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Craving Awakens


Clare

“What do you mean by unconventional methods?” I ask impatiently.

“I have no idea, Clare,” Mia says, trying to sell me some kind of therapy for sexual awakening, or whatever she calls it. “I just know you’re so damn soft, you need something to shake you up.”

“Is it going to be as awkward as that stupid tantric workshop we went to?”

“Haha, I’m sorry for that one,” she laughs. “Look, I can’t promise you anything, I just found this on the internet. And I think you should try it. In the worst-case scenario, you’ll have another funny story to share.”

“I don’t need another comedy episode about my… sexual life,” I say, leaning back, losing hope again.

“Look,” Mia says, now all serious, “it can get worse. Right now, it’s still a comedy, let’s not turn it into a depressing drama, right?”

I clench my jaw, silent. She’s right. Maybe giving my sexual life another shot isn’t the worst idea in the world. Since conventional stuff like therapy, self-help books, and tantric workshops clearly didn’t work, maybe it’s time to try something different.

At 22, my sexual life has truly been disastrous. I had two boyfriends who taught me that love doesn’t really make sense. And my last girlfriend left me about a year ago. She said I can’t connect. And after a year, I can even admit she was right. I just can’t feel… anything.

That same night, I research the clinic Mia proposed. Their website promises “sensory awakening” and “hormonal realignment.” Reviews are scarce but glowing. One of them says, “Feeling alive for the first time,” and my heart jumps a little. Sounds about right.

I check the crew photos; the leading doctor is Dr. Beatrize Moreau. Wow, that’s a real woman! Determined, accomplished, with a slick ponytail and glasses, serious even when she tries to smile. She is gorgeous, probably in her late forties, but in a way so special, her age doesn’t even come through.

What kind of woman chooses a profession like this anyway? She looks like the CEO of some international giant, yet she decided to wake up women’s pussies for money? Why? Did she have to go through the same process in her life? Or did she just accidentally discover her healing powers while having sex? Is she a lesbian?

My mind wanders in a hundred places. I miss my ex, the feminine world she took away unexplored. We didn’t even share a single orgasm; she never made me come. Maybe I really suck at sex. And this sharp, commanding Dr. Moreau actually looks like the right person to “shake me up.”

“Screw it, why not,” I mutter under my breath, click “Apply,” and close the computer. I go to bed, letting fate take control.


HOOKED

Clare

Three days later, I step into Dr. Moreau’s clinic. The waiting room is minimalistic—white walls, no magazines, just a receptionist who hands me a clipboard with forms. My hands shake as I fill them out, seriously considering running out while I still can.

It’s embarrassing just to answer these questions, and from here on, it will only get worse. Will I need to get naked in front of people? Are they about to push me into an orgasm? Fuck, should I just bolt right now?

The door opens, and a voice calls my name. Dr. Beatrize Moreau stands in her office, and my vision shakes for a second. Dear Lord Baby Jesus!

Dr. Moreau is nothing like I expected. She is a slim, very petite woman, appearing of average height only because of her shining-red high heels.

She wears a white doctor’s coat, but it’s undone, and underneath is a skirt and silky blouse that scream expensive. Her hair is dyed blonde, with perfect dark roots, falling freely to her shoulders in mesmerizing waves. Her aura is almost visible, her presence sucking all my attention even before she opens her mouth.

“Sit,” she nods, her tone direct like sunlight, her face full of charisma, taking my ability to speak.

“Clare, non?” she asks, her voice carrying a French accent, each word clipped. “Why you come to me? You lack sensation, desire. Zis correct?”

I nod, cheeks burning. Moreau’s gaze lingers, her eyes studying me, daring me, making me look away to save my soul.

“You hesitate,” she says, leaning forward, her breasts pressing against her desk. A lot of breasts for such a small body!

She looks at my filled-out forms, adjusting her glasses. “No sex in the last year?”

She turns a page. “Masturbating once a week?”

I nod almost invisibly, because it’s a lie. I was just too embarrassed to mark it zero.

She removes her glasses, and—oh my God—it’s a new face before me. She looks like a supermodel for a mid-age cosmetics ad. But it’s not just that, why does she seem so full of life? Like she drinks youth from a bottle each morning. Is this what good sex does to you?

“My methods are… direct. Three days, intensive. You vill stay here, do vhat I say—all of it. You agree, or you leave.” Her tone leaves no room for debate, making my ears buzz with excitement, caught between fear and an undeniable pull of her charisma.

Moreau is sharp, but I also find her so freaking feminine, like women’s hormones are squirting out of her, making her commanding vibe a blend of adult stability and pure sexiness. If I catch just one percent of that contagious aura, I’d be cured. Now it’s no damn wonder why she wakes up people’s sexual lives for money—it’s nothing less than her destiny.

“I… I agree,” I stammer.

Her lips twitch, her hands hitting the table loudly with all the wrist accessories on. “You are lost, non? Your mind and your body, they sleep. I vill wake you, but you must trust.”

My mind spins. This woman will wake me? Why does that sound like the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard?

“Okay,” I say, hating how weak I sound.

“Hesitating again,” she smirks, “ze first thing to work on. Sign here, you need this, little one.”

I’m stunned. This commanding lady is determined to work on me until she gets the desired results. Three days seem like a lot, maybe too much for me. But what do I do? Walk out and never see her again? That’s not an option either.

Screw it, I’ll let her do it. If not her, who else? I lean forward, sign the paper, sending an insecure smile to my new caretaker.

“Vhat else vill you do, Clare?” she smiles, picking up the contract. “Hide? Stay numb? A gorgeous woman like you—needs a lot of sex.”

Her words hit my chest like an arrow. Just hearing this woman talk about my sexuality makes me feel something. Actually, more than I felt in all my relationships combined. Finally, someone seems to care enough, to push me forward, to really dig deep enough and find what wants to burst to life so badly.

I find courage to say something, but she cuts me off. “You begin tomorrow at 8 a.m. Be prompt.”

She stands up, her air enveloping me as she comes close.

“Take zis now,” she gives me two pills, “hormone balancer. So you come here prepared. Tomorrow is hard work, yes?”

I swallow the medicine, swallowing her enchanting smell as well. This woman is razor-sharp, poison in a small bottle, that could kill a whole dragon.

I’m just a little anxious about what “unconventional methods” means in her clinic.


DAY 1: MORNING MASSAGE

Clare

My room in the clinic is small, clinical, with a single bed and a tray of supplies waiting on a steel table. A nurse enters the room, silent and efficient, just like every other bit of the clinic.

“I’m Nurse Timian,” she says cheerfully, putting stuff on the steel bedside table. “I’ll be checking with you each morning and evening.”

I nod with a smile, sitting on the bed as she comes closer with a syringe.

“Hormone booster,” she says curtly and injects a clear liquid into my arm. “This will give us a more reliable starting point.”

I nod, my skin prickling at the pierce, as I notice the nurse’s subtle beauty, wondering if Dr. Moreau picks her workers based on their appearance.

Next, she hands me a tube of cream. “Rub this into your breasts, twice daily. Two hours before your first session, which is now.”

I look at the tube, then wait for the nurse to leave—but she doesn’t.

“Go on,” she smiles, “I’ll give some instructions along.”

Am I supposed to massage this cream into my breasts right in front of this nurse? My cheeks burn as I glance at her for approval. Slowly, I peel off my shirt, then unhook my bra. My breasts spill free, the clinical air brushing over them, doing nothing to my nipples. No spark, no feeling.

“More,” Nurse Timian says, her voice firm, as she sees me fill my palm with cream. “The whole tube is for one day. Use half per session.”

