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Penis Reduction Seduction Ch. 01

"How's Nate settling in at the college?" Zoe asked as she passed her new friend and neighbor a mug of coffee. Dr Zoe Monroe had been a little shocked when she looked out of her kitchen window to see two huge black men on the lawn just 2 months back. As it turned out those two men were father and son and had just moved into the house right next door.

"He's doing ok I guess. That's kind of why I came by." Tiara Jones replied. Growing up where she did, Zoe had never really had any black friends. Not that she considered herself to be racist in any way, but she had heard stories or other white people in her town giving their opinions on other races, and when she had gotten to know Tiara she couldn't help but notice just how normal and like her, she seemed. The two of them hit it off straight away, gossiping about the other neighbors and these little coffee visits seemed to happen every few days.

"He's just not quite been himself of late. He keeps locking himself away in that room of his for hours on end and seems to be miserable..." Tiara continued.

"Well moving to a new school and town is stressful for anyone. Maybe he is just shy and missing his home," Zoe interjected.

"Trust me. If there is one thing that Nate isn't, then it's shy...Besides, I asked him what was wrong and that he didn't seem himself and told me to just leave him alone and that he was fine. His Dad went to talk to him and he told Jamal that he was just a little depressed or something...Anyway, that's why I came by. I wanted to ask, seeing as you are a doctor and al, if you would maybe have a talk with him?"

"Well, I guess I could see him. But we would need to make it an official appointment at my office. And I have to warn you that I won't be able to discuss anything that Nate tells me with yourself. I take Doctor-Patient privilege very seriously." Zoe said sternly. She didn't normally like taking on friends as patients, but she knew that a new town could be a lonely place and she wanted Tiara and her family to know they weren't alone.

"Of course. It will be enough just to know that he is being taken care of from a professional. Thank you Zoe, you're a good friend! He doesn't normally go to the doctors, but maybe we can get my Husband in for a check-up at some stage too. He's not exactly getting any younger." She added smiling.

"Wel,l I'll sort out an appointment for Nate and give you a call with the details. And maybe we can get that old man of yours in for a routine check-up in a few weeks time. Put your mind to ease." She laughed.

Picturing Jamal, Tiara's husband, Zoe thought the last thing you would consider him to be was old. Sure he was in his mid-forties, like Tiara, and he shaved his head bald and had the odd grey hair in his goatee. But he still had the fresh face and physique of a 20s something bodybuilder. 'He could pass as the 18-year-old Nate's Big Brother' Zoe had thought to herself when they all first got introduced to one and other. One time when the Jones family were out in their yard having a BBQ and enjoying the sun, Zoe couldn't help but stare at the two black men's bodies from her Kitchen window, debating with herself which one of the muscular giants was in better shape. A debate that was cut short when Tiara had seen her at the window and invited her out to join them.

Zoe herself was no slouch in the body department. The 29-year-old had been a keen and talented gymnast in her school days, but the older she got the more curves she started developing. The other gymnasts seemed to stay petite and slim, where Zoe filled out year by year. She kept in great shape, but her 32F-24-35 body on her 5ft 2-inch frame meant she struggled to reach her potential. Finally giving up on her gymnastics dream and shifting her focus to becoming a Physician. A decade later and her strict fitness routine and the fact that she has yet to have any children has meant that her body has remained pretty much in the same incredible shape. Causing her husband to tease her that if they ever hit hard times, it was good to know that they have the fallback of her strippers body to rake in some extra cash.

"Honey I'm Home! Where's my stripper?" Barry shouted, as he always did when he got back.

"In the Kitchen Barry," Zoe replied, embarrassed.

"Stripper?" Laughed Tiara.

"Just a longstanding joke he has," Zoe said, rolling her eyes.

"Don't mind me, I'm just on the way back to make the guys dinner. Thanks again Zoe, I appreciate it. Nice seeing you Barry...enjoy the strip show," Tiara smiled as she made her way out. She wondered what Zoe saw in him. He was a nice man, but he was nothing to look at. Short. Chubby. Thin combed over hair that desperately failed in hiding his bald patch. Thick milk bottle glasses.

In truth, Zoe had found Professor Barry Monroe to be brilliant. He had tutored at her university, and she instantly found him to be highly intelligent, kind and charming. Back ten years ago, he had even had a flat stomach and a full head of hair. It wasn't love at first sight, but with his maturity and stature, she had considered him to be a man amongst boys when she was at college and just 19. The two of them married two years later and had been living reasonably happy and contented lives ever since. Except that no matter what they tried, Zoe couldn't conceive a child. After months of treatment and investigating, they discovered that the problem lay with Barry's low sperm count. They talked about all their options, and in the end, they agreed that they were just going to keep trying until they turned 30 and 40 respectively, and then if they had no luck, they were going to adopt. And with both of them just 1 year away, it seemed more and more likely that they would be adopting.

"Ready to show me that hot body of yours?" Barry teased, as he kissed his wife on the cheek.

"God Barry, you are so embarrassing. What will Tiara think?"

"Oh please, where they come from I'm sure they've seen and heard a lot worse than that!" He retorted.

"Don't start that racist crap again, I warned you about that."

"I'm just teasing. Like you teasing me with that body of yours. Come on...I've got a wallet full of dollar bills," He tickled his wife's sides.

"Dollar bills? You cheeky sod...You better go to the ATM and get some real money, because this girls body is for high-end clients only" She teased back, unbuttoning the top two buttons on her blouse.

"Jesus Zoe, empty the bank accounts just get your ass upstairs." He said, tossing her his wallet and grabbing her by the hand.

Zoe lay frustrated on the bed wondering why she always allows herself to get so worked up. It seemed to her the more she played along with his little stripper talk role playing, the less her husband was able to control himself.

"6.07pm!" She thought to herself, looking at the clock and thinking about how she knew that her husband always got home at 6 pm on the dot each day. "3minutes of talking. 2 minutes to get naked and into bed. 1 minute of 'ecstasy'. And another minute of out of breath sweating and telling me how great I am."

She rolled her eyes in frustration, as her husband lay naked beside her. She couldn't help but notice how his stomach fat made it difficult for her to see his penis these days. "Not that it was ever very big, to begin with," She told herself. She had only ever been intimate with her husband, so had no real comparison when it came to sex, but she had examined many men and couldn't help but notice that a majority of them seemed to be quite a bit longer and plumper than her husband. 'One inappropriate man even got an erection and must have been as big as 6 or 7 inches!' She remembered to herself.

"Not that size matters. It's love that makes it special." She told herself, turning to kiss her husband. "That was great honey" She lied.

"Your four fifteen is here, Doctor." The receptionist said from the doorway.

"Thanks Claire, send him in," Zoe said, keen to get her last appointment done with so she could get home.

"Hi Nate, please close the door behind you and come and take a seat," She smiled as the giant man walked into her office. Nate Jones might have only been 18 years old, but he certainly wasn't built like no kid. He was tall at 6ft 3, but it was his physique that stood out the most about. The Linebacker for the local University, he was built like a bodybuilder. He wasn't too unpleasant to look at either, Zoe thought, scanning his face and noticing that he looked nervous.

"So how are you Nate?" She asked with a warm and yet concerned smile once he had sat down.

"I'm alright, I guess." He replied, not making eye contact with his neighbor.

"Well your mother has told me that you might be feeling a little depressed or stressed and I just..."

"No, I'm ok. I'm not depressed. Listen this was a bad idea coming here." Nate interrupted, making as if he was about to leave.

"Nate, whatever is troubling you I can assure you that I will try my very best to help you deal with it. And you don't ever have to worry about your parents or anyone else finding out about anything you wish to discuss here with me." She got up off her chair and walked over to Nate, placing her hand on his muscular shoulder. "What happens between a Doctor and the patient stays between the Doctor and the Patient. Please sit down." She added, as Nate made eye contact with his neighbour for the first time, before sitting back down.

"It's embarrassing," He said, looking away again.

"Everyone gets embarrassed sharing their problems with the Doctor. I can assure you, I've heard and seen it all before. It's what I do. And if there is a problem, I will help you!" She pleaded. "Please Nate, just let me help you." She added.

"Well, if you must know. I think I would like to get...a reduction."

"A reduction?" She asked confused.

"Yeah, you know...A reduction!" He replied lowering his eyes for a second.

"I'm sorry Nate, you are going to have to be a bit more specific." The Doctor countered, wondering if he was talking about his height or his muscles.

"Fuck Sakes," Nate said frustrated and embarrassed by what he was about to say. Then after a few second of silence between the two, he finally said it.

"I would like to get my cock reduced!" He spat out.

"Your what?" Zoe said stunned. She had heard the term 'cock' before from some of her crude friends, but she had never used it and even though she knew what he said it somehow still didn't register what he was truly meaning.

"My Dick. My Junk. I want to get it reduced. In Size." He spelled out.

"Your Penis. You want to get your Penis reduced in size. Sorry, I didn't quite grasp what you were saying." She stuttered. "Well that's definitely new," She added without really thinking.

"I thought you've heard it all from the patients." Nate said laughing, trying to find some comedy in all of this.

"Well, you certainly have me there," She laughed back. "I'm sorry Nate, I just wasn't expecting that. I've never had anyone with this 'ailment' before. Quite the opposite in fact."

"Why exactly do you feel like you want to get a 'penis reduction'?" She asked, genuinely curious as to why any man would want a smaller one.

"I don't feel like I want one. I feel like I need to get one. It's just ruining everything," He replied.

"How so?" The doctor continued to poke.

"It gets in the way when I am playing sports!" Nate Stated.

"It gets in the way?" Zoe asked, trying to picture how a penis could possibly cause so much trouble.

"Yes! I can feel it bouncing about. Sometimes it will fall out the bottom of my underwear or shorts. Sometimes I can feel my testicles being crushed between my legs. I can't reach my potential as a footballer and athlete if I am forever worried about things popping out or my balls being crushed!"

"I see. And you feel that you have above average sized testicles also?" Dr Monroe asked, struggling once again to picture any scenario were a penis and a set of testicles could cause any athlete much difficulty.

"Yes!" Nate sighed deeply with what he was about to say next.

"It's not just the sports. My girlfriends have all been scared to get intimate with me whenever they've seen my junk. It's frustrating as hell. And to make matter worse..." He paused, too embarrassed to say it.

"To make matter worse?" Zoe asked after Nate's hesitation.

"I can't control myself!" He added.

"Well, premature ejaculation is a common issue for a lot of men, especially those who are so young and inexperienced." The doctor answered. 'And the not so young' She thought to herself thinking of her Husband.

"No, I don't mean that. I mean I need to cum 3, 4, 5 times a day." He looked up to see his neighbour and Doctor almost staring opened mouth at his comments. He had found Zoe Monroe to be sexy from the moment he set eyes on her. She might be only 29, but to him, she seemed almost like those white MILFs you find in porn. Her curves belonged on a pornstar, and her gorgeous face belonged on a magazine model. Her thick wavy brown shoulder length hair and green eyes. Those wet moist kissable lips. She was an 18 year olds wet dream.

"Well it's not unusual for a young man to want to ejaculate multiple times in a day," She replied, turning a little crimson at the discussion.

"No, again I don't want to ejaculate 5 times a day. I need to! My balls just produce too much sperm, my balls start to ache if I don't cum enough."

Zoe sat in shock for a few seconds trying to compute exactly what her young neighbour was telling her. She thought back to her own husband, his smaller sized penis and the little dribble of sperm samples he had given when they were testing his sperm count. And yet here was a man who's penis was 'too big' and who's balls produced too much sperm!

"Hello...Doctor?" Nate asked.

"Right. Sorry. I was just thinking." She snapped back.

"I think the first thing I will need to do before we discuss how to proceed is to examine the problem." She said, as she pulled a curtain across one half of the room.

"If you would like to just pop behind the curtain and take your pants off." She told him. The same thing that she had told a hundred male patients before, but maybe for the first time Doctor Zoe Monroe was genuinely curious to see her patients Penis. Genuinely excited by the prospect of seeing those testicles.

She put on a pair of gloves and felt some anticipation run through her body. Silence fell behind the curtain, telling her that the kid who lived next door was ready. "Are you ready for me?" she asked.

"As ready as I'm ever going to be I guess," He answered sounding nervous.

"Oh!" Zoe said, half disappointed to see he was still wearing his underwear, and half in surprise at the size of the bulge that they seemed to be hiding. "I meant for you to take your underwear off also," she added, struggling to take her eyes off the bulge to make eye contact with Nate.

"Right, of course." Nate said, looking back at his 'Milf' neighbour and noticing her eyes had dropped back down towards his bulge. He slowly started to push the waistband of his underwear down, and as the root of his thick black cock appeared he noticed Zoe's eyes widen a little.

"Oh my!" Zoe gasped in amazement. The slow unveiling of the giant black penis seemed to go on for an eternity until about 9 inches the head finally sprang loose and bobbed up and back down where it hang freely and heavily down his thigh towards his knee.

"Well I can certainly see why it could cause you difficulties," Zoe said as she took a step forward and lowered her head slightly to inspect it further. "Can I ask, does it get much bigger or smaller than it appears now?" She added without once taking her eyes off it.

"It never gets any smaller than it is now. And it gets longer and thicker when I'm aroused."

"Oh my!" She said again, at the prospect of it getting bigger. 'The thing is nearly as long as my forearm and thicker than my wrist as it is' she thought. "How long does it get when it's erect?" She asked.

"I can't say I've ever measured it" Nate Lied. Hoping his Doctor might want to take some measurements herself.

Zoe was half tempted to ask Nate to get hard for her. She wanted to measure how big he got. Mostly she just wanted to see what it looked like!

"I'm just going to lift your penis so that I can inspect your testicles." Doctor Monroe said, as lowered herself to her knees in front of her new best friends black kid. She didn't even wait for him to reply or say that it was ok. She slowly raised her hand up towards his penis and slowly wrapped her fingers around his shaft. the first thing she noticed was how her fingers and thumb didn't even meet back up. The second thing was just how heavy and plump this thing was. 'That's a lot of meat' she thought to herself as lifted it up a little.

Underneath the sight was just as impressive. Two huge Testicles each the size of oranges hung low in a giant scrotum. 'These things must produce so much semen. No wonder he needs to empty them so often' She thought. She looked back at the giant piece of meat in her hand, as she could have sworn she felt Nate's heart beat through the giant vein that crisscrossed down his shaft.

"I'm just going to inspect your testicles now Nate," She told him, whilst her hand was already cupping one of his massive balls. The whole testicle seemed to fit perfectly in her cupped hand, and she involuntarily gave both the testicle and the plump penis in her other hand a gentle squeeze.

"Amazing." She said out loud without really thinking. She moved her hand to the other testicle, cupping it and giving that giant orange like ball another couple of light squeezes. Admiring the weight of it in her hand she began to compare it to her husbands testicles. 'These could get a thousand girls pregnant' She thought to herself.

The sight of his sexy next door neighbour on her knees and acting in such awe at the sight and feel of his cock and balls was too much for Nate to handle. He could feel his cock begin to fill with blood.

"Oh My!" Doctor Monroe said for a third time, as she snapped out of her trance at the feeling of her fingers being pulled further apart. She couldn't help but bite her bottom lip and she wanted nothing more than to see this beautiful penis fully erect, but she just managed to hang on to her professionalism.

"That's fine for now, Nate. Why don't you put your clothes back on and we'll talk about where we go from here." Her struggle was real. She glanced up into his eyes and then back down to his rapidly expanding thick penis. And it was only then that she realised she was still holding it.

"Excuse me," She said, clearing her voice and letting go off it. She turned and went back to her desk. Completely flushed she felt her face was almost burning up, but she soon realised that it was only a fraction caused by embarrassment, the true cause was the fact that she had never been so turned on or horny in all her life.

"So what do you think Doctor? Am I good case for having the reduction?" Nate said returning to his chair.

"Well, it's certainly...I mean you are certainly larger in that department than the average man. Or any man I've ever seen as a matter of fact." She stumbled with her words, not really knowing the direction she was taking.

"However the little I know about such procedures, and I will have to further investigate on the topic, is that they can be very complicated and should only be taken as a last resort. So I would like for us to try and work through some of your problems and if we don't have success we can talk about sitting down with an expert in the penis reduction field and seeing what they have to say."

"Alright, how are we going to do that?" Nate enquired.

"Well the way I see it, we have three issues that we need to solve. First, we need for you to feel comfortable and secure enough, down there, to be able to play sports." She said, looking down at his crotch and noticing the bulge through his jeans.



"Uh huh," Nate agreed.

"We need to solve the issue of your girlfriends being too scared to be intimate with you. Now that one isn't easy for your Doctor to solve, and we will certainly discuss it down the road, but my initial thoughts on this are that this one isn't as big a problem as you might think. I believe that there will be a lot of women out there...hmmmm...how can I put this?...There would be a lot of women out there who would be very attracted and interested in being intimate with a young man like yourself and who would think of your 'largeness', as even more of a reason to be intimate with you." She once again took a glance down at the kids' crotch and held it for a second longer this time.

"Perhaps an older woman, rather than a girl would be more appreciative of your gifts," She added, without really thinking, and then realizing how bad that may have sounded.

"I've always preferred women to girls," Nate smiled at Zoe, causing her to blush some more.

"And then finally we need to figure out a solution to the aches being caused by your testicles and your need to empty them...sorry, I mean ejaculate so frequently. This I will have to look into a bit. How about I make another appointment for 2 days, time and we can take it from there?" She said, having no real idea what her plan was to help him solve any of his problems, but she did know one thing, she did want to help him!

"Alright, Doctor. Sounds like a plan." See you in a couple of days, he smiled at her.

Zoe sat in her chair for nearly 5 minutes after Nate had left just staring blankly at the wall. In truth, she was trying to work out exactly what she had just seen. She was asking herself how big it gets? how thick it would be? how much semen would he produce? How much of that penis could fit inside her? how would a penis that size feel inside her?

"Anything else you need from me before I go?...Doctor? Hello?" Came a voice from the door.

"What?...oh, Claire. Sorry I was daydreaming. Listen, something has come up tomorrow. I need you to move forward some of my afternoon appointments so that I can get out of here an hour or two early."

"Sure I will do that, is everything ok?" The receptionist enquired, knowing that Dr Monroe never canceled her patients appointments.

"Yeah everything is great, I just remembered that I need to take care of something.. Apologise to the patients for me for the inconvenience. Oh and also, book Nate Jones in for an appointment for the same time on Thursday. Thank you, that will be all."

She hit google and began searching for solutions to Nates first problem. "Shopping! This could be fun." She said to herself. "Lots of fun" She added as a photo of a big bulge in tight briefs appeared on her screen. 'Not as big as Nates, but still pretty nice.' She thought to herself, biting her lip.


Penis Reduction Seduction Ch. 02

"Can I help you with something Ma'am?" The young, tall and handsome shop worker asked.

"Oh...Thanks...No. I am just looking for now. Maybe shortly," Zoe said, turning slightly red with embarrassment as she perused the male underwear section of the shop. She had spent the whole of yesterday evening and most of today when in between patients, googling underwear for well-hung men. And couldn't help but get lost staring and dreaming about those big packages and fit looking young bodies. Though none of them even came close to being able to compete with Nate she had thought to herself.

She walked through the section, picking up the odd item, without being certain which ones would be suitable for helping Nate out with his 'problem'. Finally, once a few of the other shoppers in the underwear area had left and it was just her and the young man behind the checkout, she decided to ask for some help.

"Hi, I think I might need some assistance..." She began, pulling a face that tried to hint of the awkwardness of her situation.

"Absolutely Ma'am, that's what I'm here for," The confident young kid answered. He was perhaps in his early 20s, and definitely had the look of a student. He was about 6ft2 and clearly kept himself in good shape. "What is it you are looking for?" He added, walking out from behind the counter.

"Well, this is a little awkward...I emmmm...I am looking for some male underwear, that would...How can I put this?" She stuttered and hesitated with her words.

"That's ok Ma'am. We get wives in here all the time, looking to buy their husbands some more appealing underwear," The kid said, trying to help put her more at ease.

"Well, actually he's not..." She began, before realizing that pretending she was buying for her other half was much easier than explaining that it was for a patient or a 'friend'. 'How would that look?' She thought to herself.

"Not my husband yet, perhaps one day..." she finished. "But actually, it's not that we need the underwear to be more appealing. It's more than we need them to be more practical. You see he has a little bit of a problem...well actually, he has a large problem...if you catch my drift?"

"He has a problem?" The young man asked, confused.

"You know? His package is rather large. Very much more so than the average person. So we need to find him some underwear that will keep his 'jewels' secure. So to speak." Zoe smiled, gaining a bit more confidence. She seemed to like the idea of being able to boast about her other half being some kind of stud.

"Ahhh haha I got ya," The kid laughed. "We actually do have one brand that specializes in underwear for gentlemen with 'larger packages'. I actually wear some of these myself." He boasted flirtatiously as he led her over to the section where they were kept.

"Hung" She read from the label, smiling at the name and the photo of the crotch on the packaging.

"They do all different types. Briefs, boxers, Y Fronts, you name it they do it. Some of them even come with a special pouch that you can put your dick...sorry, your penis in. And it holds it snugly so it doesn't bounce around or get in the way." The young cocky kid explained.

"Wow, they sound pretty perfect."

"Here!" He handed her a pack of briefs that had the special secure pouch. "The pouch comes in 'Big', 'Large Package', and 'Mega Hung'" sizes. So make sure you get the right size.

Zoe browsed the choices she had but had no real way of telling which pouch would be best. Though she was pretty certain that there couldn't be many penises out there as big as Nate's and therefore she should just get the biggest sized ones.

"Thanks, for your help...Brad. I'm just not sure how these would fit or which ones would be best," She said, clocking the name badge on his chest.

"I can always try some on for you if you want an idea of what they look like?" Brad said, smiling confidently.

"Oh, I'm not sure that would be appropriate. The other customers..." Zoe started.

"The store closes in 5 minutes. Just hang around for a few minutes, I'll try a couple on for you and then you can know which ones to buy."

"Alright then. If you are sure that is ok. Thank you Brad," Zoe said smiling. After spending most of the last 24 hours thinking of Nate's huge penis and seeing photos of large packages in tight underwear online, she did kind of want to see the real thing again.

"Alright Ma'am, first one's up...the regular boxers." Brad said, opening the changing room door and walking forward towards Zoe who was sat on the bench right outside. He had stripped right down to nothing but the boxer shorts, in the hope of seducing this hot older woman who he thought had clearly come in there to flirt with him.

Zoe couldn't help but be impressed with the young man's athletic body. He was as big and muscular as Nate, but he was still in good enough shape for him to be pleasing to her on the eyes. She let her eyes drop slowly down from his chest, across his 6 pack and to his underwear. She didn't really notice much of a bulge, but she did like the way the boxers framed his toned hairy legs.

"They are nice. But they seem too baggy for what he needs them for," Zoe critiqued.

"Alright, let's try the briefs," Brad says.

"With the pouch?" Zoe asked.

"Sure. I'll try the briefs with the pouch," Brad smiled internally. Feeling that this horny woman was asking to see his bulge. He closed the door and stripped out of the boxers. He tugged on his dick trying to make it as long and thick as possible, without going fully hard. And then stepped into the briefs, and put his dick into the specialized pouch area.

"Ready?" He asked, opening the door. He stepped forward and walked towards Zoe, stopping right before her so that she could get a good look.

On one hand, Zoe Monroe did like what she was seeing. This Kid was clearly good looking. In great shape, and his bulge was significantly larger than her husbands. But she couldn't help but be a bit disappointed when comparing it to the monster she had held in her gloved hands just yesterday.

"Well? What do you think?" Brad said triumphantly. Loving the fact that she hadn't stopped looking at his bulge.

"Are these the largest of the pouches?" She asked?

"Well, no these are the 'Big' Pouch ones. No one really is big enough for the 'Mega Hung' ones" Brad said, perturbed. "They are just for gag gifts and strippers who stuff their crotches," He added.

The pouch was pretty full of meat, but Zoe couldn't help but wonder if Nate would even come close to being able to stuff his monster in there.

"Do they feel snug? If you were, let's say, playing football or running, do you feel like 'things' wouldn't bounce around too much?" She asked.

"I play sports all the time and wear these, there is nothing moving around. Look" He said bouncing up and down.

"Brad. I know this is inappropriate. But I don't know if this is the right fit for my guy or not...Do you think you could show me your penis, so I can compare the two of you and know which ones to get?"

Brad just smiled. Knowing that she was impressed by his bulge and just wanted to see it, probably touch it, suck it and fuck it.

"Fuck yeah babe," He replied, hooking his thumbs into his waistband and slowly lowering the tight-fitting underwear down his thighs until his plump dick sprung out of the pouch and into full view.

"Well, what do you think Babe?" He asked confidently, swaying his dick a little from side to side.

"I think I'd like 3 pairs of the briefs with the 'mega hung' pouch. Please put that thing away." Zoe replied disappointingly at the white kids' dick. Sure it was a good inch or two bigger than her husbands, but it was still like comparing a baby to man between that and Nate's big hunk of dark meat, She thought to herself as she also picked up a couple of other pairs of underwear to give Nate some more options.

"Do you have a smart card?" Brad snapped at her once back at the counter.

"No, sorry...can I sign up for one?" Zoe asked, hoping to save some money and maybe thinking she could come back to this store and buy her husband some better underwear.

"Fill out the form. Name, address, number etc."

"Well thanks a lot for your help Brad, you are a star," Zoe said once she had completed the forms.

"Fucking Cock tease," Brad spat out, as she was walking away causing her to stop in her tracks and turn back.

"Honey, that ain't no cock you've got. That's just a regular penis. These were built for a cock!" She said holding up the 'Mega hung' pouched briefs she had just bought before turning and walking out of the shop.

Zoe spent the entire following day at work going through the motions, unable to stop watching the clock as it crept nearer and nearer to her 4:15 pm appointment with Nate. 'I really hope he fits into these.' She thought to herself, looking at her shopping bag under the desk. 'I wonder what that pouch will look like when it's fully stuffed with 'it'...' 'Maybe, he will show me...' 'I had better check! It's for his own good!' Her mind was swimming with thoughts and ideas and imagery until finally the giant kid from next door was sat down before her.

"Hi, Nate. It's great to see you again," She said, meaning it completely. "How have things been...you know...with your 'problem'?" Her eyes lowered and pointed to his crotch as she said it, before returning to his face.

"No change Doctor. I still need the reduction!" He replied sadly.

"Well, as we discussed it's too soon to decide upon that. And we will explore our options first before we consider going down that road. A penis reduction should be the last resort, only if we fail to find alternative ways to make your 'problem' easier to live with." Zoe reached down as she finished speaking and placed the shopping bag on the table.

