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1 - BECCA’S FIRST GYNO EXAM

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Speculum / Fingering / Dildo / Anal

The sterile, antiseptic scent of the clinic filled her lungs, a smell that did nothing to calm the frantic beating of her heart. Becca shifted on the crinkling paper covering the examination table, her palms damp. She was nineteen, and this was her first pelvic exam. The nerves were bad enough. Then the door opened.

Dr. Shawn Clink was nothing like she’d imagined. He was young, for one, probably in his early thirties, with dark, neatly styled hair and sharp, intelligent eyes that crinkled at the corners when he offered her a reassuring smile. He was, undeniably, handsome. The knowledge sent a fresh wave of heat up her neck, settling in her cheeks.

“Becca? I’m Dr. Clink,” he said, his voice a smooth, calm baritone that seemed to vibrate right through her. “Everything alright?”

She managed a tight nod, her throat too dry to form words.

He washed his hands with methodical efficiency, the sound of the water hitting the sink overly loud in the quiet room. “Okay, for the exam, I’ll need you to undress completely from the waist down. You can leave your top on. There’s a drape sheet right there to cover yourself. Once you’re ready, just lie back and place your feet in the stirrups.”

The instructions were routine for him, she was sure. For her, they felt like a death sentence. She waited until he stepped out before she moved, her fingers fumbling with the button of her jeans. The paper rustled with every shift of her weight as she undressed, folding her clothes with trembling hands before arranging the thin drape over her lap. She swung her legs up, the cold leather of the stirrups a shocking contrast to her warm skin. She was exposed, utterly and completely, her most intimate place on display.

When Dr. Clink returned with a soft knock, she squeezed her eyes shut for a second, praying for the floor to swallow her.

He pulled up a stool, his presence a warm force at the end of the table. “Just going to talk for a moment before we begin,” he said, his tone professional yet gentle. “I need to ask you a few questions about your sexual history. Are you sexually active?”

Becca’s eyes flew open. She stared at the ceiling, at a small water stain shaped like a cloud. “No,” she whispered.

“No partners at all?”

“No.” Her voice was barely audible.

“Have you ever masturbated? Explored yourself?”

The question was so blunt, so unexpected, that a fresh fire ignited in her cheeks. “No,” she breathed, the word laced with shame.

He was quiet for a moment. She heard the soft snap of a glove. “And have you ever experienced an orgasm?”

Tears of pure humiliation pricked at her eyes. “No.”

“Okay. That’s perfectly okay, Becca. Just relax for me. I’m going to begin the external exam now. You’ll feel my touch.”

She flinched as two gloved fingers, cool and slick with gel, pressed gently against her. He was assessing her, his touch clinical. But then his fingers parted her, and a single digit, firm and deliberate, slid into her.

It was an invasion, but it was also… something else. A bolt of sensation, sharp and electric, shot through her. Her body, which had been clenched like a fist, suddenly went pliant. A soft, involuntary gasp escaped her lips. He moved his finger slowly, a gentle in-and-out motion that was nothing like she’d ever felt. A deep, unfamiliar throbbing began low in her belly, a heat spreading through her core. She was becoming wet, embarrassingly so, and she knew he could feel it. The slick, quiet sound of his movement seemed to echo in the room.

“I see,” he murmured, his voice lower now, a hint of something other than pure medicine in it. “Your arousal is making the exam a little difficult, Becca. The tissues are very engorged.”

He withdrew his finger, and she felt a shocking sense of loss. She heard the metallic click of the speculum. “I need to use this to see your cervix. It might be a bit uncomfortable.”

It was more than uncomfortable. The cold, hard plastic pressed against her entrance before he began to turn the lever, stretching her open in a way that felt impossibly intimate. She whimpered, a sound that was half-pain, half something else entirely.

He stopped. “This isn’t working. You’re too tense, and too… stimulated.” The speculum was removed with a quiet click. “Becca, to complete a proper examination, I need you to be relaxed. The most efficient way to achieve that, given your body’s clear state of readiness, would be to help you find release. To satisfy you. It would allow the exam to proceed without issue. Do you understand?”

Her mind was a fog of confusion and a strange, pulsing need. This was wrong, wasn’t it? But he was the doctor. And it felt so… good. The ache between her legs was a desperate, begging thing. She gave a tiny, jerky nod.

“I need you to verbally consent, Becca.”

“Yes,” she heard herself say, the word a breathy surrender.

“Good girl.”

His gloved hand returned, but this time, his touch was different. There was no clinical distance. His thumb found the swollen, hypersensitive nub of her clit and began to make slow, deliberate circles. Her back arched off the table, a broken cry torn from her throat. Oh god. It was like nothing she could have ever imagined. Every circle sent waves of pure, undiluted pleasure crashing through her.

“You’re responding beautifully,” he praised, his voice a husky whisper. “So responsive. So eager.”

She was panting now, her hips beginning to move of their own volition, seeking more pressure, more friction. Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge of something monumental, his hand left her.

She heard a drawer open. He held up a smooth, silicone object. A dildo. It glistened with gel. “This will help,” he said, as if it were the most normal tool in his kit.

Before she could process it, the broad, rounded tip was pressing against her soaked entrance. He pushed, and her body, so ready for him, yielded easily. It slid into her, a deep, filling pressure that stole her breath. It was thicker than his finger, longer, and it touched places inside her that felt brand new. He began to move it, a steady, rhythmic thrusting that made her see stars.

“That’s it,” he coaxed. “Take it. You were made for this, Becca. Look at how your body accepts it.”

She was mindless, a creature of pure sensation. The slap of the toy against her flesh, the slick sounds of her own arousal, his low, encouraging words—it all coalesced into a tight coil of pleasure deep within her. He shifted the angle, and the head of the toy brushed a spot that made her cry out, her legs shaking in the stirrups.

“There?” he asked, and he did it again, and again, relentlessly.

The coil snapped. Her world dissolved into a white-hot inferno of sensation. Her inner muscles clenched around the invading toy in rapid, uncontrollable pulses. A gush of fluid released from her, soaking the paper beneath her and his gloved hand. She cried out, her body convulsing through the most powerful, shocking climax of her life.

As the waves began to recede, leaving her boneless and trembling, she felt his finger, wet with her release, trace a path lower. It circled the tight, untouched pucker of her ass.

“Just a little more,” he murmured, his voice thick with an authority that brooked no argument. “The human body has many pathways to pleasure.”

She was too spent to protest, too overwhelmed. The tip of his finger, slick and insistent, pressed against the resistant ring of muscle. It was a strange, burning pressure, and then—pop—it was inside. The feeling of being filled in both places, the ghost of the toy still moving slowly within her, the relentless circling of his thumb on her oversensitive clit… it was too much. It was everything.

A second, sharper orgasm ripped through her, a silent, breathless convulsion that left her shattered. He worked her through it, his movements gentle now, drawing out every last shudder.

When he finally withdrew, the loss was profound. The room was silent except for the ragged sound of her breathing. She felt the drape sheet being placed back over her legs. She was too stunned to move.

“The exam is complete, Becca. You can get dressed now.”

She moved like an automaton, pulling her clothes on with clumsy fingers, avoiding her reflection in the small mirror on the wall. Dr. Clink was writing in her chart, his demeanor once again perfectly professional.

He handed her a card as she finally dared to look at him. “Everything looks perfectly healthy. I’d like to see you again, though. Let’s say… in a month? For a follow-up.”

The humiliation was a hot, living thing inside her chest. But beneath it, a treacherous, thrilling current pulsed. She took the card, her fingers brushing against his.

“A month,” she repeated, her voice hoarse.

“I’ll see you then,” he said, his eyes holding hers for a moment too long before he turned and left the room.

2 - DADDY CALLS THE DOCTOR

MMF / BDSM / Medical Exam / DDLG / Fingering / Speculum / Enema / Dildo / Buttplug / Anal

The scent of lemon polish hung in the air. Zara was on her hands and knees, scrubbing the kitchen tiles, the short black skirt of her maid’s uniform riding up to expose the pale curve of her ass. The stockings bit into her thighs. She heard the front door open, then the heavy, familiar tread of his shoes on the hardwood.

“Daddy’s home,” his voice rumbled from the foyer.

She stayed on the floor, a flush of warmth spreading through her. That voice, that title, always did that to her. It was a command and a caress all at once.

He walked into the kitchen, his shadow falling over her. She looked up, seeing his tailored suit, his impassive face. “Stand up, pet.”

She did, smoothing her skirt, feeling exposed under his gaze.

“A doctor is coming to see you in an hour,” he stated, his eyes roaming over her body. “Dr. Richardson. I’ve had some concerns.”

Her heart skipped. “Concerns, Daddy?”

“About your performance. Specifically, your anal performance.” He stepped closer, a finger tracing the line of her jaw. “You’re too tight. It’s becoming a problem. The doctor will examine you and recommend a course of action.”

A shiver, part anxiety, part thrill, shot down her spine. She simply nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

The hour passed in a blur of nervous anticipation. When the doorbell chimed, her stomach clenched. Daddy answered, ushering in a man in his late forties with salt-and-pepper hair and a calm, professional demeanor. Dr. Richardson carried a sleek black medical bag.

“Zara, this is Dr. Richardson,” Daddy said, his hand firm on the small of her back. “We’ll proceed in the bedroom.”

The room felt different with the doctor there. The large bed, usually a place of play and submission, now felt like an examination table. The air was cool on her skin.

“Please, disrobe and lie on the bed, Zara,” Dr. Richardson instructed, his tone clinical as he opened his bag.

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned the tiny uniform, letting it pool at her feet. She lay back on the cool sheets, completely exposed. Daddy stood by the window, watching, his arms crossed. A silent, powerful spectator.

The doctor pulled on a pair of latex gloves. The snap was loud in the quiet room. “We’ll begin with a standard pelvic exam.”

His touch was impersonal, efficient. He parted her folds, his gaze analytical. “Relax,” he murmured, though it wasn’t a request. Two slick, gloved fingers pressed inside her. She gasped, her hips lifting slightly. He worked them in and out, his other hand pressing on her lower abdomen. “Vaginal tone is excellent. No issues here.”

Next came the speculum, cold and metallic. He inserted it, the click of the mechanism echoing. She felt stretched, opened, utterly on display for both men. He peered inside, adjusting the light from a small penlight. “Healthy. Very good.”

Daddy spoke from his post. “The concern is the other entrance, Doctor. She’s too tight. It impedes… function.”

Dr. Richardson nodded, removing the speculum. “Turn over, Zara. On your hands and knees, please.”

The position was deeply submissive. She presented herself, her ass in the air, her face buried in the duvet. She heard the squelch of more lubricant.

“A digital examination first,” the doctor said.

The cold, slick tip of his finger circled her tight rosette. She whimpered, pushing back instinctively. So wrong. So clinical. And yet, a heat was building low in her belly. His finger pressed, and with a soft pop, the first knuckle slipped inside. She cried out, her body clenching violently around the intrusion.

“You see?” Daddy’s voice held a note of satisfaction. “Excessively tight.”

Dr. Richardson worked his finger deeper, a slow, torturous invasion. “Indeed. The sphincter is exceptionally strong, but it lacks pliancy. A strict regimen of anal training will be necessary.” He withdrew his finger, leaving her feeling oddly empty. “First, we must ensure she is clean.”

From his bag, he produced a large rubber bulb with a tapered nozzle. He filled it from a bottle of clear solution. “This is a mild saline enema. You will hold it for five minutes.”

The nozzle, cold and liberally lubed, pressed against her. She braced herself. A slow, steady pressure, and then a flood of warm liquid filled her, stretching her insides in a wholly new way. It was a full, heavy sensation. “Hold it,” the doctor commanded.

She squeezed her muscles, trembling. Daddy walked over, stroking her hair. “Good girl. Take it all.” The minutes stretched, the fullness becoming an ache. Finally, she was allowed to scramble to the adjoining bathroom to expel it.

When she returned, feeling hollow and sensitive, the doctor had laid out an array of silicone dildos on the bed, graduating in size from modest to intimidatingly large.

“We begin with dilation,” he said, selecting the smallest, which was still thicker than his finger. He coated it in a thick, clear gel. “Relax your muscles, Zara. Breathe out.”

The cool, blunt tip pressed against her. She panted, pushing back as she’d been taught. There was a sharp sting of resistance, then a slow, burning give as the head popped past her ring. A groan tore from her throat. It hurt. But beneath the burn was a deep, spreading fullness that made her toes curl.

“Good,” Dr. Richardson murmured, working it in to the hilt with slow, shallow thrusts. “The discomfort is normal. Your body is learning.”