“Okay,” I mumble, awkwardness lacing my tone. I squeeze more cream into my hand and start rubbing it into my skin, treating it like a task to check off.

“Slowly,” she instructs, serious.

“Oh, am I too fast?” I ask, my hands pausing.

“You need to feel them, show them affection. Only then can they return your love.”

I smile, stifling a laugh. Return love? My breasts? I’m too embarrassed to ask what that means. I switch to slower, longer strokes, and her expression softens.

“Yes, just like that.”

“Okay,” I say, heat creeping up my neck. Having her eyes on my breasts as I smear cream feels exposing, too intimate.

“You have absolutely gorgeous breasts, Miss Clare,” she says.

“Excuse me?” My hands freeze. Isn’t this place supposed to be professional?

“Yes, you need to respect them, love them. Your sex life begins at your breasts. They’re your center.”

I bite back laughter, searching for a reply but finding none. I exhale and caress my creamy breasts, too much cream to rub in. My eyes drop, and I admit they’re nice—wide, full, heavy.

“Yes, that’s more like it,” nurse says, satisfaction glowing in her eyes, maybe even too much satisfaction for a first encounter.

She steps closer, moving behind me. Her hands suddenly graze my torso, and I flinch, but my hands keep moving, too shocked to stop.

“Let me show you a technique,” she says, her voice piercing through me.

Her warm palms slide up to my armpits, then forward, cupping my bare breasts. Her hands are too small to cover them fully.

“Glide over them from the top, use a little pressure, like this. Then squeeze at the bottom to push lymph and blood up.”

“Oh?” I exhale, confused by how good it feels.

“One more time? Glide down, cup, squeeze.”

“Ohh…” A hint of pleasure slips into my breath.

“Yes,” she murmurs, so much warmth in her voice. Her hands linger in the creamy curves of my chest, and I…

“Oh my,” I gasp, my breath shaky. I can’t protest—it feels too good. Then her fingers pinch my nipples briefly before she pulls away, leaving no room for complaint.

What the hell was that? Part of me tries to be appalled, but another part craves her hands back, gliding, squeezing.

Nurse Timian gathers her things, heading for the door. “I think you’ll make a lot of progress here,” she says, smiling. “There’s a lot of potential in your…” Her eyes flick to my breasts one last time before she’s gone.

Holy shit. Was she hitting on me? Is that even allowed? I cup my breasts, looking down. Why did she compliment them so much? They aren’t anything special, are they? My body trembles from the intimate moment, wondering if her touch was even part of the procedure.

How good would it feel if she kept going?

The cream absorbs, and I slip into the clinic’s pajamas—a shirt with the clinic’s logo, loose pants. Warmth spreads in my chest, my breasts tingling a little from the cream, the medicine, or probably both.


DAY 1: FIRST THERAPY SESSION

Clare

Two hours later, a knock calls me to Treatment Room 4. Dr. Moreau stands inside, white coat buttoned, all business.

“Undress,” she orders, pure authority in her accent. “Ve measure your nerve response today.”

My cheeks burn. “Undress?”

“Yes, complete.”

I smile, confused, and start stripping, muttering to myself that this will already make a wild story for Mia.

“Panties, too,” Moreau adds.

Of course, panties too. A padded chair with straps looms in the room, twisting my stomach.

“Sit,” she commands.

Nurse Timian straps my wrists, her eyes meeting mine with a soft smile, like she’s reassuring me. The leather feels cool against my skin. If this needs reassuring, it just makes me panic more.

I’m exposed, vulnerable, but having these two gorgeous women in charge sends a strange thrill through me.

“Where is Akane?” Moreau asks just as the door opens.

A second nurse steps into the room, an Asian beauty, as Timian presses a button on my chair, letting my back down into a semi-lying position. I would take a better look at the new nurse, but I can’t in this position. I just caught that she’s cute, too. There’s something fatal in her expression, like some kind of dark witch, all silent and mysterious.

I lie on the seat, guessing what’s next. Jesus, this is just like at the dentist.

The two nurses lift my legs, spread them, and strap my ankles. Holy shit! We just went from the dentist to full-on alien abduction.

“Do I need a safe word for this?” I ask, panicking, everything happening too quickly.

Dr. Moreau comes to me and puts her hands on my breasts, a soft, soothing touch. “Don’t worry. The first session, very gentle. Anything different here?”

Now that she asked… “I don’t know, maybe?”

She attaches electrodes to the sides of my breasts and flicks a switch on a strange-looking device. Thank God, I feel nothing.

Moreau stares at the monitor. “Ve stimulate, observe,” she says. “Every body has a sweet spot. Ve find it, ve wake it.”

I stay quiet, hoping this will be quick.

They spread my legs so much that my pussy must be completely open. I just don’t know what to think of that. Is something going in me? I would ask, but the three women look so confident, they must know what they’re doing. A question from my mouth would just make me weaker, give them even more control, if that’s even possible.

The nurses come to me with feathers and start caressing my body, one from each side. Seriously? Okay, this really is an unconventional method, I smirk. I think I can handle this.

“Yes, just like that,” says Dr. Moreau, her eyes on the screen, though I can’t see anything moving there.

I can’t deny, the feathers feel nice, but only because the two nurses are so pretty. It’s hard to say who’s more beautiful; Akane has that exotic beauty all over her, that my eyes just can’t stop exploring. But after the morning massage with Timian, my heart wants to go to her.

“Ze nipples,” says Moreau, and here we go, feathers tingling my nipples.

If this is supposed to arouse me, they’re headed toward disappointment. I need so much more than this. And in this awkward position? Forget it.

“Okay, ve got it,” says Moreau, her picture-perfect face turning to me, “Nerve response is weak. Ve escalate.”

She tests my breasts again, fingers only. “Any changes here?”

“There’s a little tension,” I reply quietly.

“Yes, the therapy, it’s starting to work. Look, little one. Vhat is your core? You think pussy? Breasts. Always breasts, this is vhere the woman in you resides.”

“Oh,” I mutter, no idea what to say to this.

“Ze pussy is the engine, but breasts—breasts are ze gas tank. No energy in breasts, no energy in pussy, yes?”

Okay, I guess.

“Your breast nerves asleep. Where zis the center of ze nervous system? Your belly. Ve need to wake there.”

She turns to the nurses. “Insert anal stimulator.”

What?!

“Sorry?” I ask, suddenly hating the straps on me viciously.

“Accept or leave?” she asks like there’s not a single cell of empathy in her.

“I’ve never… I’ve never had anything in there,” I search for the right words, but she takes this as confirmation to stay.

Nurse Timian picks a shining silver device, the size of a finger, that’s connected to a cable. The other nurse hits a button, and my knees go back, closer to my face, my ass getting exposed, becoming the center of the room.

“Holy shit,” I mutter, and they just politely smile at me, like it’s nothing.

Timian’s gloved fingers start checking my anus, and the other nurse brings lubricant.

“I don’t know—”

“No vorries, only pleasure,” Dr. Moreau reassures, yet right now I don’t believe anything she says.

“Concentrate on your breasts,” she says, “zis all about breasts,” taking my focus from the elephant in the room.

I start feeling cold slickness down there, and I know already, there’s no turning back…

“Let it in, no resisting,” says Nurse Timian gently, and the way she says it… I trust her. She’s the only soft person in the room, my guardian angel.

I breathe out as I feel coldness at my entrance, the device penetrating slowly, and it’s strange, nothing more than that. Knowing it’s Nurse Timian doing it makes it feel exciting, yet I’m beating myself up for not taking care of my bush down there. How could I have known I’d be inspected like that?

“It’s fully inside,” says Timian, and I exhale in relief.

“See?” Dr. Moreau smiles, “Nothing special. Now ve turn on.”

