackwood approved me—effective immediately!"
Her joy was infectious, and I pulled her into a quick embrace. "Perfect timing for tonight's celebration."
"I still can't believe any of this," she admitted, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. "Two weeks ago, I was miserable in Portland with someone who barely noticed me. Now..." She gestured around us, words failing.
"Now you're part of something most people wouldn't believe exists," I finished for her.
Her expression turned serious. "Thank you, Grace. For everything—for showing me this was possible, for including me with Barrett, for..." She paused, color rising in her cheeks. "For showing me it's okay to want this."
Archer's voice interrupted from reception. "Staff meeting. Conference room. Five minutes."
The conference room had undergone a transformation. Dimmed overhead lights had been replaced by the golden glow of strategically placed lamps. The imposing oak table was pushed against one wall, creating a central space filled with plush throws and cushions scattered across the floor.
Dr. Blackwood commanded attention from the head of the room, his presence drawing every eye. Besides Lyra and myself, Zara, Dr. Reyes, Dr. Zhang, and Archer were joined by Elaine and Vanessa—nurses I hadn't interacted with much yet. Elaine was tall and willowy with small, perky breasts and legs that seemed to go on forever, while Vanessa was shorter with generous curves, her scrubs always straining against her full hips and ample chest that rivaled even Dr. Reyes' impressive endowment.
"Thank you all for staying," Dr. Blackwood began. "Our practice recently faced a significant threat, one that has been neutralized thanks to Grace and Lyra's initiative."
Appreciative murmurs rippled through the group.
"Tonight we celebrate not just that victory, but everything we've built here. We also welcome our newest full participants." He gestured toward Lyra and me. "Both Grace and Lyra have demonstrated exceptional commitment to our practice and have been granted immediate full status."
Applause erupted as Zara stepped forward with a small box containing an anklet matching mine, and handed it to Lyra.
"Traditionally," Dr. Blackwood continued, "new participants are the center of our celebrations. Tonight, we have the rare pleasure of honoring two new members of our arrangement simultaneously."
My pulse quickened as all eyes turned toward me. Being the focal point hadn't occurred to me, and the realization sent equal parts nervousness and anticipation coursing through me.
"Grace," he said, his gaze finding mine with unerring precision, "your courage deserves special recognition. Tonight, you'll experience the full scope of what our arrangement offers."
Dr. Reyes moved beside me, her hand settling at the small of my back. "Don't worry," she murmured, lips close to my ear. "We'll take exquisite care of you."
Champagne appeared as Dr. Blackwood raised his glass. "To Grace and Lyra," he offered. "And to Pine Creek Family Practice—where excellence and fulfillment intertwine."
"To Grace and Lyra," the others echoed, the toast feeling like both benediction and promise.
As formalities concluded, the atmosphere shifted. Staff circulated with champagne, but beneath casual conversation ran a current of anticipation. Across the room, Lyra and Dr. Blackwood spoke quietly, her face tilted toward him with unveiled eagerness.
Dr. Reyes appeared at my side, her hand settling naturally at my waist. "Nervous?" she asked, dark eyes searching mine.
"Somewhat," I admitted, watching Archer dim the lights further, creating intimate shadows around the room's edges. "I've never been the center of attention like this."
She laughed softly. "You handled Barrett beautifully last night, no? This is similar, but with people who truly value you." Her hand slipped lower, resting where my back curved to meet my hips. "And who know precisely what pleases you."
Zara approached holding a length of silk, its surface catching the amber light. "Part of the tradition," she explained. "For your first celebration, you begin blindfolded. It heightens everything else."
Dr. Reyes took the scarf, positioning herself behind me. "May I?" she asked, her breath warm against my neck.
I nodded, my heart racing as she placed the cool silk over my eyes, securing it with gentle fingers. Darkness enveloped me, immediately amplifying my other senses—the soft conversation around me, the mingled scents of perfume and cologne, the subtle movements of bodies shifting in anticipation.
"Perfect," Dr. Reyes murmured, lips brushing just below my ear. "Now we prepare you properly."
Her hands found my dress zipper, drawing it down with deliberate slowness. The fabric slipped away, pooling at my feet and leaving me in the deep purple lingerie I'd chosen specifically for tonight.
"Beautiful," came Dr. Zhang's voice from somewhere to my right, his clinical tone softened with genuine admiration.
Unseen hands helped me step free of the fabric, then guided me forward. The anklet jingled softly with each movement, announcing my presence to everyone in the darkened room.
"Lyra is being prepared as well," Dr. Reyes told me, fingers tracing patterns across my bare shoulders. "And then, querida, we truly begin."




Chapter 9

Hands found me in the darkness—strong, gentle, purposeful. I gasped as fingers traced my collarbone, brushed down my spine, grazed the sensitive skin behind my knee. Without sight, each touch became electric, heightened by anticipation and mystery.
"Which of us is touching you now?" Dr. Reyes' voice asked from somewhere close, her breath warm against my cheek.
Another hand cupped my breast, thumb circling lazily over the lace covering my nipple. "Can you tell who this is, Grace?"
The touch was confident but measured—Dr. Blackwood, I was almost certain. The way he applied pressure, firm but never harsh, had become familiar to my body over these weeks.
"Dr. Blackwood," I whispered, heat surging as his chuckle confirmed my guess.
"Very good," he murmured, his lips replacing his thumb, dampening the lace with his mouth. "And this?"
Different hands settled on my hips, thumbs pressing into the hollows beside my hipbones—fingers too slender for Dr. Blackwood, the grip too forceful for Dr. Zhang.
"Archer?" I ventured, gasping as those hands tightened in response, pulling me back against a firm chest.
"She's learning our touches," came his voice, closer than I'd expected, his breath stirring the hair at my temple. "That could make things too easy."
From across the room, I heard Lyra's delighted laughter, followed by her breathless voice: "I want to watch her first. Then everyone can have me however they want."
The declaration set off a ripple of anticipation through the room. Dr. Reyes' perfume enveloped me as she leaned close. "The new girl has good instincts," she whispered, lips brushing my ear. "Grace has earned everyone's attention tonight."
Multiple hands guided me forward, the anklet announcing each step with a delicate chime. When they stopped me, fingers worked at the clasp of my bra, sliding the straps down my arms. Cool air kissed my breasts as the fabric fell away, sending a shiver across my skin as my nipples hardened in response. Other hands hooked into my panties, drawing them down with exquisite slowness until I stood naked except for the blindfold and anklet, goosebumps rising on my exposed skin as the air caressed every inch of me.
"Look at her," Dr. Zhang's voice said with quiet admiration. "Such a transformation from the woman who first walked into our practice."
Pride mingled with arousal at his words. I was nothing like the timid divorcée who'd arrived in Pine Creek seeking only employment. That woman would never have recognized this version of herself—desired, confident, standing naked before colleagues without shame.
Someone—Dr. Blackwood, judging by the height and breadth of the chest I was pressed against—guided me down onto what felt like cushions. Hands positioned me until I reclined on my back, head pillowed by something soft.
"Comfortable?" his voice confirmed, fingers stroking my hair.
I nodded, heart racing as I sensed others moving around me, the soft sounds of clothing being adjusted or removed. The air felt charged with expectation, my skin hypersensitive in my sightless state.
"She saved the practice," Dr. Blackwood addressed the room, his voice taking on that commanding quality that never failed to make my pulse quicken. "She embraced our arrangement when others might have fled. And yesterday, she acted decisively to protect what we've built."
A hand—delicate, with well-manicured nails that lightly scraped my skin—trailed up my inner thigh. Zara, I realized, as her floral scent reached me. My pulse quickened with excitement; despite all my experiences at the practice, I had yet to be intimate with her. The thought of finally experiencing her touch sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.
"For that," Dr. Blackwood continued, "she deserves our complete attention. Our gratitude." His voice dropped lower. "Our appreciation."