"Now, one of your main problems was the issue of a lack of support whilst playing sports. So I did a little research online for what other gentlemen, who are in your situation of being an athlete and also having a large...'package', if you like, and there appears that there are one or two underwear companies who specialize in producing pieces for the well-endowed customer." She stood up and began to remove a number of the items that she bought.

"You bought me underwear?" Nate asked surprised.

"I told you I was going to help you didn't I?" She smiled at him."Now I just hope that one of these pieces do the job."

"Hung" Nate laughed, reading the label.

"Haha yeah, they weren't exactly creative with the name!" Zoe laughed back, feeling more an more relaxed with her patient and his unique problem.

"Why don't you go behind the curtain there, and try them on," The Doctor said, handing him the bag.

"Sure," Nate smiled and disappeared behind the curtain. "Thanks Doc, I really appreciate you going to all this trouble to try and help me." He added.

"It was no trouble Nate. Actually was kind of fun..."She spurted out, immediately realizing how that would be taken "I mean, I love shopping, so any excuse...and besides it got me out of the office,"

"Hmmmmmm," Nate moaned. "I'm not sure these ones are any good,"

"Ohh? Which ones have you tried?" Zoe asked

"The Boxers..." Nate replied. Causing Zoe to immediately imagine how they would look on Nate, and wish she could see for herself. "They are a little bit better fitting than my current ones, but I don't think they have enough support for me..."

"Well, how does it feel when you move around? You know? If you were running or moving from side to side etc?" Zoe asked and then listening as her young neighbor began jumping and moving around, before falling and ripping the curtain down.

"Shit!" He shouted.

"Oh my god, are you ok?" Zoe jumped to her feet and made her way to him.

"Yeah, I'm fine. Sorry, Doc, there wasn't much room behind here and I lost my balance,"

"As long as you're alright!" She offered him her hand and helped him to his feet, soon realizing that he was stripped completely down to the new boxers. She couldn't help but admire his big muscular torso. As he began to pick up the curtain and attempt to fix the rail.

"Don't worry about the curtain, I'll have the janitor fix it tonight...So the boxers are no good then?"She asked, sitting down just a few feet in front of Nate. She was trying her hardest to keep eye contact with him.

"No, I don't think they are...Look how much my cock moves around when I move!" He said casually, before swinging his hips from side to side.

"Huhhhh" Doctor Monroe's eyes fell immediately to her patient's crotch and the sight caused her to show her shock with a little involuntary vocal reaction.

She sat and stared as the thick piece of meat swang from side to side inside the tight white boxer shorts. And then when started bouncing up and down on the spot his cock began to flop up and down, and his giant balls could even be seen swinging back and forward.

Zoe Monroe sat staring at the crotch of her young black neighbor. She couldn't help but compare him to Brad from the store. That kid had a nice fairly larger than average penis, a lot bigger than her husband, and yet Nate still made him look like a little boy.

"So what do you think?" Nate asked, snapping Zoe out of her trance. She realized that he had stopped moving around some time ago, and she had just been sitting there staring at the kids' bulge.

"What?...Oh...Right! I think you are right. They don't really offer the security you need. Why don't we try the Y-Fronts?" She said.

"Alright," Nate turned as if to head back towards the curtained area, before realizing that it was no longer. He turned his back to his Doctor and gave her a view of his muscular ass as he pulled down the boxers.

Zoe turned her head almost to one side to look away but quickly figured that Nate couldn't see that she was looking anyway and returned her glance back to the black sculpted muscular body before her. Her eyes ran down his muscular back, to his perfect bum, and his thick legs and she couldn't help but feel like she was a lucky woman being able to see this sight.

Her stare quickly raised back up, when she raised she could see the odd glance of his giant testicles hanging lowly between his thighs whenever he adjusted his stance. She bit her lip as she recalled holding and cupping each one of them in her hand, feeling the weight of them and even squeezing them gently as if they were a fruit in the marketplace and she was testing them for ripeness.

"Oh, the Y-Fronts," Nate said, turning around having forgotten to pick them up.

Doctor Monroe tried to turn her head, to appear as if she had been looking away the whole time, but as she turned her head her eyes caught the glimpse of his giant black penis swinging around as he turned, and she brought her stare back around fully to his crotch just in time to see the full momentum of his thick heavy cock slap so hard against his thigh, that it sounded like someone being spanked, once he had turned fully.

"No wonder he needs special underwear" Zoe thought to herself.

Nate didn't bother to turn back around this time. He just pulled the Y-Fronts up his thighs then with one hand he grabbed first his balls to adjust them into the underwear, leaving his 9-inch soft penis dangling over the waistband. He adjusted his balls a little, trying to get them to sit just right in the Y-Fronts, causing the waistband to rise up and down and with it his dangling cock rose and fell up and down.

Zoe just sat staring with wide eyes and her mouth open in shock at the massive penis flopping about in front of her eyes. And then Nate grabbed it near the giant cock head and pulled it up and to one side, squeezing it and trying to fit it into the underwear.

"How do they feel?" Zoe asked, not even bothering to take her eyes off the massive and obscene bulge before her and look up into the young black kids' eyes.

"It looks good!" She added. "I mean. It looks like they would be more supportive than the Boxers," She corrected, still staring at his crotch.

"I don't know Doc. They still aren't right." Nate said as he began to swing his hips, then bounce up and down trying to mimic some faster movements more akin to playing sports.

"See it still moves around too freely," He said whilst standing still and grabbing his shaft and pulling it to show how easily it can be moved.

"Feel how much it moves," He added when the Doctor didn't say anything.

He reached down and grabbed her wrist and brought it up towards his crotch. Without really thinking, Zoe's hand automatically began to close around the massive bulge until she had a good grip of her patients shaft. Nate began to move her wrist around slightly, to show her how easily it could still move, but he soon took his hand away and the Doctor continued to pull and push and move the bulge around with complete fascination.

"See?" Nate asked smiling.

"Yeah, I guess they aren't quite right," She said still grasping his cock through the fabric of the Y-Fronts, and feeling that he had begun to get erect.

"Take them off, and I'll try the next ones," Nate commanded.

Without even thinking Doctor Monroe wrapped both hands into his waistband and began to pull the underwear of her patient down. As the underwear caught on the head of the quickly hardening cock head, she leaned forward towards her patient, trying to get more leeway, until her head was just a couple of inches away from him. When the underwear gave way and let lose his cock it immediately swung back towards her and slapped her on the cheek.

"Oh My God!" Doctor Monroe shouted in shock. Staring down the impossibly thick shaft of what had to now be 11 inches long!

"I'm sorry Doc. This big thing is always getting in the way!" Nate laughed.

"I'll say!" Zoe replied, still staring. "Now that I've seen it fully erect, I can see even more the difficulties you have," She found it to be the most beautifully scary thing she had ever seen. Part of her wondered how any woman could take such a big penis, another part wished her husband had such a beautiful cock.

"Oh, this isn't me fully erect. Just a semi!"

"It gets bigger?" Zoe asked, licking her lips.

"Oh probably another inch or two, depending on how turned on I get. And a little thicker."

"Thicker too? My God!" Doctor Monroe said as she began to raise her hand back up towards the cock. She wanted to grab it again. She wanted to feel the weight of it. To squeeze it. To stroke it. To see it in all its fully erect glory.

Ding! Ding!

The sound of a phone receiving a text brought her back round.

"Let's try the last pair Nate. I think these might be the best! They have a specially designed pouch that you fit your cock...sorry, your penis into. And they are meant to keep you all a bit more secure and snug!" Zoe recovered, lowering her hand away from his cock and handing him the last pair.

"Mega Hung" Nate read.

"Yeah, the pouches come in 3 different sizes. These ones are the biggest...Luckily for us, as I don't think that big thing has much chance of fitting into any of the other ones," Zoe laughed, before realizing that that may not have been the best thing to say to the kid who was self-conscious about his size.

"Sorry" She added, returning her gaze back to Nates face for the first time in a while.

"Haha, don't be. It's good to laugh," Nate laughed back, smiling at Zoe as he stepped into the briefs right in front of her.

He pulled them up his thighs and again cupped his balls and adjusted them trying to fit them into the underwear. But then he looked confused as to how best get his dick inside the specialized pouch.

"Oh I think you just..." Zoe started seeing him struggle.

"I'll hold the waistband, you reach in and open the pouch," Nate told her.



Zoe stood up beside the naked black kid and realized that she barely eye level with his nipples as the stood beside one and other. She placed one hand inside the underwear, being careful not to touch his cock as it dangled once again over the waistband, having returned to his regular 'smaller' 9-inch state, and found her way into an opening.

"Right, found it here. If you just try and put it in here..." She began, and then immediately saw Nate struggling to hold the waistband out and then try and get his dick angled correctly.

"You just hold the waistband out, and I'll get this..." She said reaching and wrapping her hands around his thick cock. For the second time this week she noticed how her fingers and thumb didn't come close to touching each other. Then she noticed something else. Her white skin up against his dark brown skin. She wasn't wearing any gloves!

"Ok, I'm just going to try forcing it down there, tell me if I am hurting you," She continued, deciding it was too late for gloves. And actually enjoying the feeling of warmth radiating from his cock onto her hand.

Nate Jones stood smiling at the sight of his curvy next door neighbor s little white hand wrapped around his cock. He wanted to continue this 'struggle' to get into the underwear for a few moments more so that he could grow fully hard in her hand, but as if by some reverse miracle Doctor Monroe had managed to find the one perfect angle to fish his cock perfectly into the pouch.

"There! We did it!" She smiled proudly. "How does that feel?" She asked, watching as Nate moved around a bit.

"Not bad Doc! Not bad at all!" He grabbed his coiled cock where the pouch hugged it tightly and moved it around a few times.

"Better?" Doctor Monroe asked once he had stopped trying to move it. She brought her hand up to the black kids' bulge, squeezed it and tried moving it around for herself as if it was the most natural thing to do in the world. "Much better!" She answered for herself.

"These seem great. Thanks Doctor. For all your help!" Nate said as he began to dress. Part of Zoe was disappointed the appointment was over already, but then she realized they had been in here for 45 minutes.

"You're welcome Nate, and can call me Zoe. We are neighbors after all." She smiled. "Look, why don't you see how you get on with those over the weekend. I am going to check in with some other doctors to see if they have any experience or advice on what we can do about the ache you feel and the constant need to empty those giant balls...sorry, I mean your testicles. And I'll make another appointment for you next week. How does that sound?"

"Perfect Doc...sorry...Zoe. Thanks," Nate said as he finished getting himself together.

"Any plans for the weekend?" Zoe asked.

"Big game on Saturday! You should come watch, see how these briefs hold up!" Nate joked, causing Zoe to laugh.

"Thanks. It's my husbands birthday on Saturday, but he does love the football. Maybe I'll take him there before cooking him a meal." 'And maybe I will go buy him a special gift' She thought to herself, feeling horny and biting her lip at the thought.

"He's a lucky man. See you soon Zoe," Nate said as he left.


Penis Reduction Seduction Ch. 03

Zoe's face blushed with embarrassment as she handed over the box to the store worker. She had spent the last 3 hours shopping for her husbands birthday. His favorite Steak and Wine for dinner. A new Polaroid camera. But most of her time was consumed buying herself a new sexy and revealing dress for her to tease him with, and a new set of lingerie from the new expensive lingerie store in the mall. This next shop, however, was not quite as classy as the last, but it did sell the one thing that Barry Monroe had always begged his wife to buy, sex toys.

Barry Monroe was a vanilla kind of guy, but he had two fantasies that his wife had always laughed down whenever he mentioned them. One was to take sexually provocative photos of his wife and her 'strippers body'. The other was to use a sex toy on her. Zoe Monroe had no idea why now, after so long, that she had decided to make his fantasy happen. But she did know that she had never been so aroused or sexually curious as she had been this last week or so.

"It's a joke present...for my friends' bridal shower," She blurted out when she noticed the raised eyebrows from the shop worker.

"That's what they all say," The shop worker replied cheekily, as she bagged the item. Zoe didn't bother to reply, just shot the lady daggers and handed her the bank card.

"Barry is in for one hell of a surprise," She thought to herself, pleased with her birthday plans.

Saturday:

"I can't believe you bought us tickets to the game! What a great present dear!" Barry beamed. "Are you nearly ready?"

"Give me 20 minutes, there's something work related I need to take care of first," She shouted back, as she logged onto 'JustDoctors' on her computer.

Zoe had found this forum years ago and was amazed at how useful it could be. Essentially a place where only qualified doctors are allowed to register, to come and share cases and symptoms with other professionals, to seek other opinions, guidance and to learn from one and other.

It had been a godsend for her when she first started, and she always enjoyed a read of it to learn new things. But as she sat typing out her current patients 'symptoms' she felt slightly ridiculous and worried about the responses. She briefly touched on the extreme size of her subject genitalia and his desire for a penis reduction, but she focussed mainly in seeking advice on how best to help the patient with his suffering from the pain and ache that his testicles are causing him.

She finished up writing, hit send and just hoped that someone had some similar experience or advice to share with her. She at least felt good knowing that there was no time wasters allowed on that site. Everybody's qualifications and credentials were vetted and verified before they were allowed to be active users.

"Alright Birthday boy, let's go watch some ball!"

Zoe had never been much of a football fan, and when their local University team scored a couple of early touchdowns with some beautifully thrown long passes from the Quarterback, she wasn't quite sure why the rest of the crowd had gone wild. "It's just pass and catch," She thought to herself.

But when the Defense was on the field her heart fluttered and the adrenaline pumped through her veins like she was a hardcore football fan.

"That's Nate, number 52," Barry said. "See him? Right in the middle..."

"I see him!" Zoe interrupted. The truth is, she had been watching him the whole time. When he ran onto the field at the start of the game. When he stood on the sideline when their Quarterback was throwing that touchdown. And right now, as he shouted out the play call to the rest of his defensive teammates.

You couldn't help but notice him. There were a lot of big physical men out on that field, but none of them stood out quite as Nate did. And when the whistle blew, there was no stopping him. He was easily stronger, faster and more focused than everyone else playing. Almost every other play he would be Sacking the quarterback, tackling the running back or breaking up a pass play. He forced 3 fumbles and even took an interception in for a defensive score.

The whole time Zoe was on the edge of her seat. She joined in the chants of 'Defense. Defense. Defense." She even yelled out 'Go Nate' and 'Great play Nate' a few times. She was focussed on everything the kid next door did. And each time he made a play, she wondered to herself how his new underwear was holding up to the weight of his big cock and balls.

"That kid is a stud!" Barry said after another big play from Nate. "He's just so much bigger and dominant than the rest of the guys," He added.

"Tell me about!" Zoe said focussing in on the big kid in his tight white football pants. There was something about his dominant display that had got her juices flowing. It was almost animalistic. The Alpha male had just beat down his rivals and in return, the female would desire to mate with him.

"Zoe! Barry! Hey guys, what are you doing here? I didn't know you liked football!" The voice came, interrupting Zoe's lustful thoughts.

"What? Oh. It's Barry's birthday, I thought I'd treat him. He's always been a fan." Zoe recovered. "Heck of a game by Nate! You two must be so proud?" She asked her neighbors.

"Oh we are! He's got a heck of a career ahead of himself if he can keep himself focussed and on the right track." Tiara replied. "Listen, I wanted to thank you for agreeing to see him, he seems to have cheered up a bit. I take it everything is fixed now?" She enquired.

"Well, you know I can't speak about it..."

"No, no. We don't need details. We just want to know that our son is alright," Jamal interrupted.

"Well I can assure you that he is fine. He has an issue, that's not a serious one that needs you to be worried about, and we are working through it together. Trust me, he is in very good hands,"

With the words 'good hands', Zoe couldn't help her thoughts drifting back to her small white hand as it was wrapped around his thick black cock. She could still see that image in her head like she was looking at a photograph of it. Her delicate pink painted fingernails versus the dark hard as granite shaft. Her sparkling diamond wedding ring against the feel of the blood pulsing through those big prominent purple veins that crisscrossed his cock. The cold white gold against the heat of life emanating through his meat. It was a picture that had run through her head over and over. The contrasts of white and black. Of hard and soft. Of warm and cold and delicate and unbreakable. Of feminine and masculine.

"He's in very good hands... and I promise to do whatever I can to help him out," Doctor Monroe added.

"Well listen, we owe you! Really Zoe, thank you so much." Tiara began "Maybe we can return the favor..."

"Oh I don't think that's necessary, I'm just doing my job."

"Nonsense. You know Jamal is a dentist right? Free checkups all round! Right honey?" Tiara asked her husband.

"Right, of course! Just give me a shout and I'll get you both booked in." Jamal said smiling. Zoe hadn't noticed just how perfect his smile had been, she was probably too distracted this whole time thinking about how well built he was physically.

"Come to think of it, Nate has that same perfect smile," She thought to herself. "And that same muscular build" her eyes began to roam down his body, his shirt stretched around his frame almost to breaking point. His tight jeans and then there it was, the unmistakable outline of another huge piece of meat stuffed tightly down one of his legs.

"Like father like son," Zoe said, this time out loud. Before realizing she was staring right at his crotch.

"You and Nate. You have the same smile." She corrected, looking back up into his face. "Thanks for the offer, we will definitely take you up on that at some point. We had better get going, got to get started on this birthday boys dinner."

"Happy birthday buddy," Jamal slapped Barry on the back with a bit more force than Barry was expecting.

"Thanks guys. Tell Nate congratulations from us, he's gone and made my birthday a real special one!" Barry beamed.

"You have no idea," Zoe thought, smiling to herself and thinking ahead to her plans for tonight.

The evening started quietly with Zoe serving her husband a bottle of beer whilst he relaxed on his lounger and watched more football. She kissed him on the forehead and told him to stay where he was, whilst she went and made them dinner.

Once the dinner was mostly prepared and the table was set, she slipped upstairs and began to ready herself and her surprises.

"He's going to have a heart attack when he sees me," She told herself into the mirror as she adjusted first her cleavage and then her hair. She quickly checked her email inbox and was pleased to find that she already had a message reply from one of her fellow Doctors from the JustDoctors website.

'Dear Dr Monroe, I am very concerned about the well being of your patient. These are symptoms that I have in fact seen before, But I would urge you to have your patient give a sperm sample at the earliest opportunity so that I can have some more information available to better help you. Regards Dr JJ'

Zoe read it and was pleased that at least there was someone else out there who might understand and who she could bounce some ideas off. The suggestion of a sperm sample seemed like a normal stepping stone and had been one she was considering as it was. 'I'll get him booked in for a Monday appointment' She momentarily thought to herself, before letting her mind wander to those huge testicles of his and the thought of how much sperm they might produce. She could feel the wetness in her new panties and a desire to pull them aside and jam some fingers inside her needy, tight pussy.

"Dinner is ready birthday boy," She shouted from the dining room once she had resisted the urge to scratch her itch.

"Holy shit!" Barry proclaimed from the doorway, getting a first glimpse of his wife in her new dress. He didn't know where to look first.

The red Monaco maxi dress clung to her body as if it was tailored made just for her. It wasn't a tight fitting dress, and yet the design of it showed off every curve on her body to its absolute potential. Thigh high slits on both legs, meant whenever she moved her entire smooth, toned and tanned leg was on display right up to her hip. Her curvy hips and small waist was perfectly accentuated with a gold belt worn over the dress, and just an inch or two above the belt the V of low plunging neckline of the dress began clinging tightly and struggling to contain the Doctors huge 32F Chest as two large globes of her tits crushed so tightly they almost touched each other. And her thick 3/4 inch nipples seemed to poke clearly through the fabric, showing signs of her arousal.

The Doctors hair was dark and thick and fell halfway down her back. Her green eyes tonight seemed to pierce deeper and stand out even more than ever and her thick kissable lips were red, moist and welcoming.

Barry's eyes kept roaming up and down his wife's sexy body. His mouth agape in such a way he would be likely to drool if he stared too much longer. With all this eye porn before him, he was still able to notice the little details. The way she matched her earrings, necklace and watch to match her golden belt. And those slutty, sexy golden 6-inch stiletto shoes. They matched too. They also helped refine her leg muscles even more as she stood before him like some goddess sent to him in his wildest dreams.

Zoe just laughed at her husbands face. She walked over to her husband and pecked him on the cheek.

"Happy Birthday Honey," She told him. "I take it by the look on your face you approve of my new dress?" She asked.

"Approve? You look incredible" He said, taking her hand above her head and twirling her around slowly. The dress, as designed to do, split open right up her legs to her hips showing him the full effect of her thick toned thighs from the side.

"Let's go upstairs..." He said, now sporting a little erection through his pants.

"Easy Tiger...Plenty of time for that." Zoe said pointing to the table. "I didn't go to all this trouble for it to sit here getting cold,"

"Plenty of time for you to...unwrap your present later," She said seductively as she leaned over a little showing more of her cleavage. "Now sit down,"

"How am I meant to sit here and eat, whilst you are sitting across from me looking like that?" Barry said grinning like a kid who had just met his hero.

"Because you have no choice. Because if you don't eat all of your dinner...you won't get your dessert," Zoe replied winking at her husband. "Besides. I have a feeling you are going to need all the energy and strength you can muster," She added suggestively.

"Oh yeah? What do you have in mind?"

"You just wait and see mister. Tonight might just be your lucky night," Zoe wasn't lying either. She knew her plans for tonight were part of Barry's fantasies, fantasies she hadn't wanted to take part in. But not now. Not tonight. She was so horny lately that she was willing, more than willing to do this for her husband. In fact, something in the back of her head was telling her, this was for her as much as it was for him.

"That was delicious dear. Best, and yet hardest, dinner I've ever had to sit through, with you sitting across from me look ravishing!" Barry laughed.

"Well why don't you go finish that glass of wine in the lounge. I'll give you a call from upstairs when I'm ready for you," She stood and walked slowly and seductively away from her husband, feeling his eyes on her, she looked over her shoulder and gave him a knowing smile.

"Come open your present, birthday boy!"

Barry almost tripped over the couch, trying to get up. He ran up the stairs like he was trying to escape a fire and pushed open the door to their bedroom.

"Somebody's eager," Zoe said, laying seductively on her side on the bed, one leg out straight, the other bent at the knee, with the dress split open to show her full name leg. "See something that takes your fancy?" She added as she teased a hand slowly down from her knee, down her toned thigh stopping just before her now burning sex.

Barry stood in the doorway like a Kid at Xmas. Eyes wide, mouth opened in shock. He took a step forward and said "Happy Birthday Barry" to himself.

"Ah, Ah, Ah," Zoe said, wiggling her finger at her husband. "This present is staying wrapped...for now" She smiled wickedly, enjoying the control she held over him.

"Take off your clothes," She told him

"What?"

"You heard. If the birthday boy wants his present. He better do what he's told," She lowered her leg back down and covered it with the dress.

Barry wasn't used to seeing this side of Zoe. But he couldn't help but want to see more of it. And more often! He took no time in stripping off his shirt and pants. Until he was stood just wearing his socks, boxers, and a white vest.

"He's not exactly the sight of masculinity," Zoe thought to herself, as she scanned her husband from head to toe. His pasty white scrawny legs, his little bulge through those old boxers, and that white stained vest pulled tightly over his seemingly ever-growing and wobbly belly. "But he is my husband, and I love him," She told herself.

"Lose the socks and the underwear," She commanded.

"And then it's your turn?" He asked.

"Maybe..." She said brushing a finger down her neckline and in between her heavy cleavage.

Barry dropped his underwear and kicked off his socks.

Zoe didn't know why she laughed out loud. She told Barry that it "Was fun having so much control over him," But her instinctive reaction was to compare her husband's penis to the one that had been in her hand just yesterday, and the one that had been on her mind since the moment Nate had dropped his underwear in her office. Her husband was stood before her with an erection, but yet it seemed to her as though she had never seen it looking so small, and her husband so un-masculine.

"Good boy," She said collecting her thoughts. "He's my husband. It's his birthday. And I love him." She told herself again.

"Now it's time for the birthday boys treat,"

Barry took a step towards his wife again before he realized she was pointing to something behind the door. He turned around to see a box.

"A present?"

"And it's all set up and ready to go," Zoe replied, sending Barry's head into a spin with the possibilities of what it could be as he went to open the box.

"Holy crap..." He stated. "Does this mean...what I think it means?" He asked as he pulled the Polaroid camera out of the box.

"You've gone on and on about taking sexy photos of me for years, right? Guess I thought it was about time I gave my husband his dream birthday," She said raising her eyebrows and spreading seductively across the bed.

"Thank you Honey. You are the best!" Barry wasted little time snapping off a photo of her.

"I am aren't I?" She said as she swung her hair back wildly and gave the camera a wild animalistic stare.

"You look so sexy, honey. I love you so much," Barry continued as his wife continued to pose for him in her revealing dress.

"You best had!" Zoe said standing, dropping the golden belt from her hand that she had just taken off. Slowly slipping one strap of her dress off one of her shoulders. "It's not every wife who would do this for their little-perverted husband," She added slowly allowing the other strap to fall off her shoulder.

"Oops," She said with such naughtiness and the look of a sultry naughty girl, that it almost caused Barry to cum without even touching his dick.

Zoe stood before him in tiniest most exquisite black sheer Chantilly lace-trim Babydoll. Through them, Barry could see the tiniest and yet another sheer pair of black v-string panties, where he could make out the hint of her trimmed bush underneath. He let his eyes roam up her body, her flat stomach sparkled with her pierced belly button jewel that Barry found really sexy, and up to her big pert tits. The pattern on sheer cups doing the perfect job of hiding enough skin to want to see more, but showing enough to make Barry feel like a naughty boy who just got caught looking at a pair of tits. Those big bullet like nipples poked through like they were trying to escape.

The whole thing fell just short of her bum. And Barry didn't even wonder how she had managed to keep her babydoll from showing when her dress had split open. He was too focused on that nice plump ass as she spun around for him. It was big and juicy and shaped like an upside-down heart, but it certainly wasn't fat. And right now it looked like it was hungry, as the little material from the panties disappeared into her crack. If it wasn't for the fact that Zoe pretty much had perfect tits and the smoothest, nice thick toned legs, then her ass would definitely be his favorite part of her. He wanted to pinch himself for getting so lucky, but he had a camera in his hands and he had to get to work.

"Fuck me you are sexy," Barry said, snapping another shot.

"You like your naughty wife dressing all slutty?" Zoe asked back, she lay back down on the bed with her head off the edge pushing her tits up.

"fuck yes," Barry snapped another, the Polaroid printing off another photo.

