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Humiliated at the Human Trial

Tomorrow…

Sienna stared at the ceiling fan as it circled lazily in the darkness above her bed, its hypnotic rhythm failing to lull her into sleep. Her stomach twisted with a mixture of anticipation and dread. Tomorrow. After six months of diligently taking those little yellow pills every day. It would all  culminate in tomorrow's final examination.

She shifted restlessly beneath her sheets, her mind wandering back to where it all began. Her first year at university had been overwhelming—new classes, new people, a constant worry about money. That day in September, hurrying across campus with rain threatening overhead, she'd paused at the bulletin board outside the science building. Among flyers seeking everything from new flatmates to used textbooks, one notice stood out: "Fitness Supplement Study - Participants Needed - €500 Compensation."

The memory was vivid. How her finger had traced the contact information, how quickly she'd snapped a photo with her phone. Five hundred euro would cover all of her books for the year and probably a few weeks’ worth of groceries besides—or a few nights out in town with her friends, if she were being more honest. The requirements seemed simple enough—good health, regular fitness routine, willingness to take supplements for six months. As a newly-minted physical education student herself, she'd felt uniquely qualified. It had been a complete no-brainer.

The initial screening had been nerve-wracking. Sienna remembered fidgeting in the waiting room of one of the university's research labs, surrounded by that strange antiseptic smell that seemed unique to medical spaces. She'd felt out of place, too young somehow, even though she knew that students had to have been the flyer’s primary target audience.

But then George had entered the examination room.

"Sienna Moretti?" He'd glanced up from his clipboard, and her heart had stuttered. Tall, with shoulders that filled out his crisp white coat perfectly, he'd extended a hand that enveloped hers completely. "I'm Dr. George Kaplan, lead researcher on this project."

His eyes had been kind yet penetrating, as if he could see through her nervous exterior to something beneath. Throughout that first examination, he'd been nothing but professional—explaining each test, each measurement, each sample he needed. But there had been something in the way his hands moved, confident and sure as they positioned her arm for a blood pressure reading or measured her waist circumference.

"Deep breath in," he'd instructed at one point, his stethoscope cold against her back. His breath had tickled her ear, and she'd felt goosebumps rise along her arms that had nothing to do with the room's temperature.

Sienna turned onto her side now, punching her pillow into a more comfortable shape. The six months of taking those supplements had passed both quickly and agonizingly slowly. Each morning as she swallowed the pill, she'd thought of him, wondered if the changes she noticed in her body—slightly more defined muscles, increased endurance during her runs—were what he expected to find, what he would be looking for.

Tomorrow, she would see him again. And the thought of that meeting sent a pulse of heat through her core. Would he remember her among all his research subjects? Would he notice how diligently she'd maintained her fitness regime, hoping to impress him at this final assessment?

At many points over these last six months, Sienna had admonished herself for her continued daydreams. She'd felt foolish for harbouring such a schoolgirl crush on a man who had to be at least a decade her senior. She knew, logically, that she was just some random first year student to him—met once, dealt with, and forgotten… But that logic had never overridden how she felt, how her mind had returned to him day after day, how it returned to him now.

Her eyelids finally grew heavy, the tension in her body giving way to exhaustion. As consciousness slipped away, Dr. Kaplan's face—George's face—appeared before her again, those piercing blue eyes, that strong jawline. In her dreams, the clinical examination room transformed, the paper beneath her crackling as his hands moved across her body with a professional precision that somehow felt like something more. In her dream, his touch lingered longer than necessary, his eyes holding hers as he gently intoned his instructions, his stethoscope sliding smoothly across her bare skin, his fingers following in its wake…

She woke with a start at 5:30 AM, her alarm still an hour from sounding, her body flushed, her heart racing. Fading fragments of her dream still clung to her consciousness. Her cheeks burned with a private embarrassment. No one else could possibly know what had just played out in her sleeping mind… but she knew. And now she would have one more secret to keep buried deep inside. One more shameful thought to keep hidden from George when she finally came face to face with him again…

Today…

∞∞∞




Sienna stood before her closet, pulling out and discarding outfit options with uncharacteristic deliberation. The appointment wasn't until 11:00 AM, but she'd already been up for hours, her mind spinning with possibilities.

"This is ridiculous," she muttered to herself, holding a plain navy t-shirt against her torso, then tossing it onto the growing pile on her bed. Something about it seemed too juvenile, too… student-like.

She reached for a white compression top she often wore to the gym, then paused. Would it look too much like she was trying? Like she was showing off the results of the supplements combined with her own diligence? But wasn't that also the point of the study?

Her fingers hesitated over a light blue sports bra, then moved to a more supportive black one with subtle lace trim along the edges. She slipped it on, studying her reflection critically. The support did little to enhance her meagre assets. She knew there was nothing to be done about that. How often had she cursed her lack of more ‘womanly’ curves up top? But, at the very least, knowing the lace detail was there somehow made her stand a little straighter. She tried on a university hoodie, then frowned at her reflection. Too casual.

After three more outfit changes, Sienna caught herself. What the hell was she doing? This wasn't a date. It was a clinical examination for a research study. Dr. Kaplan probably wouldn't even remember her name without checking his notes first.

And yet she couldn't stop herself from reaching for her best pair of yoga pants—the charcoal grey ones that she knew hugged every curve just right. They were practical enough for whatever physical tests might be required, but she knew that wasn't why she'd chosen them. She'd chosen them because at least this way she could show off an asset she did have, an asset she'd worked on, an asset she'd consciously sculpted through effort.

She completed the outfit with a fitted athletic top in a deep burgundy that complemented her olive skin. Turning sideways in the mirror, she smoothed the fabric over her stomach, trying to see herself through his eyes. Would he notice the definition in her arms, slightly more pronounced after six months on the course of supplements? Would he see past the test subject to the woman?

Heat crept into her cheeks as she caught herself in this line of thinking. "Stop it," she whispered harshly to her reflection. "You're being pathetic."

She grabbed her bag, hesitated, then reached for the small bottle of perfume on her dresser—the expensive one her mother had given her for her twentieth birthday. Just a light spritz at her wrists and neck. It was subtle, she told herself, sophisticated. Adult.

As Sienna locked her apartment door behind her, she felt a flutter of nerves in her stomach, nerves that had nothing at all to do with the prospect of an upcoming medical examination and everything to do with the man who would be conducting it.

∞∞∞

The university research centre was housed in a modern glass building at the north end of campus. Sienna had walked past it countless times during her first year, but today it loomed before her, both imposing and full of possibility. She checked her phone—she was fifteen minutes early.

The receptionist looked up as Sienna entered, her fingers poised over a keyboard. "Name?"

"Sienna Moretti. I have an appointment with Dr. Kaplan at eleven."

The woman nodded, tapping something into her computer. "Final assessment for the fitness supplement study?"

"Yes."

"Down the hall, third door on the right. You can wait in there."

Sienna's footsteps echoed on the polished floor as she made her way down the corridor. The examination room was empty when she entered—white walls, an examination table covered in crisp paper, various medical equipment arranged neatly on stainless steel counters. It was a different room to the one in which her initial assessment had taken place, but alike in all the particulars that mattered.

She sat tentatively on the edge of the table, the paper crinkling beneath her. Her heart was pounding so loudly she was certain it would be the first thing Dr. Kaplan would hear when he entered the room.

Five minutes passed. Ten. Sienna pulled out her phone, scrolling mindlessly through social media without really seeing any of it. Was he running late? Had he forgotten about her appointment? The possibility stung more than it should have.

Then, just as she was about to check with the receptionist, the door opened. And there he was.

He was just as she remembered. Exactly as breathtaking. Those broad shoulders filling out his lab coat perfectly, his dirty blonde hair swept slightly back from his forehead, his piercing blue eyes focused on the paperwork in front of them. Sienna swallowed hard as he strode confidently towards her, clipboard in hand. Six months of daydreams hadn't exaggerated his presence at all. If anything, they'd failed to capture the magnetic effect he had on a room.

"Name?" he asked without looking up.

The single word cut through her fantasy. His voice was clipped, professional, devoid of the warmth she'd replayed in her memory countless times.

"Sienna… Sienna Moretti," she replied, her voice smaller than she intended.

He made a check mark on his clipboard, still not meeting her eyes. "Moretti. Final assessment for the supplement trial."

Not a question. A statement. No flicker of recognition crossed his face.

"Yes," she said, feeling heat creep into her cheeks. "I've completed the full six months."

He nodded curtly, finally looking up. His eyes swept over her in a clinical assessment that felt nothing like the careful attention he'd paid during their first meeting. There was no reassuring smile, no gentle explanation of what to expect. Just cool, professional detachment.

"Height, weight, measurements, and vitals first," he said, gesturing toward the scale in the corner. "Then we'll move on to blood work and physical assessments."

Sienna slid off the examination table to stand before him. Of course he doesn't remember you, she chastised herself. You're just one of dozens—maybe hundreds—of subjects he's seen. Just a name on a clipboard, a data point for his research.

But it wasn't just that he didn't remember her. His entire demeanour had changed. During her initial assessment, he'd been patient, his voice soft as he'd explained each procedure, acknowledging her nervousness with small reassurances. Now, he moved with brisk efficiency, clearly expecting her to keep up.

"Over there," he said, gesturing to the scale in the corner of the room. "Shoes off, please."

Sienna padded over, feeling unusually self-conscious as she slipped off her sneakers. Last time, he'd explained everything, smiled warmly as he'd guided her through the process. Now his eyes barely registered her as a person. She stepped onto the cold metal platform, her toes curling slightly against the chill.

He moved behind her, so close she could feel the whisper of his lab coat against her back as he adjusted the height bar. The metal crossbar descended to the top of her head with clinical precision.

"No change there," he muttered, making a notation on his clipboard.

The digital numbers on the scale flickered, then settled. His eyes flicked down to them, his pen scratching against paper.

"Hmm. Up a bit," he remarked, the comment hanging in the air between them.

Heat flooded Sienna's cheeks. She knew she'd gained about a kilo of lean muscle. That had been part of her goal with the training regime she'd maintained while taking the supplements. Her body fat percentage had actually decreased. It was a change she’d been proud of when she'd examined herself in the mirror just this morning.

So why did his casual observation make her stomach twist? Why did she suddenly feel like apologising? It was ridiculous—she was in better shape now than six months ago. Yet his tone made that gain suddenly feel like a failure, a disappointment.

"Okay, you can step off now," he said, his voice flat. "Please stand in the middle of the room."

Sienna complied, moving to the centre of the examination room. Her bare feet felt vulnerable against the cold tile floor. Dr. Kaplan retrieved a measuring tape from a drawer, unspooling it with practiced efficiency.

"You'll remember the measurements that were taken during the initial assessment," he stated, still not bothering to phrase it as a question. "We'll repeat all of those now."

She did remember. How could she forget? The way he'd explained each measurement beforehand, his gentle "May I?" before touching her, the reassuring smile when he'd noticed her discomfort. The way he'd talked about his research with passion, making her feel like a valued contributor rather than just a test subject.

This time, he moved with mechanical precision. The tape measure encircled her neck, his fingers never quite touching her skin but close enough that she could feel their heat. He recorded the number and moved on without comment. Her wrists came next, then her ankles, the tape snug but not tight, his movements efficient, impersonal.

It reminded her of being fitted for a costume in a school play—the seamstress rushing through measurements of a dozen children, no time for pleasantries or reassurance. Except she wasn't a child, and there were only the two of them in this sterile room.

"Arms out to the sides, please," he instructed.

Sienna raised her arms, holding them parallel to the floor. He measured across her shoulders, then the circumference of her upper arms. Again, his touch was clinical, his eyes focused on the numbers rather than on her face.

But then he stepped closer, and something in the air between them shifted.

"Chest measurement next," he said, and for the first time, there was the slightest hesitation in his voice.

