
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1 - The Initial Consultation

The waiting room of Pleasantview Prostate Clinic was surprisingly upscale—all sleek surfaces and modern furniture that belied the intimate nature of what happened beyond those frosted glass doors. I shifted uncomfortably on the leather chair, my palms dampening the clipboard holding my intake form. At thirty-two, I wasn't exactly the target demographic for prostate exams, but recurring back pain had led my primary doctor to suggest ruling out any prostate inflammation.

"Marcus Bennett?" A melodic voice called from the doorway.

I looked up, expecting some stern-faced nurse in shapeless scrubs. Instead, my jaw nearly hit the floor. The woman standing there was nothing short of breathtaking—honey-blonde hair pulled back in a loose bun that somehow managed to look both professional and like it might tumble down with the slightest provocation. Her scrubs weren't the baggy sacks I'd expected but seemed tailored to her curves, the V-neck dipping just low enough to be distracting without being inappropriate.

"That's me," I managed, standing awkwardly with the clipboard positioned strategically in front of me.

"I'm Nurse Vivian," she said, extending a manicured hand. "I'll be taking care of you today."

Her grip was firm, professional, but her eyes—a striking hazel—lingered on mine a beat too long. I followed her down a hallway, trying desperately not to stare at the hypnotic sway of her hips.

"First time for a prostate exam?" she asked, glancing over her shoulder with a knowing smile.

"That obvious, huh?"

"Your knuckles are white on that clipboard." She chuckled, a sound that seemed to slide down my spine. "Don't worry. We specialize in making this as... comfortable as possible."

The examination room was surprisingly plush—more like a high-end spa than a medical facility. Soft lighting, actual artwork on the walls, and was that... lavender in the air?

"Pleasantview was founded on the principle that medical necessity doesn't have to be unpleasant," Vivian explained, closing the door behind us with a soft click that somehow sounded definitive. "Now, let's go over your intake form."

She sat on a rolling stool, crossing legs that seemed impossibly long, and patted an examination table covered in what looked like actual linens rather than paper.

"You mentioned lower back pain and some urinary urgency," she said, eyes scanning my form. "Any sexual dysfunction?"

I felt heat creep up my neck. "No, nothing like that."

"Good." Was it my imagination, or did her eyes flick briefly to my crotch? "And you're not currently sexually active?"

"Not at the moment, no."

"Single," she noted, making a small mark on the form. "Well, Mr. Bennett—"

"Marcus, please."

"Marcus." My name on her lips sounded different somehow. "I'll need you to undress from the waist down and lie on your side on the table. There's a drape if you'd like, but honestly, we find most patients are more comfortable without the pretense. I'll step out and be back in two minutes."

The door closed, and I stood there for a moment, processing. The clinic's approach was... unconventional, to say the least. I quickly shed my jeans and boxers, debating the drape before deciding to follow Nurse Vivian's suggestion. I lay on my side, acutely aware of my exposure, and waited.

A soft knock, and she returned, now wearing latex gloves. "Comfortable?"

"As much as I can be," I admitted.

"Nervous?" she asked, moving to wash her hands thoroughly at a small sink.

"A bit."

"That's entirely normal." She approached, and I could smell her perfume—something subtle and expensive. "The key is relaxation. Tension makes this much more uncomfortable than it needs to be."

She sat on the stool behind me, and I felt her warm hands on my hip and shoulder.

"I'm going to guide you into the proper position," she explained, her touch firm but gentle. "Draw your top knee up toward your chest—that's it."

Her hands lingered, stroking soothingly along my flank. This wasn't like any medical examination I'd experienced before.

"Now, I'm going to apply some lubricant. It will feel cold at first."

The gel was indeed cold, but her fingers were warm as they traced circles around my entrance, applying the lubricant with deliberate, almost sensual motions. I bit my lip, trying to focus on anything else as my body began responding in ways that would be mortifying in a normal doctor's office.

"You're tensing," she observed, her voice dropping lower. "Try to relax for me, Marcus. Deep breath in... and out."

As I exhaled, I felt her finger press against me—not entering yet, just applying gentle pressure.

"Another breath," she encouraged, and this time as I exhaled, her finger slipped inside.

I couldn't suppress a gasp at the intrusion. It wasn't painful, just... intense.

"You're doing wonderfully," she murmured, and was it my imagination or had she moved closer? I could feel her breath on my hip. "I'm going to insert a second finger now to properly examine the prostate."

The stretch as she added another finger made me groan involuntarily. I felt her pause.

"Pain?" she asked, concern in her voice.

"N-no," I managed. "Just... unexpected."

"Good. Now, I'm going to locate your prostate gland. You'll feel pressure—some men find this uncomfortable, others find it quite... pleasant."

Her fingers curled inside me in a "come hither" motion, and suddenly she was touching something that sent a jolt of pleasure so intense through me that my cock, already half-hard despite my embarrassment, jumped to full attention.

"There we are," she said, satisfaction evident in her tone. "Healthy response. No enlargement or unusual firmness that I can detect."

But rather than withdrawing her fingers, she continued to massage that spot with deliberate pressure. My breathing grew ragged.

"Nurse Vivian," I gasped, "is this—is this part of the standard examination?"

"At Pleasantview, we believe in a thorough assessment," she replied, her professional tone at odds with the decidedly unprofessional movements of her fingers. "Prostate health isn't just about checking for abnormalities—it's about function."

Her free hand moved around to my front, and I nearly jumped when her latex-covered fingers wrapped around my now fully erect cock.

"This response indicates healthy nerve function," she explained, stroking me slowly from base to tip. "Many men don't realize that prostate stimulation can produce some of the most intense orgasms possible. Regular release of prostatic fluid prevents stagnation and reduces inflammation."

My hips were moving now, seemingly of their own accord, rocking between her fingers inside me and her hand on my shaft. A bead of pre-cum formed at the tip, which she spread with her thumb in a circular motion that made me shudder.

"Fuck," I gasped, forgetting where I was.

"Language, Mr. Bennett," she chided, but there was amusement in her voice. "Though I appreciate your enthusiasm for the procedure."

She increased the rhythm of both her hands, the fingers inside me applying firm, consistent pressure to my prostate while her other hand stroked my length with practiced precision.

"Many men find it difficult to achieve prostatic orgasm without guidance," she explained, her clinical tone increasingly strained. "That's why we offer this service. The health benefits are substantial."

I was beyond questioning the medical validity of what was happening. The dual sensations of internal and external stimulation were building to a crescendo I'd never experienced before. My thighs began to tremble, and I felt an unfamiliar pressure building deep inside.

"I'm going to—" I choked out.

"That's it," she encouraged, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that abandoned all pretense of medical detachment. "Let go, Marcus. Show me how much you're enjoying your examination."

Her fingers pressed firmly against my prostate as her other hand increased its pace, and suddenly I was coming harder than I ever had in my life—spurts of cum shooting across the examination table as my entire body convulsed with pleasure. Unlike a normal orgasm, this one seemed to radiate from deep inside, waves of ecstasy pulsing outward from where her fingers still worked inside me, milking every last sensation from my trembling body.

"Excellent output," Nurse Vivian observed, continuing to stroke me gently as I twitched and gasped through the aftershocks. "Very healthy indeed."

Slowly, carefully, she withdrew her fingers, and I felt strangely empty. She disposed of her gloves and retrieved a warm, damp cloth from somewhere, gently cleaning me up.

"How do you feel?" she asked, her professional demeanor returning, though her cheeks were flushed and her breathing slightly faster than before.

"Incredible," I admitted, still dazed. "Is that... do you do that for all your patients?"