"You like your slutty wife posing for the photographer? Playing with her nipples?" She asked as she pushed her huge tits together and then grabbed each nipple between thumb and index finger.

"Oh god," Barry said, snapping another.

"You like her pushing her panties to one side and fingering her little tight married pussy?" She asked as she looked up at the camera seductively and jammed 2 fingers into her soaking wet cunt.

"Fuck. I'm going to cum!" Barry said, snapping one last photo before his legs began to shake and give way. He fell to floor as his cock started to leak onto his vest.



"Jesus, Barry. You didn't even touch your penis and you came," Zoe laughed, looking down at her husband.

"Oh god. That was the best," He moaned.

"And what about me?" Zoe asked.

"We can still do you, just give me a minute to recover," He protested.

"Good, I was hoping you would say that, because I have one last gift for you...if you're sure your heart can take it," She smiled wickedly.

"Heck yes, it can,"

"Good. Go get it, it's gift wrapped and under the bed," She sat up on the edge of the bed and watched her husband reappear with the wrapped box.

"What is it?" He asked.

"Another thing you've always asked for," Zoe answered.

Barry knew straight away what it must be. He had always wanted to see Zoe using a vibrator or a dildo, or any sex toy for that matter. His face lit up with a knowing look and ripped open the box.

"Oh," He said in surprise.

"What? Don't you like it? I thought you always wanted me to play with a sex toy?"

"I did. I mean I do. I guess I just never expected it to be so big. Or so black." He countered holding up the box inside, to show the words 'Real Man 9 Inch Black Dildo'.

"Oh. That is embarrassing!" Zoe began. "They must have made some kind of mistake at the shop...I gave them the white one. It wasn't as big as that either. I asked them to gift wrap it and came back for it later. They must have given me the wrong gift-wrapped package." She lied.

"I guess I'll have to take it back," She stated.

"But what about tonight?" Barry asked.

"I'm sure we can do it another time. Our anniversary. Or your next birthday perhaps."

"It doesn't matter what color it is, honey." Barry pleaded now, seeing his chance slip him by.

"No I guess not, but it's so big..." She said shyly "And I'm so small and tight..."

"We can take it slow. Until you get used to it," Barry pleaded.

"Well I guess it wouldn't hurt to try it," Zoe said, practically dripping at the thought of feeling this thing stretching her little pussy. "If you really want me to?" She added.

"I really do honey. Please. For me? For my birthday?" He begged.

"Fine. Put your camera away, this one is for eyes only," She said ripping the box open and reaching inside for the black dildo.

She couldn't help but feel slightly disappointed at first contact. It wasn't as thick as Nate's, nor did it have that heat penetrating through it and onto her hands. The veins weren't as protrusive, and she couldn't feel the blood flowing into it. Nor were there a pair of heavy massive testicles hanging lowly underneath. But she wrapped her fingers around it and pulled it out, gave it a squeeze and told herself that 'this will have to do'.

She lay on her back, pulled her feet up to her ass, so her knees where high in the air and pulled her panties to one side and began to rub the head of the dildo up and down her now soaked pussy lips, opening them up a little, before sliding it up and over her clit. The stimulation causing her to moan and groan and writhe with pleasure.

Barry moved his hand to grab the bottom of the dildo, wanting to help put it inside his wife, but she pushed his hand away and told him that she wanted to get used to it first.

After a few minutes of teasing her clit, and getting the dildo lubed up with her juices, she finally lined up the black dildo at her entrance and began to exert just a little pressure. She held the pressure steady, bit her lip and began to gyrate herself slowly against the pressure of the cock head. Slowly she felt her pussy begin to open up and stretch itself out over the Dildo.

"Ohhhh fuck!" She moaned when the entire head was inside her.

Little moans and groans left her throat as she continued to get used to the size of the cock inside her, and gyrate her hips rather than pushing or pulling on the dildo.

"That looks so sexy," Barry told her. "How does it feel?" He asked.

"It's so big!" She groaned. "It's twice as thick as you," She told him.

"Fuck I want more," She said as began to exert more pressure and let another couple of inches slide deep inside her.

"Oh god. I feel so stuffed Barry." She groaned as she adjusted to having about half of the thick dildo inside her.

"I think I am close to cumming," She told him "Here," She said bringing his hand up to the bottom of the dildo. "Be gentle for now." She told him as she helped him slide it slowly out so just the tip was left inside her pussy, and then back in again until about 4.5 inches was back inside her again.

"Fuckkk that feels incredible babe," She told him, pulling her hand back and letting her husband do all the work.

"This is so naughty Zoe, you look so sexy," Barry said again unable to take in the sight before him without thinking it was some kind of wet dream. Each time he pulled the dildo back, he saw that the black shaft shone with the slickness his wives pussy juice. His hot horny wife was now rubbing her clit with one hand, whilst she pulled her tits free from the babydoll lingerie with the other and began to grab at them aggressively.

"Fuck me babe. Give me more of that big cock," She groaned to her husband, pushing back to meet the thrusts of the dildo.

Barry was loving every minute of seeing his wife act like a slut. It seemed like something out of a porno. She was even talking dirty to him.

"Yeah you like that big cock?" He asked back, as he pushed more inside her. 6.5 inches now disappearing and then reappearing soaked in juices.

"I love it Babe. I'm so close to cumming. Please, give me more. Harder. Faster!" She screamed, her hand a blur as she rubbed her engorged clit faster as Barry started to really fuck her with the dildo. Her head began to picture Nate. Nate and that bulge. Nate and those big balls. Nate's big thick black shaft with her little white hands wrapped around it.

"Oh shit baby. That's it's. Give me it all. I want it all. Fuck me hard with that big cock!" She commanded as she met each thrust with a scream. Barry plowed all 9 inches of the dildo into her cunt, but it was Nate's monster black cock she was imagining as it stretched her out.

"Oh fuck baby, harder. harder. I'm going to cum for you. I'm going to cum all over your big black cock baby. Give me that big black cock! Fuck I'm cummminnng!!"

She screamed so loud Barry was worried the Jone's next door might hear. Her head shot back and her eyes went high into her lids in ecstasy, her body began to shake uncontrollably and a whole slimy trail shot up and across Barry's arm, causing him to think she had just peed on him.

Several minutes had passed and Barry sat shocked staring at his wife. As she just lay there, with her head back and eyes closed, and her hand just on her pubic mound like she was feeling something internally, moaning 'Oh my god' over and over again. Her panties pulled aside and the black dildo still sticking out of her pussy, the bed sheets soaked from all her juices.

"This could be the start of something incredible." Barry thought to himself. "A new and improved sex life," He smiled smugly to himself and at his new sex loving wife.

*****

Authors note: I actually own and love that red dress that I described the Doctor wearing. I definitely did not do it justice when describing it I'm afraid...I'm also afraid I don't fill it out quite as curvaceously as the good Doctor does in this story! Though I do ok ;p


Penis Reduction Seduction Ch. 04

Monday

Doctor Zoe Monroe, was like a high school kid with a crush as she sat watching the clock with butterflies in her stomach. Waiting for her last appointment of the day to arrive, the moment had seemed like it would never get here at the beginning of the day. But with each tick of the clock it crept closer.

She had been distracted all day. Her thoughts wandering to the events of the weekend and the week before. Nate playing football. Barry's birthday. Nate's bulge in those new tight underwear. Barry taking sexy photos of her. Nate's aching testicles almost the size of orange's. Barry using a dildo on her. Her little white hand struggling to wrap around Nate's impossibly thick shaft. Barry fucking her with that big black dildo. Nate's big Black cock, so big and so strong, slapping her on the cheek as he struggled with his underwear. Thinking of the young kid next door whilst her pussy spasmed around that black dildo as the first ever real and powerful orgasm of her life took hold of her.

She had felt a little bit of guilt in the aftermath of that orgasm. Almost like she had betrayed her husband. But when she saw the stupid grin on his face she had realised that he was none the wiser to what had really gotten her off. In fact he didn't even seem to care about the fact that she had referred to it as a 'big black cock' when she had become vocal. He just seemed excited by the fact that 'he' had made his wife squirt.

"That was so sexy. I can't believe how hard you came! I made you squirt baby, look!" He boasted, showing his wife the wetness up his forearm.

"You're the best honey. Happy birthday!" Zoe had replied, both exhausted by this new feeling and guilty that she had been thinking about someone else when she had orgasmed.

"Maybe on another special occasion," Zoe had told her husband the following day, when he enquired about when they could play with the toy again. The truth, however was that she wanted to play with it again. She wanted to relive that delicious ache of her pussy being stretched. That orgasm had ripped through her body and she knew immediately in the aftermath that she would need to feel that again, and soon. She just hadn't accepted it yet.

"Nate Jones is here for his appointment," The receptionist buzzed through.

"Send him in," Zoe replied, and then instinctively began to brush her long thick hair with her fingers, check her reflection on her computer monitor and even sat up straighter in her chair, pushing her large chest out even more.

"Hey Doc" Nate said casually, confidently walking into the her office wearing a tight muscle hugging white t shirt and his almost even tighter blue denim jeans.

"Hi Nate. Please come take a set. How are you doing? Great game at the weekend!" Zoe replied. Her eyes couldn't help but fall straight down to his crotch, hoping to get a peak of that incredible bulge of his.

That huge piece of meat that had occupied her mind of late. When she had inspected another patients genitals, she couldn't help but compare it to Nate's huge cock and big black testicles. When she had went grocery shopping, she couldn't help but wrap her fingers around it and see if her fingers met, knowing they didn't meet when wrapped around Nate's cock. When her husband had fucked her with the dildo, it was Nate's face she had saw when the pleasure had taken over her body and she closed her eyes, it was Nate's strong muscular body she imagined being dominated by. And it was Nate's big thick black cock that she had imagined had been stretching out her little tight pussy as she had the biggest orgasm of her life and squirted allover her husband.

Unfortunately for her, the moment her eyes had fallen down to his crotch, Nate had sat down and taken it out of sight from her, causing her to feel frustrated enough to frown.

"Thanks. I'm glad you made it along. How was your husbands birthday? Did you guys have a special time?" Nate asked with a smile. Almost like he knew what the Doctor had gotten up to. Like he knew she had bought herself a black dildo. Like he knew she had bought it because of her desires after seeing his cock. Like he knew she had lied to her husband about the shop making a mistake and giving her the wrong one. Like he knew she wanted him. Like he knew she had cum fantasising about him.

"We had an amazing time, thanks. Barry loved the game too. You were incredible! How did the underwear hold out?"

"The underwear is great. I am going to head to that shop after this appointment and buy some more!" He beamed. "So thank you so much for going to all that trouble to help me" He added.

"Awww. That's really good Nate. You're welcome, I'm glad to have been of help" Zoe replied proudly. But part of her was saddened at the realisation that this now solved problem would no longer be hers to help with.

"Well there is of course the other problem" Nate continued.

"Other problem?" Zoe replied, distracted and almost unable to concentrate on anything other than the thought of Nates cock stuffed tightly into his new underwear.

"You know? The aching pain I have in my testicles?"

"Oh right! Your need to always empty those huge balls " Zoe spat out. "I mean, your need to ejaculate to relief the ache within your testicles" She corrected herself.

"Right" Nate said trying not to laugh at the cute way his next door neighbour would sometimes struggle with her words.

"I've been thinking, is there any way to have my testicles reduced?" He asked.

"Your testicles reduced? No. There is no such procedure Nate. I'm sorry" Zoe frowned, realising just how desperate the young man must be that he would consider such a procedure.

"Well how about a vasectomy? Maybe that would work?" He asked.

"Maybe it would. But we don't even know for sure what is causing the problem Nate. When you have a Vasectomy, you still Cum...Sorry, I mean ejaculate. Sperm make up only a small percentage of your ejaculate. You will still cum the same...sorry, I mean you will still ejaculate the same volume as before. So right at this moment, without further investigation, we can't say for sure that a vasectomy would help you. In fact my guess would be that it wouldn't help you at all."

Nate let out a dejected sigh and put his head in his hands.

"Look, we are going to find a way to help you with this" Zoe had gotten up off her seat and sat on the end of her desk in front of Nate. Placing one hand on her shoulder to try and help comfort him. She couldn't help but be impressed with his muscle mass as she lightly squeezed and stroked her shoulder.

"Besides. Surely a young healthy man like yourself would want to have kids and a family of his own one day! You would be breaking a lot of girls hearts who would do anything to be the mother of your children." She reassured him, thinking of her own desires over the years to have kids.

"Not all women want to have kids Doc. Take yourself for example. Some people are just happy without them." Nate said, sitting back up and looking deep into the eyes of his sexy, older, next door neighbour.

"Well actually, if you must know, I do want to have kids!" Zoe replied "More than anything in the world" She added sadly.

"You and Barry are just waiting for the right time?" Nate asked naively.

"We've been trying for years. Barry has a low sperm count" She felt herself welling up and a tear slowly rolled down her cheek. "So you see, you might actually be blessed and not cursed!" She added, sobbing.

"I'm so sorry, Zoe" Nate said standing from his seat. The pairs eyes joined briefly, before Zoe looked away in shame. Before she could turn to walk behind her desk, Nate wrapped one hand around the small of her back and one around the back of her head. He pulled her body tight to his and her head onto his chest.

She felt safe in his arms. Like she belonged. She could feel her soul opening up and soon she began to really cry and sob hard. She had spent all these years putting up walls and defences to try and hard her true feelings towards motherhood. She had pretended to everyone, including herself, that she didn't have to have her own children. But deep down inside herself she knew that she desired motherhood more than anything else in the world. She needed it.

She wrapped her arms around Nate.

"It's ok" Nate said, holding her tighter and stroking her head.

"Thank you Nate." Zoe said, finally breaking their hug after what seemed like forever. "I don't know where that came from, but I clearly really needed that."

"No problem Zoe. You spend all your time looking after your patients and your husband. You should make sure you look after yourself too! Do what makes you happy and is healthy and right for you!" Nate replied, sitting back down. "If you ever need someone to talk to, I'm just over the yard. I know you probably think I'm just the little boy next door..." He started.

"No I definitely don't just think of you as the little boy next door Nate" Zoe interrupted as she sat back behind her desk. "You are a brilliant and caring young man. Thank you very much for holding me and for your words" She smiled warmly.

'Great. He's caring and sensitive, to go along with the good looks, huge cock and the body of a god!' She thought to herself.

"I'll be ok, so let us get back to your problem. I believe that the next step for us is to take a sperm sample, to better analyse what may or may not be going on with you"

"Alright. How do we go about doing that?" He questioned.

"Well, you get some time alone in another room, and you 'deposit' the sample in here" She said pulling a small plastic medical sample cup from her drawer and onto the table.

"You want me to cum in a cup?" Nate asked.

"No. I want you to deposit your ejaculate into this medical container, so that we may send it for some tests and analyse the results to further help diagnose your problem." Doctor Monroe said with a little smile, causing Nate to smile back.

"Alright. When would you like me to come back and do this?" He asked.

"Well, actually it might need to be now. The clinic is going under some refurbishments beginning tomorrow, so I will not be here for the next 2 weeks." She said, knowing that she was supposed to defer her patients to another doctor, but feeling like Nate would probably not want to have to see another doctor with his embarrassing problem. 'Plus she had promised his parents that she would help him'. She thought to herself. 'Plus I want to be the one to help him' She continued to think.

"When was the last time you ejaculated?" She asked, matter of factly.

"Lunchtime" He replied. "And then this morning when I woke up"

"Oh" Zoe frowned.

"Is that a problem?" Nate asked.

"Usually we ask for you to not ejaculate for 24 hours before a sample is taken." She said, thinking to herself.

"Well to be honest with you, I am ready to go now! The ache is there, and I need to empty these balls." He replied as he grabbed his crotch. "There is no way I could ever manage to go 24 hours without cumming" He added.

"Well, I guess we could try and see what kind of sample we get. I'll make a note here about the last time you ejaculated, and we can analyse the results with this factor in mind" She said, standing up with the cup in her hand.

"I will make sure you aren't interrupted" She said, handing him the cup. "There's some lubrication on the table. I know you've already came today, but just try and fill it as best you can" She said smiling.

"That won't be a problem" Nate smiled nervously.

Zoe was almost reluctant to leave, knowing what was about to happen right here in her own office. As she opened the door to her office, she wanted nothing more than to close the door again, lock it behind her and go sit down at her desk and watch her young neighbour stroke that perfect cock of his. She wanted to lift up her skirt, pull aside her little panties and...

"Doctor?" Nate interrupted. Her heart fluttered with excitement as turned back and smiled knowingly at the young black man.

"Shouldn't I at least take the cup out for dinner first?" He joked

"Some dates, are easier than others" Zoe joked back. Before turning and leaving the room and feeling a little disappointed.

Grabbing a coffee in the break room, she sat and tried to keep her mind off of Nate. But she couldn't help herself. She knew he was in her office, with that great big slab of meat in his hands. She wondered where he would be doing it. On the examination bed? On the visitors chair. On her own chair? On her desk? Was he completely naked? How much of that lubrication would he need to use to properly coat that monster of his? Would his muscular body be glistening with beads of sweat?

She suddenly wished she had a camera set up in her office. 'Heck, maybe I should have a camera set up in all the offices so I can find out which patients have the biggest cocks' She laughed at her own thoughts with a bit of self shame. What was she becoming?

30 minutes had passed, and there was still no sign of Nate. She had asked him to let her receptionist know when it was ok for her to return. She was worried that maybe he had 'shot a blank' because of his earlier masturbation, and that perhaps he was too embarrassed to tell her.

"Nate?" She asked at the door after knocking. To no reply.

"Nate? I'm going to come in now, ok?" She said again.

She slowly opened her door, and walked in, covering her eyes with one hand.

"Is everything ok Nate?" She said, closing the door behind her. "It's been so long" She added.

"I've just finished. I'm sorry Doc, it takes me awhile to cum" He replied.

"Oh, that's not a bad problem to have" She laughed as she uncovered her eyes. "Oh shit!" She added at the sight before her.

Nate was standing by her desk completely naked. His huge cock dangled amazingly low and heavy, cost to his knees. It was no longer hard, but it was plump like it still had some extra blood pumping through it, and it was slick with wetness from the lubrication. 'It looked beautiful' Zoe though to herself, as it swung slowly from side as she noticed Nate with paper towels trying to clean up some mess from her desk.

"Sorry, Nate, I thought you said you were finished." She said, staring at the young stud, her eyes trying to see what he was doing to her desk, but dropping to his cock every time she noticed it move.

"Oh yeah. I am. I just made a little mess I am afraid."

"Well, that's alright, we can get a sample again another time" She said stepping forward more into the room. She inhaled deeply as the masculine smell of the sweaty black kid and his semen filled her nostrils. It smelled of sex. It smelled of satisfaction. And it made her wet and weak at the knees.

"Oh I got the sample" He said proudly, holding up the cup.

"Oh my god!" Zoe said, looking at it filled to the top with Nate's cum. Practically overflowing. She couldn't help but remember the tiny deposits her husband made. A few drops at most. And they were after not ejaculating for days and sometimes weeks at a time. 'This kid just came a few hours ago' She thought to herself as her eyes dropped back down to his cock, and those giant, almost orange sized testicles behind them.

"I'm sorry about the mess" Nate said, as he continued to put paper towels on the desk."The cup wasn't big enough" He added.

Zoe's eyes went back to the desk, and she saw exactly what he had meant. Not only was the cup full, the desk had as much cum on it than what was in the cup.

"Oh my god" She said again. "So much cum!" She took the cup in her hand and held it up, inspecting it.

"So hot!" She said. At the sight of it. The heaviness of the filled cup. The warmth of it. The sight of all that potent cum on her desk. The plump huge cock dangling between the naked, muscular man standing in her office!

"Pardon?" He asked

"Emmm. The warmth of the cup. Just surprised me is all." She lied.

"See what I mean about it being a problem? I produce too much cum" He said sadly.

"Well we have the sample now. And so perhaps we have just taken the first step into finding a solution for you." She sat down in her seat, biting her lip watching him as he stuffed his cock back into his underwear and began to dress.

"Tell me Nate, how do you feel now that you have cum?" She enquired.

"I feel great!" He grinned. "The ache always disappears for a few hours afterwards"

"Good. I'm glad you feel better." She smiled. "At least we know of one way to help alleviate the pain, whilst we look for a solution."

"In the mean time I'll try and keep myself alleviated of the pain whenever possible" Nate joked, causing Zoe to laugh.

"I never thought I would prescribe masturbation to one of my patients." The two of them laughed together. "I'll be in touch when I have some more information for you" She added.

"Thanks again Zoe. And enjoy your time off" Nate smiled, heading for the door.

"Thanks...and Nate?" She asked.

"Yeah?"

"Don't forget to take your prescription 4 times a day young man!" She smiled.

As horny as she has ever been she ran up the stairs as soon as she got home in the hope of spending some alone time with her new dildo, before Barry got home. But she heard his car pull up outside before she could even start.

"Honey?" He shouted

"I'm up here" She replied. "Just sending some emails" She added.

She had decided to reply to 'Doctor JJ' to let him know that she had gotten her patient to give a perm sample, and the circumstances behind it. She told him of the huge load that he had deposited, and the mess that was left because the cup was too small. And all this was from a deposit given less than 4 hours from the patient ejaculating before.

"Maybe we can play with my present tonight?" Barry said with a stupid grin on his face at the dinner table.

"Those photos were a one time thing dear" Zoe said rolling her eyes, and knowing too well it was the other present he meant.

"Not that present honey, the toy" He replied. "Please?"

"But it's black!" She protested again.

"So?"

"Well it's unrealistic. You are white! I am white!" She continued, knowing that he would do and say anything for a repeat performance.

"The colour of it doesn't matter. Besides, people role play all the time!" He argued.

"What kind of role-play?" Zoe asked, trying to direct him down the path she wanted him on.

"People pretend to be other people. You know? Some people are into school girl and school teachers. Others are into pretend mom and son relations."

"Ewww. Well we aren't doing that one!" She kinked her nose. "Besides, I'm not good at pretending to be another person" She added.

"Well you don't have to pretend too much. You be you. Maybe just instead of being a doctor, you are, say a stripper!"

"You and that stripper fantasy. Alright, well lets say I go along with it, who are you going to be? I don't know any black guys." She replied.

"Well you don't have to know them" He started, and then saw her face as she struggled to comprehend the idea. "But actually, you do know one!" He smiled.

"Who?" She struggled.

"Jamal? from next door silly!" Barry laughed at her ditziness.

"Oh, right. But he's married! I couldn't possibly imagine myself with a married man."

"Right. No. Of course not." Barry frowned frustratingly. "Well, there is always Nate..."

"Barry! He's just a kid!" She gasped.

"He's anything but a kid! He's a young man!" Barry started, seeing Zoe's eyes liven up as if she was listening for the first time.

"A young man, who is shy but curious about being with a women. So he books a stripper...not knowing it is the women who stays next door. You feel sorry for him and his embarrassment, so you decide to put on a show for him. You dance against him...and oh my god, you can feel him, he's so much bigger than anyone you've ever known. You have to have him... You had no idea that penises could be so big. " Barry continued to paint the scenario.



"You are such a pervert Barry" Zoe flushed. "Fine, if you tell me this is what you really want, then I guess I will play along with your fantasy for you" She added, noticing a new email notification from 'Doctor JJ' on her phone.

"Oh this is what I want honey! Or should I say, Mrs Monroe" He giggled.

"Meet you up stairs in 20 minutes, I need to reply to this" She said, rolling her eyes.

She was slightly in shock at the email and the suggestion from doctor JJ. Who believed it vitally important to take 3 semen samples a day, one in the morning, afternoon and evening, from her patient. He told her of the importance to take note of the volume of each sample for at least a week. Referring the trial to a similar case he had seen in the past, he said it had been of great importance to helping to diagnose his patient with a treatment.

Zoe's initial reaction was that this was excessive and unnecessary. She wondered if perhaps instead she should just ask Nate to tell her of the rough amount of volume that he ejaculates each day and each time. But in the end, she decided to trust the Doctor and his advice. The site had only ever given her great advice and so she knew she had to continue to trust it.

"Hi Nate, it's Doctor Monroe?" Zoe said on the phone. Feeling butterflies at the sound of his deep voice.

"Hey, is everything ok? With the test?" Nate asked.

"Oh yeah, we won't have any results back this week. I am phoning about something else."

"Oh. That's good that you want to talk to me. I meant what I said today..." He started

"No, this isn't about me. But thank you Nate. This is about some revision I was doing on your 'problem'. It would seem that one of the tests we could do, whilst we await your sample results, is to monitor and asses the volume and rate that your testicles produce ejaculate." Zoe said shaking her head at the words coming out of her head in disbelief.

"Alright, how do we do that?" Nate asked.

"Well we will need to take a sperm sample from you 3 times a day, for the next week. Once in the morning, the afternoon and in the evening. Now unfortunately, as you know I am not working the next little while with the office being refurbished..."

"I'm not going to any other doctor!" Nate stated.

"Oh no. I wasn't going to refer you to someone else" Zoe replied, happy and proud that Nate only wanted to see her.

"I was going to suggest that you come by the house and give the samples here. It will be easier for the both of us that way with less travelling. You can come over first thing before college, and then in the evening, and I was hoping you can find the time at lunch to pop in also for the 3rd one?" She asked.

"That sounds do-able Doc. When shall we begin?" He asked.

"Well we should just start first thing tomorrow? Come on over, say around 7.15am?" She asked, thinking that her husband would be gone by then and so would at least not have to explain why the kid next door was coming over to his house to jack off into a cup.

"Alright. Just don't tell anyone I am in a relationship with a cup" He joked.

"Doctor-Patient privilege, your cup fetish secret is safe with me." She laughed.

"Well in that case, you should know I like my cups big! The bigger the better." He flirted.

"Yes. Bigger is definitely better!" She replied. At first she thought she was talking about her tits. And the instinct to flirt with him took over. Then she realised he might have been referencing the fact that small cups won't be able to hold all his cum.

"I will make sure you have a bigger sample cup. Save on some paper towels." She joked

"You are too kind" He laughed back. "What have you got planned this evening?" He asked

"Oh just a quiet night in front of the TV with Barry" She smiled, as she walked up the stairs and opened the bedroom door, to find her husband sitting on a chair in the middle of the room with a stupid grin on his face. His pants bulged obscenely from where he had stuffed the 9 inch dildo into them. "See you tomorrow" She said hanging up the phone.

If Nate had stepped out into the yard that night, he would have heard the following:

"Did someone order a stripper?"

"Nate Jones! You've been a very naughty boy! Wait until I tell your mother!"

"Fine. We will keep this our little secret. Just don't tell my husband I danced for a black guy, he will get jealous!"

