
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Unexpected Appointment

The waiting room smelled like antiseptic and stale coffee, a sterile mix that clung to the back of my throat as I sat there, shifting on the hard plastic chair. I was thirty-two, fit enough—broad shoulders, decent muscle from hauling gear on construction sites, dark hair still thick despite the stress of deadlines—but I’d been feeling off lately. A dull ache low in my gut, a pressure I couldn’t shake, nagging me for weeks until I finally caved and booked the appointment. Prostate check. Two words that made my jaw tighten and my palms sweat, but I wasn’t dumb enough to ignore it. The clock on the wall ticked too loud, each second dragging as I waited for my name to be called, my boots tapping a restless rhythm on the linoleum floor.

“Mr. Tanner?” The nurse’s voice cut through the hum of the room, sharp and clipped, and I stood, smoothing my jeans, trying to look like I wasn’t half-dreading this. She led me down a hall, past beige walls and faded posters about handwashing, into an exam room that was just as cold—white walls, a sink, a table covered in crinkly paper. “Dr. Ellis will be in shortly,” she said, handing me a gown that barely reached my thighs, then shut the door with a click that echoed too loud in the silence. I stripped down, folding my clothes on a chair—black t-shirt, worn jeans, boxers—feeling exposed as I tied the gown, the thin fabric doing fuck-all to cover my ass. I sat on the table, the paper crunching under me, and waited, my hands flexing on my knees, trying to shake the nerves.

The door swung open a few minutes later, and in walked Dr. Ellis. I’d expected some gray-haired guy with a clipboard, not this. She was mid-thirties, maybe, tall and lean, with a white coat that hugged her frame just right—curves in all the places that made my brain stutter. Her hair was a deep auburn, pulled back in a tight ponytail, strands catching the fluorescent light, and her eyes—green, sharp, like they could see straight through me—locked on mine as she shut the door. “James Tanner?” she asked, voice smooth but firm, glancing at the chart in her hands. I nodded, throat dry, and she gave a small smile—professional, but warm enough to make my pulse kick up. “Good to meet you. Let’s get started.”

She set the chart down, washing her hands at the sink, the sound of water loud in the quiet room. “You’ve been having some discomfort, right?” she said, drying off, snapping on a pair of gloves with a crisp snap that made me flinch. I cleared my throat, shifting on the table. “Yeah, uh, pressure. Down there. Figured I should get it checked.” She nodded, stepping closer, her presence filling the space—confident, steady, like she owned it. “Smart move. We’ll do a quick exam, make sure everything’s in order. Stand up for me, face the table, and lean forward, elbows down.”

I did as she said, the gown riding up as I bent, cool air hitting my bare skin, my face heating despite myself. She moved behind me, her gloved hands brushing my hip as she adjusted my stance, her touch light but deliberate. “Relax, James,” she said, her voice dropping a notch, soothing but with an edge I couldn’t place. “This’ll be quick.” I nodded, staring at the wall, trying to focus on the paint chips instead of the fact that a woman who looked like she could’ve stepped out of a magazine was about to—yeah. Her fingers pressed against my lower back, guiding me, then slid lower, parting my cheeks with a clinical precision that still made my breath hitch.

She lubed up a finger—cold, slick—and I felt it circle my rim, slow and careful, before she pushed in, steady and firm. I tensed, the intrusion sharp, a tight burn that made my hands clench on the table, but her other hand rested on my hip, grounding me. “Breathe,” she said, and I did, sucking in air as she slid deeper, her finger curling, probing with a practiced ease that hit something—fuck, a jolt shot through me, straight to my cock, which twitched against the gown. “Prostate feels normal so far,” she murmured, her tone calm, but there was a shift, a slight huskiness that made my ears perk up. She pressed again, firmer, and I grunted, my hips jerking involuntarily, a low throb starting in my groin.

“Everything okay?” she asked, and I nodded, voice rough. “Yeah, just—uh, sensitive.” She didn’t pull back. Instead, her finger moved, slow and deliberate, rubbing that spot—hard, walnut-sized, buried deep—and the throb turned into a pulse, heat spreading fast, my cock stiffening despite the clinical setting. “Good,” she said, almost to herself, and then—shit, she didn’t stop. Her finger kept going, massaging now, a steady rhythm that made my knees weak, my breath coming in short bursts. “I’m going to check a bit more thoroughly,” she said, her voice low, and I felt a second finger press in, stretching me wider, the burn flaring then settling as she worked them together, stroking that gland with a precision that had me gripping the table, knuckles white.

My cock was full-on hard now, tenting the gown, a damp spot forming where the tip pressed, and I couldn’t hide it—didn’t want to, not with the way she was moving, her fingers curling, pressing, rubbing in tight circles that sent shocks through me, my balls tightening, a pressure building I hadn’t expected. “Doc—” I started, voice ragged, but she cut me off, her free hand sliding up my thigh, squeezing. “Relax, James. This is part of it. Let me work.” Her tone was still professional, but there was a heat in it, a command, and I obeyed, leaning harder into the table, my hips rocking back against her hand without thinking.

She shifted closer, her breath warm on my neck as she leaned in, her fingers relentless—sliding in and out, then holding deep, massaging that spot with a slow, firm pressure that made my eyes roll back. My cock throbbed, leaking now, the gown sticking to me, and I felt her pause, her gloved hand brushing my hip as she adjusted her stance. “You’re responding well,” she said, almost a whisper, and then she pushed harder, her fingers scissoring slightly, stretching me as she rubbed, the sensation raw, electric, a tight coil winding in my gut. I groaned, loud, couldn’t stop it, my body trembling, the edge creeping closer, and she didn’t pull back—just kept going, drawing it out, her control absolute.

The room spun, the antiseptic smell fading, replaced by the heat of her, the sound of my own ragged breathing, the slick rhythm of her fingers working me. I was hers, pinned there, and as that pressure built—sharp, overwhelming—I knew this wasn’t just a checkup anymore. She’d taken it somewhere else, and I was too far gone to care.