"Let me taste her first," Dr. Reyes requested, voice husky with desire. "I've been thinking about it all day."
Hands parted my thighs with gentle insistence, settling my legs over what I assumed were shoulders. The first touch of her tongue sent electricity through me, my back arching off the cushions as she explored with exquisite precision. She knew exactly how to build pleasure, alternating broad strokes with focused attention that soon had me clutching at whatever I could reach—someone's arm, the fabric beneath me.
As Dr. Reyes worked between my legs, other hands found my breasts. Dr. Zhang's precise touch on one side, Dr. Blackwood's more commanding grip on the other. The contrast was intoxicating—one teasing and methodical, the other possessive and firm.
"So beautiful," Lyra's voice came from nearby, weighted with arousal. "The way she responds to all of you."
My hips began to move against Dr. Reyes' mouth, seeking more pressure as tension built. Just as I approached the edge, she pulled back, leaving me trembling with unfulfilled need.
"Patient, querida," she murmured, pressing a kiss to my inner thigh. "This night has only begun."
Dr. Reyes shifted position, her talented tongue resuming its gentle exploration, but with a different rhythm now—slower, more deliberate, designed to build sensation without rushing toward release. Her hands gripped my thighs firmly, keeping me spread open as her mouth worked its magic. I felt her moan against me, the vibration adding another layer to the pleasure coursing through my body.
"She tastes divine," she murmured against me, the words themselves a caress. "Like honey and salt."
Someone else moved closer—a masculine presence I sensed rather than saw. "Let me see," came Dr. Blackwood's voice, and suddenly his fingers joined Dr. Reyes' mouth, sliding through my wetness before withdrawing. The soft sound of approval he made suggested he'd tasted them.
"Perfect," he agreed, his voice rougher than before.
Dr. Reyes' tongue circled my entrance teasingly before dipping inside, then returning to my clit with renewed focus. My breathing grew ragged as she settled into a rhythm that had me trembling, my hands clutching at the cushions beneath me.
"Not yet," Dr. Zhang's voice cautioned when my moans grew more urgent. "We've only just begun."
Dr. Reyes pulled back once more, leaving me gasping and frustrated. The cool air against my wet flesh made me shiver, heightening my sensitivity further.
"I want to see her mouth put to good use," came Archer's voice from somewhere to my left.
Hands helped me shift positions, guiding me until I was on my knees, still blindfolded. The anklet chimed with each movement, announcing my new position to everyone in the room. Someone—Vanessa, I thought, recognizing her gentle touch—steadied me with hands on my shoulders.
"Open," came Dr. Blackwood's command, his voice directly in front of me.
I parted my lips obediently, and was rewarded with the velvet-covered hardness of him pressing against my tongue. His hand cupped the back of my head, not forcing but guiding me as I took him deeper. The familiar taste of him, clean skin and musk, filled my senses.
"Good girl," he praised as I hollowed my cheeks around him. "Show everyone how well you've learned to please me."
I lost myself in the rhythm, focusing entirely on the weight of him on my tongue, the subtle shifts in his breathing that told me what he enjoyed most. Just as I settled into a comfortable pace, he withdrew, only to be immediately replaced by different hands guiding my head, a different thickness pressing between my lips.
"My turn," came Dr. Zhang's measured voice, his cock slightly longer than Dr. Blackwood's, requiring me to adjust my approach. I relaxed my throat, taking him deeper as his fingers threaded through my hair with scientific precision.
"Remarkable control," he observed, his usual clinical detachment slightly strained as I swirled my tongue around his tip. "She's become exceptionally skilled."
The two men established a pattern, trading places every few thrusts, keeping me guessing which of them would fill my mouth next. The contrast between them created a delicious uncertainty that heightened my arousal further.
"Let me join," came Archer's voice, his hand suddenly on my back, tracing my spine down to where it curved into the swell of my backside.
I felt him positioning himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips to pull me back slightly, adjusting my angle until I felt the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. He pushed forward slowly, filling me with one smooth stroke that drew a muffled moan around Dr. Blackwood's thickness.
"Christ," Archer muttered, his usual composure slipping. "She's soaked."
The feeling of being filled at both ends was overwhelming. Every thrust from behind pushed me forward onto whichever cock filled my mouth, creating a rhythm that left me no control, no choice but to accept the pleasure being orchestrated by these three men. The fullness was exquisite—Archer's thick shaft stretching me from behind while my mouth alternated between Dr. Blackwood's commanding presence and Dr. Zhang's precise length.
"Look how well she takes all of them," came Lyra's voice, breathless with excitement. "I can't wait for my turn."
I heard movement, then felt delicate fingers tracing patterns across my skin. Lyra had positioned herself beside me, close enough that I could smell her perfume—something light and floral that contrasted with the heady scent of arousal filling the room.
"May I?" she asked, though I wasn't sure which of the men she was addressing.
"By all means," Dr. Blackwood replied, his voice strained with pleasure as I hollowed my cheeks around him.
Lyra's hands slid beneath me, cupping my breasts with reverent appreciation. Her touch was different from the men's—softer yet somehow more intuitive, as if she instinctively knew exactly how much pressure to apply to send sparks of pleasure racing through me. Her thumbs circled my nipples, teasing them into tight peaks that ached sweetly with each gentle pinch.
"So sensitive," she murmured, leaning close enough that her breath tickled my ear. "I love how your body reacts to everything we do."
As the men continued their relentless rhythm, Lyra's exploration grew bolder. One hand remained at my breast, kneading and teasing, while the other trailed down my stomach, fingers dancing across my skin until they reached the sensitive bundle of nerves between my thighs.
The first touch of her fingers against my clit nearly undid me. I moaned around Dr. Zhang's length, my hips bucking involuntarily between Archer's powerful thrusts and Lyra's clever fingers. She found a perfect counterpoint to the men's rhythm, circling and stroking with just enough pressure to build my pleasure without pushing me over the edge too quickly.
"That's it," she encouraged, her voice husky with her own arousal. "Let us take you higher."
The contrasting sensations were dizzying—the forceful thrusts of the men using my body, the gentle precision of Lyra's fingers between my legs, the fullness in my mouth and core. My mind struggled to process so much input at once, eventually surrendering to pure sensation as four pairs of hands claimed me completely.
My thighs began to tremble uncontrollably as Lyra's fingers worked their magic, heat building rapidly in my core. My moans grew more desperate around Dr. Zhang's thickness, my hips bucking erratically as I teetered on the precipice of release.
"Switch positions," Dr. Blackwood ordered abruptly, just as the first waves of pleasure threatened to crash over me. "I want her riding me while she continues to service you both."
I whimpered in frustration as Lyra's fingers withdrew, leaving me quivering and desperate at the edge of climax. Hands guided my shaking legs as they helped me to straddle what I realized was Dr. Blackwood lying on his back. His strong hands gripped my hips, positioning me over him before pulling me down onto his thickness in one fluid motion that made me cry out with pleasure.
"That's it," he encouraged as I began to move, finding a rhythm that had him groaning beneath me. "Show everyone how much you enjoy this."
Dr. Zhang's hand cupped my chin, turning my face toward him. "Don't forget your other duties," he reminded me, pressing his cock against my lips once more.
I opened for him eagerly, the angle more challenging in this new position but no less arousing. Behind me, I felt other hands—smaller, softer—caressing my back and shoulders.
"She's ready for more," Lyra's voice came from directly behind me, sending a flutter of anticipation through me. "I'll prepare her."
Her delicate fingers trailed down my spine to the small of my back, then lower still, tracing the cleft between my cheeks with teasing lightness. I heard the snap of a bottle opening, then felt something cool and slick being applied to my most intimate entrance.
"Relax," Dr. Reyes advised, her hands joining Lyra's in this new exploration. "Breathe through it, querida."
Their fingers worked together, applying lubricant generously before one slender digit—Lyra's, I thought—pressed slowly inside me there. The sensation was foreign but not unwelcome, especially with Dr. Blackwood still filling me below, his thrusts becoming more measured as he watched what was happening.