He worked it for what felt like ages, until the initial pain faded into a warm, throbbing ache. Then, without removing it, he picked up the next size. This one made her eyes widen. He slicked it, then pressed its tip against the base of the first dildo, slowly pushing it in alongside. The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She felt split open, stuffed beyond belief. A choked sob escaped her, but she was grinding her hips back against him, seeking more of that devastating fullness.

“She’s taking it well,” the doctor observed to Daddy.

“She’s a good pet,” Daddy replied, his voice thick. “She wants to be good.”

The third dildo was monstrous, a deep purple shaft with a pronounced curve. Zara shook her head, a tear slipping down her cheek. “I… I can’t, Daddy. It’s too much.”

“You can, and you will,” Daddy said, his hand coming down in a sharp, stinging slap on her ass cheek. The pain bloomed, mixing with the deep ache inside her. “Try.”

Dr. Richardson removed the two smaller dildos, leaving her gaping and empty. He poured more lube, coating the giant toy, then smearing it around her stretched, quivering hole. The broad, bulbous head pressed against her.

“Breathe, Zara. Push out against me.”

She did, sobbing. There was a terrible, impossible pressure, a white-hot ring of fire. And then, with a final, gut-wrenching push from the doctor, it was inside. The feeling was catastrophic. She was impaled, filled to the absolute limit. She saw stars.

Then he began to move it.

Slow at first, just shallow retreats and advances. The burning began to transmute. The drag of the thick silicone against her overstimulated walls sparked something else—a deep, internal friction that radiated through her whole pelvis. Her clit, neglected and throbbing, pulsed in time with his thrusts.

“Oh god,” she moaned, the sound muffled by the bedding.

“She’s responding,” the doctor said, his clinical tone finally cracking with a hint of exertion. He picked up the pace, fucking her ass with long, smooth strokes.

The sensation built, a coil tightening low in her belly. The pain was still there, a bright edge, but it was now woven through with pure, unadulterated pleasure. Each thrust rocked her forward, grinding her clit against the bed. She was losing herself, mindless, animal. The stretch, the fullness, the commanding rhythm—it overwhelmed her.

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning. A raw, screaming release that clenched her entire body. Her ass muscles spasmed wildly around the huge invading toy, milking it, and her cunt gushed, soaking the sheets beneath her as Dr. Richardson relentlessly fucked her through it.

When he finally stilled, withdrawing the massive dildo with a soft, wet sound, she collapsed, boneless and trembling.

From his bag, Dr. Richardson produced a large, jeweled buttplug. He lubricated it and, without ceremony, pressed it into her well-used passage. It seated itself with a firm pop, the flared base resting snugly against her.

“You will wear this at all times, except for bathroom use and your training sessions,” he instructed, wiping his hands. “The dilation must be performed daily, working through the progression. Consistency is key.”

Daddy stepped forward, his eyes dark with possession. “I’ll take over the training from here, Doctor.”

“Excellent,” Dr. Richardson said, packing his bag. “She has excellent potential. Report any issues.”

After the doctor left, Daddy looked down at her, a slow smile spreading across his face. He tapped the jeweled base of the plug, making her jump. “My good girl. You were perfect.”

Zara, still buzzing with aftershocks, the plug a constant, thrilling reminder inside her, could only manage a weak, blissful smile.

3 - AN EMBARRASSING PROBLEM

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Masturbation / Anal

“You’re going to need to get on the table, Barbie. On your hands and knees.”

The words, so clinically delivered, sent a fresh wave of heat flooding up her neck. Barbie stared at the crisp white paper covering the exam table, then back at the man who’d just spoken. Dr. Raymond Glass stood with his back to her, washing his hands at the small sink, his broad shoulders filling out his white coat. He was nothing like the kindly, grandmotherly doctor she’d hoped for.

Her own name had sounded so different in his deep, calm voice. Not the playful nickname her friends used, but something… else. Something serious.

How had she gotten here?

—

It had started that afternoon, in the suffocating quiet of her dorm room. A restless, prickling energy had crawled under her skin, a familiar ache of emptiness that her own fingers could never quite satisfy. Her textbooks lay forgotten. All she could think about was the deep, forbidden throb of a fantasy she’d never dared to fulfill—the fantasy of being taken there.

Her gaze had fallen on her makeup bag, and a wicked, thrilling idea took root. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she retrieved a tube of mascara, the cool, smooth plastic a shocking contrast to her feverish skin. She’d poured lubricant onto her fingers, the slick sound obscenely loud in the silent room, and prepared herself with trembling circles that made her gasp into her pillow.

Then, the first press of the rounded tip.

Oh god.

It was a stretch, a delicious, burning fullness that was utterly alien and perfect. She pushed it deeper, her breath catching as it slid inside, the plastic shaft a firm, unyielding presence that filled the exact space she craved. She rocked back against it, her hips finding a frantic, shallow rhythm. Each movement sent jolts of pure sensation straight to her clit, which was swollen and aching against her panties.

Deeper. She needed it deeper.

She pushed, her muscles clenching and releasing around the invader, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. She was lost in it, her fantasy vivid—a strong, anonymous man holding her down, taking her with relentless, powerful thrusts.

And then, in one slick, sudden motion, the entire tube vanished.

The pleasure vanished with it, replaced by a cold, clenching dread. She scrambled off the bed, her fingers frantically probing, trying to grasp the end. But it was gone, buried deep inside her, and her panicked efforts only seemed to push it further up. The reality of her situation crashed down—humiliating, terrifying, and utterly absurd.

Which is how she found herself in the campus clinic, stammering her confession to a man who looked like he belonged on a billboard for a cologne ad, not extracting makeup from co-eds.

“I’ve seen far worse, I assure you,” Dr. Glass had said, his tone devoid of judgment, a small, almost imperceptible smile playing on his lips as she’d stammered out her story, her face burning. “Nothing to be ashamed of. Now, let’s see about getting it out.”

Now, he turned, drying his hands. His eyes, a cool, assessing gray, met hers. “Take off your clothes, and get on your hands and knees. The position allows for the easiest access and the least discomfort.”

Swallowing her pride, Barbie undressed. She hesitantly climbed onto the table. The paper crinkled loudly under her knees and palms. She squeezed her eyes shut, presenting herself to him in the most vulnerable, exposed way imaginable. She heard the snap of latex gloves, the sound making her flinch.

“Just try to relax,” his voice was closer now, a low murmur just behind her. “The more you tense, the more difficult this will be.”

A cool dab of lubricant touched her. She jumped at the sensation, a small cry escaping her lips.

“Shhh, easy. I’m just preparing the area.”

His touch was clinical, efficient, but it was still a touch. His fingers smoothed the gel over her, and despite her terror, a traitorous throb of response echoed from deep within her. She was mortified. His gloved fingers parted her, and she felt the gentle, probing pressure as he began his examination.

“I can feel the end of it,” he stated, his voice still calm, but she detected a new note in it. A slight huskiness. “It’s quite deep. You really… worked it in there, didn’t you?”

Barbie buried her face in her arms, a fresh moan of humiliation caught in her throat. His finger pressed inward, circling the embedded object. It wasn’t painful. It was… Oh god.

It was the same pressure, the same fullness, but now it was accompanied by the expert, deliberate motion of his hand. A slow, circular massage that made her muscles quiver. Her breath hitched, coming in short, sharp gasps.

“You’re being very brave,” he murmured, and his free hand came to rest on the small of her back. The warmth of it seeped through her thin shirt, a startling contrast to the cool latex inside her. His thumb began to make slow, soothing circles on her spine. “Just let it happen.”

His probing finger pressed harder, hooking slightly, and a bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure shot through her. She cried out, her back arching involuntarily. The clinical purpose of his touch seemed to blur, morphing into something else entirely. He wasn’t just removing it; he was working it, manipulating it, and with every movement, he was stoking a fire she’d been trying to put out all afternoon.

“It’s… it’s moving,” she panted, her knuckles white where she gripped the table.

“I know,” his voice was thick now, closer to her ear. His body leaned over hers, his presence enveloping her. “Almost there. You’re doing so well.”

His fingers were relentless, a steady, rhythmic pressure that was somehow both medical and deeply, profoundly intimate. The shame began to melt away, replaced by a building, coiling tension in her core. She was rocking back against his hand now, a tiny, desperate motion she couldn’t control. The paper beneath her tore under her grasping fingers.

She felt the object shift, begin its slow descent. The sensation was overwhelming—a dragging, exquisite friction that rubbed against every single nerve ending. Her whole world narrowed to that one point of contact, to the sound of his breathing, to the feel of his hand on her back, holding her steady.

With a final, slick pull, it was out. She felt the sudden, empty absence.

But his fingers didn’t withdraw.

Instead, they pushed back inside, one, then two, filling the emptiness with something far better, far more knowing. She gasped, her eyes flying open. What was he doing?

He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear, his voice a rough, hot whisper that shattered every professional pretense. “All that effort… all that beautiful, desperate tension… you didn’t get your release, did you?”

Barbie could only whimper, her body trembling, pushing back against his invading fingers, begging for more without a single word.

“It would be a shame to send you home like this,” he whispered, his fingers curling inside her, finding a spot that made her see stars. “Still so… wound up.”

His other hand slid from her back, around her hip, his fingers slipping through her slick folds, finding her throbbing clit.

She shattered. A raw, guttural cry was torn from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, violent and shocking in its intensity. Her legs shook uncontrollably, and she would have collapsed if he weren’t holding her up, his hands working her through the convulsions, drawing out every last pulse of pleasure until she was boneless and spent.

For a long moment, the only sound was her ragged breathing. Slowly, carefully, he withdrew his hands. She heard the gloves snap off, tossed into a biohazard bin.

She couldn’t move. She could only lie there, trembling, utterly consumed by what had just happened.

She heard him move around the table. He stood in front of her, and she forced herself to look up. His gray eyes were dark, intense, his professional composure completely gone, replaced by a raw, hungry heat. He held up the offending tube of mascara between his gloveless fingers.

A slow, wicked smile spread across his face. “Next time you have an itch that needs scratching, Barbie… you should really just come see me.”

4 - A STEPFATHER’S MEDICAL ASSISTANCE

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Taboo / Stepdad / Virgin / Age Gap / Fingering / Speculum / Dildo / Anal

The concern had been gnawing at her for a week, a quiet, sticky anxiety. Jackie, at eighteen, felt a hot blush creep up her neck just thinking about it. But it was Ken she went to. Her stepdad, the doctor. The house was quiet, her mother at work. She found him in his study, the scent of old books and antiseptic soap in the air.

“Ken? Can I… talk to you about something? It’s kind of private.”

He looked up from his medical journal, his expression shifting from professional curiosity to gentle concern. “Of course, Jackie. What’s wrong?”

The words tumbled out in a rush. “It’s… my body. There’s a discharge. It’s strange. It’s a lot. I’m worried.”

He listened, his physician’s demeanor taking over completely. “These things are perfectly normal to discuss. Many young women experience changes. The best way to know for sure is a proper examination. A pelvic exam. We can do it here, privately, if you’re comfortable.”

Her heart hammered. A doctor. He’s just being a doctor. She nodded, her voice a whisper. “Okay.”

They went to her bedroom. He carried his black medical bag, the sight of it somehow making things feel more clinical, more real. He asked her to remove her underwear and lie back on the bed, placing a towel beneath her. She did, the cool air of the room brushing her bare thighs, her face aflame.

“Try to relax, Jackie. This is a standard procedure.”

He pulled on a pair of sterile latex gloves. The snap of the elastic was loud in the quiet room. He squeezed a clear gel onto two fingers. “A little lubricant. It will make this more comfortable.”

She closed her eyes, her fists clenching the comforter. She felt the cool, slick touch of his gloved fingers against her outer lips. A gentle pressure. Then, a slow, deliberate slide inward.

Her entire body jerked.

It wasn’t discomfort. It was a bolt of pure, shocking sensation. A warmth spread from her core, and she felt a sudden, embarrassing gush of wetness, coating his intruding fingers. Her eyes flew open.

Ken’s brow was furrowed, not in concern, but in focused observation. He moved his fingers slightly, a soft in-and-out motion. “Interesting,” he murmured, his voice low. “Significant lubrication. Immediate engorgement of the vaginal walls.” He looked at her face, her parted lips, her wide eyes. “This arousal, Jackie… it’s a physiological response. It’s normal.”

“I… I didn’t mean…” she stammered.

“The body doesn’t always listen to our intentions,” he said softly. He withdrew his fingers, the wet sound unmistakable. “I need to visualize the cervix. We’ll use a speculum.”