Chapter 2: The Edge of Surrender

The exam room felt smaller now, the air thick with something heavier than antiseptic—a primal, electric charge that crackled between us as Dr. Ellis stood behind me, her gloved fingers buried deep, working me with a skill that shredded any pretense of this being routine. I was bent over the table, the crinkly paper sticking to my sweat-slick forearms, my gown hiked up, bare ass exposed, legs spread wide as she commanded me with that calm, husky voice. My cock hung heavy between my thighs, rock-hard and pulsing, the tip glistening with precum that dripped onto the floor, leaving a slick trail that mirrored the mess she was making of me. I was thirty-two, built solid—broad shoulders, arms roped with muscle from years on construction sites, dark hair matted with sweat—but right then, I was nothing but raw need, trembling under her touch.

She’d started slow, clinical, her lubed finger circling my rim with a teasing precision that had my breath hitching, my hands flexing on the table. “Relax, James,” she’d said, her voice a low purr that slid down my spine, and I’d tried, sucking in air as she pushed in—slow, deliberate, the cold slickness stretching me open, a tight burn that flared and settled as she sank deeper. But when she found it—that hard, swollen knot of my prostate—everything shifted. Her finger curled, pressed, and a bolt of heat shot through me, straight to my cock, making it twitch and thicken against the thin gown. I’d grunted, hips jerking, and she’d murmured, “Good, very responsive,” her tone still professional but laced with something darker, something that made my pulse pound in my ears.

Now, she wasn’t stopping. Her second finger had joined the first, stretching me wider, the burn intensifying as she scissored them apart, her movements slow and deliberate, opening me up with a patience that was pure torture. The lube squelched softly with each thrust, her fingers gliding in and out, then holding deep, rubbing that gland in tight, firm circles that sent shockwaves through my core. My balls tightened, heavy and aching, drawn up against my body as the pressure built, a molten coil winding low in my gut. My cock throbbed, leaking steadily now, the gown soaked where it tented over me, clinging to the swollen head, outlining every ridge and vein in stark relief.

“Fuck—Doc,” I rasped, voice rough and broken, my head dropping forward, sweat beading on my brow. Her free hand slid up my thigh, fingers splaying wide, squeezing the muscle with a grip that made my skin tingle. “Shh, James,” she whispered, her breath hot against my neck as she leaned closer, her white coat brushing my bare hip. “Let me take care of you. You’re doing so well.” Her words dripped with control, a velvet command that sank into me, and I groaned, my hips rocking back against her hand, chasing the sensation, the need she was stoking with every stroke.

She was stunning—mid-thirties, tall and lithe, her auburn hair pulled tight in that ponytail, a few loose strands framing her sharp, flawless face. Those green eyes, piercing and unyielding, watched me with an intensity that made my chest tighten, her lips—full, slightly parted—curving into a faint, knowing smile as she worked me. Her coat hugged her curves—high, firm breasts, a narrow waist flaring to hips that swayed just enough as she moved—and I could smell her now, a faint hint of jasmine cutting through the sterile air, mixing with the musk of my own arousal. She was a goddess in that moment, a figure of raw power, and I was her willing sacrifice, pinned to the table, lost in the heat of her touch.

Her fingers shifted, curling deeper, pressing harder against my prostate, and I moaned—loud, unrestrained, the sound bouncing off the walls. The gland swelled under her touch, sensitive and pulsing, and she massaged it with a rhythm that was relentless—slow circles, then firm, steady thrusts, her fingertips dragging along its edges, teasing every nerve. My cock jumped, a thick bead of precum rolling down the shaft, dripping onto the floor with a soft pat, and I felt my knees buckle, only her hand on my hip keeping me upright. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice a sultry hum, “let it build. You’re so tight, James—so perfect.”

She added a third finger, the stretch sudden and searing, my rim clenching around her as she pushed in, slow and unyielding, the lube easing her way but doing nothing to dull the intensity. I hissed, my back arching, my hands clawing at the table, tearing the paper as I braced myself. “Breathe,” she ordered, and I did, gasping, my chest heaving as she sank them to the knuckles, her fingers spreading wide, opening me up until I felt raw, exposed, every inch of me alive with sensation. She twisted them, slow and deliberate, the pads of her fingers rubbing my prostate in long, dragging strokes that made my vision blur, my cock pulsing with every beat of my heart, the head dark and slick, begging for release.

Her other hand moved, sliding under the gown, brushing my inner thigh, then higher, cupping my balls—full, heavy, aching—and rolling them gently, her thumb pressing the seam, sending a jolt straight up my spine. “Fuck,” I growled, my voice a guttural mess, and she chuckled—low, throaty, a sound that vibrated through me. “Sensitive here too,” she said, almost to herself, and squeezed, just enough to make me buck, my cock slapping against my stomach, leaving a wet smear on the gown. She didn’t touch it—didn’t need to—her fingers inside me and her hand on my balls were enough, driving me to the edge, the pressure coiling tighter, hotter, a wave I couldn’t hold back.

She leaned in closer, her chest pressing against my back now, her coat rough against my skin, and I felt the heat of her through it, the faint swell of her breasts brushing me as she moved. Her lips grazed my ear, her breath warm and teasing. “You’re close, aren’t you?” she whispered, her tongue flicking out, tracing the shell of my ear, and I shuddered, nodding, unable to form words. Her fingers thrust deeper, faster, massaging my prostate with a relentless precision—curling, pressing, rubbing in tight, hard circles that made my whole body shake, my cock throbbing, leaking a steady stream now, pooling on the floor beneath me.

I was a mess—sweat dripping down my spine, my dark hair plastered to my forehead, my face flushed red, mouth open as I panted, moans spilling out with every breath. My legs trembled, spread wide, muscles taut as I rocked back against her hand, fucking myself on her fingers, the burn and stretch blending with the pleasure, a raw, visceral heat that consumed me. She shifted her grip on my balls, tugging lightly, rolling them in her palm, and I felt it—the edge, sharp and imminent, my prostate pulsing under her touch, my cock straining, the tip glistening, veins bulging along the shaft.

“Don’t fight it,” she said, her voice a command wrapped in silk, and her fingers hit that spot dead-on, pressing hard, stroking fast, a rhythm that broke me. I roared, my body seizing, and came—hard, untouched, my cock jerking wildly as thick ropes of cum shot out, splattering the table, the floor, the gown, my balls emptying in pulsing waves that matched the spasms in my ass. Her fingers kept moving, drawing it out, milking my prostate until I was shaking, gasping, a puddle of sweat and cum beneath me, my vision spotting black.