The measuring tape unfurled between his hands as he moved behind her. She felt him pause, felt the moment stretch between them. Then his arms encircled her, bringing the tape around to meet at the fullest part of her breasts. Unlike the previous measurements, his knuckles brushed against her through the fabric of her burgundy top. She drew in a sharp breath at the contact.

His own breathing changed—a subtle shift, but in the silence of the room, it was unmistakable. The tape tightened slightly, pressing the fabric of her top against her skin, and she was suddenly, acutely aware of the lace trim on her bra beneath.

"Hold still," he murmured, and his voice had dropped half an octave.

Sienna froze, her heartbeat accelerating. His hands remained steady, professional, but she could sense something different in the careful way his fingers avoided direct contact now, as if he was suddenly hyperaware of exactly where and how he was touching her.

The moment stretched, elastic with tension. She felt him inhale, his chest expanding slightly behind her, close enough that if she leaned back just an inch, she would be pressed against him.

"No change," he said finally, his voice oddly thick. He cleared his throat.

He stepped away quickly, recording the number. When he turned back to face her, his eyes met hers directly for the first time since entering the room. The cool detachment had slipped, replaced by something darker, more intense.

"Waist next," he said.

He took a step forward, closing the space between them. This time, he wrapped the tape around her from the front, his eyes never leaving hers as his hands splayed across her waist. His fingers pressed into her sides with a firmness that seemed unnecessary for a simple measurement.

Sienna's breath caught in her throat. Something had shifted in the atmosphere of the sterile room. The clinical detachment that had defined his behaviour since she arrived was dissolving, replaced by… what? His touch lingered longer than it should, his palms warm against her even through the fabric of her top.

"Breathe normally," he instructed, but his voice had changed—lower, more intimate.

She tried to comply, but her lungs seemed to have forgotten how to function properly. His eyes held hers captive, searching for something she couldn't name. His touch wasn't gentle anymore—it was possessive, his fingers pressing into her flesh as if claiming territory.

A heat unfurled low in Sienna's belly, spreading outward until her skin felt too tight, too sensitive. She recognised this feeling—this liquid warmth—all too well, but it seemed wildly out of place here, now, with him. She felt adrift, untethered from the reality she'd expected when she'd walked through the door.

"Very good," he murmured, glancing down at the tape measure before making a notation on his clipboard.

Very good? What did he mean by that? The measurement? Her compliance? The way her body responded to his touch? The ambiguity hung between them, charged and dangerous.

Before she could process it further, he was crouching in front of her, the measuring tape now circling her hips. He pulled it tight, the tension in the tape mirroring the tension in the air. The tape crossed dangerously close to her centre, and Sienna fought the urge to step back, to create distance between them.

He looked up at her from his position at her feet, something questioning in his gaze. A silent communication passed between them—a request, a challenge, a test?

"I'll just need to double check this one," he said, his voice professional but his eyes anything but.

He rose and moved behind her. When he wrapped the tape around her again, he crossed it over her left ass cheek, taking the reading there. His hands lingered, holding her in place, fingers splayed across the curve of her bottom, grasping her through the thin material of her yoga pants.

Sienna froze, her mind racing. His hands were on her ass. This couldn't be right. This hadn't happened during her initial assessment. The clinical measurements had been exactly that—clinical. Impersonal. This was becoming something else entirely. What the hell was going on?

Before she could form the question on her lips, he released her from his grip and rose to his full height again, towering over her. She could feel the heat of him at her back, could detect the faint scent of his cologne—something woodsy and expensive, at odds with the clinical antiseptic smell that pervaded the building.

"You've put on mass in that area," he said, his tone matter-of-fact but with an undercurrent she couldn't quite identify. "Was that intentional?"

Heat flooded Sienna's face. The first direct question he'd asked beyond confirming her name, and it was about… the size of her ass? She felt mortified, exposed in a way she hadn’t prepared for—hadn’t imagined needing to prepare for.

"I—yes," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "I've been focusing on that area."

"Squats?" he asked, moving to stand in front of her again, his eyes clinical but somehow also appreciative.

"Yes," she admitted meekly. For some reasons she felt as if she were admitting to some lurid activity rather than a standard exercise routine. "Yes, amongst other things."

"Well," he said, and for the first time since she'd entered the room, he smiled—a slow, deliberate curving of lips that transformed his face, "it's paid off."

Sienna's head spun. Was he trying to embarrass her? Compliment her? Was this some strange power play? She couldn't reconcile the cool, detached doctor who had greeted her with this man who now seemed to be appraising her body with more than scientific interest.

"Um… Thank you," she managed, unsure if gratitude was the appropriate response to his comment.

He didn't respond to her thanks. Rather, his expression shifted back to professional detachment as he gestured toward the examination table.

"Take a seat there. I need to check your blood pressure."

Sienna moved to retrieve her runners from beside the scale, but his voice stopped her.

"You don't need to put those back on yet."

Something about the way he said "yet" made her pause. She thought it was an odd comment, seeming to suggest more than it actually said—as if her lack of footwear was part of some larger plan he had in mind. She hesitated, then padded across the cold tile floor to the examination table, the paper crinkling beneath her as she hoisted herself up.

Dr. Kaplan retrieved the blood pressure cuff from a nearby cabinet and returned to stand before her. Sienna automatically began to roll up her sleeve, but he placed the instrument beside her on the table and reached for her wrist himself. His large hands encircled her arm completely, his fingers warm against her skin as he slowly rolled the fabric upward. Both hands wrapped around her forearm, making her feel delicate, small—almost fragile in comparison to his commanding presence.

The intimacy of the gesture wasn't lost on her. This wasn't how he'd done it last time. Last time, he'd asked her to roll up her sleeve herself, maintaining that professional distance. Now his fingertips traced the inside of her wrist where her pulse fluttered visibly before securing the cuff around her upper arm.

Sienna's breath caught as he leaned closer, his focus intent on the dial as he pumped the bulb. She could smell him—that cologne again, mixed with something uniquely male. His proximity made her lightheaded.

"Hmm," he murmured after a moment. "Your blood pressure is elevated."

He removed the cuff but didn't step back, remaining well within her personal space. His eyes locked with hers.

"Are you under any stress, Sienna?"

The way he said her name—the first time he'd used it since she'd arrived—sent a shiver down her spine.

"Just…" she swallowed hard. "Just the examination."

His lips curved into that dangerous half-smile again. "Interesting. So you're saying it's the effect I'm having on you?"

Heat bloomed across her cheeks once more. She felt caught out, exposed. Her body's reactions were betraying her, and worse, he seemed to be drawing attention to them deliberately. This couldn't be standard procedure. This wasn't how doctors behaved. Yet she couldn't bring herself to object.

"Next, I'll need to listen to your heart and lungs," he said, reaching for his stethoscope.

Before Sienna could process what was happening, he moved closer, his eyes flicking to the zipper of her athletic top. "This will have to be opened."

But the words were barely out of his mouth before his hand was already there, fingers grasping the zipper pull, drawing it downward in one fluid motion. The sound of the zipper parting filled the quiet room as her top fell open, revealing a strip of bare skin above and below her sports bra.

Sienna froze, shock rendering her momentarily speechless. How could he just do that without asking? Without warning? This was beyond unprofessional—it was presumptuous, invasive. Yet her words of protest died in her throat. She sat there, exposed, her heart hammering so loudly she was certain he could hear it without the aid of his stethoscope.

A sudden realisation hit her like a wave. She hadn't protested. Not to this. Not to any of the unusual things he'd done since she'd arrived. She'd reacted internally, in silence, confused not just about his intentions but about her own body's responses. The heat pooling in her belly, the way her skin seemed hypersensitive to his every touch—these weren't reactions of discomfort or fear. She knew they were something else entirely.

"Deep breath in," he instructed, placing the cold metal disc against her bare skin just below her bra. His other hand rested on her back, steadying her, his fingers splayed wide across her spine.

Sienna inhaled shakily, her chest rising, bringing her body closer to his hand.

"And out," he murmured, his voice low near her ear.

She exhaled, fighting to keep her breathing steady as he moved the stethoscope across her chest, dangerously close to the swell of her breast. His eyes remained fixed on her face, seemingly watching her reactions rather than focusing on what he was supposedly listening to.

"Your heart is racing," he observed, his tone almost conversational. "Another effect of the examination, I presume?"

Sienna couldn't answer. Her throat felt tight, constricted with emotions she couldn't name. This wasn't normal. This wasn't right. And yet she remained perfectly still, allowing him to continue.

"I'll need to listen from the back now," he said. "Turn around and lower your top to your waist."

Sienna's fingers trembled as she turned on the examination table, the crinkling of the paper seeming to mock her. She began to lower her already unzipped top down her arms, her face burning with embarrassment.

"On second thought," Dr. Kaplan said abruptly, his voice cutting through the silence, "you might as well just take it off."

She froze, her top halfway down her arms. Had she heard him correctly? Take it off completely?

"I… um…" she stammered, unable to form a coherent response.

"It'll be easier to get a proper reading without it entirely out of the way," he stated matter-of-factly, as if requesting she remove her top was the most natural thing in the world to him. And maybe it was. There was no question in his tone, no asking for permission—just an expectation of compliance.

Sienna sat there for a moment, her mind racing. This wasn't a request; it was a command. He wasn't considering her comfort or modesty. If anything, the slight curl at the corner of his mouth suggested he might be enjoying her discomfort. But… who was she to question his methods? He was the doctor. He was the experienced one. And… wasn't this exactly what she had secretly hoped for anyway—his attention, his focus entirely on her?

With shaking hands, she pulled the top the rest of the way off and set it beside her on the table. The cool air of the examination room raised goosebumps across her exposed skin. She sat there now in just her yoga pants and the black sports bra with the lace trim, feeling more vulnerable than she had ever anticipated.

A small, perverse thought flickered through her mind… thank goodness she'd chosen this bra today. The lace detail suddenly seemed like a small victory, a tiny piece of femininity in this clinical setting. Would he notice? Did she want him to?

Dr. Kaplan moved to one side, and turned her so he could access her back. The cold metal disc of the stethoscope pressed against her skin between her shoulder blades, making her flinch slightly.

"Deep breath," he instructed, his voice low near her ear.

His free hand came to rest on her bare shoulder, ostensibly to steady her. But there was something in the weight of it, the way his thumb pressed slightly into the curve where her neck met her shoulder, that felt less like medical support and more like… possession. His palm was warm against her skin, large enough to cover her shoulder completely, a reminder of the physical difference between them.

"Again," he said, moving the stethoscope to another spot on her back.

Sienna inhaled slowly, trying to control her racing heart. He would be able to hear it through the stethoscope. But would he know what it meant?

His hand slid from her shoulder to the middle of her back, fingers splayed wide, the heat of his palm burning through her skin. It wasn't necessary, this touch—she knew that much. But she couldn't bring herself to object.

After a few more breaths, his hands gripped her shoulders and swivelled her around to face him fully again. The suddenness of the movement startled her, leaving her no time to prepare herself for the intensity of his gaze.

"Front again," he said, and without warning, pressed the stethoscope to her chest, just above the edge of her sports bra.

Sienna's confusion mingled with her embarrassment. He'd already listened to her front. During her initial assessment six months ago, he'd checked her heart and lungs from the front just once, then moved to her back. And he certainly hadn't asked her to remove her shirt then. What was different now?

The cold metal disc slid lower, tracing a path down to the edge of her bra, lingering in the valley between her breasts. His eyes weren't on the stethoscope; they were fixed on her face, watching her reactions with an intensity that made her skin flush hot beneath his gaze.

"Your heart rate is still elevated," he observed, his voice dropping to that intimate register again. "Are you uncomfortable, Sienna?"

The question hung in the air between them. Was she uncomfortable? Yes, undeniably. But there was something else too, something that made her breath catch and her skin prickle with awareness.

