
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Extraction Facility

The building didn't look like much from the outside—concrete brutalist architecture tucked between a laundromat and a Korean BBQ place on the east side of town, the kind of neighborhood where nobody asked questions and everyone minded their business. No signage. Just a brass number plate reading 447 and a camera above the reinforced door, its red light blinking in the October drizzle. The smell hit Ethan before he even reached the entrance: charred meat and sesame oil from the restaurant mixing with chemical detergent from the laundromat's exhaust vent, all of it cut through with the sharp, cold bite of rain-soaked concrete.

He checked the address on his phone for the third time, thumb smudging the screen. This was it. The place from the ad.

MALE PARTICIPANTS NEEDED. MEDICAL STUDY. COMPENSATION: $5000 FOR SINGLE SESSION. DISCRETION GUARANTEED.

Five thousand dollars for a few hours of his time. Ethan was two months behind on rent, his landlord leaving increasingly aggressive notes taped to his apartment door. His car was making a sound like a dying animal every time he turned left, and his credit card was maxed out from trying to keep his head above water after getting laid off from the warehouse job. He'd clicked the link three weeks ago, desperate and half-convinced it was a scam. Filled out the questionnaire—health history, sexual activity, medication use, family background—and received a confirmation email within an hour. Appointment scheduled. Address attached. No phone number. No company name. Just coordinates and a time slot: 8 PM, October 17th.

The email had been clinical. Professional. Vague enough to be unsettling but specific enough to seem legitimate. He'd googled the address and found nothing. No business listing. No reviews. Just a pin on a map in a part of town he'd never been to.

But five thousand dollars.

Ethan pressed the buzzer, his finger leaving a wet print on the button. Rain dripped from his hair down the back of his neck, cold against his skin. He waited, breath fogging in the air, wondering if this was the moment he'd realize he'd made a terrible mistake.

The lock clicked immediately, like someone had been watching the camera feed. Like they'd been waiting for him.

He pushed inside.

The lobby was aggressively clinical. White walls, white floor tiles so polished they reflected the overhead lights, the smell of antiseptic cutting through everything else—sharp, chemical, medical, the kind that burned the back of your throat if you breathed too deep. The temperature was controlled, maybe seventy-two degrees, warm enough that his rain-dampened jacket immediately started to feel clammy against his skin. A curved reception desk dominated the space, sleek and modern, with a woman sitting behind it. Her fingers moved across a tablet, stylus tapping in quick, precise strokes. She looked up when the door sealed shut behind him.

Dr. Miranda Voss.

That's what her name tag said, pinned to the lapel of her white lab coat. She was maybe forty, the kind of forty where good genetics and better skincare made it hard to tell exactly. Silver-blonde hair pulled into a tight bun at the base of her skull, not a single strand out of place. Sharp cheekbones, pale gray eyes that moved over Ethan like he was a specimen already laid out on a slide under a microscope. Her face was striking rather than beautiful—angular, severe, the kind of bone structure that looked like it had been carved rather than grown. She wore a white lab coat over black slacks, the coat tailored enough that he could see the curve of her waist, the swell of her chest pressing against the fabric when she shifted. Her lips were painted dark red—corporate red, the kind that said authority and control and don't-fucking-test-me.

"Ethan Mora?" Her voice was smooth, almost bored, like she'd done this a hundred times before.

"Yeah. That's me." His voice came out rougher than he intended, still cold from the walk.

She stood, the motion fluid and deliberate. Tall. Five-nine, maybe five-ten in the low heels she wore—simple black pumps that clicked against the tile when she walked around the desk. She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could smell her perfume cutting through the antiseptic. Something sharp and floral with an undercurrent of cedar and something darker he couldn't identify. Expensive. The kind of scent that cost more than his rent.

Her eyes flicked down to his jeans—worn, frayed at the hems—to his jacket with its broken zipper, then back to his face. Assessing. Cataloging.

He looks healthy enough. Good bone structure. Broad shoulders, narrow waist. Probably produces well. No obvious signs of substance abuse or poor health. This one should yield above-average samples.

"Follow me," she said, turning without waiting for a response.

Ethan followed her down a hallway. More white walls. More antiseptic smell, strong enough now that it was all he could smell, drowning out even her perfume. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead, the kind that made everything look slightly washed out and unreal. They passed several doors—each one labeled with numbers, no names, no indication of what happened behind them. Room 1. Room 2. Extraction Room 3. Storage. Lab A. Lab B. The building felt bigger on the inside than it had looked from the street, corridors branching off in directions he couldn't track.

Dr. Voss walked with purpose, her heels setting a rhythm against the tile. Click-click-click. Her hips swayed slightly with each step, the lab coat shifting just enough to show the curve of her ass in those tailored slacks. Ethan tried not to stare and failed. She didn't look back.

They stopped at a door marked Extraction Room 3.

She swiped a keycard, the lock beeping once before the handle turned. The door opened inward, and she gestured for him to enter first.

The room inside was... not what he expected.

It was warm. Immediately, noticeably warm after the cool hallway. Dim lighting too, not the harsh fluorescents—soft recessed lights in the ceiling that cast everything in a warm amber glow. The walls were a soft charcoal gray instead of clinical white, and the floor was some kind of heated tile that radiated warmth through his sneakers the moment he stepped inside. The smell changed too—still clean, but warmer somehow. Less chemical. There was a faint scent of leather and something else, something almost musky that he couldn't quite place.

In the center of the room sat the table.

The milking table.

Ethan had seen pictures online—mostly in porn, usually as a joke or a fetish thing, the kind of stuff that showed up in his feed when he went down late-night rabbit holes he didn't talk about. But this was real. Professional. Substantial. It was about waist-height, maybe three and a half feet tall, padded with black leather that looked soft and expensive. The padding was thick, meant for comfort over extended periods. The table was roughly six feet long and three feet wide, with adjustable supports along the sides and restraint points at various intervals—wrist cuffs, ankle cuffs, all padded in the same black leather.

But the defining feature was the hole.

Cut out near one end of the table, maybe two feet from the edge, was a circular aperture about six inches in diameter. The edges were lined with soft padding, and beneath the hole he could see a padded stool positioned at the perfect height for someone to sit comfortably. Beyond that, equipment. Medical equipment. Clear tubes connected to what looked like a collection container mounted on a rolling cart. Some kind of mechanical apparatus that he couldn't fully make out from this angle—cylindrical, transparent, with what looked like internal components visible through the casing. Motorized. There were controls on the side, a digital display, and multiple connection points for the tubes.

"Strip from the waist down," Dr. Voss said, closing the door behind them. The lock engaged automatically with a soft click. She walked to a cabinet on the far wall, her heels muted now on the heated tile, and pulled out latex gloves and a small bottle of something clear. "Underwear too. Then position yourself face-down on the table with your hips over the aperture. Your genitals should hang through the opening freely."

Ethan's throat went dry. His cock stirred in his jeans, already responding to the clinical directness of her instructions. "I thought this was just... I don't know, a survey or something. Fill out some forms."

She turned, one eyebrow raised, her expression unchanged. "You signed the consent form. Page three, section two, paragraph four. You agreed to participate in a clinical extraction study involving repeated seminal collection under controlled conditions. Did you not read the documentation?"

He had. Sort of. Skimmed it at two in the morning while half-drunk on cheap beer, his eyes glazing over at the medical terminology and legal jargon. Five thousand dollars had been the only number that really stuck in his brain, the only thing that mattered when his bank account was showing a balance of sixty-three dollars and forty-two cents.

"What exactly are you extracting?" he asked, though he was starting to have a pretty clear idea.

"Semen," she said flatly, like she was discussing tax returns. "We're studying output volume, viscosity, sperm motility, morphology, and recovery time under controlled stimulation conditions. You'll be milked for approximately two hours, with collection intervals every fifteen to twenty minutes depending on your refractory period. All samples will be analyzed and cataloged for research purposes." She snapped the gloves on, the latex making a sharp sound in the quiet room. "The compensation reflects the intensity of the procedure and the value of the data collected. If you're not interested, you're free to leave. We'll compensate you fifty dollars for your time and transportation."

Fifty dollars versus five thousand.

Ethan looked at the table. At the hole. At the equipment beneath it, the tubes and collection container and that mechanical device that was definitely, absolutely going to be wrapped around his cock. His dick was definitely hard now, pressing against his zipper, responding to the combination of Dr. Voss's clinical authority and the sheer surreal wrongness of the situation.

Two hours. Multiple orgasms. Five thousand dollars.

"I'm in," he said, his voice rougher than before.

"Then undress. You can place your clothing on the bench by the wall."

He kicked off his sneakers first, the soles squeaking slightly against the warm tile. His fingers moved to his belt, leather sliding through the loops, the metal buckle clanking when he set it on the bench. Jeans next—he shoved them down his thighs, the denim bunching at his ankles before he stepped out of them completely. His boxers were next, plain black cotton that he peeled down over his half-hard cock. It bobbed free, hanging heavy between his thighs, already thickening in the warm air of the room.

He could feel her watching. Not looking away, not pretending professional disinterest. Watching with the same assessing gaze she'd used in the lobby, her gray eyes tracking down his body.

Decent size. Seven inches, possibly seven and a half when fully erect. Good girth—probably five inches in circumference. Uncircumcised. No visible abnormalities. Testicles appear healthy, hang evenly, likely produce well. This one should yield above-average volume. Possibly excellent volume if response to stimulation is strong.

"On the table," she said, her tone unchanged.

Ethan climbed up, the leather warm against his bare chest and thighs as he positioned himself face-down. The padding was exactly as soft as it looked, conforming to his body, supporting his weight without pressure points. He shifted his hips forward, settling them over the hole. His cock hung through the aperture, cool air brushing against it from below, making it twitch. The sensation was immediate and unavoidable—exposed, vulnerable, every nerve ending suddenly hyperaware. He turned his head to the side, resting his cheek against the padding, his arms stretched out in front of him.

From this angle, he could see Dr. Voss moving around the table's perimeter, checking something on the equipment cart. Then she disappeared from view, moving beneath the table.

He couldn't see her anymore, but he could hear her—the rustle of her lab coat as she settled onto the stool, the snap of latex gloves being adjusted, the soft click of something being activated on the equipment. The mechanical hum started low, barely audible, but building.

Then he felt it.

Her gloved hand wrapped around the base of his cock.

The latex was warm—she must have warmed the gloves somehow—and her grip was firm, professional, confident. Not hesitant. Not exploratory. She knew exactly what she was doing, her fingers encircling him completely, her thumb pressing against the underside.

"We'll begin with manual stimulation to establish baseline arousal response and measure time to full erection," she said, her voice clinical, detached, like she was narrating a procedure for a medical journal. "Try to relax. Tension can affect sample quality."

Relax. Right. With her hand wrapped around his cock and his heart hammering against the leather padding.

Her hand moved. Slow. Deliberate. She stroked from base to tip, her grip just tight enough that he could feel every ridge of the glove, every shift of her fingers as they glided along his shaft. His cock responded immediately, blood rushing hot and thick to his groin, flesh swelling in her palm. The sensation was intense—not quite pleasure yet, but something building toward it. Clinical stimulation with an edge of the forbidden, the wrongness of it making his nerve endings light up.