Chapter 3: The Milking Depths

The exam room was a furnace now, the air thick with the musk of my release, the sharp tang of sweat, and the faint, intoxicating whiff of her—jasmine laced with something feral, something that clung to my senses as I lay sprawled across the table, a wrecked, panting mess. My gown was a sodden rag, soaked with cum and sweat, clinging to my thighs, my cock still half-hard and twitching, dripping remnants of the orgasm she’d ripped from me without even touching it. I was thirty-two, built like a man who’d spent years hauling steel and swinging hammers—broad shoulders, arms thick with muscle, dark hair plastered to my forehead—but right then, I was nothing but a trembling heap, chest heaving, legs splayed wide, my ass still clenching around the memory of her fingers. Dr. Ellis stood behind me, her presence a towering force, her gloved hands glistening with lube and my own slickness, her green eyes glinting with a hunger that matched the heat pooling in my gut.

She hadn’t pulled away after I came—didn’t give me a second to recover. Her fingers were still inside me, two of them, buried to the knuckles, curled against my prostate, that swollen, pulsing gland she’d turned into her personal plaything. My cum was everywhere—streaked across the table, pooled on the floor, splattered up my thighs—and yet she wasn’t done. “You’ve got more in you, James,” she said, her voice a low, sultry growl that vibrated through me, her breath hot against my neck as she leaned in, her white coat brushing my bare skin. “I’m going to milk you dry—every drop. You’re mine to drain.”

I groaned, the sound raw and desperate, my head dropping forward, sweat dripping onto the torn paper beneath me. My cock twitched, hardening again despite the ache, the head dark and slick, veins bulging as blood rushed back, spurred by her words, her touch. She shifted, her free hand sliding under the gown, cupping my balls—full, heavy, tender from the last release—and rolling them in her palm, her thumb pressing the seam with a firm, deliberate pressure that made me hiss, my hips jerking. “So responsive,” she murmured, almost to herself, her lips grazing my ear, her tongue flicking out to trace the edge, wet and teasing. “Let’s see how much you can give me.”

Her fingers moved again, slow and deliberate, pressing against my prostate with a renewed intensity—rubbing in tight, hard circles, then dragging long, firm strokes along its edges, teasing every nerve until my whole body shuddered. The gland was swollen, hypersensitive, pulsing under her touch, and she worked it like she owned it, her fingertips curling, pressing, massaging with a precision that made my vision blur. My ass clenched around her, the stretch still burning from the third finger she’d added earlier, the lube squelching as she thrust—deep, slow, then faster, a rhythm that built the pressure back up, a molten wave coiling in my core.

She added that third finger again, sudden and unyielding, stretching me wide, the burn flaring hot and sharp as she sank them in, spreading them apart, opening me up until I felt raw, exposed, every inch of me alive with sensation. “Fuck—Doc,” I rasped, voice a broken growl, my hands clawing at the table, tearing the paper to shreds as I braced myself, my knees trembling, legs spread so wide my thighs ached. She chuckled—low, throaty, a sound that sank into my bones—and twisted her fingers, the pads dragging against my prostate, stroking it in long, relentless pulls that made my cock jump, leaking a steady stream of precum now, pooling with the cum already staining the floor.

Her other hand tightened on my balls, squeezing, tugging, rolling them with a rhythm that matched her thrusts—firm, possessive, her nails grazing the sensitive skin just enough to make me buck, my cock slapping against my stomach, leaving a wet smear on the gown. “You’re so full,” she whispered, her voice dripping with dark promise, her lips brushing my neck, then biting—sharp, sudden, a sting that made me gasp. “I can feel it—right here.” Her fingers pressed harder, massaging my prostate with a slow, grinding pressure, and I felt it—a deep, aching swell, a heaviness that wasn’t just cum, something more, something she was pulling from me with every stroke.

She shifted her stance, her body pressing closer, her chest against my back now, the rough fabric of her coat scraping my skin, the faint swell of her breasts—high, firm, straining against the buttons—rubbing me as she moved. Her auburn hair brushed my shoulder, loose strands tickling my sweat-slick skin, and I caught her scent again—jasmine, musk, power—flooding my lungs as I panted, moans spilling out with every breath. She was stunning—mid-thirties, tall and lithe, her face sharp and flawless, green eyes blazing with control, lips parted as she watched me unravel, her beauty a weapon she wielded as deftly as her hands.

Her fingers thrust deeper, faster, scissoring wide then curling tight, milking my prostate with a relentless, rhythmic precision—rubbing, pressing, stroking until my whole body shook, my cock throbbing, the head dark and glistening, a thick bead of fluid—clear, then milky—welling up, dripping down the shaft. “That’s it,” she purred, her voice a velvet blade, “give it to me, James. Let it all out.” Her hand on my balls squeezed harder, tugging them down, and I felt the pressure shift—a strange, intense fullness, a release building that wasn’t like before, deeper, more primal, centered in that gland she was mastering.

She leaned in, her lips on my ear, her tongue darting out, licking a slow, wet line up the lobe, then sucking it into her mouth, teeth grazing as she whispered, “Come for me—now.” Her fingers hit my prostate dead-on, pressing hard, stroking fast, a brutal, exquisite rhythm that broke me. I roared, my body seizing, and it hit—a wave unlike anything, my prostate spasming, a hot, pulsing flood surging through me. My cock erupted, but it wasn’t just cum—thick, milky streams shot out, mixed with something thinner, clearer, a gush that splattered the table, the floor, my thighs, an endless, wrenching release that left me shaking, gasping, my balls emptying in waves that matched the convulsions in my ass.

She didn’t stop—kept milking me, her fingers relentless, stroking my prostate through it, drawing out every drop, her hand on my balls rolling, squeezing, coaxing more. My cock jerked wildly, untouched, spraying the room, the gown, my chest, a mess of cum and prostatic fluid that pooled beneath me, slick and warm. My vision spotted black, my legs gave out, and I collapsed forward, elbows sliding in my own release, chest heaving, a puddle of sweat and fluids beneath me. She slowed, her touch gentling, but stayed inside, massaging soft now, milking the last shudders from me, a slow, tender drain that left me hollowed out, trembling, utterly spent.

Her hand left my balls, sliding up my chest, under the gown, pinching a nipple—hard, twisting—making me twitch, oversensitive and wrecked. “Perfect,” she murmured, her lips brushing my neck, her teeth nipping the skin, leaving a mark. “You gave me everything.” She eased her fingers out, slow and deliberate, the emptiness a shock after the stretch, my rim clenching, leaking lube and traces of my release. I slumped, panting, my cock softening finally, dripping onto the floor, my body a furnace of exhaustion and raw, sated heat.