She smiled enigmatically. "Pleasantview offers personalized care based on individual needs. Your primary assessment indicates you would benefit from our Premium Care Program."

She handed me a glossy brochure from a drawer. "This outlines our weekly therapy sessions. Dr. Monroe, our director, will want to review your case personally. She's very... hands-on with promising new patients."

As I dressed on slightly wobbly legs, Nurse Vivian wrote something on my chart. "I've scheduled you for a follow-up next Tuesday at 2 PM. You'll be meeting with Dr. Monroe and possibly some of our other specialists."

At the door, she paused, her professional mask slipping just slightly as she leaned in. "Between us, Marcus? You're an ideal candidate for our program. Some of our nurses actually compete for the most responsive patients." Her hand brushed my arm. "I've already put my name down for your treatment schedule."

As I walked somewhat unsteadily to my car, the brochure tucked in my pocket, I found myself already counting the days until Tuesday. Whatever "Premium Care" entailed, I was suddenly very, very interested in prostate health.


Chapter 2 - The Premium Care Program

Tuesday arrived with agonizing slowness. I'd spent the intervening days in a state of perpetual arousal, replaying Nurse Vivian's expert ministrations in my mind, examining the glossy brochure with its vague promises of "comprehensive care" and "total release therapy." More than once, I'd found myself hard at work, daydreaming about latex-covered fingers and clinical voices describing the most filthy acts in sterile medical terminology.

At precisely 1:45 PM, I pulled into the Pleasantview parking lot, fifteen minutes early but unable to wait any longer. My palms were slick against the steering wheel, and I took several deep breaths before exiting my car. The building looked innocuous from the outside—tasteful landscaping, subtle signage, nothing to suggest what happened within its walls.

The main reception area greeted me with the same soothing ambiance as before, but this time, the receptionist directed me toward a different hallway. "Premium Care—through those doors and to the right. They're expecting you, Mr. Bennett."

I pushed through frosted double doors marked "Premium Care—Authorized Patients Only" and found myself in a reception area that bore little resemblance to the main clinic. The lighting was softer, the furniture plush and inviting. Thick carpet absorbed the sound of my nervous footsteps as I approached the desk where a woman with cascading crimson hair looked up from her computer.

Her scrubs were cut differently from what I'd seen in the main clinic—still professional, but with a neckline that plunged dangerously low, revealing the swell of generous breasts and a delicate gold necklace that drew the eye directly to her cleavage. Her lips, painted the same shade as her hair, curled into a knowing smile as her gaze flicked briefly but deliberately to the growing bulge in my jeans.

"Marcus Bennett for Dr. Monroe?" she purred, her voice like warm honey. As she spoke, her tongue darted out to capture a bit of gloss from her lower lip in a gesture that seemed both unconscious and calculated.

"Yes, that's me," I managed, shifting my weight as my cock stiffened further under her appraising stare.

"Perfect timing." She reached for a folder with my name emblazoned on it, her red-lacquered nails tracing its edge suggestively. "Dr. Monroe has been reviewing your case personally. She's quite... intrigued." The way she emphasized the word made my mouth go dry. "Go right in, sweetie. Exam Suite Three, down the hall and to the left. The doctor and her team are waiting." She leaned forward slightly, giving me an unobstructed view down her scrub top. "And between us? Don't keep them waiting. They get... impatient when a promising patient takes too long."

The corridor stretched before me, each step raising my pulse rate. The doors here were different—heavy, soundproofed, with electronic locks. Suite Three stood at the end, its nameplate gleaming under subtle recessed lighting. I hesitated for just a moment before knocking softly.

"Enter," came a crisp, authoritative voice from within.

The door swung open on silent, well-oiled hinges to reveal a scene that instantly seared itself into my memory: a room three times the size of the examination room I'd visited the week before, dominated by what could only be described as a medical throne—an examination chair elevated on a platform, wider and more substantial than standard models, with adjustable stirrups, restraint points (currently undeployed but unmistakably present), and an array of attachments whose purposes I could only begin to imagine. The walls held discreet cabinets and drawers, all closed, suggesting hidden implements and devices.

But it was the room's occupants who truly captured my attention. Standing beside the chair, tablet in hand, was a woman who could only be Dr. Monroe—tall and statuesque, with jet-black hair cascading in a severe, straight curtain down her back, the sharp contrast to her pristine white lab coat creating a striking visual impact. Her features were aristocratic—high cheekbones, aquiline nose, full lips currently pressed into a contemplative line as she studied what I assumed were my records. When she looked up, her eyes were a startling amber, almost feline in their intensity.

Flanking her were three nurses, each in the modified scrubs I was beginning to recognize as the Premium Care uniform. Nurse Vivian stood to Dr. Monroe's right, her honey-blonde hair now worn loose around her shoulders, her familiar hazel eyes lighting with recognition when they met mine. To the doctor's left stood two women I hadn't seen before: one petite and elfin, with platinum blonde hair cropped in a pixie cut that emphasized enormous blue eyes and a mischievous smile; the other tall and willowy, with deep mahogany skin, closely cropped natural hair, and a full mouth curved into what could only be described as a predatory grin.

"Marcus," Dr. Monroe greeted me, her British accent unexpected and aristocratic. "Right on time. I appreciate punctuality in my patients." She set down her tablet and approached, each step measured and deliberate. Up close, she was even more intimidating—at least six feet tall in her heels, with a presence that commanded the room. "I'm Dr. Eliza Monroe, Director of the Premium Care Program. I see you've already met Nurse Vivian."

Vivian gave me a little finger wave, her expression suggesting we shared a delicious secret.

"And these are Nurses Lily—" the petite blonde nodded, her eyes sparkling with wicked amusement, "—and Amina." The taller woman's smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth against her dark skin.

"Pleasure," I managed, my mouth suddenly desert-dry.

"Oh, I assure you, the pleasure will be mutual," Dr. Monroe replied, one perfectly sculpted eyebrow arching. "We've reviewed your file extensively. I see Nurse Vivian's notes were... quite enthusiastic." She glanced at Vivian, who didn't even attempt to look abashed. "Your response to initial prostate stimulation was exceptional, and your output volume suggests significant backed-up capacity. How long has it been since you ejaculated prior to your appointment with Nurse Vivian?"

The clinical bluntness of the question caught me off guard. "Uh, maybe... five days?"

"Hmm." Dr. Monroe made a note on her tablet. "And since that appointment?"

Heat crawled up my neck. "I tried, but... it wasn't the same. I couldn't... finish properly."

This confession earned knowing looks among the four women. "That's actually quite common after experiencing prostatic milking," Dr. Monroe explained. "Once the body knows what full release feels like, standard masturbation often feels... insufficient. That's part of why our program exists." She gestured around the room. "Here at Premium Care, we believe in a hands-on, team-based approach to prostate health. Our methods are unorthodox by mainstream medical standards, but our results speak for themselves."

She fixed me with those amber eyes. "Before we proceed, I need to be absolutely clear: everything that happens in this room is consensual, confidential, and designed with your physiological well-being as the primary goal. The pleasure is a... fortunate side effect of proper prostate treatment. Do you understand and consent to our methods?"

"Yes," I breathed, already half-hard just from the anticipation.

"Excellent. Then let's begin." She nodded to the nurses, who moved into what was clearly a well-rehearsed formation. "Take off everything, Marcus. We'll begin with a group inspection."

I hesitated momentarily, suddenly aware of four sets of female eyes watching me with clinical interest tinged with something far less professional.

Dr. Monroe's eyebrow quirked up again. "Now, Marcus. Hesitation suggests resistance to treatment, and resistance only prolongs the process."