"That's it," Lyra encouraged as I relaxed into her touch. "You're doing so well."
A second finger joined the first, stretching me gently, preparing me for what I knew was coming. The initial discomfort gave way to a strange, compelling pleasure that had me pushing back against her hand.
"She's ready," Dr. Reyes announced after several minutes of this careful preparation.
I felt Archer move behind me, heard the sound of more lubricant being applied, then felt the blunt pressure of him against my prepared entrance.
"Breathe out," he instructed, his voice close to my ear. "And relax completely."
I did as he directed, exhaling slowly as he pressed forward with exquisite care. There was pressure, a brief flash of discomfort that had me tensing, then a strange fullness as he breached me completely. The sensation of being filled by long, thick cocks in both holes simultaneously was beyond anything I'd experienced—overwhelming, intense, almost too much to process.
"Oh god," I gasped, trembling between the two men.
"Incredible," Archer murmured, his hands steadying my hips. "So tight."
Beneath me, Dr. Blackwood groaned. "I can feel you both," he said, voice strained with pleasure. "Move when you're ready, Grace."
For a moment I remained still, adjusting to the extraordinary fullness. Then, tentatively, I began to rock, creating a slow rhythm that sent sparks of intense pleasure radiating through my core. The men matched my pace, careful not to overwhelm me, letting me discover how to navigate this new experience.
Dr. Zhang remained in front of me, his cock brushing against my face. "Taking all of us so beautifully," he said, voice thick with arousal.
As my confidence grew, so did my movements, finding an angle that had me gasping with each thrust. The double penetration created sensations I'd never imagined possible, pressure and friction converging on sensitive spots I hadn't known existed. When Dr. Zhang stepped forward again, guiding his length back into my waiting mouth and beginning to plunge rhythmically into my throat, I was completely filled at every entrance. The synchronization of all three men using my body simultaneously, completing my surrender to their collective desire, something broke open inside me.
In that moment, blindfolded and filled at every entrance, I experienced a freedom I'd never known before. I wasn't Grace Calloway, divorced and discarded. I wasn't even the competent nurse or the eager participant in Pine Creek's arrangement. I was pure sensation, pure pleasure, existing only in the perfect present of what these people were doing to my body.
"She's close," Dr. Reyes observed, reaching for something beside her. "But I want to make this unforgettable."
I heard a soft buzzing sound moments before something firm and vibrating pressed against my swollen clit. The sudden intensity made me buck wildly between the men.
"Hold her steady," Dr. Reyes commanded as she worked the vibrator in tight circles against my most sensitive spot.
Dr. Blackwood's hands slid up my torso to cup my breasts, his fingers finding my nipples and pinching them with exquisite pressure. The combinations—three thick cocks filling every entrance, the relentless vibration against my clit, and the sharp pleasure-pain of my nipples being worked—created a perfect storm.
"Oh god," I managed to gasp around Dr. Zhang's thickness, my entire body trembling on the edge.
The orgasm that crashed through me transcended anything in my experience—not a wave but a supernova, radiating outward from my core to consume every inch of my being. I screamed around the cock in my mouth, my body convulsing violently as the men held me in place, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around both invading shafts. The vibrator continued its merciless assault as I shuddered through aftershock after aftershock, tears streaming from beneath my blindfold as pleasure bordered on beautiful agony.
My pussy spasmed wildly around Dr. Blackwood, gripping him in pulsating waves that seemed to pull him deeper. The contractions of my inner walls must have been too much for him; he thrust upward with a guttural groan, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise as he emptied himself inside me. The hot rush of his release triggered another peak within me, extending my orgasm as I felt each pulse of his cock filling me with warmth.
"Fuck," he growled, his voice strained as he continued to thrust through his climax, prolonging both our pleasure.
The vibrator never relented, Dr. Reyes adjusting its position to maintain perfect contact with my oversensitive clit. Just as the intensity from Dr. Blackwood's release began to ebb, I felt Archer swell impossibly larger in my other entrance. His breathing became ragged against my neck, his fingers digging into my shoulders.
"I'm going to come," he announced, giving way to raw need. "Going to fill this perfect ass."
The sensation of him throbbing inside that tight channel was entirely different—more intense, more invasive. When his release finally came, it was with a series of short, powerful thrusts that sent fresh waves of pleasure-pain radiating through my core. The heat of him flooding me there, combined with the continued fullness of Dr. Blackwood still hard inside me, created a feedback loop of sensation that kept my orgasm rolling through me in relentless waves.
"So beautiful," Lyra's voice came from nearby, weighted with arousal. "The way she responds to all of you." I heard the unmistakable sound of rhythmic movement, followed by a soft, wet noise and a barely suppressed moan. Lyra was clearly touching herself as she watched, her breathing growing heavier with each stroke of her fingers.
Only Dr. Zhang maintained his control, still thrusting methodically into my mouth as my body quaked between the men. The vibrator against my clit shifted to a higher setting, and I moaned desperately around his length, my hips bucking wildly as yet another peak crashed through me. This one was sharper, almost painful in its intensity, my overstimulated nerves firing in chaotic patterns that had me sobbing with pleasure.
Dr. Zhang's rhythm finally faltered, his usual measured pace giving way to something more primal. His hands tangled in my hair, holding me steady as his thrusts became deeper, more insistent. The taste of him changed subtly—saltier, more urgent—as he approached his limit.
"Swallow everything," he commanded, his voice tight with restraint.
When he finally came, it was with uncharacteristic abandon, his release flooding my mouth in hot pulses that I struggled to swallow around his thickness. The intimacy of this final surrender—taking his essence directly down my throat while the other men's seed filled me below—completed something within me. My body gave one final, violent shudder as another orgasm rippled through me, gentler than the others but somehow more profound, washing over me in warm waves that gradually receded, leaving me trembling and utterly spent.
For long moments afterward, I floated in a haze of sensation, barely aware of gentle hands easing me off the men, of soft towels cleaning my trembling thighs, of murmured praise and tender touches. When someone finally removed my blindfold, I blinked in the soft light, gradually taking in the scene around me.
Dr. Blackwood looked down at me with something like pride in his blue eyes, his hand stroking my hair back from my damp forehead. Dr. Zhang was already composing himself, though his usually immaculate appearance remained pleasantly disheveled. Archer stood nearby, watching me with open appreciation.
"Water?" Dr. Reyes appeared beside me, offering a crystal glass that I accepted gratefully.
"Thank you," I said, taking a long sip before passing it back. "That was..."
"Only the beginning," she finished with a wicked smile. "Rest a moment, and then it's Lyra's turn."
I turned to see Lyra watching me from across the room, her green eyes wide with anticipation and a touch of nervousness. She had already stripped down to her lingerie—a matching set of emerald lace that complemented her eyes and contrasted beautifully with her pale skin. The bra cupped her small, perky breasts perfectly, pushing them up to create an enticing shadow of cleavage, while the panties rode high on her hips, accentuating the slender curve of her waist and the toned muscles of her thighs. Her hand was still partially tucked beneath the waistband of those emerald panties, withdrawn slowly when our eyes met, the lace fabric slightly askew from her self-pleasure. A faint flush colored her cheeks. As our gazes met, she smiled—a mixture of excitement and solidarity that made my heart warm toward her. We had become allies in the most unexpected way, partners in protecting what was precious to us both.
"Ready to watch?" Dr. Blackwood asked me, helping me to a sitting position among the cushions. "I think it's time we showed our newest member exactly what she's signed up for."




Chapter 10

Zara approached Lyra with the silk blindfold I had worn minutes before, the fabric still warm from my skin. Lyra glanced at me one last time—a mixture of excitement and nervous anticipation in her green eyes—before allowing herself to be blindfolded. The transformation was immediate; her posture shifted, becoming more receptive, her head tilting slightly as her other senses compensated for the loss of sight.