From his bag, he produced the cold, metal instrument. He warmed the blades with his hands, then applied more lubricant. “Deep breath.”

She obeyed. She felt the blunt pressure, then the gentle, inexorable spreading as he opened her. She felt exposed, utterly open. A click locked the device in place.

He peered inside, adjusting the angle of her bedside lamp. “Fascinating,” he breathed. “Extreme vascular engorgement. The tissues are a deep, flushed pink. This isn’t pathology, Jackie. This is… heightened sensitivity.” He looked at her, his gaze holding hers. “Have you ever explored this? Touched yourself for pleasure? Had an orgasm?”

“No,” she whispered, the confession dragged from her. “Never.”

“That may be the root of it,” Ken said, his tone gentle, instructive. “The arousal builds without release. The fluids accumulate.” He carefully removed the speculum, setting it aside on the towel. “A regular release of that tension could regulate the symptoms. Masturbation. Daily, if needed.”

“I don’t… I wouldn’t know how,” she said, her voice trembling with something that was no longer just shame.

A slow smile touched his lips. “As your physician, and as your stepfather who cares for your well-being, I can provide guidance. May I demonstrate?”

She could only nod, a helpless, eager bob of her head.

He didn’t re-glove. He simply reached down, his bare thumb finding the swollen nub of her clitoris.

Oh.

The contact was electric, direct. No barrier. He began to circle it, slowly at first, then with a firm, perfect rhythm. Her back arched off the bed. A low, guttural moan escaped her throat, a sound she’d never heard herself make.

“Just feel it,” he coaxed, his voice a husky murmur. “Let it build.”

It was a gathering storm inside her, tight and hot. His thumb was magic, wringing shivers from her with every pass. But just as the sensation peaked toward something unknown, he stopped.

“Penetration can enhance it,” he explained, as if lecturing. From the bag, he produced a smooth, silicone dildo, generously coating it with lube. “This will help.”

He guided the rounded tip to her entrance, now throbbing and achingly empty. With a steady pressure, he pushed. It slid in, a delicious, filling stretch that made her cry out. He began to move it, shallow thrusts that dragged against every new, incredible nerve ending.

“So full,” she panted.

“Yes. That’s the idea.” His own breathing had deepened. He worked the dildo with one hand, his thumb resuming its relentless circles on her clit with the other. The dual assault shattered her thoughts. There was only the rhythm, the stretch, the maddening friction.

“For some women,” he said, his voice strained with focus, “the ultimate release involves deeper, more complete stimulation.” He withdrew the dildo. Before she could protest the loss, she felt a fresh, cool slickness at her other entrance. A lubricated finger pressed against her anus.

She tensed.

“Trust the process,” he whispered.

He pushed.

The intrusion was sharp, alien, then… transformative. As his finger slipped past the tight ring of muscle and pressed inward, a dam broke inside her.

The orgasm was not a wave but a detonation.

White light flashed behind her eyelids. Her body seized, back bowing violently off the bed. A raw, screaming cry tore from her lungs as her hips bucked against his hand. A hot flood of her own release gushed out, soaking the towel, her thighs, his wrist in a continuous, pulsing stream. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, wiping her mind completely blank.

It seemed to last forever. When she finally collapsed, spent and trembling, she was aware of two things: the profound, throbbing emptiness where his touch had been, and the sheer, soaking mess between her legs.

“Oh, God,” she gasped, horrified, trying to cover herself. “I’m so sorry…”

Ken shook his head, wiping his hands calmly on the towel. “No apology necessary. That was a textbook, very healthy, full-body orgasm. A perfectly normal physiological conclusion.” He looked at her, his eyes dark. “The discharge you were worried about? That was simply the result of extreme, pent-up arousal finding its outlet. You see?”

She did see. She felt liquid and boneless, her mind hazy with spent pleasure.

“You should engage in this kind of release daily,” he said, his tone returning to its professional calm, though his gaze lingered on her naked form. “To manage your symptoms. And if you ever need assistance… if the technique is unclear… my door is always open. I’m happy to help ensure your health.”

Jackie lay there, the final, fading spasms making her toes curl. The embarrassment was gone, burned away by that incredible fire. She looked at Ken, at the focused intensity that had just orchestrated her body’s deepest secret. A slow, tentative smile touched her lips.

“I think… I think I might need a lot of help getting the technique right.”

5 - DOCTOR BREEDWELL’S ANAL TRAINING

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Anal / Fingering / Dildo

The sterile, cold air of the exam room was a stark contrast to the heat blooming under Bridgette’s skin. The crinkling paper beneath her bare thighs felt absurdly loud as she shifted, the stirrups holding her legs apart making her feel more exposed than she ever had in her life. She stared at the ceiling tiles, tracing the faint patterns with her eyes, trying to distract herself from the intimate vulnerability of the moment.

Dr. Derek Breedwell’s voice was a calm, professional baritone that cut through her thoughts. “Just relax, Bridgette. This will only take a moment.” His latex-gloved hands were gentle, clinical, as he began the pelvic exam. She flinched at the initial, cool touch, then forced herself to breathe, to be still.

As he worked with a quiet efficiency, his questions began, soft and conversational. “So, how have things been? Any changes? Discomfort?”

“No,” she murmured, her voice barely a whisper. “Everything’s… normal.”

“Good, good.” There was a pause, the only sound the soft click of a speculum being set aside. “And your sex life? Is it satisfying?”

The question, so blunt in this setting, sent a fresh wave of warmth to her cheeks. She swallowed, her throat dry. “It’s… fine.”

He hummed, a non-committal sound. His fingers pressed gently on her lower abdomen. “You seem a little tense. Sometimes ‘fine’ isn’t the whole story. Anything you’d like to be different?”

The confession tumbled out of her, spurred by the strange anonymity of the position, the desire to please the man waiting for her outside this office. “My boyfriend… he wants to try anal. We’ve tried. A few times. But it’s… it just hurts. He can’t even get it in.”

Dr. Breedwell nodded slowly, his expression one of thoughtful consideration. He removed his gloves with a snap. “A very common issue. The body isn’t naturally prepared for that kind of stimulation without proper conditioning. Many of my patients have found success with a structured training regimen.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “Training?”

“Yes. A gradual process of acclimation. Starting small and building up tolerance and flexibility.” He moved to a cabinet, his back to her. She heard the soft click of a latch. “It can make all the difference. Would that be something you’d be interested in exploring? Today?”

Her mind raced. It felt surreal, wrong even, but the logic was there. He was a doctor. This was his expertise. And the thought of finally being able to give her boyfriend what he wanted… to see the surprise and pleasure on his face… Yes. The word formed in her mind before she could stop it.

“Okay,” she breathed, the sound almost lost in the room. “Yes. Please.”

A fresh pair of gloves snapped into place. He wheeled a small tray over, its contents hidden under a blue cloth. “Excellent. Just try to stay relaxed. The key is to associate the sensation with pleasure, not pain.”

The first touch was a cool, slick gel against her most private entrance. She jumped, a small gasp escaping her lips.

“Shhh,” he soothed. “Just the lubricant. Deep breaths.”

Then, the blunt, gentle pressure of a single, lubed finger. It was an intrusion, foreign and undeniable, but it was slow, so incredibly slow. He worked it in a millimeter at a time, pausing whenever her muscles clenched in protest. It’s just a finger, she told herself, it’s nothing. And then it was in, fully seated inside her. A whimper caught in her throat, a mix of shock and a strange, burgeoning curiosity.

“You’re doing very well,” Dr. Breedwell murmured. His free hand rested on her inner thigh, a warm, steadying weight. “Now, we begin the stretch.”

The pressure increased as a second finger joined the first, pressing insistently at her tight ring of muscle. She whimpered again, her hips shifting involuntarily. It’s too much, she thought, but the thought was chased away by a sudden, shocking bolt of pleasure as his thumb found her clit, circling it with a firm, practiced rhythm.

“See?” he said, his voice low and hypnotic. “The pleasure helps the body accept it. Lets it open up.”

And it was true. As his fingers worked slowly in and out of her ass, a shallow, careful rhythm, the pleasure from his thumb began to build, a counterpoint to the stretching fullness. Her juices began to flow, a hot, slick proof of her arousal that seemed to embarrass and excite her in equal measure. The crinkling paper beneath her was damp now.

He withdrew his fingers, and she felt oddly empty for a moment. The sound of more lubricant being squeezed filled the silence. He held up a small, smooth, black dildo. “The next step.”

Her eyes widened slightly, but she was past refusing now, lost in the current of the procedure. He pressed the cool, silicone tip against her. It was bigger than two fingers, much bigger. She held her breath as he pushed, a low groan tearing from her as the widest part stretched her open before it slid home with a soft, wet pop.

“Oh, god,” she moaned, her head falling back against the exam table.

“There we go,” he crooned. His hand resumed its work on her clit as he began to move the dildo, a slow, shallow fucking that sent jolts of shocking sensation through her. It felt good. Unbelievably good. The fullness was immense, the friction a delicious burn that was rapidly being overtaken by the building tide between her legs.

Before she could fully process the sensations, he was swapping the toy for a larger one. This one made her breath hitch. “I… I don’t think that will fit,” she stammered, a flicker of fear cutting through the haze.

“Your body is capable of more than you think, Bridgette. Trust me.”

The pressure was immense, a stretching burn that made her see stars. But his fingers never stopped their magic on her clit, and his other hand slid down, a single finger plunging into her soaked pussy without warning. The dual penetration was overwhelming. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of pleasure as he worked the larger dildo deeper into her ass, her body yielding to his relentless, gentle pressure.

Then came the largest one. It was huge, terrifying. “No, that’s too big, it’s too—!”

“It’s the only way to be ready for him,” Dr. Breedwell insisted, his voice firm but not unkind. He coated the massive toy in a thick layer of lube. “Breathe out for me.”

She did, a shuddering exhale, and he pushed. The stretch was beyond anything she had ever imagined, a deep, radiating burn that felt like it would split her in two. Just as the panic began to crest, a new sensation erupted—the high, electric buzz of a vibrator pressed firmly against her throbbing clit.

The world shattered. The pain melted, transmuted into pure, white-hot ecstasy. The huge dildo plunged deep into her, hitting a spot that made her back arch clear off the table. She was screaming, her ass clamping down on the invading toy as an orgasm ripped through her with violent, unimaginable force. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, her entire body convulsing, her juices gushing out around the finger still buried in her pussy.

When he finally, slowly, withdrew the dildo, she was a boneless, trembling mess, gasping for air on the table.

Dr. Breedwell peeled off his gloves. “See? I told you you could take it. Your boyfriend shouldn’t be a problem at all now.”

“Thank you,” she breathed, the words slurred with spent pleasure.

“Of course.” He smiled, a professional curve of his lips. “We should probably schedule a follow-up session, though. To ensure the progress is maintained.”

Still floating in the aftermath, her body humming with satisfaction, she nodded weakly. “Yes. Okay.”

6 - A VISIT TO THE FERTILITY CLINIC

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Cuckold / Fertility / Speculum / Squirting Dildo / Anal

The sterile white walls of the clinic seemed to press in on them. Kurt’s hand was a tight, sweaty band around hers. He’s more nervous than I am, Dana thought, and the thought was a small, sad pebble in her gut.

Dr. Foster entered. He was younger than she’d imagined, his smile disarmingly kind, his hands steady as he gestured to the examination table with its prominent stirrups. “Dana, Kurt. Thank you for taking this step.”

The explanation was swift, clinical, yet Dana felt a flush creep up her neck as he spoke. “Our methods are unconventional, but our success rates are the highest in the state. We need to assess everything.” His eyes, a cool grey, met hers. “Are you ready to begin?”

She swallowed, then nodded. Kurt gave her hand a final squeeze before releasing it.

“Please, remove your gown and position yourself on the table,” Dr. Foster instructed, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. This is for the baby, she reminded herself, the mantra that had carried her through every indignity, every disappointment. She let the paper gown fall, the air cool on her skin, and climbed onto the padded vinyl. The metal of the stirrups was shockingly cold against her heels.

She stared at the ceiling tiles, counting the perforations as she heard the rustle of gloves, the clink of metal instruments. The speculum was a familiar intrusion, cold and impersonal. “Your anatomy is perfectly healthy,” Dr. Foster announced, his voice a calm monotone from between her legs. “The issue, as I suspected, lies with the specimen.”

Kurt shifted his weight, a dull thud of his shoe on the linoleum. “What do you mean?”