Something in her tone ignited a fire in my belly. I stripped quickly, pulling my shirt over my head, kicking off shoes, shucking pants and underwear until I stood completely naked before them. My cock, already half-hard from the moment I entered the room, thickened further under their collective gaze. I could feel myself responding to their scrutiny—balls tightening, shaft engorging, a bead of precum already forming at the tip.

"Very nice," Lily murmured, her blue eyes dancing as they traveled down my body. "Good muscle tone, excellent vascularity."

"Turn around," Dr. Monroe instructed. "Hands at your sides."

I complied, presenting my back and ass to their inspection.

"Gluteal development is above average," Amina observed, her voice rich and melodic with an accent I couldn't place. "Good for sustained positioning."

"Face us again," Monroe ordered, and I turned to find all four women had donned latex gloves—Monroe's black, the nurses' in varying shades of blue. The sight of those gloves, so clinical yet so loaded with erotic promise after my previous experience, made my cock jump visibly.

"Responsive," Vivian noted with a satisfied smile. "Just as I documented."

Dr. Monroe approached, her gloved hand reaching out to cup my balls, rolling them gently in her palm. "Good weight, normal firmness. No signs of torsion or inflammation." Her touch was professional but lingering, as though she was memorizing the feel of me. "Get on the chair, Marcus. Ass up, knees apart, arms on the rests. Presentation is part of the protocol."

The examination chair, I discovered as I climbed onto it, was heated to body temperature, the padding firm but comfortable against my skin. I positioned myself as instructed, essentially on all fours but with my ass elevated and exposed, my balls hanging heavy between my spread thighs, my cock jutting hard and leaking against the padded surface.

The four women circled the chair like predators surrounding prey. Vivian's gloved hand stroked up my inner thigh, spreading me wider. Lily pressed her cool palm to my lower back, applying gentle pressure that arched me further, presenting my ass more prominently. Amina stood at my head, her strong fingers combing through my hair in a gesture that was both soothing and controlling. Dr. Monroe completed the circle at my opposite side, her black-gloved hands tracing the contours of my ass cheeks.

"We'll begin with a four-point digital examination," Monroe announced, her clinical tone at odds with the highly charged atmosphere. "Vivian, Lily, Amina—each of you will assess the muscle tone, sensitivity, and responsiveness of the subject's rectal and prostatic tissues. I'll monitor and intervene as needed. Vivian, you're first—establish the baseline."

I felt Vivian's finger teasing my entrance, her touch both familiar and newly exciting. "Applying lubricant," she narrated, and I felt the cool gel being spread generously around my rim. She circled the tight muscle, applying gentle but insistent pressure. "Subject shows good external tone. Beginning insertion."

Her finger slid inside me with practiced ease, and I couldn't suppress a groan as she immediately curved it to find my prostate. "Target located. Normal size, good consistency, extremely responsive." She began massaging the sensitive gland with slow, deliberate strokes. "Subject is producing significant prostatic fluid already."

Indeed, my cock was weeping steadily onto the chair, clear precum forming a small puddle beneath me.

"Lily, join Vivian," Monroe directed. "Assess from the opposite vector."

Lily's fingers were smaller than Vivian's but no less skilled. More cool lubricant, then slow, deliberate pressure from a different angle. "Entering from the dorsal approach," she narrated, and suddenly I was stretched wider, two fingers now working inside me from different directions. "Confirming Vivian's assessment—highly responsive prostate, excellent secretion."

The two nurses worked in tandem, their fingers crisscrossing inside me, stroking and massaging my prostate from complementary angles. My breathing grew ragged, my hips instinctively rocking between their invasive digits.

"Amina," Monroe's voice cut through my pleasure haze. "Add depth assessment."

Amina moved to join the others, her finger thicker than either of her colleagues', slathered in lubricant and pressing insistently at my already stretched entrance. "Subject has good elasticity," she observed as she pushed past the resistance, adding a third finger to my filled channel. "Taking three fingers easily now."

The three nurses worked me open, six fingers now exploring, probing, massaging my inner walls and taking turns stroking my prostate. I was moaning continuously now, uninhibited sounds of pleasure escaping with each breath.

"He likes it rough," Amina purred, pushing deeper, her finger curling to press hard against my prostate. My hips bucked involuntarily, my cock jerking as a larger glob of precum oozed from the tip.

Dr. Monroe's face appeared beside mine, her amber eyes studying my expressions with scientific interest undergirded by something darker, hungrier. "Easy, Marcus," she murmured. "We're just getting started. This is merely the assessment phase."

The nurses whispered to each other in clinical terms that shouldn't have been arousing but somehow were—words like "engorgement," "secretion," "tumescence," and "contractile response" floating around me as their fingers continued their merciless exploration.

"Prostate is swelling with arousal," Lily observed, her fingers flickering against the sensitive gland with maddening skill. "Extremely sensitive to touch—subject's penis is displaying significant sympathetic response."

Indeed, my cock was throbbing in time with their ministrations, leaking steadily, harder than I'd ever been in my life. I could feel my orgasm building, a molten pressure coiling at the base of my spine, balls drawing up tight despite not being touched directly.

"I think he's close," Vivian warned, her finger pressing deliberately against my prostate in a rhythm designed to push me over the edge.

Suddenly, Dr. Monroe's black-gloved hand shot between my legs, wrapping around the base of my cock and squeezing hard. "No cumming yet," she ordered, her voice steely. "We haven't properly milked you. That's the core of our therapy—full, deep evacuation of prostatic fluid, until every drop is drained."

The pressure of her grip staved off my impending orgasm, leaving me gasping and trembling on the precipice of release. The nurses continued their internal manipulation, but carefully avoided the direct prostate stimulation that would have sent me over the edge.

"Subject displays excellent control when properly guided," Monroe noted, slowly releasing her grip on my cock but keeping her hand there as a warning. "Prepare him for phase two."

The fingers inside me withdrew one by one, leaving me empty and clenching around nothing, whimpering at the loss. Amina's hand replaced Monroe's on my cock, gripping firmly at the base. "Stay still for me, sweet boy," she murmured, her voice a velvet caress.

I watched through lust-hazed eyes as Dr. Monroe opened one of the wall cabinets, revealing an array of medical devices—some recognizable, others mysterious and vaguely threatening. She selected what appeared to be a sleek, contoured probe connected to a control unit.

"This is our proprietary prostatic stimulator," she explained, holding it where I could see. "Designed specifically to target the prostate gland with variable patterns of pressure and vibration. The curved head ensures constant contact with the target tissues, while these ridges along the shaft provide secondary stimulation to the anal canal."

She handed the device to Vivian, who coated it liberally with a thicker gel from a dispenser on the wall. "This is a specialized conductive lubricant," Vivian explained, meeting my eyes with a wicked smile. "It enhances sensation and allows for the optional electrical stimulation function."

"Electrical?" I gasped, a mixture of fear and arousal coursing through me.

"Nothing dangerous," Monroe assured me. "Merely low-voltage pulses that cause the prostate to contract rhythmically, simulating and enhancing the natural movements of ejaculation." She nodded to Vivian. "Proceed with insertion."

Vivian positioned the device at my entrance, now slick and somewhat loosened from their digital examination. "Deep breath in," she instructed, and as I inhaled, she pressed forward steadily. The device was thicker than their fingers had been, its contoured shape creating a delicious stretching sensation as it slid inside me.

"Good," Vivian praised as the widest part breached me. "Now exhale slowly as I seat it fully."

I followed her instructions, my breath leaving me in a shuddering gasp as the probe slid home, its curved head nestling directly against my prostate. Even without activation, the pressure was intense, sending sparks of pleasure racing up my spine.