From my vantage point among the cushions, I watched with newfound appreciation as Dr. Blackwood circled Lyra like a predator, his eyes taking in every inch of her slender frame. Dr. Reyes handed me a fresh glass of water and settled beside me, her warm thigh pressing against mine.
"Beautiful, isn't she?" she murmured, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my cooling skin. "So different from you, but equally enticing."
She was right. Where my curves were generous, Lyra's body was athletic and lean. Her small, pert breasts were tipped with pink nipples that hardened visibly as Archer removed her bra with practiced efficiency. The anklet chimed softly around her slender ankle as she shifted her weight, responding to murmured instructions I couldn't quite hear.
"Do you remember your first time with all of us?" Dr. Reyes asked me, her voice low and intimate.
I nodded, entranced by the scene unfolding before me. Dr. Zhang was guiding Lyra to kneel on the same cushions where I had reclined earlier, arranging her limbs with scientific precision. Her dark hair fell in a curtain around her face as she leaned forward, guided by his gentle hands.
Archer stepped forward, his military bearing momentarily softened as he brushed Lyra's hair back from her face. "You've proven yourself to us," he told her, his voice carrying across the room. "Now let us show you what that means."
Dr. Blackwood positioned himself behind her, his large hands splaying across the small of her back. "We'll start slowly," he assured her, though the hunger in his eyes suggested he was restraining himself considerably. "Tell us if anything becomes too much."
The first touch came from Vanessa, one of the nurses, who knelt before Lyra and leaned in to capture one of her nipples between painted lips. Lyra gasped, her back arching instinctively toward the sensation. There was something mesmerizing about observing from the outside, noting the subtle signals of mounting pleasure I'd been too consumed to recognize in myself.
"She's responsive," Dr. Zhang observed, his clinical detachment returning as he studied Lyra's reactions. His fingers traced the line of her spine, making her shiver. "More immediately vocal than Grace."
Dr. Blackwood nodded, his eyes meeting mine briefly across the room with a look that said he was mentally comparing us. The thought sent a renewed flicker of heat through me.
Elaine joined Vanessa, the two nurses taking a breast each, creating a symmetry of sensation that had Lyra moaning softly. Dr. Reyes rose from beside me, moving to join the unfolding tableau.
"Let me show you what she likes," I heard her murmur to the women, her hands guiding theirs to particular spots. The strategy worked; Lyra's breath hitched as they found the sensitive skin just beneath the curve of her breast.
"I want to taste her," Dr. Reyes announced, moving to position herself between Lyra's thighs. "See if she's as sweet as our Grace."
The comparison sent another thrill through me, this time tinged with something like pride.
Dr. Reyes' dark head dipped between Lyra's legs, her expertise immediately apparent in the way Lyra's body responded—tensing, then melting into the sensation with a long, low moan. Dr. Blackwood moved to kneel beside Lyra's head, his fingers tangling in her hair to guide her toward his renewed arousal.
"Show me what that pretty mouth can do," he instructed, his voice dropping to that commanding register that never failed to make my pulse quicken, even when directed at someone else.
Lyra took him eagerly, her enthusiasm making up for what she might have lacked in technique. From my position, I could see the blindfold had worked its magic on her as it had on me—removing the visual sense heightened everything else, reducing her world to pure sensation.
"She's already soaked," Dr. Reyes reported, looking up from between Lyra's thighs with gleaming lips.
Archer approached me, extending a hand. "Join us," he invited, his gray eyes still heated despite his recent release. "Show her how we welcome new members properly."
I allowed him to pull me to my feet, my legs barely steadying me. He led me to where Lyra knelt, positioning me where I could reach her. Understanding his intent, I ran my fingers lightly down her back, feeling her startle then relax as Dr. Blackwood murmured who I was.
"Grace is going to help us welcome you," he told her, the words slightly strained as she continued working him with her mouth. "You two have become quite the team, haven't you?"
Following instinct, I leaned down to press a kiss to the nape of her neck, a gesture of solidarity and welcome. Her skin was feverish beneath my lips, her entire body radiating heat as Dr. Reyes continued to work between her legs with that talented mouth.
"Tell her what to expect," Dr. Zhang suggested, his hand finding the small of my back in a brief, appreciative touch. "Guide her through what's coming."
I moved closer to Lyra, my lips finding her ear. "They're going to take turns with you," I whispered, feeling her shiver at my words. "Every position, every combination. And it's going to be more pleasure than you've ever imagined."
A muffled sound of excitement escaped her, vibrating around Dr. Blackwood's thickness. His eyes met mine over her head, approval in their blue depths. Dr. Reyes stepped forward, gently brushing Lyra's hair back from her flushed face.
"Let me help show her what to expect," Dr. Reyes said, her eyes meeting mine with mischievous intent. She then knelt beside Lyra and began kissing a trail down her slender throat, between her small breasts, until she reached where Zara was enthusiastically working between Lyra's thighs.
I watched, transfixed, as Dr. Reyes guided Zara's technique with both verbal instruction and physical demonstration, occasionally lifting Zara's blonde head to demonstrate a particular motion with her own skilled tongue before allowing her to continue. The two women created a visual symphony of contrast—Dr. Reyes' olive-toned fingers splayed across Lyra's pale inner thigh, Zara's platinum blonde head bobbing enthusiastically between her legs.
"You see how they're preparing her?" Dr. Blackwood murmured to me, never breaking his rhythm as Lyra continued working him with her mouth.
I nodded, my own core throbbing with renewed interest despite my recent satiation. Where my initiation had been a gradual escalation, Lyra was experiencing everything at once—a baptism by fire.
Dr. Zhang approached with his characteristic methodical calm, observing the tableau before him with clinical appreciation. "Her muscle tension suggests approaching climax," he noted. "But I believe we should delay that."
At his words, Dr. Reyes gently pulled Zara away from Lyra's center, leaving the new nurse whimpering around Dr. Blackwood's cock, her hips lifting fruitlessly to chase the departed sensation.
"We need to reposition you," I whispered against her ear, my hand stroking down her spine in a soothing gesture that belied the intensity to come. "Dr. Zhang is going to take you from behind while you continue with Dr. Blackwood."
With gentle hands, the team helped Lyra shift position, guiding her onto all fours while still maintaining her connection with Dr. Blackwood. He adjusted himself to kneel before her, allowing her to continue pleasuring him from this new angle as she balanced on her hands and knees.
Dr. Zhang kneeled and positioned himself behind Lyra with meticulous precision, his expression focused as though preparing for a delicate procedure. I watched, mesmerized, as he slipped three fingers inside her dripping center, drawing a muffled moan from her occupied mouth. Her arousal was evident—his fingers emerged glistening with her wetness, which he then methodically transferred to his impressive length, coating himself thoroughly with her juices. The sight sent echoes of my own recent experiences with him coursing through me—the way he had methodically taken me aparts, finding pressure points I hadn't known existed.
"Breathe deeply," I instructed Lyra, remembering the guidance I'd received during my own first experiences. "And try to relax completely."
Lyra's moan as Dr. Zhang entered her was muffled but unmistakable, her entire body tensing momentarily before melting into the dual sensation. I found myself unconsciously squeezing my thighs together, the sight of her being filled from both ends igniting my own barely-banked desire.
"That's it," I encouraged, stroking her hair back from her damp forehead. "Just feel everything they're giving you."
The rhythm the two men established was mesmerizing to watch—Dr. Zhang's measured thrusts from behind, Dr. Blackwood's controlled movements as Lyra took him deep into her throat. Her body rocked between them, her slender form caught in their perfectly coordinated efforts. Dr. Reyes renewed her attentions below, her talented fingers replacing her mouth as she circled Lyra's swollen clit with exquisite precision.
"Look how well she's taking it," Zara commented, her blue eyes wide and her lips still glistening from her previous activities. She had moved to kneel beside me, one hand absently tracing patterns on my thigh.