“The motility, the count… it’s insufficient.” Dr. Foster withdrew the speculum, and Dana exhaled, a shiver running through her. “For this to work, we use a curated, high-grade donor sample. The best of the best.”

She turned her head to see Kurt’s face. His jaw was set, his eyes dark with something that wasn’t quite anger, but a raw, wounded pride. He hates this, she realized. He hates that it’s not him.

“We have the sample ready,” Dr. Foster said, turning to a small refrigeration unit. He withdrew a vial, then a large, clear syringe, filling it with a fluid that was opalescent in the bright light. Then he picked up another instrument. It was a medical-grade silicone dildo, smooth and substantial, with a hollow core and a port at its base. He attached the syringe to it with a soft click.

“The insemination is most effective when the uterine cervix is relaxed and open,” he explained, his voice dropping into a lower, more confidential register. “This occurs naturally during female arousal. The procedure works best if you are… receptive.”

Dana’s breath hitched. Receptive. The word hung in the air, thick and heavy.

Kurt made a choked sound. “You’re going to…”

“To ensure the highest probability of success,” Dr. Foster finished, his gaze unwavering. He squeezed a generous amount of clear lubricant onto his gloved fingers, warming it before smoothing it over the silicone shaft. The scent of sterile latex and aloe filled Dana’s nose.

“Is this… is this really necessary?” Kurt asked, his voice tight.

“Yes,” Dana heard herself say, the word a surprise even to her. She looked at her husband, her eyes pleading. “We have to try everything.”

Dr. Foster moved between her spread knees. “Just relax, Dana. Let your body respond.”

The broad, slick tip of the instrument nudged at her entrance. She was tense, but as he applied a firm, steady pressure, her body yielded with a soft, internal sigh. Oh. It slid into her, a deep, filling stretch that was utterly foreign and yet… not unwelcome. It had been so long since she’d felt full.

He began to move it, a slow, deliberate in-and-out. The clinical setting seemed to recede, the sound of her own breathing loud in her ears. A warmth began to pool low in her belly, spreading outward. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips.

Kurt was frozen by the wall, his eyes wide, fixed on the point where the artificial shaft disappeared into his wife’s body. She saw the conflict warring on his face—mortification, a flicker of anger, and beneath it, a dark, reluctant heat.

The rhythm of the thrusts changed, becoming more purposeful, mimicking a deep, penetrative fucking. Each stroke dragged against a spot inside her that made her thighs tremble. I shouldn’t… this isn’t… But the thoughts dissolved into pure sensation.

Then she felt a new pressure, a single latex-sheathed finger, slick with more lubricant, circling a place no one but Kurt had ever touched. Her eyes flew open, meeting Dr. Foster’s calm, assessing gaze. “This can intensify the response,” he said, his voice a rough murmur now.

Before she could process it, the tip of his finger pressed, and then slipped, into the tight ring of her ass.

The dual invasion was overwhelming. The thick shaft pistoning in her cunt, the insistent, stretching finger in her rear—it coiled the tension in her core to a breaking point. Her back arched off the table, a strangled cry torn from her throat. Pleasure, sharp and shocking, detonated through her. Her cunt clenched violently around the silicone, waves of release washing through her, making her juices seep out around the instrument with a wet, hot gush.

Dr. Foster watched her climax with a professional intensity. “Perfect,” he breathed. As the last tremors shook her, he held the dildo deep, his thumb finding the plunger of the syringe.

With a soft click, he depressed it.

She felt it—a sudden, warm flood, jetting deep into her core through the hollow channel. It was a bizarre, intimate sensation, being filled from the inside out. He held it there, buried to the hilt, for a long moment, ensuring every drop was delivered.

When he finally withdrew, it was with a slow, slick slide that made her gasp again. A trickle of fluid—her own and the donor’s—escaped down onto the paper beneath her.

“You must remain supine for fifteen minutes,” Dr. Foster said, stripping off his gloves with a snap. “To let gravity do its work.” He didn’t look at Kurt. “It may take several sessions. But today was very promising.”

He left them alone in the quiet room. The only sounds were the hum of the lights and Dana’s ragged breathing. She lay there, awash in the fading echoes of an orgasm she hadn’t sought, filled with the seed of a stranger, her body humming with a strange, guilty vitality.

Kurt finally moved, walking to the edge of the table. He looked down at her, his expression unreadable. He reached out, his fingers brushing her damp thigh, then pulling back as if burned.

Dana looked up at the ceiling, a slow, hopeful smile touching her lips despite everything. She felt different. Was she finally pregnant? “It might have worked,” she whispered.

Kurt said nothing, his silence a heavy blanket in the sterile air. Dana closed her eyes, already calculating the days until her next appointment, a new, illicit thrill coiling alongside her hope.

7 - TOO TIGHT

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Dildo

The crisp white paper crinkled under Sharon’s thighs as she shifted, the sterile scent of antiseptic filling her lungs. She kept her eyes fixed on the anatomical chart of the human foot on the wall, trying to ignore the cold air on her bare skin below the waist, the blue paper gown doing little to quell her vulnerability.

“So, you’ve been experiencing discomfort,” Dr. Cooper stated, his voice a smooth, calm baritone. He didn’t look up from his tablet, his focus absolute.

“Yes,” Sharon said, her voice tighter than she intended. “With my boyfriend. It’s… he’s quite large. It’s starting to cause problems.”

Dr. Cooper nodded, finally looking up. His eyes were a startlingly clear blue, and they held hers with a professional intensity that made her feel both examined and seen. “A common issue, Sharon. May I call you Sharon?”

She nodded, unable to form words.

“The root cause is often a hypertonic pelvic floor. In layman's terms, your vagina is simply too tight. It can’t accommodate his size, leading to pain for you and frustration for you both.”

Sharon blinked. “Too tight? I’ve never heard of that.”

“It’s a specialized area of treatment,” he explained, setting the tablet aside and moving to a large stainless steel tray. He began arranging items with a quiet, practiced clink. “Fortunately, I’ve developed a very effective method to… recalibrate your capacity. It would allow you to take your boyfriend’s considerable size comfortably.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This felt unorthodox, but his demeanor was so assured, so clinical. He was a doctor. This was his specialty. He knows what he’s doing, she told herself.

“What does it involve?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“A progressive dilation therapy. It’s completely safe.” He gestured to the exam table. “Please, lie back. Place your feet in the stirrups.”

A flush of heat traveled up her neck. This was it. This was a doctor’s appointment. It’s medical, she repeated internally, swinging her legs up and settling her heels into the cold metal cups. The position made her feel exposed in a way she never had before, even with her boyfriend.

Dr. Cooper pulled on a fresh pair of gloves with a snap. The sound was unnervingly loud in the quiet room. He selected a bottle of clear gel, squeezing a generous amount onto two fingers. The gel was transparent, cool.

“Just relax,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a more intimate timbre. “The first step is to assess your baseline tension and prepare the tissue.”

His touch was there before she could fully process it. A firm, slick pressure at her entrance, then the slow, deliberate glide of two fingers inside her. She gasped, her back arching slightly off the table. This isn’t… The thought fragmented as he began to move, a gentle but insistent rhythm.

“Breathe, Sharon,” he instructed, his other hand resting lightly on her lower abdomen, a warm, steadying weight.

She tried. She sucked in a shaky breath as his fingers curled, finding a spot deep inside that made her toes curl in the stirrups. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips. Embarrassment warred with a shocking, rising tide of pleasure. This was a medical procedure. It wasn’t supposed to feel this good. His fingers were skilled, purposeful, working her with a precision that felt anything but clinical. Her hips gave a tiny, betraying jerk, meeting his thrusting fingers.

“Good,” he praised, his voice low and approving. “Very good. Your body is responding well.”

He withdrew his fingers, and she whimpered at the sudden emptiness. Her core was throbbing, wet and aching. She was fully, undeniably aroused, her cheeks burning with a mixture of shame and raw need.

She heard another soft click, then the sound of more gel being dispensed. Her eyes fluttered open to see him holding a smooth, silicone phallus, medium-sized, about the same girth as her boyfriend. This is the therapy, she reminded herself, her pulse racing.

“This is the first stage,” Dr. Cooper said, guiding the tip to her slick opening. “Focus on relaxing. Let your body accept it.”

The blunt head pressed against her, and for a second, her muscles clenched in reflexive resistance. But she was so wet, so ready from his fingers. With a slow, relentless push, it slid into her. A full, stretching sensation that was entirely different from his fingers. He held it there, letting her adjust to the foreign object filling her.

Then he began to move it.

In. Out. A gentle, rocking motion that made the paper beneath her rustle with each thrust. Her breath hitched. It felt… incredible. The smooth, unyielding silicone glided against her sensitized walls, hitting depths his fingers couldn’t reach. He increased the pace, his arm flexing as he fucked her with the device, each stroke firmer, deeper.

“Oh, god…” she moaned, her head falling back. Her hands gripped the edges of the table. Her legs trembled in the stirrups. She was climbing fast, a coil of pleasure tightening low in her belly. She was right on the edge, about to shatter—

He stopped. Pulled the dildo out completely.

She cried out in frustration, a raw, aching sound. Her body felt bereft, trembling with denied release.

“Your tolerance is already improving,” he noted, his tone purely analytical, a stark contrast to the fire he’d stoked in her. He placed the medium dildo back on the tray and selected another. This one was significantly larger, thicker, intimidating.

Sharon’s eyes widened. “Wait, that’s… that’s bigger than—”

“It’s the necessary next step,” he interrupted, his blue eyes holding hers, leaving no room for argument. He coated the massive toy in a thick layer of lube. “You want to solve the problem with your boyfriend, don’t you?”

She nodded, her throat tight. She did. She really did. And a treacherous, hidden part of her was screaming in anticipation.

He positioned the new, larger head at her stretched, dripping entrance. The pressure was immense. “Breathe out,” he commanded.

She exhaled, and he pushed.

It was an intense, burning stretch that bordered on pain before melting into a breathtaking fullness. Her mouth fell open in a silent gasp as he sank the entire length into her, her body straining to accommodate the incredible girth. He began to move again, a slow, deep, punishing rhythm that stretched her with every inch.

“There,” he murmured, watching where their bodies—her body and his instrument—met. “You’re taking it so well.”

The words sent a jolt of pure heat through her. Her embarrassment was gone, burned away by a primal need to be filled. Her moans were loud, unfiltered now, echoing in the sterile room. He fucked her with the large dildo, each thrust a masterclass in stretching her limits, stoking a pleasure so deep it felt like it was rewiring her very soul.

Just as she felt another orgasm building, an even greater one than before, he stopped again.

Her vision swam. She was panting, dripping, her entire being focused on the aching emptiness. She watched, mesmerized and horrified, as he reached for a third device. This one was huge, monstrously so, bigger than anything she could have ever imagined.

“Dr. Cooper… I can’t,” she breathed, her voice trembling.

“You can,” he assured her, his own breathing slightly ragged. A sheen of sweat glistened on his brow. “Your body is capable of remarkable adaptation. Trust the process.”

The cold lube hit her overheated flesh, and she shuddered. The tip of the colossal dildo pressed against her, a seemingly impossible challenge. He pushed, just an inch, and she saw stars, a white-hot burst of sensation. He went slowly, millimeter by millimeter, stretching her beyond what she thought were her absolute limits. Her cries were a mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure, her body surrendering completely to his will.

He seated it fully inside her, and she felt impossibly, utterly full. Then he began to move it, a shallow, rocking motion that made her see stars.

That was all it took.

The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a violent, convulsing wave of pure ecstasy. Her back arched violently off the table as she screamed, her inner muscles clamping down on the huge invading object with a force that was almost painful, milking it in a relentless, rhythmic grip. Pleasure electrocuted every nerve ending, leaving her shuddering and gasping for air as the waves slowly, slowly subsided.

He gently withdrew the device, and she collapsed onto the table, boneless and spent.

Dr. Cooper removed his gloves with a final snap. “As I said. Remarkable adaptation. You should have no trouble taking your boyfriend now.”

Sharon could only nod, her mind reeling. She moved on autopilot, cleaning up, getting dressed, her body still humming with the aftershocks. She barely registered walking out of the office, the cool air of the hallway a shock to her flushed skin.

Her mind raced, trying to process the line between therapy and what had just happened. The intense, stretching fullness. The way he’d watched her. The way she’d come apart on his command.

Deep down, beneath the confusion, a thrilling, shameful truth ignited. She had enjoyed it. Every impossible, shocking second of it.

And as she stepped into the elevator, she realized with a jolt that she was already counting the days until her next appointment.