I start to feel some kind of buzzing in my ass, almost tickling, and I would laugh if I dared.

“Five minutes of this,” Moreau says, checking her watch, then turning to the screen. “You must endure.”

I know these five minutes will feel like an eternity, but on the other hand, it could be worse. It’s strange to be like this, helpless, completely at the mercy of three very special ladies. I can take a little murmur in my ass. And the fact that they’re working hard to awaken my sexuality, well, that’s the hottest thing in a very long while.

After a minute, I start feeling my pelvic area buzz, and it’s a pleasant feeling, nothing too special.

“Her scent?” Dr. Moreau asks, and Nurse Akane steps to my crotch and puts her nose to my pussy.

“Whoa!” I scream inside, another surprise, just like that.

Nurse Akane straightens up, comes to the computer, and enters some data.

“Okay, not bad,” says Dr. Moreau, then turns to me. “Nurse Akane is a very special talent, yes? Her nose, like a wolf. Very rare.”

Jesus Christ, I can see the unconventional methods now. This woman just smelled my crotch and rated it?

“Oh,” I mumble, counting seconds in my head, trying to avoid reality completely.

“Oh la la, oui,” Dr. Moreau suddenly smiles, “Miss Clare, you leak already!”

I follow her gaze and, my goodness, my nipples are wet. Not damp, but wet!

“What the—” I whisper, the buzzing in my ass suddenly more prominent, the tiny waves spreading further, past my stomach. I feel my thighs trembling lightly, can’t stop it even if I try.

“The woman inside—is waking,” Dr. Moreau says to me, now suddenly her voice warm, her eyes full of life, evidently happy with the reaction of my body.

“Quick, nurses, don’t miss ze first spill,” she says, and the nurses come to my sides, holding mini soft cloths, padding the wetness around my nipples with careful touch.

Nurse Timian is so elegant, I watch her absorb my leaking, and she is so devoted, like it means something to her.

“Ohh,” I whimper weakly, my breathing at double speed, “what is going on?”

“We find the sweet spot,” Dr. Moreau says, looking at the screen, “now ve press harder.”

The air feels cold against my spread-out folds, reminding me I must be wet there. The humming in my ass intensifies, but all I can feel are two soft cloths on my nipples, watching fingers of those beautiful nurses play with my tits. They are too professional, too careful, I crave more, being tied up only intensifying my desire for a real touch.

“Why are my breasts leaking?”

“Every woman’s breasts leak, little one,” Dr. Moreau says like I’m stupid.

“Is it milk?”

“Not yet, but soon. Right now, just a rich hormonal discharge, full of life. You held it inside too long, petite. Taste it!”

Akane takes a glass tray, and nurses squeeze the cloths over it, producing two, maybe three drops of something onto the surface.

“Lick it,” Moreau says, fire in her eyes, like she’s jealous I get to do it.

“Okay?” I mutter, the glass nearing my mouth.

“Your true essence, would be a waste to throw away,” she says, and I lick it, it’s spicy, burns on my tongue.

“Rich, no?” Moreau smiles, “Years of energy, back in you, fueling your womanhood. Tomorrow you vill glow.”

The nurses look at me licking the glass, and I swear Timian is just a moment away from kissing me. What is with this woman? I feel more and more attraction to her, and the way she looks at me, is it mutual?

The humming in my ass grows even more prominent, and the tingling is spreading, my pussy vibrating with it, and it’s all snowballing exponentially.

“Shit,” I say aloud, the nurses parting as I crave more of their close attention.

But obviously, I’m not here to be pleased. I’m tied up, helpless, and now also damn well aroused.

“When do you unstrap me?” I ask, my words getting lost as soon as they exit my mouth. Frustration grows, I want to touch myself, I need to check the situation down there, my wetness, my open ass. My mind is overwhelmed, and the buzzing in me, it’s stronger with each second.

“Smell?” Dr. Moreau asks, and Nurse Akane again visits my crotch, inhaling deeply, then goes to the computer and enters her rating.

“Sacrebleu,” Dr. Moreau flinches, “now you are awake, non?”

“Ohhh my god,” my breath starts asking for forgiveness as the humming in me becomes all-consuming.

“You think you can’t feel? Can’t come? Think again!” she says like a villain from a movie that’s determined to destroy me under the grip of her command.

“How much time left?!” I ask, not sure if I can take more of this.

“Vhat how much? Look at your breasts, Mon Dieu!”

I look down, and my nipples are all wet again, leaking transparent streams in all directions, and I could swear I see a hint of white in there.

“Fuck, I can’t!”

“Look at her,” Dr. Moreau smirks, too much satisfaction in her eyes, “not just cured, but a true talent! Pad her more!”

The nurses are again on my breasts, collecting wetness, not wasting a single drop, their cloths teasing my nipples harder, and damn if I didn’t just feel that move directly in my clit.

“You said five minutes!” I utter, now my whole body trembling, buzzing, humming, making me go crazy.

“You want me to stop?”

“Ohhh…”

“Zis a yes?”

“No!” I almost scream out, terrified of the thought all this would suddenly end.

“Just as I thought,” she says, turning some knobs on the machines. “Endure.”

“How long?” I ask, hypnotized, as if any kind of time reference would make it easier.

“How long? Until you come, putain!” Dr. Moreau says with a patronizing tone, her determination melting what’s left of me.

“Ahhhh,” my eyes start closing, but I force them open, just to see the nurses on my breasts, and again I see my nipples leak, this time whiteness obviously mixing with the rest of the liquid. It’s so hot, it turns me on like nothing before, to see my breasts produce something that these two gorgeous nurses want to collect so thoroughly from my skin.

My nipples are hard as rocks, and Timian, this naughty girl, she brushes over it with her finger, teasing me on purpose, I know it. That single touch is like everything I’ve ever felt combined. I’m at the peak of my sensitivity, and a single touch on my clit would shatter me, make me erupt with all the suppressed sexual energy there is in me.

My body tenses up, my hands in fists as something starts collecting in my body, like it wants to leave me, but stay forever at the same time. Is this an orgasm? Am I going to come? But where? With all my body?

“Dear God, what is this?” I ask Timian, and she just smiles, padding my breast, her little cloth not able to hold any more of my milk.

“Squeeze onto her tongue,” Moreau orders, and both nurses reach to my mouth, and I just open, willing to do anything for them. I feel drops fall on my tongue, gliding down my throat, as they feed me with my own liquid femininity.

I start to tremble, twisting under the crazy stimulation, it’s overwhelming, sensory overdrive, and I just drown in endless tremor, wishing nothing more than a hand on my starving pussy.

“F-f-f-ffffucck!” escapes me in a long wave as it all becomes clear, what’s coming is an orgasm, and it’s everywhere, bending me like I’m on an electric chair, my eyes white, my nipples stiffening like they want to explode into nurses’ faces.

“Arrrrghhh!” I open my eyes and face Dr. Moreau, her sexy gaze on me as her routine is breaking me, making me powerless, lost in a whole-body climax that could knock down a house.

“Yes,” she says with endless confidence, “no one is immune to my methods.”

She turns off the machinery, a move of pure mercy, and I keep coming, yet I can’t touch myself, my eyes pleading the nurses to give me just a single fucking rub on my dripping, horny twat.

My “Ah, ahhh, ahhhhh,” fill the whole room, as I forget my name, still not knowing where I feel or what I feel, it’s just all over me, in me and outside.

“Smell?” Dr. Moreau asks as if it’s all just another day on her job, and Akane takes another long sniff. She gasps as she detects me, and I know there must be something there, because I see her smirk, an expression that was not there before.