"She's a natural," Dr. Reyes agreed, her fingers never ceasing their rhythmic circles. "Though I suspect you've provided excellent guidance, Grace."
The compliment warmed me as much as Zara's hand, which had begun inching higher on my thigh in a questioning manner. I shifted slightly, allowing her better access, and was rewarded with her delicate fingers brushing against my still-sensitive core.
"May I?" she whispered, her eyes meeting mine with that playful sparkle I'd come to know well.
I nodded, opening my legs slightly to accommodate her exploration. Her touch was different from Dr. Reyes'—lighter, more teasing—and it rekindled my arousal with surprising speed.
"She's close already," Dr. Reyes announced, looking up from where her fingers worked between Lyra's legs. "Should I let her come?"
"Not yet," Dr. Blackwood decided, withdrawing from Lyra's mouth despite her sound of protest. "I want her first orgasm tonight to be while I'm inside her properly."
The men withdrew, leaving Lyra gasping and disoriented in her blindfolded state. Dr. Reyes and Zara helped her shift position, guiding her until she lay back on the cushions, her chest rising and falling rapidly with anticipation. I moved to help, cradling Lyra's head in my lap, allowing her to rest against my thighs while she caught her breath.
"Feeling overwhelmed yet?" I asked with a gentle smile, though she couldn't see it through the blindfold.
"In the best way," she gasped, her lips swollen from their recent activities. "I had no idea it could be like this."
"Just wait," I promised, stroking her hair. "It gets even better."
Dr. Blackwood settled between her thighs, his large form dwarfing her slender one. "Now, Lyra," he said, his voice a caress even as his hands positioned her legs over his shoulders, "we're going to see just how much pleasure you can take before you break."
He entered her with one smooth thrust that drew a sharp cry from her lips, her back arching off the cushions and her head pressing back against my thighs. I felt the vibration of her moan through my skin, sending a sympathetic pulse of arousal through my own center. From my vantage point, I could see every detail—the way her fingers clutched at his forearms, the tension in her throat as she threw her head back, the trembling of her thighs as they framed his hips.
My hands drifted down from her hair to her chest, where her small breasts heaved with each gasping breath. I cupped them gently, feeling their weight before rolling her hardened nipples between my fingers. Her response was immediate—a sharp intake of breath followed by a low, needy moan as I increased the pressure, pinching the sensitive buds in rhythm with Dr. Blackwood's thrusts.
"Archer," Dr. Blackwood called, not breaking his rhythm, "I believe Lyra's mouth is feeling neglected."
Archer moved to kneel by Lyra's head, his impressive length already rigid with anticipation. He brushed the swollen head against her lips, leaving a glistening trail across their plump surface. Lyra's tongue darted out instinctively, sampling the taste of him with a soft moan that vibrated through her body.
"That's it," Archer murmured, his voice tight with restraint as he guided himself between her parted lips. "Take me deep."
Lyra opened wider, accepting him with eager enthusiasm despite her already overwhelmed state. The sight of her stretched at both ends sent a fresh wave of heat through my core. From my position, I could see the muscles in her throat working as she adjusted to accommodate his considerable girth, her breathing carefully timed between his measured thrusts.
I continued my attention to her nipples, alternating between gentle caresses and sharper pinches that made her body jerk between the two men. Each time I applied more pressure, her back would arch slightly, pushing her deeper onto Dr. Blackwood while simultaneously taking Archer deeper into her throat—a reaction that drew appreciative sounds from both men.
Archer's hand came to rest gently on her forehead, his thumb stroking her temple in silent encouragement as he established a rhythm that complemented Dr. Blackwood's movements below. The coordination between the men was mesmerizing—when Dr. Blackwood drove forward, Archer withdrew slightly, ensuring Lyra was never overwhelmed by their combined force.
"Perfect," Archer praised. His free hand tangled in her dark hair, not forcing but guiding, his fingers flexing against her scalp with each particularly deep stroke.
Dr. Reyes shifted closer to me, her eyes following my gaze as we both watched Lyra writhing between the men.
"She's ready for more," Dr. Reyes murmured, her hand sliding down my back. "I can see it in the way her body responds to them."
I nodded, recognizing the telltale signs—the way Lyra's hips pushed back against Dr. Blackwood's thrusts, seeking deeper penetration, the flush spreading across her chest, the trembling in her thighs that spoke of building pleasure.
"Let's give her something she'll never forget," I suggested, my voice husky with my own arousal.
Dr. Reyes smiled knowingly and reached for a small bottle on a nearby table. "I think it's time to introduce her to all the ways she can be filled," she said, pressing the lubricant into my palm.
I moved to lean closer to Lyra's ear while Dr. Blackwood continued his steady rhythm. "Lyra," I whispered, "would you like to try something new? Something that will make you feel even more complete?"
Her head tilted toward my voice, the blindfold still securely in place over her eyes. She nodded eagerly, her breath catching as Dr. Blackwood hit a particularly sensitive spot, her lips parting with a soft gasp.
"Trust me," I continued, running my hand down her spine. "I'll guide you through it."
Dr. Blackwood slowed his pace, understanding our intentions without needing explanation.
We maneuvered Lyra's trembling body, carefully lifting her off the cushions. Dr. Blackwood repositioned himself beneath her, his back against the plush support as he guided her with gentle hands on her waist. Lyra hovered above him, her breath coming in short, anticipatory gasps as the head of his cock brushed against her entrance.
"Easy now," he murmured, lowering her with exquisite slowness onto his length.
Lyra's mouth fell open, a keening cry escaping her lips as she sank down inch by torturous inch. Her thighs trembled with the effort of controlling her descent, her body stretching to accommodate his impressive girth. When she finally settled fully against him, she released a shuddering breath that dissolved into a soft whimper.
"So deep," she gasped, her head falling back as she adjusted to the overwhelming fullness.
Dr. Blackwood's expression shifted, something primal flashing in his eyes. His hands moved from her waist to grip her ass with bruising force, fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave marks.
"Mine now," he growled, the tenderness evaporating as he began driving upward with sudden, brutal force.
Lyra cried out sharply, her body jolting with each powerful thrust as Dr. Blackwood established a punishing rhythm. Her small breasts bounced with the impact, her blindfolded face a mask of shocked pleasure as he hammered into her from below. His hand came down hard on her right ass cheek with a resounding crack that echoed through the room, leaving a perfect pink handprint blooming on her pale skin.
"Perfect," I murmured, moving behind her with the lubricant.
Dr. Reyes joined me, her hands caressing Lyra's shoulders, helping to keep her steady as Dr. Blackwood's pace intensified. I squeezed the bottle directly over the cleft of Lyra's ass, letting the cool liquid drip between her cheeks and down to where her body joined with Dr. Blackwood's.
Lyra gasped sharply at the sudden cold sensation, her body tensing momentarily. "Oh!" she breathed, a shiver running visibly through her as the cool lubricant trickled down her sensitive skin.
Dr. Blackwood slowed his thrusts slightly, allowing her to adjust to this new sensation. His hands gripped her hips firmly, steadying her as she trembled.
"Just breathe," I whispered, watching goosebumps rise across her flushed skin. "Let yourself feel everything."
Dr. Reyes steadied Lyra's quivering body as I pressed my finger against her tight entrance, circling it teasingly. The lubricant made her skin glisten in the soft light as I applied gentle pressure without penetrating, simply letting her become accustomed to the touch. Lyra's breathing quickened, small whimpers escaping her lips as Dr. Blackwood resumed his rhythm below, more measured now but no less intense.
I continued to tease her, my finger applying just enough pressure to promise more without delivering it. Lyra began to push back against my hand, her body seeking what I was withholding.
"Please," she whispered, her voice barely audible as she rocked between Dr. Blackwood's thrusts and my teasing finger. "I need..."