She stepped back, peeling off her gloves with a wet snap, tossing them into a bin, her green eyes raking over me—sprawled, naked, marked by her hands, her will. “You’re clean, James,” she said, her voice smooth, professional again, but that faint smile—wicked, knowing—lingered. “But I’d like to see you again. For… follow-up.” She turned to the sink, washing her hands, her hips swaying just enough to make my spent cock twitch, and I knew—fuck, I knew—I’d be back, begging for her to milk me again, to take me apart until there was nothing left. The door clicked shut behind her, and I lay there, wrecked, owned, already craving the next time.


Chapter 4: The Return and the Release

The week crawled by like a slow bleed, every day a haze of restless heat that clung to me after that appointment. My body remembered Dr. Ellis—her fingers, her voice, the way she’d milked me dry on that exam table, leaving me a trembling, cum-soaked wreck. I was thirty-two, built tough—broad shoulders, arms thick from years swinging hammers, dark hair still holding strong—but I couldn’t shake her. The ache in my gut was gone, replaced by a deeper, hungrier pull, a need that throbbed in my cock, my balls, my ass, every time I thought of her green eyes, her auburn hair, that wicked smile. I’d booked the follow-up the second I’d stumbled out of her office, legs shaky, gown discarded, her scent—jasmine and power—still in my lungs. Now, standing outside the clinic again, my jeans tight against my growing hard-on, I knew this wasn’t just a checkup anymore.

The waiting room was the same—antiseptic, stale coffee, chairs that creaked under my weight—but I barely noticed, my pulse hammering as I waited, boots tapping a frantic beat. “Mr. Tanner?” The nurse called, and I followed her down the hall, past the beige walls, into that same exam room—white, sterile, the table waiting like an altar. She handed me the gown, shut the door, and I stripped fast—t-shirt, jeans, boxers hitting the chair, my cock already half-hard, bobbing free as I tied the flimsy fabric around me. I sat, the paper crunching, my hands flexing on my thighs, every nerve lit up, anticipating her.

The door swung open, and there she was—Dr. Ellis, a vision in her white coat, taller than I remembered, her auburn hair pulled back, a few strands loose, framing her sharp, flawless face. Those green eyes hit me first, piercing, raking over me like she could see the hunger pulsing under my skin. Her lips—full, pink—curved into that faint, knowing smile, and her coat hugged her curves—high breasts, narrow waist, hips that swayed as she stepped inside, shutting the door with a soft click that felt final. “James,” she said, her voice smooth, husky, dripping with intent as she set her chart down. “Back for more, I see.”

I swallowed, throat dry, my cock twitching under the gown. “Couldn’t stay away,” I rasped, voice rough, and her smile widened, a flash of teeth that made my balls tighten. She stepped closer, washing her hands at the sink, the sound of water loud in the quiet, then snapped on gloves—two sharp snaps that echoed, making my cock jump fully hard, tenting the gown, a damp spot already forming at the tip. “Good,” she said, turning to me, her eyes dropping to my lap, lingering. “Because I’ve been thinking about you—about how much more I can take from you.” She moved in, her presence filling the room, her scent hitting me—jasmine, musk, a hint of her own arousal—and I groaned, low and needy, my hands gripping the table.

“Stand up,” she ordered, her tone firm, velvet-wrapped steel, and I obeyed, sliding off the table, the gown riding up as I faced her, my cock straining, leaking now, the head dark and slick. She stepped closer, her gloved hand brushing my hip, guiding me to turn, bend forward, elbows on the table, legs spread wide. The cool air hit my bare ass, my balls hanging heavy, and I felt her move behind me, her breath warm on my neck as she leaned in. “You’re already so ready,” she murmured, her fingers—lubed, cold—circling my rim, teasing the tight ring of muscle with a slow, deliberate pressure that made my breath hitch, my cock throbbing, dripping onto the floor.

She pushed in—one finger, then two—stretching me open, the burn sharp and delicious as she sank deep, curling against my prostate with that same ruthless precision. I moaned, loud, my head dropping, sweat beading on my brow as she rubbed—tight, firm circles, then long, dragging strokes, milking that gland until my cock pulsed, leaking a steady stream, my balls tightening with the familiar pressure. “Fuck—Doc,” I growled, hips rocking back, fucking myself on her fingers, and she chuckled—dark, throaty, a sound that sank into my bones. “Not yet,” she said, her free hand sliding under the gown, cupping my balls, rolling them, squeezing until I bucked, my cock slapping my stomach, leaving a wet streak.

She added a third finger, stretching me wider, the lube squelching as she thrust—slow, deep, then faster—massaging my prostate with a rhythm that made my knees shake, my vision blur. “You’re so full again,” she whispered, her lips on my ear, her tongue flicking out, licking a slow, wet line up the lobe. “But I want more than that today.” Her fingers slowed, then pulled out, leaving me empty, clenching, and I whined—fucking whined—my body trembling, desperate for her. She stepped back, peeling off her gloves, tossing them aside, and I heard the rustle of fabric—her coat hitting the floor, then her skirt, her blouse, until she stood behind me, bare, her skin brushing mine as she pressed close.

I turned my head, catching her—naked, flawless, her auburn hair loose now, cascading over her shoulders, her breasts high and firm, nipples dark and hard, her waist flaring to hips that curved into strong, lean legs. Her pussy was bare, glistening, a thin line of red curls framing it, and she smiled, wicked and raw, as she climbed onto the table, straddling me from behind, her thighs bracketing my hips. “Face me,” she said, and I spun, clumsy with need, my cock bobbing, slick and heavy, as I climbed up, kneeling between her legs, the gown gone now, discarded in the mess of fluids on the floor.

She grabbed my shoulders, pulling me down, her lips crashing into mine—hot, hungry, her tongue plunging deep, tasting me, claiming me. I groaned into her mouth, my hands roaming her body—gripping her breasts, thumbs rolling her nipples, pinching until she gasped, her hips bucking against me. My cock pressed against her slit, wet and searing, and she reached down, guiding me in—slow, deliberate, her tight heat swallowing me inch by inch, her walls clenching, pulsing around my shaft as I sank to the hilt. “Fuck,” I growled, breaking the kiss, my head dropping to her shoulder, sweat dripping as I thrust—hard, deep, the table creaking under us.