8 - DOCTOR CARTER’S SPECIAL TREATMENT

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Fingering / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

The sterile scent of antiseptic filled Kayla’s lungs, a stark contrast to the fire simmering low in her belly. She shifted on the crinkly paper of the examination table, the sound absurdly loud in the quiet room. Her parents’ worried faces flashed in her mind—the disappointment, the fear she’d “throw her life away” before she finished college. This appointment was their solution. Their problem. Not hers. Her body had its own demands, a constant, humming need that a dozen different guys had only stoked, never satisfied.

The door opened and Dr. Carter stepped in, a man in his late forties with sharp, intelligent eyes that seemed to catalog her instantly. He offered a small, professional smile that didn’t quite reach them. “Kayla. I’ve reviewed the information your parents provided. Let’s get started, shall we?”

His voice was calm, measured, and it made her skin prickle. He instructed her to undress and offered a flimsy gown. She complied, the papery fabric doing little to shield her from the chill of the air or the weight of his gaze. He gestured to the stirrups. “Feet up here, please. We’ll begin with a discussion.”

Heart hammering, Kayla lay back, the leather cold against her bare thighs. She was completely exposed, her most intimate self laid bare under the bright clinical lights. The humiliation was a live wire, but to her horror, it twisted into something else—a sharp, shocking thrill.

Dr. Carter pulled up a stool, his movements efficient. He didn’t touch her. Not yet. He just looked, his eyes holding hers. “Your parents are concerned about your… proclivities. They believe you are a young woman with an uncontrollable appetite. So, let’s quantify it. How many sexual partners have you had in the last six months?”

The question hung in the air, vulgar and direct. Her face flushed. “I… I don’t keep count.”

“Estimate,” he said, his voice devoid of judgment, which somehow made it worse.

“A lot,” she whispered, the admission feeling like a confession torn from her soul.

“And masturbation? How often does that occur?”

Her eyes squeezed shut. “Often.” The word was a breathy sigh.

“I see,” he murmured, and she heard the soft snap of latex. Her eyes flew open. He was pulling on a pair of medical gloves, the sound final and terrifying. “Your physiology appears normal, but the reported behavior suggests a persistent state of arousal that requires a more… hands-on assessment.”

His fingers, cool and slick with gel, touched her outer lips first. A clinical, probing pressure. She gasped, her back arching off the table. This is a medical exam, she screamed inside her own head, but her body wasn’t listening. A hot, slick wave of desire pooled between her legs, a traitorous response to his impersonal touch.

“As I suspected,” he stated, his fingers tracing her, parting her. “Extremely responsive. Already dripping.”

He withdrew his hand, and she whimpered at the loss of contact. He turned to a tray of instruments, selecting a small, bullet-shaped vibrator and a roll of medical tape. “This is the first part of the treatment. To recalibrate your sensitivity.”

Before she could process it, he pressed the cool plastic against her swollen clit. She jolted. With efficient movements, he secured it in place with two strips of tape, the slight pull on her sensitive skin making her breath hitch. He picked up a small remote.

“The goal is to bring you to a controlled peak. To demonstrate that your arousal can be managed.”

He pressed a button.

A low, insistent buzz ignited at her core. It wasn't gentle. It was a direct, targeted thrum that arrowed straight through her. Her hips bucked involuntarily, a broken moan escaping her lips. Oh god. Her hands clenched at her sides, nails digging into her palms. The vibration was relentless, a maddening pleasure that built with terrifying speed.

“Now, for the primary treatment,” Dr. Carter said, his voice cutting through the haze of her building climax. He held up a large, silicone dildo, its size frankly intimidating. Her eyes widened, a fresh pulse of fear—and want—coursing through her. “I’ve never… it’s too big,” she breathed, her voice trembling.

“The body is capable of remarkable adaptation,” he replied coolly, smoothing a generous amount of lubricant over its length. The sound was obscene. “Relax, Kayla.”

The blunt, cool head of the toy pressed against her entrance. She was stretched, stretched so exquisitely full she could only gasp, her mouth a perfect ‘O’ of shock and sensation. He worked it slowly, inch by incredible inch, until she felt it pressing against her deepest limits. The vibrator buzzed relentlessly on her clit, the dual sensations short-circuiting her thoughts. There was only the stretch, the fullness, the buzz.

He began to move it, a slow, deep glide that mimicked a powerful thrust. Each movement dragged against her inner walls, lighting up every nerve ending. She was panting, her chest heaving, lost to the clinical, brutal pleasure of it.

Then, she felt a new pressure, a cool, slick touch at her other entrance. Her eyes flew open in panic. He had a second, smaller dildo, already lubed.

“A comprehensive treatment addresses all areas of tension,” he explained, as if lecturing.

He pressed, and her body, already singing with pleasure, yielded. The slow, burning stretch of her ass was overwhelming, a filthy counterpoint to the deep fucking of her pussy. He worked it in, slowly, until she was utterly filled, utterly possessed by him and his instruments.

He began to move them in a rhythm, one sliding out as the other pressed in. The double penetration was mind-blowing, a relentless assault on her senses. The vibrator was a constant, maddening hum on her clit, pushing her higher and higher. She was babbling, incoherent pleas and curses falling from her lips. Her world narrowed to the thrusting, the stretching, the buzzing. The pleasure was a coil wound too tight, a scream building in her throat.

It shattered. Her climax ripped through her with a violence she had never known. Her body seized, back bowing off the table as a guttural cry was torn from her. Her inner muscles clenched around the invading toys, waves of pure, electric ecstasy washing over her again and again. A hot rush of her own release slicked the table beneath her, the evidence of her utter surrender.

Slowly, he turned off the vibrator and gently withdrew the toys. She collapsed, boneless and trembling, into the wet spot she’d made.

Dr. Carter peeled off his gloves. “As I suspected. Your condition requires ongoing management. This level of arousal is a medical issue. You’ll need to return for weekly sessions to keep it under control.”

The humiliation should have been crushing. But all she felt was the aftershock of the most powerful orgasm of her life, and a deep, aching emptiness where the toys had been. She was ruined, exposed, and she had never been more turned on in her life.

She met his gaze, her voice hoarse but clear. “Next week?”

9 - A HUMILIATING PROCEDURE

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Fingering / Speculum / Bondage / Restraints / Dildo / Fisting

“Tell me exactly where you feel it, Zara.”

The voice was calm, professional, but it sent a shiver straight to her core. Her own voice was a breathy, humiliated whisper. “There… a little to the left.”

Dr. Martin’s gloved finger, cool from the lubricant, pressed deeper inside her. It was a clinical touch, meant to probe, to diagnose. But the slight, lingering pain from her healed fracture was now entirely secondary to the other sensation blooming in its wake. A low, insistent thrum of pleasure.

She’d fractured her pelvis a few months ago in a car accident. Since then, there’d been persistent, deep ache, a constant reminder of the crash. Finally, she’d made a doctor’s appointment, hoping to treat the problem. But now, as she lay on the cold exam table, spread wide and exposed, she realized that Dr. Martin wasn’t going to just prescribe her a few pills and send her on her way. He’d insisted that a thorough examination of her pelvic region was necessary.

Zara squeezed her eyes shut, the stark white of the examination room ceiling blurring above her. This is insane, she thought. He’s your doctor. He’s just doing his job. But her body, traitorous and awake in a way it hadn’t been in months, was telling a different story. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

“Ah, sensitive?” Dr. Martin murmured, his tone still detached. He withdrew his finger. “I need a better look. The speculum might feel cold.”

She heard the metallic click, the sound unnaturally loud in the quiet room. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she lay exposed on the table, her feet secured in the cold steel stirrups, her naked body covered only by the thin paper gown she’d been given.

This appointment was supposed to be routine. It was turning out to be anything but. Dr. James Martin had been recommended as the best. In his late forties, with distinguished silver streaks at his temples and an air of unwavering competence, he’d put her at ease immediately. Until now.

The cold speculum touched her outer lips and she flinched. “Just try to relax,” he soothed, his voice a low hum. He worked with quiet efficiency, the instrument gradually opening her. The sensation was strange, a dull pressure, a feeling of being stretched. And then… his fingers, adjusting the device, brushed against her clit.

It was an accident. It had to be. A fleeting, glancing touch. But a bolt of pure, undiluted lightning shot through her. A sharp gasp escaped her lips before she could stop it. Her back arched slightly off the table.

“My apologies,” he said, his voice still perfectly even. But when she dared to open her eyes, she saw his gaze was fixed between her legs, his expression intensely focused. He wasn’t looking at an injury. He was looking at her.

“I see some significant scar tissue, Zara,” he stated, his voice taking on a new, gravelly note. “It’s likely the source of your pain. And… other sensations. It needs to be broken down. I have a specialized therapy for this. It’s… intensive. It requires the patient to remain perfectly still.”

Before she could process his words, he was moving. From a drawer beside the table, he produced four leather cuffs, padded and soft-looking. Her breath hitched. “W-what are those for?”

“Your safety, and the efficacy of the treatment,” he explained, his movements swift and assured. He didn’t ask. He simply took her wrist, his grip firm but not painful, and secured it to a bracket on the side of the exam table. The leather was surprisingly warm against her skin. He did the same with her other wrist, then moved down to her ankles, releasing them from the stirrups only to secure them with the cuffs, pulling her legs wider apart before re-securing them to the metal supports. She was utterly bound, spread open for him.

A cocktail of panic and dizzying arousal flooded her system. This was wrong. This was so wrong. But the part of her that had been jolted awake by his accidental touch was throbbing with a desperate, hungry curiosity.

He turned away again and her eyes widened. In his hand was not another medical tool. It was a large, veined dildo, made of a sleek, dark silicone. It was bigger than anything she’d ever considered. This isn’t therapy, her mind screamed.

“This is the instrument,” he said, as if reading her thoughts. “It’s designed to apply targeted pressure to break up the adhesions. It might be uncomfortable at first. You need to trust me.”

She wanted to say no. She wanted to demand he release her. But the words died in her throat. Her pulse was pounding everywhere—in her wrists, her ankles, between her legs. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

He coated the silicone shaft with a generous amount of clear lubricant. The sound of it was obscene. He positioned himself between her legs, his presence overwhelming. “Breathe, Zara.”

The blunt, broad head pressed against her entrance. She was tight, clenched with anxiety and anticipation. He pushed, and a sharp sting of pain made her gasp. But he didn’t stop. He applied steady, unrelenting pressure, and with a soft, yielding sensation, the head popped inside. Her eyes flew open. He was in.

“There,” he murmured. “Now, the therapy begins.”

He started to move it, a slow, shallow glide in and out. The initial pain was already fading, replaced by a shocking, overwhelming feeling of fullness. Each thrust went deeper, stretching her, burning slightly in the most exquisite way. Her breath came in ragged pants. She tried to stifle them, but it was useless. The slick, rhythmic sound of the dildo moving in her wetness filled the room.

It feels good. Oh god, it feels so good.

He watched her, his eyes dark, his own breathing slightly heavier. He saw her losing control, and he kept his pace, steady and deep. Her hips strained against the restraints, trying to meet his thrusts, wanting more. She was close to something, teetering on a terrifying edge.

And then he stopped. He pulled the dildo out completely, leaving her empty and aching.

“The scar tissue is breaking up nicely,” he said, his voice husky. “But I need to be thorough.”

He discarded the toy. Then his gloved fingers were on her, slick with her own arousal. One finger slid into her with ease. Then a second. A third. She was so wet, so open from the dildo, they slipped in without resistance. The stretch was incredible. He scissored his fingers, stretching her wider.

“Please,” she whimpered, not knowing what she was asking for.

A fourth finger joined the others. Her body accepted it, a deep, burning fullness that was quickly transforming into pure pleasure. He worked his hand, gently twisting, pressing against inner walls that had never been touched like this. She was mindless, a creature of sensation.

Then, with a final, decisive push, his entire hand, clenched into a firm fist, pressed into her.

The feeling was beyond anything. It was a complete, utter fullness, a stretch that bordered on pain but was unequivocally, devastatingly pleasure. She was stretched to her absolute limit around his wrist. He held it there, letting her body adjust to the overwhelming invasion.

“The therapy requires deep mobilization,” he breathed, his composure finally cracking. He began to move his hand, a slow, gentle pistoning motion that rubbed every single nerve ending inside her.

It was too much. It was everything. The coiling tension in her belly snapped. A raw, guttural cry was torn from her throat as her orgasm detonated. It was a seismic event, shaking her from the inside out. Her vision whited out. Her body convulsed around his wrist, her juices flooding out, soaking the paper sheet beneath her with a hot rush.