"Oh my. You really are a big boy aren't you Nate?"

"Im not supposed to play with my clients, but I just have to see it!"

"It's huge. I've never seen one so big!"

"Can I kiss it?"

"It's so much bigger than my husbands. I had no idea cocks could be so big!"

"Oh Nate. I need you inside me."

"Fuckkkk. My little pussy feels so stuffed. You're stretching me out!"

"Fuck me Nate. Fuck me with that big black cock."

Barry lay exhausted. He had never knew his wife could be so vocal, and knew how to talk dirty. She had cum with him fucking her with that dildo twice this time. The second time she lay there exhausted, her little pussy was red and slightly agape from where the big black dildo had opened her up. He was turning his wife into a naughty slut, and he loved it. 'What else would she do for me?' he wondered, thinking about other role play scenarios. He grabbed his little penis and tugged it a few times and came on his own belly, not really bothered by the fact that his wife hadn't even touched him throughout their sex act.

'Such a great actor' Barry thought to himself. As he recalled his wife screaming Nate's name throughout the session.

End of Chapter 4.

*****
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Penis Reduction Seduction Ch. 05

"Why are up and pruning yourself so early?" Barry asked looking over at his gorgeous wife who was sat in her silk robe, blowing drying and brushing her long, thick brunette hair just the way she liked to do when she was going out for a nice meal or somewhere fancy.

"I still have some work stuff that needs doing whilst the office is closed." Zoe answered, concentrating on getting it just right. Usually she would spend no time at all on her hair, often just wearing it tied in a pony tail, but she really felt the need to look her best today.

"Well you look amazing dear..." Barry said, kissing his wife softly on her cheek. "My naughty stripper!" He added with a shit eating grin on his face.

"Barry!" Zoe complained "Last night...Last night was fun. But it's only for special times. don't go expecting me to be involved in your role play fantasies every night!" She argued, feeling proud that she had so far to this point, convinced him that these were all his fantasies and not any of her own.

"Last night was pretty amazing though!" Barry said matter of factly. "And you? You were incredible honey. It was like you were really a slutty stripper who was really into the whole black guy thing.You were really convincing." He beamed proudly.

"Well I'm just glad I managed to keep up the act long enough to convince you." She lied. "Now hurry up and get going, you're going to be late." She frowned, seeing the clock was near 7 and just 15 minutes away from her patients visit.

Once her husband was gone she began to go dress. She picked up the plain white panties and functional support bra she had laid out for herself and frowned. Something inside her was telling her that these didn't belong. Not today. Not to her. Something was changing deep inside her very being. She wasn't just the plain married professional she had been portraying all these years. She was a desirable, sexual women. And she needed to dress like one.

Zoe slid the sheer black panties up her smooth legs and over her sex. She admired her dark bush through them, and had a thought that maybe she ought to trim or even shave her pubes. But for now she liked the way you could see her hair through the underwear. She turned slightly to show herself her nice big round bum in the mirror and liked the way that the G string from the panties disappeared into her butt crack and made her, and anyone else who would ever see it, want to lower their heads to look to where it had disappeared to!

Next she slipped on up her legs the thigh high stockings with their sleek, black finish and deep floral lace tops. Attaching the suspenders she ran her hands over herself as she admired her legs and the seductive sight she was seeing.

On top she slipped over herself the seductively sheer mesh bustier to match. With no bra to support, her tits sat freely but well hugged by the tight bustier, jiggling around whoever she moved. Her nipples were erect and she couldn't help but roll them through her fingers when she saw them through the bustier. She was turned on by the thought of someone seeing her in these. And that someone, wasn't her husband. And as if like clockwork, the doorbell rang.

"Shit!" Zoe snapped, realising she had lost track of time. She popped on her silk robe, tying it tight around the waist so it crept up slightly on her thighs just millimetres below the point were the stockings and suspenders were. And hugged her large bust tightly to the point they looked like they could spill out at any moment.

She fixed her hair one last time and checked her make up before darting downstairs just as the bell rang a second time.

"Nate! I'm so sorry, I lost track of time. Come on in." Zoe said smiling warmly at her next door neighbour.

"No need to apologise Dr Z, you were worth the wait." The charming black kid replied eying up his sexy doctor and liking what he saw.

"I'm sorry, I didn't have time to dress properly." Zoe said acting embarrassing, but in truth she felt butterflies and excitement over Nates comments and lustful stares.

"You won't hear me complaining." Nate said taking in another look. "Besides, this is your week off, you shouldn't have to be stuck wearing your office clothes, just because of my stupid problems." Nate added, making sure he didn't push her too far with the obvious flirting. "You wear as much or as little as you like Doc, this is your vacation." He said, unable to help himself.

"Thanks Nate." Zoe blushed. "And your problem isn't stupid. How are you feeling this morning?"

"Like someone has kicked me in the balls." Nate replied

"That bad?" Zoe said sadly, almost feeling the pain for him. "Well don't you worry, we are going to get to the bottom of this. I promise you that I'll help you find a solution to all this. We just need to start with these samples."

"Lets do it." Nate said enthusiastically.

"Come up stairs, I'll set you up in the spare room." Zoe said, turning and leading Nate up the stairs.

Nate couldn't believe his eyes as he walked up the stairs behind his Doctor. With every step she took the robe rid up the back of her leg just enough for him to see the black stockings and the connecting suspender, just as his eyes would get a good look, it would disappear back behind the robe again, and the stocking and suspender on the other leg would appear.

It was the sexiest sight Nate had ever seen and to make it even more erotic, the robe seemed to be hugging Doctor Monroes big firm ass almost like she was wearing exercise pants.

"Well here's the cup!" Zoe said once they were in the spare bedroom, handing him a sample cup 3 times as large as the regular ones. "Hopefully it's big enough! But if not, I've laid some towels out for you."

She couldn't help but drop her eyes to the black kids crotch, just for a second, and then she had to do a double take at the bulge in his pants. He was clearly sporting a massive erection.

"I'll leave you to it." She said leaving the room and walking back to her bedroom. She caught her reflection in the mirror and gasped at the sight of the tight the robe was hugging her curvy figure and of the black stockings just peeking out from underneath the robe.

'He was hard for me!' She told herself proudly, despite her blushing face. She bit her lip as she felt her nipples hardening at that thought and stretching the sheer bustier. 'Fuck I'm horny' She said to herself, feeling the warmth and wetness between her thighs.

She sat down on the edge of her bed, feeling half alive with excitement and half sexually frustrated. She pictured Nate standing naked, stroking his beautiful big cock and couldn't believe he was doing it just down the hallway in her spare bedroom. She wished she was there to supervise him and wished she had told him that for the integrity of the sample she needed to be!

"What the hell is wrong with me?" She asked herself out loud when she noticed she had been ever so gently rubbing her pussy through her panties. "But fuck does it feel good!" She added, upping the pressure and the pace a bit.

She glanced over at the drawer where she kept 'Little Nate' and considered getting it out and stuffing her pussy the way it needed. The way it was begging to be! But she took a deep breath and resisted the temptation, knowing Nate could be finished any minute now.

After what seemed like an eternity of waiting and thinking of Nate jerking off, gently and unconsciously rubbing her pussy, realising what she had been doing and stopping. Before starting over the whole process again. She finally started to think that he must be finished by now.

She quietly crept bare footed along the carpeted hallway towards the spare bedroom with no plan on what her next move. Would she call out? Or would she press her ear up against the door to listen in and try to figure out if he was still jacking it. But when she got to the door, the decision was made for her.

Zoe couldn't believe that it was half open. 'Surely I closed it behind myself?' She tried to think. 'Or he would have closed it himself.' she told herself. 'He must be finished then.' She told herself As she approached the opening.

"Fucking sexy bitch!" She heard Nate say, just as her head popped into the doorway. Causing Zoe to gasp. At first she thought she had been caught peeking, and then when she saw his back turned to her, she thought he must have snuck someone into her house. The truth however would turn out to be a lot more shocking.

Zoe stood like a dear in headlights in the doorway as her next door neighbours kid continued to stroke himself. He was clearly getting close as he was upping his pace and breathing harder.

"Gonna cum all over those big white Titties." he said, seemingly into his hand.

'He must have porn on his phone' Zoe told herself. "Oh my!" She whispered to herself as the giant black kid fell to his knees, so his body was now turned side on towards Zoe, and onto the towels she had laid out for him.

This caused Zoe to get the perfect side on view of his huge cock as he continued to stroke it faster and faster, his hand almost becoming a blur. He held what appeared to be a photograph in his hand, before he set it on the towel just in front of himself and picked up the cup.

"You sexy slut. Take my fucking load!" He yelled as his orgasm hit and a huge spurt of cum hit the back of the cup so hard Zoe could hear the noise it made hitting the plastic. His orgasms were clearly huge and uncontrollable as his legs shook and his hand eye coordination with his big cock and the cup began to struggle, load after load of cum began spraying out in such volume that Zoe could see it all as if she was standing right underneath it. Every 3rd spurt he would lose his control and it would land on the towel, before he recovered and repositioned the cup. By the 10th huge spurt he was spent. The cup was full. The towel was soaked and his photo was covered.

"My god!" Zoe said stunned at the doorway. She knew she should have walked away, but it had been like watching a life changing moment and being able to do nothing but stand in shock. She even stepped into the room.

"Doctor Monroe...I didn't rea..." Nate began startled almost falling over and dropping the cup.

"I can't believe...how much...so much cum!!" Zoe said incoherently as her hand reached out and took the cup out of Nate's hand. She was in so much shock at what she had just saw that she didn't even realise she wasn't wearing any gloves.

She held the cup up before her eyes, staring into the thick white baby batter in amazement.

"Yeah the morning load is always the worst" Nate said

"Or the best." Zoe answered, almost as if she had forgot there was someone else there.

"Pardon?" Nate asked

"I mean...it's...I've just never seen so much. Sorry. Here, let me get the lid on this." She looked around and spotted it on the bedside drawer.

"Listen Nate, I'm sorry to have walked in on you like that. I just saw the door was opened and thought you were finished."

"That's alright, I thought I was to keep it open so that I couldn't 'cheat' or something." He laughed. "Anyway, let me clean up this mess." He added with concern.

"Oh don't be silly, I'll clean this up..." She started, looking down at the towels and then spotting the polaroid, half covered in the black kids cum. She recognised the bed set, and the black sheer Chantilly lace-trim Babydoll she was wearing as she was laying seductively her head back in ecstasy, her chest pushed up in the air as she pushed her big tits together.

In one way, Zoe was relieved that she was at least covered up in the photo, and hadn't been nude. But in an other she realised it was one of the most sexual, dirty and animalistic photos she had ever seen. She never knew her husband had such talent with a camera, though the subject matter wasn't too bad either, she thought to herself.

"I'm so sorry Mrs Monroe." Nate began, "I just saw it under the pillow there and I couldn't help myself, you look so sexy and I needed to cum so badly it hurt."

'Barry must have been jacking it off in here!' Zoe thought to herself.

"Well I guess anyone would do the same. Put in a room to masturbate, I guess it's only reasonable to think that you would masturbate to any photo of a woman you found. Don't worry about it." She replied, whilst thinking about the 'Fucking sexy Bitch' and 'gonna cum all over those big white titties' comments he made.

"I'm sorry you had to see such a photo. It was a one off treat for my husband." She continued.

"Well your husband is the luckiest man in the world." Nate said, standing and struggling to squeeze his black python back into his underwear.

"Thank you Nate." She said, her heart pounding and feeling light headed by the whole event. "Listen, why don't you see yourself out whilst I deal with this sample. And i'll see you again at lunchtime?" She said holding up the sample and walking towards the bedroom door in her robe.

"Look forward to it." Nate said eying up her ass as it wiggled and those smooth tanned legs.

As soon as she heard the front door close, Zoe pulled out her dildo, jumped on the bed, pulled her panties to one side and stuffed her sodden wet cunt with it. She writhed in both the ecstasy of her little pussy being stretched and the agony of having to settle for 'little Nate' instead of the real thing. That glorious big black cock could give her another 3 or 4 inches of pleasure! It's girth would stretch her unlike ever before. Those huge testicles would hose down her womb with his hot baby batter. And that's when she turned to see the big cup full of Nates semen.

She reached over and popped off the lid, inhaling the manly scent as she did so. She slowly brought her forefinger and middle finger to the edge of the cup, hesitating for just a second, before lowering them into the young teenagers warm gooey spunk. She slowly rotated her fingers and then lifted them, as if to test it's consistency.

"So thick!" She said, mentally comparing it to her own husbands weak water looking semen.

She put put four fingers deep into the creamy sample, scooping a load into her hand and then began to coat the end of her dildo with it. When she was done, she shoved her now wet glistening and cum lubed dildo back deep insider her pussy. Her two fingers came back to the cup one last time until they were coated. As she fucked herself with the cum soaked dildo with one hand, she brought her fingers up and into her mouth and begun sucking on them hungrily, lapping up Nates cum, the taste and the naughtiness of her actions sent her close to the edge, and as soon as she started thinking about Nate's big cock sending blast after blast of cum she started at first to imagine it all landing on her body, but then she soon imagined feeling his cock lodged deep inside her little pussy, unloading and hosing down her fertile womb with his potent semen. It sent her into a wild orgasm that rocked through her entire body, causing her pussy to spasm and clamp down on 'little nate' whilst it was buried deep inside her.

"Soooo Good!" She moaned as mini orgasms shot through her each time her pussy spasmed around the Dildo.

Not satisfied with just one orgasm, she began plotting her next one. A wicked idea crossed her mind causing her to smile. Once she had recovered she soon found herself in front of the computer and searching for a couple of new toys.

Having found a couple of shops near by that sold what she was looking for, Zoe didn't even bother to dress properly. She just threw on a long thick jacket and jumped in her car. She felt dirty when she saw her reflection in the mirror. But in a good way. Her hair was dishevelled, and her eyes were hungry with desire. She could still feel the stickiness of Nates cum on her fingers, and taste him in her mouth. She felt like she was finally getting to know herself.

She picked up the two items she needed pretty fast and easily, but it wasn't until she was about to walk out of the second store that she encountered a familiar face.

"Hey, how's the underwear working out?" The voice said.

Zoe turned in shock to see a face that she recognised but didn't quite put two and two together at first.

"I'm sorry?" She frowned.

"'Hung!'" Brad said, refreshing her mind.

"Oh right, the guy from the underwear store." Zoe remembered, recalling the handsome athletic kid who had help choose out some underwear for her to get Nate to try on.

"They are great thanks, he loves them. Really makes a difference." Zoe said answering his original question.

"Yeah they really help me out." Brad boasted.

"Right!" Zoe replied, recalling how disappointed she was with his bulge.

"So what say the two of us go grab some coffee?" The cocky kid tried.

"Thanks, but I have some place to be." Zoe answered as she began to slowly walk towards the door, without seeming too rude.

"I bet wherever that is, isn't as much fun as I could give you."

Zoe stopped in her tracks and raised her eyebrows thinking for a second. She made sure no one else could see and then said 'fuck it' to herself.

"Honey, You couldn't handle me...Only a man could handle this" Zoe said as she opened up her long coat to reveal the sheer stockings, suspenders and bustier outfit she had on underneath. "Not some little boy!" She hissed as she closed her coat back up and made for the exit.

"Jesus Christ!" She heard the kid say as she walked away laughing to herself.

Back at the house she dropped one box under the bed, "One for Barry." she said. And the other she began to open in her lap. "And one for Nate." She added, before getting to work on figuring the thing out.

Lunchtime:

"Hey...Doc" Nate said, surprised to see that his sexy next door neighbor was still wearing her sexy silk robe, and that her hair now looked wild and messy like she had been having sex all morning.

"Ni Nate, come on up." Zoe said, leading the black kid back up the stairs.

"Listen...I wanted to apologise again...for the whole photo thing...I just couldn't..." Nate began, unable to keep his eyes off the sexy sight of his doctors legs in those stockings and suspenders, that seemed to be on display even more than they had been before.

"There's nothing to apologise for, it's my stupid husbands fault for leaving it out in the first place." Zoe replied reaching the top of the stairs. "If anything it's kind of a compliment!" She smiled at Nate as he joined her there.

"Go ahead into the spare room and do your thing, I'll be right down the hallway in my bedroom. Just give me a shout when you are finished and all set." She smiled.

Nate smiled back and disappeared into the spare room. He went to close the door, then decided he quite liked the idea of having Dr Monroe 'catching' him at it again, so once again he left it half open. When he got inside he noticed that she had put down new towels. Then he spotted a polaroid on the bedside table.

"Sexy bitch wants me to cum to her." Zoe heard Nate say. She saw him reaching for the photo and picking it up. She had chosen a less pornographic photograph to leave out, but she still looked sexy in that red dress, with her smooth tanned long legs on display and a huge amount of cleavage ready to spill out of the plunging neckline.

"Works perfectly!" She said, as she lay back with her head on the pillow, her robe opened, one hand slowly beginning to pull and play with a nipple through her sheer bustier, and the other hand placing the laptop down beside herself.

She had set up the camera with in built mic on her chest of drawers. Built inside an alarm clock there was no way for Nate or anyone else to know it was there. And the Live HD feed and sound straight to her laptop, made it seem as though she was standing just 5 years away from the scene.

"Mmmmmm." Zoe moaned to herself as Nate began to strip off and her hand began to explore south towards her needy and soaked pussy.



"Dirty boy." She said, as she saw Nate spitting in his hand before trying to coat his cock with the saliva. 'Need to get him some Lube.' She noted to herself, though she loved the animistic way in which he used his own spit.

Zoe reached for 'Little Nate' as soon as Big Nate was being tugged on at full speed. She rubbed the head up and down her slit, her lips opening and when the cock-end was coated in her slimy juices she ran it up and over her clit repeatedly. Slow and gentle at first, before picking up the speed and applying more pressure until she could feel an orgasm building up inside her.

Her hips were gyrating, grinding her ass into the bed, like she was trying to ride an imaginary cock inside her. She could feel she was close to cumming now, and brought the head of the dildo back down to her entrance, as she gyrated on it, it was as if her pussy was trying to suck that black cock inside it. Like it was telling it, 'this is where you belong'.

Zoe couldn't wait any longer, she slid the 9 inch dildo deep inside her tight wet snatch and right at that moment...

"Sexy fucking slut!" Nate said jerking his massive cock harder to the photo. This sent Zoe over the edge as a huge orgasm ripped through her body and she let out an audible moan. For a second she saw Nate stop and his head turn towards the door.

She lay there still, panicked, but her pussy still spasming around 'Little Nate'. Part of her was scared she might get caught, but a bigger part of her was excited by the prospect of Nate coming through to her room with his big cock and balls swinging, to check that she was alright. She needn't have worried however, as Nate was soon back to stroking that monster.

Zoe's eyes were glued to the screen the whole time as she recovered from that orgasm. Her hand began to slowly fuck herself with the Dildo. As she saw Nate picking up the pace with his stroking, she began to pick up the pace with her self fucking. He was getting close to cumming, she could tell.

"That's my boy, give me that sample!" She said to the screen.

"Gonna give you this big load Dr Z" Nate said, hoping that Zoe was listening or watching from the door, as he dropped to his knees readying himself.

"Yessss. Give me that load!" Zoe answered him, frantically shoving 'Little Nate' harder and faster into her hungry pussy.

"Gonna cum all over those big ass tits, you sexy bitch!" Nate replied.

"Yessss. Give me all that cum! Pleaseee!" Zoe squealed

"Fuckkkkkk!" Bellowed Nate, unleashing a huge torrent of cum all over Zoe and her red dress. The second jet spurted way into the air and completely out of control as the kid tried to find the sample cup. He managed to get to the cup just in time for the 3rd and subsequent loads of cum sprayed from his giant cock to fill up the cup completely once again.

"Cummmming!" Zoe moaned again at the sight of all that cum exploding from the black stud in her spare bedroom. The black stud who was jacking his huge cock and unleashing the biggest load of cum she had ever seen, and doing it over her. It made her feel wild! And it made her squirt, the fluid leaking all down the dildo shaft and creating a wet pool on the bed.

Zoe lay there half in a daze for a good few minutes. Her head swimming with thoughts of Nate. Nate and his cock. Nate and his big load. She wasn't sure which of those two were turning her on more, the idea of being stretched and fucked by something so big and powerful, or the idea of having all that potent cum exploding deep inside her, and potentially, finally knocking her up.

'How I long for a baby.' She thought to herself for a second.

"Zoe?" Nate called, regaining her attention.

"One moment!" She called back, surprised to see that he was no longer on her screen and must have changed already. She shuddered and writhed as she pulled 'Little Nate' out of her soaking pussy. Struggling to stand, she did her robe up as best she could, not even bothering to pull her panties back over to cover her pussy properly, and made her way to the bedroom door.

"How did it go?" She asked looking flustered as she entered the hallway.

"Great" Nate replied. "I had some pretty good inspiration!" He added with a smile, referring to the photo.

"Well whatever works" Zoe answered, not sure that was the wisest response, but too high from her orgasm to think of a better retort.

"You ok Zoe?" Nate asked, nodding towards her hand and robe.

"Oh...Yeah." Zoe stuttered, looking at her slimy wet hand and the wet patch on her robe. "Juice box accident!" She lied just as a trickle of her own juices slowly began to run down her inner thigh.

"Squirted everywhere!" She smiled knowingly.

"Well looks like you made a heck of a mess." Nate said.

"That makes two of us then." Zoe teased, looking into the spare room making Nate burst out with laughter.

"So I'll see you after practice tonight?" Nate asked.

"I'll look forward to it!" Zoe smiled, hoping her husband would be working late.
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The moment Zoe opened the front door, she could tell something was off.

"Hey Doc," Nate said, standing there in his usual tight grey hoodie and athletic shorts, but this time he looked a little pained.

"Nate, you alright? Come in," Zoe said, immediately stepping aside.

He limped slightly as he walked in. "Tweaked my wrist during practice. Coach says it's probably just a sprain."

"Oh no," Zoe said, ushering him straight into the living room. "Let me see. Sit down."

Nate sat on the couch and held out his arm. His skin was warm beneath her touch, his massive frame dwarfed the couch as he shifted, trying to get comfortable.

She gently examined his wrist, turning it from side to side. "Looks mild. I can bandage it up for you, but you should still get imaging to be sure."

"Yeah, I will," Nate said, watching her closely. "But I guess that's the sperm sample routine out the window for now, huh?"

Zoe looked up at him, blinking. The sample collection. The morning. The lunchtime. And now... "You mean because of your wrist?"

"Yeah, I can't do it left-handed," he said with a shy laugh. "Tried once when I hurt myself before. Nothing."

Zoe hesitated, caught somewhere between clinical duty and something much, much murkier. Her heart began to race. She could already smell the faint mix of sweat and his musky cologne from their earlier encounter. And now this... helplessness in his voice. The ache.

"Well," she said, trying to keep her tone neutral, "we can't let the data set fall apart halfway through. I suppose... as your physician, I could find a way to assist." Her voice wavered slightly at the end.

Nate said nothing, but his eyebrows lifted slowly. He sat up straighter. His good hand rested on his thigh.

"Just until you're recovered," Zoe added quickly.

In her office upstairs, the tension was electric. Zoe pulled on a pair of latex gloves, the sound snapping the silence. Nate stood in front of her, tall, broad-shouldered, quiet.

"You can lower your shorts," she said, barely above a whisper.

Nate's fingers slid into the waistband and pulled them down in one smooth motion. His semi was already forming, heavy and thick. Her breath hitched involuntarily. Even half-hard, it was intimidating.

Zoe reached out, her gloved hand wrapping gently around the shaft. It was hot, solid, with a weight that surprised her. She had to use both hands to truly manage it. As she stroked slowly, she could feel the veins pulsing beneath the surface. She coated the mammoth cock in lubricant, though she wondered if she even needed to with the amount of pre-cum leaking from its tip. She couldn't help but stare at it with a look of pure fascination and lust. Every vein. Every ridge.

She was familiarising herself more with her neighbour's cock than she had ever done with her husband's penis. It was just far more incredible. Beautiful. Masculine. Enticing. The slick, sloppy sexual sounds of her actions brought her mind back to reality, and she noticed that she had begun stroking his big, thick cock with both hands -- faster, with more vigour and enthusiasm.

"Does that feel okay?" she asked, voice husky.

"Feels amazing," Nate murmured, his eyes locked on hers. "Better than I ever imagined."

She didn't scold him. She didn't remind him to stay professional. Instead, her hands kept moving, her fingers tightening just slightly. The friction of the latex enhanced every glide. Zoe felt the moisture soiling her own panties. She was wet. And she was enjoying this.

As his cock swelled, thickening, lengthening in her hands, Zoe found herself leaning closer, drawn to it like a moth to flame. She wanted this as much as Nate did. She bit her lip, her pulse drumming in her ears.

"I think I'm gonna..." Nate began, voice strained. She reached for the cup instinctively, positioning it just in time--But not for the first shot.

The first heavy spurt shot high, smacking the top of her blouse and collarbone, leaving a glistening trail of white heat. She gasped, blinking, but didn't stop. Her hands kept stroking. Her grip adjusted and she aimed him toward the cup, catching the second, third, fourth torrent. It filled rapidly.

When it was over, Zoe was left breathless. His cock pulsed once more in her hands as the last few drops trickled out. His cock lost a little of its hardness, but none of its magnificence as it glistened gloriously with a mixture of lube, cum and sweat. Zoe realised she was still stroking it softly. Lovingly. Lustfully.

She looked down at her blouse, damp and translucent where the cum had hit. Her nipples were stiff beneath the fabric. Her cheeks flushed.

"Shit... I'm sorry, Doc," Nate said, genuinely.

"No," Zoe said, her voice low and panting hard. "That was perfect...more than adequate for analysis."

Later, in the bathroom, Zoe stripped out of her blouse and tossed it into the sink. Her chest was still flushed. She leaned over the counter, breathing slowly, trying to settle herself.

Her hands, gloved or not, had just stroked off her next door neighbour's son. And she liked it. She wanted more. She didn't know if it was the thrill, the danger, or the raw heat of that cock in her hand, pulsing with life... but something had awakened inside her.

She checked her phone, almost on autopilot. A notification from JustDoctors.

Dr. JJ: "Volume reports like that confirm significant overproduction. Make sure collection remains consistent. Also note: psychological factors may enhance production. Closeness. Trust. Comfort. These are key variables."

Zoe stared at the message. Something about the language struck her. It was medical, yes. But oddly... familiar? Reassuring. Like someone who knew her.

She closed the message and looked in the mirror again. Was she developing feelings? Was this lust? Curiosity? What the hell was she doing?