She moaned, loud and unrestrained, her nails raking my back, drawing blood as she rocked against me, meeting every thrust, her pussy gripping me like a vise—slick, hot, muscles rippling with every stroke. I grabbed her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, slamming into her, my balls slapping her ass, the wet slap-slap-slap filling the room, mingling with our gasps, her cries. Her legs wrapped around me, heels digging into my back, pulling me deeper, and I felt her clit—hard, swollen—grinding against my pelvis, her juices soaking me, dripping down my thighs.

“Harder,” she hissed, her voice a command, her green eyes blazing, and I obeyed—fucking her with everything I had, my cock pounding her, the head scraping her walls, hitting that spot inside her that made her arch, her head thrown back, hair spilling across the table. Her breasts bounced, nipples begging, and I leaned down, sucking one into my mouth—hard, teeth grazing, tongue flicking—until she shuddered, her pussy spasming, her first orgasm hitting fast, a flood of heat that coated my cock, her walls milking me as she screamed, claws tearing my shoulders.

I didn’t stop—kept thrusting, relentless, my balls tightening, the pressure building as she came again, her body shaking, her cries echoing off the walls. She grabbed my ass, fingers digging in, urging me deeper, and I felt it—the edge, sharp and brutal—my prostate still sensitive from her milking, pulsing in time with my cock. “Come in me,” she growled, her lips on mine, biting, sucking, and I roared, my body seizing as I erupted—thick, hot ropes of cum flooding her, my cock jerking wildly, filling her until it spilled out, dripping down her thighs, pooling on the table.

She clenched around me, drawing it out, her pussy sucking every drop, her legs locking me in place as I shuddered, gasping, my vision spotting black. We collapsed, tangled, her beneath me, her breath hot on my neck, my cock softening inside her, still twitching with aftershocks. “Good boy,” she whispered, her hand stroking my back, nails tracing the scratches, and I knew—fuck, I knew—this was just the start. She’d milked me, fucked me, claimed me, and as I lay there, wrecked and sated, I was already hers for the next time, and the next, and every damn time she wanted me.


Chapter 5: The Unholy Consultation

The days after that last appointment blurred into a fevered haze, my body a live wire tuned to Dr. Ellis’s frequency. I’d left her office that time with her cum-soaked scent on my skin, my cock raw from her tight heat, my back shredded from her nails—a man undone, thirty-two and rugged, broad shoulders and thick arms from years of hard labor, dark hair wild from her hands. She’d fucked me senseless on that table, claimed every inch of me, and I couldn’t shake it—the memory of her green eyes blazing, her auburn hair spilling over her bare shoulders, her pussy clenching around me as I filled her. Work was a slog, my mind drifting to her, my cock twitching at the thought of her voice, her touch, until I couldn’t stand it. I booked another “follow-up,” my excuse flimsy—some vague ache I didn’t even feel—but she didn’t question it, just set the date, her tone over the phone dripping with that same sultry promise.

The clinic felt different this time, the antiseptic air charged with something darker as I sat in the waiting room, jeans tight against my growing hard-on, boots scuffing the floor in restless anticipation. “Mr. Tanner?” The nurse called, her voice a distant buzz, and I followed her down the hall, past the beige walls, into that familiar exam room—white, sterile, the table waiting like a stage for whatever she’d planned. She handed me the gown, shut the door, and I stripped—t-shirt, jeans, boxers hitting the chair in a heap, my cock springing free, already thick and pulsing, leaking a bead of precum as I tied the flimsy fabric around me. I didn’t sit this time—stood, pacing, the paper crunching under my feet, every nerve screaming for her.

The door opened, and Dr. Ellis stepped in, a vision that stopped me cold. No white coat today—just a black silk blouse, unbuttoned low, her breasts straining against the fabric, nipples hard and visible, and a tight skirt that hugged her hips, ending mid-thigh, her legs bare and endless. Her auburn hair was loose, cascading in waves over her shoulders, catching the light, and those green eyes—fuck, they burned into me, wild and predatory, her lips—full, red—parting in a smile that promised ruin. “James,” she purred, shutting the door, locking it with a deliberate click that echoed in my chest. “You’re early. Eager, aren’t you?” Her voice was a blade wrapped in velvet, slicing through me, and I nodded, throat dry, my cock throbbing under the gown, tenting it obscenely.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking on the floor, her scent hitting me—jasmine, musk, and something sharper, like incense, thick and heady. “I’ve been thinking,” she said, her fingers trailing down my chest, over the gown, brushing my nipple through the fabric, making it harden instantly. “About how much you can take—how far I can push you.” She grabbed the gown, yanking it off in one swift move, leaving me naked, my cock bobbing free, slick and heavy, the head dark and glistening. I groaned, stepping toward her, but she held up a hand, stopping me, her smile wicked. “Not yet. Lie back—on the table, legs up.”

I obeyed, climbing onto the table, the paper tearing under my weight as I lay flat, my legs lifting, knees bending, feet planting wide on the edges, exposing everything—my cock, my balls, my ass—to her gaze. She moved to a cabinet, pulling out a tray—metal clinking, objects I couldn’t see—and set it beside me, her eyes never leaving mine. “Trust me,” she said, her voice low, and I nodded, my breath hitching as she stepped between my legs, her hands—bare, no gloves—running up my thighs, nails scraping the skin, leaving faint red lines. My cock twitched, leaking more, a thick bead rolling down the shaft, pooling at the base.

She picked something up—a sleek, black probe, curved and thick, glistening with lube she’d squirted from a bottle, the sight making my ass clench, my pulse spike. “This,” she said, holding it up, “is going to open you up—deeper than my fingers ever could.” She pressed it to my rim, circling slow, teasing the tight ring of muscle, and I groaned, my hands gripping the table, knuckles white. “Relax,” she whispered, leaning over me, her blouse gaping, her breasts swaying free, nipples brushing my chest as she pushed—slow, firm—the probe sliding in, stretching me wide, the burn sharp and relentless as it sank deep, the curve hitting my prostate dead-on.