He slowly, carefully, withdrew his hand. She lay utterly spent, trembling, the aftershocks still wracking her frame. Her wrists and ankles were released, the leather cuffs falling away. The cool air felt shocking on her feverish skin.

Dr. Martin was composed again, washing his hands at the sink as if nothing had happened. He turned, his professional mask back in place, though his eyes still held a dark heat.

“You’ll need several more sessions, Zara,” he said, his voice smooth. “To complete the therapy. The scar tissue is quite extensive.”

Humiliation burned her cheeks, but it was a weak flame compared to the roaring fire he’d lit in her belly. She pulled the paper gown around herself, her hands shaking.

She should report him. She should run and never look back.

But all she could think about was the devastating emptiness he’d left behind. And the secret, shameful thrill that shot through her at the thought of her next appointment. She managed a shaky nod, unable to meet his eyes.

“When…” her voice was hoarse. “When should I schedule it?”

10 - DOCTOR STEPDAD’S EXAMINATION

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Fingering / Speculum / Anal

The silence of the house was a heavy, judgmental thing. Hannah moved through it on tiptoe, the click of the front door lock echoing like a gunshot in the still air. She’d hoped everyone would be asleep, that she could slip upstairs and shower away the scent of him, the memory of his hands on her skin. But the light in the living room was on, a soft, accusatory glow.

Shawn, her stepdad, was in his armchair, a medical journal open on his lap, but his eyes weren’t reading. They were fixed on her, sharp and clinical. “You’re late,” he said, his voice even, devoid of the warmth he usually reserved for her mother.

“I was out with friends,” Hannah mumbled, her cheeks flushing. She could still feel the phantom pressure of her boyfriend’s body against hers, the slick, secret evidence of their activities cooling on her inner thighs.

“I was changing the sheets in your room today,” Shawn stated, not moving a muscle. “I found something. A box of condoms.” He let the words hang between them, a verdict. “Empty.”

Hannah’s heart hammered against her ribs. She looked at the floor, at the pattern of the rug, anywhere but at him. There was no point in lying. “Yes.”

“Are you sexually active, Hannah?” The question was so direct, so sterile, it stole the air from her lungs.

“Daddy, I’m eighteen. I’m an adult,now,” she replied, unable to look him in the eye.

“Answer the question,” he demanded.

“Yes,” she finally whispered. “I am.”

He closed the journal and set it aside, standing up. He loomed in the doorway, not as her stepdad, but as Dr. Shawn. “You know the risks. STIs, HPV, unwanted pregnancy. Your mother would be devastated.” He sighed, a sound of profound disappointment. “As the only medical professional in this house, I can’t in good conscience let this go unchecked. You need to be examined.”

Her head snapped up. “Examined? By you?”

“It’s a standard pelvic exam. To ensure your health. It’s what I do.” His tone brooked no argument. It was logical, reasonable. Terrifying. “Unless you’d prefer I make an appointment for you at my clinic tomorrow morning? I can call your mother right now to explain why.”

The threat was implicit, devastating. The humiliation of her mother knowing was a thousand times worse than this. “No,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “No, please don’t tell Mom.”

“Then we do this now. Upstairs. Your room.”

Her legs felt like lead as she ascended the stairs, his presence a solid, unyielding force behind her. In her bedroom, the familiar space felt alien, violated. He closed the door and clicked the lock. The sound was final.

“Remove your clothes, Hannah. Everything. And lie on the bed on your back. Legs spread.”

Her fingers were clumsy, shaking as she undressed. The air was cool on her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She lay back on the comforter, the fabric rough against her sensitized skin. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to disappear into the mattress as she forced her knees apart, exposing herself completely to his analytical gaze.

She heard the snap of latex gloves, the squirt of lubricant. Her whole body flinched at the first touch of his slick, gloved fingers on her outer lips. So cold. He parted her, his touch methodical, impersonal.

“Just relax,” he murmured, but it wasn’t a comfort. It was an instruction.

One finger pressed against her entrance, then slid inside her with a smooth, practiced motion. She gasped, her back arching off the bed. It was an invasion, a violation, but her body, still humming from her earlier encounter, betrayed her. A low throb of warmth spread from his probing digit. He moved his finger in a slow circle, feeling her inner walls.

“You’re… very aroused, Hannah,” he noted, his voice a low hum. “Your vaginal tissue is engorged. Responsive.” He added a second finger, stretching her slightly, and a soft, unwilling moan escaped her lips. She bit it back, horrified at herself.

He withdrew his fingers. She heard the metallic click of the speculum. “This will feel cold,” he warned, but nothing could prepare her for the clinical intrusion of the device. He worked it inside her, and with a slow turn, her body was spread open, exposed in a way she had never been before. She felt utterly vulnerable, laid bare.

A beat of silence. Then, his voice changed. The clinical detachment evaporated, replaced by something darker, possessive. “Well, well. What do we have here?”

Her eyes flew open. He was looking intently between her legs, a strange, intense light in his eyes.

“There’s a significant amount of seminal fluid pooled near your cervix,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Fresh. You’ve just been fucked, haven’t you? Quite thoroughly.”

Tears of shame pricked at her eyes. She could only nod.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Hannah. Reckless.” He removed the speculum with a careful click, setting it aside. His gloved hand returned, but this time, his slick fingers found a new path. They circled the tight, forbidden pucker of her anus.

She jerked in shock. “What are you—?”

“Have you ever been penetrated here, Hannah?” he asked, his voice thick with a new, unsettling curiosity. His finger pressed insistently against the tight ring of muscle.

“N-no. Never.”

“Anal sex is an effective way to prevent pregnancy,” he stated, as if reading from a textbook, even as his finger began to work its way inside her, slow and relentless. The burn was sharp, then faded into a deep, full, shocking stretch. It was wrong, it was filthy, but a bolt of pure, electric pleasure shot through her, so intense it made her toes curl. Oh god.

“It can be intensely pleasurable for a woman, with proper preparation,” he continued, his voice a rough whisper now. He was fingering her ass with a steady, corkscrewing rhythm that made her hips twitch. “We should try it. To see if it’s a viable alternative for you. To keep you safe.”

Her mind screamed no, but her body was melting, a pool of wanton need. The dual humiliation and the shocking, illicit pleasure were short-circuiting her thoughts. All she could do was whimper, “Okay.”

“Good girl. Turn over. On your knees.”

She moved like a puppet, her limbs heavy with a strange, dizzy anticipation. She presented herself to him, her face buried in her pillow, her ass in the air. She heard the sound of his zipper, the rustle of clothes. Then, the blunt, hot, unmistakable head of his cock pressed against her well-lubricated entrance. It was so much bigger than his finger.

“Breathe out,” he commanded.

She did, and he pushed.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She cried out into the pillow as he sank into her, inch by devastating inch, filling her completely, stretching her in ways she never imagined possible. He waited, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness.

Then he moved.

A slow, withdrawing drag that made her gasp, followed by a smooth, solid thrust that stole her breath. He set a rhythm, deep and possessive, each stroke igniting a firestorm of sensation deep in her core. The shame was still there, but it was being burned away by the raw, animalistic pleasure of it. Her fingers clutched the sheets, her back arched, meeting his thrusts with a need of her own.

He was no longer Dr. Shawn. He was just a man, claiming her. His breathing grew ragged, his thrusts harder, faster, losing their clinical precision. “Such a tight little ass,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. “You take it so well.”

The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter with every piston-like drive of his cock into her depths. The friction was incredible, lighting up every nerve ending. She felt herself clenching around him, her body seizing up as an orgasm ripped through her, violent and shocking in its intensity. Her inner muscles spasmed, gripping his shaft in a rhythmic, milking pulse.

The feeling of her climax tightening around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he slammed into her one last time, holding himself deep as he came. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, a final, definitive claim.

They stayed like that for a long moment, connected, breathing heavily in the dark room. He slowly pulled out, and she collapsed onto the bed, feeling spent, used, and utterly confused by the aftershocks of pleasure still coursing through her.

Shawn disposed of the gloves and cleaned himself up. When he spoke, his voice was back to that calm, doctorly tone, but it now carried a dark, possessive undertone. “Given your level of sexual activity, Hannah, this can’t be a one-time examination. We’ll need to monitor your health closely.”

He leaned down, his lips close to her ear. “I’ll be doing another check up soon.”

11 - A LIFE-CHANGING TREATMENT

MMF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Vibrator / Nipple Play / Dildo / Anal

The ad was a flash of lurid magenta in the dull grey of her social media feed. Libidol: Reclaim Your Spark. A Clinical Trial Seeking Women Ages 30-45 Experiencing Female Sexual Interest/Arousal Disorder. Shelly thumb-scrolled past it, then back to it. The words “Viagra for women” pulsed with a promise that felt both embarrassing and irresistible. For months, her body had been a silent, uninterested houseguest in her own marriage. Sex with Mark was a quiet, functional transaction that left her feeling emptier than before. She clicked ‘Learn More’.

A week later, her heels clicked on the pristine linoleum of the research wing at St. Jude’s Hospital. The air smelled of antiseptic and anxiety. Dr. Allen Kessler’s office was all cool, masculine efficiency: dark wood, leather, and diplomas asserting his expertise. He was older, with silvering hair and a gaze that felt like an X-ray.

“Shelly, welcome,” he said, his voice a calm, low rumble. “We’re pleased to have you. This is Kyle Reed, one of my top medical residents. He’ll be assisting me today.”

A younger man, perhaps in his late twenties, nodded from the corner. He had a kind, almost shy smile that seemed out of place here. Kyle Reed. The name was as clean-cut as his appearance.

“The procedure is straightforward,” Dr. Kessler explained, his tone clinical, devoid of any salaciousness. “We will administer the topical agent, Libidol, and then measure your physiological responses to various stimuli. This will give us a baseline. For the integrity of the trial, we require you to disrobe completely and position yourself on the examination table. Kyle, the stirrups, please.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was more invasive than she’d imagined. But the memory of Mark’s disappointed sigh last night propelled her. Fingers trembling, she unbuttoned her blouse, slipped out of her slacks and underwear, folding them neatly on a chair, a pathetic attempt to maintain some dignity. The leather of the exam table was shockingly cold against her bare skin. She leaned back, placing her feet in the cold metal stirrups, and stared at the acoustic tiles on the ceiling. Don’t think. Just breathe. She felt utterly, terrifyingly exposed, her most intimate self presented to these two strangers for judgment.

Dr. Kessler pulled on a pair of latex gloves with a soft snap. “You’ll feel a slight chill,” he stated, his professional demeanor unwavering. He held a small tub of white cream. But his description was a gross understatement. As his gloved fingers applied the cream directly to her vulva, a simple clinical act, it was the rubbing that stole her breath. He wasn’t just applying it; he was working it in with a firm, deliberate pressure, his fingers circling her labia, pressing against her entrance. It was vigorous, thorough, and utterly unlike anything she’d ever experienced.

A low, unfamiliar warmth began to pool deep within her, a heat that spread through her pelvis, a tingling that whispered to nerves she thought had long since retired. Oh god. Her cheeks flushed with a heat that rivaled the one between her legs. This was supposed to be clinical. This wasn’t supposed to feel… good.

“Initial vasocongestion is evident,” Dr. Kessler noted calmly, as if commenting on the weather. “Kyle, place the sensors. One on the inner thigh, the abdomen, and the sternum.”

Kyle approached, his movements hesitant. His fingers, also gloved, were gentle as he adhered the cold, small sensors to her skin. His touch was a stark contrast to the doctor’s purposeful ministrations, and the combination of the two—the dominant and the hesitant—sent another confusing jolt through her system. She was acutely aware of both men watching her, studying her naked, responding body.

“Now, for the calibrated stimulus,” Dr. Kessler said, picking up a sleek, white medical vibrator. He turned it on. A low, resonant hum filled the room. He started at her nipples, first the left, then the right. The vibration wasn’t gentle. It was a direct, intense buzz that shot straight down her spine, a live wire connecting her breasts to the now-throbbing ache between her legs. She bit her lip, a soft gasp escaping anyway.

“Arousal levels climbing steadily,” the doctor murmured.

Then he moved the device lower. He didn’t tease. He went straight for her clitoris. The moment the humming tip made contact, Shelly’s back arched off the table entirely. A sharp, raw cry was torn from her throat. It was an electric shock of pure, undiluted pleasure. This… this is what was missing. The vibrator circled, pressed, retreated, then pressed again, a relentless, expert assault. She was dissolving under its touch, her hips beginning to move of their own volition, seeking more pressure, more friction. She could feel how wet she was, a slickness that was utterly humiliating and utterly exhilarating.