"Device placement confirmed," Vivian reported, releasing the base of the probe, which remained securely in place inside me. "Ready for activation."

Dr. Monroe took the control unit, her black-gloved finger hovering over a dial. "We'll start with setting two," she decided. "Assess tolerance before proceeding to higher intensities."

She turned the dial, and suddenly the device inside me came alive—a gentle but insistent vibration that seemed to radiate outward from my prostate through my entire pelvis. I groaned, long and deep, my cock jerking violently against my stomach.

"Excellent initial response," Monroe noted, watching me carefully. "Lily, prepare the collection apparatus."

Lily moved to a side table and returned with what looked like a modified penis pump—a clear cylindrical chamber attached to a small, whisper-quiet vacuum unit. "This is our extraction device," she explained, her blue eyes dancing with mischief. "It provides consistent suction to enhance ejaculatory volume while collecting every drop for analysis."

She knelt beside the examination chair, positioning the clear tube over my straining erection. She applied a water-based lubricant around the opening, then slowly lowered it over my cock. The fit was snug but not uncomfortable, the soft silicone mouth of the device creating a perfect seal around my base.

"Collection chamber secured," Lily reported. "Ready for suction."

"Proceed," Monroe instructed.

Lily flicked a switch on the vacuum unit, and a gentle but insistent suction enveloped my cock, drawing the sensitive skin tight against the cylinder, creating an exquisite pressure that made me gasp. Pre-cum immediately flowed more freely, dripping down to collect in the reservoir at the end of the chamber.

"Subject is producing excellent pre-ejaculatory fluid," Lily observed. "Consistency and volume suggest high arousal and significant build-up."

Meanwhile, Amina had moved to stand behind my head, her gloved hands massaging my scalp, neck, and shoulders in long, soothing strokes that somehow heightened my awareness of the dual stimulation between my legs. Vivian stood beside Dr. Monroe, adjusting something on the control unit.

"Increasing vibration to setting three," Monroe announced, turning the dial higher.

The change was immediate and overwhelming—the vibrations inside me intensified, changing from a steady buzz to a pulsating rhythm that seemed to target my prostate with unerring precision. I cried out, my back arching, hands gripping the armrests of the chair with white-knuckled intensity.

"Adding contraction simulation," Vivian said, pressing another button on the control unit.

Suddenly, the head of the probe began to expand and contract against my prostate in a milking motion, massaging the gland from within while the vibrations continued unabated. Combined with the steady suction around my cock, the sensation was almost unbearable—pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

"F-fuck," I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"Language, Mr. Bennett," Monroe chided, though there was a heat in her amber eyes that belied her stern tone. "Though I appreciate your enthusiasm for the procedure."

All four women now worked in concert—Vivian and Dr. Monroe controlling the internal stimulator, Lily monitoring the suction device and occasionally adjusting its intensity, and Amina's strong hands holding me steady, her fingers occasionally tugging my hair when my movements became too erratic.

"I think he's ready for the electrical component," Monroe decided, studying my flushed face and glazed eyes. "Amina, the peripheral contacts."

Amina produced what looked like medical electrode pads attached to thin wires. She carefully placed them on strategic points—one on either side of my perineum, one at the base of my spine, and two more on my lower abdomen. "Contacts secured," she reported. "Circuit complete."

"Initiating electrical stimulation at twenty percent," Monroe announced, turning yet another dial on the increasingly complex control unit.

The first pulse hit me like a lightning strike—a sharp, tingling sensation that seemed to connect all the contact points in a circuit directly through my prostate. My entire lower body clenched, muscles contracting involuntarily as the current flowed through me. It wasn't painful, but it was shocking in its intensity.

"Fuck!" I shouted, unable to control myself. "Oh my god!"

"Language," Monroe repeated, but there was a smile in her voice now. "Increase to thirty percent."

The next pulse was stronger, forcing a strangled cry from my throat. Inside me, the probe continued its relentless vibration and pulsation, while the suction around my cock drew more and more precum into the collection chamber.

"He's getting close," Lily observed, watching my balls draw up tight against my body. "Significant testicular retraction indicating imminent ejaculation."

"Not yet," Monroe countered, reaching between my legs to press firmly at the base of my cock, just behind my balls. The pressure momentarily staved off my orgasm, leaving me gasping and trembling on the edge. "I want to see his full capacity. Increase electrical stimulation to forty percent and activate the milking sequence."

Vivian adjusted the controls, and suddenly everything changed—the electrical pulses came faster, stronger, creating involuntary contractions in my pelvic floor muscles. The probe inside me began a new motion, a corkscrewing vibration that stimulated my prostate from multiple angles simultaneously. The suction around my cock pulsed in counterpoint to the internal stimulation.

"Please," I gasped, beyond pride or coherence. "Please, I need to cum. I can't—I can't hold it—"

"You will hold it," Monroe ordered, her voice cutting through my haze of desperate need. "Until we decide you're ready. Your prostate needs this extended stimulation to fully flush out all accumulated fluid."

The four women worked me like an instrument they'd mastered, bringing me to the very edge of climax only to pull me back with firm pressure or reduced stimulation, then building me up again higher than before. Sweat poured down my body, my muscles trembling with exertion and desperate need.

"His prostate is fully engorged," Vivian reported, her fingers pressed to my perineum, feeling the changes inside me. "Maximum secretion achieved."

Monroe nodded, satisfaction in her amber eyes. "Final phase. Amina, prepare the sequential extraction protocol."

Amina moved to adjust the suction device, turning dials I hadn't noticed before. "Sequential extraction ready," she confirmed. "Vacuum modulation programmed for optimal output."

Monroe leaned close to my ear, her breath hot against my sweat-damp skin. "Now, Marcus, you're going to show us exactly how much you needed this treatment. When I give the word, you will experience the most intense orgasm of your life, and we're going to collect every. Last. Drop." Her black-gloved finger traced my spine, coming to rest at the base. "Electrical stimulation to maximum. Vibration pattern Alpha. Suction at optimal extraction levels."

The settings were adjusted, and suddenly every sensation intensified beyond anything I'd experienced before. The electrical pulses came in waves that forced my pelvic muscles to contract rhythmically, the vibrator inside me hit my prostate with precision that bordered on torture, and the suction around my cock became an irresistible force drawing the orgasm from deep within me.

"Now, Marcus," Monroe commanded, her voice dark silk against my ear. "Show us how much you need this. Cum for us—all of it, every drop you've been holding back."

The permission broke the last of my resistance. My vision exploded into white light as the most powerful orgasm of my life ripped through me. I felt the first pulse of semen shoot through my cock with such force that I screamed—a raw, animal sound torn from my throat. The collection chamber began to fill as pulse after pulse of thick, white cum erupted from me.

But unlike a normal orgasm, this one didn't quickly peak and fade. The electrical stimulation forced my prostate to continue contracting, milking more and more fluid from the gland as the vibrator inside me maintained perfect pressure against the sensitive tissues. The vacuum pulled a seemingly endless stream of ejaculate from my cock, drawing out the pleasure to impossible lengths.

"Excellent output," Lily remarked, watching the reservoir fill. "He's extremely productive."

"Secondary contraction wave initiating," Vivian announced, adjusting something on the control unit.

Just as I thought my orgasm was finally subsiding, a new wave of pleasure crashed over me. The electrical pulses changed pattern, stimulating different muscle groups, forcing my spent prostate to contract again. More cum surged through my cock, thinner now but still substantial in volume.

"Oh god, I can't—it's too much—" I gasped, overwhelmed by sensation, trembling as my body produced ejaculate I didn't know I had in me.