She goes to the computer, enters the numbers, and Dr. Moreau sparks, “You impress me, little one. Zis more than what we anticipated, non?”

They could unstrap me, but they don’t because they want my body to calm down first, and that takes quite a while. Even with devices off, I can feel the buzzing, like it’s staying with me forever.

Nurse Akane slowly pulls out the anal stimulator, or whatever that hellish thing is, and I’m not sure I like the emptiness in me now. I just had my first real orgasm, and I feel like there’s so much more to explore, but they are already disconnecting me, like not giving me what I want is a freaking rule around here.

Timian detaches the electrodes from my breasts. I look at them, wet again, whiteness pooling, and it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Zis a lot,” Dr. Moreau looks at them with utter interest, “I never see zis much on first session. Special,” she says to my eyes, like she wants to do more to me. So why doesn’t she?

“Unstrap her,” she commands, now her hands on me, wiping my tits with a towel. I’m just a toy to her, I can feel it in her touch.

My limbs get unstrapped, and I don’t want to move, still vibrating inside, hoping that any of these women would show mercy and touch me, wherever, however, I don’t care.

“Now rest, little one,” Dr. Moreau says loudly and leaves the room.

I am shocked by the devastating loneliness I suddenly feel. Is it really over? Just like that?

The nurses roll me on a wheelchair and bring me back to my room, the endless buzzing still in my ears, my skin, my tits, my ass. I just came in front of them, naked, spread out, and we’re all acting like nothing happened?

I go under the blanket, ruined, sleep the only thing on my mind, a lot of it. I’m far from being able to answer the only question on my mind—what the fuck just happened?


DAY 1: DOCTOR’S NOTES 

DR. MOREAU

Parbleu! This little Clare, she is… incroyable! Leaking milk on her first day, her breasts responding so soon? Mon Dieu, she is a rare one, truly special. She arrives so quiet, so numb, her body asleep to desire, yet in our first session, she breaks through like a storm. I vatch her, strapped to the chair, her skin sweating, and I am stunned.

But what captivates me more is her little hairy pussy, spread open, radiating heat that fills ze room. Diabolique!

Nurse Akane, she reports the scent—potent, wild—and I see her face crack into a smile. A smile! Akane never smiles, yet Clare’s pheromones, they are the most primal, the most intoxicating, drawing a smile even from the face of stone. I vant to try too!

It is a delight to work with such a volcano of lust, a talent Clare does not even know she possesses. I must stay focused, guide her to full awakening, but her fire—c’est magnifique. I feel the pull, her raw energy testing me, weakening my control.

I curse the years between us. She is so young, too young, out of reach for me. The age gap, zis wrong for me to want her? Yet my body aches for her, making me feel young again. Her pussy, her scent—it calls to me! And vhat I do? Nothing? Can I hold myself back?

Putain, Beatrize, you’re a professional! Oh, but this kitty, she is a challenge, I admit. I vill experiment more, push her limits, see how far her lust can burn. Tomorrow, I delve deeper, and I cannot wait. I vill uncover every secret her body holds. She is a masterpiece already—but I vill shape her even more, turn her into a sex goddess!


DAY 1: EVENING MASSAGE 

NURSE TIMIAN

I knock softly on Clare’s door, but no answer comes. I ease it open, peering inside. She’s still sleeping, poor thing, sprawled across the bed. Little Clare, exhausted from our session, yet so beautiful it catches my breath.

I step closer, and I feel warmth in my chest. I never feel this way about participants, but she’s different—innocent in her rest, yet I know the fire in her. Those lips, so soft now, turn wild, slutty in the treatment room, curling into vulgar moans that echo her insatiable soul. I was lucky to see her naked today, her ungodly scent still lingering in my mind.

I hope Dr. Moreau makes me work more with her; moments with treasures like Clare make this job a privilege. I clutch the hormonal cream in my hand. We can’t miss this application, it’s vital for her progress. Should I do it while she sleeps?

“Oh?” Clare stirs, her eyes fluttering open, and my heart skips at their warmth. God, those eyes could undo me.

“Time for breast massage,” I say, keeping my voice steady, hiding the flutter her gaze sparks.

She sits up, confused, her clinic shirt clinging to her chest—wet, stained with milk.

“Oh, I’m wet?” she says, glancing down.

Yes, you sure are, you naughty thing, I think as my pulse quickens again.

“Is this… normal?” she asks quietly, still waking up.

I nod, stepping closer, daring to reach for her shirt.

“Let’s check,” I say, my fingers itching to see her gorgeous breasts again.

Even through the fabric, I can tell they’re fuller, heavier, sweeter, blooming. I steady my hands, reminding myself to stay professional, but Clare’s allure tests every ounce of my restraint.

I peel off her shirt, and her breasts bounce into view, their motion graceful like a symphony. My fingers brush them lightly, testing their weight, and jeez, they’re so much heavier, swollen from the hormones and sleep.

“The sleep works wonders, Clare,” I say, reaching for the cream, my voice steady despite the heat pooling in me.

“Why are they bigger?” she asks, her confusion endearing, her eyes wide with curiosity.

I get it—her body’s transformation must feel surreal.

“Don’t worry, they’ll settle a few days after treatment,” I reassure her.

“Oh,” she says, a smile breaking through, “I could get used to them like this.”

She laughs lightly, and I feel a spark, a connection. She’s relaxed with me, trusting, and my heart is thrilled by that.

“Cream?” I ask, holding the tube, my hands trembling slightly.

She nods and leans back on her arms, her chest thrust forward, inviting me. She wants me to do it? I’ll gladly feel those gorgeous mounds again, diving my hands into their fullness. My creamed palms meet her skin, and her breasts yield, soft and heavy, sinking into my touch.

My clit twitches, a jolt of desire I can’t ignore, and I’m dripping for her, my body betraying me. God, why does she affect me like this?

I knead slowly, my fingers gliding, savoring every curve, her stiffened nipples tingling my palms through the thick layer of cream. I circle, cup her more than I should, feeling every subtle shift of her flesh.

Her breath hitches, and I wonder if she feels it too—this current between us. I’m going mad, my professionalism fraying, and I know I’ll need a week off after she leaves to clear my head. For now, I focus on the rhythm of my hands, praying I can keep my composure while her body sings under my touch.

As I press gently, Clare’s nipples stiffen even more, and milk leaks out, white streams trickling down her skin, slow and mesmerizing, until they reach her belly.

“So full,” I murmur, my hands still cradling her heavy breasts, unwilling to let go.

She giggles, a sound so cute it tugs at my heart, and wipes the milk with the blanket, her fingers trembling slightly.

“This is so very new to me,” she says, her voice soft, almost awed, and I can tell my grip satisfies her, easing the tension coiled in her body.

“Do you like it?” I ask, my fingers circling her nipples softly before applying pressure from the sides, coaxing more milk.

“The massage? Very much,” she replies, her eyes dodging mine, shy but honest.

“Oh, great,” I say, smiling, “I mean the lactation, having milk in your… breasts.”

Her cheeks flush red in an instant, and my own pulse races, knowing she loves my hands on her full, swollen tits.

“Seeing, feeling them leak… it’s so… personal,” she says, her words trailing into a soft moan that sends a shiver through me.

I know exactly what she feels; I came to work here after my own treatment a year ago. My nerves awakened just like hers. I know her sensitive breasts, blooming under the therapy, carry my touch through her entire body, sparking every nerve. She probably feels me in her pussy, too.

My panties grow damp just thinking about it, her response fueling my own fire. I knead more slowly, savoring the weight of her breasts, the slick warmth of the cream, the faint drip of her milk. It’s intimate, too intimate, and I’m just thankful to be able to witness this.