“Remarkable response,” Dr. Kessler said, his voice holding a hint of something else now—not quite clinical interest, but fascination. He put the vibrator down and picked up something else from the tray. A large, flesh-colored dildo, medical-grade and intimidatingly substantial. “We need to test deeper receptor response.”

He coated it in gel and without preamble, pressed the bulbous head against her entrance. She was so ready, so open, that it slid into her with a single, smooth, deep thrust that made her see stars. “Oh!” she cried out, her hands gripping the edges of the table. He began to move it in and out, a slow, deep, punishing rhythm that filled her completely, stroking places inside her that had been dormant for years. Each thrust was a revelation. Each withdrawal a fresh ache. Her moans were continuous now, a desperate soundtrack to her own undoing. The humiliation was still there, a faint echo, but it was being drowned out by a ravenous, primal need for more.

“Kyle,” the doctor said, his own breathing slightly uneven. “Simultaneous stimulation. The vibrator. Anally.”

Kyle’s eyes went wide for a fraction of a second before his training took over. He picked up the still-humming device. Shelly flinched as she felt the cool tip press against the tight pucker of her ass. This was too much. This was…

The vibrator slipped inside her just as Dr. Kessler thrust the dildo deep. The dual sensation, the overwhelming fullness, the buzz vibrating through her very core—it was a sensory overload that short-circuited her brain. The pleasure wasn’t building anymore; it was detonating. Her body seized, back bowing off the table as a torrential orgasm crashed through her. It was a convulsing, mind-blanking wave of ecstasy that seemed to go on forever, her juices gushing out around the dildo, her cries raw and unfiltered. She shuddered through the aftershocks, completely spent.

Dr. Kessler slowly withdrew the instruments. “A definitive response. Thank you, Shelly. Your participation has been invaluable.” He peeled off his gloves while Kyle, avoiding her glazed eyes, gently removed the sensors. “We’ll provide you with a four-week supply of Libidol. Apply it topically before intercourse with your husband. I’ll need to see you next week to monitor your progress.”

He handed her a small paper bag. She took it with trembling hands, her body still humming with the echoes of the most powerful pleasure she’d ever known. The humiliation had burned away, replaced by a deep, thrumming satisfaction. She dressed quickly, avoiding looking at either man, yet hyper-aware of Kyle’s quiet presence.

She walked out of the hospital into the afternoon sun, the small bag feeling like a stolen treasure in her purse. She had her miracle drug. But as she replayed every shocking, exquisite detail in her mind, she realized with a jolt that her anticipation for next week had very little to do with the cream, and everything to do with the men who administered it.

12 - THE LOST VIBRATOR

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Anal / Fingering / Enema / Dildo

The sterile, antiseptic smell of the clinic waiting room made Carrie’s stomach churn. Each rustle of a magazine, each cough from another patient, felt like a judgment. She sat rigidly in the uncomfortable plastic chair, her cheeks burning with a humiliation so profound it was a physical weight on her chest. This isn’t happening. She squeezed her thighs together, a futile attempt to ignore the persistent, silent hum deep inside her. It was a constant, mocking reminder of her own stupidity. One moment of adventurous curiosity, one ill-advised push, and her favorite vibrator had vanished, lost somewhere in the uncharted territory of her own body.

“Carrie Evans?” a nurse called.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She stood, her legs shaky, and followed the nurse to a cold exam room. The door clicked shut, sealing her in her private hell.

Dr. Brown entered a few minutes later, his demeanor calm and professional. He was older, with kind eyes and silver streaks in his hair, which somehow made the whole situation feel even more degrading. She stammered out her explanation, her face aflame.

“I see,” he said, his voice neutral. “Well, let’s have a look. Please, get up on the table. On your hands and knees, and lower your pajama bottoms. We’ll need easy access.”

The command was so clinical, so utterly exposing. Her hands trembled as she positioned herself, the cold vinyl of the table a shock against her knees and palms. She presented her bare ass to him, the ultimate act of submission to this circumstance. She heard the snap of a glove, the squirt of lubricant.

“Just relax,” he murmured.

His touch was gentle, but Carrie jolted anyway. The cool, slickness of his gloved finger circled her tightest rim. Oh god. Then, with a firm, steady pressure, he pressed inside. Her breath hitched. It was an invasion, a medical necessity, but her body was betraying her utterly. A low, traitorous thrum of heat began to pool in her core as his finger worked deeper, past the initial resistance, exploring her internally. She could feel the subtle movements as he tried to hook the elusive toy. With each probing motion, a jolt of something that was absolutely not pain shot through her. She was getting wet, dripping onto the paper-covered table beneath her. The shame was molten, mixing dangerously with a shocking, unexpected arousal.

“It’s lodged quite deep,” Dr. Brown stated, his voice still calm, but she detected a new note in it. Something… attentive. “I can’t reach it with my fingers. I think our best course of action is an enema. The pressure should help move everything along.”

She could only nod, her face hidden, grateful he couldn’t see the frantic blush on her cheeks. He prepared the bag, and she heard the soft clink of the nozzle. This was a new level of humiliation.

“This might feel a bit unusual,” he warned.

Unusual was an understatement. The blunt plastic tip pressed against her, then slid in. A moment later, a rush of hot water flooded into her, a bizarre, full, spreading warmth that made her gasp. So much. He told her to hold it, and she clenched everything, her body trembling with the effort of containment and the sheer, overwhelming strangeness of it all.

When he finally directed her to the adjacent bathroom, the release was a torrential, embarrassing flood. And with it, her vibrator clattered into the toilet, a tiny, ridiculous-looking culprit. She cleaned up, her body feeling hollowed out and shaky.

She expected it to be over. She pulled up her pajamas, ready to flee this nightmare.

But when she opened the door, Dr. Brown was still there, leaning against the counter. His eyes were dark, intense. “Carrie,” he began, his voice lower now, losing its sterile edge. “I couldn’t help but notice your… physical response during the examination. You were incredibly aroused.”

She froze, her mouth dry.

“That level of anal stimulation can be intensely pleasurable for some women,” he continued, taking a step closer. “It would be a shame to end this on such a clinical note. Would you be interested in exploring that sensation further? In a more controlled way, of course.”

Her mind screamed no, screamed to run. But her body, still humming from the intrusion, from the enema, from the sheer taboo of it all, screamed yes. She gave a hesitant, almost imperceptible nod.

“Excellent. Back on the table, please. Same position.”

She obeyed, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm. This time, there was no pretense of medical necessity. This was something else entirely. She heard a drawer open, and when she dared a glance back, she saw him holding a large, jet-black dildo. It was monstrously thick, veined, and intimidating.

“That’s… that’s too big,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Your body is more capable than you think,” he reassured her, coating the silicone in a generous amount of clear lube. It shone under the bright exam lights. “Just breathe. Relax into it.”

The cold, slick tip pressed against her. She held her breath. He pushed, just a little, and she felt a stretching burn. “Oh…”

“Breathe out, Carrie.”

She exhaled, and he pushed again. The head of the toy popped past her tight ring of muscle, and a sharp, bright pain instantly melted into a deep, full, unbelievable pressure. It’s inside. He didn’t stop. He worked it slowly, inexorably, into her, millimeter by millimeter, stretching her wider than she’d ever been. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the table. It was a burning, aching, incredible fullness that seemed to touch a place deep in her very core. She was panting now, little gasping breaths.

When it was fully seated, he held it there, letting her adjust. The sensation was overwhelming. Every slight movement was a seismic event inside her.

Then, his other hand found her soaked cleft from behind. His fingers, still slick with lube, parted her folds and found her clit. Oh god. The dual sensation was electric, unbearable. The deep, stretching fullness in her ass and the sharp, precise circles on her clit short-circuited her brain. She was moaning openly now, shamelessly, her hips pushing back against the toy and forward into his hand.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Take it. You love being full, don’t you?”

She did. She loved it. The pleasure built, a coiling, terrifying tension low in her belly. Her thighs began to shake. He moved the dildo in a slow, shallow rhythm, fucking her ass with it while his fingers never let up on her clit. The sounds were obscene, wet, slick. The coil snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her with a violence she had never experienced, a raw, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around the massive toy inside her. Juices gushed from her, dripping down her thighs and onto the paper below. She collapsed onto her forearms, her body convulsing through the endless waves.

Slowly, he withdrew the dildo, the sensation almost as intense as its entry. She lay there, boneless, panting, her mind utterly blank. She dressed on autopilot, her fingers fumbling with the buttons on her jeans. She didn’t meet his eyes as she mumbled a thank you and practically fled the room.

The cool air outside the clinic did nothing to calm the fire in her cheeks. The humiliation was a living thing, crawling under her skin. But beneath it, a different heat simmered. A thrilling, addictive ember. She replayed every moment, every touch, every shocking wave of pleasure. And as she walked away, her steps slowed. She knew, with a certainty that terrified and excited her, that she would be calling tomorrow to schedule another appointment.

13 - SECRETS EXPOSED IN THE LABORATORY

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Lie Detector / Vibrator / Nipple Play / Dildo / Anal

“Is that a yes, Mya?”

The sharp, electronic bleep from the polygraph machine was her answer before she could form one. She flinched, the cold metal of the stirrups pressing into her calves as her body tensed.

Dr. Hayden’s voice was calm, clinical. “The sensors don’t lie. Let’s try again. How often do you masturbate?”

Mya squeezed her eyes shut, the sterile white lights of the lab burning through her eyelids. The cool air prickled against her completely bare skin. Her humiliation was a living thing, writhing under the electrodes stuck to her chest, her abdomen, the inside of her wrist. She’d walked in here for five hundred dollars. For rent. For textbooks. She hadn’t expected to be naked, spread, and exposed.

“Several times a week,” she whispered, the confession torn from her.

“Good. Honesty is crucial for our data.”

She opened her eyes. Dr. Hayden was watching her, his expression unreadable behind his glasses. He was younger than she’d expected from the email correspondence—handsome, even, with dark hair and a focused intensity that made her stomach do a different kind of flip.

—

It had started simply. Desperately. An ad for a medical survey, five hundred dollars for a few hours of her time. Mya, a twenty-two-year-old student drowning in debt, had clicked without a second thought. The acceptance email came within minutes. The instructions were clear: report to the university hospital’s private research wing at 3 PM.

Dr. Hayden had met her in a sleek, modern office. He was polite, professional. He explained the nature of the study: testing new bio-feedback equipment for stress and physiological response. “The questions can be personal. Embarrassing. Participants sometimes lie, which corrupts the data. The polygraph ensures accuracy.”

Five hundred dollars. She signed the forms.

He led her to the lab. It looked more like a tech startup than a hospital room—sleek monitors, a padded examination table with distinct, polished stirrups. That’s when his tone shifted, from professional to something more… directive.

“For accurate sensor placement, I’ll need you to remove your clothing. All of it. The fabric interferes with the readings.”

Her protest died in her throat. It was a medical setting. He was a doctor. He’d seen it all before. The money shimmered in her mind, a lifeline. With trembling fingers, she’d undressed, folding her jeans and sweater on the chair with a care that felt absurd. The air was cool. She’d climbed onto the table, the vinyl sticky against her thighs, and placed her feet in the cold stirrups, exposing herself completely.

He’d attached the sensors with efficient, impersonal touches. The adhesive pads on her chest, above her heart. More on her stomach. One on the inside of each wrist. Wires snaked from her body to the silent machine.

The questions began. Sexually active? Yes. Number of partners? Two. Do you masturbate? The heat that flooded her face was its own kind of lie detector. Yes.

Then came the question about frequency. She’d tried to downplay it. “Once in a while.”

The machine bleated its sharp, judgmental alarm. Her own body had betrayed her.

Now, after her truthful admission, Dr. Hayden didn’t move to the next question. Instead, he turned to a tray of devices covered by a sterile drape. “We’re moving to the physical response phase. I need your candid feedback on several prototype devices.”

He pulled back the cloth. Mya’s breath hitched. There was a sleek, silver vibrator, a series of dildos in varying sizes and shapes, tubes of clear gel.

He picked up the vibrator, its low hum filling the room. He didn’t ask permission. He simply reached forward, the buzzing head circling her left nipple, which tightened instantly into a hard, sensitive peak.

“Does the vibrational frequency feel pleasant?”

Sensation rocketed through her—a sharp, electric pleasure that shot straight to her core. Her back arched slightly off the table. “Y-yes.”

“On a scale of one to ten?”

“Eight,” she gasped.