"Yes, you can," Monroe countered, firm but encouraging. "Your body is capable of multiple sequential ejaculations when properly stimulated. This is the therapeutic effect—complete prostatic drainage."

The women worked me through three distinct orgasmic waves, each drawing more fluid from my body until finally, the collection chamber held what seemed like an impossible amount of my essence. My cock continued to twitch and pulse even when there was nothing left to give, dry contractions wringing the last vestiges of pleasure from my overstimulated body.

At last, Monroe gave a satisfied nod. "Extraction complete. Begin shutdown sequence."

One by one, the various stimulations were reduced and then terminated—first the electrical pulses, then the internal vibrations, finally the suction around my cock. The probe remained inside me, now still but still applying gentle pressure to my thoroughly milked prostate. I collapsed onto the padded chair, utterly spent, my entire body trembling with aftershocks.

Lily carefully removed the collection chamber, capping the reservoir that held my impressive output. "Approximately sixty milliliters," she announced, holding up the container of thick, white fluid. "Significantly above average. Excellent viscosity and opacity, suggesting high sperm count and proper prostatic function."

Monroe nodded approvingly. "A very successful extraction. Vivian, you were right about his potential."

Vivian beamed, looking pleased with herself as she began the process of removing the electrical contacts from my sweat-slick skin. "I told you he was special. Almost never see this kind of volume on a first full treatment."

Amina carefully, slowly withdrew the probe from inside me, the sensation making me whimper with oversensitivity. "Shhh," she soothed, her strong hands massaging my lower back. "You did so well, taking everything we gave you."

My mind floated in a post-orgasmic haze, vaguely aware of gentle hands cleaning me with warm, damp cloths, of soothing balm being applied to my stretched entrance, of my limbs being arranged in a more comfortable position as the chair reconfigured itself into something more like a bed.

Dr. Monroe's face swam into focus above me, her clinical mask softened somewhat by what appeared to be genuine approval. "Excellent performance, Marcus. Your response to treatment exceeds our initial projections." She held a bottle of water with a straw to my lips, and I drank gratefully, suddenly aware of how parched I was. "Rest here for the next thirty minutes. Your body needs time to recalibrate after such intense stimulation."

As my faculties slowly returned, I became aware that the four women were conferring quietly at a workstation in the corner, reviewing data on a monitor and making notes. The collection container with my ejaculate sat prominently on the counter, being divided into smaller vials for what I assumed was analysis.

Eventually, Monroe approached again, tablet in hand. "How are you feeling?"

"Like I've been turned inside out," I admitted hoarsely. "But... incredible."

She nodded, as though this was precisely the response she expected. "Based on today's session, I'm recommending you for our Advanced Therapeutic Program. You're an ideal candidate—highly responsive, excellent output capacity, and most importantly, physiologically compatible with our more... intensive techniques."

"More intensive?" I echoed, unable to imagine what could possibly be more intense than what I'd just experienced.

Monroe's lips curved in a subtle smile. "You've only experienced our basic protocol. The Advanced Program explores much more comprehensive methods—extended milking sessions, multiple simultaneous extraction points, controlled denial and release cycles, and various specialty treatments developed by our research team."

She handed me the tablet, which displayed a calendar with various appointment types color-coded and arranged in a progressive schedule. "We recommend three sessions per week initially, building to daily treatments during what we call 'Flush Week' at the end of each month."

I scrolled through the proposed schedule, noting session titles like "Deep Extraction," "Prostate Edging," "Milking Marathon," and "Total Drainage Protocol." Each was assigned to different staff members, with many involving multiple practitioners.

"This seems... extensive," I managed, both intimidated and aroused by the prospect.

"Proper prostate health requires commitment," Monroe replied seriously. "But I believe you'll find the benefits well worth the investment of time."

As I continued reviewing the schedule, I noticed that certain sessions were highlighted with Dr. Monroe's name specifically attached. "You'll be conducting some of these personally?" I asked, surprised that the director would maintain such hands-on involvement.

"I only take direct participation in the treatment of select patients," she confirmed, something predatory flashing in her amber eyes. "Those who show exceptional response characteristics. You, Marcus, are one of those rare cases. I'll be overseeing your progress personally, with particular focus on the more... advanced extraction techniques."

She took back the tablet, making a final note. "Nurse Amina will assist you in dressing and provide your aftercare instructions. Your next appointment is scheduled for Thursday at 3 PM—a 'Dual Approach Extraction' with Nurses Vivian and Lily. I suggest you hydrate extensively between now and then. We'll want to maximize your... productivity."

As she left the room, Amina approached with my neatly folded clothes and a small bag of what appeared to be supplements and specialized lubricant. "These will help with recovery and preparation," she explained, helping me sit up slowly. "The protein supplements enhance semen production, and the zinc tablets support prostatic health."

She assisted me in dressing, her strong hands steadying me when my legs proved wobbly. "First full extraction always leaves patients a bit disoriented," she said with a knowing smile. "Like running a marathon you didn't train for. But your body adapts quickly—soon you'll be handling multiple sessions without the recovery time."

At the door, she handed me a discrete card with a phone number. "This is the Premium Care direct line. If you experience any unusual sensitivity, prolonged arousal that won't resolve, or difficulty urinating, call immediately. Otherwise, expect some pleasant aftershocks for the next twelve to twenty-four hours." Her smile widened. "Many patients report spontaneous ejaculation tonight or tomorrow morning as the prostate continues to process the stimulation. Consider it a bonus."

As I made my way somewhat unsteadily to my car, my body humming with residual pleasure, I found myself already counting the hours until Thursday's appointment. Whatever "Dual Approach Extraction" entailed, I was already desperate to find out.

The Premium Care Program had just gained its most dedicated patient.


Chapter 3 - Dual Approach Extraction

I floated through Wednesday in a daze of aftershocks, my body still humming from Tuesday's session. True to Amina's prediction, I woke in the middle of the night to find myself ejaculating spontaneously—cock pulsing, untouched, as phantom sensations of vibrating probes and skilled fingers rippled through me. I dutifully took the supplements they'd provided, drinking water by the gallon, my body seemingly insatiable in its thirst as it prepared to produce more for them to extract.

Thursday arrived with agonizing slowness. By 2:30, I was already in the Pleasantview parking lot, cock half-hard just from proximity to the building. My hands trembled as I checked in with the flame-haired receptionist, who gave me a knowing smile.

"Dual Approach day," she purred, pressing a button to unlock the inner door. "Lucky you. The nurses have been comparing notes all morning."

Suite Four was larger than the previous room, dominated by what appeared to be two specialized pieces of equipment: one resembling a massage table with strategic cutouts and attachments, the other a contoured chair with stirrups and restraint points, positioned at a peculiar angle. The walls held more visible equipment today—glass-fronted cabinets displaying an assortment of probes, tubes, and devices whose purposes I could only begin to imagine.

Nurses Vivian and Lily were already waiting, but today they weren't in their modified scrubs. Instead, they wore what could only be described as medical fetish outfits—white latex dresses cut to emphasize their curves, with traditional nursing caps perched on their respective blonde heads. The dresses were short enough to reveal stocking tops attached to garters, and both women wore white patent leather heels that added several inches to their height.

"Marcus," Vivian greeted me, her voice warm with anticipation. "Right on time. We've been looking forward to this session."

Lily approached, her blue eyes sparkling mischievously as she circled me. "Has he been following the supplement protocol? His color is good." She reached out boldly, cupping my growing erection through my pants. "Mmm, and responsive already. Perfect."

My breath caught at her forwardness. This was different from the clinical approach of the previous sessions—more overtly sexual, less pretense of medical necessity.