That night at dinner, Barry rambled on about a new IT upgrade at work. Zoe nodded, smiling when expected, but her thoughts were elsewhere. Across the yard.

She looked down at her fork and realised she'd sliced her chicken into perfect, uniform pieces. Like her thoughts, dissected and controlled. But today wasn't controlled. Today had been... something else. She caught herself smiling.

"You're quiet tonight," Barry noted.

"Just a little tired," she replied. Her phone buzzed in her lap.

Nate: "Thanks again today, Doc. You're really taking care of me. Looking forward to tomorrow morning."

She swallowed. Hard. "My pleasure. Me too," she typed back. Then paused. Deleted. Rewrote.Zoe: "You're welcome. See you bright and early."

As Barry prattled on, Zoe's mind was already racing. Planning.

Later that evening, after dinner and a glass of wine, Zoe sat curled on the couch with her legs tucked under her. She wore a soft robe now, different from the one that had seen action earlier, and pretended to focus on the film Barry had put on. Her body still hummed from the day's events -- the heat of Nate's cock in her hand, the look on his face as he'd spilled for her, the thrill of doing something so wildly inappropriate and yet intoxicatingly right.

She hadn't stopped thinking about it. And now, sitting beside Barry while he sipped his drink with that easy, clueless smile, she could feel the wetness stirring again. But it wasn't for him. Not really.

"Hey," Barry said, turning toward her, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "You know... if you're not too exhausted from all that 'doctor work' today..."

Zoe raised a brow. "Oh?"

"I was just thinking... we haven't done a scene in a few days," he said, grinning like a schoolboy asking to stay up late. "Maybe that hot, wild stripper from last week could make a house call?"

Zoe gave a soft, knowing laugh. "Barry..."

He leaned in closer. "You were so damn sexy. I still think about how you talked to me. So dirty... I don't know where that came from, but god, it was incredible."

Where did it come from? Zoe almost laughed. If only he knew.

She sighed like a woman humoring her husband, but something in her smirk gave her away. "Fine. Just one little scene. I've had a long day..."

She rose from the couch, untied the robe slowly, and let it slide off her shoulders. Barry gasped. Beneath, she wore the same sheer bustier and stockings she'd worn earlier -- now freshened up, but just as obscene.

"Jesus, Zoe..." he whispered. "You really... wow."

She walked to the middle of the living room and struck a pose. "So what's your fantasy tonight, birthday boy?" she asked, slipping back into that sultry tone that drove him wild.

Barry sat up straighter, eyes glued to her curves. "How about... I'm the lonely husband home from work. And you're the sexy neighbor who saw me through the window and decided to come over and... keep me company."

Zoe turned her back to him, slowly swaying her hips. Not a bad twist, she thought. Her inner voice whispered that it wasn't Barry she was imagining looking through that window. It was her peeking into a fantasy -- a room where Nate's cock was in her hand, heavy and pulsing, her body thrumming as he moaned under her touch.

"Poor thing," she murmured, turning slowly and climbing onto Barry's lap. "So lonely. So needy." She ground her hips lightly against his boxer shorts, feeling his arousal pressing up beneath her. Small. Manageable. Easy.

Not like Nate. Nate had been impossible to wrap her fingers around. Nate had pulsed with heat. With danger. With potential.

"Do you think about me?" she asked Barry, eyes fluttering shut as she moved against him.

"Every damn second," he breathed. "Especially when you act like this."

Zoe reached down and pulled the toy from under the couch -- the same black dildo Barry had grown so fond of using. She kissed the tip, slowly, while her eyes stayed locked on his. He shuddered.

"You're so into this thing," she teased. "Are you sure it doesn't make you feel... inadequate?"

"Not when it's you using it," he whispered. "Makes me feel lucky."

Zoe turned, straddled his lap, and reached between her legs. She slid the toy inside herself slowly, savoring the stretch. Her body welcomed it like an old friend. Her moan was real -- not for Barry's benefit, but because her body had been craving that sensation all day.

"That's it..." Barry said, already panting as he stroked himself watching her. "God, baby, you look amazing. You are so good at acting out these scenes!"

You have no idea, Zoe thought. This was no longer acting to her.

She began to ride the toy with purpose, her breasts bouncing in their sheer confines, her mouth slightly open as she focused not on the man watching her, but the man she wished was there instead. Her mind flooded with memories of Nate's heavy length slapping against her chest, the heat of it, the slick slide of precum, the animal way he groaned when she touched him.

Barry didn't matter in that moment. He was the audience. But Nate... Nate was the star.

"Oh fuck... I'm gonna--" Barry started, jerking faster.

Zoe's pace quickened, her voice catching in her throat. "That's it... just watch me," she panted. "Watch me ride this big cock... pretend it's yours."

Barry let out a moan and came, messy and quick. Zoe didn't stop. Her orgasm hit seconds later, not from his voice, but from the scene in her head -- the memory of Nate's eyes locked on hers as she stroked him, the look on his face as he exploded for her.

When they both caught their breath, Barry smiled at her, breathless. "You're incredible."

Zoe leaned in and kissed his cheek softly. "Anything for my husband," she whispered... But in her mind, her lips were still wrapped around someone else.


Penis Reduction Seduction Ch. 07

Zoe woke long before her alarm. Her body was already restless -- humming with heat and anticipation, her nerves sparking beneath her skin like static before a storm. She lay still, eyes fixed on the ceiling, one hand idly trailing the dip of her waist, fingers brushing the sash of her robe but going no further. Not yet.

Memories of the day before played in vivid, visceral flashes -- the slick slide of his length against her glove, the impossible heft of it in her grasp, the molten splash of his cum striking her skin like it belonged there. Guilt no longer weighed on her. Only hunger.

She dressed with quiet purpose. The robe she chose was blush-pink silk, whisper-light, cinched loosely at the waist, delicate enough that her breath might slip it open. Beneath it: black lace that kissed every curve -- for no one but herself. Or so she told herself.

She pinned her hair in a soft, undone twist, letting wisps fall just so. Just enough gloss to make her lips look like they'd been licked. Her cheeks were already flushed, not from blush, but from the illicit thrill coiling inside her.

Upstairs, she lit a single candle in the spare room. Vanilla and amber softened the air. She laid out new towels, placed the larger sample cup beside them like a sacred offering, and stepped back to survey the scene. Professional. Perfect.

At exactly 7:15 a.m., the doorbell rang.

Nate stood on the threshold in gym gear, hoodie unzipped to reveal a sweat-darkened t-shirt stretched tight across his chest and arms. The duffel bag slung over his shoulder looked forgotten. His eyes, however, were anything but absent. They drank her in slowly, lingering on the dip of her collarbone, the sheen of her robe, the hint of thigh that peeked from its parting like an invitation.

"Morning, Doc," he said, voice low and easy -- but the heat behind his gaze scorched.

"Come in," she said, grateful for the steadiness in her voice. "You know the way. I'll be right up."

By the time she entered the room, Nate was already naked, seated on the edge of the bed. He hadn't bothered with towels. His thick, dark length rested between his thighs, lazy and half-awake -- not yet fully roused, but already stretching with weight and promise. Like something too virile to ever go soft for long.

Zoe paused in the doorway. A pulse of arousal bloomed low in her belly.

He didn't speak. He didn't need to.

The only sound was the flicker of candlelight, and the soft, guilty thrum of her own breath catching in her throat.

Zoe snapped on a pair of gloves, the latex crackling softly in the charged silence. She drew in a steadying breath before speaking, her voice pitched low, calm, controlled.

"We'll proceed just like yesterday."

Her fingers curled around his shaft again -- thick, hot, swelling with every heartbeat like something alive in her palm. She felt him respond instantly, his girth expanding as blood surged beneath her touch. Her other hand joined in, and she began to stroke with unhurried precision, each movement deliberate, confident, reverent.

Every sensation was amplified: the map of pulsing veins beneath taut, silken skin; the impossible heat radiating from him; the sheer heft of him dragging her wrists with each pass. Her thighs instinctively drew together. She was wet already -- soaked just from holding him.

He was magnificent. Still, she couldn't quite comprehend how massive he was -- not just long, but thick in a way that defied reason. Her fingers refused to meet around him, no matter how tight she gripped. And with each stroke, a flicker of awe bloomed in her chest.

What would it taste like?

The question flashed through her mind like lightning, uninvited and yet irresistible. The thought made her fist tighten just slightly, made her breath catch.

"God... that feels incredible," Nate murmured, voice rough with tension.

Zoe didn't reply, but her lips curved into a subtle smile -- small, secretive, wicked. Her strokes gained confidence, becoming firmer, more focused. The wet, obscene sound of flesh on flesh began to fill the room, underscoring the soft stutter of his breath and the taut flex of his thighs beneath her.

His hips tensed. Her grip tightened instinctively, coaxing every drop from him like it was her craft.

"I feel... so full," he groaned. "Like my balls are gonna fucking explode."

"Then we'd better ease the pressure," Zoe whispered, her voice molten, rich with dark promise.

And then he came.

His groan broke from his throat like a growl, and the first thick jet shot into the collection cup with such force it splashed halfway up the inside in one violent surge. She barely had time to adjust before the next wave pulsed out -- and then another, heavier still, until the cup brimmed dangerously.

By the fifth spurt, it spilled over, thick white ropes splattering across the towel with a wet, lewd slap.

"Fuck... sorry," Nate breathed, chest heaving.

Zoe said nothing at first. She simply stared at the cup -- full and cloudy with his seed -- then down at his softening cock, slick and shining with cum and heat, still glorious even in retreat.

"It's fine," she murmured at last. Her voice was soft, but filled with something almost reverent. "We've got what we need."

And then, after a pause, with a glint in her eyes:

"...and then some."

The pride in her voice wasn't medical. It wasn't professional. It was personal. She'd pulled that release from him -- her hands, her touch, her body drawing it out of his like it had nowhere else to go. Like it had always been meant for her.

--------

Back in her home office, Zoe sat down at her desk, hands trembling ever so slightly as she pulled up the patient file. The screen glowed softly in the dim light, casting a sterile hue across her flushed skin.

She stared at the blank field marked "Sample Notes." Her fingers hovered above the keys, but her thoughts were anything but clinical.

Subject produced substantial semen volume.

Observation: excessive quantity. Near overflow.

She paused.

Her jaw tensed as she read the words back to herself. They were cold. Impersonal. A flat, detached translation of something that had stirred her so profoundly it still throbbed through her limbs. Her thighs squeezed together under the desk -- involuntarily at first -- but then she didn't try to stop. The heat that had been simmering inside her since Nate left hadn't dissipated. If anything, it had deepened. Settled low in her belly like a coiled ache.

She exhaled through her nose, steadying herself, and slowly pushed her chair back. The soft creak of the casters was deafening in the silence of the room. With a quiet breath, she reached down and slid open the bottom drawer of her desk -- the one she kept locked, always. Just in case.

Her fingers found it by feel: sleek, discreet, her little emergency escape. The compact vibrator fit perfectly in her palm like it belonged there, warm from the heat it had absorbed from the drawer's darkness. She turned the lock on her office door, her heart thumping now, louder than it should have been.

This wasn't about stress relief.

It wasn't even about Nate's sample.

It was about him.

She leaned back in her chair, eyes closing as she slid her free hand down the front of her panties. Her folds were already slick -- embarrassingly so -- her clit throbbing and tender with need. As her fingers brushed over it, her breath hitched.

"Just a quick one..." she whispered to no one.

But it wouldn't be quick. Not really. Not when the memory was still so vivid -- the sheer weight of him in her hands, the veins bulging against her gloves, the heat, the pressure, the way his voice had caught on that first groan like he was breaking apart in her grasp.

Zoe pressed the vibrator against herself with trembling fingers, muffling a gasp as the first pulse hit her.

In her mind, it wasn't her own fingers anymore.

It was his hands.

Rough. Big. Confident. She could see him -- towering over her, naked, his eyes fixed on hers with that same mix of need and danger. His cock was heavy between them, thick and slick, still glistening from her touch. He would be watching her now, like this, legs parted in the chair, her hand between her thighs, needing him.

She bit her lip hard to keep from moaning aloud, hips rocking against the toy. Her body was already spiraling -- it didn't take much. Not when every nerve was wired with memories of the way he'd erupted for her, the warmth of his cum as it spilled across her skin, the intensity in his eyes as he lost control.

The release came like a ripple first -- small, tight, shaking -- and then it shattered into a deeper pulse, gripping her from the inside. Her thighs quivered, muscles clenching as she came silently, eyes fluttering shut, mouth parted in an open gasp she didn't let escape. Her head fell back against the chair, chest rising and falling in uneven waves.

A soft, broken sound slipped from her lips -- not quite a moan. More like a name unspoken.

Her hand stilled.

She lay there for a moment, fingers still tucked between her thighs, eyes closed, face flushed, breath slowly calming. The faint buzz of the toy subsided as she clicked it off and held it limply in her lap.

And then, with a slow breath and a shiver of shame and satisfaction, she straightened in her seat, tucked the vibrator back into the drawer, and closed the file on her screen.

Sample recorded.

Follow-up required. Psychological response: uncontrolled.

She smiled faintly at that last line.

Uncontrolled, indeed.

--------

When Zoe opened the door, she looked effortlessly casual -- but Nate saw through the disguise in a heartbeat.

She wore charcoal-gray yoga pants that clung to her hips like second skin, and a soft, pale tank top that framed her breasts with casual cruelty. Her hair was swept up in a loose bun, a few tendrils curling down around flushed cheeks. On the surface, she was all leisure and lightness.

But her eyes told a different story.

There was a gleam in them. Bright and charged.

There was colour in her cheeks.

And under all of it, that unmistakable tension -- need, just beneath the surface.

"Back for round two?" she asked, voice low, teasing. She stepped aside to let him in.

Nate's smile was slow. Confident. "You tell me, Doc."

This time, there were no pretenses. No gloves. No nervous hesitations.

Zoe led him upstairs and into the now-familiar room, and once the door clicked shut behind them, she dropped to her knees with the calm composure of someone fully in control. Her bare hands reached for his waistband.

The moment she freed him, he sprang forward into her palms -- thick, warm, pulsing with life.

She exhaled slowly, almost reverently, her fingers curling around his growing length like she'd missed the feel of it since morning. And she had.

"You're getting faster at this," Nate murmured, his voice laced with a grin -- but husky with arousal.

Zoe's lips curved. "Practice," she said, stroking deliberately, "makes perfect."

Her hands began to move -- firm, sure, and unhurried. There was no awkwardness now, no clinical distance. Just her and him. Skin to skin. Her strokes alternated with elegant precision -- base to tip, slow to fast, a gentle twist of her wrists just at the crest, like she was sculpting something divine.

She was learning him -- not like a student, but like a lover.

Not cataloguing him. Composing him.

She leaned in, letting her breath ghost across the head of his cock, and it twitched in response, leaking a bead of precum that glistened in the afternoon light. She didn't flinch. She watched it roll -- fascinated. Tempted.

Her nipples tightened beneath the cotton of her tank, brushing against the inside fabric as she shifted. She was soaked again -- and growing wetter with every pulse she felt in her palm.

Her hands mapped him like she was reading a language only her body could understand: the thick, prominent vein that ran along the underside. The subtle flare just beneath the head. The tautness of his skin stretched over solid muscle, the way he swelled with each long stroke.

He wasn't just big. He was beautiful. A perfect contradiction -- brutal in size, elegant in shape.

And he was hers, for now. Her patient. Her secret. Her obsession.

She watched his chest rise with each breath, the way his jaw flexed as he fought for control. She loved that. Watching the tension build. Watching him try not to give in too quickly, while she did everything in her power to make him.

"Jesus," Nate breathed. "Your hands..."

Zoe said nothing. Just smiled.

And kept going.

As Nate's breath turned ragged and his hips began to tense, Zoe reached for the sample cup, steady and composed -- like this was just another part of the process.

The first few spurts were powerful and immediate, filling the cup in seconds, the thick streams splashing against the plastic walls with obscene force. But then, just as the next pulse surged through his shaft, Zoe shifted her grip -- slow, deliberate -- angling him away from the container.

The next spurt painted her chest.

Nate groaned, startled. "Did you... do that on purpose?"

She didn't flinch. Another hot rope landed across her collarbone, then another, heavier, streaked between the swells of her breasts, sliding down the slope of her cleavage with a lazy, molten drip.

"Towels were a mess this morning," Zoe said, impossibly calm, lifting the cup with a practiced hand and a devilish smirk. "And we already have more than enough."

Nate could only stare, chest heaving, his cock still twitching in her grasp.

Zoe walked out without another word.

Minutes later, behind the privacy of her bathroom door, she peeled off her top in one slow motion. The fabric clung to her chest, damp and clinging with the weight of his release. She let it fall to the tile floor and stepped in front of the mirror.

She exhaled slowly.

His cum streaked her chest in thick, glossy trails -- pearlescent and still warm, faintly sticky where it had begun to dry at the edges. A single drop dangled from the underside of her left breast like a tear. She touched it, slowly, curiously. Then she smeared it across her skin, dragging two fingers through the mess and massaging it in like it was a serum, watching her own reflection the entire time.

Her nipples tightened instantly -- hard and flushed -- as her hands glided over her slick skin.

It was visceral, the sensation -- warm, textured, obscene in the most beautiful way. She could still feel the heat of him lingering in the release, like his body had left its echo on hers. It didn't just coat her.

It marked her.

Her stomach fluttered. Her pulse throbbed low and deep. The clinical, rational voice inside her was gone -- drowned beneath the wet slide of semen over skin, the scent of him rising with the steam from the sink, the way her body responded like she'd just been fucked raw.

She dragged her fingers down between her breasts, scooping more of the slick fluid and rubbing it in slow, shameless circles. Her breath hitched. Her thighs clenched. Her mind filled, not with guilt, but with a need so rich it bordered on religious.

What would it feel like, she wondered, to let him finish inside me instead?

She didn't answer. Just moaned softly into the silence.

--------

After Nate left, Zoe sat alone in her office, still steeped in the afterglow of what had just transpired. Her body hadn't settled. Not really. The pulse between her thighs still fluttered with aching insistence. Her skin buzzed with memory -- of his cum on her chest, the sheer pressure of him in her grip, the way he groaned like her touch was the only thing tethering him to earth.

She tried to distract herself. She really did.

She opened her laptop -- Barry's laptop -- and clicked into a browser tab, intending to find something anonymous, something quick to help her come down from the high. But as she began typing, the autocomplete stopped her cold.

Cheating wife with BBC

Her breath caught in her throat. For a moment, she just stared.

What the hell...?

Her fingers trembled slightly as she clicked.

A video loaded instantly. No delay. No buffering.

The thumbnail alone hit her like a slap -- a prim, well-dressed woman with wedding rings on full display, on her knees before a towering black man. The title burned into the corner of the screen in bold white text: "She loves her husband... but she needed something more."

Zoe's mouth was dry.

This is Barry 's laptop. This is what he's been watching...?

The realization rocked through her -- a flash of heat and disbelief colliding with something far more dangerous: permission.

He'd been jerking off to this?

To women like her being seduced by men like Nate?

She hit play. She couldn't help it.

The scene unfolded in slow, inevitable steps. A husband at work. A wife in soft lingerie. A young, muscled black man walking in like he owned the house, the air, her.

Zoe's breath hitched as the wife whimpered, already bent over the arm of a couch. The man was rough, dominant, but patient -- like he knew he had all the time in the world. Like he knew she would break first.

The wife moaned -- and it didn't sound fake. It sounded real. Hungry. Relieved. Like she was finally getting something she hadn't even known she was missing.

Zoe's thighs clenched, but she couldn't look away.

And then the camera panned. The man came into full view.

He was big.

Thick. Erect. Confident.

But Zoe bit her lip.

Not as big as Nate.

Not even close.

That realization made her wetter than she'd expected. It shot a filthy thrill through her belly. Barry had been jerking off to this man -- fantasizing about his wife being used by someone like that -- but the man on screen didn't even measure up to the real thing.

I 've got better. Bigger. Stronger. Younger.

Her hand was already between her thighs, pushing into her panties, her fingers sliding through slick heat like they belonged there. Her other hand stayed on the trackpad, adjusting the volume as the wife's moans rose in tempo -- guttural, choked, needy.

Zoe imagined herself on that screen.

But not with him.

In her mind, it was Nate.

Nate pushing her to her knees, guiding that massive cock into her mouth, filling her until she gagged. Nate flipping her over, spreading her, stretching her open and pounding into her dripping cunt while she begged for more.

Not just fucking her.

Owning her.

Her fingers worked furiously now, rubbing tight circles into her clit, her breath hissing through clenched teeth.

"Nate..." she whispered, breathless.

It wasn't a fantasy anymore. It was a confession.

And when the orgasm hit, it came hard -- a deep, devastating quake that pulsed through her core and stole her breath. Her thighs trembled violently. Her toes curled. Her hand locked tight over her mouth as her moans escaped, muffled but unmistakably filthy.

She bit down on her knuckles, riding wave after wave until her vision blurred and her body sagged against the back of her chair.

The video was still playing.

But she was done with that version.

She had her own story now. Her own man.

Better than the one on screen. Realer than anything Barry could dream of.

And soon... she wasn't sure she'd be satisfied just watching anymore.

--------

Over dinner, Zoe stirred her wine lazily and said, almost offhand, "Nate's dropping by later."

Barry looked up from his plate, chewing thoughtfully. "Third time today?" he chuckled. "That kid must have a crush on you."



"He's on a strict diagnostic regimen," she replied smoothly, eyes never leaving her glass. "We're collecting consistent samples to monitor changes across the day. It's part of a clinical trial protocol."

Barry raised an eyebrow, but shrugged. "You haven't really said what's wrong with him. What kind of samples?"

"I can't," Zoe said evenly, with the practiced tone of a professional. "Doctor-patient confidentiality, remember? You know the rules."

"Right, right," Barry said, nodding as he reached for his drink. "Of course. Well... I'm glad he's got you looking after him. I'm sure he feels lucky."

Zoe smiled back -- but it was the kind of smile that carried a second meaning, hidden just behind the curve of her lips.

Later, with Barry distracted by the low drone of an action movie downstairs, Zoe slipped to the back door, her bare feet silent on the tile. The lock clicked open with a whisper.

Nate stepped inside like a shadow.

Neither of them said much. They didn't need to. The silence between them was weighted -- thick with anticipation, the kind that hummed just beneath the skin.

She led him through the darkened hallway without a word, her fingers brushing his as they turned the corner into the guest room. The door shut behind them with a soft click that felt louder than it should have.

"We're really doing this with your husband downstairs?" Nate asked, voice low and incredulous, a flicker of excitement in his tone.

Zoe turned toward him, her eyes sharp and shining in the dim light. Her smile was wicked.

"You're my patient, Nate," she whispered, her voice like velvet and smoke. "And I take my work very seriously."

And then, without another word, she sank to her knees.

No hesitation. No theatrics. Just raw, deliberate submission.

She looked up at him as she reached for his waistband, her expression unflinching -- confident. Hungry. Her eyes never left his, even as her fingers found the zipper and dragged it down slowly, reverently.

The sound was soft -- a little rasp of anticipation, metal teeth parting like a secret being confessed.

Zoe's breath hitched slightly as she saw him again, thick and already swelling in expectation. She reached inside, fingers wrapping around that familiar, monstrous weight.

He was hardening fast.

So was she.

And the fact that her husband was just one floor below made every movement, every breath, every slick stroke of skin-on-skin feel dangerous.

Deliciously so.

Zoe's hand moved with expert rhythm now -- slow, deliberate strokes that coaxed every twitch from Nate's thick shaft. But tonight, something shifted in her. She was no longer content to just touch him.

Her free hand drifted lower, hesitating for only a heartbeat before she gently cupped the weight hanging between his thighs.

His balls were heavy. Swollen. Loaded.

She drew in a sharp breath as her fingers explored them, massaging with reverent care. They were tight to the touch -- full to the point of aching -- and so warm, like the heat of his body had pooled there, waiting to be poured into her. She could feel the tension in them, the resistance, the promise.

It was more than arousal. It was awe.

A beast, she thought. A stallion.

These balls could breed.

Her womb throbbed, clenching around emptiness. A deep, instinctive ache bloomed low in her belly. As a woman who had spent years chasing fertility through clinics, cold rooms, and sterile tests -- the sheer virility in her hands nearly undid her.

The thought struck her hard and hot:

What would it feel like to take all of this inside me?

To be filled... to be bred.

"You really need to cum," she murmured, her voice barely more than a breath. "It'll help."

Zoe leaned in. Her lips brushed the slick, sensitive crown of his cock in a feather-light kiss. It twitched in her grip. He gasped -- a sound so raw, it made her thighs clench.

She kissed him again -- slower this time, her mouth parting as her tongue traced the rim of his head in a soft flick that made his entire body tense. She could feel him swell even more in her hands.

"Give me your cum," she whispered, voice soaked in lust and submission.

That was all it took.

With a strangled groan, Nate's body jolted forward -- and the first powerful spurt struck her lips and chin in a sudden, searing splash of heat. She didn't flinch. Didn't pull back. Just gasped quietly and opened wider.

The next torrent pulsed into her mouth.

It was hot. Heavy.

Velvety. Salty. Alive.

She could taste his heat and power -- the weight of his lust, the potency of what had been building in those swollen, aching balls for hours.

Her tongue moved instinctively, drawing the thick fluid deeper into her mouth. She moaned around it. It wasn't just about flavor -- it was about possession. About taking something primal, raw, masculine, and making it hers.

Zoe swallowed.

The moment it slid down her throat, her eyes fluttered shut -- not from disgust, not even from surprise -- but from something closer to worship.

She licked her lips slowly, savoring what lingered. Her body trembled as aftershocks of arousal rippled through her. She had never felt so alive. So female. So claimed.

Nate reached forward, brushing a tender thumb along her cheek. His expression was stunned -- not just by his release, but by her reaction to it.

"You okay?" he asked softly.

Zoe looked up at him, her cheeks flushed, her mouth still slick, her eyes wide and glittering with something deeper than lust.

A smile curled across her lips.

"I really am," she whispered.

And in that moment, she was.

Because for the first time in her life, she wasn't just wanting. She was taking.

--------

As Nate descended the stairs, his strides slow and unhurried, he turned the corner and came face to face with Barry.

Barry looked up from his phone, caught off guard, but smiled easily. "Hey, everything going okay up there?"

Nate's pause was a fraction too long.

"All good," he said with a casual shrug, his grin quick and wolfish. "Dr. Z's been incredible. Really taken a load off--"

He caught himself, smirked. "I mean, pressure off."

Barry laughed, oblivious. "She's something else, huh?"