"Good," she murmured from below, her voice slightly muffled. "Responsive. Achieving erection in under thirty seconds. Above average."

She stroked again. Slower this time, her hand traveling the full length of his shaft before her fingers concentrated just beneath the head. Her thumb pressed into the sensitive spot on the underside, circling with deliberate pressure, and Ethan bit back a groan. The leather was starting to stick to his chest, sweat prickling along his spine despite the climate control. His hips wanted to move, to thrust into her grip, but he forced himself to stay still.

She kept going—steady, methodical, like she was calibrating a machine. Learning his responses. Every stroke brought him harder, thicker, until his cock was fully erect, the head flushed dark and already leaking pre-cum that made her glove slip more easily along his skin. Seven and a half inches, straining toward eight, thick enough that her fingers didn't quite meet around the girth.

"Full erection achieved," Dr. Voss said, her clinical tone never wavering. "Preparing extraction apparatus."

He heard a click. A snap of connections being made.

The mechanical hum beneath him intensified.

Something warm and slick closed around his cock—not her hand this time. Something else. Something mechanical but impossibly soft, textured in ways that made his brain short-circuit. It enveloped him completely, sliding down from tip to base in one smooth motion, and the sensation punched the air from his lungs.

"Fuck," Ethan gasped into the padding.

The sleeve—because that's what it had to be, some kind of automated stroking sleeve—was body temperature. Warmer than body temperature, actually, almost hot against his sensitive flesh. The inner surface wasn't smooth. It was textured with soft ridges and gentle nubs that pressed against every inch of his cock, creating friction points that made his toes curl. And it was moving.

Not just stroking. Milking.

The sleeve pulsed in rhythmic waves, starting at the base and rippling upward toward the tip. Each pulse squeezed and released, squeezed and released, the texture dragging along his shaft in a way that mimicked the rhythmic contractions of a throat or a cunt but more perfectly, more precisely than any human could maintain. He could feel suction too, gentle but insistent, pulling at his cockhead every time the wave reached the tip. Drawing pre-cum from his slit in steady beads that were immediately swept away by the next pulse.

The scent in the room was changing. His own musk starting to bloom in the warm air—sharp and sweet and undeniably male, mixing with the clean leather smell and the faint chemical tang of lubricant in the sleeve. Arousal scent, thick and obvious.

Dr. Voss's hand returned, this time cupping his balls. She rolled them in her palm, her latex-covered fingers pressing lightly against the sensitive skin, feeling their weight. "The device is programmed to simulate optimal extraction conditions," she explained, her voice perfectly level like she was reading from a script. "Rhythmic compression at variable speeds, adjustable suction levels, and temperature control calibrated to maximize seminal output. You'll orgasm multiple times over the next two hours. Each sample will be collected in a sterile container and measured for volume, then analyzed for sperm count, motility, and morphology."

The sleeve tightened around his cockhead, the suction increasing, and Ethan's hips jerked involuntarily. The table held him in place, the aperture positioning him perfectly so he couldn't thrust, couldn't control the stimulation. He could only take it.

"First extraction estimated in approximately four minutes based on current arousal indicators," Dr. Voss continued. Her fingers were still working his balls, rolling and squeezing in time with the machine's rhythm, adding another layer of sensation that his nervous system was struggling to process. "Try not to resist the orgasm. Resistance can reduce sample volume."

Resist? He couldn't resist if he wanted to. The machine was relentless, milking him with perfect, inhuman precision. Every pulse of the sleeve hit exactly the right pressure, exactly the right speed. The ridges inside dragged along his most sensitive spots—the underside of his cockhead, the thick vein on his shaft, the base where it connected to his body. The suction pulled steadily, creating a vacuum that made his cock swell even thicker, forcing blood into tissues that were already engorged.

His breathing came faster, ragged, his fingers curling into the leather padding. He could feel sweat trickling down his ribs, pooling at the small of his back. The pressure was building in his balls, tight and heavy, that familiar tension coiling at the base of his spine.

Three minutes.

The sleeve pulsed faster. The suction increased incrementally, just enough that he noticed, just enough that it dragged him closer to the edge. Ethan's entire body tensed, his thighs shaking against the table, his cock aching inside the relentless mechanical grip. He was so close—right on the edge—and the machine knew it somehow. It adjusted, the rhythm changing, the pulses concentrating on his cockhead now. Short, rapid squeezes that milked him in bursts, the suction pulling hard at his tip.

"Two minutes," Dr. Voss said from below. Her hand left his balls, and he heard her adjusting something on the equipment. "Collection container in position. Extraction imminent."

Ethan groaned into the padding, his hips bucking uselessly against the restraint of the aperture. He could feel it building—white-hot, unstoppable, every muscle in his body coiling tight. His balls drew up against his body, pulled tight by the approaching orgasm. His cock twitched violently inside the sleeve, pre-cum flowing freely now, so much that he could hear the wet sounds as the machine worked him.

One minute.

The sleeve didn't stop. Didn't slow. Didn't give him any relief from the constant, perfect stimulation. It just kept milking, kept pulling, kept dragging him toward the edge with mechanical efficiency. His vision blurred at the edges, his breath hitching, his whole world narrowing down to the sensation of that sleeve wrapped around his cock.

Thirty seconds.

The pressure peaked. His balls felt like they were going to explode. His cock was so swollen inside the sleeve that it hurt, every heartbeat sending another pulse of blood that made him throb.

Fifteen seconds.

The sleeve pulsed three times in rapid succession, hard and tight and perfectly targeted at his cockhead, and that was it.

Ethan came.

The orgasm ripped through him like a shockwave, tearing a guttural moan from his throat that he couldn't suppress. His cock spasmed violently, pumping thick ropes of cum into the collection tube below. He could feel each pulse, each contraction of his internal muscles forcing semen up and out, the sleeve milking every drop with ruthless efficiency. The suction increased, pulling harder, drawing out the orgasm until his vision whited out and his body convulsed against the table.

"Nnngh—fuck—oh fuck—" The words tumbled out broken and helpless, swallowed by the leather.

The machine kept going. Kept milking. Kept sucking. Even as his cock pulsed and twitched and emptied itself, the sleeve didn't stop. It wrung him dry, pulling sensation from nerve endings that were already oversensitive, dragging the orgasm out longer than any climax he'd ever experienced.

"First sample collected," Dr. Voss said, her voice cutting through the haze. "Nineteen milliliters. Significantly above average for initial extraction. Excellent."

Ethan gasped against the leather, his entire body trembling. His cock was still twitching inside the sleeve, still leaking, hypersensitive now in the aftermath. The sleeve slowed but didn't stop—it kept pulsing, gentler now, maintaining his erection, keeping the blood flow active.

"Fifteen-minute rest interval before extraction two," Dr. Voss continued. He could hear her moving below, the sound of the collection container being swapped out for a fresh one. "Heart rate elevated but within acceptable parameters. We'll proceed on schedule."

Ethan's eyes widened, his brain struggling to process through the post-orgasm fog.

Fifteen minutes. Then again. Extraction two.

Two hours. Multiple orgasms. She'd said that, but hearing it and experiencing it were two different things.

The sleeve pulsed gently around his still-hard cock, keeping him ready, and Ethan realized with dawning comprehension that this was only the beginning.

Holy fuck.

What had he signed up for?


Chapter 2: The First Cycle

Fifteen minutes felt like fifteen seconds and fifteen hours at the same time.

Ethan's face pressed into the leather padding, his breath still coming in uneven gasps, his cock trapped in that relentless mechanical sleeve that kept pulsing in slow, gentle waves. Keeping him hard. Keeping him ready. The post-orgasm sensitivity was fading but not gone—every pulse of the sleeve sent little electric shocks through his nervous system, pleasure edging toward oversensitulation and back again in a rhythm that felt designed to keep him right on the edge of discomfort without crossing into pain.

His balls ached. Not badly, but he could feel them—heavy and full again already, his body responding to the constant stimulation by ramping up production. The scent in the room had thickened, his musk mixing with the smell of his own cum in the collection container below, creating an atmosphere that was undeniably sexual despite the clinical setting.

Dr. Voss hadn't moved from the stool beneath the table. He could hear her down there—the scratch of pen on paper, the soft tap of fingers on a tablet screen, occasional murmurs that might have been notes to herself. She was cataloging him. Measuring him. Turning his orgasm into data points.

The thought made his cock throb inside the sleeve.

"Fourteen minutes, thirty seconds," Dr. Voss said suddenly, her voice cutting through the ambient hum of the machinery. "Your refractory period appears minimal. Erectile tissue has remained engorged throughout the rest interval. Testicular production indicators suggest you're ready for extraction two."

Ethan tried to respond, but his mouth was dry, his tongue thick. He managed a rough, "Already?"

"Your body is responding optimally to the protocol." He felt her hand on his balls again, cupping them, her latex-covered fingers assessing their weight. "Scrotal tightness indicates seminal replenishment. We'll proceed."

The sleeve's pulsing intensified without warning.

"Ah—fuck—" Ethan's hips jerked against the table, his cock suddenly hypersensitive as the machine shifted gears. The gentle maintenance rhythm transformed into something more aggressive. The pulses came faster, the suction stronger, the textured ridges inside the sleeve dragging along his shaft with more pressure.

"Second extraction will utilize increased stimulation parameters," Dr. Voss explained, her clinical tone unchanged even as Ethan groaned into the padding. "We're testing recovery capacity and secondary output volume. The machine will work you harder this time."

Harder was an understatement.

The sleeve was milking him with purpose now, the waves of compression moving faster, overlapping so that his cock never got a moment without pressure. The suction pulled in rhythmic bursts—suck-release-suck-release—timed perfectly with the pulses to create a sensation that mimicked being deepthroated by someone who didn't need to breathe. His cockhead swelled inside the sleeve, the tip already leaking pre-cum that the machine swallowed immediately.

Dr. Voss's hand moved from his balls to his shaft, her fingers wrapping around the base where it emerged from his body. She squeezed, her grip firm, almost tight. "I'm going to manually assist," she said. "The combination of mechanical and manual stimulation typically increases output by fifteen to twenty percent."

Her hand started stroking—not the exploratory, calibrating strokes from before. These were purposeful. Firm. She worked the base of his cock in counterpoint to the sleeve's rhythm, her gloved fingers creating a secondary point of friction that made Ethan's toes curl. When the sleeve pulsed up toward his tip, her hand squeezed down at the base. When the sleeve released, her hand stroked upward, forcing more blood into his already engorged flesh.

"Jesus—fuck—that's—" Ethan couldn't finish the sentence. His brain was shorting out, reduced to sensation and helpless reaction.

"Coherent speech declining," Dr. Voss noted, her voice maddeningly steady. "Indicates high arousal state. Good."

The sleeve tightened around his cockhead, the suction increasing to the point where he could actually feel it pulling, drawing on him like a hungry mouth. The ridges inside focused on the sensitive spot just beneath his glans, rubbing in tight circles that made his entire body tense. His fingers clawed at the leather padding, looking for purchase, for something to anchor himself against the onslaught.

Dr. Voss's other hand cupped his balls again, but this time she didn't just hold them. Her fingers found the sensitive spot behind his sack, pressing firmly against his perineum, right where his prostate was accessible from the outside. She massaged in small circles, applying pressure that sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating up through his core.