“Do you like your… job?” she asks politely, but there’s a challenge in her gaze.

“Would you like me to massage your yoni too?” The words slip from my mouth before I can stop them, reckless and raw.

“My what?”

Christ, I actually said it! My heart pounds, but there’s no turning back—I want this, want to touch her more.

“You know, there… You’d need to lower your pants for that,” I say, my voice trembling.

Her eyes meet mine, and the connection is electric, like she sees straight into my soul. I feel exposed, but if this bond I sense is real, she’ll let me. If not, I’ll survive the rejection—just please, don’t tell Dr. Moreau.

She exhales, her lip quivering, her warm, sweet breath brushing my face. Her hand moves slowly to the edge of her pajamas, and my breath catches. Is she really lowering them?

Her gaze holds mine, unwavering, and my hands pause on her milk-slick breasts, my mind spiraling. I glance down as she parts her thighs, her untamed dark pussy visible, inviting my touch.

My hand slides from her breast, trailing cream and milk across her belly, leaving a glistening path. I reach her bush, and Clare twitches, biting her lip, her eyes still locked on mine. Is this really happening?

My fingers hover, trembling, just above her skin, the heat of her body radiating against my hand. I pull my hand back, my heart racing, and quickly scoop more cream into my palm, the cool texture grounding me. I return to her skin, going directly for her slickness, smearing the cream over her hairy details. Her wetness is coming through; I can feel it instantly.

“Ohhhh,” she whispers, as her slickness mixes with the cream, her eyes flashing that wild, slutty spark I saw in the treatment room. How is this girl here for awakening? She’s alive, responsive, craving every touch. Is she responding like this only for me?

My fingers tremble as I spread the cream, carefully sliding a finger into her, and out, just to see her reaction. Her hips shift slightly, inviting, and I feel my own arousal pulse, my panties wetting as I’m losing myself in her.

“Do you like that?” I ask, my voice shaky, betraying my desire.

Clare knows this is beyond routine—she must—but her lips curve into a shy smile. “More,” she whispers, her gaze holding mine, bold and vulnerable.

I press the cream into her skin, circling with my fingers, letting her absorb the cream, the hormones, feeding her pussy with creamy intensity.

Her breath is deeper, louder, a soft moan slipping out, as I glide inside her again. This time, I have two fingers in her, slowly fucking her deep, having her hooked on my grip.

“Mmmm,” her mouth spills a song of desire, and my body responds, a rush of warmth flooding me, making me tremble.

I want to devour her with my eyes, my mouth, but I force myself to focus on the massage, the cream, the therapy.

Her breasts leak more intensely now, telling me how aroused she is, milk dripping to her belly in rich streams. I know her nerves are waking, sending my touch through her entire body. I’m drowning in her response, my professionalism gone, but I hold on, praying this moment stays our secret.

“Dr. Moreau doesn’t need to know,” I tell her when she opens her eyes, my fingers slipping in and out, rubbing in the cream, hoping she feels at least half of my pleasure.

“I looove that,” she says seductively, her smile a little lost as I experiment with my creamy fingers, gliding in and out of her depths, now her heat messed up with all the cream and slickness and even milk that’s reaching down to her pussy.

Bang!

The door swings open, and my heart stops as Dr. Moreau strides in, her eyes sharp with that piercing gaze.

“Oh la la! Bon sang!”

I yank my hand from Clare’s warmth, the cream slick on my fingers, and jump back, my blood freezing.

Clare pulls up her pajamas in a flash, her breasts still glistening with milk and cream.

“Vhat is this?” Moreau demands, her French accent slicing through the air like a knife. Her eyes flick from my trembling hands to Clare’s flushed skin, and I swear she knows.

“Nurse Timian, you apply the cream? Since vhen do ve do it like that?”

My stomach twists—I’m so busted.

“Participants do zis themselves, you just assist, non?”

Clare looks at me, her breath shaky, but Moreau steps closer, her presence overwhelming.

“Clare, stand,” she orders.

I want to protest, to shield our secret, but my voice catches. Poor Clare rises slowly, her eyes darting to mine as if seeking approval, but I’m helpless, just like her.

Moreau’s gaze narrows, and she gestures for Clare to lower her pants again.

“I check ze application,” she says, clinical but probing.

Clare complies, her cheeks scarlet, revealing the cream smeared across her pubic hair.

Moreau’s lips twitch, not quite a smile. “Nurse Timian, you disappoint me,” she hisses, her fingers grazing Clare’s thigh, inspecting the slick residue.

My heart pounds—I know I went too far.

“You breach ze protocol,” she says, her eyes locking on mine, a spark of intrigue in them. “Tomorrow, ve change the session for Clare. You vill assist.”

I will? What does that mean? Why does it sound like a punishment? My throat is dry, my body still humming from Clare’s warmth.

Dr. Moreau looks at Clare, then at me again, and I can’t figure it out. Is she jealous? A creeping silence fills the room as she says nothing more, exiting slowly, as if daring us to speak. I wouldn’t dare, nor would Clare.

The door clicks shut, and I turn to Clare, my heart pounding. She’s visibly shaken, but a faint smile curves under those gorgeous eyes, stirring me all over again.

“Shit, I’m so sorry,” I blurt, frantically wiping the cream from my fingers onto a paper towel, desperate to erase the evidence of our moment.

“Please, don’t be,” she says, her voice soft but sincere, and I feel it—what we shared here on her bed, it was so damn real!

My mind races with forbidden ideas of what I’d do with her if we weren’t in this clinic, but I’m shaking, barely able to think. I grab my supplies, avoiding her gaze, my professionalism in tatters.

“Will you—” she wants to say something, but I cut her off.

“Make sure the cream soaks into your breasts completely, okay?” I say at the door, my voice unsteady, barely meeting her eyes.

I shut the door before she can respond. Now the door is closed, and I can finally inhale air. Fuck! I was so busted right now. I might lose my job because of it. But that’s not why I’m shaking. There’s only one thing on my mind—oh my—Clare! She just let me finger her!


DAY 2: MORNING MASSAGE 

CLARE

I wake up feeling like I slept on the softest bed ever, the clinic’s mattress hugging me perfectly. This breast cream is wild—my tits are warm, tingling, begging me to touch them. It’s like I’m a new person, buzzing with a sexy thrill that makes me want to explore. No more heavy block stopping me; now there’s this rush, like I can finally feel possibilities, options, and it’s so damn refreshing.

Then Timian floods my mind, a bittersweet flash from yesterday—shit, what was that? Her gorgeous face, her touch massaging me, crossing all the lines just to be closer to me, so intense it felt unreal. Wait, was it a dream? My pussy tingles at the memory, and I ache for her. But before I can sort it out, Dr. Moreau strides in, and I freeze, my heart racing, unsure what’s coming. Is my punishment starting?

Her face surprises me today, softer, warm, and relief washes over me, loosening the knot in my chest.

“Good morning, petite, how was your sleep?” she asks, her voice smooth, but her eyes are scanning me like she’s reading every thought I have about Timian. Or maybe I’m just imagining it.

I swallow hard, my nipples hardening under the thin clinic shirt, increasingly sensitive from the cream’s effects.

“I slept really well, thank you,” I say as Moreau sits on my bed, her presence pulling me back to that first meeting—she’s commanding, but warm again, sexy as hell, her energy making my cheeks flush.

“Sleep works wonders, just like our treatment,” she says with an enchanting smile, her beauty hitting me hard, stirring the same need that led me to this clinic in the first place.

We both glance at my breasts, my wet shirt calling for attention, and she peels it off without asking, saying, “Leaking is normal, women’s hormones do zis.”