Vivian noticed my surprise. "You've been upgraded to our Comprehensive Care track," she explained, her gloved fingers joining Lily's in exploring my hardening length. "That means we drop some of the... formality. Dr. Monroe's orders—she believes your response will be enhanced with a more direct approach."

"In other words," Lily added, deftly unbuckling my belt, "we don't have to pretend this is just medical anymore. We both know you come here to be milked like the prize bull you are."

My cock jumped at her words, a damp spot forming on my underwear. Vivian laughed softly. "Look how much he likes that. I told you he'd respond to the verbal component."

Together, they undressed me with practiced efficiency, their latex-covered hands occasionally lingering on sensitive areas—my nipples, the insides of my thighs, the small of my back. Soon I stood naked before them, cock jutting proudly, already leaking in anticipation.

"Today's procedure is called Dual Approach Extraction," Vivian explained, leading me toward the angled chair. "It's designed to access the prostate from two vectors simultaneously while also incorporating penile stimulation techniques. The goal is to achieve multiple sequential ejaculations with escalating intensity."

"In normal people words," Lily interjected with a wicked smile, "we're going to make you cum again and again until you're completely empty, using both your ass and your cock at the same time."

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening. "That sounds... intense."

"It is," Vivian confirmed, patting the chair. "That's why we're using the Positioner 3000. It keeps you perfectly aligned for maximum stimulation while preventing premature movement during critical extraction phases."

The chair, I discovered as I climbed into it, was astonishingly comfortable despite its clinical appearance. The padding molded to my body, supporting me in a semi-reclined position with my legs elevated and spread in the stirrups, exposing both my cock and ass completely.

"Arms here," Lily directed, guiding my hands to padded armrests with subtle restraint cuffs. "Just a precaution," she explained, securing them loosely. "During peak extraction, involuntary muscle spasms can sometimes cause patients to thrash. This prevents injury."

Once I was positioned, Vivian approached with what appeared to be a virtual reality headset. "This is optional, but recommended for first-time Dual Approach patients," she explained. "It provides visual stimulation synchronized with the physical techniques, enhancing prostatic response by up to thirty percent."

"What will I see?" I asked, curious and slightly apprehensive.

Lily giggled. "A custom compilation based on your psychological profile. Our system analyzed your responses during previous sessions and generated visuals designed to maximize your arousal patterns. Plus," she added with a conspiratorial wink, "live feed capability, so you can see what we're doing to you in real-time, from angles you couldn't otherwise appreciate."

The prospect was too intriguing to refuse. I nodded, and Vivian slipped the headset over my eyes. Initially black, the screen soon flickered to life with a first-person view of exactly what was happening—me, splayed in the chair, with Vivian and Lily preparing their equipment beside me.

"Audio component activated," Vivian's voice came through integrated headphones. "Can you hear us clearly?"

"Yes," I confirmed, my voice already husky with arousal.

"Excellent. Display mode two, please, Lily."

The view changed, splitting into multiple camera angles—one showing my exposed ass from below, another focused on my erect cock, a third providing a wider view of the entire setup. It was startlingly erotic to see myself from these clinical, objective angles, presented like a specimen to be studied and manipulated.

"Beginning preparation phase," Vivian narrated, both for the recording and for my benefit. The cameras captured her approaching with a basin of warm, soapy water and soft cloths. "Thorough cleansing ensures optimal hygiene during the procedure."

I watched and felt simultaneously as both nurses bathed me with deliberate, thorough strokes, paying special attention to my genital area and between my ass cheeks. The sensation of being cleaned so intimately by these latex-clad women while watching it happen from multiple angles was intensely arousing. My cock strained upward, fully engorged now, the head glistening with precum.

"Subject displays excellent tumescence," Lily observed, her gloved finger collecting a bead of fluid from my tip and bringing it to her lips. The camera zoomed in as she tasted it, her pink tongue darting out to lick her latex-covered finger. "Preliminary secretions indicate high arousal and good hydration. The supplement regimen is clearly effective."

Once I was thoroughly bathed, they dried me with warm, soft towels, then began applying various lubricants to different areas. Vivian worked on my ass, spreading my cheeks and applying a thick, clear gel around and inside my entrance, her finger dipping in occasionally to ensure thorough coverage.

"This is our proprietary neural-enhancing lubricant," she explained as the camera provided a close-up view of her finger circling my puckered hole. "It contains a mild sensitizing compound that increases nerve response in the rectal tissues, making prostate stimulation more intense."

Meanwhile, Lily was coating my cock and balls with a different substance—lighter, almost like oil, but with a subtle warming effect that made my skin tingle pleasantly.

"Arousal-sustaining compound," she narrated for the cameras. "Keeps the penis fully erect throughout extended extraction procedures without desensitizing the glans. Also prevents friction irritation during sequential orgasms."

Both women worked methodically, their latex-covered hands gliding over my most intimate areas with professional precision yet undeniable sensuality. I watched through the headset as they exchanged knowing glances, clearly enjoying my responses to their ministrations.

"Preparation complete," Vivian announced. "Proceeding to phase one: initial prostate mapping and sensitivity assessment."

She moved between my spread legs, the camera capturing her perfect positioning as she inserted first one, then two lubricated fingers into my ass. The neural-enhancing lubricant was already taking effect—every touch felt magnified, each subtle movement of her fingers sending jolts of pleasure through my pelvis.

"Beginning systematic prostate palpation," she narrated, her fingers moving with deliberate precision inside me. "Identifying optimal stimulation points for maximum extraction efficiency."

On screen, I could see her concentrating, her hazel eyes focused as she worked her fingers in various patterns within me, noting my reactions to each touch. When her fingertips found a particularly sensitive spot on the left side of my prostate, my whole body jerked, and a large dollop of precum oozed from my cock.

"Point A located," she announced triumphantly. "Marking for targeted stimulation."

Lily, meanwhile, had been preparing what looked like a streamlined version of the collection device from my previous session. This one was smaller, more elegant, with clear tubing and a contoured chamber designed to fit over just the head of my penis rather than the entire shaft.

"Applying cranial extraction device," she narrated, carefully positioning the device over my cock's sensitive head. "This specialized tool allows for continuous collection of seminal fluid while permitting manual stimulation of the shaft and testicular region."

The device created a gentle seal around my glans, the suction so subtle I could barely feel it—until Lily pressed a button, and suddenly the interior of the chamber began to undulate with rippling motions that stimulated my cock head with exquisite precision.

"Holy fuck," I gasped, hips jerking involuntarily against my restraints.

"Language, Marcus," Vivian chided playfully, her fingers still working inside me. "Though your enthusiasm is noted and appreciated."

The headset displayed my own face in one corner—eyes wide, mouth open in shocked pleasure, a flush spreading across my cheeks and down my chest. Seeing my own reactions while feeling the dual stimulation created a feedback loop of arousal that intensified everything.

"Proceeding to phase two," Lily announced, reaching for what appeared to be a wand-style vibrator. "Initiating perineal and testicular stimulation concurrent with prostatic mapping."

She pressed the vibrator to the sensitive area between my balls and ass, directly over the external portion of my prostate. The vibrations penetrated deep, combining with Vivian's internal manipulation to create a three-dimensional field of pleasure centered on my prostate gland.

"Fuck, that's intense," I moaned, unable to control my vocalizations as the sensations built.

"Subject displaying heightened vocal response," Lily observed with a satisfied smile. "Always a good sign for extraction potential."

Vivian had now identified several key sensitivity points within me and was systematically stimulating each one in turn, gauging my responses. "Point C appears to produce the most significant secretory reaction," she noted as her fingers pressed firmly against a spot that made my cock pulse visibly, forcing more precum into the collection chamber.