"Prostate stimulation increases seminal volume," she said, like she was teaching a class. "External massage can boost output by up to thirty percent in responsive subjects."

Ethan couldn't respond. Couldn't think. The combination of the sleeve milking his cock, her hand stroking his base, and her fingers massaging his perineum was too much. Way too much. His nervous system was overloading, pleasure building so fast and so intense that he couldn't track it, couldn't prepare for it.

The scent in the room shifted again—his arousal scent intensifying, going from sharp and sweet to something heavier, muskier, animal. The smell of a male body pushed to its limits, sweat and pre-cum and pheromones thick enough to taste. Dr. Voss must have smelled it too, but she gave no indication, her hands never faltering in their work.

"Extraction two estimated in ninety seconds," she said.

Ninety seconds. He wasn't going to last ninety seconds.

The sleeve pulsed three times in rapid succession, hard and tight, and Ethan felt his balls draw up against his body so fast it almost hurt. The orgasm was already building, that white-hot coil of pressure at the base of his spine winding tighter with every second.

"Sixty seconds," Dr. Voss said. Her finger pressed harder against his perineum, rubbing in firm strokes that hit his prostate from the outside. "Don't fight it. Let the machine take what it needs."

The sleeve was relentless now, milking him so fast that the individual pulses blurred together into one continuous suction. His cock felt enormous inside it, swollen beyond anything he'd experienced before, every vein standing out in sharp relief. Pre-cum was flowing freely, so much that he could hear it—wet, obscene sounds as the machine worked him.

"Forty-five seconds."

Ethan's hips bucked involuntarily, his body trying to fuck into the sleeve even though the table held him in place. His thighs were shaking, muscles jumping under the skin. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto the leather, making it slick beneath his cheek.

"Thirty seconds. Collection container in position."

Dr. Voss's hand squeezed his balls—not painfully, but firmly, holding them, feeling them churn as his body prepared to empty itself again. Her other hand stroked faster at his base, her grip tightening, and the sleeve—god, the sleeve was doing something new.

The texture inside changed. The ridges were moving now, rotating around his shaft in a corkscrew motion while still pulsing up and down. It felt like being inside someone who was deliberately trying to milk him dry, every motion calculated for maximum extraction.

"Fifteen seconds. Cardiac rate elevated. Muscle tension indicates—"

Ethan came.

The second orgasm hit even harder than the first, punching through him like a freight train. His cock spasmed violently, pumping cum into the collection tube in thick spurts that he could feel traveling up his shaft. The sleeve milked him ruthlessly, the suction pulling so hard now that it felt like it was trying to turn him inside out. His entire body convulsed, back arching against the restraint of the table, a strangled shout tearing from his throat.

"Fuck—oh fuck—oh god—" The words came out broken, desperate, his voice raw.

The orgasm didn't stop. It kept going, wave after wave of contractions that forced more cum out of his balls even when he thought he was empty. The sleeve pulsed and sucked and milked, Dr. Voss's hand still stroking his base, still massaging his perineum, dragging every last drop from his body.

His vision went white at the edges, spots dancing across his eyes. His ears were ringing. Every muscle in his body was locked tight, trembling with the effort of the sustained climax.

And then, finally, it started to ebb.

The contractions slowed. His cock gave one last weak pulse, dribbling the final remnants of cum into the tube. The sleeve eased off, the suction decreasing, the pulses gentling back to that slow maintenance rhythm.

"Second sample collected," Dr. Voss said, her voice cutting through the fog in his brain. "Twenty-two milliliters. Volume increased from baseline despite reduced recovery time. Exceptional."

Ethan collapsed against the table, his entire body limp, boneless, wrung out. His cock was still hard inside the sleeve—impossibly, maddeningly still hard—but hypersensitive now to the point where even the gentle pulses made him twitch.

"Please," he gasped, not even sure what he was asking for. Stop? More? Mercy?

"Refractory interval: twelve minutes," Dr. Voss said, ignoring his plea. "Your recovery time is decreasing with each extraction. Physiologically remarkable."

Twelve minutes. Then a third time. And a fourth. And—how many times in two hours? His brain couldn't do the math, couldn't think past the overwhelming sensation still rippling through his nervous system.

He heard Dr. Voss moving below him, the sound of containers being swapped, equipment being adjusted. Then her hands returned to his body, this time spreading his ass cheeks.

Ethan's eyes flew open. "What are you—"

"Prostate massage was effective externally," she said, her tone perfectly clinical. "Direct stimulation will significantly enhance subsequent extractions. I'm going to perform a digital prostate exam."

Digital. As in fingers. As in inside him.

"I didn't—that wasn't in the—" Ethan tried to twist his head to look back at her, but the position of the table made it impossible.

"Page seven, section five, subsection three of the consent form," Dr. Voss recited. "Participant agrees to internal and external stimulation techniques as deemed necessary by the research physician to optimize sample collection. You signed."

He had. He'd signed everything, barely reading it, desperate for the money.

"Relax," she said, and he felt something cool and slick against his asshole. Lube. Medical grade, probably. "Tension makes insertion more difficult."

Relax. Right. With his cock trapped in a milking machine and a stranger about to finger his ass.

Her gloved finger pressed against his hole, circling, spreading the lube. The sensation was foreign, not painful but definitely weird. She pressed harder, and the tight ring of muscle resisted for a moment before giving way, her finger sliding inside to the first knuckle.

"Ah—shit—" Ethan's whole body tensed, his ass clenching instinctively around the intrusion.

"Breathe," Dr. Voss instructed. "The prostate is approximately two inches inside the anterior wall. Once I locate it, you'll feel—there."

Her finger crooked inside him, pressing against something that made Ethan's entire body jolt. White-hot pleasure exploded through his core, different from the cock stimulation but just as intense. His prostate. She'd found his fucking prostate, and she was massaging it with firm, deliberate strokes.

The sleeve pulsed around his cock in response, and Ethan realized with dawning horror that his body was responding. His cock, which had been oversensitive and spent, was swelling again inside the sleeve. Getting harder. The exhaustion that had flooded his system after the second orgasm was being overridden by the prostate stimulation, his body ramping back up despite having just cum.

"Prostate is enlarged and responsive," Dr. Voss noted, her finger still working inside him. "Seminal vesicles feel full. You're producing at an accelerated rate."

She added a second finger, stretching him, both digits curving to press against that spot inside him that made stars burst behind his eyelids. The sleeve's rhythm increased in response to his renewed arousal, pulsing faster, sucking harder.

"Wait—I need—I can't—" Ethan's protests dissolved into incoherent moans as she massaged his prostate with ruthless efficiency.

"Third extraction in eight minutes," Dr. Voss said. "We're ahead of schedule."

Eight minutes. Not twelve. Eight.

Her fingers worked inside him, rubbing and pressing and milking his prostate from the inside while the sleeve milked his cock from the outside. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, hitting pleasure centers he didn't even know he had. His cock was fully hard again, straining inside the mechanical grip, pre-cum already flowing.

The scent in the room was overwhelming now—thick with his musk, his sweat, his cum. The smell of male arousal pushed to extremes. It filled his nose with every breath, making his head swim.

Dr. Voss's thumb pressed against his perineum while her fingers worked inside him, creating pressure from both sides that made his prostate feel like it was being wrung out. The sensation was incredible and terrible and too much all at once.

"Six minutes," she said.

The sleeve pulsed faster. Her fingers rubbed harder. Ethan's third orgasm was building already, impossibly fast, his body no longer under his control. The machine and Dr. Voss had taken over completely, reducing him to a vessel for extraction, every system in his body focused on one thing: producing more cum.

"Please—I can't—not again so fast—" His voice was wrecked, desperate.

"You can," Dr. Voss said calmly. "And you will. Your body is designed for this. Multiple ejaculations are well within male physiological capacity when properly stimulated."

Her fingers crooked harder inside him, pressing his prostate, and Ethan felt his balls tighten again despite having just emptied them minutes ago. The sleeve was milking him so fast now that it felt like one continuous suction, the ridges inside spinning and pulsing and dragging along every sensitive nerve.

"Four minutes. Prepare for extraction three."

He was going to die. He was going to fucking die on this table, milked to death by a machine and a clinical blonde in a lab coat who talked about his orgasms like they were data points.

And his cock was so hard it hurt, throbbing inside the sleeve, leaking pre-cum in a steady stream that meant his body was already preparing to cum again.

"Three minutes."

Dr. Voss added a third finger, stretching him wider, all three digits working his prostate in firm circles that made his vision blur. The fullness was intense, the pressure building from the inside while the sleeve worked him from the outside.

"Two minutes. Extraction imminent."

The sleeve tightened around his cockhead, focusing all its attention there, the suction pulling in hard rhythmic bursts. Her fingers massaged faster, pressing and rubbing and milking his prostate with the same mechanical efficiency as the device on his cock.

"Ninety seconds."

Ethan couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. His entire existence had narrowed down to the sensation of being milked—from his cock, from his prostate, from every part of his body that could produce or respond to pleasure. He was a machine now too, a biological extraction unit being pushed to maximum output.

"Sixty seconds. Collection container ready."

Her fingers pressed hard against his prostate, and Ethan felt something give inside him, some last barrier breaking. His balls drew up so tight against his body they almost disappeared, and the pressure—god, the pressure—

"Forty-five seconds. Cardiac rate critical. Muscle tension optimal."

The sleeve pulsed three times in rapid succession, the suction pulling so hard it felt like it was trying to suck his soul out through his cock, and Dr. Voss's fingers massaged his prostate in firm, ruthless strokes.

"Thirty seconds. Prepare for—"

Ethan came.

The third orgasm ripped through him like an explosion, so intense that his body went rigid, every muscle locking tight. His cock spasmed violently, pumping cum into the collection tube in spurts that felt thicker, more substantial than before. The prostate stimulation had done something, unlocked some deeper reserve, and his body was emptying it all.

"FUCK—OH GOD—FUCK—" The shout tore from his throat, raw and animal.

The sleeve milked him mercilessly, and Dr. Voss's fingers kept working his prostate, pressing and massaging, literally milking cum from his internal glands. He could feel it—the sensation of being emptied from the inside out, every drop being extracted with ruthless efficiency.

The orgasm went on and on, longer than the first two, his body convulsing against the table so hard that the restraints creaked. Pleasure and pain blurred together into one overwhelming sensation that whited out his brain completely.

And then, finally, it stopped.

His body went limp, completely spent, his cock giving weak little twitches inside the sleeve as the last dribbles of cum were sucked from his tip. Dr. Voss's fingers slid out of his ass, and he felt empty, hollowed out, wrung dry.

"Third sample collected," Dr. Voss said, her voice slightly breathless now—the first crack in her clinical composure. "Twenty-four milliliters. Volume increasing with each extraction despite shorter intervals. Remarkable. Truly remarkable."

Ethan couldn't respond. He was barely conscious, his brain floating somewhere outside his body, every nerve ending fried.

"Ten-minute rest interval," Dr. Voss continued. "Then we proceed to extraction four."

Extraction four.

How many more?

How much more could his body possibly give?