Only then did I press forward, breaching the tight ring of muscle with careful slowness. Lyra's breath caught in her throat, a soft, strangled sound escaping her as her body yielded to the intrusion. The tight muscle clenched around my finger as I worked it deeper, drawing a low, trembling moan from her.
"More," she pleaded, her voice gaining urgency as she adjusted to the sensation. "Please, I need more..."
I worked a second finger alongside the first, scissoring them to stretch her properly while Dr. Blackwood maintained his steady pace below. Lyra's body shuddered between us, caught in a storm of sensation as she began to rock more insistently, her initial shock giving way to mounting desire.
"She's responding beautifully," Dr. Reyes observed with approval, reaching around to pinch Lyra's nipples just firmly enough to make her gasp. "I think we can give her what she wants."
I added a third finger, stretching her wider as Lyra's moans grew more desperate, her body slick with sweat as she moved between us with increasing urgency. Dr. Blackwood's fingers dug into her hips, his pace quickening as Lyra's demands became more vocal. He hammered into her with savage intensity, his powerful thighs flexing as he drove upward, each thrust lifting her slightly off the cushions before gravity pulled her back down onto his thick shaft.
"Take it all," he growled, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through Lyra's trembling form. "Every. Fucking. Inch."
My three fingers worked deeper into her ass, matching Dr. Blackwood's brutal rhythm. The tight ring of muscle clenched and released around my invasion, drawing guttural sounds from Lyra that I'd never heard from her before—primal, desperate noises that weren't quite screams but transcended ordinary moans. Her body was caught in the perfect storm between us, stretched and filled beyond what she'd thought possible.
I twisted my wrist slightly, curling my fingers to find that sensitive spot inside her, and Lyra's back arched sharply, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. Dr. Blackwood seized the opportunity to drive even deeper, his hips snapping upward with enough force that I could hear the slap of flesh against flesh echoing through the room. The obscene wet sounds of her body taking both our intrusions filled the air, punctuated by Lyra's increasingly frantic cries.
"She's so tight," I murmured, feeling her inner muscles spasm around my fingers. "The way she's clenching around me... I can feel you through the wall."
Dr. Blackwood's eyes met mine over Lyra's shoulder, dark with a hunger that made my own body clench in response. "Deeper," he commanded, never breaking his punishing rhythm. "Let her feel what it means to be completely filled."
"Yes!" Lyra cried out, her voice breaking as the pleasure built. "Please, I want everything! Harder! Faster!"
"I think she's ready," I said, withdrawing my fingers and looking up to find Dr. Zhang watching.
Dr. Blackwood nodded, never slowing his rhythm as Lyra continued to ride him, her body flushed and trembling.
Dr. Zhang approached with measured steps, already stroking his impressive length.
I shifted to Lyra's side, running my fingers along the smooth curve of her back, feeling the heat radiating from her flushed skin.
Dr. Zhang positioned himself carefully behind Lyra, whose body had begun to tremble uncontrollably as she rode Dr. Blackwood. Her thighs quivered with each movement, control slipping away as pleasure overwhelmed her senses. With exquisite precision, he pressed forward, the blunt head of his cock meeting resistance before slowly, steadily breaching her prepared entrance, causing her to shake even more violently against the dual invasion.
Lyra's back arched, her mouth opening in a silent gasp as she was stretched in a way she'd never experienced before. Dr. Blackwood held perfectly still beneath her, allowing her to adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being filled so completely.
"Oh god," she finally breathed, her voice tight with a complex mixture of discomfort and dawning pleasure. "It's so much... so full..."
"You're doing beautifully," I encouraged, watching in fascination as Dr. Zhang seated himself fully, his hands steadying Lyra's hips. The sight of her stretched around both men, filled completely, sent another wave of heat through my core.
Archer moved to kneel beside Lyra's head, his cock rigid with anticipation. With gentle insistence, he guided himself between her parted lips, completing her surrender as she was filled at every entrance. I watched in fascination as the three men established a coordinated rhythm, their bodies moving together to create a symphony of pleasure centered on Lyra's overwhelmed form.
Dr. Reyes moved behind me, her arms encircling my waist as she pulled me back against her voluptuous form. "It's beautiful, isn't it?" she murmured, her lips brushing my ear. "Watching someone experience this for the first time."
I nodded, leaning back into her embrace as her hands began a slow exploration of my body, cupping my breasts and teasing my nipples into hard peaks. My eyes remained fixed on the scene before me—Lyra's body caught between the three men, her pleasure evident in every trembling muscle and muffled cry.
"Touch her," Dr. Reyes encouraged, guiding one of my hands between Lyra's thighs to where her body joined with Dr. Blackwood's. "Help her over the edge."
I found her swollen clit with practiced fingers, circling it with just enough pressure to complement rather than overwhelm the sensations she was already experiencing. The response was immediate—Lyra's entire body tensed, trembling at the addition of yet another point of pleasure to her already overloaded senses.
"She's so wet," I murmured, my fingers sliding easily through the slick evidence of her arousal. The heat radiating from her core was intense, her flesh swollen and flushed with blood.
Dr. Reyes' hand covered mine, her touch confident as she guided my movements. "Faster now," she instructed, applying more pressure through my fingers. "Feel how she responds when you change the rhythm."
I obeyed, increasing the tempo of my circles while maintaining the pressure that had Lyra writhing beneath my touch. Her clit pulsed against my fingertips, a hard little bead that seemed to grow more sensitive with each passing second. The muffled sounds escaping her around Archer's thick shaft—half-moan, half-sob—sent shivers of arousal through my own body.
"That's it," I encouraged, watching her face contort with mounting pleasure as Archer's cock slid between her stretched lips. "Let go, Lyra. Let them feel you come around them."
Dr. Blackwood's pace increased beneath her, his powerful thrusts lifting her slightly with each upward drive. Dr. Zhang matched his rhythm perfectly, the two men working in tandem to fill her completely. Meanwhile, Archer gripped her hair, controlling the depth of his thrusts as she struggled to accommodate him while being rocked by the others. The sight was mesmerizing—her body stretched around all three men, taking their considerable lengths with abandoned hunger.
"I can feel them both through you," I whispered, my fingers detecting the rigid outlines of both cocks through the thin membrane separating them. "They're so deep inside you."
Lyra's breathing became erratic, her chest heaving as she struggled to process the overwhelming sensations. Her throat worked around Archer's shaft, her eyes watering as pleasure built to an unbearable peak. I could feel her clit hardening further beneath my touch, her body preparing for release.
"Now," Dr. Reyes commanded, pressing my fingers more firmly against Lyra's clit. "Make her come for us."
I applied direct pressure, rubbing quick, firm circles that had Lyra's hips bucking wildly between the two men. Her entire body began to shake, muscles tensing as the first tremors of orgasm took hold.
Her climax, when it crashed through her, was spectacular to witness. Her body arched impossibly, every muscle going taut as waves of pleasure visibly rippled through her. The blindfold had slipped slightly, revealing one wide, unseeing green eye rolled back in ecstasy. Her inner muscles must have been clenching rhythmically, because Dr. Blackwood groaned deeply, his rhythm faltering as he fought to maintain control.
A gush of wetness coated my fingers as she came, her release flowing around Dr. Blackwood's shaft and dripping onto the cushions below. Her clit pulsed violently against my touch, each throb corresponding with a fresh wave of pleasure that had her crying out in broken, incoherent sounds. I continued my ministrations, drawing out her orgasm until her entire body convulsed with aftershocks, her thighs quivering uncontrollably against my hand.
"Don't stop," Dr. Reyes urged, keeping my fingers in place even as Lyra's body jerked with hypersensitivity. "Push her through it. Take her higher."
I obeyed, maintaining the pressure and rhythm that had her coming apart, watching in fascination as her first orgasm bled seamlessly into a second, more intense climax. Lyra's back bowed sharply, her body forming a perfect arch between the two men as she screamed a primal sound, torn from the very center of her being.
"Christ," Archer muttered, withdrawing from her mouth to let her breathe through the intense climax.