"Phase three initiation," she announced after several minutes of this exquisite torture. "Introducing primary extraction tool."

The camera followed her as she withdrew her fingers and reached for a specialized prostate massager—black silicone with an aggressively curved shape and textured surface. Unlike the clinical extractor from my previous session, this one was clearly designed with pleasure as its primary function.

"This is the Milker Pro 9000," she explained, coating it liberally with more of the neural-enhancing lubricant. "Specifically engineered for maximum prostatic fluid extraction through precision stimulation patterns."

The headset gave me a perfect view as she positioned the curved head against my entrance. "Deep breath in," she instructed, and as I inhaled, she began a slow, steady insertion. The device was substantially thicker than her fingers had been, creating a delicious stretching sensation as it filled me.

"Exhale slowly as it seats," she directed, continuing to press forward until the widest part breached me. I watched on screen as my hole stretched to accommodate the intrusion, the sight nearly as arousing as the sensation itself.

With a final push, the device slid home, its curved head nestled directly against my prostate, the external portion snug against my perineum. Vivian connected it to a control unit, then glanced at Lily with a mischievous smile.

"Ready for synchronization?"

Lily nodded, making adjustments to her own control panel. "Cranial extractor synchronized. Testicular stimulator on standby. Ready when you are."

"Initiating primary sequence," Vivian announced, pressing a button on her controller.

The device inside me came alive—not with simple vibration, but with a complex, rolling motion that seemed to massage my prostate from multiple angles simultaneously. At the same moment, the suction on my cock head intensified, and the undulating movements inside the chamber sped up.

"Holy shit!" I cried out, unprepared for the sudden onslaught of coordinated stimulation.

"Note initial response intensity," Lily observed clinically, though her eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Subject exhibits excellent synchronization between prostatic and penile stimuli."

The two machines worked in perfect harmony—as the internal device pressed against my prostate, the external suction pulsed in counterpoint, creating a cycle of sensation that built upon itself with each repetition. Meanwhile, Lily began applying the vibrator to my balls, adding yet another layer of pleasure to the already overwhelming experience.

"Beginning manual enhancement," Vivian announced, wrapping her latex-covered hand around my shaft below the extraction device. She began stroking in rhythm with the mechanical stimulation, her grip firm and precise.

On the display, I could see all of this happening from multiple angles—the prostate massager pumping subtly between my spread cheeks, the clear chamber capturing the increasing flow of precum from my cock, Lily's vibrator teasing my drawn-up balls, and Vivian's hand working my shaft with expert precision.

"First extraction imminent," Lily observed, noting the telltale tightening of my scrotum and the pulsing of my cock. "Increasing suction to optimal collection levels."

The suction around my cock head intensified, drawing more blood into the already engorged glans. Inside me, the massager increased both speed and pressure, battering my prostate with relentless precision.

"Don't fight it," Vivian encouraged, her hand speeding up on my shaft. "Show us how much you've been saving for us, Marcus."

The combined stimulation was too much to resist. My back arched against the restraints, a hoarse cry tearing from my throat as my first orgasm hit with stunning force. Through the headset, I watched in fascination as my cock pulsed violently, thick ropes of cum shooting into the collection chamber in rhythmic spurts.

"Excellent volume!" Lily exclaimed, watching the reservoir fill. "First extraction exceeding projected output."

But unlike in a normal orgasm, the stimulation didn't stop or even decrease as I came. Instead, both nurses adjusted their equipment to extend my climax, the prostate massager continuing its relentless assault on my sensitive gland, the suction maintaining perfect pressure around my spurting cock head.

"Prolonging primary extraction," Vivian narrated, her hand still working my shaft as cum continued to pump from me in diminishing but still substantial pulses. "Maximizing initial output before transition to secondary phase."

When the last drops of my first load had been collected, Lily carefully removed the now-filled extraction chamber, replacing it with a fresh one without breaking the seal around my sensitive glans. Meanwhile, Vivian adjusted the settings on the prostate massager, reducing its intensity temporarily.

"Phase transition," she announced. "Subject requires thirty seconds of reduced stimulation before secondary extraction protocol."

During this brief respite, both nurses used warm cloths to wipe away the sweat that had broken out across my body. Lily offered me water through a straw, which I gratefully accepted, suddenly aware of how parched the exertion had left me.

"You're doing beautifully," Vivian praised, her gloved hand stroking my cheek. "Your response exceeds our expectations. Are you ready to continue?"

"Yes," I gasped, already feeling my arousal rebuilding despite having just experienced a powerful orgasm minutes before. The prostate massager, even at its reduced setting, was keeping me in a state of constant stimulation.

"Excellent," she smiled, turning back to her control panel. "Initiating secondary extraction sequence. This phase focuses on deeper prostatic fluid reserves using alternating pressure patterns."

She adjusted several settings, and suddenly the device inside me changed its behavior—instead of the rolling massage of before, it now produced sharp, targeted pulses against specific points on my prostate, each one sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through my core.

"Complementary stimulation," Lily announced, producing what appeared to be electrostimulation pads. "These will contract your pelvic floor muscles in sequence with the internal pulses, simulating the natural ejaculatory process but with enhanced intensity."

She placed the pads strategically—two on my lower abdomen, two on the insides of my thighs, and one on either side of the base of my cock. When she activated them, I nearly levitated off the chair despite the restraints. The electrical pulses forced my muscles to contract in waves that pushed from inside out, as though my body were being mechanically compelled to ejaculate.

"Fuck! Oh my god!" I shouted, overwhelmed by the intensity.

"Vocal response indicates optimal stimulation," Lily noted with satisfaction. "Increasing amplitude by fifteen percent."

The electrical pulses strengthened, creating involuntary contractions that worked in perfect harmony with the internal prostatic stimulation. My cock, which had softened slightly after my first orgasm, was now rock-hard again, throbbing visibly with each electrical pulse.

"Reapplying manual stimulation," Vivian announced, once again wrapping her hand around my shaft. This time, however, her technique was different—shorter, firmer strokes concentrated just below the head, targeting the sensitive frenulum.

Through the headset, I watched all of this happening to my body as though from a distance, seeing the machines and skilled hands working in concert to extract another orgasm from my still-recovering system. The clinical, almost mechanical approach contrasted with the overwhelming pleasure it produced, creating a psychological tension that somehow enhanced the physical sensations.

"Second extraction approaching," Lily observed, monitoring my physiological responses. "Testicular contraction visible, perineal muscles spasming. Ready extraction chamber."

The suction around my cock head increased again, the undulating motions inside the chamber speeding up to match the quickening pace of Vivian's hand. Inside me, the prostate massager hit a new pattern—rapid, staccato pulses that targeted the most sensitive points identified during the mapping phase.

"Don't hold back," Vivian encouraged, her voice husky with what sounded suspiciously like her own arousal. "Show us what that beautiful prostate can produce."

The second orgasm hit differently than the first—instead of the sharp, immediate release, this one built more slowly but crashed over me with even greater intensity. I watched through the headset as my cock pulsed, the ejaculate visibly thinner than before but still impressive in volume, filling the second collection chamber in rhythmic spurts.

"Note the consistency change," Lily observed professionally. "Second extraction showing higher prostatic fluid ratio to seminal components. Exactly as expected."

Again, they prolonged the orgasm well beyond what would be natural, the machines and their skilled hands wringing every last drop from my convulsing body. By the time the final spurt had been collected, I was gasping for breath, my entire body sheened with sweat.

"Remarkable stamina," Vivian noted approvingly. "Most patients require longer recovery between second and third extractions. I think he's ready to proceed immediately to phase four."