Chapter 3: Breaking Through

Ten minutes passed in a haze of shallow breathing and trembling muscles.

Ethan's face remained pressed into the leather padding, his body slick with sweat despite the climate control. The sleeve continued its gentle maintenance rhythm around his cock—pulse, release, pulse, release—keeping him hard, keeping blood flowing to tissue that should have been exhausted by now. His balls ached with a deep, almost pleasant soreness, the kind that came from being thoroughly drained and then forced to refill. He could feel them working, churning, his body somehow still producing despite having cum three times in less than forty minutes.

The scent in the room had evolved into something almost overwhelming—his musk layered thick in the air, mixed with sweat and the clean chemical smell of the lube Dr. Voss had used, the faint copper tang of his own exhaustion. Every breath brought it deeper into his lungs, making his head swim, keeping him in that heightened state of arousal even as his conscious mind begged for rest.

Dr. Voss had been silent during the rest interval, but he could hear her moving beneath the table—the soft scratch of writing, the click of containers being sealed and labeled, the rustle of her lab coat. Cataloging him. Turning his body's responses into research data. The clinical detachment should have been off-putting, should have made this whole thing feel cold and transactional.

Instead, it made his cock throb inside the sleeve.

"Nine minutes, forty seconds," Dr. Voss said suddenly, her voice cutting through the mechanical hum. "Your physiological responses continue to exceed baseline expectations. Testosterone levels are likely elevated, endorphins flooding your system, dopamine receptors fully activated. You're in a sustained arousal state."

Ethan managed a weak sound that might have been acknowledgment. His throat was raw from the sounds he'd made during the last extraction—the shouts and moans and desperate curses that had torn from him as Dr. Voss's fingers worked his prostate while the machine milked him dry.

"For extraction four, we'll be implementing additional stimulation protocols," she continued. He felt her hands on his ass again, spreading his cheeks, and his hole clenched instinctively even though her fingers had already been inside him. "Your prostate responded exceptionally well to direct massage. I'm going to use a specialized device this time."

A device. Not just her fingers.

Ethan tried to lift his head, tried to see what she was doing, but the position of the table made it impossible. He could only feel—her hands spreading him open, something cool and slick pressing against his asshole. Bigger than her fingers. Firmer. The texture was smooth, probably silicone or medical-grade rubber, tapered to a rounded point.

"This is a prostate massager," Dr. Voss explained, her clinical tone never wavering. "It's designed to provide continuous internal stimulation to the prostate gland and seminal vesicles. The vibration settings can be adjusted to optimize seminal production."

Vibration. Oh fuck.

The device pressed harder against his hole, the tapered tip breaching the tight ring of muscle. Ethan's ass clenched around it, resisting, but Dr. Voss didn't stop. She pushed steadily, firmly, the generous amount of lube making the intrusion slick and inevitable. The device slid deeper, stretching him wider than her three fingers had, filling him in a way that made his breath catch.

"Relax," she instructed, her free hand rubbing the small of his back in a gesture that was almost soothing. "Fighting the insertion only makes it more difficult."

Ethan forced himself to breathe, to unclench, and the device slid home with a final push that made him gasp. He could feel it inside him—thick, solid, pressing against his inner walls. The shape was curved, designed to sit against his prostate, and the pressure was immediate and intense.

"Good," Dr. Voss murmured. "Now let's activate it."

A soft click, and the device came to life.

"Ah—fuck—" Ethan's whole body jerked as vibrations erupted inside him, focused directly on his prostate. It wasn't gentle—the vibrations were strong, pulsing in rhythmic waves that made his prostate feel like it was being massaged from the inside. The sensation shot through his core, radiating outward, making his cock swell even thicker inside the sleeve.

"Low setting," Dr. Voss noted. "We'll increase intensity as your body acclimates."

Low? This was low?

The vibrations pulsed in time with the sleeve's rhythm, creating a feedback loop of stimulation. When the sleeve milked upward along his shaft, the device vibrated against his prostate. When the sleeve released, the vibrations eased slightly before ramping back up. His body was being played like an instrument, every input carefully timed to maximize output.

"Extraction four will commence in six minutes," Dr. Voss said. "Based on your previous responses, I'm estimating you'll achieve orgasm in approximately five minutes once we begin active stimulation."

Five minutes. After three orgasms, his body should need more time, should require extensive work to get him to the edge again. But the prostate massager was already doing something to him, unlocking deeper reserves, making his balls churn and tighten with renewed urgency.

He heard Dr. Voss moving, her stool scraping slightly as she adjusted position. Then her hand wrapped around his cock again, just above where the sleeve was working, her gloved fingers encircling his shaft.

"Your erectile tissue is remarkably resilient," she observed, her thumb pressing into the thick vein on the underside of his cock. "Most subjects show signs of fatigue by the fourth extraction. You're actually harder than you were during extraction two."

It was true. His cock felt enormous, swollen beyond normal capacity, every vein standing out in sharp relief against the stretched skin. The constant stimulation had forced so much blood into his tissue that it ached, a pleasant-painful throb that pulsed in time with his heartbeat.

The sleeve's rhythm increased. The prostate massager's vibrations intensified—no longer low, but climbing toward medium. The dual sensation made Ethan's toes curl, his fingers scrambling for purchase on the leather padding.

"Four minutes," Dr. Voss said. "We're ahead of schedule. Your arousal is building faster than projected."

Her hand started stroking—long, firm pulls from base to tip, her grip tight enough to milk more pre-cum from his slit. The clear fluid leaked steadily now, coating the inside of the sleeve, making the wet sounds of the machine's work obscenely loud in the quiet room.

The scent intensified. His arousal going from sharp and sweet to something heavier, muskier, primal. The smell of a male body being systematically drained, pushed past normal limits into territory where biology took over completely. Dr. Voss had to smell it—the air was thick with it—but she gave no indication, her hands continuing their clinical work with unwavering focus.

He's producing better than any subject I've tested, Dr. Voss thought, her gray eyes fixed on his cock as she stroked. Volume increasing with each extraction instead of decreasing. The prostate massager is doing exactly what I hypothesized—accessing the deeper seminal reserves that manual massage can't fully reach. If he maintains this output through extraction five and six, this data will be revolutionary.

"Three minutes," she announced. Her other hand moved to his balls, cupping them, feeling their weight. "Scrotal tightness indicates significant replenishment. Your body is producing at approximately three times the normal rate."

Three times. His balls should have been empty, completely spent after pumping out over sixty milliliters of cum in under an hour. Instead, they felt full, heavy, almost painfully swollen with the need to empty themselves again.

The prostate massager increased to high setting without warning.

"Oh god—oh fuck—" Ethan's shout was muffled by the leather as the vibrations intensified to something that felt like an earthquake in his core. His prostate was being attacked from the inside, the device pulsing so hard and fast that it felt like his internal glands were being physically squeezed.

"High setting," Dr. Voss confirmed, her tone maddeningly calm. "This will force your seminal vesicles to contract, essentially milking you from the inside while the device milks you from the outside."

The sleeve's pace increased to match, pulsing so fast now that Ethan couldn't track individual strokes. It was just constant suction, constant friction, the ridges inside spinning and dragging along every nerve ending on his cock while the vibrations hammered his prostate.

"Two minutes. Prepare for extraction four."

Ethan couldn't prepare. Couldn't do anything except take it, his body completely at the mercy of the machines and Dr. Voss's clinical expertise. His hips tried to buck, tried to fuck into the sleeve, but the table held him perfectly in place. He could only hang there, cock and ass filled, being milked from every possible angle.

Dr. Voss's hand squeezed his balls—not gently this time, but firmly, almost roughly, her fingers pressing into the sensitive flesh. "Your testicles are extremely full," she said. "This extraction should yield the highest volume yet."

Her other hand stroked faster, jerking him hard and fast, adding a third layer of stimulation that made his brain short-circuit. Sleeve milking his cock, prostate massager vibrating inside him, her hand stroking his shaft and squeezing his balls—it was too much, way too much, his nervous system overloading completely.

"Ninety seconds."

The orgasm was building so fast now that Ethan felt like he was falling, tumbling toward the edge with no way to slow down or stop. His balls drew up tight against his body, so swollen they felt like they might burst. The pressure in his prostate was incredible, the vibrations forcing his internal glands to produce and contract and prepare to release.

"Sixty seconds. Collection container in position."

The sleeve tightened around his cockhead, the suction pulling in hard rhythmic bursts that felt like it was trying to turn him inside out. The prostate massager pulsed in synchronization, the vibrations hitting a frequency that made his entire pelvis feel like it was vibrating.

"Forty-five seconds. Cardiac rate critical. Seminal vesicles at maximum capacity."

Dr. Voss's hand squeezed his balls hard, massaging them roughly, and Ethan felt something inside him give way. Some last barrier breaking, some final reserve being tapped. His balls felt like they were being wrung out from the inside, forced to give up everything they had.

"Thirty seconds. Muscle tension optimal. Prepare for—"

The prostate massager hit maximum intensity.

The vibrations were so strong now that Ethan could feel them in his teeth, in his bones, rattling through his entire body. His prostate spasmed, contracting violently, and he felt the first surge of cum traveling up from his internal glands.

"Fifteen seconds. Extraction imminent."

The sleeve pulsed three times in rapid succession, the suction pulling so hard it hurt, and Dr. Voss twisted her hand around his shaft while squeezing his balls, and the prostate massager vibrated so intensely that his vision whited out—

Ethan came.

The fourth orgasm was different. Deeper. It felt like it was coming from his bones, from some place inside him he didn't even know existed. His cock spasmed violently, but the cum that pumped out was thicker, more substantial, forced from reserves that shouldn't have existed. The prostate massager was literally milking his internal glands, vibrating so hard that it was mechanically extracting semen directly from the source.

"FUCK—OH GOD—FUCK—FUCK—" The shouts tore from his throat, raw and desperate and almost pained. His body convulsed so hard against the table that the restraints creaked, his muscles locked in sustained contraction.

The sleeve milked him ruthlessly, and Dr. Voss's hands kept working—stroking, squeezing, literally wringing cum from his balls—and the prostate massager kept vibrating, kept pulsing, kept forcing his body to produce and release and empty itself.

The orgasm went on and on, longer than any of the previous ones, his cock pumping in thick spurts that felt endless. He could hear Dr. Voss making sounds now—quiet gasps, almost inaudible beneath the mechanical hum, the first real signs that his responses were affecting her clinical composure.

"Extraordinary," she breathed, her voice slightly rough. "Twenty-eight milliliters and still flowing. I've never—this is—"

Her words cut off as Ethan's cock spasmed again, releasing another thick spurt. The volume was insane, more than should have been possible after three previous orgasms. The prostate massager had unlocked something, accessing reserves that manual stimulation couldn't reach.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the contractions slowed. His cock gave weak, stuttering pulses, dribbling the last remnants of cum into the collection tube. The sleeve eased to its maintenance rhythm, and Dr. Voss reached between his legs to turn the prostate massager down to its lowest setting—still vibrating, still there, but no longer forcing contractions.

Ethan collapsed against the table, completely destroyed. His entire body was trembling, muscles twitching with aftershocks, sweat pouring off him in rivers. He could barely breathe, his lungs struggling to pull in air past the leather padding his face was pressed into.