"I'm fine," she whispered, unable to meet his eyes.

"Are you sure?" His hand moved from his side to brush a strand of hair from her face, an unnecessarily intimate gesture that sent a jolt through her body. "Because if you're uncomfortable with any part of this examination, you can say so."

The contradiction between his words and his actions was jarring. He offered her the chance to object even as his hand lingered near her face, his body positioned between her knees as she sat on the examination table. It was as if he were daring her to call him out… confident that she wouldn't.

"I'm sure," she said, her voice stronger than she felt.

His lips curved into that half-smile again. "Good. I need to check your lymph nodes now."

His fingers moved to her neck, pressing gently beneath her jaw, then sliding down to the hollow of her throat. The touch was clinical in its precision but intimate in its execution. His thumbs traced the column of her neck, down to her collarbones, then outward to her shoulders.

"No swelling," he murmured, though his fingers continued their exploration, tracing patterns on her skin that seemed to have little to do with detached assessment. "Now, I need to check your reflexes."

Sienna wondered if he could feel her pulse racing beneath his fingertips, matching the sounds he had heard through his stethoscope, if he knew exactly what effect he was having on her. The clinical detachment he'd shown when she first arrived had completely evaporated, replaced by this strange, charged intensity that left her feeling both frightened and exhilarated.

As his hands moved to her knee, preparing to test her reflexes, a small voice in the back of her mind whispered a warning. This wasn't normal. This wasn't right. But a louder voice—one that had been whispering his name for six months—told her to stay exactly where she was.

The rubber hammer tapped just below her kneecap. Sienna's leg kicked forward automatically, a perfect reflex response. But she barely noticed. All her focus had zeroed in on his other hand—the one resting casually on her thigh, fingers splayed across the second-skin of her tightly stretched yoga-pants, his thumb making small, almost imperceptible circles against the taut muscle that rested beneath.

He moved to her other knee, repeating the action with the same result, her leg jerking forward on command. But again, her mind dwelled only on that unnecessary point of contact, the heat of his palm burning into her thigh, higher up than before.

Something clicked in her mind then—a realisation that sent a jolt through her body. He hadn't tested her reflexes during that first examination six months ago. This was completely new. And if he was adding this new procedure now, what else might be coming? What else might he ask of her? What else might he demand of her?

"Perfect," he said, straightening to his full height.

He stood between her knees now, towering over her as she perched on the examination table. From this position, she had to tilt her head back to look up at him, a posture that made her feel distinctly vulnerable, especially given her half-dressed state.

"Some more reflex analysis now," he announced, and before she could process his meaning, his hand was on her face.

His thumb pulled down her lower eyelid, exposing the delicate inner membrane. The suddenness of it made her breath catch. His other hand produced a small penlight from his lab coat pocket. The bright beam shone directly into her eye as he instructed her to follow the light's movement.

Left, right, up, down—she tracked it obediently, hyperaware of his thumb still holding her eyelid, his other fingers cupping her jaw. Her face felt tiny in his large hand, completely at his mercy. He repeated the process with her other eye, his touch clinical yet somehow possessive.

"Good," he muttered, his voice low and approving.

He released her face and stepped back, reaching into a drawer. When he turned back toward her, he was pulling on a pair of latex gloves, the material snapping against his wrists with a sound that made Sienna's stomach flip.

"Open your mouth for me," he said.

She hesitated, suddenly aware of how much further this was going than she'd anticipated. But it wasn't phrased as a question—it never was, she realised with startling clarity. Every instruction he'd given had been a command, and she'd followed each one without protest.

Reluctantly, she parted her lips, looking up at him through her lashes. His gloved fingers gripped her chin, tilting her head further back.

"Tongue out," he ordered.

As she complied, sticking her tongue out past her lips, a wave of humiliation crashed over her. The position—head tilted back, mouth open, tongue extended—struck her suddenly as obscene. Perverse. She could only imagine how she must look to him, positioned like this, awaiting his next command like some obedient pet.

And the most mortifying part? He'd achieved all this without a hint of resistance from her. He'd simply told her what to do, and she'd done it, surrendering control without question.

And then, without warning, his gloved fingers were inside her mouth, pulling at her cheeks, exploring the soft inner tissue. His thumb pressed down on her tongue, holding it flat as his other fingers probed deeper. The latex tasted bitter, clinical, foreign.

His touch became more focused, two fingers running down the length of her tongue from tip to base. She heard him say something about "gag reflex" just before those fingers pushed deeper, reaching the back of her throat. Sienna gagged instantly, her eyes watering from the reflex, her body trying to pull away.

"Perfect," he murmured, withdrawing his fingers slightly but not removing them entirely.

She blinked away tears, confused by his assessment. Perfect? What was perfect about her gagging? What was he testing for?

"Though I assume," he added, his voice taking on a new tone—something knowing, almost teasing, "that you already know your own limits in this department. I remember my first year in college too."

Heat flooded her face as his meaning became clear. He was insinuating… what? That she'd been engaging in sexual activities? That she'd been… The crude implication hung in the air between them, impossible to misinterpret.

He was deliberately trying to embarrass her. And it was working. Her face burned so hot she was certain he could feel the heat radiating from her skin. Why was he doing this? What possible medical purpose could this serve?

But the question that truly haunted her, that echoed in her mind as his fingers finally withdrew from her mouth, was simpler and more disturbing. Why was she still letting him do it?

Because she was.

She remained seated on the examination table, half-dressed, compliant, following his every instruction without protest. She could have stopped this at any point—could have questioned him, refused, left. But she hadn't. And even now, as humiliation and confusion swirled within her, something else lingered beneath the surface—a dark, secret thrill at being commanded this way, at surrendering control so completely to his authoritative presence.

One gloved hand remained cupping her face, thumb brushing her lower lip almost absently as he made notes on his clipboard with his other hand. The casual intimacy of the gesture sent another jolt through her body.

"Now," he said, setting the clipboard aside and turning his full attention back to her, "let's move on to the next phase of the assessment."

Sienna stared at him, lost in her thoughts. What was happening? Was he really going to…

"Stand in the middle of the room again," George instructed, interrupting her internal questioning.

She blinked, trying to refocus. "What?"

"This portion will be an assessment of general flexibility and muscle tone." His voice was matter-of-fact, as if requesting she perform exercises while half-dressed was perfectly standard procedure.

For the first time since she'd entered the examination room, something inside Sienna rebelled. This had gone far enough.

"We… we didn't assess that the first time around," she said meekly as she slipped from the examination table, her bare feet meeting the cold floor.

His eyes locked with hers, a slight smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "No," he agreed, "this follow-up session is by necessity much more… comprehensive."

The way he lingered on that last word made it sound ominous, laden with hidden meaning. A shiver ran down Sienna's spine.

"Oh… okay," was all she could manage. Her moment of rebellion had passed as quickly as it had come, her resolve crumbling beneath his authoritative gaze.

She walked a few paces away from him as he leaned up against the examination table she'd just left, her top still lying forgotten beside him. Standing in just her yoga pants and sports bra, she felt acutely vulnerable under his scrutiny.

"Is… here okay?" she asked, gesturing to the spot she'd chosen.

"That's fine," he said. "Now, just follow my instructions as best you can."

He crossed his arms over his chest, his posture relaxed but his eyes alert, missing nothing.

"Put your hands out in front of you at waist height and jog on the spot, hitting your hands with your knees," he directed. "The first few exercises are to get you warmed up."

Sienna hesitated for a fraction of a second before complying. As she began to jog, her knees rising to meet her outstretched hands, she immediately felt exposed again. The exercise caused even her modest breasts to bounce within the confines of her sports bra, and Dr. Kaplan’s gaze—George's gaze—was ever-present now, penetrating. His eyes tracked the movement of her chest with undisguised interest.

Heat flooded her cheeks. She wanted to cross her arms over herself, to shield herself from his gaze, but she continued the exercise as instructed, each impact of knee against palm sending a jolt through her body.

"Good," he said after what felt like an eternity. "Now, jumping jacks."

Sienna's stomach dropped. Jumping jacks would be even worse. But she dutifully began the exercise, her arms rising and falling by her sides as she jumped, legs spreading wide then coming together again in rhythm. The movement caused her breasts to bounce more noticeably, her chest fully exposed in her sports bra. She could feel her neck and chest turning pink with embarrassment.

As if on cue, George—as time went by, she was thinking of him less as a doctor and more as a man—passed a comment that made it worse.

"That’s quite the flush you’re developing," he observed clinically, though his eyes betrayed a less-than-professional interest. "I assume we can also attribute that to my observation rather than the exertion of this activity."

Sienna wanted to disappear into the floor. She wondered again why he was doing this, what he was getting out of it. Was it power? The thrill of her humiliation? Or was there something more to it—something she was missing?

"That's enough," he finally said, pushing himself away from the examination table. "Now, I want to assess your flexibility."

He approached her, closing the distance between them in two long strides. Standing before her, he towered over her smaller frame, his presence commanding the space around them.

"Touch your toes," he instructed.

Sienna bent forward at the waist, reaching for her toes. His feet disappeared from her view as he circled around behind her. The position made her feel vulnerable, her rear end pointed directly at him, the tight yoga pants leaving little to the imagination. She could almost feel his gaze on her backside, assessing, appreciating.

"Impressive," he murmured, and she wasn't sure if he was referring to her flexibility or something else entirely. "Hold that position."

She froze, bent double, her fingertips touching the floor. Behind her, she heard him move, felt him draw closer. Then his hand was on her lower back, ostensibly testing the curve of her spine.

"Good form," he said as his hands left her and he returned to stand in front of her. "Now straighten up and reach for the ceiling."

As Sienna straightened and stretched upward, her sports bra rode up slightly, exposing a strip of bare midriff. George's eyes flickered to the exposed skin, then back to her face.

"Now a side bend," he instructed. "Right arm over your head, lean to the left."

She complied, the movement stretching the right side of her torso, pulling her sports bra taut across her chest. His gaze was relentless, taking in every inch of exposed skin, every curve emphasised by the position.

"And the other side."

As she bent to the right, arm extended over her head, she felt his hand on her waist again, steadying her—or so he would claim if challenged. But his touch lingered longer than necessary, his fingers pressing into her flesh with a possessiveness that had nothing to do with medical assessment.

"Now," he said, stepping back, "I want to check your core strength. Lie on your back."

Sienna hesitated. Lie on the floor? In front of him? While wearing only a sports bra and yoga pants?

"On… on the floor?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

"Yes," he confirmed, his tone brooking no argument. "Right there is fine."

Reluctantly, she lowered herself to the cold tile floor, lying on her back as instructed. The position made her feel at his mercy, staring up at him as he loomed over her.

"Hands behind your head," he directed. "Now, sit-ups. I'll count."

Sienna placed her hands behind her head and began the exercise, curling her upper body toward her knees. With each repetition, she became more aware of just how closely he was observing her, of how his eyes never left her body.

"One… two… three…" he counted slowly, deliberately dragging out the assessment.

By the time he reached ten, her abdominal muscles were burning, but his earlier snide remark still held truth—the flush across her chest still had less to do with exertion and more to do with the way his eyes tracked every movement of her body.

"Good," he said finally. "Now roll over. Push-up position."

She complied, rolling onto her stomach and pushing herself up onto her hands and toes, her body forming a straight line from head to heels.

"Hold it," he instructed, crouching down beside her.

His hand moved to her lower back, then slid downward, coming to rest on her buttocks. "Keep your hips level," he said, his palm pressing firmly against her rear. "Don't let them sag."

Sienna's arms trembled, partly from the effort of holding the position and partly from the shock of his touch. This was beyond inappropriate. This was… she didn't even have words for what this was.

Yet she held the position, her body responding to his command even as her mind reeled with confusion and a strange, disturbing excitement.