She’s gentle, her touch motherly, warm, nothing like I saw in the treatment room yesterday. My tits tumble out, feeling heavier, and she murmurs, “Oh, beautiful,” her eyes locked on them, not touching, just staring, her gaze making my pussy throb.

Everyone here seems to rave about my breasts, and I’m starting to believe them. I’m starting to feel like it all accumulates here, in my chest—the love, the passion, the lust, my femininity.

“Look,” she says, her voice catching, and it’s wild to see this fierce woman seem vulnerable, though I don’t get why she’d feel that way with me.

“Ze sessions, zey are direct, raw. It’s my job, and I…” she trails off, her eyes flicking to my lips, then meeting mine again.

“You can trust me, yes?”

“I do,” I mumble, almost wanting to comfort her, yet I don’t even know why. “I mean, I trust you, Miss Moreau, I feel great here.”

Her smile softens, but there’s something in her look, like she’s wrestling with more than she’s saying, and the uncertainty is making my head spin.

She leans closer, I sense her warm breath, and my heart stops—fuck, is she going to kiss me? Her lips, so close, feel like a promise, my bare breasts aching for her hands, my dry lips desperate for her saliva.

But no, this is insane, a goddess like Moreau wanting me? I must be losing it. It can’t be real, yet my pussy can’t resist, tingling with desperate hope. A moment stretches like forever, then she pulls back, her scent fading, leaving a hollow ache in my chest.

Why? Should I have done something? Have I missed it? I’m left reeling, craving her touch as she snaps back to her composed self, saying, “But still, rules are rules. Today, you and Nurse Timian, together, tested vhat you’re made of.”

I want to speak, to ask what she means, but words choke in my throat as she stands, her softness replaced by that commanding air, leaving me dangling in confusion.

“Use the cream, like Timian instructed,” she says, almost out the door, then she pauses. “I mean, just ze breasts, yes?”

My cheeks flush, and no, it was not a dream, Nurse Timian really did rub the cream on my pussy, it’s confirmed now. But right now, my heart is racing for this older woman, who just tried to open up before me, and I’m dying at the thought that I missed an opportunity.

Dr. Moreau exits and leaves me wondering so many things at once. Was that desire in her eyes, or am I imagining it? At this crazy clinic, everything seems to be charged with sexual energy, even the slightest eye contact.

I’m stuck, my mind a mess, wondering not just about the next session with Timian but about Moreau’s truth—what’s she hiding behind that fierce, teasing mask, and why does it feel like it has something to do with me?


DAY 2: SECOND THERAPY SESSION 

CLARE

Nurse Akane leads me into Treatment Room 2, her silent steps unnerving, and I freeze at the sight: two gynecological chairs, strapped and padded, facing each other.

“Come in,” Dr. Moreau says, her fake-friendly tone not hiding the fire in her eyes as she glances at Timian, already standing there, legs tense, her quick look at me full of heat and nerves.

Are we really getting punished? This is a sex clinic, right? They already woke my sexual energy more than I ever expected, so why punish us now?

“Strip, both,” Moreau orders, and my cheeks burn, humiliation mixing with a dirty thrill.

I catch Timian’s eyes, and there’s a spark. I sure want to see her naked—and her eyes are telling me we’re on the same page. I know I’ll get something out of this, already. But at what cost?

I pull off my damp shirt, my nipples hardening immediately, just being close to Timian enough to dampen further.

I watch her strip, her uniform falling, her full breasts spilling free, oh my, can I even take this? She hesitates, just her panties left, eyes flicking to mine, then hooks her fingers into the waistband and slides them down, revealing her femininity, giving me a heart attack. My goodness, she’s stunning, my body screaming to stare, but I force my gaze away, not wanting Dr. Moreau to catch the raw hunger pulsing through me.

Doctor’s eyes command us to move to the chairs, my thighs trembling as I climb on, my skin beginning to sweat.

I watch Timian climb up too, and it’s mesmerizing, I want to study her, watch her move, bare. Making us stare at each other’s naked bodies—that’s no punishment, this much I can tell.

Dr. Moreau looks content. “You vill face each ozzer, legs spread, no hiding.” Her voice is cold, but there’s a glint in her eyes, like she’s feeding off our tension, as Timian and I are settled, bodies trembling, both of us exposed, waiting silently.

Moreau straps Timian to the chair, her legs forced wide, and I can’t look away—her pussy’s shaved smooth with a perfect strip of dark hair above her clit, screaming for my touch. And she’s glistening already. I know her so well, like she’s me, she’s aroused by all this.

Akane’s hands move on me now, strapping my wrists, my ankles, spreading my thighs until I’m helplessly open, mirroring Timian’s vulnerable state, but I barely register Akane’s closeness because Timian’s exposed heat consumes me. I catch her eyes dart to my pussy, lingering, then flicking away, only to return with a hunger that feels like a stroke on my clit. It’s so hot seeing her watch me like that, but I can’t show her, I’m embarrassed of my untamed bush compared to her perfection.

“You vant to break rules and give in to pleasure?” Moreau hisses, as she looms over us, her eyes glinting with control. “Only on my terms!”

She steps back, surveying our spread bodies, and I feel Timian’s gaze burning into me, my pussy throbbing under it, both of us trapped, increasingly wet even before anything happened. I see Timian’s chest breathe heavily as we ache for what Moreau will do next.

“Look at these two glistening pussies. You two think you know arousal? Non!” Moreau snaps, glaring at us. “First, you learn control. Nipples!”

She and Akane grab tweezers with thin wires, clipping them onto our nipples with a sharp pinch that makes me gasp. “Ouch,” I whisper, too scared to protest louder.

The grip is intense, squeezing my damp nipples, and a faint trickle of milk leaks around the metal’s bite, my breasts throbbing as Moreau stares at the monitor, ignoring us like we’re just data.

I exhale, blowing the pain away, feeding off the sight of Timian’s pussy so open before me, making my mouth water.

“You are connected now,” the doctor says, her voice cold. “Electric current, one body to ze other, back and forth. Let’s see if you arouse each ozzer like you think.”

She flips a switch, and a light electric pulse zips through my breasts, sharp and hot, definitely not starting low. I look at Timian, her face a mess of shock and heat, her nipples clamped, and I wonder if this is new for her—has she ever been wired up like this, her body trembling under Moreau’s cruel game?

My nipples burn under the tweezers’ grip, but Timian’s spread-out body in front of me—her glistening slit, her innocent eyes dodging mine only to lock on again—makes the pain a twisted thrill.

“Smell?” Moreau barks, like she’s got us cornered, and Akane leans in, sniffing my pussy with that eerie calm, then moves to Timian, her nose hovering over her wet heat. Holy shit, I envy Akane so much right now. I want to tear these straps off, to bury my face in Timian’s warmth and breathe her in myself, my clit pulsing viciously at the thought.

The electric tingle in my breasts spikes as Akane steps to the computer, typing data that makes Moreau’s face twist into a frown.

“Putain,” she mutters, a sly smile creeping in as she looks at Akane. “You sure?”

Akane nods, and Moreau rips off her glasses, glaring at me. “You dirty girls, you really are synced. We vill see for how long.”

She twists a knob, and Timian lets out a loud “Ohhh,” her eyes dropping to her breasts, the electric current hitting us hard now, my own body jolting with hers.

Dr. Moreau twists a knob on our chairs, and my knees jerk back, thighs spreading wider, my ass lifting, exposed, and I already know what’s coming. I want to scream in protest, but Timian’s sinful ass, thrust out in front of me, stops me cold—her glistening crotch, dripping, begging to be touched, makes my pussy throb so hard I can’t ruin this. Is she getting a stimulator in her ass, right where I can see? Fuck, I might die watching this.