"Fourth sample collected," Dr. Voss said, and her voice was definitely different now—breathless, slightly shaky, some of that clinical detachment finally cracking. "Twenty-nine milliliters. The prostate massager increased output by approximately twenty percent. This is... this is breakthrough data."

Twenty-nine milliliters. After already producing over seventy milliliters in the first three extractions. His body had just given up almost thirty more milliliters, forced out by mechanical stimulation that went deeper than any natural arousal could reach.

Ethan tried to speak, but all that came out was a weak groan.

"Eight-minute rest interval," Dr. Voss continued. He could hear her moving below, containers being swapped, data being recorded. "Then we proceed to extraction five."

Extraction five.

How many more could there possibly be? How much more could his body possibly give?

The prostate massager pulsed gently inside him, and even that low vibration made his cock twitch inside the sleeve. His balls ached with a deep, almost bruised sensation, but he could already feel them working again. Churning. Producing. His body apparently determined to keep giving no matter how much had already been taken.

Dr. Voss's hand touched his lower back, her palm warm even through the latex glove. "You're performing exceptionally well," she said, and there was something in her voice now—not quite emotion, but maybe... appreciation? Interest? "Most subjects tap out after three or four extractions. Their bodies simply can't maintain production. But you..." Her hand slid lower, fingers trailing along his spine. "Your body is responding like it was designed for this."

The touch was different now. Still clinical, but with an edge of something else. Curiosity, maybe. Or hunger for the data he was providing. Or maybe something more primal than that—the response of a researcher who had found an exceptional specimen and wanted to see exactly how far it could be pushed.

"Your recovery time continues to decrease," she observed. Her hand moved to his ass, spreading one cheek to check the prostate massager's position. The device was seated deep, the base sitting flush against his hole. "Heart rate is elevated but stable. Muscle tremors are subsiding. You'll be ready for extraction five in approximately six minutes."

Six minutes. Not eight. His body was adapting, recovering faster with each cycle, like the constant stimulation was training his systems to produce more efficiently.

The scent in the room had reached a level that was almost visible—his musk so thick it felt like it had weight, coating the inside of his nose and mouth with every breath. The smell of male arousal pushed to absolute extremes, sweat and cum and pheromones concentrated in the warm air. It should have been gross. Instead, it was making him harder, his cock swelling inside the sleeve in response to his own scent.

"Five minutes," Dr. Voss said. "I'm going to increase the prostate massager to medium setting and leave it there during the rest interval. Constant stimulation will keep your seminal vesicles in active production mode."

The vibrations increased before Ethan could protest. Not as intense as the high setting, but strong enough that he felt it immediately—pulsing waves inside him that made his prostate feel swollen and sensitive. His cock responded instantly, throbbing inside the sleeve, pre-cum already starting to leak again.

"Good," Dr. Voss murmured. "Very responsive."

Her hands moved to his thighs, massaging the trembling muscles there, working out some of the tension. The gesture was almost tender, completely at odds with the clinical brutality of the extractions. Her fingers were strong, pressing deep into his flesh, and despite everything—despite the exhaustion and overstimulation—it felt good.

"Four minutes. Your body is adapting remarkably well to the protocol."

The sleeve pulsed, the prostate massager vibrated, and Ethan felt his fourth orgasm's afterglow fading into the building pressure of a fifth. His balls were churning again, refilling impossibly fast, driven by the constant internal stimulation.

"Three minutes. For extraction five, I'm going to implement maximum stimulation across all parameters."

Maximum stimulation. Ethan's brain couldn't even process what that might mean. The fourth extraction had already felt like the absolute limit of what his body could handle.

"This will likely be your peak extraction," Dr. Voss continued. Her hands moved back to his ass, adjusting the prostate massager slightly, making sure it was positioned perfectly against his gland. "After this, we'll see if you can maintain output through one or two more cycles, but extraction five should yield the highest volume."

One or two more. Six or seven total extractions. The initial estimate of eight to ten orgasms over two hours was starting to look conservative.

"Two minutes. I want you to understand what's about to happen." Dr. Voss's voice dropped slightly, taking on a tone he hadn't heard from her yet—not quite intimate, but definitely more personal. "When I engage maximum stimulation, every system in your body is going to be focused on one thing: seminal production and release. The sleeve will milk you at peak speed. The prostate massager will vibrate at maximum intensity. And I'm going to manually stimulate your testicles, perineum, and shaft simultaneously."

Her hand wrapped around his balls, cupping them, feeling their weight. "Your body is going to empty itself completely. Everything you've produced, everything that's been building—it's all going to come out at once. It's going to be intense. Possibly painful. But the data..." Her grip tightened slightly. "The data will be extraordinary."

Ethan's cock throbbed at the promise in her voice. Fear and arousal mixing into something that made his head spin.

"One minute. Prepare yourself."

The prostate massager increased to high setting. The sleeve's rhythm accelerated. And Dr. Voss's hands started working—one on his balls, rolling and squeezing, the other stroking his shaft above the sleeve's grip.

"Extraction five commencing. Maximum stimulation protocol activated."

The sleeve went insane.

The pulses were so fast now they blurred into one continuous sensation, the ridges inside spinning and stroking and milking with mechanical precision that no human could match. The suction pulled hard enough that Ethan could feel it in his bones, yanking on his cock like it was trying to pull his entire body through the aperture.

The prostate massager hit maximum intensity—vibrations so strong that Ethan's teeth chattered, his whole pelvis rattling. His prostate spasmed under the assault, contracting involuntarily, forced to produce and release by mechanical stimulation that wouldn't stop, couldn't be reasoned with.

And Dr. Voss's hands worked like she was possessed—stroking his shaft hard and fast, squeezing his balls roughly, her fingers pressing hard against his perineum to massage his prostate from the outside while the device attacked it from the inside.

"Thirty seconds," she said, her voice tight now, excited. "Give it all to me. Everything."

The orgasm built so fast that Ethan didn't have time to prepare. One second he was being stimulated, the next he was at the edge, and then he was falling—

"Fifteen seconds. Come on. Let it out."

His balls drew up so tight against his body that it hurt, swollen to what felt like twice their normal size. The pressure in his prostate was unbearable, the vibrations forcing contractions that felt like his gland was trying to turn itself inside out.

"Ten seconds. Almost there."

The sleeve pulsed three times in rapid succession, the suction pulling so hard that Ethan felt something give way inside him—not painfully, but definitely, some final barrier breaking—

"Five. Four. Three. Two—"

Ethan came.

The fifth orgasm was cataclysmic.

His cock exploded, pumping cum in thick heavy spurts that felt like they were being ripped from his core. The volume was insane—more than the first four combined, forced out by the prostate massager vibrating at maximum intensity directly against his seminal vesicles. His whole body convulsed, every muscle contracting at once, his vision going completely white.

"YES—" Dr. Voss's shout cut through the haze, her clinical composure completely shattered. "That's it—give it all—"

Her hands worked him ruthlessly, milking every drop, and the machines kept going—the sleeve pulsing and sucking, the prostate massager vibrating so hard that Ethan's entire pelvis felt numb—

The orgasm went on and on and on. Ten seconds. Fifteen. Twenty. His cock just kept pumping, kept releasing, kept emptying reserves that shouldn't have existed. The contractions were coming from so deep inside him that they felt like muscle cramps, his internal glands being mechanically wrung dry.

Thirty seconds.

Still coming. Still pumping. The collection container had to be overflowing—there was no way the volume could be normal, no way any human male could produce this much—

Forty seconds.

Finally, finally, the contractions started to slow. His cock gave weak, stuttering pulses, dribbling the last remnants of what had to be his entire seminal reserve. The sleeve eased off. The prostate massager dropped to low. Dr. Voss's hands stilled.

Silence.

Just the mechanical hum and Ethan's ragged breathing.

"Sample collected," Dr. Voss whispered, her voice awed. "Forty-two milliliters. Forty-two. I've never—in fifteen years of research, I've never seen output like this."

Forty-two milliliters from a single orgasm. Combined with the previous four extractions, he'd produced over one hundred and twenty milliliters of semen in just over an hour.

Ethan couldn't respond. Couldn't move. His body was completely spent, wrung out, every system pushed past its absolute limit.

"Rest interval: fifteen minutes," Dr. Voss said, but her voice was distant now, like she was talking to herself. "Though I'm not sure... we may have reached peak capacity. Extraction six might not be viable."

Might not be viable. The words filtered through the haze in Ethan's brain.

It might be over.

He might survive this.

The prostate massager pulsed gently inside him, and against all logic, against all possibility, his cock twitched inside the sleeve.

His body wasn't done yet.


Chapter 4: Beyond Limits

Fifteen minutes felt like both an eternity and an instant.

Ethan's body sprawled across the leather padding, completely boneless, muscles still twitching with random aftershocks from the fifth extraction. Sweat had pooled beneath him, making the leather slick and warm against his chest and thighs. His cock hung through the aperture, still trapped in the sleeve, still impossibly hard despite having just pumped out forty-two milliliters of cum. The maintenance pulses continued—gentle waves that kept blood flowing, kept him erect, kept him ready.

The prostate massager sat deep in his ass, vibrating on low setting. Even that minimal stimulation made his internal muscles clench involuntarily, his prostate swollen and hypersensitive from the brutal massage it had received. Every pulse sent little sparks of sensation radiating through his pelvis, making his cock twitch inside the sleeve.

The room reeked of sex. His musk had saturated the air completely—thick, heavy, primal. The scent of male arousal pushed to absolute extremes, layered with sweat and the sharp chemical tang of the lube Dr. Voss had used, the faint copper note of complete physical exhaustion. It coated the inside of his mouth with every breath, making his head swim, keeping him floating in that strange state between consciousness and delirium.

He could hear Dr. Voss beneath the table, moving with less of her earlier clinical precision. The sounds were different now—sharper intakes of breath, the rustle of her lab coat as she shifted position, quiet murmurs that might have been notes or might have been something else entirely. She'd been silent for most of the rest interval, and the silence felt heavy, charged with something Ethan's exhausted brain couldn't quite identify.

Then he heard it—a soft, breathy sound. Almost like a gasp. Or a moan.

"Forty-two milliliters," Dr. Voss whispered, her voice rough and wondering. "The concentration is... the sperm count is astronomical. Motility at ninety-eight percent. This is impossible. No human male should be able to produce like this."

Ethan felt her hands on his ass, spreading his cheeks, checking the prostate massager's position. Her touch was different now—less clinical, more exploratory. Her fingers lingered on his skin, tracing the curve where his ass met his thighs, feeling the tremor in his muscles.

"Your body is remarkable," she continued, and there was something raw in her tone now, the professional veneer cracking further with each word. "Most subjects are completely spent after three or four extractions. Physically incapable of producing more. But you..." Her fingers pressed against the base of the prostate massager, pushing it slightly deeper, making Ethan gasp. "Your seminal vesicles are already refilling. Your prostate is swollen but still responsive. You could give me more."

More. The word hung in the air like a promise and a threat.

"The protocol calls for termination after peak extraction," Dr. Voss said, but her voice had gone soft, almost dreamy. "Extraction five should have been the end. The data is already extraordinary. Revolutionary. But..." Her hand slid from his ass to his balls, cupping them, feeling their weight. "What if we pushed further? What if we found your absolute limit?"