"Excellent," he said finally, standing up. "You can relax."

Sienna lowered herself to the floor, then pushed up to a sitting position, her breath coming in shallow pants. She looked up at him, waiting for his next instruction, hating herself a little for her continued compliance.

"Your physical condition is quite impressive," he remarked, jotting something on his clipboard. "The supplements appear to have had the desired effect on your stamina… but I’m afraid I was unable to properly assess your muscle tone."

Sienna stared at him, confusion clouding her mind. "I'm sorry?"

"Your muscle tone," George repeated. "I was unable to properly assess it through those." He gestured toward her yoga pants with his pen.

She blinked, trying to process what he was saying. How could he have missed anything about her muscle tone? His eyes had been all over her since she'd arrived—examining, appraising, lingering in ways that made her skin burn. And it wasn't just his eyes. His hands had been equally intrusive, touching her in ways that seemed to have little to do with medical assessment.

"That material," he said, "is too obstructive for a proper reading. I'm afraid you'll have to repeat the exercises. I trust you've rested enough." His eyes locked with hers, challenging. "Now, remove those and return to the starting position."

The words hit Sienna like a physical blow. She sat there on the cold floor, her mouth slightly open, unable to form a response. Shock gave way to disbelief, then to a simmering indignation. He couldn't possibly be telling the truth. She'd chosen these yoga pants specifically because of how well they showed off what was beneath—that had been the entire point. They were practically a second skin; there was nothing left to the imagination.

And yet here he was, telling her to strip to her underwear as if it were the most reasonable request in the world. Did he really expect her to comply? To perform all those exercises again, half-naked, while he watched?

Her head swam with conflicting emotions. Indignation warred with a perverse desire to please him, to follow his commands as she had been doing since she walked through the door. She remained seated on the floor, looking up at him, unable to move or speak.

The silence stretched between them, tense and electric. George's expression darkened slightly, his brow furrowing as he frowned down at her.

"Come on, Sienna," he said curtly. "We don't have all day."

Something strange happened inside her at the sound of those words, at the dismissive tone with which he delivered them. He was being rude, uncaring of her feelings, not even acknowledging that what he was requesting would be mortifying for her. He was treating her discomfort as an inconvenience to him, as if her modesty were an irritation rather than a valid concern.

So… why did she feel so compelled to comply?

Why did his dismissal make her seek his approval all the more? It made no sense. She knew she should be angry, should be storming out, should be reporting him. Instead, she felt a strange, twisted desire to obey, to show him that she could take whatever he demanded of her.

Slowly, reluctantly, Sienna rose to her feet. Her fingers trembled as they found the waistband of her yoga pants. With a deep breath, she began to peel them down her legs, exposing inch after inch of bare skin to his unwavering gaze.

The room was silent except for the soft rustle of fabric as she stripped for him. His eyes never left her body, tracking the yoga pants' descent with an intensity that made her skin prickle with awareness. She stepped out of them and tossed them to one side, now standing before him in nothing but her sports bra and a pair of simple cream cotton panties.

The air felt cool against her newly exposed skin, raising goosebumps along her thighs. She crossed her arms over her stomach, a futile attempt at modesty that only seemed to draw his attention to what she was trying to hide.

"Arms at your sides," he commanded, his voice low and firm. "I need to see your muscle definition clearly."

Sienna's arms fell to her sides as if pulled by invisible strings, her body responding to his command before her mind could form a protest. She stood there, nearly naked, her skin both prickling with the cold and flushing hot with embarrassment as his gaze travelled slowly from her face down to her toes and back again.

"Much better," he murmured, the appreciation in his voice sending an unwelcome thrill through her body. "Now, let's repeat those exercises. Begin with the jogging in place."

She hesitated for just a moment before complying, lifting her knees to tap against her palms as she had before. But this time was infinitely worse. Without the yoga pants, she felt every movement more acutely—the brush of air against her bare legs, the slight jiggle of flesh with each impact. And she knew he could see it all, was cataloguing every response of her body to the movement.

"Excellent," he said after what felt like an eternity. "Now the jumping jacks."

Sienna wanted to cry. The jumping jacks had been humiliating enough with clothes on. In just her underwear, they would be unbearable. But again she found herself obeying, her arms and legs moving in the familiar pattern as her nearly naked body was put on display for his clinical—or not so clinical—observation.

With each jump, she felt more exposed. Her breasts bounced within the confines of her sports bra. Her thighs slapped together audibly. Worst of all was knowing that he could see everything—every jiggle, every wobble, every imperfection normally hidden beneath the reassuringly compressing fabric of her sportswear.

"Keep going," he urged when she began to slow. "Ten more."

She pushed through, counting silently in her head, desperate for the exercise to end. When she finally stopped, her chest heaving with exertion and emotion, she couldn't bring herself to meet his eyes.

"Very good," he said, his voice softer now, almost gentle. “Now, turn around and touch your toes again."

Sienna turned away from him before bending forward, knowing what this position would reveal but unable to disobey. As she folded at the waist, reaching for her toes, she felt more vulnerable than she ever had in her life. The position exposed her completely, her thin panties doing little to preserve any semblance of modesty.

Behind her, she heard him move, felt him draw closer as he had before. Then his hands were on her hips, apparently adjusting her position but lingering far longer than necessary.

"Hold this position a moment longer," he murmured

She remained bent double, her fingertips grazing the floor, her body trembling slightly from the strain and from the overwhelming awareness of his presence behind her, of his eyes on her most private areas, of his hands still resting possessively on her hips.

"You can straighten up now," he said finally, stepping back.

As Sienna rose, a wave of dizziness washed over her. Whether from the prolonged inverted position or from the emotional overload, she couldn't tell. She swayed slightly, and instantly his hand was at her elbow, steadying her.

"Careful," he said, and for the first time since she'd entered the room, there was genuine concern in his voice.

But as soon as he saw that she was steady, his hand dropped away from her elbow, and that momentary concern vanished from his expression. His professional demeanour snapped back into place like a mask sliding over his features.

"Now," he said, his voice once again commanding, "I want you to reach for the ceiling again. Arms straight up."

Sienna complied, stretching her arms overhead, aware of how the movement elongated her nearly naked body. She felt his eyes traveling the length of her exposed form, lingering on her stomach, her hips, her thighs.

"Side to side now," he ordered. "Just like before."

She bent to the left, then to the right, her body swaying under his watchful gaze. Each stretch felt like a performance now, a display for his benefit alone. The clinical pretence of the examination had worn so thin that she could hardly believe they were still maintaining it.

"Good," he said, his voice dropping lower. "Now back to the floor. Sit-ups again."

Sienna lowered herself to the cold tile, lying on her back as instructed. The chill against her bare legs and back made her shiver. As she placed her hands behind her head, preparing for the exercise, George moved to position himself directly in front of her, between her feet.

He crouched down on his haunches, his eyes level with her bent knees. "Begin," he commanded.

As she started the first sit-up, she caught his gaze and followed it downward. Horror washed through her as she realised what he was looking at. The stretching and bending had caused her panties to ride up, the thin cotton material pulling taut against her most intimate area. She could feel the fabric wedged between her lips, outlining them in stark relief.

And he was staring directly at her exposed flesh, making no attempt to hide his interest. His eyes were fixed on the juncture of her thighs, studying the shape of her through the thin cotton with an intensity that made her want to disappear.

"Continue," he said, his voice rough. "I need to see how your core muscles engage."

Sienna forced herself through another sit-up, her face burning with humiliation. Each time she rose, she met his eyes, and each time she lowered herself back to the floor, she knew exactly where his gaze returned. The knowledge that he was examining her most private parts with such blatant interest made her throat tighten with unshed tears.

She completed five more sit-ups, each one more mortifying than the last. Her body responded automatically to his commands while her mind screamed in protest. She wanted to clamp her thighs together, to shield herself from his penetrating gaze, but instead she remained in position, legs slightly apart, exposed and vulnerable.

"Three more," he said, his eyes never leaving the apex of her thighs.

Sienna bit her lip to keep from crying as she forced herself through the final repetitions. The exercise itself was nothing compared to the emotional strain of being observed this way, of knowing that with each movement, her body was revealing more of itself to him.

When she completed the last sit-up, she thought he might allow her to rest, to recover some semblance of dignity. Instead, he immediately issued another command.

"Push-up position now," he said, standing and moving to one side of her. "Face down."

Relief flooded through her at the prospect of hiding her front from his view, but it was short-lived. As she rolled over and pushed herself up onto her hands and toes, she realised that this position might be even more exposing from behind.

Her suspicion was confirmed when she felt his hand on her leg, starting at her calf and slowly traveling upward. His palm glided over her skin, fingers tracing the contours of her muscle as it moved up her leg.

"Your hamstring definition is excellent," he commented, his touch more carnal than clinical. "The supplements have clearly been effective in this area."

His hand continued its journey upward, sliding along her thigh. Sienna's arms trembled, not from the effort of holding the position but from the intimate nature of his touch. His fingers traced the curve where her thigh met her buttock, then moved to cup her ass cheek entirely.

"Remarkable gluteal development," he said, as if making a scientific observation. But there was nothing scientific about the way his fingers squeezed her flesh, kneading it appreciatively. "Very firm. Very responsive to training."

Sienna's face burned more than her core did. She wanted to collapse, to curl into a ball and hide herself from him, but she remained in position, her body betraying her by responding to his commands even as her mind reeled with confusion and shame.

His hand lingered on her ass, squeezing once more before finally releasing her. "You can rest now," he said, his voice husky. "Those squats you mentioned really did pay off. The results are… impressive."

She lowered herself to the floor, rolling to a sitting position with her knees drawn up to her chest, attempting to cover as much of herself as possible. Her heart pounded in her ears, her breath coming in shallow gasps. What was happening? How had a simple follow-up examination turned into… whatever this was?

George stood over her, clipboard in hand again, making notes as if nothing unusual had occurred. As if he hadn't just been fondling her ass under the guise of medical assessment. As if this entire situation were perfectly normal.

"Your physical condition exceeds expectations," he said without looking up from his notes. "The supplements appear to have had a significant positive effect on muscle tone and definition, particularly in the gluteal and hamstring regions."

Sienna stared up at him, unable to form a coherent response. His casual professionalism after what he'd just done—what he'd been doing since she arrived—left her disoriented, questioning her own perceptions. Had she imagined the lingering nature of his touches? The heat in his gaze? The deliberate humiliation he'd subjected her to?

But no—she couldn't have imagined the way his fingers had dug into her flesh, possessive and appreciative. Couldn't have misinterpreted the way his eyes had fixed on the most intimate parts of her body, exposed through her thin cotton panties.

"I—" she began, though she had no idea what she intended to say.

"Stand up," he interrupted, not bothering to look at her as he continued writing. "We're not quite finished."

Sienna's legs felt weak as she pushed herself to her feet. She stood before him, nearly naked, her body still flushed from exertion and embarrassment. What more could he possibly want from her? How much further would this go?

As if sensing her thoughts, George finally looked up from his clipboard, his blue eyes locking with hers. Something shifted in his expression—a softening around the edges, a hint of the gentle doctor who had examined her six months ago.

"You've done very well today, Sienna," he said, his voice lower, almost intimate. "Just a few more tests, and then we'll be finished."

The praise, unexpected after his clinical detachment and demanding behaviour, sent a strange warmth through her. Despite everything—the humiliation, the inappropriate touches, the blatant objectification—a part of her still craved his approval. Still wanted to please him.

And that realisation frightened her more than anything else that had happened in this examination room.

This man—a man she had fantasised about for the past six months—was taking liberties that went far beyond professional boundaries. And she had allowed it all. Had participated willingly, had followed his every command without any real protest. What did that say about her? What did it make her?