Dr. Zhang maintained his composure longer than the others, but even his scientific detachment cracked as Lyra's orgasm triggered his own. He shuddered against her back, his hands tightening on her hips as he found his release.
Dr. Blackwood followed moments later, driving deep one final time before groaning his completion, his powerful body tensing as he emptied himself inside her. I watched, entranced, as expressions of pure pleasure transformed the faces of these men I had come to know so intimately.
Archer, after giving Lyra a moment to recover, guided himself back between her lips. With a few measured thrusts and a strangled groan, he too found his release, his usually controlled demeanor momentarily abandoned as he pulsed between Lyra's eagerly working lips.
As the men gradually separated themselves from Lyra's limp form, Dr. Reyes' hands continued their exploration of my body, one slipping between my thighs to find me embarrassingly wet from merely watching the scene unfold.
"Someone enjoyed the show," she murmured, her fingers circling my clit with expert precision. "Shall we give Lyra a moment to recover while I take care of this for you?"
But before I could answer, Zara spoke up from where she knelt beside Lyra. "I think our newest member wants another round," she said with delighted surprise. "Look at her."
We all turned to see Lyra already pushing herself up on trembling arms, the blindfold now completely dislodged, her eyes bright with lingering pleasure and renewed hunger.
"More," she demanded simply, her voice hoarse but determined. "Please."
Dr. Reyes laughed, a rich, approving sound. "I do believe we've found someone with an appetite to rival yours, Grace." Her fingers still worked lazily between my thighs, not enough to push me over the edge but sufficient to keep me hovering in a pleasant state of arousal.
"I want to try everything," Lyra elaborated, her gaze sweeping around the room, taking in the various states of undress and arousal. Her eyes lingered on Vanessa and Elaine, who had been watching from the sidelines, occasionally touching each other but primarily serving as appreciative audience. "All of you."
"We have all night," Dr. Blackwood reminded her, his hand trailing up her inner thigh in a possessive gesture. "And the practice is closed tomorrow. No rush."
Dr. Zhang approached with two crystal glasses of water. "Hydration is essential," he noted, handing one to Lyra and one to me.
I accepted the glass gratefully, our fingers brushing in a way that sent a small thrill through me. Even after everything we'd shared, these simple touches still held power—perhaps because of the memories they evoked, the knowledge of what those skilled hands could do.
Lyra drank deeply, then set her glass aside with new purpose in her movements. "I want to taste Grace," she announced, her green eyes finding mine. "I want to feel her pussy against my mouth."
Heat flooded my cheeks and between my legs. The memory of our staged seduction of Barrett remained vivid in my mind.
Dr. Reyes' fingers stilled between my legs. "What do you say, Grace?" she murmured against my ear. "Shall we let her taste how wet you are?"
I nodded, my cunt already throbbing at the thought. Dr. Reyes helped me shift position until I was reclining against a mound of cushions, my legs spread wide, displaying my glistening pink folds. Lyra crawled forward on all fours, her movements predatory, eyes locked on my exposed sex.
The first touch of her tongue was electric—a hot, wet stripe right through my slick folds. I gasped, hips jerking upward instinctively. Lyra moaned against me, the vibration sending shivers up my spine.
"God, you taste incredible," she murmured, her breath hot against my sensitive flesh before diving back in with renewed hunger.
"Watch how her pussy responds," Dr. Reyes coached, kneeling beside Lyra. "See how her flesh swells and reddens when you suck her clit."
Lyra followed the instruction, wrapping her lips around my throbbing bud and applying suction that had me crying out, hands fisting in the cushions beneath me. My juices flowed freely, coating her chin as she devoured me with mounting enthusiasm.
"Fuck, that's it," I gasped as she slid a finger inside me, my inner walls clenching greedily around the intrusion.
"Add another," Dr. Reyes instructed. "She can take it. Feel how fucking wet she is."
I whimpered as Lyra pushed a second finger inside, curling them forward to stroke against my g-spot. The wet, obscene sounds of her fingers plunging into my soaked hole filled the room, mingling with my increasingly desperate moans.
"That's it," Dr. Reyes purred as Lyra added a third finger, stretching me deliciously. "Feel that ridged spot? Rub it while you suck her clit."
I threw my head back, beyond caring how I looked or sounded. Lyra's mouth was relentless, her tongue flicking my swollen clit with perfect pressure while her fingers fucked deep into my cunt. My thighs began to tremble, inner walls rippling around her pumping fingers.
"I think she needs more," came Vanessa's voice as she knelt beside me. "May I?"
At my desperate nod, she lowered her mouth to my breast, taking the stiff nipple between her teeth and biting down just hard enough to send sparks of pleasure-pain straight to my core. Elaine joined on the other side, her hot mouth engulfing my other breast, tongue swirling around the sensitive peak.
"Fuck, look at her," Archer commented, his voice thick with lust. "Taking four women at once. She is absolutely dripping."
The knowledge that everyone was watching as I was pleasured by four women simultaneously made my pussy clench hard around Lyra's thrusting fingers. Juices gushed from me, soaking Lyra's hand and face as she moaned hungrily against my flesh.
Dr. Blackwood moved behind me, his large hands cupping my breasts as Vanessa and Elaine shifted to run their tongues along my collarbone. He pinched my nipples cruelly, the sharp pain making my cunt spasm.
"Show our new member how you come," he growled against my ear. "Flood her fucking mouth with your juices."
Lyra redoubled her efforts, her tongue flattening against my clit while her fingers fucked into me with brutal precision. Her wrist twisted with each thrust, hitting spots inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. I reached down to tangle my fingers in her dark hair, grinding my cunt shamelessly against her face.
"Yes, right there, don't fucking stop," I begged, my hips bucking wildly. "I'm gonna come all over you."
My orgasm hit like a freight train, my back arching off the cushions as I screamed. I clenched violently around Lyra's fingers, walls rippling and squeezing as I gushed against her mouth. She moaned eagerly, lapping up every drop of my release, her tongue never ceasing its assault on my oversensitive clit.
Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, my body jerking and trembling as Lyra refused to let up, driving me to a second peak immediately after the first. Only when I was whimpering from overstimulation, thighs quivering uncontrollably, did I finally push at her shoulders.
Lyra sat back on her heels, face gleaming with my juices from chin to nose. Her lips were swollen, her eyes wild with arousal. "Your pussy tastes even better than I imagined," she said, licking her fingers clean one by one.
"Fuck," I gasped, still trembling from the force of my orgasm.
The room spun lazily around me as I struggled to catch my breath, my body limp with satisfaction. Someone—Dr. Reyes, I realized as her spicy perfume enveloped me—pressed a glass of water to my lips. I drank gratefully, the cool liquid soothing my throat, raw from screaming.
"Our Grace needs a moment to recover," Dr. Reyes announced, her fingers stroking my hair with maternal affection that contrasted deliciously with the carnal atmosphere. "Meanwhile, I believe our newest member is still hungry for attention."
All eyes turned to Lyra, who knelt mere feet away, her naked body flushed with arousal, my essence still glistening on her lips and chin. She met their collective gaze unflinchingly, her green eyes dark with desire and a newfound confidence.
"I want all of you," she declared, rising to her feet with unexpected grace. "Every single person in this room."
Dr. Blackwood's laugh was rich with appreciation. "Ambitious," he remarked, his eyes traveling down her slender form with renewed interest. "I like that."
I watched, still catching my breath, as the room transformed into a tableau of writhing bodies and mounting pleasure. Dr. Blackwood took charge, directing the others with subtle gestures as they surrounded Lyra again. Within moments, she was on her back, Dr. Blackwood between her thighs, his powerful body driving into her with rhythmic precision while Dr. Reyes straddled her face. Lyra's muffled moans vibrated against Dr. Reyes as her tongue worked eagerly between the doctor's legs.