Nate's eyes glinted with something unspoken. "Yeah," he said, voice low. "She really is."

He clapped Barry on the shoulder -- a friendly, heavy-handed pat that carried just a little more weight than necessary -- and turned toward the front door.

Barry lingered for a moment, then went back to scrolling. No suspicion. No clue.

Not yet.

Upstairs, Zoe stood frozen in the bathroom, one hand braced against the sink, the other still holding the damp towel she'd used to clean herself. But not all of her.

A thin trail of Nate's release still clung to the corner of her mouth.

She caught her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes wide, dazed. Her lips -- parted, wet, marked. Her body still trembled faintly with aftershocks.

She reached up slowly, fingers gliding across the last smear of his cum. It clung to her skin, warm and thick, like a kiss that refused to fade.

She brought her fingertip to her mouth. Hesitated.

Then sucked it clean, slowly.

Thoughtfully.

Her eyes closed for a moment.

It was nothing like Barry. Not in taste. Not in texture. Not in meaning.

Nate's cum had been thick and hot and alive.

It had coated her mouth like it belonged there.

It had fed something in her -- not just lust, but something deeper. Something biological.

She didn't know what shocked her more -- the fact that she'd done it... or how right it had felt.

How much she wanted to do it again.

Not as a fantasy.

Not as a game.

But as a woman claiming something she had no right to want -- and now couldn't live without.

She stared at herself a moment longer, pulse hammering.

The mirror offered no judgment.

Just the image of a woman coming undone, piece by piece.

And loving every second of it.

Later that evening, Zoe curled into the corner of the couch beside Barry, wine glass in hand, her legs tucked under her. The soft hum of the television filled the silence between them. Her body was warm -- from the cabernet, from the afterglow, from everything she hadn't told him.

Barry turned to her with a lazy smile. "Oh hey -- Nate said you've been incredible today. Said you're really helping him out."

Zoe glanced over the rim of her glass, a playful smile tugging at her lips. "He's... eager. And very responsive to treatment," she said smoothly.

Barry chuckled, oblivious. "That's great, babe. You're really making a difference."

She sipped her wine, savoring the taste -- though it wasn't what lingered on her tongue. Not really.

Her nipples still tingled faintly, hidden beneath her oversized sweater, a ghost of sensation from earlier. Her thighs pressed together as she shifted on the couch, a subtle movement, instinctive. Her body was betraying her again.

And her mind?

Her mind was already back upstairs -- kneeling, tasting, wanting.

Tomorrow.

More samples.

More tension.

More boundaries to blur.

More of him.

Zoe tilted her head back against the cushion, the wine glass resting delicately on her stomach. She stared at the ceiling with a smile that Barry didn't see.

She was already waiting for the next knock at the door.

--------

The email came through at 6:37 a.m.

Zoe hadn't been sleeping.

She lay curled on her side, her phone gripped loosely in one hand, the other resting against her thigh. The glow of the screen lit the hollows of her face in the still-blue morning. Her eyes burned with exhaustion and something else--something she couldn't name.

A single message blinked into focus:

JustDoctors Portal

Dr. JJ has responded.

She tapped it open with a heavy thumb.

"Sample volumes appear stable. You've gathered more than enough material for comparative analysis. At this point, further collection may not be necessary.

Consider ceasing sampling until test results return.

Advise maintaining standard health monitoring in the meantime."

She read it again. Then once more, slower.

Her chest tightened.

That was it? Just... stop?

No more samples.

No more sessions.

No more contact.

The words should have brought relief -- validation, even. A professional boundary reinstated. But instead, they hollowed something out in her. A quiet ache unfurled just beneath her ribs. The kind that came not from guilt, but from loss.

She lowered the phone to the mattress, staring into the greying light that crept through the curtains.

It wasn't just about the samples anymore. They both knew that.

They'd passed the threshold long ago.

She sat up slowly, her bare thighs brushing against cool sheets, the soft morning chill curling around her shoulders. Her hand still tingled faintly with phantom memory -- the stretch of his cock, the weight of his balls in her palm, the hot flood across her tongue. Her nipples peaked beneath her camisole without warning.

She ran a hand through her hair and exhaled. She would have to tell him. She should tell him.

But she didn't move right away.

Because to tell Nate would be to end the game. To sever the last fragile thread of illusion. Without the clinical mask, what they had left was just... want. Raw. Exposed. Real.

And real was dangerous.

Eventually, she stood and padded across the room. The carpet was cool beneath her bare feet. She pulled on a silky black chemise, the kind that clung like a whisper, then layered a short robe over it -- enough to be decent, not enough to hide the curve of her hips. She tied it loosely and tugged her hair into a casual ponytail, the kind that said nothing's wrong -- even when everything was.

Downstairs, Barry was hunched over the sink, brushing his teeth, hair tousled and t-shirt wrinkled.

It was the weekend, so he had the day off -- a rarity in itself -- but a routine Saturday morning errand run was always his ritual.

"Heading out to grab the paper and pick up a few things from the store," he said around a mouthful of mint foam. "You want anything?"

Zoe stood in the kitchen doorway, arms crossed lightly over her chest. "No, I'm good," she said. "I might just tidy up a little. Get some laundry on."

Barry rinsed, spat, and leaned in to kiss her cheek. "Alright, sweetheart. Be back in an hour or two."

She watched him go.

The moment the door clicked shut, she turned toward the stairs -- heart thudding.

Because she hadn't told Nate yet.

--------

Exactly seven minutes later, the doorbell rang.

Zoe's heart gave a small, traitorous leap -- but her face remained calm as she moved to answer it.

Nate stood on her porch, dressed in loose grey joggers and a hoodie that clung slightly to his damp chest. His hair was still wet from a shower, the scent of soap and heat drifting in behind him. His smile was easy -- that slow, crooked smirk that knew exactly what it did to her.

"Morning, Doc," he said, voice rich with mischief.

She stepped aside, her robe swaying lightly at her thighs. "Come in," she murmured. "Let's go upstairs."

No pleasantries. No tea. No pretense.

Upstairs, in the soft quiet of the spare room, she gestured to the bed. Nate sat at its edge with familiar ease, legs spread, hands resting on his thighs. He looked entirely at home -- but also alert, watching her with the kind of attention that made her stomach flutter.

Zoe stood across from him, holding her arms gently at her waist.

She hesitated -- not out of uncertainty, but gravity. This meant something.

"I got a message this morning," she said finally. "From a trusted colleague. He reviewed the data we've collected so far -- and according to him, we've gathered more than enough material for analysis."

She paused. "Which means... no more sampling. No more cups."

Nate's expression flickered -- just for a second -- before settling into something amused.

"The cups are breaking up with me?" he asked, feigning a wounded look. "Damn. I thought we had something real."

Zoe laughed -- unexpectedly. It loosened something in her chest. The guilt. The tension. He had a way of doing that.

"I'm afraid so," she said, smiling. "They've served their purpose."

Nate's gaze didn't waver. "But the pain's still there," he said softly. "That... fullness. The pressure. When I'm not releasing, it builds fast. It gets bad."

Zoe inhaled slowly. Her chest rose with the weight of everything unsaid.

Then she stepped forward -- one quiet, decisive pace. Her voice was gentler now. Intimate.

"Then maybe I can still help," she murmured. "Not as a doctor gathering data. But as someone who cares. As someone who doesn't want to see you in pain."

She swallowed.

"At least... until the results come back."

Nate looked up at her, his posture relaxed but his eyes sharp, reading every flicker across her face.

He nodded once -- not with hesitation, but with quiet understanding. He knew exactly what she was offering. Exactly what she was risking.

"I'd like that," he said. Then, with a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth, he added, "You can help me through my breakup. With the cups."

Zoe rolled her eyes, but her smile lingered.

She had just taken a step off the edge.

And she wasn't turning back.

Zoe sank to her knees between Nate's spread thighs, the quiet rustle of her robe settling around her like smoke.

This time, it felt different.

No pretense. No sterile context to hide behind. Just her, on the floor, looking up at the young man whose body she knew better than her own husband's -- whose heat had ruined her for anything less.

She reached for the waistband of his joggers, fingers slipping beneath the soft fabric. There was no hesitation now -- only ritual. She peeled them down slowly, savoring every inch as his cock came into view, thick and rising, already half-hard and impossibly heavy.

Her breath caught -- not from surprise, but from memory.

She'd touched him so many times, and still, her body reacted like it was the first. Her pulse skipped. Her mouth watered. Her cunt clenched.

"No more gloves," she whispered, her voice husky with need as she wrapped her bare hand around him. "We're past pretending this is clinical."

The moment her skin met his, he let out a soft, guttural groan. She felt the smooth heat of him against her palm, the thick shaft pulsing under her fingers like something alive. Her other hand joined, because she needed both -- he demanded that.

Veins throbbed beneath the silk of his skin. Her fingers moved with slow, confident control -- not performing, but possessing.

"You feel so full," she murmured, more to herself than to him.

"I am," Nate said through gritted teeth, his voice barely above a breath. "I've been aching all morning."

Her eyes flicked up to his. "We don't need to rush," she said gently. "But Barry's only out for a little while."

Nate's mouth twitched into a grin, breath quickening. "Then I won't waste your time."

Zoe's hands began to move faster, her rhythm deepening. She didn't need to look down -- she knew every inch of him now. The way he thickened and swelled under her touch. The way his hips lifted subtly, like his body was begging for more without needing to speak.

The friction built quickly -- wet, slick, obscene.

She leaned in closer, her chest brushing his thighs, and the heat between them grew humid. Her nipples dragged faintly against her robe, sending a jolt through her core. She was so wet it hurt.

"You feel better already?" she asked, her voice low, intimate -- a secret passed between lovers.

"God, yes," he whispered, his hand curling into the sheets.

His cock twitched in her grip -- once, then again -- and she knew.

Zoe didn't flinch.

"Let it go," she whispered. "Let me have it."

Then it came -- he came -- in thick, violent spurts that pulsed from the base of him like an eruption. The first shot caught her forearm, hot and shocking. The next struck her chest, soaking through the thin silk of her robe and sticking to her skin. Another burst, and another -- warm, sticky ropes painting her clavicle, her throat, the swell of one breast.

Still, she stroked him -- slower now, almost tender -- coaxing the last drops from his tip as his body sagged in relief.

His cock twitched weakly in her hand, sensitive, softening, glistening.

Zoe looked down at herself -- chest marked, skin glowing, breathing shallow. His cum clung to her robe like a claim. She brought her wrist to her mouth, licked a drop from her skin, and closed her eyes for a beat, just feeling.

When she opened them, Nate was still watching her -- slack-jawed, flushed, eyes dark with something between disbelief and reverence.

She smiled, slow and knowing, chest rising with every hot breath.

"No cup required," she said softly.

And she didn't need to say the rest:

Just me.

--------

Barry returned just before noon, the front door swinging open as he juggled a grocery bag of warm pastries, a newspaper tucked under one arm, and a disposable coffee tray that wobbled dangerously in his grip.

"Your hero has arrived!" he called out with exaggerated bravado.

From the kitchen came Zoe's voice, low and sweet: "Kitchen table, hero."

He stepped in -- flushed from the cold -- and took one look at her... and stopped mid-stride.

"You're glowing," he said, blinking.

Zoe glanced up from the cutting board where she was slicing fresh fruit. Her robe clung a little too perfectly to her waist, and her cheeks were flushed with a healthy, post-orgasmic color. She smirked -- all innocent mischief.



"Maybe I'm just excited for a croissant," she said.

Barry set the tray down with a small laugh. "Right. Definitely not from yoga, answering emails... or some sort of stress relief?"

Zoe let that hang in the air, her knife gliding effortlessly through a ripe peach. The silence stretched just long enough to make him shift in his seat before she finally looked over and offered a slow smile.

"Just a little tension earlier," she murmured. "All gone now."

He stepped forward and kissed her cheek -- soft, affectionate, oblivious.

"Well," he said, "whatever it is, it suits you."

They sat together at the table, sipping coffee and sharing pastries, the conversation meandering -- soft, simple domesticity. But Zoe was watching him, behind her lashes. Studying the way his eyes lingered too long on the curve of her thighs. The way his hand kept drifting to touch her wrist, her hip, her knee. He was always hungrier for her when she glowed like this. When she looked... ruined.

And now, she wanted to play.

She leaned in a little closer, her voice lowered.

"So," she said, dipping a piece of melon into her yogurt with casual elegance, "you mentioned watching something... stimulating?"

Barry gave her a sheepish grin, cheeks pinkening. "Yeah. Watched a little porn yesterday."

"Oh?" she tilted her head. "What kind?"

He hesitated, his eyes flicking down to her cleavage before snapping back up. "Just regular stuff, mostly. But there was this one scene... interracial."

Zoe arched an eyebrow, lips curving. "Interracial?" she repeated slowly, savoring the syllables. "That's... interesting."

Barry scratched the back of his neck. "I don't know. Ever since we got that, uh... that big black toy, it's been kind of stuck in my head."

Zoe stood, her movements unhurried, feline. She circled the table behind him, fingers trailing across his shoulder blades as she passed. Then she leaned down, lips close to his ear.

"What exactly stuck?" she whispered. "The woman on her knees, maybe? Begging for it? Or the way she opened up for someone... bigger?"

Barry's breath caught. "Maybe both."

Zoe smiled against his cheek. Then she straightened and stepped back.

"Stay right there," she said softly, voice suddenly full of sultry command. "Room service will be right with you."

And just like that, she disappeared down the hall -- hips swaying, hair trailing loose over her back.

She wasn't just playing along anymore.

She was rewriting the fantasy.

She disappeared down the hall without another word.

Barry sipped his coffee, smiling to himself -- amused, aroused, and clueless. But when she returned a few minutes later, his breath caught in his throat.

Zoe didn't walk into the room. She owned it.

Gone was the soft domesticity. In its place: a goddess dressed to ruin him.

She wore a French maid costume -- one from a long-forgotten Halloween, but now transformed into pure weaponry. The bodice was jet-black and satin-slick, hugging every curve, cinched tight at the waist until her generous breasts spilled over the lace trim like an offering. The skirt? A teasing scrap of fabric -- black with frilled white lace that barely grazed the tops of her thighs. Beneath it, sheer stockings clung to her toned legs, held in place by delicate garters, and glossy black heels clicked seductively with every measured step.

Her thick waves of dark hair framed her flushed cheeks, a tiny lace headband perched among the curls like a crown.

And in her hand? The black dildo.

Not hidden. Not shy.

She carried it like a baton of authority, tapping it lightly against her palm as she sauntered in.

Barry's jaw dropped.

"Holy... shit."

Zoe smiled -- slow, dangerous.

"Well, well," she purred, slipping into a thick, sultry accent that made her sound foreign and forbidden. "Looks like housekeeping arrived while the guest was still enjoying his private entertainment."

She twirled on her heel -- not too fast -- giving him a full view of her round ass as the skirt flipped up just enough to flash a glimpse of sheer lace stretched across her backside. She bent low, hips cocked, pretending to dust the coffee table with a slow, teasing stroke of her hand. Her thighs tensed as she moved, perfectly framed by the tops of her stockings and the shimmer of her heels.

Then she straightened, turned, and held up the dildo like she was about to issue a citation.

"I found this under your bed, sir," she said playfully. "Very naughty."

Barry laughed, eyes wide with awe and disbelief. "Jesus... you look--fuck, Zoe, you look incredible."

She took a slow step closer, letting the dildo trail up her thigh, over her corset, finally resting it just below her breasts.

"Now listen carefully," she said, her tone dipping low -- darker now, more commanding. "If you've got a cock the same size as this... or bigger..."

She paused, letting her eyes drag across his body like a searchlight.

"...then I'll let you fuck me right now. Right here. On this hotel bed."

Barry blinked. His throat moved as he swallowed, visibly flustered. "Wait--really?"

Zoe leaned in, her voice a velvet razor.

"Go ahead, Mr. Monroe," she whispered. "Take it out."

Barry's hands fumbled at his waistband, trembling with eagerness as he freed himself. His cock sprang forward -- stiff but modest, achingly human.

Zoe gave it a quick, almost clinical glance -- and then, with slow theatrical flair, lifted the black dildo beside it.

The contrast was almost comical.

She raised her brows in mock surprise, then tilted her head. "Oh, honey..." she purred, voice thick with amusement and something darker. "Looks like you'll just have to watch the maid clean up by herself."

Barry groaned, his cock twitching helplessly at the humiliation. His breath stuttered as Zoe straddled his lap, grinding down -- not on him, but on the thick dildo pressed tightly against her soaked panties.

"You can pretend it's yours," she whispered, lips brushing his ear. "But we both know whose cock this really is."

Barry moaned, already pumping himself slowly, his eyes glued to the image of his wife in costume, playing the slut for a fantasy he could barely handle.

Zoe stood, heels clicking against the floor, and bent forward in front of him -- offering him a perfect view of her ass as she tugged her panties to the side and guided the dildo between her slick folds. She gasped as the head pushed in, her body stretching to take it -- slow, thick inches disappearing inside her.

"Ohhh... fuck," she moaned, voice ragged with pleasure. "So much better than that little cock you've got, Mr. Monroe..."

Barry whimpered, his hand stroking faster now.

Zoe didn't slow down. She mounted the toy with ease, her hips rolling, her thighs trembling as she sank down again and again, moaning like the maid from Barry's porn -- but this was no act.

She rode the dildo with wild, grinding desperation, her breasts bouncing against the tight black corset, sweat beginning to bead at the base of her neck. Her fingers teased her clit through the lace, her moans raw and real.

"Fuck me... stretch me out... ohhh--yes... just like that..."

She wasn't playing to Barry anymore.

In her mind, the cock inside her wasn't silicone. It was hot. It pulsed. It claimed.

It was Nate's.

Every bounce, every gasp, every desperate cry of pleasure was for him.

Barry watched, eyes wide, panting as he stroked himself to the show -- his flushed wife, dripping and trembling, fucking herself stupid on a cock he couldn't compete with. And he loved it.

She came hard.

Her body arched, shuddering, her breath catching as her orgasm ripped through her like a wave. Her thighs clenched around the toy. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream as she came on something too big for her husband to give her.

Moments later, Barry groaned behind her, his own release quick and needy -- spilling across his stomach as he slumped back into the couch.

Zoe curled beside him a few minutes later, still flushed and glowing, her costume disheveled, her body humming.

"You're incredible," Barry whispered, voice still shaky with afterglow. "Seriously."

She smiled softly, kissed his cheek like a good wife.

"Tomorrow," she whispered, voice silk. "You can pick the next scenario."

But as her head rested against his shoulder, her thoughts drifted elsewhere.

Because the next scenario was already forming in her mind.

And Barry?

Barry wouldn't be the one starring in it.

--------

The late afternoon sun filtered through the blinds in long golden streaks, striping the walls of Zoe's bedroom like fingers -- warm, quiet, and slow. The air still carried the faint scent of sweat, perfume, and her earlier roleplay -- remnants of lace, cum, and power. She'd tidied up, yes, but the ache between her thighs hadn't been touched. Not truly. She still pulsed with need. Still glowed.

And now he was coming.

No clinical pretext.

No justification.

Just heat. Just hunger.

A knock at the back door -- sharp, precise, familiar.

Zoe's pulse quickened as she made her way down the hall, barefoot on hardwood, her robe grazing the backs of her thighs. She opened the door with a quiet smirk already lifting the corners of her lips.

"Right on time," she said, eyes flicking over him.

Nate stood tall and loose in a sweat-darkened T-shirt and gym shorts. He was still flushed from a run, skin slick with a fine sheen of effort. He looked raw. Male. Edible.

"You okay?" she asked softly, eyes darting -- without shame -- to the outline between his legs.

He grinned, that boyish smile tinged with a growing swagger. "Pressure's back. Like I've got bricks strapped to me."

Zoe's eyes darkened, her voice turning velvet. "Then we should do something about that."

Upstairs, the silence between them thickened with promise. They didn't speak. They didn't need to.

Zoe turned her back to him, standing at the edge of the bed. Her fingers reached for the buttons of her blouse, undoing them slowly -- one at a time -- with the kind of control that made Nate's mouth dry.

She slipped the blouse from her shoulders with practiced elegance. No bra. No hesitation.

Her breasts spilled free like a blessing -- full, round, perfectly natural. High on her chest with just the right weight, they swayed slightly with her breath. Her areolae were wide and dusky, nipples thick and diamond-hard from arousal and the whisper-cool air of the room. They twitched as the fabric fell, responding like they knew they were being watched.

Nate froze where he stood.

"Holy fuck, Zoe," he whispered, reverence dripping from every syllable. His voice was low, tight. "You're so... goddamn sexy. Your tits are perfect. I've been dreaming about them."

Zoe smiled, slow and knowing, as she turned to face him fully -- her bare breasts rising and falling with every steady breath. She stepped forward, her hips rolling like water, her eyes locked to his.

"Good," she said. "Because now... you're going to feel them."

Zoe gave a slow, wicked smile as she perched on the edge of the bed, her fingers brushing beneath the heavy curve of her breasts, teasing them together like she knew they were his favorite sin. She lifted them deliberately, full and ripe, cupping them like an offering.

"No more cups," she purred, squeezing them tightly so her cleavage swelled with lewd invitation. "Guess you'll just have to find somewhere else to put your cum."

Nate stood frozen, his cock already pressing hard against the fabric of his gym shorts. His voice was hoarse. "Are you serious?"

Her smirk deepened. "Dead serious."

She patted the space in front of her with her free hand. "Come here, baby."

He stepped forward, and Zoe reached out with practiced hunger, tugging his shorts down in one fluid motion. His cock sprang free -- thick, veined, already twitching with anticipation. She didn't hesitate. Her fingers wrapped around him, slow and possessive, stroking his length as her thumb swept through the gleaming pearl of pre-cum at the tip.

"You've been thinking about this all day, haven't you?" she murmured, eyes locked on his cock as she stroked.

He gave a ragged laugh. "Since this morning. Since your mouth."

"Mmm," she hummed, biting her lip. "Good. Because these--"

She leaned in, letting her breasts settle around the base of his cock, "--have missed you."

The feel of him against her bare skin made her moan softly. He was hot and hard, his cock resting perfectly in the deep valley between her tits. She adjusted, lifting and pressing them together until the thick shaft was completely engulfed in her soft, slick flesh.

"Ready?" she whispered, her eyes glowing as she looked up at him through dark lashes.

"God, yes," Nate breathed.

Zoe started to move -- slow, controlled strokes at first, rocking her body forward, pressing her breasts around him as his cock slid through the warmth of her cleavage. His head peeked out at the top with every stroke, swollen and flushed, leaking onto her skin.

The sound was obscene -- wet, rhythmic, delicious.

"You feel that?" she teased, her voice low and electric. "That's my tits hugging your cock, baby. So warm... so soft. You could fucking sleep in them."

"Jesus," Nate gasped, his hands gripping her shoulders now, trying not to lose control.

"You love this," Zoe continued, her tone filthier now. "You love how my fat tits wrap around your big fucking cock. So thick... it's like they were made just to milk you."

Nate's moans deepened, his hips starting to buck gently into the rhythm, helplessly chasing her movements.

Zoe's tongue flicked out, catching just beneath the swollen head when it reached the top of her stroke. She licked it slowly. Teasing. Worshipful.

"Mmm... fuck, you're leaking for me," she whispered, catching the slick bead with her tongue. "You're right there, aren't you? I can feel it."

He was shaking now, legs taut, the tension radiating through his whole body. His eyes rolled back as her breasts tightened around him, her hands pressing them harder, faster, the glide obscene and relentless.

"Come on, baby," she urged, breath hot against his cock. "Show me how much you need this. Don't hold back. Let me have it."

That was it.

With a strangled, raw groan, Nate erupted.

The first hot blast struck Zoe's neck and chin, sliding down her collarbone. Another coated her chest, thick and glistening. Her tits were painted in ribbons of white -- across her nipples, between the curves, dripping from her skin like liquid sex.

She didn't flinch. Didn't slow.

She kept pressing, milking every last drop from his cock as it twitched between her breasts, her tongue darting out to clean up what she could reach.

"Fuck..." Nate gasped, panting, trembling.

Zoe finally let him go, his cock sliding from her cleavage with a slick, wet sound. She looked down at herself -- covered, claimed, her skin streaked and shining.

Then she dipped a finger into a thick line across her breast and brought it to her lips, sucking it clean with a slow, hungry hum.

"Definitely better than any damn sample cup," she said, licking her lips with satisfaction.

Nate could only stare, glassy-eyed and breathless. "You're... fucking unbelievable."

Zoe smirked and rose, her chest still slick with cum, owning every inch of her flushed, filthy beauty.

"I try...," she said with a wink, handing him a towel.

As he cleaned himself up, she stood at the mirror, topless and proud, her tits glistening with his release. Her gaze met her own reflection, and she didn't see shame.

She saw power.

He was hers now.

And she hadn't even really started.

--------

The television flickered quietly in the background, casting a soft strobe of shifting shadows across the living room. Warm light danced across Zoe's bare legs as she sat curled on the couch beside Barry, one foot tucked beneath her, the stem of a half-empty glass of red wine resting between her fingers.

Her eyes were on the screen -- but she wasn't watching.

Not really.

Barry laughed at something the sitcom actor said, and Zoe offered a polite smile, the kind that passed easily in dim light. But her thoughts were elsewhere.

Upstairs.

At the mirror.

Her tits still damp from the heat of Nate's release.

She could still feel the slow drip of his cum down her chest. Still taste the salt of him at the back of her throat. The image of his face -- breathless, reverent, ruined -- had imprinted itself on her in a way she couldn't quite shake. That look. That need.

It hadn't faded. Not even now. Not with Barry beside her.

She shifted slightly, and the knit of her sweater dragged across her nipples -- still stiff, still aching -- beneath the camisole she hadn't changed out of. A slow pulse throbbed low in her belly.

"You've been quiet tonight," Barry said, his voice low as he reached over and ran a hand slowly down her thigh. "Still thinking about our little maid game?"

Zoe turned to him, her smirk subtle but edged. "Maybe."

"Because that was..." He exhaled, his smile boyish, eyes glassy from wine. "That was incredible. I don't know where you pulled that from, but I've been thinking about it all day."

Zoe took a sip of wine, savoring the weight of it on her tongue before swallowing. Then she glanced at him, her voice feather-light but probing.

"Can I ask you something?"

Barry blinked, curious. "Of course."

"Have you always had that interracial fantasy?" she asked softly. "Or... did something spark it recently?"

Barry hesitated, fingers curling on the throw pillow beside him. "I guess... it's been there. Lurking," he admitted with a shrug. "But watching some stuff lately just brought it up again. That interracial thing. I don't know. It kind of stuck."