Sienna stood in silence, too overwhelmed to respond. Her body felt strange to her now—both violated and awakened, humiliated and exhilarated. She didn't understand her own reactions, couldn't reconcile the indignation she knew she should feel with the dark thrill that had coursed through her as she'd obeyed his commands.

"You may sit again."

The words came not as an offer or a suggestion, but as permission granted. As if she required his permission.

Sienna felt the familiar contradiction surge within her—a flash of indignation at being spoken to this way, followed immediately by an automatic compliance with his instruction, all underpinned by a disturbing need to please him. Before she could even process these conflicting reactions, she found herself perched once more on the examination table, the paper crinkling beneath her nearly naked body.

"I need you to answer some questions now," George said, pulling a wheeled stool closer and sitting down, positioning himself between her bare legs. "About your response to the supplements."

Relief washed through her. Questions. Just questions. She could handle questions. After the physical ordeal he'd just put her through, simple conversation seemed like a reprieve, even if she was still sitting there in nothing but her sports bra and cotton panties.

She nodded eagerly. "Of course."

George clicked his pen and positioned his clipboard on his knee. His eyes met hers, and for a moment, she thought she glimpsed something almost gentle in his gaze—a hint of the kind doctor from her first examination. But then his expression hardened again, becoming clinical and detached.

"Have you noticed any changes in your libido since beginning the supplements?" he asked, his voice matter-of-fact.

Sienna's mouth fell open slightly. "My… what?"

"Your sex drive," he clarified, his tone suggesting this was the most ordinary question in the world. "Has it increased, decreased, or remained the same?"

Heat flooded her cheeks. This wasn't what she'd expected at all. The initial questionnaire she'd filled out six months ago had contained nothing about sexual function or desire.

"I… um…" she stammered, looking down at her bare legs. "I don't see how that's relevant to a fitness supplement."

George's eyebrow arched. "The supplements affect hormone production, which can influence sexual desire. It's a standard question in follow-up assessments." His pen hovered over the clipboard. "So? Increased, decreased, or unchanged?"

Sienna swallowed hard. There was no way out of this. "Increased," she whispered, unable to meet his eyes.

"By how much would you say? Slight, moderate, or significant increase?"

She wanted to disappear through the floor. "Moderate, I guess."

He made a note, his face betraying nothing. "And how has this affected your sexual activity?"

"What?" The question hit her like a physical blow.

"Have you engaged in more frequent sexual activity since beginning the supplements?" He looked up from his clipboard, his blue eyes boring into hers. "Or has the increased desire gone… unsatisfied?"

Sienna's throat felt tight. This couldn't possibly be a standard question. This was deliberate, a continuation of the humiliation he'd subjected her to throughout the examination.

"I don't see why—"

"It's a simple question, Sienna," he interrupted, his voice hardening slightly. "More frequent sexual activity: yes or no?"

The use of her name, coupled with his commanding tone, triggered that now-familiar response—the desire to comply, to please him, to be good. It was pathetic, she knew, but she couldn't seem to help herself.

"No," she admitted in a small voice.

"I see." Something flickered across his face—satisfaction, perhaps? "And when was the last time you engaged in sexual activity with a partner?"

Sienna's heart pounded against her ribs. This was beyond inappropriate, beyond humiliating. And yet, looking into his eyes, she found herself answering.

"Eight months ago. Before the study started."

He nodded, making another note. "And solo sexual activity? Has that increased?"

"What?" The word came out as a squeak.

"Masturbation, Sienna." His voice was clinical but his eyes were anything but. "How frequently do you masturbate now compared to before beginning the supplements?"

She couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Her entire body felt on fire with shame. These questions were worse, somehow, than the physical examination—more invasive, more personal. At least then, he'd only been touching her body. Now he was probing her mind, her private thoughts and actions.

"I… I don't…"

"Don't what? Don't masturbate, or don't want to answer?" His tone had an edge to it now. "Because if it's the former, you'd be quite unusual for someone your age, especially given your earlier admission about increased libido."

Trapped. She was completely trapped. If she refused to answer, he would know she was lying. If she told the truth… the thought made her stomach clench.

"More frequently," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

"How much more? Daily? Multiple times daily?"

Sienna closed her eyes, unable to look at him as she answered. "Almost daily."

"I see." There was something in his voice—a satisfaction that made her skin crawl and tingle at the same time. "And do you find that your orgasms have changed in intensity since beginning the supplements?"

Her eyes flew open. "Dr. Kaplan, please—"

"George," he corrected softly. "And it's a perfectly valid question. These supplements can affect blood flow and nerve sensitivity. Changes in orgasmic intensity would be a relevant data point."

She stared at him, unable to believe this was happening. That he was asking these questions with such casual authority, as if he had every right to know the most intimate details of her sexual experiences. And worse—that she was answering him, giving up these private parts of herself just as readily as she'd stripped off her clothing at his command.

"More intense," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

He nodded, making another note. "And do you find yourself thinking about sex more frequently throughout the day?"

"Yes." The answer came automatically now, her resistance crumbling.

"What sorts of thoughts? General arousal, or specific fantasies?"

Sienna's heart raced. She couldn't tell him about her fantasies—not when they had featured him so prominently over the past six months.

"Just… general thoughts," she lied.

George's eyes narrowed slightly, as if he could sense the dishonesty. "I need you to be completely honest, Sienna. The efficacy of this study depends on accurate data."

She bit her lip, torn between humiliation and that persistent, inexplicable desire to please him. "Well… i guess I have had some… specific fantasies," she admitted finally.

"I see." He leaned forward slightly. "And what triggers these fantasies? Visual stimuli? Physical sensations? Certain situations?"

Her mouth went dry. "All of those, I guess. But mainly… situations."

"What kind of situations?"

Sienna hesitated, panic rising in her chest. How could she possibly answer that truthfully? How could she tell him that since their first meeting six months ago, she'd fantasised repeatedly about being examined by him—about his hands on her body, about being required to undress, to pose, to submit to his authority? How could she admit that what was happening right now—this humiliating interrogation—was eerily similar to so many scenarios she'd imagined late at night, alone in her bed?

"Just… situations where there's a… power imbalance," she said finally, choosing her words carefully.

Something flickered in his eyes—recognition, interest, hunger. "Power imbalance," he repeated slowly. "You mean situations where you're not in control?"

She nodded, unable to speak.

"Where someone else is making the decisions? Telling you what to do?" His voice had dropped lower, taking on that intimate quality that made her skin prickle with awareness.

Another nod, her face burning hotter than ever.

"Someone in a position of… authority, perhaps?" he pressed, his eyes never leaving hers.

Sienna couldn't breathe. He knew. Somehow, he knew exactly what she was thinking, what she had been thinking… about him. The realisation sent a jolt of both terror and excitement through her body.

"Yes," she whispered.

George set his clipboard aside and leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees as he studied her face intently. When he spoke again, his voice had changed completely—deeper, more personal, as if they were having an entirely different conversation now.

"These fantasies, Sienna—do they ever involve medical scenarios? Examinations, perhaps?"

The question lingered in the silence that fell between them. This wasn't research anymore—if it ever had been. No. This was something else entirely.

Sienna stared at him, trapped in his gaze like a rabbit in headlights. She should have lied. She should have gotten up, put her clothes on, and walk out. But instead, she found herself nodding, a barely perceptible movement.

A slow smile spread across his face—not the professional smile he'd worn during their first meeting, but something darker, something more… knowing. He reached out and placed his hand on her bare knee, his touch warm and electric against her skin.

"I thought so," he said softly.

Confusion and embarrassment swirled together in Sienna's mind. "What do you mean?"

His thumb stroked small circles on her knee, each movement sending ripples of sensation up her thigh. "The way you looked at me six months ago. The way you've been responding to my instructions today—complying so readily, even when my requests were clearly beyond standard procedure."

Shame washed over her. Had she been so transparent? Had he been playing with her all this time, deliberately pushing to see how far she would go?

"I don't understand," she said, her voice small. "What is this? What's happening?"

George's hand slid slightly higher on her thigh, his touch no longer even pretending to be clinical. "This is whatever you want it to be, Sienna. We can stop right now—you can get dressed, I'll complete your paperwork, and you'll receive your compensation for participating in the study. Or…"

He let the word hang between them, pregnant with possibility.

"Or?" she echoed, barely breathing.

His eyes darkened. "Or we can explore those fantasies you've been having. The ones about power imbalance. About medical examinations. About being told what to do."

Sienna's heart hammered against her ribs, her pulse rushing in her ears. Was he really suggesting what she thought he was? This couldn't be happening. This kind of thing didn't happen in real life—it happened in the fantasies she'd been too ashamed to admit to having.

"That would be… inappropriate," she managed, though the word felt hollow even as she said it.

George laughed softly. "Sienna, we crossed the line of 'inappropriate' the moment you took off your clothes without questioning why I’d asked you to. We're well beyond that now."

He was right. And they both knew it. She had complied with each of his increasingly inappropriate demands without protest. Had stripped to her underwear at his command. Had performed exercises that she knew were putting her body on display for his viewing pleasure. And she had answered those intimate questions about her sexual habits, about her fantasies.

And the most disturbing part? A part of her had enjoyed it. Had thrilled at being commanded, at being observed, at being made to expose herself—physically and emotionally—to this man who had haunted her dreams for six months.

"I… I don't know what to say," she whispered truthfully.

His hand moved higher on her thigh, his fingers tracing patterns on her skin that sent shivers racing through her body. "You don't have to say anything,” he said with genuine care in his voice. “Just remember what I said about this being your choice. That you can stop it at any time. That’s what’s real, Sienna.”

He stood up then, removing his hand from her thigh, his expression returning to the sterner one he had worn for most of the examination. He squared his shoulders as if stepping back into a role.

"So, Miss Moretti,” he said with a professional tone that Sienna noticed for the first time was somewhat affected, “given your responses to those questions, there are some additional examination procedures I'll have to conduct." His voice may have been clinical again, but his eyes betrayed a different intent. "Return to the centre of the room as before."

Sienna blinked, momentarily confused. Additional procedures? After everything he'd already put her through? His expression remained carefully neutral, that mask of professionalism firmly back in place, but she searched those revealing eyes for the truth.

Then understanding dawned on her. This wasn't about medical necessity or scientific data collection now. This was about what she'd just confessed to—her fantasies, her desires. He was giving her what she wanted, what he somehow knew she wanted. He was going to direct her to go further. He was going to push her to her limits.

A strange cocktail of emotions swirled inside her—excitement, fear, embarrassment, anticipation. This was wrong on so many levels. She should simply leave. Report him, even. That's what any reasonable person would do.

But she wasn't feeling reasonable right now. She hadn't been reasonable since she’d walked through that door and saw him again after six months of dreaming about him.

She scanned at his face again and caught the subtle softening around his eyes. His earlier words—his more softly spoken words—echoed in her mind: "This is whatever you want it to be, Sienna. We can stop right now…"

She could stop it. That's what was real. Which meant that everything else—the commands, the examination, the exposure—was the fantasy. A fantasy she could feel safe losing herself in, knowing that she held the ultimate power to end it at any time. That was all the reassurance she needed.

With trembling legs, she slipped off the examination table. The cold tile floor sent a shiver up her bare legs as she made her way to the centre of the room, standing where he had directed her to.

She had no idea what was coming. No idea what he might ask of her, demand of her… but she was anxious to find out.

"Very good," he said, circling her slowly, his eyes traveling over her nearly naked body with clinical precision. "For this next assessment, we'll need to evaluate your response to various stimuli."

Sienna's breath caught in her throat. Stimuli? What did that mean?

"First, I'll need you to remove your sports bra," he said, stopping in front of her, his voice matter-of-fact but his eyes intense.

Her heart skipped a beat. This was it—the moment where fantasy and reality blurred completely. Up until now, she'd maintained some small shred of modesty, some barrier between them. Removing her bra would cross that final line.