I moaned—loud, guttural—the sensation raw, electric, my cock jumping, leaking a steady stream now, dripping onto my stomach. She twisted it, slow and deliberate, the tip grinding against my gland, massaging it with a pressure that made my balls tighten, my thighs tremble. “Fuck—Doc,” I rasped, my voice a broken mess, and she smiled, her free hand sliding up my chest, pinching a nipple—hard, twisting—making me buck, the probe shifting inside me, hitting deeper. “You’re so tight,” she murmured, her lips grazing my jaw, her tongue flicking out, tasting the sweat there. “But I’m not done.”

She pulled the probe out, slow and torturous, leaving me empty, clenching, then reached for something else—a vibrator, long and thick, ribbed with ridges, buzzing to life in her hand with a low, menacing hum. My eyes widened, my cock throbbing, and she grinned, lubing it up, the slick sound filling the room. “This’ll milk you again,” she said, pressing it to my rim, pushing in—fast, hard—the stretch searing, the vibrations hitting my prostate like a shockwave, making me shout, my back arching off the table. She thrust it deep, the ridges dragging along my walls, the buzz pulsing through my gland, relentless, and my cock erupted—untouched, a thick spurt of cum shooting up, splattering my chest, my neck, my face, the orgasm wrenching through me, my balls pulsing, my ass spasming around the toy.

She didn’t stop—fucked me with it, slow then fast, the vibrations intensifying, milking my prostate until I was shaking, another wave building, my cock leaking a mix of cum and prostatic fluid, pooling on my stomach, dripping down my sides. “Good boy,” she purred, climbing onto the table, straddling my hips, her skirt hiked up, no panties—her pussy bare, glistening, red curls framing it, dripping wet as she hovered over my cock, still hard, still pulsing. She grabbed it, guiding it to her slit, sinking down—slow, deliberate—her tight heat swallowing me, her walls clenching, slick and searing, as she impaled herself, the vibrator still buzzing in my ass, amplifying everything.

I growled, hands gripping her hips, nails digging into her flesh as she rode me—hard, fast, her breasts bouncing free of her blouse, nipples dark and begging. I leaned up, sucking one into my mouth—hard, teeth grazing, tongue swirling—until she moaned, loud and wild, her pussy spasming, her first orgasm hitting, soaking my cock, her juices running down my thighs. The vibrator shifted, her thrusts driving it deeper, and I felt it—another release, my prostate pulsing, my cock jerking inside her, spilling hot and thick, filling her as she screamed, her nails clawing my chest, drawing blood.

She ripped the vibrator out, tossing it aside, and flipped me—sudden, brutal—pushing me onto my stomach, my legs dangling off the table, ass up. She grabbed something else—a strap-on, thick and black, glistening with lube—and strapped it on, her skirt falling away, her body bare now, sweat-slick and perfect. “You’re mine,” she growled, pressing the tip to my rim, thrusting in—hard, deep—the stretch obscene, filling me completely, hitting my prostate with every stroke as she fucked me, relentless, her hips slapping my ass, her hands gripping my shoulders, nails sinking in.

I roared, my cock trapped against the table, grinding into the paper, leaking again, the pressure building as she pounded me—fast, brutal, the strap-on dragging along my walls, milking my gland with every thrust. She leaned over, her breasts on my back, her lips on my neck, biting—hard, marking me—and I came again, a dry, wrenching orgasm, my prostate spasming, my cock pulsing nothing but air, my body shaking, wrecked. She thrust through it, drawing it out, then pulled out, leaving me empty, trembling, a puddle of cum and sweat beneath me.

She climbed off, unstrapping the toy, her breath ragged, her body glistening as she stood over me, green eyes blazing. “You’re perfect,” she whispered, her hand stroking my back, nails tracing the scratches, the bites. I collapsed, panting, my cock soft and tender, my ass bruised, my soul hers. She’d taken me—milked me, fucked me, broken me—and as I lay there, spent beyond reason, I knew I’d crawl back for more, every damn time she called.


Chapter 6: The Reciprocation Ritual

The memory of Dr. Ellis’s last assault haunted me like a fever dream, my body still bearing the marks of her strap-on, her nails, her relentless hunger. I was thirty-two, built solid—broad shoulders, arms thick from swinging hammers, dark hair a mess from her hands—but she’d turned me into her plaything, milking me dry, fucking me senseless on that exam table until I was a trembling, cum-soaked wreck. The scratches on my back had scabbed over, my ass still ached from the pounding, and my cock twitched at the thought of her—those green eyes, that auburn hair, her pussy dripping as she rode me. I’d barely recovered, but her voice on the phone the next day—low, commanding, dripping with intent—had me booking another appointment. “Next time,” she’d purred, “you’re going to return the favor. I want your mouth, James. Make me squirt. Then take my ass.” The words burned into me, and I was hard before she hung up, already counting the hours.

The clinic was a furnace of anticipation when I walked in, the antiseptic air heavy with my own need, my jeans tight against my thickening cock, boots scuffing the floor as I paced the waiting room. “Mr. Tanner?” The nurse’s call was a formality—I was already moving, following her down the hall, past the beige walls, into that exam room—white, sterile, the table a shrine to our depravity. She handed me the gown, shut the door, and I stripped fast—t-shirt, jeans, boxers hitting the chair, my cock springing free, thick and pulsing, leaking precum as I tied the flimsy fabric around me. I didn’t sit—stood, hands flexing, every nerve alight, waiting for her to claim me again, to let me claim her back.

The door opened, and Dr. Ellis stepped in, a vision of raw, unfiltered lust. No coat, no pretense—just a sheer black robe, untied, hanging open to reveal her naked body—breasts high and firm, nipples dark and hard, her waist flaring to hips that curved into long, lean legs. Her auburn hair was loose, spilling over her shoulders, catching the light, and those green eyes—fuck, they devoured me, wild and insatiable, her lips—full, red—parting in a smile that promised chaos. “James,” she said, her voice a sultry growl, locking the door with a sharp click. “You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?” She stepped closer, her robe brushing my thighs, her scent hitting me—jasmine, musk, and the sharp tang of her arousal, thick and intoxicating.

I nodded, throat dry, my cock throbbing under the gown, tenting it obscenely, a wet spot spreading at the tip. “All fucking week,” I rasped, voice rough, and her smile widened, a flash of teeth that made my balls tighten. She grabbed the gown, ripping it off, leaving me naked, my cock bobbing free, slick and heavy, the head dark and glistening. “Good,” she said, her fingers trailing down my chest, nails scraping my nipples, making them harden as she pushed me back. “Sit—edge of the table, legs spread.” I obeyed, climbing up, the paper tearing under me as I sat, thighs wide, cock jutting up, balls hanging heavy, ready for her.