Her fingers rolled his balls gently, carefully, assessing. They were tender, slightly swollen from the constant production cycle, but still churning. Still working. His body apparently determined to keep giving no matter how much had already been taken.

This is unethical, Dr. Voss thought, but the thought felt distant, abstract. The protocol is clear. Five extractions maximum, six only if the subject explicitly requests continuation. I should stop. I should let him rest, process the samples, end the session.

But her hands didn't stop touching him.

He's the best specimen I've ever tested. The data from one more extraction—two more—could change everything. Could prove my theories about male sexual capacity beyond any doubt. And he's still hard. Still producing. His body is practically begging to be milked dry.

"Ethan," she said, her voice steadier now, more controlled. "I need your consent for extraction six. The standard protocol ends at five. Anything beyond that requires explicit agreement from the subject."

Ethan managed to turn his head slightly, his cheek sliding against the wet leather. His voice came out wrecked, barely more than a rasp. "How... how much more?"

"At least one more extraction. Possibly two." Her hand stroked along his inner thigh, fingers tracing patterns on his sweat-slick skin. "I want to find your absolute limit. The point where your body physically cannot produce anymore. For science."

For science. The words should have sounded clinical, professional. Instead, they sounded hungry.

"The compensation," Dr. Voss continued, "would increase significantly. Two thousand per additional extraction beyond the standard five. If you can give me two more, that's nine thousand dollars total instead of five."

Nine thousand dollars. Ethan's rent-overdue, car-dying, bank-account-empty brain latched onto the number even as his exhausted body screamed that it couldn't possibly handle more.

"I..." He tried to think, tried to assess whether he could actually survive another extraction. His cock throbbed inside the sleeve, answering for him. Still hard. Still responsive. "Okay. Yes. I consent."

"Excellent." Dr. Voss's voice dropped lower, taking on a tone that definitely wasn't professional anymore. "For extraction six, I'm going to implement enhanced manual stimulation. The machines have done their work beautifully, but there are techniques that require a more... personal touch."

Personal touch. What the fuck did that mean?

Ethan was about to find out.

He heard the stool scrape as Dr. Voss stood. Then her hands were on the table's edge, and she was climbing up—not beneath the table anymore, but on it. With him.

"What are you—" Ethan's question cut off as he felt her weight settling onto the table behind him, her knees bracketing his hips, her body straddling him from behind.

"Positional adjustment for optimal access," Dr. Voss said, but her breathing was faster now, her clinical explanation thin camouflage for whatever was actually happening. "This allows me to manipulate both your external and internal stimulation points simultaneously while maintaining visual contact with the extraction apparatus."

Her hands slid up his back, pushing under his chest, feeling the frantic hammer of his heart against his ribs. She was warm—he could feel her body heat through her clothes, the pressure of her thighs against his, the weight of her settling onto his lower back.

"The prostate massager needs to be adjusted for this position," she said. Her fingers moved to his ass, gripping the base of the device. "This might be intense."

She pulled it out slightly, then pushed it back in at a different angle. The new position made the curved head press directly against his prostate with more pressure than before, and Ethan's whole body jerked, his cock spasming inside the sleeve.

"Perfect," Dr. Voss murmured. "Now I can reach everything."

Her hands slid down his body, one wrapping around to cup his balls from behind, the other reaching further to grip his cock just above the sleeve. The position put her pressed against him, her chest against his back, her breath hot against the back of his neck.

"Extraction six commencing in one minute," she said, her lips close enough to his ear that he could feel them move. "I'm going to milk you differently this time. Slower. More deliberately. The machines are efficient, but they lack... finesse."

Her hand on his cock started stroking—long, slow pulls from base to tip, her grip firm but measured. The sleeve continued its pulsing rhythm, but with her hand working in tandem, the sensation doubled. Her other hand rolled his balls carefully, feeling how swollen they were, how tender.

"Thirty seconds."

The prostate massager clicked up to medium setting, vibrations pulsing against his gland in waves that made Ethan's breath hitch. Dr. Voss's hand on his cock tightened, stroking faster now, her thumb rubbing circles on the underside of his shaft.

The smell in the room intensified—his musk mixing with something new. Dr. Voss's scent. Subtle beneath her perfume, but definitely there. The sharp, sweet smell of female arousal. She was turned on. Actually, genuinely aroused by what she was doing to him, by his responses, by the data he was providing.

I shouldn't be this affected, Dr. Voss thought, but her body was already betraying her. He's just a subject. This is just research. But the way his cock throbs in my hand, the sounds he makes, the impossible volume he's producing—

She bit her lip, hard, trying to maintain some semblance of control even as her hips pressed harder against his back, even as her hand stroked him with more urgency than clinical necessity required.

"Fifteen seconds. Let me feel you get close."

Her hand squeezed his balls carefully, massaging them, and Ethan felt the pressure building already. Too fast—way too fast for someone who'd already cum five times. But the prostate massager was doing something to him, unlocking reserves faster than should be possible, and Dr. Voss's hands knew exactly where to touch, how much pressure to apply.

"Ten seconds. Your cock is throbbing so hard. I can feel every pulse."

The sleeve tightened, the suction increasing, and Dr. Voss stroked faster, her grip almost rough now, abandoning pretense of clinical detachment. She was jerking him off, pure and simple, using her knowledge of male anatomy to bring him to orgasm as efficiently as possible.

"Five seconds. Come on. Give it to me."

The prostate massager jumped to high setting.

Ethan's entire body convulsed as the vibrations hammered his prostate, the device pulsing so hard it felt like his internal organs were shaking. Dr. Voss's hand worked his cock ruthlessly, stroking through the sleeve's rhythm, adding a human element to the mechanical precision.

"Now," she hissed against his ear.

The orgasm hit like a truck.

Ethan's cock spasmed violently, pumping cum in thick spurts that his overstimulated body forced out more through mechanical compression than natural arousal. The volume wasn't as high as extraction five—couldn't be, his reserves were genuinely depleted now—but it kept coming, pulse after pulse, his internal muscles contracting under the prostate massager's relentless vibration.

"Yes—fuck yes—" Dr. Voss's voice was ragged now, her professional composure completely shattered. Her hand kept stroking, milking every drop, her hips grinding slightly against his back in unconscious rhythm with his orgasm.

The climax lasted maybe twenty seconds—short compared to the previous extractions, but still intense, still wringing, still forcing his body to empty itself. When it finally subsided, Ethan collapsed completely, his consciousness flickering at the edges.

"Sixth sample collected," Dr. Voss gasped, her weight still pressed against him. "Twenty-three milliliters. Lower volume but still extraordinary given depletion levels. Your body is..."

She trailed off, her forehead resting against his shoulder blade, her breathing as ragged as his.

They stayed like that for a long moment—her straddling him from behind, both of them trembling, the machines humming their mechanical rhythm.

Then Dr. Voss slowly climbed off the table, her movements shaky. "Ten minute rest interval," she said, but her voice was barely steady. "Then... then we see if extraction seven is possible."

Extraction seven.

The sleeve pulsed gently around Ethan's still-hard cock, and against all logic, against all reason, his body stirred in response.

He wasn't done yet.

Neither was she.


Chapter 5: The Breaking Point

Ten minutes crawled by like hours in purgatory.

Ethan's consciousness flickered in and out, his body still sprawled across the leather padding in a puddle of his own sweat. The table's surface had gone from warm to hot beneath him, the climate control system struggling to compensate for the heat his body was throwing off. Every muscle trembled with micro-tremors, exhaustion written into his cells, but his cock—his goddamn cock—remained hard inside the sleeve, pulsing with each heartbeat like his body hadn't gotten the memo that it was supposed to be done.

The prostate massager sat deep in his ass, still vibrating on low setting. Even that minimal stimulation felt intense now, his prostate swollen and hypersensitive from the brutal massage it had endured. Every pulse sent electric shocks radiating through his pelvis, making his cock twitch, making his balls churn despite having already pumped out over one hundred and forty milliliters of cum.

The smell in the room had evolved into something almost tangible—his musk layered so thick it felt like breathing through cotton. Sharp and sweet and undeniably male, mixed with sweat and the clean chemical scent of medical lube and something else now. Something new. Dr. Voss's arousal cutting through the antiseptic, a warmer scent, slightly floral but with that unmistakable note of female wetness. She was turned on. Had been since extraction five, maybe earlier. The clinical researcher slowly giving way to something more primal, more hungry.

He could hear her moving beneath the table again, but the sounds were different. Heavier breathing. Fabric rustling in ways that suggested adjusting clothing. Quiet sounds that might have been her fingers working between her own legs, though Ethan's exhausted brain couldn't be sure. The professional distance she'd maintained for the first few extractions had evaporated completely by extraction six, replaced by something raw and desperate.

"Nine minutes, thirty seconds," Dr. Voss said suddenly, her voice rough and breathless. "Your refractory period is... it's essentially nonexistent at this point. Your body is maintaining full erection despite severe depletion. This is... I've never documented anything like this."

Her hands touched his ass again, spreading his cheeks, checking the prostate massager. Her fingers lingered, tracing the stretched rim of his hole where the device disappeared inside him. The touch was definitely not clinical—exploratory, possessive, almost tender.

"You've produced one hundred forty-four milliliters across six extractions," she continued, and there was awe in her voice now, mixed with something darker. Hunger. Need. "The average male produces three to five milliliters per ejaculation. You've given me almost fifty times that. Your body is extraordinary."

Ethan managed a weak sound, something between a groan and acknowledgment. His throat was raw from all the shouting and moaning, his voice barely functional.

Dr. Voss's hand slid from his ass to his balls, cupping them carefully. They were swollen now, noticeably larger than normal, tender to the touch but still churning. "Your testicles are working overtime. I can feel the production—they're actually warm from the metabolic activity. The constant stimulation has triggered some kind of hyperproduction state."

Her fingers rolled his balls gently, assessing, and Ethan felt his cock throb inside the sleeve in response. His body apparently incapable of not responding to her touch, even in this state of complete exhaustion.

"For extraction seven..." Dr. Voss paused, and Ethan heard her take a deep, shaky breath. "For extraction seven, I need to tell you something. A confession."

Confession. The word hung heavy in the air.

"This research," she continued, her hand still on his balls, "it's real. The data is real. Everything I've told you about seminal production studies is true. But..." Another breath, deeper this time. "I've been lying about one thing. There is no research team. No peer review waiting. No university funding this study."

Ethan's brain struggled to process the words through the fog of exhaustion and residual arousal.

"It's just me," Dr. Voss said, her voice dropping to almost a whisper. "This facility, the equipment, the protocols—I designed all of it. Funded it myself. I've been conducting these sessions for three years, searching for someone who could produce the way my theories predicted. Someone exceptional."

Her hand squeezed his balls gently, almost affectionately. "And then you walked in. Two months behind on rent, desperate for money, willing to sign anything. The perfect specimen. The answer to every question I've been trying to solve about male sexual capacity."

Ethan should have felt angry, maybe. Betrayed. Lied to. Instead, all he felt was his cock throbbing harder inside the sleeve, aroused by her confession in ways he didn't understand.