"I…" Her voice faltered as she stared up at him.

"Is that a problem, Miss Moretti?" His eyebrow arched, challenging her.

She swallowed hard. "No… no problem."

With shaking hands, she reached for the hem of her sports bra, slowly peeling it upward. The fabric dragged across her skin, catching slightly on her hardened nipples—when had that happened?—before finally pulling free. She stood before him now in nothing but her simple cotton panties, her breasts fully exposed to his gaze.

The cool air of the examination room raised goosebumps across her skin, her nipples tightening further in response. Or perhaps it wasn't the cold at all, but the heat in his eyes as they raked over her newly exposed flesh.

"Turn around," he commanded, his voice dropping lower. "Slowly."

Sienna obeyed, turning in a small circle, acutely aware of how vulnerable she was. With each degree of her rotation, she felt his eyes on a different part of her body—her breasts, her stomach, the curve of her waist, her back, the swell of her buttocks barely covered by her underwear. By the time she completed the full circle to face him again, her entire body felt like it was on fire.

"Excellent," he murmured, making a notation on his clipboard. "Now, I need to check your skin's sensitivity to touch. This will help us determine if the supplements have affected your blood flow."

He set the clipboard aside and stepped closer, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, could smell that subtle cologne mixed with something uniquely him.

"Raise your arms to the sides," he instructed. "Parallel to the floor."

She complied, lifting her arms until they formed a T with her torso. The position made her feel even more exposed, her breasts lifted slightly by the movement.

George circled behind her, out of her sight. The anticipation was almost unbearable—not being able to see him, not knowing what he would do next.

Then she felt it—the light touch of his fingertips against her shoulder blade. Just a brush, feather-light, but it sent electricity shooting down her spine.

"Did you feel that?" he asked, his voice close to her ear.

"Yes," she whispered.

"And this?" His fingers traced a slow path down her spine.

"Yes."

His hand moved to her side, fingers skating along her ribcage, dangerously close to the outer curve of her breast. "And here?"

Sienna's breath hitched. "Yes."

"Interesting," he murmured, his breath warm against her neck. "Your sensitivity seems… heightened."

He moved around to face her again, his eyes darker now, the blue almost swallowed by dilated pupils. Without warning, his hand rose to her collarbone, fingers tracing the delicate bone structure before sliding down to the swell of her breast.

"And here?" he asked, his voice rough.

"Yes," she gasped, unable to form a more coherent response as his fingers brushed the outer curve of her breast.

"And here?" His thumb grazed the underside of her breast, not quite touching where she most anticipated it, most feared it, most wanted it.

"Yes," she breathed, her body trembling with the effort of remaining still.

His eyes locked with hers as his hand finally moved to cup her breast fully, his palm warm against her cool skin. "How about here?"

A small sound escaped her throat—not quite a moan, but close enough to make heat flood her cheeks. "Yes," she managed, the word barely audible.

"Your responses seem quite… intense," he observed, his clinical tone at odds with the intimate touch of his hand on her bare breast. "I need to check if this sensitivity extends to other areas."

His free hand moved to her other breast, both now cradled in his large palms. His thumbs brushed over her nipples simultaneously, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body that made her gasp aloud.

"Very sensitive," he murmured, repeating the motion. "The supplements appear to have enhanced nerve response in these areas."

Sienna closed her eyes, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through her body. This was beyond anything she had imagined in her late-night fantasies—the clinical detachment in his voice contrasting with the deliberate intimacy of his touch, the pretence of medical necessity barely masking what they both knew was happening.

"Keep your arms up," he instructed, his hands leaving her breasts. "I need to check other areas."

She felt bereft at the loss of his touch, her nipples still tingling from his attention. But then his hands were on her waist, large and warm, fingers splayed across her bare skin.

"The sensitivity appears to extend to your abdominal region as well," he observed as his hands slid up her sides, then down again, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts once more. "Fascinating."

His hands continued their exploration, moving down to her hips, fingers dipping just beneath the waistband of her panties. Sienna's breath came in shallow pants now, her body responding to his touch in ways she couldn't control.

And then he removed his hands entirely.

The sudden absence of his touch left Sienna feeling strangely abandoned, her skin still humming where his fingers had been just moments before. She blinked in confusion as he stepped back, his expression unreadable as he observed her standing there, nearly naked, arms still extended at her sides.

"Hmm," he said thoughtfully. "Best to double check the comparative sensitivity."

Without warning, one hand darted forward and pinched her right nipple—hard. The shock of it tore through her body, a jolt of pain that somehow transformed into pleasure before it even reached her brain.

A sound escaped her lips before she could stop it, a mixture of surprise and something far more primal. Her arms instinctively flew inward to protect herself, to cover her exposed flesh.

"Arms out," he admonished sharply, his voice cutting through the haze of sensation.

Something in his tone—the harshness of it, the commanding nature—sent a wave of heat flowing through her body, pooling low in her belly. She found herself obeying without question, raising her arms back to their original position, leaving herself vulnerable to whatever he might do next.

His mouth curved into a slight smile of approval before his left hand reached out to grasp her other breast roughly. His fingers dug into the soft flesh, kneading it with none of the gentle exploration from before. This was possession, pure and simple.

Then he was tweaking both nipples simultaneously, rolling them between his fingers, pinching just hard enough to skirt the edge between pain and pleasure. Sienna couldn't hold back the moan that rose from deep in her throat. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment even as her core throbbed with unmistakable arousal.

"Do try to remain composed, Miss Moretti," he admonished again, his voice stern. "This is a professional examination."

She bit her lip, trying desperately to contain the sounds threatening to escape, but when he twisted both nipples at once, another moan slipped past her defences. His expression darkened, disapproval evident in the set of his jaw and the narrowing of his eyes.

"Well," he said curtly, releasing her breasts and stepping back, "if you can't be mature about this, we'll just have to move on."

Sienna felt a strange disappointment wash over her at his words, at the loss of his touch. She didn't understand why his curtness affected her this way, why his disapproval only made her want to please him more. All she knew was that she liked the way he was speaking to her. And she wanted more—more of his hands on her body, more of his commanding presence, more of this strange game they were playing.

"Now," he said, gesturing toward the floor, "touch your toes again, like before."

She stared at him for a moment in disbelief. After everything he'd just done, he wanted her to assume that vulnerable position again?

He caught her hesitation, his eyebrow arching in that challenging way that made her stomach flip. "As I've already told you," he said sharply, "we don't have all day."

Something in his tone broke through her hesitation. She bent double at the waist, reaching for her toes as instructed.

She heard him move behind her. At first, she felt just the gentle pressure of one hand on her lower back, a deceptively innocent touch that belied what was to come.

The crack of his palm against her ass echoed in the room a split second before the pain registered.

Her flesh exploded in heat and a sting that radiated outward from the point of impact. She cried out, more from shock than pain, her body jerking forward slightly from the force of the blow.

"Stay still," he commanded.

Her mind reeled. He’d just spanked her. Actually spanked her. In an examination room. During what was supposed to be a medical assessment. This had gone beyond inappropriate, beyond unprofessional—beyond anything she could have anticipated when she'd walked through the door today.

And yet she remained bent over, awaiting his next move, her body humming with a mixture of shock, embarrassment, and undeniable arousal. The stinging sensation on her backside was already transforming into a pleasant warmth that seemed to connect directly to the throbbing between her legs.

"Your skin response is excellent," he observed clinically, his hand returning to caress the spot he'd just struck. "A healthy flush. Good circulation."

His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, tugging them down slightly to expose the upper curve of her buttocks. "The redness extends beneath the fabric," he noted, as if making a scientific observation. "I'll need these out of the way for a proper assessment."

Sienna's breath caught in her throat as she felt him slowly peeling her underwear downward. This was the final barrier, the last piece of clothing separating her from complete nudity. She should stop him now. She knew that. Should straighten up, should demand that this end immediately.

But she remained in position, bent double, as her panties slid down her thighs to pool around her ankles. And then she was completely exposed to him—her most intimate areas on display as she stood there, touching her toes, waiting for whatever came next.

"Step out of those," he instructed, his voice thick with something that couldn't possibly be professional interest.

She obeyed, carefully lifting one foot and then the other, leaving her panties on the floor beside her. The cool air of the examination room kissed her exposed flesh, making her acutely aware of just how wet she had become during this bizarre ‘examination’.

"Bare, I see," he said.

And—somehow—those words alone made her feel even more mortified than everything he had done to her so far. Her face burned hotter than the handprint he'd left on her ass. Completely naked now, bent over with her most intimate parts fully exposed to his gaze, she'd never felt so vulnerable in her entire life.

"Shaved or waxed?" His clinical tone belied the deeply inappropriate nature of his question.

"Sh— Shaved," she stammered meekly, her voice tiny.

Even as he took what he wanted from her physically, he seemed intent on humiliating her mentally too. His hand traced the curve of her exposed buttock, fingers drifting dangerously close to her centre.

"I suppose," he continued, "that's linked to the increased libido you reported? Preparing yourself, were you? Hoping for some action?"

"No," she whimpered, "I just…"

"Or was it for me?" he interrupted with a tone of derision. "Such a presumptuous little slut."

Without warning, his hand crashed down on her exposed ass cheek again, the impact harder than before. A strangled cry escaped Sienna's lips as the sharp sting radiated outward before transforming into a warm glow. His crude words still rung in her ears and—to her horror—she realised that they provided her the same painful pleasure she felt in response to his actions—the same rush of wetness between her thighs.

What was happening to her? Why was her body responding this way to such rough treatment, to such… degradation? She ought to have been offended, outraged. Instead, each humiliating word, each stinging slap, seemed to ignite something primal inside her that she'd never fully acknowledged before.

"You like that, don't you?" George's voice was low and knowing. "Being called what you are?"

Sienna remained bent double, unable to see his face, unable to read his expression. Her entire world had narrowed to the sensation of his hand on her bare flesh and the shameful heat building between her legs.

"I asked you a question." His tone hardened as his fingers dug into the flesh of her ass, squeezing the spot he'd just struck. "Do you like being called out as the slut you are?"

"No," she whispered, though her body betrayed her with another rush of arousal.

His palm connected with her other cheek, the sound of skin against skin echoing in the sterile room. "Liar," he said. "On the floor. On your knees."

She straightened slowly, her body trembling. Her skin tingled everywhere he'd touched, everywhere he'd struck. She turned to face him, naked and exposed, searching his face for some hint of his intentions.

His expression gave nothing away—just that same clinical detachment overlaying something darker, hungrier. He gestured impatiently toward the floor in front of him.

Sienna sank to her knees, the cold tile pressing uncomfortably against her bare skin. From this position, she had to tilt her head back to look up at him, making her feel even smaller, even more vulnerable. He towered over her, still fully clothed in his lab coat and professional attire, the contrast between his covered state and her nakedness highlighting the power imbalance between them.

"Hands behind your back," he instructed.

She complied without hesitation, crossing her wrists at the small of her back. The position thrust her breasts forward, as if presenting them for his inspection once more. Her nipples, still sensitive from his earlier attention, had hardened into tight buds that pointed directly at him.

"Look at you," he murmured, circling her slowly. "So eager to please. So willing to follow orders."

His shoes clicked against the tile as he moved around her, studying her from every angle. She remained motionless, afraid to move, afraid to speak, afraid to do anything that might displease him.

"You know," he said conversationally, stopping in front of her again, "when you first came in for the initial assessment, I thought you might be… receptive to this kind of interaction."

Sienna's heart pounded against her ribs. Had he planned this all along? Had he been thinking about her these past six months too?

"Something in the way you responded to instructions," he continued. "The way you blushed when I touched you, even professionally. The way your pupils dilated when I entered the room."

One hand reached out to cup her chin, tilting her face up further. "And now look at you. Naked. On your knees. Just because I told you to be."