She shed the robe, letting it pool on the floor, her body bare and flawless—skin flushed, pussy glistening, red curls framing her slit, dripping wet as she climbed onto the table, kneeling before me. “Eat me,” she ordered, grabbing my hair, pulling my face between her legs, her scent overwhelming—sweet, musky, primal. I gripped her thighs, fingers sinking into her flesh, spreading her wide, her pussy opening—pink, swollen, clit hard and begging. I dove in, my tongue flattening against her slit, licking a slow, firm line from her entrance to her clit, tasting her—salty, sweet, a flood of heat that coated my lips, my chin. She moaned—loud, unrestrained—her hips bucking, grinding against my face, her hands tightening in my hair, nails digging into my scalp.

I sucked her clit into my mouth—hard, relentless—my tongue flicking fast, circling the sensitive bud, teasing the hood, then plunging lower, thrusting into her hole, fucking her with my mouth. Her walls pulsed, slick and hot, her juices flowing, soaking my beard, dripping down my neck as I worked her, my hands sliding up, gripping her ass, spreading her cheeks, a finger circling her tight rim, teasing but not entering—yet. “Fuck—James,” she gasped, her voice a broken cry, her thighs trembling, and I doubled down—sucking, licking, my tongue relentless, my lips sealing around her clit, humming low to vibrate against her.

She arched, her breasts bouncing, nipples hard, and I reached up with one hand, pinching one—twisting, rolling—making her shudder, her pussy spasming against my mouth. I thrust two fingers into her—deep, hard—curling them, rubbing that rough spot inside, her G-spot, while my tongue lashed her clit, fast and brutal. Her moans turned to screams, her hips rocking, fucking my face, my fingers, and I felt it—her walls tightening, her clit pulsing, a flood building. “Don’t stop,” she growled, her nails clawing my shoulders, drawing blood, and I didn’t—sucked harder, thrust faster, my tongue a blur, my fingers pounding her spot until she broke.

She squirted—hard, sudden—a hot, forceful gush that hit my mouth, my chin, my chest, soaking me as she screamed, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping around my fingers, her clit throbbing under my tongue. I drank her down, swallowing what I could, the rest dripping down my torso, pooling on the table, a slick, messy flood that marked me as hers. She shuddered through it, her cries echoing, and I kept going—licking, sucking, fingering—drawing out every wave, her thighs shaking, her ass clenching under my hand, until she slumped, panting, her grip loosening in my hair.

But I wasn’t done. She’d asked for more, and I’d give it. I pulled back, her juices glistening on my face, my cock rock-hard, leaking, aching to take her. “Turn over,” I growled, my voice rough with need, and she obeyed—slow, deliberate—kneeling on the table, ass up, face down, her pussy still dripping, her tight, puckered rim exposed, begging. I grabbed the lube from the tray—cold, slick—squirting it onto my fingers, then her ass, rubbing it in, circling her hole, pushing one finger in—slow, firm—the stretch making her hiss, her back arching, her auburn hair spilling across the paper.

“Fuck me,” she whispered, her voice raw, and I added a second finger, scissoring her open, stretching her tight ring, the heat of her searing my skin as I worked her, my cock throbbing, dripping onto the floor. I pulled out, lubed my shaft—thick, veined, the head dark and slick—and pressed it to her rim, pushing—slow, relentless—the stretch obscene, her ass gripping me, resisting then yielding as I sank in, inch by inch, her moan a low, guttural sound that vibrated through me. “Fuck—yes,” she gasped, pushing back, taking me deeper, and I groaned, my hands gripping her hips, nails digging into her flesh as I bottomed out, my balls pressed to her soaked pussy.

I thrust—hard, deep—pulling out slow, then slamming back in, her ass clenching around me, tight and hot, the friction raw and perfect. The table creaked, her moans rising, mingling with my grunts, the wet slap-slap-slap of my hips against her ass filling the room. I reached around, fingers finding her clit—still swollen, sensitive—rubbing fast, circling hard, and she bucked, her ass tightening, her pussy dripping anew, soaking my hand. “Come again,” I growled, pounding her, my cock dragging along her walls, the pressure building in my balls, my thrusts brutal, relentless.

She screamed, her ass spasming around me, her pussy gushing again—another squirt, weaker but hot, splattering my thighs, the table—and I lost it, roaring as I came—hard, deep—my cock pulsing, flooding her ass with thick, hot ropes, spilling out around my shaft, dripping down her cheeks. I thrust through it, drawing out her orgasm, my fingers relentless on her clit, her body shaking, wrecked, until we collapsed—me over her, chest heaving, cock softening inside her, her beneath me, trembling, sated.

I pulled out slow, her ass leaking my cum, her pussy a slick mess, and she turned, grabbing my face, kissing me—hard, hungry—tasting herself on my lips, her nails raking my neck. “You’re mine,” she whispered, her green eyes blazing, and I nodded, spent, marked, hers. The room reeked of us—sweat, cum, her squirt—and as I lay there, tangled with her, I knew this was our dance now, a cycle of taking and giving, each encounter wilder, deeper, until we burned out or broke.


Chapter 7: The Breeding Claim

The pull of Dr. Ellis had become a primal tether, a rope of raw need that yanked me back to her office one final time, my body still humming from our last encounter—her squirt soaking me, her ass clenching around my cock, her screams echoing in my skull. I was thirty-two, built like a man forged in steel—broad shoulders, arms thick from years of hard labor, dark hair a wild mess from her hands—but she’d turned me into something else: a beast driven by her scent, her touch, her command. The scratches on my back had healed into faint scars, my ass still bore the ghost of her thrusts, and my cock stiffened at the mere thought of her—those green eyes, that auburn hair, her pussy dripping as I fucked her. This time, she’d called me, her voice over the phone a sultry growl: “Come back, James. I want you to breed me—fill me until it takes.” The words hit like a punch, and I was there the next day, jeans straining, heart pounding, ready to give her everything.

The clinic was a haze, the waiting room a blur of antiseptic and tension as I sat, my boots scuffing the floor, my cock already thickening, leaking into my boxers. “Mr. Tanner?” The nurse’s call was a formality—I was up, moving, following her down the hall, past the beige walls, into that exam room—white, sterile, the table a battlefield of our lust. She handed me the gown, shut the door, and I stripped—t-shirt, jeans, boxers hitting the chair in a frantic pile, my cock springing free, thick and heavy, pulsing with need as I tied the flimsy fabric around me. I didn’t sit—paced, hands flexing, sweat beading on my brow, every nerve screaming for her, for this final claim.