The air grew thick with the scent of sex and sweat, the sound of flesh meeting flesh punctuated by gasps and groans of pleasure. Bodies shifted and rearranged in a fluid dance of desire. Dr. Zhang replaced Dr. Blackwood, flipping Lyra onto her side and entering her from behind while Zara knelt to suckle her breasts. Archer watched from nearby, stroking himself to full hardness again before claiming Lyra's mouth, his hands tangled in her dark hair as he guided her movements.
The nurses took turns riding Lyra's face while others used toys on her trembling body, bringing her to climax after climax until she was incoherent with pleasure. At one point, she was suspended between Archer and Dr. Blackwood, filled at both ends, her slender body arching as waves of sensation crashed through her. Vanessa and Elaine worked in tandem below, their tongues teasing her swollen clit until she screamed around the thickness in her mouth.
I joined occasionally, guided by hands that pulled me into the fray—sometimes to taste Lyra's sweetness, other times to offer my body as another canvas for their collective pleasure. Dr. Reyes held me against her as we watched Lyra take on the three of them at once again, her body stretched and filled to capacity, face contorted in ecstatic bliss.
Hours blurred together in a haze of tangled limbs and shared ecstasy. The room echoed with slaps, moans, and shouted demands for more. Sweat-slicked bodies slid against each other, hands gripped flesh, mouths claimed whatever was offered. The boundaries between individuals dissolved until we were simply a collective organism of pleasure, giving and taking in equal measure.
By the time exhaustion finally claimed us, Lyra lay sprawled across the cushions, her body marked with the evidence of her welcome—bite marks on her inner thighs, fingertip bruises on her hips, her skin glistening with a mixture of sweat and cum. Her chest rose and fell with deep, satisfied breaths, a smile of complete contentment playing on her lips.
As dawn approached, painting the room in soft golden light through gaps in the blinds, Dr. Blackwood gathered us all with a gentle clearing of his throat.
"Today marks a milestone," he announced, his powerful voice softened with genuine emotion. "With Lyra's initiation, our circle is complete. The practice has never been stronger, our bonds never deeper."
He moved to stand between Lyra and me, taking each of our hands in his. "What we've built here wouldn't have been possible without both of you," he said, his voice dropping to a tone of sincere gratitude. "Grace didn't just save our practice from outside threats—she transformed it from within. And Lyra," he turned to her with equal warmth, "you faced our challenges head-on when we needed you most, proving yourself an essential part of our family."
Warmth bloomed in my chest at his words, spreading through me like honey. I looked around at the faces watching us with affection and respect—Dr. Reyes with her knowing smile, Dr. Zhang's quiet approval, Archer's steady recognition, and the nurses' open admiration. Lyra's fingers squeezed mine across Dr. Blackwood's broad chest, an acknowledgment of our shared journey.
"I found more than a job here," I said, my voice thick with emotion. "I found myself. The real me, who was always there, just waiting for permission to emerge."
"And I found a place where I truly belong," Lyra added, her green eyes bright with emotion. "Something I never thought possible."
Dr. Reyes stepped forward, raising her glass in a toast. "To Grace and Lyra," she proposed, her dark eyes moving between us with pride.
"To Grace and Lyra," they echoed, glasses lifting in the golden morning light.
We dressed slowly, bodies pleasantly sore, exchanging soft touches and lingering kisses as we prepared to part ways. The night had transformed us all, cementing bonds that went beyond the physical.
"Get some rest," Dr. Blackwood advised as we gathered our belongings. "The practice opens at noon today. Take the morning to recover."
The drive home was surreal, the early morning light casting long shadows across the empty streets of Pine Creek.
My small cottage welcomed me with familiar comfort. I stripped off my clothes, leaving them in a trail to the bathroom where I ran a hot shower. Under the steaming spray, I examined my body—marked with love bites and gentle bruises, each one a reminder of the night's pleasures. My fingers traced them reverently, reliving each moment that had created them.
After showering, I fell into bed naked, my damp hair spreading across the pillow. Sleep claimed me instantly, deep and dreamless, my body surrendering to exhaustion.
When I woke hours later, sunlight streamed through my curtains. I stretched languidly, savoring the pleasant ache in muscles I hadn't known I possessed. The clock read 10:30—plenty of time to prepare for the day ahead.
My phone buzzed on the nightstand. Liv's name flashed on the screen, and I smiled as I answered.
"You're alive!" she exclaimed. "I was starting to think Pine Creek had swallowed you whole. It's been weeks since we really talked."
"Sorry," I laughed, settling back against my pillows. "Things have been... intense lately."
"Intense good or intense bad?"
"Intense amazing," I admitted, running my fingers over a love bite on my inner thigh, a souvenir from Dr. Reyes. "Remember when I first got here and told you how sexually frustrated I was?"
Liv snorted. "How could I forget? Six months without sex and a vibrator ready to start requesting overtime pay."
"Well, that's definitely not a problem anymore."
"Do tell," she demanded. "Is it the hot doctor? Please say it's the hot doctor."
I laughed, feeling lighter than I had in years. "It's the hot doctor. And the other hot doctor. And the hot practice manager. And—"
"Wait, what?" Liv interrupted. "Grace, did you seriously score a full medical staff hat trick?"
"Something like that," I said, unable to keep the satisfaction from my voice. "Remember that arrangement I told you about? It's been... life-changing."
"I need details. Immediately." Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. "Like, scale of one to ten, how good is Dr. McDreamy?"
"Eleven," I replied without hesitation. "And Dr. Zhang is a twelve, but in a completely different way. He's like... scientifically precise about pleasure."
"Oh my god," Liv groaned. "Meanwhile, I'm still swiping through dating apps full of men who think the clitoris is a Greek island."
I burst out laughing, feeling truly connected to my old self for the first time since arriving in Pine Creek. "I'm happy, Liv," I said when our laughter subsided. "Happier than I ever was with David."
"I can hear it in your voice," she said softly. "You sound like a completely different person than the woman who left Chicago."
"I am," I agreed. "I found something here I didn't even know I was looking for."
"Just promise me one thing," Liv said. "When I visit—and I am definitely visiting—you'll introduce me to at least one of these miracle-working doctors."
"We'll see," I laughed. "But seriously, you should visit. Pine Creek is small, but it has its... charms."
"I'm booking a flight as we speak," she joked. "My vibrator and I need a vacation."
After we said our goodbyes, I lay back, smiling at the ceiling. From the depths of despair after my divorce to this—a new life, a new self, and a connection to my sexuality I never imagined possible. What a journey.
The drive back to Pine Creek Family Practice felt different somehow. No longer was I commuting to a workplace; I was returning to a sanctuary of sorts, a place where I had discovered parts of myself long suppressed.
Dr. Blackwood's car was already in the parking lot when I arrived. I found him in his office, reviewing patient files with the focused intensity that made him such an exceptional doctor. He looked up as I entered, his blue eyes warming instantly.
"Grace," he said, rising from his chair. "You look well-rested."
"I am," I replied, closing the door behind me. "Though I'm still feeling the effects of last night."
He smiled, that devastating smile that had first captivated me in his office, what felt like a lifetime ago. "Good. Because we're just getting started."
As the rest of the staff arrived—Dr. Reyes with her knowing wink, Dr. Zhang's quiet nod of acknowledgment, Archer's appreciative glance, the nurses' warm greetings, and finally Lyra, glowing with newfound confidence—I knew he was right. This wasn't an ending, but a beginning. A new chapter in a story that would continue to unfold in unexpected, wonderful ways.
For the first time in my life, I was exactly where I belonged—in this small town, with these extraordinary people, living authentically and fully. This job had given me more than pleasure or financial security; it had given me freedom. Freedom to explore, to connect, to be myself without shame or judgment.
And really, isn't that what we're all searching for in the end?
As we opened the doors of Pine Creek Family Practice, ready for another day of healing bodies and satisfying desires, I smiled to myself.
What a difference a day makes. What a difference a choice makes.
What a difference embracing your true self makes.
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