His thumb brushed across her lower lip, pressing slightly against the soft flesh. "Open," he commanded.

She parted her lips without thinking, allowing his thumb to slip inside her mouth. The latex was gone now. His skin tasted faintly salty against her tongue.

"Suck," he ordered.

Heat rushed through her as she closed her lips around his thumb, drawing it deeper into her mouth. The intimacy of the act—of having part of him inside her—sent a rush of wetness between her thighs.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice dropping to that lower register that made her insides clench with need. "Very good."

The praise washed over her like warm honey, sweet and intoxicating. Why did his approval affect her so strongly? Why did she crave it so desperately?

He withdrew his thumb, dragging it wet across her bottom lip. "I think you can take more than that though, don't you?"

Her eyes widened. She knew immediately what he meant. She had no words, just an eager nod, her mouth opening automatically as if begging.

George's fingers moved to his belt, unbuckling it with deliberate slowness. The metallic clink of the buckle seemed impossibly loud in the sterile examination room. His fingers moved to his zipper next, drawing it down with agonising precision. Sienna couldn't tear her eyes away as he reached inside his trousers.

And then it was there, right before her eyes—hard, impressively thick, imposing. The sight of it made her breath catch in her throat. Without thinking, she reached for it, wrapping her fingers around the shaft, savouring the contradictory sensations—silken skin over rigid hardness beneath. She stroked upward, then down, marvelling at the way it pulsed in her hand.

"I thought I told you to put your hands behind your back."

His sharp tone cut through her daze. She immediately released him, a flush of embarrassment washing over her as she returned her hands to their previous position. The humiliation of being scolded only intensified the throbbing between her legs.

She felt his hand on her head then, his fingers tangling in her hair, gripping just firmly enough to assert control without causing pain.

"Tongue out," he commanded.

She complied instantly, extending her tongue as if catching snowflakes. He stepped closer, guiding himself to her waiting mouth. The velvety head of his cock brushed against her tongue, leaving a salty trace in its wake. She moaned at the taste of him, at the intimacy of this act, at her own desperate need to please.

He fed his length to her slowly, inch by inch, sliding along the length of her tongue as she closed her lips around him, then retreating just as gradually, just as teasingly. The slow rhythm was maddening—she wanted more, wanted to take him deeper, but he maintained complete control.

"This is what you're good for, isn't it?" he murmured above her.

She couldn't help herself—she mumbled an agreement around his thickness, nodding even as her mouth was filled by him. They were words that should have offended, should have sparked outrage. But she realised with startling clarity, as they sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her body, they were exactly the words she wanted to hear. And she was exactly where she wanted to be.

His pace quickened, his grip in her hair tightening as he began to thrust more forcefully. The gentleness was gone now, replaced by something raw and primal. Her eyes watered as he pushed deeper, testing her limits, the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat.

She fought against her gag reflex, determined to take everything he gave her, desperate to please him. Tears spilled onto her cheeks as she struggled to breathe around his thickness, but she made no move to pull away. The sensation of being used so completely, of surrendering so totally to his control, was intoxicating.

"Look at me," he demanded, his voice rough with desire.

She raised her watering eyes to meet his gaze, maintaining the connection even as he continued to thrust between her lips. The intensity she found in his eyes made her shiver—there was hunger there, yes, but something else too. Appreciation. Approval. The realisation sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her body.

"Such a good girl," he murmured, his thumb wiping away a tear that had escaped down her cheek. "Taking it so well."

The praise washed over her, heightening every sensation. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder as he thrust, determined to earn more of those words, more of that approval that somehow meant everything to her now.

His rhythm faltered slightly, his breathing becoming more ragged. She could feel the tension building in his body, could sense he was close to the edge. Part of her wondered if he would finish this way, if she would taste him completely. The thought sent a jolt of excitement straight to her core.

But then he was pulling away, withdrawing from her mouth with an urgency that left her panting and dribbling in his wake. She found herself leaning forward, chasing his retreat, not wanting to lose the connection.

"Eager little thing, aren't you?" he said, his voice a mixture of amusement and arousal.

His fingers still tangled in her hair, George raised his cock, stroking it slowly with the lubrication of her spit. His glistening shaft caught the light of the examination room as he moved his hand up and down, his breath coming in shallow pants that matched her own in rhythm if not intensity.

He took a half step closer to Sienna, presented himself to her differently now, offering his balls to her as if they were a gift. "Show me how much you want this," he commanded, his voice husky with desire.

Sienna leaned forward eagerly, her tongue darting out to lap at the sensitive skin. The musky scent of him filled her nostrils as she traced the contours with her tongue, savouring the taste of him, the texture, the weight. She took one ball into her mouth, sucking gently, her eyes never leaving his face. The groan that escaped his throat sent a thrill through her entire body.

She moved to the other one, lavishing it with the same attention, her tongue swirling around the delicate skin. Her heart raced with the knowledge that she was pleasing him, that she was the cause of the expression of pure pleasure that transformed his face. His fingers tightened in her hair, not pushing or pulling, just holding, claiming.

As she continued her ministrations, Sienna felt a strange sense of power mingling with her submission. Yes, she was on her knees, she was naked, she was servicing him—but the way his breathing hitched, the way his eyes darkened with desire, the way his control seemed to slip, even momentarily… that was because of her.

"Good girl," he murmured again, his voice thick with approval.

The praise washed over her like a physical caress, making her skin tingle and her core throb with need. She redoubled her efforts, determined to earn more of those precious words from him.

"So fucking good," he said, gently—almost reluctantly—pulling her away from him. "Now stand up."

"Stand up."

Sienna rose on shaky legs, her knees aching from the hard tile floor. She stood before him, completely naked, her skin flushed with desire, her lips swollen from his use. She felt vulnerable yet powerful, humiliated yet exalted.

George's eyes travelled slowly down her body, taking in every inch of her with undisguised appreciation. "Turn around," he ordered. "Hands on the examination table."

She complied without hesitation, turning to face the table and leaning forward to place her palms flat on its surface. The paper covering crinkled beneath her hands, a mundane sound in what had become an extraordinary situation. The position left her bent over, once more completely exposed to whatever he planned next.

She felt him move behind her, felt the heat of his body as he stepped closer. His hand trailed down her spine, a gentle caress that made her arch into his touch like a cat seeking affection.

"You're dripping," he observed, his tone both clinical and lustful as his fingers brushed the inside of her thigh, collecting the evidence of her arousal. "Is this all from sucking my cock? Or have you been wet since you walked in here?"

The crude question made her face burn, but she couldn't deny the truth. "Since… since I saw you again," she admitted in a small voice.

His laugh was low and appreciative. "I thought so." His fingers moved higher, tracing the sensitive skin where her thigh met her centre, not quite touching where she needed him most. "Tell me what you want, Sienna."

The question caught her off guard. After everything that had happened, after the way he had commanded and controlled her, why was he asking now? Why was he giving her a choice?

"I…" she began, but the words stuck in her throat. How could she articulate what she wanted when she barely understood it herself? How could she admit to desiring things she'd never dared acknowledge before today?

His hand connected sharply with her ass, the sudden sting making her gasp. "Answer me," he demanded. "Tell me exactly what you want."

"You," she whispered, the single word containing all her confusion, all her need, all her surrender.

"Not good enough," he said, his voice hardening. "Be specific. What do you want me to do to you?"

Sienna closed her eyes, gathering her courage. "I want… I want you inside me," she finally managed, the admission both terrifying and liberating.

His hand moved upward, finally touching her where she'd been aching for him. "Like this?" he asked, his middle finger sliding between her folds, finding her slick and ready.

"Yes," she gasped, her hips pushing back against his teasing finger instinctively. "Please."

He responded with a low, satisfied chuckle, the sound vibrating through her like electricity. Then without warning, he slid a second finger alongside the first, plunging both deep inside her in one smooth motion.

The sudden fullness tore a cry from Sienna's throat. Her arms gave way beneath her, and she collapsed forward onto the examination table, her cheek pressed against the rough paper, her hands clutching desperately at the edges.

George's fingers moved inside her with merciless precision, pumping in and out at a pace that left her gasping. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure radiating outward from her core, building and building until she could barely breathe.

"God," she moaned, her voice barely recognisable to her own ears. "Oh god, oh god, oh—"

His free hand came down hard on her ass, squeezing the flesh roughly, the slight sting only intensifying the pleasure coursing through her body. His fingers curled inside her, finding that perfect spot that made her vision blur at the edges.

"Look at you," he growled, his voice husky with desire. "Taking it so well. So fucking wet for me."

Sienna couldn't form words anymore, could only respond with desperate, keening sounds as his fingers worked their magic inside her. The dual sensations—his fingers pumping relentlessly, his other hand gripping her ass with possessive force—threatened to overwhelm her completely.

And then, suddenly, his fingers were gone. She whimpered at the loss, feeling empty and abandoned. But before she could even form a coherent plea for him to continue, she felt his hands on her ass again—both of them this time, one on each cheek, spreading her wide.

The cool air of the examination room kissed her most intimate places as he exposed her completely. She'd never felt so vulnerable, so utterly displayed. No man had ever seen her like this before, spread open and exposed from behind, her most private parts on shameless display.

"So pretty," he murmured, his thumbs pulling her wider still. "So fucking perfect."

Sienna buried her face against the examination table, mortification and arousal battling for dominance within her. She felt like she should cover herself, should protest this final invasion of privacy. But before she could gather her thoughts, she felt something entirely unexpected—something hot and wet against her centre.

His tongue.

The realisation hit her like a physical blow. He was tasting her, licking her from behind, his tongue exploring places she'd never imagined could be touched this way. The sensation was so foreign, so intense, that for a moment she couldn't process it.

And then his tongue was everywhere—tracing her folds, circling her entrance, dipping inside her with shallow thrusts that made her toes curl. He devoured her like a man starved, his face buried between her spread cheeks, his tongue claiming every inch of her.

Sienna's face contorted with the overwhelming pleasure, her features scrunched into what might have looked like a grimace of pain to anyone who couldn't feel what she was feeling. Tears leaked from the corners of her tightly closed eyes, rolling down her cheeks and dappling the paper beneath her.

But this wasn't pain. This was so far beyond anything she'd ever experienced that her body didn't know how to process it. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her, each one building higher than the last, threatening to drown her completely.

His tongue pushed deeper inside her, then retreated to lap at her sensitive flesh with broad strokes that made her entire body tremble. She felt herself climbing higher, approaching a precipice she both feared and desperately sought.

And then, without warning, one of his hands left her ass and snaked around her trembling thigh. His thumb found her clit with unerring accuracy, pressing against the swollen bud in small, tight circles that perfectly complemented the movements of his tongue.

The dual assault was too much. The dam broke.

Sienna's orgasm hit her with the force of a tsunami, a wall of ecstasy so intense it bordered on agony. Her body convulsed against his face, her knees buckling beneath her as the sensations overwhelmed her completely. A strangled cry tore from her throat, raw and primal, echoing in the sterile examination room.

Her vision went white at the edges as the pleasure peaked, her entire body shuddering uncontrollably. She would have collapsed entirely if not for his arm around her thigh, holding her upright as he continued to work her through the aftershocks, his tongue gentler now but still persistent.

When the final tremor passed through her, Sienna felt utterly boneless, completely spent. Her body sagged against the examination table, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her mind blissfully empty of everything except the lingering echoes of pleasure.

But even as the fog of her climax began to clear, she sensed that something had shifted in the room. The energy had changed. This wasn't over. Not by a long shot.

He had used her so completely already, had taken her to heights she had only ever dreamed of. But still, she wanted more.

“Please,” she moaned, her cheek still pressed against the examination table’s paper covering.

"Please what?" he pressed, rising to his full height behind her, his fingers returning to circle her twitching entrance but not penetrating, teasing her mercilessly instead.

"Please… fuck me," she whispered, the words feeling foreign on her tongue but somehow right in this moment.