"Agreed," Lily concurred, replacing the collection chamber with yet another fresh one. "Physiological indicators suggest continued response potential."

"Phase four," Vivian announced, making significant adjustments to the controls. "Deep reservoir extraction with prostatic sound."

The term was unfamiliar but vaguely alarming. "What's a prostatic sound?" I managed to ask between labored breaths.

"A specialized tool for accessing the deepest prostatic fluid reserves," Vivian explained, producing what appeared to be a thin, curved metal rod with a bulbous tip. "It's inserted through the urethra to stimulate the prostate from the opposite side, creating a squeeze effect when used in conjunction with the rectal massager."

I watched with a mixture of apprehension and aroused curiosity as she sterilized the sound with an antiseptic solution, then coated it with a specialized lubricant. "This contains a mild anesthetic to ensure comfort during insertion," she explained. "You'll feel pressure but no pain."

The cameras provided a close-up view as Lily carefully removed the suction device from my cock head, exposing the sensitive glans to the air. Despite having orgasmed twice already, I remained fully erect, my cock standing at attention as though eager for more.

"Hold perfectly still," Vivian instructed, positioning the sound at the opening of my urethra. "Deep breath in, and exhale slowly as I insert."

I followed her instructions, watching through the headset as the slender metal rod slowly disappeared into my cock. The sensation was unlike anything I'd experienced before—strange but not painful, a peculiar fullness combined with an intense awareness of a part of my anatomy I'd never consciously felt.

"Good," Vivian praised as the sound slid deeper, eventually reaching a depth that must have approached my prostate. "Now, I'm going to coordinate this with the internal massager. You're going to feel your prostate caught between two points of stimulation."

She made an adjustment to the rectal massager, and suddenly I felt it—my prostate trapped between the external device and the internal sound, squeezed and stimulated from both sides simultaneously. The sensation was so intense I couldn't even cry out, my breath catching in my throat as pleasure exploded through my core.

"Perfect placement," Lily observed, monitoring my reactions closely. "Complete prostatic compression achieved. Beginning milking sequence."

Vivian began to gently manipulate the sound, moving it in tiny increments in coordination with pulsations from the rectal massager. The dual approach created a milking effect on my prostate that was almost unbearably intense—not quite pleasure, not quite pain, but something transcendent that obliterated all other sensations.

"Oh fuck, oh god," I babbled, reduced to incoherence by the overwhelming stimulation. Through the headset, I could see my own face contorted in an expression of ecstatic agony, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes not from pain but from sheer overwhelming sensation.

"Subject displaying ideal response to dual compression," Lily narrated for the recording. "Note the continuous prostatic fluid expression without standard ejaculatory contractions."

Indeed, my cock was now leaking a steady stream of fluid around the sound—not spurting in rhythmic pulses as during normal ejaculation, but flowing continuously as the dual-sided milking forced it from deep within my prostate. Lily collected this flow in a specialized container, measuring the output with evident satisfaction.

"This technique accesses reserves that standard extraction methods cannot reach," Vivian explained, continuing her precise manipulation of the sound. "It's the equivalent of wringing out a sponge rather than simply squeezing it."

The continuous extraction went on for what felt like eternity, my body no longer under my control as machines and skilled hands worked in perfect coordination to drain every last drop from my overstimulated prostate. Just when I thought I couldn't possibly produce any more fluid, Vivian made another adjustment to the internal massager.

"Final phase," she announced. "Electrical prostatic stimulation with synchronized urethral conductivity."

Before I could process what that meant, a mild electrical current flowed between the sound in my urethra and the massager in my rectum, creating a circuit with my prostate at its center. The effect was immediate and explosive—my entire pelvic region seized in a massive contraction, forcing a final, powerful ejaculation that arced over my stomach despite the presence of the sound.

"Remarkable!" Lily exclaimed, hurrying to collect the unexpected output. "Spontaneous expulsion despite urethral occupation. Noted for the records."

The electrical stimulation continued in pulses, each one producing another spurt until I was completely, utterly drained. Finally, mercifully, Vivian switched off all the devices and began the careful process of removing the sound from my urethra.

"Extraction complete," she announced with evident satisfaction. "Total output exceeding one hundred milliliters across all collection phases. A new clinic record for a patient in the preliminary program."

As the sound slid free and the rectal massager was gently removed, I lay trembling on the chair, utterly spent, drenched in sweat, hovering in a space between consciousness and something transcendent. Through the headset, I watched as Lily methodically labeled each collection container, noting times and volumes in a digital record.

"Remarkable performance," Vivian praised, removing my restraints and beginning to clean me with warm, soothing cloths. "Dr. Monroe will be extremely pleased with these results. You've demonstrated exceptional extraction potential."

Lily removed the headset, allowing me to see the room normally again. Both nurses were flushed, their professional demeanor slightly cracked to reveal the arousal they'd experienced while conducting the procedure. Vivian's nipples were visibly hard beneath her latex uniform, and a damp spot had formed on the front of Lily's dress.

"Your recovery period may be extended after such a thorough extraction," Lily explained, helping me sit up slowly. "We'll want you to rest here for at least an hour before driving."

"And hydration is absolutely crucial," Vivian added, pressing a sports drink into my hand. "You've lost significant fluid volume. Drink this, then water."

As I sipped the electrolyte-laden beverage, both nurses proceeded with aftercare—applying soothing balm to my stretched entrance, massaging my perineum to reduce swelling, checking my penis for any signs of irritation from the sound.

"Dr. Monroe has scheduled you for a personal session on Monday," Vivian informed me, her hand lingering on my thigh. "She's developing a specialized protocol based on your exceptional response patterns."

"In the meantime," Lily added with a mischievous smile, "no self-pleasuring. We need you fully recovered and your reserves replenished." She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Between us? Dr. Monroe's personal sessions are... legendary. You'll want to be at full capacity."

As they helped me dress on wobbly legs, I noticed them exchanging glances and subtle touches, their professional facade slipping to reveal a more personal dynamic. Vivian's hand brushed Lily's breast as they reached for the same towel, lingering a moment too long to be accidental. Lily's fingers traced up Vivian's latex-covered thigh when they thought I wasn't looking.

"Will you be alright getting home?" Vivian asked, her hand on my arm, genuine concern in her hazel eyes.

"I think so," I assured her, though my legs still felt like jelly. "That was... intense doesn't begin to cover it."

"Just wait," Lily grinned, her blue eyes sparkling with promise. "Dr. Monroe's Advanced Extraction Protocol will make today seem like a warm-up exercise."

At the door, Vivian pressed a small device into my hand. "A gift," she explained. "A remote control for the prostate massager, which is yours to keep. It's been programmed with beginner settings only—nothing like what we used today. For maintenance between appointments."

"Don't use it until Saturday at the earliest," Lily warned. "You need recovery time. But after that..." she trailed off suggestively.

"And remember," Vivian added, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper, "Dr. Monroe can access usage data remotely. She'll know exactly how much... practice you're getting."

The thought of Dr. Monroe monitoring my private activities sent a surprising jolt of arousal through my exhausted body—a fact that both nurses noticed with knowing smiles.

"Monday, 10 AM," Lily reminded me. "Don't be late. The doctor doesn't like to be kept waiting."

As I drove home, body still humming with aftershocks of the most intense sexual experience of my life, I found myself already counting the hours until Monday. Whatever Dr. Monroe had planned, I was rapidly becoming addicted to the unique blend of clinical precision and overwhelming pleasure that only Pleasantview Prostate Clinic could provide.

The "Dual Approach Extraction" had lived up to its name and then some—but something told me I'd only scratched the surface of what the Premium Care Program had in store for me.
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