“Your breasts are feeding each ozzer,” Moreau says, stepping closer, holding two silver devices linked by a wire, her voice smug. “But zis is only half ze story. I ordered these specially for you two, misbehaving girls!”

She brandishes the devices proudly, and my eyes lock on Timian’s twitching lips—she’d smile if the electric current surging through our nipples wasn’t so intense. I can’t stop staring at her perfect asshole, her intoxicating pussy spread wide, dripping for my gaze, every wet fold a torment in this insane session.

“Insert,” Moreau commands, and Akane puts the silver device onto Timian’s asshole, and my heart jumps, wanting to see every detail of it. I feel Timian’s eyes on me, even a faint smile curling up her lips, but I can’t lose focus, I need to see this. Akane pushes slowly, and that little hole starts eating the device, swallowing it, the sight so freaking disarming that my mouth drops open, barely registering Moreau’s push into me.

I’m used to the intrusion now, but the wire linking my ass to Timian’s sends my mind into a wild spiral, my pussy dripping as I imagine her feeling me through it.

“We’ll get to ze bottom of this,” Moreau says, flipping the switch, and a buzzing fills my abdomen, wilder than last time—erratic, unpredictable, making my nerves scream.

“You feel each ozzer now?” she asks, her French accent sharp, and I lock eyes with Timian, naughty smile on her lips that mirrors my own—fuck, this is the hottest thing we could’ve dreamed up, our bodies synced in this twisted, pulsing mess.

“Well? Why so silent?” Moreau snaps, her voice exploding like she’s got us beat, her eyes boring into me until I manage a weak, “Yes.”

“Yes, what?” she demands, frustration dripping from her words.

“I can feel her,” I mutter, my pussy clenching as Timian’s eyes soften, her body sensing my anal pulses, just as I feel hers surging back, our connection a live wire of heat and need.

“This is crazy,” Timian breathes, and I grin, knowing she feels me deep, the pleasure weaving through our breasts and asses, our nervous systems crashing together in one sinful, electric blast.

“You think zis is funny?” Moreau growls at our smirks, twisting the knobs higher, and we both moan, loud and raw, like it’s the first sound we’ve ever made, our bodies trembling under the intensified buzz.

The buzzing in my ass grows sharper, and I can’t tear my eyes from Timian’s dripping pussy, her slickness sliding down to her naughty hole, glistening under the harsh lights. Her eyes flutter shut, her breasts trembling, nipples painfully tight under the tweezers, and I ache for her, hoping she’s drowning in the same wild pleasure that’s burning through me.

My breasts are leaking with each pulse Timian’s delicious body sends me, my clit throbbing as our whole bodies dance in rhythm to this sinful ballet.

“Ze scent?” Moreau demands, and Akane leans in, her nose so close to my clit that I silently beg for her touch, the unbearable heat pooling where she hovers. She inhales, looking me in the eye, her look too knowing. Her face shakes subtly, she nods, her dark eyes locking on mine with a flicker of something unspoken—God, what?

Then she moves to Timian, sniffing her exposed, dripping pussy with slow, deliberate inhales, her silence louder than ever as she takes in every inch of her scent.

“Well?” Moreau snaps, her voice sharp with impatience, as if Akane is lingering over Timian’s horny snatch for too long, and hell, I don’t blame her—I could spend a whole day lost in that perfect, glistening chaos.

Akane types data into the computer, and Moreau goes quiet, her face tightening like she’s pissed, but I’m too far gone to care, my arousal snowballing. Timian’s breaths become heavy, and her soft whimpers hit me hard, my thighs quaking, my pussy dripping so desperately for her I can barely think.

I glance down, watching Timian’s ass clench around the buzzing device, sending pulses straight into me, raw data I’d rather taste with my tongue.

“I don’t know what to do with you two,” Moreau says, her voice thick with frustration. “Akane? Are zey really such a perfect match?”

Akane nods, her dark eyes unreadable, and I feel the weight of our synced desire, like it’s mocking Moreau’s control.

“Never in my twenty years at zis clinic have I seen such a thing!” Dr. Moreau exclaims, her fingers pounding the keyboard like she’s desperate to disprove the data.

“I can’t beat zis, but I can destroy it,” she says, a vicious smile curling her lips as she turns to Akane. “You, spoil zeir fun. Rub your pussy against theirs.”

What is going on? Is there any end to the perversions of Dr. Moreau? How does she even come up with ideas like that? And why is my pussy so happy about it?

My body arches, a shockwave of heat ripping through my chest as I feel another strong pulse through the wires, my leaking nipples and buzzing ass screaming.

And Akane—holy fuck—she smiles hearing Moreau’s order, her cold emotion cracking, and I’m teetering on the edge of an orgasm just sensing the idea of seeing yet another bare pussy.

Akane, eager now, steps to me, yanking up her nurse skirt and pulling her panties aside, revealing her wild mound. Fuck me. This is a new level now. Timian is meant to be, but Akane, she’s like a doll, not a single spot on her perfect skin, owning a pussy from a damn lexicon.

My eyes widen, sweat seeping through my skin, breasts drowning in whiteness as I try to process this visual and sensory overload. I could swear I feel an orgasm nearing, unsure if it’s mine or Timian’s pulsing through our wired connection.

Akane’s pussy’s edge grazes my clit, and she starts rubbing, a devastating rhythm that sets my whole body on fire, finally giving me what I crave all this time—a damn touch!

“You never say anything,” I tell her, my words fading into a moan as I want to talk to this beauty, who so relentlessly offered to kiss my clit with her heat.

“Akane is mute,” Dr. Moreau says, her eyes on our indecent collision, biting her lip.

Mute? This gorgeous woman with special powers can’t speak, and for some reason that just makes her even hotter.

My moans mix with Timian’s as I glimpse her writhing, her wet heat clenching, both of us lost in this insane, pulsing madness. Akane is still on me, and seeing her in this vulnerable position, brushing me, makes my arousal spike off the charts.

“Enough!” Moreau’s yell rips me from delirium just seconds later. “She must not come!”

And fuck, now it is punishment, raw and cruel. Akane’s clit was grinding on mine, her slick Asian heat mixing with mine, and then—gone, snatched away like candy from a kid.

It’s not fair, my body screams, my clamped nipples leaking in protest.

“Ohhh!” Timian moans, her voice shaky, and I see how deeply she’s touched by all this, her pussy glistening brighter, her ass clenching around the buzzing device, chewing it. Maybe I just sent my own orgasm through the wire to her, I don’t know—how could I know anything right now?

“Her too, quickly!” Moreau orders, and Akane moves fast, pressing her wet snatch against Timian’s. There’s no way Timian can hold back—her clit’s too excited, and I feel her climax hit instantly through our connection, her ass twitching, her moans loud and broken as Akane’s slightest rub sends her over the edge.

My own pussy throbs, jealous, desperate, as I watch Timian’s breasts shake wildly, her body shuddering in the straps. Dr. Moreau has glassy eyes, and I can’t decide, is she aroused? Or is she losing it over the unbreakable connection I have with Timian?

Timian’s orgasm keeps crashing through her, Akane’s pussy grinding against hers, and it’s too hot to watch—my own climax hits, milky streams pouring from my breasts, my ass buzzing wildly as I let out a surrendering cry, “Ahh, aahhh!”

Akane glances at me, her eyes sharp, and swings her hips back, her willing clit rubbing mine again, smearing her and Timian’s slickness over me, her vulgar folds sending me spiraling into a hell of pleasure.

“Vhat are you doing, parbleu!” Moreau shouts, her voice jarring Akane off me, leaving me mid-orgasm, trembling, my pussy aching for any touch to finish what she started.