The door opened, and Dr. Ellis stepped in, a vision of feral beauty that stopped my breath. No robe, no clothes—just her, naked, her auburn hair loose, cascading in wild waves over her shoulders, catching the light, her skin flushed, glistening with a sheen of anticipation. Her breasts were high and firm, nipples dark and hard, begging to be sucked, her waist flaring to hips that curved into strong, lean legs, her pussy bare—red curls framing it, already wet, dripping down her thighs as she locked the door with a sharp click. “James,” she purred, her voice a low, throaty command, green eyes blazing with a hunger that matched mine. “You’re here to breed me—to fuck me until I’m full of you.” She stepped closer, her scent hitting me—jasmine, musk, and the thick, primal tang of her arousal, a drug that flooded my senses.

I growled, throat tight, my cock throbbing under the gown, tenting it obscenely, a wet spot spreading as precum leaked freely. “Fuck yes,” I rasped, voice rough with need, and she smiled—wicked, wild, a flash of teeth that made my balls ache. She grabbed the gown, tearing it off, leaving me naked, my cock jutting up, slick and heavy, the head dark and glistening, veins bulging along the shaft. “Good,” she said, her fingers trailing down my chest, nails scraping my nipples, making them harden as she pushed me back. “On the table—flat, now.” I obeyed, climbing up, the paper tearing under my weight as I lay back, legs spread wide, cock standing tall, balls hanging full and tight, ready to empty into her.

She climbed over me, straddling my hips, her thighs bracketing me, her pussy hovering—wet, hot, dripping—above my cock, her juices falling onto my shaft, mixing with my precum, a slick promise of what was coming. “I want it all,” she whispered, grabbing my face, pulling me into a kiss—hard, hungry—her tongue plunging deep, tasting me, claiming me, her teeth nipping my lip until I tasted blood. I groaned into her mouth, my hands roaming her body—gripping her breasts, thumbs rolling her nipples, pinching hard until she gasped, her hips bucking, her pussy brushing my cock, teasing me with its heat. “Breed me,” she hissed, breaking the kiss, her eyes locked on mine, wild and commanding, and I nodded, my hands sliding to her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, ready to give her everything.

She reached down, grabbing my cock—thick, veined, slick—guiding it to her slit, rubbing the head along her folds, coating it in her juices before sinking down—slow, deliberate—her tight heat swallowing me inch by inch, her walls clenching, pulsing around my shaft as she took me to the hilt. “Fuck,” I growled, my head dropping back, sweat dripping as I thrust up—hard, deep—the table creaking under us, her pussy gripping me like a vise, slick and searing, her muscles rippling with every stroke. She moaned—loud, unrestrained—her nails raking my chest, drawing thin lines of blood as she rocked against me, meeting every thrust, her clit grinding against my pelvis, her juices soaking me, dripping down my balls.

I grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks, a finger circling her rim—still tender from last time—pushing in, slow and firm, stretching her as I fucked her pussy, her moan turning to a scream, her walls spasming around me. “Harder,” she growled, her voice a command, her green eyes blazing, and I obeyed—pounding into her, my cock slamming deep, the head scraping her walls, hitting her cervix with every thrust, her breasts bouncing, nipples begging. I leaned up, sucking one into my mouth—hard, teeth grazing, tongue swirling—until she shuddered, her pussy clenching, her first orgasm hitting fast, a flood of heat that coated my cock, her walls milking me as she screamed, her nails tearing my shoulders.

I didn’t stop—kept thrusting, relentless, my finger fucking her ass in time, adding a second, stretching her wider, her moans rising, mingling with my grunts, the wet slap-slap-slap of my hips against her thighs filling the room. She came again, her pussy spasming, her juices gushing, soaking my groin, the table, and I flipped her—sudden, brutal—onto her back, legs over my shoulders, spreading her wide, her pussy open, dripping, her ass clenching around my fingers as I pulled them out. “Breed me—now,” she gasped, her hands grabbing my ass, pulling me deeper, and I thrust—hard, fast—my cock pounding her, my balls slapping her ass, the pressure building, my need to fill her overwhelming.

I pulled out, slick with her juices, and pressed my cock to her ass—tight, puckered, still lubed from her cum—and pushed—slow, relentless—the stretch obscene, her rim gripping me, resisting then yielding as I sank in, inch by inch, her scream a raw, guttural sound that vibrated through me. “Fuck—yes,” she gasped, pushing back, taking me deeper, and I groaned, my hands gripping her thighs, nails digging into her flesh as I bottomed out, my balls pressed to her soaked pussy. I thrust—hard, deep—pulling out slow, then slamming back in, her ass clenching around me, tight and hot, the friction raw and perfect, her moans rising, her pussy dripping anew, soaking the table.

I reached down, fingers finding her clit—hard, swollen—rubbing fast, circling hard, and she bucked, her ass tightening, her pussy spasming as I fucked her, my cock dragging along her walls, the pressure in my balls building, my thrusts brutal, relentless. “Come in me,” she growled, her lips on mine, biting, sucking, her tongue plunging deep, and I lost it—roaring as I came—hard, deep—my cock pulsing, flooding her ass with thick, hot ropes, spilling out around my shaft, dripping down her cheeks. I pulled out, still hard, and thrust back into her pussy—fast, desperate—my cum mixing with her juices, filling her again, my balls emptying, pulsing with every stroke, breeding her as she screamed, her pussy clamping around me, her final orgasm gushing, soaking us both.

I kept going, fucking her through it, my cock relentless, spilling everything—cum, need, possession—until she was full, leaking, her pussy and ass dripping with me, her body shaking, wrecked. We collapsed, tangled, her beneath me, her breath hot on my neck, my cock softening inside her, still twitching, her walls pulsing around me. “You bred me,” she whispered, her hand stroking my back, nails tracing the scars, her green eyes soft now, sated. I nodded, panting, my body spent, marked, hers. The room reeked of us—sweat, cum, her squirt—and as I lay there, tangled with her, I knew this was it—the endgame, the claim complete. She was mine, bred by me, and I was hers, forever bound by this wild, unholy union.
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