"I need extraction seven," Dr. Voss continued, and her voice had gone raw with need. "Not for science. Not for research. I need it because watching your body respond, feeling you produce, collecting every drop—it's become an obsession. You're an obsession."

Her hand moved from his balls to the prostate massager, gripping the base. "So I'm going to milk extraction seven out of you with everything I have. And then, if your body can possibly give me one more, I'm going to take extraction eight. Because I need to know your absolute limit. I need to be the one who finds it."

The prostate massager clicked up to medium setting without warning, vibrations pulsing against Ethan's swollen gland, and he gasped into the leather padding.

"Seven minutes," Dr. Voss said, her clinical tone returning but edged with barely controlled hunger. "Prepare yourself."

The sleeve's rhythm increased, pulsing faster, the suction building incrementally. Ethan's cock swelled in response, blood rushing to tissue that should have been incapable of further engorgement. But the prostate stimulation was doing something to him, unlocking reserves that shouldn't exist, making his balls churn and tighten with renewed urgency.

He heard the stool scrape as Dr. Voss stood. Then her weight was on the table again, climbing up behind him, her body straddling his hips just like she had for extraction six. But this time, something was different. He felt skin against his back—warm, smooth skin where there should have been her lab coat and clothes.

"I'm naked," Dr. Voss said simply, answering his unasked question. "The pretense seemed unnecessary at this point."

She was naked. Completely naked. Her bare breasts pressed against his back, soft and warm, her nipples hard points that dragged across his skin as she adjusted position. Her thighs bracketed his hips, smooth and firm, and when she settled her weight fully onto him, he felt the heat of her pussy pressing against his lower back. She was soaked—he could feel her wetness, slick and hot, painting his skin.

"Six minutes," she breathed against the back of his neck. "I'm going to make extraction seven unforgettable."

Her hands slid down his body, one wrapping around to cup his balls from behind, the other reaching beneath the table to grip his cock above the sleeve. The position put her completely pressed against him, her naked body molded to his back, her breath hot against his neck, her pussy grinding slightly against his spine.

The scent of her arousal bloomed in the warm air—sharp and sweet and undeniably female, mixing with his musk to create an atmosphere so sexually charged it felt like the air itself might ignite. Ethan breathed it in deep, the smell making his already hard cock swell even thicker.

"Your cock is so swollen," Dr. Voss murmured, her hand stroking slowly above the sleeve. "I can feel every vein, every ridge. You're so sensitive now that just touching you makes you leak."

It was true. Pre-cum was flowing from his slit in a steady stream, coating the inside of the sleeve, making obscene wet sounds as the machine worked him.

"Five minutes. I want you to understand what's going to happen." Her lips brushed against his ear as she spoke, her breath making him shiver. "The sleeve is going to milk your cock. The prostate massager is going to vibrate your gland. My hands are going to work your balls and shaft. And my pussy—" She ground against his back, smearing her wetness across his skin. "—is going to remind your body what this is really about. What all of this has been building toward."

The prostate massager jumped to high setting, and Ethan's entire body convulsed. The vibrations were so intense now that his teeth chattered, his pelvis rattling, his prostate spasming under the assault.

"Four minutes. Let me feel your body respond."

Her hand on his cock tightened, stroking faster, jerking him hard through the sleeve's mechanical rhythm. Her other hand massaged his balls with more pressure now, rolling them, squeezing them, feeling them churn as his body ramped up production one more impossible time.

The sleeve pulsed faster, the suction increasing, the ridges inside spinning in that corkscrew motion that made Ethan's toes curl. Every nerve ending in his cock was screaming, hypersensitive, the pleasure edging toward pain but not quite crossing the line.

"Three minutes. Your balls are so full again. I can feel them getting heavier in my hand."

Dr. Voss's hips started moving against his back—slow, deliberate grinds that made her wetness spread across his skin. She was fucking herself against him, using his body for her own pleasure even as she milked him for his. The dual purpose felt obscene and perfect all at once.

"Two minutes. I need you to cum for me. I need to feel you empty yourself one more time."

Her hand worked his cock ruthlessly now, no pretense of clinical detachment remaining. She was jerking him off with desperate hunger, her grip tight and fast, her palm slapping against the base of his shaft with each stroke. The sleeve milked him in perfect rhythm, and the prostate massager vibrated so hard it felt like his internal organs were liquefying.

The pressure built impossibly fast—too fast, way too fast given how depleted he should be. But Dr. Voss's naked body pressed against him, her pussy grinding against his back, her hands working him with obsessive focus—it was all pushing him toward the edge with terrifying speed.

"Ninety seconds. Come on. Give it to me. Let me have it all."

Her hand squeezed his balls hard—right on the edge of painful—and the sensation shot through Ethan's core like electricity. His cock throbbed violently, swelling even thicker, the head so engorged now that it felt like it might burst.

"Sixty seconds. I can feel you getting close. Your cock is twitching so hard."

The sleeve pulsed three times in rapid succession, the suction pulling with devastating force, and Dr. Voss stroked him faster, harder, her breathing ragged against his neck, her pussy grinding frantically against his back.

"Forty-five seconds. Your balls are drawing up. You're almost there."

The prostate massager hit maximum intensity—vibrations so powerful that Ethan's vision blurred. His prostate convulsed, contracting involuntarily, forced to produce and release by the mechanical assault. He could feel it happening inside him, could feel his internal glands being wrung out, could feel the cum building at the base of his cock.

"Thirty seconds. That's it. Right there. Give it to me."

Dr. Voss's hand left his cock and moved to her own pussy, her fingers working frantically between her legs while her other hand kept massaging his balls. She was going to cum with him—going to orgasm while he emptied himself, marking the moment with her own release.

"Fifteen seconds. I'm so close—you're making me so fucking close—"

The sleeve tightened around his cockhead, the suction pulling with enough force that Ethan felt something give way inside him. Some final barrier breaking, some last reserve being tapped. His balls swelled against his body, pulled so tight they almost disappeared, and the pressure in his prostate peaked.

"Ten—nine—eight—" Dr. Voss was counting down now, her voice breaking, desperate. "Seven—six—five—"

Her fingers worked her clit frantically, her whole body trembling against his back.

"Four—three—two—"

The prostate massager vibrated one last time at maximum intensity, the sleeve pulsed with devastating suction, Dr. Voss's hand squeezed his balls so hard it hurt—

"ONE—"

Ethan came.

The seventh orgasm ripped through him like his body was being torn apart. His cock exploded, pumping cum in thick heavy spurts that felt like they were being forced from his bones. The volume was lower than extraction five—his reserves genuinely depleted now—but the intensity was somehow higher, the sensation more brutal, more complete.

"YES—OH FUCK YES—" Dr. Voss screamed against his neck, her whole body convulsing as her own orgasm hit. Her pussy spasmed against his back, her wetness flooding across his skin, her fingers still working frantically between her legs as she came hard.

The sleeve milked him mercilessly, and the prostate massager kept vibrating, kept forcing contractions, kept wringing every possible drop from his exhausted glands. His cock pumped and pulsed and released, emptying reserves that felt like they came from his marrow.

Twenty seconds. Thirty. The orgasm went on and on, both of them locked in simultaneous climax, their bodies trembling together, her screams mixing with his broken moans.

Finally, finally, it started to ebb.

His cock gave weak, stuttering pulses, dribbling the last remnants of cum into the collection tube. Dr. Voss collapsed against his back completely, her weight pressing him into the table, her body still trembling with aftershocks, her pussy still twitching against his skin.

"Seventh sample... collected," she gasped, her voice wrecked. "Eighteen... milliliters. Total output... one hundred sixty-two milliliters."

One hundred sixty-two milliliters. Across seven orgasms. His body had given more than most men produced in a month, all extracted in less than two hours.

They lay like that for a long moment—her naked body draped across his back, both of them destroyed, the machines still humming their mechanical rhythm.

Then Dr. Voss lifted her head slightly, her lips brushing his ear. "Can you give me one more?" she whispered, and there was something almost pleading in her voice. "Extraction eight. Your absolute limit. Please."

The prostate massager pulsed gently inside him, and against all logic, against all possibility, Ethan felt his cock twitch weakly inside the sleeve.

His body was still responding.

One more.

The absolute limit.

"Yes," he rasped, the word barely more than breath. "One more."

Dr. Voss shuddered against him, and Ethan felt her pussy clench against his back, fresh wetness flooding across his skin.

"Five minutes," she whispered. "Then I take everything you have left."


Chapter 6: The Absolute Limit

Five minutes felt like standing on the edge of an abyss, staring into the void and knowing the next step would be the fall.

Ethan's body lay completely wrecked across the leather padding, every muscle trembling with exhaustion so profound it had become its own sensation. Sweat pooled beneath him in quantities that seemed impossible—his chest, his thighs, his face all slick with it, the leather surface warm and sodden. His cock hung through the aperture, still impossibly hard despite having already emptied itself seven times. The sleeve pulsed around him in that gentle maintenance rhythm, keeping blood flowing to tissue that should have gone soft an hour ago.

Dr. Voss remained draped across his back, her naked body pressed against him, her skin hot and slick with her own sweat and the remnants of her orgasm. Her breasts flattened against his spine, soft and warm, her nipples still hard points that pressed into his skin. Her thighs bracketed his hips, and her pussy—still twitching with aftershocks—painted his lower back with her wetness. She was breathing hard, her chest rising and falling against him, her breath hot against the back of his neck.

The prostate massager sat deep in his ass, vibrating on the lowest setting. Even that minimal stimulation made Ethan's internal muscles clench involuntarily, his prostate so swollen and sensitive now that every pulse felt like being touched with live wires. His balls ached with a deep, bruised sensation—not quite pain, but the kind of soreness that came from being worked past all reasonable limits. Yet he could still feel them churning, still producing, his body apparently incapable of accepting that it had nothing left to give.

The room reeked of sex in a way that was almost overwhelming. His musk had saturated every molecule of air—thick, heavy, primal. The scent of male arousal pushed to absolute extremes, layered with sweat and cum and the sharp chemical tang of lube and antiseptic. And now Dr. Voss's scent mixed through it all—the warm, slightly sweet smell of female arousal and release, her pussy's wetness adding a new dimension to the atmosphere. Together, the smells created something that was less like air and more like breathing pure pheromones, keeping both of them floating in that heightened state where the body overrode the brain completely.

"Four minutes," Dr. Voss whispered against his ear, her voice still rough and breathless. "Four minutes until I take the last thing you have to give."

Her hand slid down his body, fingers trailing through the sweat on his back, moving lower until she cupped his balls from behind. They were swollen now, noticeably larger than they'd been at the start of the session, the skin stretched tight over glands that had been forced into hyperproduction for nearly two hours.

"You've given me one hundred sixty-two milliliters," she continued, her fingers rolling his balls gently, carefully. "More than any human male should be capable of producing in a single session. You've redefined the limits of what I thought was physiologically possible."

Ethan managed a weak sound, something between acknowledgment and a groan. His throat was completely raw now, his voice reduced to rough whispers and broken moans.

"But I need to know," Dr. Voss said, and there was something almost desperate in her tone. "I need to know if there's more. If your body has one final reserve hidden somewhere deep inside. Because if it does..." Her hand squeezed his balls gently. "If it does, I'm going to milk it out of you."