“I didn’t order zat, get away from her!” Akane steps back, and I see Timian straining against her straps, her body still fighting through her climax, while I’m lost in my own pulsing pleasure, feeling her through the wires, while Akane’s sweet pussy scent lingers on my throbbing skin.

“You are all useless,” Moreau snaps, frustrated, fumbling with straps around her waist, though I can’t see what. “You think she’s yours?” she growls, shoving Akane aside to claim the space between my legs.

My body’s still shaking, the anal device pulsing in time with Timian’s fading moans, and I’m desperate, my clit pulsing, pleading helplessly for more as Moreau’s presence looms, heavy and commanding.

“You vant to come? Only for me,” she hisses, and I catch a glimpse of something white dangling from her waist, making my pussy clench with need.

She lands it on my pussy and I see it now—a white strap-on dildo attached to her, ready to wreck me.

“You know nothing about satisfaction,” Moreau sneers, positioning the tip of her dong on my swollen clit, brushing it, the anal buzzing blurring the line between my endless orgasm and a new one begging to start.

“Look at zis, merde,” she says, eyeing my dripping pussy, “no lube needed,” her smirk wicked as she teases my folds with the strap-on.

It’s just a thing, lifeless, but on Moreau, it’s alive, pulsing with her dominance, and God, I need her inside me now.

“Such a beautiful hairy pussy needs filling, non?” she asks, and I nod frantically, wishing the straps would snap so I could claw her closer, her slow tease driving me insane with want.

Moreau leans in, her deep breaths reaching my face, and slides the strap-on in, slow at first. Damn, it’s big, but I’m spread so wide she can stretch me well, making my pussy grip it with all it’s got. The anal device hums harder, syncing with Timian’s soft whimpers across from me.

“You feel zis, Timian?” the doctor growls as my heat adapts, thrusts becoming deeper, faster, and I moan, my milk-soaked tits bouncing, the electric current in my nipples spiking. I can’t see Timian, but I hear her voice, perfectly in sync with Moreau’s slams in me, wired connection amplifying every thrust into a shared, shattering pleasure that’s pushing us both to the edge again.

“Yes, petite, lost for words, non?” Moreau purrs, her scent washing over me as she pulls out, leaving me empty again, the strap-on grazing my clit, dragging out my ruin again.

“Please,” I whimper, milk pooling under my back, my tits red and pouring white streams, my ass clenching so tight the device could break, only to send new shocks straight to Timian, her moans matching my rhythm like we’re one.

“So connected, non? Zis a pleasure to have such talents on my session,” Moreau taunts, sliding her cock over my pulsing clit, and Timian’s cries grow louder, her body straining.

“Mmmmm,” I mumble, the buzzing in my ass roaring, no clue where this is going.

“More,” Timian begs, and Moreau snaps, “More?” turning to her, the strap-on now teasing Timian’s dripping pussy, drawing devastated moans.

“Here, putain!” she shouts, thrusting hard into Timian, undoing her instantly, Timian’s screams pulsing through my ass, my pussy weeping as we both start coming again from that single penetration.

Moreau starts pounding Timian, her thrusts merciless, and I feel every one deep in my ass, my whole belly, my own climax burning, my clit screaming for the strap-on still slick from Timian’s pussy.

“You don’t own her! I do!” Moreau snarls at me, pulling out of Timian and slamming the dildo into me, fast and deep, my screams tearing free as my milk sprays, my body shaking against the straps, a new wave of orgasm climaxing over my previous climax. It’s a complete chaos of lust and sensations, and I’m not sure I can take it any longer.

Timian’s moans keep echoing mine in a shared, unstoppable orgasm that proves our sync is unbreakable, no matter how hard Moreau tries to claim us.

Dr. Moreau pulls out the anal stimulator from my ass. “Incorrigible,” she says, positioning her dildo on my dark spot.

“Wait!” I exclaim, I saw that thing, it barely fit into my spread pussy, there is no way it would go into my ass.

“Yes?” she asks, the tip of her dildo not showing any hesitation against my asshole.

“It won’t go,” I try to say, not quite sure if I believe what I say or what I feel.

“A slut like you, don’t worry, can handle it,” says Dr. Moreau.

A slut? Dear lord, what on earth is going on here? Not in a single point of my life would I tolerate someone calling me that, but hearing Dr. Moreau say it—I’m happy to believe her. I came here looking for trouble, and not just that I found it, my breasts are leaking, my ass is being stretched, and this older woman, a sex goddess, is calling me a slut so deliciously.

“Fuck me then,” I tell her, and my pussy squirts slickness onto her, that’s how much it’s excited about it.

“Haha, oui! That’s the spirit, petite!” says Dr. Moreau, her waist leaning against me, sliding that big thing deeper into my surrendering ass.

“Fuck!” I exclaim, my eyes rolling back as I start to realize the full size of it.

“Yes! Now you are awake, non?” this sexy doctor says to my face, shooting flashes from her eyes. “From beginner to expert in just two days!” she exclaims, claiming me inch by inch, making my ass stretch, making me swallow her oversized thing.

My body’s a trembling wreck, Moreau’s strap-on relentless in my ass, each thrust opening me wider, swallowing her rhythm as my clamped nipples pulse with electric shocks, still wired to Timian. I barely register her moans through my haze, like I’ve died and come back.

“We’ll find your limits,” Moreau growls, the buzzing in my breasts spiking, dragging a climax from some primal core I didn’t know existed.

My pussy’s dripping relentlessly, my spine arching as I moan, “I think—I think we found them,” only to feel her fingers graze my clit, shattering me into another orgasm—yes, another one—that leaves me gasping, my milk-soaked tits heaving, my soul slipping away.

“Oh, la la! Beau!” Moreau purrs, rubbing my clit just after she takes her dick out of me, to see me gape. Her strap-on finds its way inside me again, pounding, and I’m gone, senses fried, my body a puddle of spent fluids, every nerve screaming overload.

I force my eyes to focus on her, her fierce grin dominating me, fucking me into oblivion. Timian’s cries cut through, driving me even wilder, and I’m caught in this endless loop of merciless pleasure, my pussy spasming.

I’m shattering, climaxing over Moreau’s strap-on, my pussy spilling slickness onto her fingers, a white-hot light searing through me, awakening something raw and alive that’ll never sleep again. Even as she slides out of my ass, I clench around nothing, my body trapped in a relentless orgasm, quaking, spent.

“Detach zem,” Moreau orders Akane to save my life, her voice sharp, “I’m done wiz her—she’s as awake as she’ll ever be,” and I’m left panting, my nerves fried, my soul reshaped.

Cramps climb up my body, muscles twitching as Nurse Akane unstraps me, her hands steady as she guides me to roll from the chair into a wheelchair positioned beside it. I can’t tell if I’m still coming or just collapsed, a ruined mess from the endless buzzing and pounding.

I glimpse Timian, her face flushed, exhausted, trying to stand but slumping back onto the chair, her eyes meeting mine in a shared, shattered haze.

Akane wheels me away, and I collapse deeper into the chair, my vision blurring, not able to even return a broken smile to Timian, who looks at me like she worships me.

It feels like I won’t even remember this as sleep starts claiming me before we reach my room, leaving me to wonder later if all this was even real or some fevered, orgasmic hallucination.




END OF PART 1




Stay tuned for Part 2, where Clare’s unleashed pussy casts a spell, her insatiable lust shattering Dr. Moreau’s iron control. Their attraction grows unstoppable, but can they become true lovers? Flaming chaos erupts in the clinic, as the staff surrender to the soaking consequences of their own treatment.








Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a 5-star review! Thank you! ;)
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