“How?” he demanded.

“Hard.” The response came automatically, desperate. Her body knew what she wanted before her mind did. “Rough.”

No more words then. She felt him shift behind her, positioning himself. She felt the blunt head of his cock press against her, and then he was pushing forward, stretching her, filling her in one slow, deliberate thrust that made her cry out with the intensity of it.

He paused when he was fully seated inside her, giving her a moment to adjust to his size. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as she trembled around him. The sensation of fullness was overwhelming, perfect, exactly what she had been craving without knowing it.

"This is what you needed, isn't it?" he murmured, his voice strained with the effort of remaining still. "This is what’s filled your dirty little fantasies all these months."

"Yes," she admitted, past the point of shame now. "Yes, please, fuck me."

He withdrew slowly before thrusting back in, establishing a rhythm that had her gasping with each stroke. One hand left her hip to tangle in her hair again, pulling her head back slightly, arching her spine in a way that allowed him to penetrate even deeper.

His other hand roamed freely, claiming every inch of her. He clutched her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh, then slid to her hip, gripping hard enough to leave marks before reaching around to cup her breast, squeezing roughly as his pace intensified.

Sienna gasped as George slammed into her, each thrust more powerful than the last. The examination table creaked beneath them, the paper covering tearing as her fingers clawed for purchase. Her body jolted forward with each impact, his hips crashing against her ass with bruising force. He drove deeper than she thought possible, touching places inside her that had never been reached before.

This wasn't the gentle, awkward fumbling she'd experienced with college boys. This wasn't even sex as she understood it. This was something more primal, more raw—her body being claimed, possessed, used for his pleasure. And somehow, that thought sent her spiralling toward another climax.

"Take it," he growled behind her, his voice barely recognisable.

His hand released her hair, and for a moment, Sienna felt strangely bereft. But then his palm slid down to her throat, fingers wrapping around it with gentle pressure. The sensation of being controlled so completely made her dizzy with desire.

Her pulse throbbed against his palm as he squeezed just firmly enough to restrict her breath slightly without cutting it off. The edge of danger, the complete surrender of control, heightened every sensation coursing through her trembling body.

"Who do you belong to?" he demanded, his rhythm never faltering.

"You," she gasped, the word barely audible through her constricted throat.

His hand left her neck, sliding up to her face. Two fingers pushed between her lips, pressing down on her tongue, hooking into her cheek. The intrusion was unexpected but welcome—another way for him to claim her, to own her.

Sienna sucked eagerly at his fingers, tasting the salt of his skin now mixed with her own essence. Her tongue swirled around the digits filling her mouth, filling her like his cock was filling her below. The dual penetration felt symbolic somehow—she was taking him completely, surrendering every orifice to his dominance.

A moan vibrated around his fingers as he hit a spot deep inside her that sent sparks shooting up her spine. She was close again, so close, teetering on the edge of oblivion. Every cell in her body focused on the points where they connected—his fingers in her mouth, his cock buried deep inside her, his other hand now roughly pinching her nipple.

She existed solely as a vessel for these sensations. For him. Nothing else mattered in this moment—not the study, not the university, not even her own identity. She was simply his to use, his to pleasure, his to command. And in that complete surrender, she found a freedom unlike anything she'd ever known.

"Such a perfect little slut," he growled in her ear. "Taking my cock so well."

The filthy praise only heightened her pleasure. Each thrust drove her higher, closer to the edge she was rapidly approaching. She braced herself against the examination table, pushing back to meet him, silently begging for more. She felt herself spiralling toward release, her inner muscles clenching around him as the pressure built.

"Are you going to come again?" he asked, his voice rough with exertion and arousal. "Are you going to come on my cock like the desperate little whore you are?"

"Yes," she gasped around his fingers, beyond caring about the degrading words, finding only pleasure in them now. "Yes, I'm going to—"

“Good, he interrupted, his pace becoming erratic, his breathing harsh against her ear. "Because I'm going to fill you up. Going to mark you from the inside."

"Please," she begged, her voice hoarse and desperate as he withdrew his fingers from her mouth. "Please, I need— I want—"

She couldn’t complete her thoughts, much less her sentences, as his hand, wet from her mouth, snaked down between her legs, finding her swollen clit with unerring accuracy. One firm circle of his thumb was all it took.

Sienna shattered.

Her second orgasm crashed through her with even greater force than the first, her inner walls clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses. She screamed his name—not "Dr. Kaplan" but "George"—the sound echoing off the sterile walls of the examination room.

Her cry of ecstasy seemed to be George’s undoing, pushing him over the edge. He drove into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt as his release took him. His cock throbbed powerfully inside her, each pulse flooding her with his hot seed. He groaned deeply, the sound rumbling from somewhere primal within him as he emptied himself completely.

Sienna felt the warmth spreading inside her, marking her in the most intimate way possible. Each hot jet triggered another aftershock in her own body, her inner muscles continuing to clench and release around him, drawing out his pleasure as he had drawn out hers. The sensation of being filled, of being claimed so thoroughly, extended her orgasm beyond anything she'd experienced before.

George collapsed forward, his chest pressing against her back, his weight pinning her to the examination table. The paper beneath them was damp with sweat, with tears, torn in places where her fingers had clawed for purchase. His breath came hot against her neck as they both trembled through the aftermath, their bodies still joined, still pulsing in unison.

For several long moments, neither of them spoke. The only sounds in the sterile room were their ragged breathing and the distant hum of the building's ventilation system. Sienna felt suspended in time, her mind blissfully empty of everything except the sensation of his body covering hers, his slowly softening cock still inside her, their mingled fluids warm between her thighs.

Reality began to seep back gradually. The hard edge of the examination table digging into her hips. The chill of the air conditioning against her sweat-slicked skin. The soreness beginning to bloom in muscles she hadn't known could be sore.

George stirred first, pushing himself up slightly. His lips brushed the nape of her neck—a gesture so unexpectedly tender after the roughness that had preceded it that Sienna felt her eyes sting with tears.

"Are you okay?" he murmured, his voice gentle now, concerned.

The question took her by surprise. After everything that had just happened—after he had commanded and used her body with such dominance—he was asking about her wellbeing? Something about the juxtaposition made her throat tighten with emotion.

"Yes," she whispered, unable to say more.

He withdrew from her carefully, and she bit her lip at the sensation of emptiness that followed, at the feeling of his release trickling down her inner thigh. She remained bent over the examination table, unsure if her legs would support her if she tried to stand.

His hands settled on her hips, steadying her as she found her balance. Then, to her surprise, he reached for a drawer beneath the examination table and pulled out a small packet. The sound of tearing paper was followed by the cool touch of a moist towelette against her sensitive skin. He cleaned her with gentle, careful strokes, at odds with the passionate claiming of moments before.

The contrast was jarring—his tenderness now versus his roughness then. Which was the real him? The dominant, commanding doctor who had taken what he wanted? Or this attentive, almost reverent man who now tended to her with such care?

Perhaps both were real. Perhaps neither. In this moment, Sienna didn't care. Her body hummed with satisfied pleasure, her mind still hazy with the afterglow of multiple orgasms. Questions of reality could wait.

When he finished cleaning her, his hands returned to her waist, helping her to stand upright. Her legs trembled as she turned to face him, suddenly shy despite everything they'd just done. She felt vulnerable in her nakedness now, exposed in a way she hadn't felt when passion had overwhelmed them both.

George seemed to sense her discomfort. He reached for her clothes, gathering them from where they'd been scattered across the floor, and handed them to her without a word. As she began to dress with shaking hands, he turned away, giving her a moment of privacy as he straightened his own clothing.

The silence between them stretched, growing more awkward with each passing second. What did one say after something like this? Thank you? That was nice? Is there another study I can sign up for?

"I—" they both began simultaneously, then stopped.

"You first," George said, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

Sienna looked down at her hands, now clutching her yoga pants. "I don't know what to say," she admitted softly.

He stepped closer, reaching out to tilt her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. His blue eyes were softer now, the clinical detachment completely gone.

"You don't have to say anything," he told her, echoing his words from before he took her completely. "But I need to know that you're really okay. That was… intense."

The understatement almost made her laugh. Intense? It had been life-altering. Earth-shattering. It had awakened something inside her that she hadn't known existed—a desire to submit, to be commanded, to surrender control completely.

"I'm okay," she assured him, surprised to find that it was true. Despite the confusion swirling in her mind, despite the questions about what this meant and what came next, she felt strangely at peace with what had happened. "More than okay, actually."

Relief flickered across his features, followed by something that might have been satisfaction. His thumb brushed across her lower lip, the gesture intimate in a different way than anything that had come before.

"Good," he murmured. "Because I'd very much like to see you again. Outside of this… context."

Her heart skipped a beat. "You would?"

He nodded, his expression serious now. "This wasn't… this wasn't how I usually conduct examinations, Sienna."

This time she did laugh, a small, incredulous sound. "I should hope not."

His lips curved into a smile that transformed his face, making him look younger, less intimidating. "I've thought about you," he admitted. "Since that first assessment. I couldn't get you out of my mind."

The confession sent warmth spreading through her chest. So she hadn't been alone in her fixation these past months. He had been thinking about her too, maybe—she allowed herself to hope—even fantasising, just as she had been.

"I thought about you too," she whispered, the admission both terrifying and liberating.

His smile widened, genuine pleasure lighting his eyes. "Then have dinner with me. Tomorrow night."

It wasn't a question—it was a gentle command, one that echoed the tone he'd used throughout their encounter. And just as before, Sienna found herself responding to it automatically, instinctively.

"Yes," she agreed, not even considering saying no. "I'd like that."

He reached into his pocket and produced a pen, then took her hand in his. The feel of the ballpoint tracing numbers across her palm was oddly intimate after everything else they'd shared.

"My personal number," he explained. "Text me so I have yours."

She nodded, curling her fingers around the digits as if protecting something precious. "I will."

George stepped back then, his professional demeanour sliding back into place like a well-worn coat. "You should finish getting dressed," he said, his voice regaining some of its earlier authority. "I have another appointment in twenty minutes."

The reminder of the outside world, of other patients, other obligations, broke the bubble that had formed around them. Sienna quickly pulled on her yoga pants and retrieved her socks and runners.

As she finished dressing, George returned to his clipboard, making notes as if nothing unusual had occurred. By the time she was fully clothed, he had regained his clinical composure completely.

"Your participation in the study has been… invaluable," he said, a hint of amusement in his voice despite his professional tone. "The final payment will be processed by the end of the week."

"Thank you," she replied, playing along with this return to formality even as her body still tingled from his touch.

He handed her a small card. "This has the details for an optional follow-up in three months. Just a quick check to ensure there are no delayed effects from the supplements."

Three months. Not six this time. The thought sent a thrill through her. But then, she remembered, they wouldn't have to wait three months to see each other again, would they? They already had dinner plans for tomorrow.

"I'll be there," she promised, tucking the card into her pocket.

Their eyes met one last time, a current of understanding passing between them. This wasn't over. Whatever had started here today—this exploration of power and submission, of desire and surrender—was just beginning.

As Sienna left the examination room, her legs still somewhat unsteady beneath her, she felt changed in ways she couldn't fully articulate. She had come here expecting a simple final assessment. She was leaving with something far more complex—a new awareness of her own desires, a connection to a man who had somehow seen through to a part of herself she hadn't even recognised.

Tomorrow…

Tomorrow, she would see him again. Not as subject and researcher, not as patient and doctor, but as equals exploring this newfound connection between them. That thought sent a flutter of anticipation through her body, a promise of pleasures yet to come.

She pushed through the door into the bright sunshine of the campus, blinking against the light. The world outside looked exactly the same as when she'd entered the research centre just two hours ago.

The rest of the world may not have changed in that time. But Sienna knew that she would never be the same again.
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