Zoe didn't react right away. Her gaze held steady -- calm, but sharp. Calculating.

"What about it stuck with you?" she asked, tone deceptively casual.

Barry scratched the back of his neck, sheepish. "I think it was just the way the wife was," he said. "She wasn't just being fucked... she was into it. Lost in it. Like... she needed it. Bad."

Zoe's lips curved into something more dangerous than a smile.

"Ever since we brought that big black cock into the bedroom..." she murmured, swirling her wine, "you haven't been able to stop thinking about what it represents, have you?"

His eyes flicked to her mouth. "Kind of hard not to."

Zoe leaned closer, brushing a kiss across his cheek -- light, affectionate, practiced.

Then she stood slowly, letting the hem of her sweater rise just enough to hint at bare thigh.

"Well," she whispered, her voice like silk wrapping a blade, "maybe I'll surprise you again soon."

Barry grinned, eyes lit with anticipation. "I'm counting on it."

Zoe turned toward the hallway with a faint smirk, hips swaying as she walked away -- but inside, something had shifted.

He was asking for the fantasy.

And she was living it already.

A little while later, after the movie faded into credits and silence, they climbed into bed.

Barry was out in minutes -- his soft breathing turning to light snoring as he melted into the mattress beside her.

But Zoe... couldn't sleep.

She lay on her back, eyes open, staring into the shadows that stretched across the ceiling. Her skin still tingled. Her body thrummed -- not with nerves, but with something deeper. More electric. Arousal that refused to settle. Thoughts that refused to stop.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, slicing through the quiet.



JustDoctors Portal: New Message from Dr. JJ

Zoe's breath caught as she picked it up, thumb already moving.

"Given the range and consistency of your samples, I believe we're near completion.

However, to fully rule out hormonal fluctuation, one final collection may be beneficial -- ideally between 2-4 a.m., when natural production rhythms shift.

A controlled, private setting is best.

If the patient is trusted, a supervised overnight stay would be ideal.

Maintain discretion.

- JJ"

Zoe stared at the screen. Once. Twice. A third time.

One more sample.

One final release.

In the middle of the night.

It would mean Nate... staying over.

She glanced at Barry, asleep beside her, peaceful and unaware -- his mouth slightly open, his hand curled loosely beneath his cheek.

It was the weekend. No early alarm. No obligations. She could make it work.

Her fingers moved before she could talk herself out of it.

We may need one last sample. 2-4 a.m. I'll explain tomorrow.

She watched the message deliver.

The three dots blinked. Then vanished.

No reply came.

Just the silence of a house that didn't know what was coming.

Zoe set the phone down. Rolled onto her back. Tried to breathe.

Eventually, sleep claimed her.

But peace... didn't.

In her dream, she was standing at the foot of the bed -- naked, flushed, her skin glowing in the low amber light.

The room was thick with heat and silence.

Behind her, she felt him. Nate.

His chest pressed to her back. His hands slid down her waist, across her hips, then between her thighs with no hesitation. No permission asked. No words needed.

She gasped, arching into him, her breath catching in her throat.

He didn't ask.

He took.

Zoe moaned as her palms hit the bed, her knees wide on the mattress, her ass lifted high. And then he was there -- thick and hard, filling her inch by slow, relentless inch.

She cried out, not from pain -- but from fullness. From being stretched. Owned.

"You want this?" he growled into her ear.

"Yes..." she gasped, eyes fluttering closed.

"Say it again."

"I want you."

Each thrust slammed into her with punishing rhythm, shaking her to the core. The dream blurred around her, heat and sound and motion, until her orgasm exploded inside her like fire -- sharp, hot, uncontrollable.

She came with a cry.

Zoe jolted awake with a soft gasp, her chest rising fast.

The room was dark. Barry still slept beside her.

But her panties were soaked. Her thighs trembled.

She brought a hand to her heart. It thundered.

And all she could think about was tomorrow...


Penis Reduction Seduction Ch. 08

The soft clink of cutlery being laid out echoed through the quiet kitchen, still dim with early morning light. Zoe moved like a woman rehearsing a ritual -- smooth, efficient, calm on the outside, though her insides fluttered with something far more urgent. She had already set the table, cracked the eggs, and plated a few extra slices of Barry's favourite bacon, but her eyes kept drifting to the clock above the stove. Her robe hugged her curves, tied loosely at the waist, and beneath it she wore only a pale slip of a nightdress -- something meant to look accidental. Something that said comfort, but invited notice.

When the doorbell rang, sharp and punctual, she didn't jump. Her body had been expecting it. The sound felt like an answer to a craving she hadn't yet dared voice aloud.

She padded barefoot across the tile, cool beneath her feet, and opened the back door to find Nate standing there -- hoodie zipped halfway, joggers loose on his hips, hair damp from a shower that clung to his skin in a way that made him look freshly unwrapped. He was holding a duffel bag, his mouth set in an easy smile, and something in his eyes -- sharp, playful, hungry -- made Zoe's breath catch before she even realised it.

"You're early," she said, though her smile said thank God.

"You told me to be," he replied, stepping inside. "Didn't want to miss my... treatment window."

Zoe let the door fall shut behind him with a gentle click, the sound intimate in the quiet house. She led him into the kitchen, the morning air laced with the scent of coffee, toast, and something far more charged. Her bare legs brushed against the edge of her robe as she moved, and she caught the way his eyes dipped, just briefly, to the flash of thigh revealed in motion.

As she turned back toward the stove, she reached for the coffee pot and poured a fresh mug, handing it to him without a word. He accepted it with a soft thanks, but neither of them sipped. The kitchen held a stillness that wasn't awkward -- it was electric.

"So," she said finally, her voice quieter now, a bit softer than it needed to be. "I got that message back from Dr. JJ last night."

Nate raised a brow, mug still in hand. "Yeah?"

She turned, leaning back against the counter, crossing her arms loosely under her chest -- which only served to press her breasts upward in a way she didn't bother to correct.

"He says we're more or less done. But... there was one suggestion. A final sample. Between 2 and 4 a.m." She paused, gauging his reaction, watching his eyes as they lingered on her mouth, her neckline, the hem of her robe. "Apparently that's when hormone production fluctuates. Circadian rhythms, deep rest cycles..."

"Uh huh," Nate said, smiling into his coffee. "That sounds... extremely clinical."

Zoe laughed, but the sound was low, intimate. "It's bullshit. I mean -- it's valid technically, but I've seen your samples, Nate. They don't change. You're... obscenely consistent."

He didn't respond, not with words, but his grin deepened and his eyes flashed with a kind of challenge that made her shift subtly against the counter. She felt her thighs draw together without meaning to.

"I was thinking," she continued, keeping her tone casual, "if you're willing... it might make sense for you to stay here tonight. So we can do the collection without interruption."

Before Nate could respond, there was a loud thump from the stairs above them -- followed by the familiar sounds of Barry in a morning rush: shuffling feet, a belt being fastened, the hurried slap of shoes hitting wood. Moments later, he appeared in the doorway, shirt only half-tucked, phone in hand, and a toothbrush still clutched between his teeth.

"Shit, I'm so late," Barry muttered, glancing at the clock and the untouched breakfast on the table. "Don't wait for me. I've got back-to-back consults starting at eight. I'll grab something at the hospital."

Zoe turned toward him smoothly, as if nothing at all were out of the ordinary.

"Hey," she said gently, "I was thinking... since Nate needs one more overnight diagnostic collection, maybe he should stay here tonight. That way I can monitor everything properly."

Barry, distracted, nodded vaguely as he spat the toothbrush into the sink behind him. "Yeah, sure, great -- makes sense. That work for you, man?"

Nate nodded. "Absolutely. Happy to help science."

Barry smirked and grabbed his bag, already halfway to the door. "You're a good sport. Zoe's tough, huh? I know what it's like being under her care."

He kissed Zoe quickly on the cheek, gave Nate a casual nod, and disappeared out the door without another word.

The moment the door latched shut, silence settled between them again -- not awkward, but charged.

Zoe turned slowly to face Nate, her eyes gleaming with amusement and something darker.

"Well," Zoe said, her voice light, almost playful, "now that he's taken care of... why don't you sit down and enjoy the breakfast he didn't have time for?"

She gestured to the plate -- Barry's plate -- perfectly arranged with steaming eggs, crisp bacon, and neatly buttered toast. Her tone was casual, but her eyes told a different story. There was a charge behind them now, something heavy with intention.

"And while you eat," she added, stepping closer, fingers already sliding toward the tie of her robe, "I'll take care of your 'Big Problem'." She teased.

Nate took his seat at the kitchen table, the chair creaking faintly beneath his weight. His skin still glowed from the shower, his broad shoulders pink with heat, his frame so much larger than the chair could reasonably hold -- so much more present than the man who was supposed to be sitting there. Zoe moved with quiet purpose, setting the plate down in front of him -- Barry's plate. His food. His seat. But it was her mouth that was about to feed Nate something far more indulgent.

She didn't speak. She didn't have to. She just stood behind him for a breath, watching the way his muscles shifted beneath the fabric of his T-shirt as he reached for his fork. He filled the space like he belonged there. And maybe he did. Because when she sank to her knees beside him, it wasn't with uncertainty. It was with intent.

This wasn't tentative. There was no trembling in her hands, no flutter of doubt. Just a slow, grounded hunger in her movements -- practiced now. Owned. She reached for the waistband of his joggers, tugging them down in one steady pull. His cock sprang free -- thick, flushed, leaking -- and Zoe's breath caught, her lips parting in a soft, involuntary gasp. He was just so ready. Still hard from earlier. Or maybe just hard for her.

She wrapped her fingers around the base, marvelling again at his sheer size. Her hand couldn't quite close around him, and the stretch only made her pulse harder. She leaned in, exhaling softly across the tip, her breath warming the already glistening crown. Then she kissed it. Once. Then again. Her tongue circled the ridge in slow, reverent strokes -- like she was reacquainting herself with something sacred. He tasted like salt and heat and something heady and male.

Her moan was quiet but unmistakable as she took him into her mouth -- just the head at first, swirling, teasing, dragging her tongue along every sensitive ridge. She stroked what she couldn't yet fit, her other hand braced on his thigh for balance. Nate's body tensed. His fork clinked softly against the plate as he tried, absurdly, to eat -- to pretend he wasn't being unraveled at the kitchen table while her husband's breakfast went cold beside him.

Zoe didn't ease up.

She slid deeper, her throat relaxing inch by inch as she coaxed more of him inside. Her jaw stretched wide, lips wrapped tight, wet and eager as she tried to take him all. Her eyes began to sting, her breath coming in short, muffled bursts through her nose. But she didn't stop. Not until she had to -- not until the pressure in her lungs forced her back with a wet gasp, strands of saliva catching on her lip as she pulled off with a soft choke.

"Fuck..." she whispered, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, the edge of her lips still glistening. Her eyes sparkled as she looked up at him, wide and wild, not with innocence -- but hunger. "Your cock is so fucking huge, Nate..."

He smirked, his chest rising, but there was tension in his body now -- the kind that came from restraint, from barely holding on. Zoe grinned back at him, breathless, almost laughing with disbelief at her own arousal. But the flush in her cheeks, the tremble in her thighs, betrayed just how serious she was.

"I love the challenge of it," she whispered, almost reverent now. "I want to take all of you."

And then she did.

Her body leaned in with purpose, not hesitation. The spit she'd left along his shaft glistened in the kitchen light, making it easier, wetter, filthier. She let her lips stretch wide, slow and steady, sliding down his length inch by inch. The head bumped the back of her throat -- her breath hitched -- but she pushed through, swallowing him deeper, her muscles tightening as he filled her entirely. Her nose pressed close to the base, her throat flexing, pulsing around the thick crown. Her eyes fluttered shut. Her cunt clenched hard.

This wasn't just a blowjob. This wasn't just pleasure.

It was a conquest.

It was worship.

She moaned around him -- deep and guttural -- and the sound reverberated through her throat, sending a violent shiver up Nate's spine. His cock twitched in response, jerking against the back of her throat. She felt the weight of his hand settle in her hair -- not to force, but to anchor, like he needed the connection just to stay grounded.

"Fuck, Zoe..." he groaned, his voice fractured and thick. His hand tightened.

She began to move -- bobbing now, slowly at first, her lips sliding over him in long, wet strokes. Both hands twisted at the base, working in tandem with her mouth, milking him with devotion. Saliva spilled freely now, soaking him, dribbling down her chin as her hunger took over. She pulled off only once, just long enough to kiss the side of his shaft -- gentle, almost sweet -- before she whispered against his skin.

"You deserve this. You deserve to be fed. And to be drained."

And then she took him again -- deeper. Faster. Harder.

Her rhythm quickened, throat tightening and releasing in perfect sync with her hands. Her cheeks hollowed, her tongue moved with merciless precision along the underside, swirling just beneath the ridge where he was most sensitive. She let herself fall into it completely -- eyes closed, breath stolen, throat open, mouth flooded. Her head bobbed now with urgency, filth and finesse combining in a rhythm that was impossible to endure.

Nate's breathing broke. His other hand gripped the edge of the table now, knuckles white, hips twitching forward against her face. He was shaking -- thighs tight, abs flexed, his cock throbbing impossibly hard against her lips.

She didn't let up.

Instead, she went deeper. She sucked harder. She let her throat hum, a low, filthy vibration that rolled through him like a fuse being lit at the base of his spine. It wasn't a moan. It was a command.

"Mmmhhhmm..."

Nate choked out a breath, eyes rolling back, his voice shattered.

"Ohhh--fuck, Zoe... I'm gonna--"

But he didn't finish the sentence.

He didn't have to.

Zoe pressed her face down farther, burying him deep, her throat stretching open, swallowing inch after inch until he was lodged tight inside her. Her fingers gripped the base of his cock like she was holding onto a wild, thrashing thing -- like she needed to anchor it, or herself, or both. Her jaw ached. Her eyes watered. And still, she didn't let up.

Nate let out a sound then -- not a word, not a moan, but a growl, deep and primal, torn straight from his chest. It was the sound of a man unraveling. A man being ruined. His entire body jerked once, hard, and then he came.

Hot, pulsing jets surged into her mouth -- thick and relentless, one after another. She moaned around him as he spilled, her throat flexing, swallowing each salty wave like it was sacred. He poured into her, flooding her tongue, coating every inch of her mouth with the weight of him. And she took it. All of it. Her lips sealed tight, her throat fluttering around him while her hands coaxed out every last drop, stroking, milking, worshipping.

He grunted again -- louder this time, more animal, more broken -- his fingers tightening in her hair as his hips jerked uncontrollably. The final spasms wracked through his core, and then he slumped back into the chair with a shuddering gasp, trembling, boneless.

"Fucking hell..."

But Zoe didn't pull back. Not yet. She held him gently in her mouth, letting him soften there, her lips still locked around the head as she savoured the taste of what lingered. Only when the twitching stopped did she begin to retreat -- slow, deliberate -- letting him slip free with a wet, obscene pop that echoed in the stillness of the kitchen like punctuation.

She sat back on her heels, exhaling through parted lips, the air thick with heat and salt and silence. Her chin gleamed. Her lips glistened. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then brought her tongue to her lip, tasting what little remained, slow and unbothered.

"Your breakfast good?" she asked softly, voice husky, her throat stretched and satisfied.

Nate could only nod. Wide-eyed. Speechless. His chest still rising in shallow, uneven breaths as if he hadn't caught up to his own orgasm yet.

Zoe smiled -- calm, composed, in complete control -- and stood with feline grace, her body humming, her thighs still pulsing with unsatisfied ache. But that ache was hers to carry. For now.

"I'll pour you some coffee," she said, glancing back over her shoulder with a knowing smirk as she tied her robe again, casual as ever. "You're gonna need your strength tonight."

The late afternoon sun dipped low across the backyard, throwing long golden lines through the windows and across the polished hardwood floors. From the kitchen, Zoe stood at the sink pretending to rinse vegetables, but her eyes were locked on the scene just beyond the glass. Nate was shirtless -- again -- glistening with sweat as he pushed through a punishing round of bodyweight training. Pull-ups on the wooden beam, deep squats, push-ups so tight and slow they bordered on obscene. His muscles flexed and flowed with every movement, that dark sheen of exertion catching the light, casting his form in sharp, almost cinematic shadow.

She wasn't blinking. Not once.

Her thighs pressed together lightly beneath the hem of her dress, the soft fabric clinging to her skin from humidity -- and arousal. She watched the way Nate moved like he had something to prove. Like he knew she was watching.

Because he did.

The front door creaked open. Barry's voice called out casually, "Back in a sec, just grabbing the last bag."

Zoe composed herself instantly -- slid the tomato under the knife and began slicing with practiced ease. Her husband entered the kitchen moments later, looking flushed from the heat, sleeves rolled up, tie loosened.

"Smells amazing in here," he said, setting down a bag of wine and dessert. "What's Nate doing out there? He's like a damn Navy SEAL."

Zoe glanced out the window, just as Nate dropped from the pull-up beam and wiped his face with his shirt -- revealing the full cut of his abdomen in a single, dripping sweep.

Barry let out a short, impressed laugh. "Damn. Kid's a tank."

She smiled faintly, voice neutral. "He's dedicated."

Barry leaned against the counter, watching a little longer than he probably realised. "If he's staying the night, might as well invite him to dinner. Want me to grab him?"

Zoe nodded slowly. "That'd be lovely."

By the time Barry stepped out into the yard, Nate was finishing another brutal set of push-ups, sweat rolling down his back in long, clean lines. He pushed off the ground and stood, wiping his brow with the hem of his shirt, revealing a stomach that looked carved from stone. Barry paused mid-step, brows rising slightly.

"Jesus," he said with a chuckle, adjusting the grocery bag in his arms. "You training for something or just trying to make the rest of us look bad?"

Nate grinned, breathing steady despite the exertion. "Just keeping the engine running."

Barry gave a low, appreciative nod. "Well... it's working. Zoe and I were just saying -- if you're staying the night for this, uh, medical thing, might as well come by for dinner too. Make a night of it. She's already cooked up some kind of..." he trailed off, squinting. "Something with roasted potatoes, I think. She was slicing up tomatoes when I got in. It smelled like a damn magazine ad in there."

Nate smiled politely, towel slung over his shoulder. "Sounds amazing. Thanks, Barry."

"And after dinner we're putting on the game," Barry added, turning toward the house. "Hope you don't mind watching the Cowboys."

Nate smirked. "Cowboys suck, but I don't mind watching them get a beating."

Barry laughed. "Good man. Grab a shower, come by whenever. You're more than welcome."

"Appreciate it," Nate said. "I'll just swing home, clean up and grab a few things. Be over in twenty."

Barry gave him a nod before disappearing back into the house.

Nate stood in the fading light for a moment, eyes on the back door Zoe had stepped through minutes earlier. He was already hard again -- just from the memory of her mouth.

Dinner unfolded with a practiced elegance that made the tension beneath it feel all the more dangerous. Barry sat comfortably at the head of the table, wine glass in hand, spinning an animated tale about a printer disaster at the hospital. He gestured with his fork, oblivious to the slow-blooming storm building beneath his own roof. Nate laughed when expected, nodded in all the right places, but his attention wasn't on the story. Not really.

It kept drifting -- always drifting -- back to her.

Zoe was radiant tonight. Effortless and lethal. She wore a soft blush-toned dress, sleeveless and low in the front, the fabric hugging her hips like it had been tailored with wicked intent. She made no effort to conceal the shape of her breasts beneath it. There was no bra. The cling of the material made that abundantly clear the moment your eyes dropped. Her hair was half-pinned, strands tumbling loose around her collarbone in gentle waves that made her look delicate -- almost innocent -- if not for the fire flickering in her gaze.

Nate couldn't decide what was more unbearable: the sight of her like this at the table, casual and composed, or the image in his mind of her in that same dress, peeled back over her hips, draped across silk sheets with her thighs parted and her voice in a whisper.

He shifted in his seat, the pressure in his pants mounting with every brush of her voice, every accidental glance. She played it perfectly -- calm, sweet, a model of hostess grace. She refilled Barry's wine with a soft smile, cut into her steak with delicate precision, and leaned forward just a bit too far to pass the butter. It wasn't a mistake. Not remotely. The slow, unhurried dip of her torso gave Nate a clear, deliberate view down the front of her dress. The soft inner curve of her breasts, the shadow between them, the faint hint of warmth where fabric clung to skin.

She didn't look at him then.

But when she sat back, when she lifted her wine to her lips, she did. She met his gaze and held it -- steady, smouldering, and filled with dark promise. A single look. Enough to make his entire body tense.

Barry was still talking. Still gesturing. "So now I've got to pick up Benson's slack again," he groaned, completely unaware of the electricity pulsing between the other two bodies at the table. "The guy disappears every time things start piling up. Guess who gets called in last minute to fix it? Me."



Zoe tilted her head slightly, her fingers swirling the wine in her glass with slow, lazy grace. Her voice came soft and smooth -- razor-edged silk.

"Some people," she said, her eyes flicking to Barry for only a second before locking back on Nate with surgical precision, "are just better at handling the larger... meatier... projects."

She let it hang there, each word slow, sweet, and coated in implication. Her mouth curved into a smile that was nothing short of wicked. Catlike. I know exactly what you're thinking, that smile said. And I want you thinking it.

Nate's fork hovered in the air, forgotten. His throat moved as he swallowed hard. His fingers tightened around the stem of his wine glass, the muscles in his forearm twitching.

Barry laughed, oblivious. "Exactly! Finally someone gets it."

But Zoe didn't look away. Not yet. Not until Nate looked like he might lose composure altogether.

And then her foot moved under the table.

Slow. Precise. Intentional.

She brushed his ankle. Then traced higher. The subtle glide of her toes up the inside of his calf, then his thigh. The contact was soft but undeniable -- and when she pressed in against him, firm and sure, she felt him tense.

Nate didn't flinch. But his jaw flexed hard. His knuckles whitened. His breathing shallowed by just a hair.

Zoe just took another bite of steak. Chewed slowly. Swallowed. And smiled.

When the meal wrapped, Barry stood and began collecting dishes. Zoe reached for the last scoop of potatoes, lifting the spoon, but Barry gestured casually.

"I might grab those--"

"No," she said gently, but firmly. "Nate should have them."

Barry blinked. "I thought you said--"

"He's earned it," Zoe said, eyes on Nate now, soft and sweet and utterly in control. "Big, strong guy like that needs his fuel. Don't you think?"

Nate didn't respond. He didn't have to.

Barry chuckled. "Fair enough. You're our guest of honour, man."

"Thanks," Nate said, his voice low, throat dry.

Zoe served the potatoes slowly, spooning them onto Nate's plate with care, her fingers brushing his hand for just a second too long.

--------

Barry stood at the sink, half-focused, rinsing plates in the dull rhythm of post-dinner cleanup. A wine glass balanced in one hand while the other tapped at his phone, flicking through reports and updates ahead of the game. His attention was already drifting toward kickoff.

Behind him, Zoe appeared -- her voice calm, smooth, perfectly casual.

"Nate and I are going to head upstairs," she said lightly, like it was nothing, like it was routine. "Just need to run a quick test before the game starts."

Barry didn't even glance over his shoulder. "Game kicks off in twenty," he said, sliding a plate into the rack. "Don't miss kickoff, Doc."

Zoe smirked, brushing past him, her fingers ghosting over the edge of the counter, the click of her heels soft but unmistakable. "I'll have him finished in fifteen."

Barry chuckled absently, still focused on his screen. "I'll time you." He joked, not really even sure what he would have been timing.

She didn't answer. She didn't need to. She was already climbing the stairs, her hips swaying with deliberate grace, Nate trailing behind her like a shadow pulled forward by heat. He didn't speak. He didn't need to. The silence between them was electric -- thick with everything unspoken but deeply understood.

She didn't look back.

But her smile said everything.

She knew exactly what she was doing. Knew exactly what she wanted.

Inside the guest room, the air felt warmer -- more charged. Zoe stepped in with the same control she'd worn all night: steady eyes, graceful posture, voice soft as silk. The door clicked closed behind her, sealing them in. Beneath it all, the muffled clatter of dishes and distant sports commentary floated up from the kitchen below -- so far removed from the tension thickening in the space between her and Nate.

He stood near the bed, shirt already gone, his chest flushed and rising with restrained breath, his cock thickening visibly through the soft fabric of his joggers. He was ready. Hungry. Waiting.

Zoe approached slowly, lips parted in a soft smile, fingers already sliding the thin strap of her dress off one shoulder. "We don't have long," she murmured. "But I wanted to give you something before the game starts."

But before she could reach for him -- before she could decide how to begin -- he stepped forward and caught her at the waist. Not to undress her. Not to tease.

To stop her.

He pulled her in firmly, his voice low, rough with restraint.

"No," he said. "It's your turn, Doc."

Zoe blinked, caught off guard. "What?"

His hands were already guiding her backward, slow but insistent, until the backs of her thighs hit the edge of the bed.

"You've been taking care of me," he said. "Feeding me. Milking me. Letting me use your mouth. Your hands. Those perfect fucking tits!" His gaze pinned her in place, dark and unwavering. "But now it's your turn. And I want to taste you."

Her breath stilled. A slow, quiet tension uncoiled in her chest -- not fear, not hesitation... but the sheer weight of being seen. Of being wanted that much.

She opened her mouth to speak -- to protest, to deflect, to pretend this wasn't something she'd craved since the beginning -- but the words vanished when his hands slid up her thighs, firm and sure. He pushed her dress higher, revealing skin, heat, want.

"No panties?" he asked, grinning as his fingers brushed bare flesh.

"Didn't think I'd need them," she whispered, breath catching.

"Good," he said, and then he dropped to his knees.

Right in front of her.

Like she was something to be worshipped.

She lay back, her dress bunched high around her waist, one leg hooked over his shoulder, the other bent, trembling slightly, her heel digging into the edge of the mattress for balance she was already losing. Nate moved in slow, reverent. His hands gripped her thighs, firm and claiming, thumbs spreading her just enough to bare the slick, flushed heat of her sex.

He stared for a beat, drinking her in -- the shine of her arousal, the twitch of her clit, the way her folds opened for him without hesitation. Then he exhaled, soft and warm, and her entire body flinched, a shiver shooting straight through her core.

And then he licked her.

His first stroke was slow. Wide. Hot. A thick, deliberate drag from base to tip that ended in a featherlight flick against her swollen clit, and Zoe's hips jolted. Her gasp cracked the air before she could stop it, sharp and surprised, her hand flying to her mouth too late.

He didn't stop.

He devoured.