The words should have terrified him. Should have made him beg for mercy, for an end to the relentless extractions. Instead, his cock throbbed inside the sleeve, responding to the hunger in her voice, the obsessive need that had replaced all pretense of clinical detachment.

"Three minutes," she breathed. "For extraction eight, I'm not using the machines. Not primarily."

Not using the machines? Ethan's exhausted brain struggled to process what that meant.

"The sleeve will stay on," Dr. Voss explained, her hand still working his balls in slow, gentle massages. "The prostate massager will stay inside you. But I'm going to be the one doing the work this time. My hands. My body. I'm going to milk you the old-fashioned way."

She shifted on top of him, adjusting her position, and Ethan felt her pussy slide lower on his back, leaving a trail of wetness down his spine. She was soaked—had been since extraction five, maybe earlier—her arousal as constant and overwhelming as his own.

"Two minutes. I need you to understand what this means." Her lips brushed against his ear, her breath making him shiver despite the heat. "I've been conducting these sessions for three years. I've tested dozens of men. Some could barely manage three extractions. Most tapped out at four or five. You've given me seven, and you're still hard. Still producing. Still responding to my touch."

Her hand moved from his balls to his cock, gripping him above the sleeve, and even that simple touch made him gasp.

"You're the one," she whispered. "The subject I've been searching for since I started this research. The man whose body can actually match my theories about male sexual capacity. And after today, after documenting what you can do..." Her grip tightened. "I'm never letting you go."

The words hung in the air, heavy with implication. Never letting him go. Not just this session. Not just this extraction. Something more. Something ongoing.

Ethan's cock throbbed at the thought, and he heard Dr. Voss make a soft, satisfied sound in response.

"One minute. Let me position you properly."

She climbed off his back, her weight lifting, and for a moment Ethan felt cold without her pressed against him. Then her hands were on his hips, guiding him. "I need you to shift forward slightly. Get your knees under you. Keep your chest on the table but raise your ass."

Ethan's trembling muscles protested, but he managed to shift, getting his knees beneath him, raising his hips while keeping his torso flat against the leather. The new position put more pressure on the prostate massager, driving it deeper, and he gasped as the device pressed harder against his swollen gland.

"Perfect," Dr. Voss murmured. "Now I can access everything."

He felt her moving behind him, positioning herself. Then her hands were on his ass, spreading his cheeks, and he felt something new pressing against him—not the prostate massager, which was already inside him. Something else. Something warm and soft and slick.

Dr. Voss's pussy pressed against his ass, and Ethan's brain short-circuited as he realized what she was doing. She was positioning herself to grind against him, to use his body for her own pleasure while she milked him for the final extraction.

"Extraction eight commencing," she said, her voice dropping to that rough, hungry tone. "Give me everything you have left."

The sleeve's rhythm intensified immediately, pulsing faster, the suction increasing. The prostate massager jumped to medium setting, vibrations pulsing against his gland in waves that made his entire pelvis feel like it was shaking. And Dr. Voss's hands—god, her hands—one wrapped around his cock above the sleeve, the other cupping his balls, both working in perfect coordination.

But it was her pussy grinding against his ass that broke him. The heat of it, the slickness, the way she rolled her hips to rub herself against him—it added a dimension to the stimulation that was purely, primitively sexual. Not clinical. Not mechanical. Just raw, desperate need.

"Come on," she gasped, her hips grinding harder. "I can feel you getting close already. Your cock is throbbing so hard in my hand."

It was true. Despite seven previous orgasms, despite complete physical depletion, Ethan's body was responding. The combination of mechanical stimulation and Dr. Voss's naked body pressed against him was unlocking something deep, something primal that existed below conscious control.

The pressure built impossibly fast—faster than any of the previous extractions. His balls drew up tight against his body, swollen and aching, forced to produce one final time by the relentless stimulation. The prostate massager increased to high setting, vibrations hammering his gland, and Ethan felt his internal muscles start to contract.

"That's it," Dr. Voss moaned, her hand stroking his cock faster. "I can feel it building. Your balls are getting tighter. Your cock is swelling. You're going to cum for me one more time."

Her pussy ground against his ass frantically now, her own arousal building in tandem with his. She was going to cum with him again—going to orgasm while he emptied himself for the final time.

"Thirty seconds," she gasped. "Almost there—so close—"

The sleeve tightened around his cockhead, focusing all its attention there, the suction pulling in hard rhythmic bursts. Dr. Voss's hand jerked him roughly, no gentleness left, just desperate need to extract the last drops from his exhausted body. Her other hand squeezed his balls hard—right on the edge of painful—and the pressure inside him peaked.

"Twenty seconds—fuck—I'm going to cum—you're making me cum—"

The prostate massager hit maximum intensity, vibrations so powerful that Ethan's vision whited out. His prostate convulsed, contracting violently, and he felt the first surge of cum—thin, almost watery from complete depletion, but still there, still coming.

"Ten seconds—yes—YES—"

Dr. Voss's pussy spasmed against his ass as her own orgasm hit, her whole body shaking, her hands working him frantically.

"NOW—"

Ethan came.

The eighth orgasm was different from all the others. It wasn't explosive. It wasn't overwhelming. It was... complete. Total. Absolute emptying. His cock pulsed weakly, releasing thin spurts of cum that his body scraped together from reserves that genuinely didn't exist anymore. The volume was minimal—maybe ten milliliters, maybe less—but the sensation was profound. Every internal gland contracting one final time, wringing itself completely dry, forcing out the absolute last drops until there was literally nothing left.

"Oh god—oh fuck—yes—" Dr. Voss's scream mixed with his broken moan as she came against him, her pussy flooding his ass with wetness, her hands still working, still milking, still trying to extract drops that no longer existed.

The orgasm lasted maybe fifteen seconds—short, weak compared to the earlier extractions, but somehow more intense in its finality. This was it. The absolute limit. The point where his body had nothing left to give.

His cock gave one last weak pulse, a final dribble of cum leaking into the collection tube. Then it was done.

The sleeve immediately powered down to its maintenance rhythm. The prostate massager dropped to low. Dr. Voss's hands stilled, though her body continued trembling against his back, her pussy still twitching with aftershocks.

Silence. Just their ragged breathing and the mechanical hum.

"Eighth sample... collected," Dr. Voss finally gasped, her voice wrecked. "Eight... milliliters. Total output..." She paused, calculating. "One hundred seventy milliliters. Across eight extractions. In one hundred twelve minutes."

One hundred seventy milliliters. The number hung in the air like a verdict.

Dr. Voss slowly climbed off him, her movements shaky, unsteady. He heard her move beneath the table, heard containers being sealed, equipment being shut down. The sleeve powered off completely, releasing his cock for the first time in almost two hours. The prostate massager clicked off, and she carefully, gently, pulled it from his ass. The emptiness felt strange after having been filled for so long.

"You can move now," she said softly. "The session is complete."

Ethan tried to shift, tried to lift himself from the table, but his muscles wouldn't cooperate. He was completely spent, his body refusing to respond to commands. Dr. Voss seemed to understand. Her hands—gentle now, almost tender—helped guide him, rolling him onto his side, then helping him sit up at the edge of the table.

He got his first look at her since she'd stripped naked.

Dr. Miranda Voss stood before him, completely bare, her body flushed and sweat-slicked. Her silver-blonde hair had come loose from its bun, strands sticking to her neck and cheeks. Her breasts were full and heavy, nipples dark and still hard, her chest rising and falling with deep breaths. Her stomach was toned, leading down to a neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair between her thighs. Her pussy was visibly swollen, flushed pink, glistening with her own wetness. She looked absolutely wrecked—as destroyed by the session as he was.

"You need to drink this," she said, handing him a bottle of electrolyte solution. "And eat these." Protein bars. "Your body needs to recover."

Ethan took them with trembling hands, managing to drink and eat mechanically. The glucose hit his system, providing the first spark of recovery.

Dr. Voss watched him, making no move to cover herself, her gray eyes soft in a way they hadn't been during the extractions. "Nine thousand dollars," she said quietly. "That's what I owe you. For five standard extractions plus the two additional you consented to, plus a bonus for extraction eight." She paused. "But I want to make you a different offer."

Ethan looked up at her, his voice still rough. "What kind of offer?"

"Twenty thousand dollars per month. Guaranteed." She took a step closer. "Two sessions per week. Wednesday and Saturday. Same protocol. Same... intensity."

His exhausted brain struggled to process. Twenty thousand dollars per month. That was more than he'd made in six months at the warehouse.

"I need more data," Dr. Voss continued, and there was that hunger back in her voice again. "Eight extractions is extraordinary, but I need to see if it's repeatable. If your body can maintain this level of production over time. If we can push even further." Her hand reached out, fingers brushing his cheek. "And I need it to be you. Only you."

Twenty thousand per month. Twice a week. Being milked to absolute depletion by this beautiful, obsessive researcher who'd just confessed she was never letting him go.

Ethan should have said no. Should have taken the nine thousand and run. Instead, he heard himself say, "Twenty-five thousand."

Dr. Voss's eyes widened. Then a slow smile spread across her face. "Twenty-five thousand. Deal." She extended her hand.

Ethan shook it, sealing an agreement that would change everything.

"Your first regular session is Wednesday at eight PM," Dr. Voss said. "I expect you to arrive well-hydrated, well-rested, and ready to give me everything."

She moved to a cabinet and pulled out a stack of cash—his payment for today, nine thousand dollars in hundreds. She counted it out, placed it in an envelope, and handed it to him along with a business card that had only a phone number printed on it.

"That's my direct line," she said. "Call if you need anything. Or if you want to schedule additional sessions beyond the standard two per week." Her smile turned predatory. "I'm always available for you."

Ethan stood on shaky legs, managing to dress in his clothes that felt strange against his sweat-dried skin. His cock—finally, finally soft—ached with a pleasant soreness, his balls tender but not painfully so. He felt emptied in a way that was almost zen, like his body had discovered some new state of existence beyond normal parameters.

Dr. Voss walked him to the door, still naked, completely comfortable in her skin. At the threshold, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. "Wednesday, Ethan. Don't be late. I'll be waiting."

Then the door closed, and he was standing in the lobby, nine thousand dollars in his pocket and a business card in his hand.

The rain had stopped when he stepped outside. The air was cold and clean, washing away the thick scent of sex that had filled the extraction room. Ethan walked to his dying car, got inside, and sat there for a long moment, processing what had just happened.

He'd just signed up to be milked twice a week for twenty-five thousand dollars per month. By a woman who'd confessed she was obsessed with him. Who'd already planned to never let him go.

His cock stirred slightly at the memory of her naked body pressed against him, her hands working him with obsessive precision, her voice rough with need as she milked every last drop from his exhausted body.

Wednesday couldn't come fast enough.

Ethan started the car—it made that dying animal sound when he turned left out of the parking lot—and drove home through the October night, already counting down the days until he'd return to Extraction Room 3 and give Dr. Miranda Voss everything she demanded.

The absolute limit, he'd learned, was just the beginning.

cover.jpeg
MILKING

TABLE v
'chAL SrACTioN

é\ S
% w e
JENNA SAHARA