His tongue flattened and moved with unhurried precision, exploring her with patient hunger -- the kind that said he wasn't in a rush. He licked like he had something to prove. Like he wanted to memorise her. Every flick, every suck, every lap was focused, methodical. She tasted of heat and surrender, of something soft and soaked and feral. His grip on her thighs tightened as she began to move -- subtle at first, then desperate -- her hips rolling into his mouth, riding his tongue like it was the only anchor she had left.

Zoe clapped a hand over her mouth as another moan broke free, catching it in the crook of her elbow. She couldn't be loud. Barry was downstairs. But her body didn't give a damn about discretion. Her breath came fast and shallow, her belly tightening with every pass of his tongue, her clit aching with the effort of staying quiet. Nate kissed her like he was trying to crawl inside her. Like he wanted to stay there.

"Oh my god," she choked behind her hand, eyes squeezed shut. "Nate--fuck, don't stop--"

He didn't.

Instead, he changed pace -- and ruined her.

He focused on her clit, circling and flicking with maddening precision, then plunging his tongue inside her tight, fluttering entrance before sliding back up again. Over and over. Wet and filthy and perfect. Zoe's hand fisted in his hair, grinding his face harder into her cunt, needing more, giving up the pretence of control. Her other hand clutched the sheets, her thighs quaking on either side of his head.

She came like something being ripped open.

No warning. No grace. Just a sudden, helpless buck of her hips, a strangled cry bitten off behind her own hand as her orgasm slammed into her like a truck. Her body seized, legs locking tight around his head, back arching clean off the bed. Her cunt pulsed around nothing, twitching, soaking, and Nate didn't stop -- not for one second. He licked through it, into it, his mouth greedy and relentless, until she was gasping wordless sounds, begging without breath.

By the time she collapsed back, her chest was heaving, skin flushed, limbs heavy. Her clit throbbed. Her pussy still twitched. Her mind barely anchored.

Nate lifted his head slowly, mouth slick, chin soaked, eyes bright with something proud and dark and utterly male. He licked his lips, slow, savouring, and let out a soft, almost reverent groan.

"Jesus, Zoe," he murmured, voice low and rough. "You taste so fucking good. Like I could live between your legs."

Zoe stared at him, dazed and ruined, lips parted, no words left.

"You're eighteen?" she whispered, voice hoarse.

He smirked, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and leaned in close.

"I know what I'm doing."

She pulled him up by the collar and kissed him hard -- no hesitation, no space. Their mouths crashed together with heat and hunger, her lips trembling from the aftermath still coursing through her. She tasted herself on his tongue and didn't care. If anything, it made her kiss him deeper, hungrier. It wasn't neat. It wasn't careful. It was claiming.

Their bodies pressed tight, skin to skin, her thigh brushing the length of his cock still straining through his joggers. She slid her hand down between them, fingers closing around him through the fabric -- thick, throbbing, impossible -- and stroked him once, slow, deliberate.

Her orgasm hadn't even fully passed when Nate moved.

Fluid. Controlled. Decisive.

He kissed his way up her trembling stomach, his fingers grazing the curve of her breast as he climbed. And then, suddenly, she was in motion -- a blur of limbs and breath and sheets -- as he lifted her, rolled her, placed her. Her back hit the mattress with a gasp, and then another gasp followed as he shifted again, pulling her up and over him, guiding her thighs until she was straddling his face once more -- but this time, in reverse.

Her breath hitched. Her eyes widened.

He had pulled his joggers half way down and was already hard -- always hard -- his cock jutting between his thighs, heavy and wet with anticipation, twitching with every pulse of his heart. From where she hovered above him, she had a perfect view: the swollen head, the dark ridge, the sheer size of him. It made her mouth water and her core clench, even as her body was still recovering.

"Nate--" she started, her voice ragged, barely formed.

"Shhh," he whispered, muffled beneath her, voice edged with reverence and demand. "Your turn again."

And then his mouth was on her.

His tongue found her again without hesitation, licking into her heat like he hadn't just been buried there minutes ago. He kissed her cunt like it was the first time all over again -- tongue slow, wide, deliberate, and she moaned, unable to stop the tremble in her thighs. Her hips twitched above him, instinctively grinding down into the rhythm he was building.

She couldn't think. Could barely breathe.

But her eyes were locked -- laser-focused on his cock. Proud. Leaking. Begging.

She leaned forward.

Opened her mouth.

And took him in.

There was no warm-up. No hesitation. She opened wide, eyes fluttering as she slid down his length. Inch by inch. Her throat stretched. Relaxed. Accepted him. And when she hit the edge of her limit, she swallowed -- taking just a little more.

He groaned into her cunt as she moaned around his cock -- a wet, obscene harmony of need and friction.

They moved in sync now, a rhythm as raw as it was intimate. Her mouth bobbed over him, slow at first, savouring the ridges of every vein, the heat, the fullness. Her hands gripped his thighs, holding herself steady as she took him deeper. Faster. Her jaw ached. Her throat burned. But it only made her hungrier.

Every time his tongue dragged across her clit, her whole body jerked, her throat tightening instinctively around him -- and he growled into her, deep and low, the sound vibrating through her pelvis. She moaned in return, muffled by the cock stretching her lips, the two of them locked in this spiralling feedback loop of sound and sex and surrender.

Zoe's body was shaking again. Her pussy, still raw and overstimulated, pulsed around his mouth as he devoured her without mercy. And still, she didn't stop. Didn't want to stop. Her tongue flicked beneath his crown, her cheeks hollowed, her spit running down the base of his cock in glossy rivulets as she took him in again and again, head bobbing now with growing desperation.

Sweat slid between her breasts in a slow, sticky trail. Her thighs quivered around Nate's face, muscles taut, pulsing with the second orgasm already rising from deep within her. She was close again. So close. Her breath came in fractured gasps, her mouth still stretched wide around his cock, spit coating his shaft, dripping to his thighs.

Then, from downstairs -- faint, muffled, utterly out of place -- Barry's voice floated up.

"Come on, you two!" he called, casual and unaware. "Game's kicking off!"

Zoe froze. Just for a second. Just long enough for the tension in her body to hesitate.

And then Nate flicked her clit again.

Just right. Just once.

She broke.

Her hips dropped, grinding hard against his mouth, her throat tightening again as she took him deeper, her hands clawing at his thighs. She sucked with urgency now -- messier, wetter -- the rhythm collapsing into something wild and desperate, obscene in its ferocity. Her moans were guttural and wet around his cock, the sounds of their bodies filling the room in raw, chaotic chorus.

He grabbed her ass. She squeezed his legs.

And they came.

Together.

Zoe's muffled scream vibrated through his length as her orgasm exploded -- thighs clamping around his head, cunt pulsing furiously against his tongue. Her whole body shook, every nerve ending on fire. Nate arched up into her mouth with a groan, cock twitching, then erupting -- thick, hot ropes of cum flooding her throat, each pulse stronger than the last. She swallowed without thinking, still sucking, still grinding, still moaning through the storm of it. His hands clutched at her hips, holding her down as if she might float away.

They stayed like that -- locked, shuddering, giving everything to each other -- until there was nothing left.

Finally, she let him slip from her lips with a soft pop, a long string of saliva stretching between her mouth and his slick, reddened tip. She exhaled hard, her body folding down beside him, chest heaving, skin flushed, hair a wild mess across the pillow. Her entire frame still hummed with afterglow.

Nate wiped his face on the back of his hand, eyes dazed and glassy, mouth swollen from how hard he'd worked her.

Zoe let out a breathless laugh -- low, warm, ragged.

"We're late for kickoff," she whispered.

Nate smiled, reaching lazily for her thigh. "I'll let you take the blame."

"You don't get to talk back," she murmured, rolling onto her side with a satisfied groan, "until I can feel my legs again."

Eventually, she rose, pulling herself together with the calm precision of a woman who knew how to make sin look seamless. In the hallway, she paused -- smoothed the hem of her dress down her thighs, adjusted the neckline just enough to conceal the flushed curve of her chest. But the sweat hadn't yet dried between her breasts. The ache between her legs still echoed. The taste of him lingered at the back of her throat. She felt like she was radiating sex -- glowing with it -- but she carried it well. She always had.

Downstairs, the low drone of the TV and the hiss of beer cans cracked open gave the house its usual hum. Barry's voice called out from the couch, light and distracted.

"You missed kickoff!"

Before Zoe could reply, Nate's voice cut in -- smooth, warm, just a hint too innocent.

"That was my fault," he said easily. "I needed... a little extra attention before I could focus."

Zoe smirked as she stepped into the room behind him, a fresh glass of wine in hand, her smile just wide enough to say everything she didn't need to speak.

Barry chuckled from the couch, never looking away from the game. "Well? Did you fix him?"

"There's nothing to fix," Zoe replied, her voice sweet and just a touch amused. She eased into her chair across from them, legs crossed elegantly. "He's in perfect shape. This was more... research. Clinical analysis. And yes, of course--" her eyes flicked to Nate, "--I took special care of him. As I always do."

Barry grinned, sipping his beer. "Doc always gets results, huh?"

Nate didn't look at Barry. His eyes were locked on Zoe's, his smile slow and steady. "Every time," he said. "She's really... dedicated to her patients."

Zoe took a slow sip of wine, letting her tongue swirl around the rim of the glass.

Barry, still oblivious, settled further into the cushions, his feet propped on the table.

The room grew easier after that -- looser. Relaxed. The wine helped. The football helped. Barry started asking Nate about sports, about his college goals, whether he was still considering trying for the combine next season. Nate, good-natured and open, answered every question with humble confidence. He talked about his routine, his coach's push for him to stay local, how he was weighing his options. Zoe watched Barry warm to him, not just as a guest, but as a man. A potential son-in-law type.

She wondered what Barry would think if he knew how many times she'd had Nate's cock in her throat this week.

When the first quarter wound down, Barry stood with a stretch and grabbed another beer.

Zoe rose as well, collecting the empty wine glasses. "Alright," she said, "I think that's it for me tonight."

Nate stood too, always polite. "Thanks again for dinner. Seriously."

"You're welcome any time," Barry said, then looked to Zoe. "You'll be waking him for that test, right?"

She nodded. "Around two."

"I'll set an alarm just in case," Nate said, smiling, eyes warm. "Wouldn't want to miss my treatment."

Zoe held his gaze for a moment too long.

"See you soon," she said, voice soft as silk.

Upstairs, the house finally quieted.

Zoe stepped into the ensuite bathroom and let the door close behind her. Her hands moved automatically -- lighting a candle, untying her dress, letting it fall in a whisper to the floor. She stepped under the hot spray of the shower, tilting her head back, letting the water rush over her skin. She washed slowly, thoroughly -- between her thighs, behind her ears, under her breasts -- every inch of her body given the same reverence she'd given Nate earlier.

Then came the blade -- slow, practiced passes along her calves, her inner thighs, her mound. She moved with sensual precision, shaving herself clean, then reaching for the cocoa butter and massaging it into her skin with long, slow strokes. Her body gleamed. She smelled warm, sweet, edible.

She was preparing herself like an offering.

She stepped into a fresh robe, thin and dark and tied loose at the waist. When she entered the bedroom, Barry was already under the covers, his eyes skimming his phone. He looked up as she moved to the vanity.



"You don't usually do all that at night," he said casually.

Zoe smiled into the mirror. "Just figured it'll save me time tomorrow morning."

Barry yawned. "Fair. You looked great tonight, by the way."

"Thanks," she said, standing.

She kissed him on the forehead. "Sleep well."

"You too."

But Zoe was too excited to sleep. Her mind occupied with what lay down the corridor...Waiting.

The house was silent.

The kind of silence that only comes in the middle of the night -- when even the walls seem to exhale. Zoe moved barefoot down the hallway, the robe wrapped loosely around her, tied in a knot that had already begun to loosen with every step. Her heart beat harder than it should have. Not from fear. From anticipation. Every creak of the floorboards underfoot felt louder than it should have. Every shadow, every closed door, carried the weight of secrecy.

Barry didn't stir as she left. She'd watched his chest rise and fall in that steady, peaceful rhythm. She'd kissed his cheek just before slipping out of the bed she no longer wanted to lie in.

She opened the guest room door without a sound.

Nate was asleep, the covers pushed halfway down his torso. The moonlight filtering through the blinds cut across his chest in soft, slatted silver -- each ridge of muscle carved in low relief. His chest rose and fell with deep, slow breaths. The sheets had settled just below his navel, and even in sleep, his cock lay thick and heavy against his thigh, slowly stirring as if his body could already sense her presence.

Zoe stood for a long moment, just watching him. Everything about this felt dangerous. Beautiful. Real. She was no longer pretending. No longer performing. She wanted him -- all of him -- even if she couldn't have him.

Yet.

She moved to the side of the bed, her fingers slipping at the knot of her robe. It fell open, revealing the smooth glow of her freshly moisturised skin, the soft curves of her breasts, the gleam of her shaved thighs catching moonlight like polished marble. She didn't hesitate.

She eased the blanket down slowly, peeling it away from his hips. He shifted slightly but didn't wake. His cock twitched as the air touched it -- long, full, already thickening with sleep-laced arousal. Even in slumber, he was magnificent.

She climbed onto the bed with a reverence that bordered on spiritual. Straddled him with care. Her bare knees sank into the mattress on either side of his hips, and her hands settled on his chest -- warm and solid and perfect beneath her. She shifted her weight slowly, rolling her hips forward until her bare slit brushed the length of him.

Her breath caught.

He was already getting hard beneath her. The pressure of him nestled between her lips, slick and hot and growing thicker by the second. Her pussy was soaked, the heat between her thighs so intense it made her dizzy. She rocked gently against him, dragging her lips along the rigid length of his cock, her clit catching against his ridge again and again with slow, wet friction.

Still, he didn't wake.

She moaned -- quiet and desperate -- as she ground herself against him in slow, aching passes. His cock throbbed beneath her, sliding between her slick folds like it belonged there.

She wasn't collecting a sample.

She was feeding on him.

And when his breath finally hitched, and his eyes blinked open, she didn't stop.

She leaned down, her mouth inches from his ear, her voice nothing more than a breath.

Nate stirred beneath her, his breath shifting, chest rising with a new rhythm -- one that matched the slow, slick drag of her pussy along his cock. His eyes blinked open, disoriented for a split second before they landed on her face, her body, the wet friction of her cunt sliding across him in the moonlight. His brow furrowed in disbelief, then relaxed into something deeper -- desire, warmth, a stunned kind of awe.

"Zoe," he breathed, voice raw from sleep.

She didn't stop.

"Shhh," Zoe whispered, her palms pressed flat against Nate's chest, her hips rolling in a slow, liquid rhythm that glistened with heat. "Let me take care of you." Her voice was low, reverent -- not playful now, but purposeful. Worshipful. She moved with a steady grind, her slick folds coating every inch of his cock as it slid between her lips, thick and rigid, wet and aching.

She wasn't riding him to finish -- not yet. She rode him like she needed to feel every part of him. Every ridge, every pulse, every slick pass of flesh that teased her clit just enough to make her gasp. Her rhythm was controlled, hungry. The head of his cock dragged against her swollen clit with every roll of her hips, catching on just the right spot with the kind of maddening friction that didn't release pressure -- it built it.

Nate groaned, a low, guttural sound vibrating deep in his throat. His hands moved to her hips first, then lower -- to her ass, firm and possessive. He gripped her there, spreading her cheeks with intent, guiding her movements, urging her to grind harder, deeper. Their pace synced like breath. Like tide. His cock nestled perfectly against her, thick and hot and just shy of penetration, and it felt like torture. Blissful, unspeakable torture.

Then he rose, slow and sure, his arms wrapping around her back, his chest pressing to hers in one smooth, breath-stealing motion. Her breasts flattened against him, warm and bare, her nipples dragging against his skin as she rocked against his cock. Still not inside her -- but so close it made her dizzy.

Their foreheads touched. Then their mouths. The kiss was deep -- not desperate, not messy, but intimate. Their tongues met in slow, languid strokes, like lovers who had nowhere to be, no secrets to keep. His hand slid into her hair. Her fingers curled at the nape of his neck. They kissed like they belonged to each other.

"I missed this," he murmured into her mouth.

Zoe pulled back just far enough to meet his eyes, her breath warm across his lips. "You never had this."

"I want it," he said, voice raw.

She moaned, hips grinding again, the thick length of him gliding up through her lips, catching just right. Her clit throbbed. Her whole body throbbed. "You've got it."

They moved together, not chasing climax but building it -- slowly, inevitably. Every pass of his cock stoked the ache between her thighs. Her pussy clenched around emptiness, wet and wanting, but this... this was enough. For now. The anticipation was exquisite. Torture turned art.

His hands found her again -- sliding up her sides with maddening patience, until they cupped her breasts. Full. Heavy. Flushed with arousal. He squeezed them with slow, firm pressure, just enough to make her breath catch. His thumbs grazed over her nipples, drawing soft gasps, then circled, then pinched. She cried out, quiet and aching, her body pulsing around his cock where it rested thick and soaked against her pussy.

Nate leaned forward and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking deep, his tongue swirling, his teeth grazing. Zoe arched, clutching at his shoulders, her breath coming ragged. He moved to the other -- slower this time -- licking, biting down just enough to make her body tremble.

"Nate--fuck--don't stop--"

"You like that?" he growled softly against her skin, mouth hot and wet against her tit.

"God yes," she panted, rolling her hips with desperate friction. "Your mouth... your hands... I can't--"

"You will," he said, grabbing her ass again, his voice rough and certain. "You're going to come all over me, Doc."

Her moan was sharp, near feral -- her clit throbbing, her thighs beginning to shake as the pressure curled tighter inside her. Every stroke of his cock between her folds was a promise. Every breath, every suck of his lips, every low, filthy word from his mouth edged her closer to something inevitable. Not just orgasm -- but surrender.

And she was ready to give it.

The room was thick now -- heavy with heat, the kind that clung to skin and breath. The air was dense with sweat, with the scent of arousal, with the electric residue of everything unspoken. The sheets beneath them were a tangle of twisted fabric and effort, soaked with the friction of bodies and want. Each breath was shared. Each movement, answered. And Zoe's rhythm had changed.

What began as a controlled, almost worshipful grind had turned into something primal -- a rhythm born of instinct, not choreography. Her hips moved with purpose, forward and back, not chasing release anymore but commanding it. Her clit throbbed with every stroke. Her thighs ached from the grind. Nate's cock was drenched in her juices, sliding with ease through the swollen lips of her pussy, pressing perfectly against the place she needed him most. Not inside. Not yet. The pressure of holding back was unbearable -- but she clung to it, squeezing just one more moment from the tension before letting it snap.

Her body knew what to do before she did. It moved like it remembered something ancient. Something sacred. Like it needed to grind this man into the mattress until there was nothing left but the sound of her name on his lips.

Nate couldn't stop the sounds escaping him. His groans came low and rough, the kind that vibrated in his chest and rolled up into the back of his throat. His hands were bruising on her ass, pulling her down harder with each pass, guiding her along his cock like he needed her weight -- needed the pressure of her sex sliding over him to stay tethered to earth. Every stroke caught her clit just right, every grind pulled a breathless gasp from both of them.

"Zoe..." he choked, almost pleading. "I'm--fuck--I'm gonna--"

She didn't slow.

She didn't speak.

She drove.

Her hips rocked forward, hard and fast, slick heat grinding along the full length of his cock with a filthy, wet sound. Her clit was alight with sensation -- nerves crackling, legs trembling, her mouth falling open on a sharp gasp as her body seized. Her hands pressed to his chest, fingernails biting into his skin, and her head fell back, spine bowing as she came.

It wasn't a sweet climax. It was furious. Earned.

She ground herself through it with unrelenting force, hips twitching in erratic, hungry circles, locking around him as her body refused to let go. Her orgasm hit like lightning -- jagged and raw -- tearing through her until she could no longer hold back the sounds bursting from her throat. She was moaning openly now, shameless, undone. And even as her pussy clenched around nothing, it was like she'd taken everything from him.

Because that final grind, the way she trapped his cock between her soaked, fluttering lips, dragging her clit across the veined length of him as if to drain every ounce of power from his body -- that was what finished Nate.

He came with a shout, the kind pulled from deep inside, and his whole body locked beneath her. His cock jerked violently against her, then erupted -- hot, thick, everywhere -- streaking across his stomach, his abs, his chest in helpless, desperate ropes. It was messy. Relentless. He kept coming, every pulse forcing out more, his release spilling over him like it had no place else to go.

And still, Zoe moved -- slower now, milking him with the grind of her hips, coaxing the last shudders from his body. Her pussy still trembled from aftershocks, her breath raw, her skin glistening.

Eventually, she slowed.

Her hands slid down his chest, a wet beautiful mess mixed with sweat and cum. She looked down at him -- at what they'd done. His cock still twitching, his torso streaked and painted, her juices smeared across every inch of him. She smiled -- not a smirk, not satisfaction. Something deeper.

Then, with the same deliberate grace, she leaned down and licked a thick, glistening line of cum from his stomach, her tongue dragging slowly, deliberately. She sat back on her heels, savouring the taste, licking her lips with a low, satisfied hum.

"This sample..." she whispered, voice dark and velvety, "is just as impressive... and just as delicious... as all the others."

Nate let out a hoarse, broken laugh, chest still heaving. He was glassy-eyed, painted, utterly spent. Ruined in the most beautiful way. "You are Un. Fucking. Believable."

Zoe laughed back, rose slowly, like a goddess peeling herself out of mortal skin. Her thighs glistened in the moonlight, her skin glowing with heat and power. She moved with a grace that said nothing about modesty, and everything about possession. He was hers now. Her work. Her masterpiece.

She turned at the door, silhouetted by soft light, her voice low and smooth.

"Sleep well."

And then she was gone.

She padded to the ensuite bathroom just off the guest room, rinsing quickly -- careful not to remove the scent of him completely -- before slipping back into her robe and tiptoeing down the hall.

When she eased open the door to the master bedroom, Barry was stirring, shifting slightly beneath the covers.

"Everything alright?" he murmured sleepily. "I thought I heard Nate yell..."

Zoe slid beneath the sheets, curling into the space she'd left empty, her voice soft and sweet.

"He's fine," she whispered. "Stubbed his toe on the bedpost. Go back to sleep, darling."

Barry hummed something close to sympathy before rolling over and drifting back into unconsciousness.

Zoe lay beside him, her eyes open, the taste of Nate still on her tongue, her cunt still faintly pulsing from the mess they'd made together.

She smiled in the dark.

And slept like a woman content.

The kitchen was filled with morning light and the soft clatter of Barry moving around in boxers and a worn t-shirt, whistling tunelessly as he cracked eggs into a pan. Zoe stood nearby in a long robe, sipping her coffee, her expression calm, lips faintly parted, skin still glowing from everything the night had spilled onto her body.

Barry glanced over his shoulder, flipping the bacon. "I figured Nate might be sleeping in after that test you did. Poor kid sounded like he was in pain for a second there."

Zoe smiled into her coffee, the warmth of the mug seeping into her palms. "It's all part of the process," she said lightly. "I'll take breakfast up to him. Want to check how he's doing... make sure he's, you know--recovered."

Barry scraped eggs and bacon onto a plate, added a generous helping of toast, then handed it over without hesitation. "You're too good, honestly. Guy should be paying you overtime."

Zoe leaned in and kissed his cheek. "I love what I do."

She padded quietly up the stairs, the plate warm in her hands, her robe parting slightly with each step, brushing against her thighs like a secret. The morning air was soft and still, filtered with golden light -- but when she slipped into the guest room, the air changed. The scent lingered. Sex. Sweat. Salt. And something deeper. Something claimed.

Nate was sprawled across the sheets, one leg bent, the covers kicked down to his calves. He was completely bare, skin glowing in the morning light, his cock resting long and heavy against his thigh -- not hard, but full of promise, twitching gently like it already knew she was there.

Zoe set the plate down on the nightstand without a sound and moved to the bed with purpose. She pulled the sheet back all the way, revealing him fully, and then crawled between his legs on all fours. There were no words. No build-up. She simply took him into her mouth.

Nate groaned awake, the sound catching in his throat as his eyes opened to the sight of Zoe -- her hair loose, her mouth wrapped around his cock, her body still warm from sleep but her hunger already burning. She bobbed slowly, deliberately, her tongue tracing every ridge, every pulsing vein, her lips sealing tight around him with each descent.

"Morning," she murmured between licks, her voice hoarse with sleep, velvet-thick with want.

His hand found her hair, fingers sliding through it, gripping softly as she began to suck him deeper. There was no teasing this time, no show. Just need. Real. Raw. Unapologetic. She took him in to the base, her throat relaxing to receive every inch, until her nose brushed the flat of his stomach and she moaned around him like she'd missed the taste of him overnight.

Her lips glided. Her throat worked. Her fingers massaged the weight of his balls, coaxing him upward, drawing the heat from deep within his body. And when he came, he came hard -- thick, pulsing jets spilling onto her tongue. She didn't flinch. Didn't pull away. She swallowed it all, milking every last drop, her eyes fluttering closed as she drank him like it was the first thing she needed before the day could begin.

When it was done, she sat back on her heels, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and kissed the tip of his softening cock with one final hum of satisfaction.

"Breakfast in bed," she whispered, her lips still wet, her smile impossible to misread.

Back downstairs, Barry was standing at the counter, buttoning his shirt with one hand, coffee mug in the other. Zoe stepped into the kitchen behind him, her robe tied neatly again, hair smoothed, cheeks still faintly pink from warmth or effort -- or both.

"You're not eating?" he asked, glancing over.

She shook her head, reaching for her mug and lifting it to her lips. "No thanks. I'm already full. Had myself a delicious shake."

"Huh." He grinned as he sipped his coffee. "You haven't touched those in months. Said you'd gone off them."

Zoe smiled, slow and serene. "I've been having them all week, actually. Really got a taste for them again. They're just so thick. So creamy."

Barry walked over and set his mug down, reaching to brush a loose strand of hair from her cheek. "Well, whatever it is..." He leaned in, kissing her softly on the lips, the press of it gentle, lingering, warm. "...you're glowing."

He paused as he pulled back, his lips parting slightly, his brow creasing as he tasted something familiar, something he couldn't quite place. "Mmmm," he murmured, licking his lips lightly. "I think I can taste that shake."

His grin turned playful. "Not bad."

Zoe just smiled, serene and unreadable. "Have a great day, honey."

She watched him walk out the door, shirt still half-buttoned, the collar crooked, completely unaware. She sipped her coffee again, the taste suddenly richer. Fuller.

And as the door clicked shut behind him, Zoe turned back toward the kitchen window, sunlight warming her face.

Wondering, not idly -- but with anticipation -- what kind of adventures the rest of her day might bring...