He moved to the other nipple, tracing the same maddening circles. The vibration seemed to travel through her entire nervous system, lighting her up. She was panting, her earlier humiliation now mixed with a shocking, undeniable arousal. He noted something on a tablet.

Then he moved the device lower. He bypassed her mound, instead pressing the humming tip directly against her clitoris.

Mya cried out. Her hips jerked involuntarily, pushing herself against the sensation. It was too much, and not enough.

“Feedback, please.” His voice was still calm, but she heard something else underneath it now. A hint of… appreciation.

“It… it feels good. Really good.” The words were a moan.

“The device is designed for targeted, external stimulation. Your physiological responses are spiking. Very informative.”

He withdrew the vibrator. The sudden absence was an agony. She watched, dazed, as he selected a dildo—long, thick, a realistic flesh tone. He coated it generously with the clear gel from one of the tubes.

He didn’t warn her. He positioned the blunt, slick head at her entrance and pushed forward in one smooth, firm motion.

Mya’s mouth fell open in a silent gasp. The stretch was intense, full. He began to move it, slow, deep strokes that dragged against her inner walls. Each thrust was a calculated invasion, a relentless stoking of the fire he’d started.

“And this? Penetrative simulation. Rate it.”

She couldn’t form a scale. Her mind was fracturing. “Amazing,” she choked out. “It… feels amazing.”

He increased the pace, the sound of wet friction joining her ragged breaths. He leaned closer, his eyes on the monitors, then on her face. “The next question is pivotal for our psychological parameters. Answer honestly.” He thrust particularly deep, making her see stars. “Do you enjoy this? The exposure. The… humiliation of being used?”

The lie detector was silent. It knew. She knew. The truth was a dark, shameful flower blooming in her gut, hotter than any blush. The vulnerability was terrifying. It was also the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever experienced.

“Yes,” she breathed, the admission a surrender. “I like it.”

A small, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. “Excellent.”

He picked up a second, slightly smaller dildo. He coated it with lubricant. He continued to pound her entrance with the larger dildo. Then, with his other hand, he pressed the tip of the smaller one against her other, untouched opening.

Mya’s eyes flew open. “Wait—”

“We are testing simultaneous stimulation. Relax.” His command was gentle but absolute. He pushed the first dildo into her pussy, filling her deeply. As she gasped from that fullness, he applied steady, insistent pressure to her rear entrance.

There was a burn, a stretch so foreign and complete it stole her breath. Then, with a soft pop, it gave way, invading her most private hole. She cried out as he stretched her virgin opening.

“How does it feel?” he asked.

“It hurts,” she whimpered. “It’s too big.”

But soon, the pain gave way to pleasure. Both dildos pistoned in and out of her, simultaneously, setting her nerve endings on fire. She let out a moan as intense pleasure rippled through her body. The obscene sound of the dildos sliding through her wetness filled the room, mingling with her sighs and gasps.

“How about now?” Dr. Hayden queried, a smug look on his face.

“Yes, yes,” she moaned, barely coherent, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He kept going. The dual stimulation pushed her over the edge. Her legs shook with the intensity of her climax. Her juices gushed, soaking the exam table beneath her. Finally, Dr. Hayden withdrew the dildos, and Mya collapsed onto the table, exhausted.

“Thank you for participating,” he said, helping her up from the table. “You may get dressed.”

Mya grabbed her clothes, her cheeks burning. Dr. Hayden handed her an envelope. She opened it, finding that it contained five hundred dollars in cash.

As she left the hospital, she felt thoroughly used and humiliated. But she had to admit that deep down, she had never been more turned on.

14 - DR. JORDAN’S BIO-FEEDBACK STUDY

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Restraints / Lie Detector / Vibrator

“Is that your baseline, Diana? Or is this what honesty feels like?”

The sensor on her inner thigh buzzed softly, its green light glowing brighter against her flushed skin. Diana’s breath hitched, her gaze fixed on the stark white ceiling of the sound-dampened room. The steady, rhythmic beep of the heart rate monitor sped up.

Dr. Mark Jordan’s voice was a low, calm murmur beside her. “The bio-feedback doesn’t lie. It tells me you’re holding back. Tell me the fantasy. The real one.”

How had she gotten here? It started, as most desperate things do, with money.

—

A classified ad, buried in a university forum: “Psycho-Emotional Mapping Study. $2,000 for 4 hours. Discretion Assured.” For Diana, drowning in thesis research and student debt, it was a lifeline. The email confirming her selection was terse, professional. It listed an address in a discreet commercial district, a time, and a reminder to wear comfortable, loose-fitting clothing.

The facility was all cool, modernist glass and brushed steel. Dr. Jordan met her in a pristine reception area. He was younger than she’d expected—tall, with a sharp jawline and intelligent eyes that seemed to catalogue her immediately. His presence was an anchor of calm authority.

“The study involves a series of questions. I need you to answer truthfully,” he explained, his voice smooth. “Your honesty will be monitored through a suite of bio-feedback sensors. The data is anonymous. The compensation is deposited upon completion. Do you consent?”

She did. She needed to. The word “yes” felt flimsy leaving her lips.

He led her to the room. It was dim, lit only by soft, adjustable LED panels in the walls and the glow of monitoring equipment. In the center sat a plush, padded chair that looked more like a sculptural art piece. It had wide, soft restraints on the armrests and at the base.

“For the scenario to be effective, we require complete physical openness to match the psychological openness,” Dr. Jordan said, his tone clinical. “You will remove your clothing. You will assume a position on the chair—knees apart, arms here. This is not for restraint, but to minimize proprioceptive distraction. To allow you to… sink in.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was the line. The $2,000 line. She thought of her overdue rent, the stack of unopened bills. With trembling fingers, she complied. The soft cotton of her shirt, the denim of her jeans, everything pooled on the floor. The air was cool on her bare skin. She avoided his eyes as she settled onto the chair, the velvety material warm against her back and thighs. He secured the soft cuffs around her wrists and ankles. The hold was firm, but not painful. It was… definitive.

He pulled on a pair of thin latex gloves with a soft snap. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“We begin with a physical baseline,” he stated, his clinical demeanor unwavering.

His touch was methodical, impersonal, and utterly devastating. He started at her collarbones, his gloved fingers tracing down to the swell of her breasts. He cupped each one, weighing them, his thumb brushing over her nipples until they hardened into tight peaks. A small, shameful heat began to pool low in her stomach. He noted something on a tablet.

He moved lower. His fingers parted her folds with a doctor’s precision, and the cold, clinical touch there sent a jolt of something entirely un-clinical through her. He examined her, noting her reactive flush, the slight slickness that betrayed her despite her mortification. The sensor near her core glowed a steady amber.

Then, the most invasive part. A cool, lubricated fingertip pressed against her back entrance, a brief, shocking pressure before retreating. Diana squeezed her eyes shut, a whimper trapped in her throat.

“Baselines recorded,” he said, as if noting a temperature. He attached the final sensors—small, adhesive pads with glowing LEDs. One on her sternum. One on her inner thigh. One just below her navel. Their lights pulsed softly with her heartbeat.

He sat on a stool beside her, the tablet replaced by a simple notepad. The clinical lights dimmed further, leaving them in a pool of intimate gloom.

“Now, Diana,” he began, his voice shifting. It was still calm, but it shed its sterile edge, gaining a resonant, hypnotic depth. “My job is to uncover truths your conscious mind has buried. You will answer. The sensors will tell me when you are lying. Let us start with an easy one. Do you enjoy being touched without the expectation of reciprocation?”

“I… I don’t know,” she breathed.

The sensor on her thigh flickered red. A soft, corrective buzz vibrated through her.

“The bio-feedback disagrees,” Dr. Jordan murmured. “Let’s try again. Do you enjoy it?”

The buzz faded, leaving a phantom thrum. “Yes,” she whispered.

“Good.” He made a note. “Do you fantasize about being told what to do? About surrendering control to a trusted authority?”

Her mind raced, a chaotic scramble of denial. But the sensor remained a steady green. She was being honest, and it was terrifying. “Sometimes,” she admitted, the word like a confession.

“Describe it.”

And so, under the glow of the sensors and the spell of his voice, she did. Haltingly at first, then in a rush. Fantasies of being arranged, posed, used for another’s pleasure. Of strong hands and a commanding voice that left no room for the constant, grinding anxiety of her daily life. Of having no choices, only acceptance.

Dr. Jordan listened, his expression one of fascinated absorption. He probed deeper, his questions becoming more provocative, weaving a tapestry of her own hidden longings. He spoke of tension, and release. Of the safety found in absolute surrender. His words wrapped around her, warm and heavy, pulling her into a trance-like state. The room, the sensors, her debt—it all faded into a soft hum. There was only his voice, and the truth of her body’s reactions.

He picked up a device from the tray. It was a vibrator, sleek and black, with a subtly curved tip.

“This is part of the experiment,” he said, his voice now a direct conduit into her psyche. “To measure peak physiological response. You will not move. You will only feel.”

He didn’t ask. He simply applied it.

The touch was electric. He pressed the humming device against her lower lips, not yet parting them, letting the intense vibration resonate through her entire pelvis. A sharp gasp tore from Diana’s lips. Her back arched against the chair’s padding.

“Your arousal metrics are climbing,” he observed, his eyes on the monitors. “But they are… scattered. You are still fighting. Let go, Diana. Your compensation depends on your authentic experience. Surrender to the experience.”

His command, tied to her need, was the final key. Her psychological resistance crumbled. With a soft, whirring sound, he guided the vibrator through her slickness, finding her clit in one smooth, knowing motion.

Oh god.

The sensation was instant and overwhelming. A bright, shocking line of pure pleasure shot from that one hyper-sensitive point straight to the base of her spine. Her hips tried to buck, but the soft restraints held her in place, amplifying the feeling of helpless exposure. Every nerve was on fire.

“Focus on the sensation,” he commanded, his voice low and steady amidst her panting. “Where do you feel it?”

“Everywhere,” she choked out.

He shifted the angle, applying more pressure. The vibration seemed to drill into her, a relentless, buzzing pleasure. He began to move it in slow, deliberate circles, each rotation coiling the tension in her abdomen tighter and tighter. She was babbling, half-formed pleas and yeses falling from her lips.

“The psychological and physiological readings are synchronizing,” he noted, his scientific tone a bizarre contrast to the scene. “You are entering the desired state. Now, I want you to describe the pleasure. Action by action. What is happening?”

She was so close to the edge, teetering. “It’s… it’s the buzzing. It’s hot. It’s… it’s building down there, low in my stomach. It’s getting… it’s getting tight. My legs are shaking. I can’t… I can’t stop it.”

“You are not meant to stop it,” he said. “You are meant to observe it. To let it happen. The study requires a documented climax. Let it come.”

He increased the pressure, holding the vibrator perfectly, ruthlessly in place.

The orgasm crashed over her like a wave of white noise. It was a sheer, physical event. Her world narrowed to the devastating pulse between her legs, radiating out in hot, liquid waves. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound as her body convulsed against the restraints. The sensors blazed a symphony of red and green light, the monitors emitting a sustained, high-pitched tone. It seemed to last forever, this peak of involuntary, monitored ecstasy, before finally, slowly, ebbing away.

She was a quivering, sweaty mess, her breathing ragged. Dr. Jordan removed the vibrator, placing it silently back on the tray. He studied the monitors, a faint, satisfied smile touching his lips.

“A very strong, clear peak,” he said. “The data is excellent.” He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a whisper that feathered against her ear. “And now, Diana… we have established a baseline of your truth. The real work can begin. Tell me… how badly do you want to earn that $2,000?”

Before she could even form a thought, his hand, now bare, glided up her trembling inner thigh. His skin was warm, a shocking contrast to the latex. His fingers slid through her wetness, gathering it, then circling her oversensitive clit with a slow, possessive pressure that made her whole body jolt.

“Because the next series of tests,” he murmured, his breath hot on her neck, “are a bit more… invasive.”

15 - TELLING THE TRUTH TO SAVE HER MARRIAGE

MMF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Lie Detector / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Electric Shocks / Dildo

The air in Dr. Morris’s office was cool, sterile, but Kate’s skin was feverish. Jed sat rigid beside her, his jaw a hard line. The doctor, a man with calm eyes and an expensive suit, steepled his fingers.

“Complete honesty,” Dr. Morris said, his voice a smooth, low baritone. “It’s the only foundation left to build on. Without it, this marriage is scaffolding over a void.”

“I’ll be honest,” Kate whispered, the promise feeling flimsy even to her. “I swear.”

Dr. Morris’s gaze lingered on her. He didn’t look convinced. “Promises are often the first lies we tell ourselves. I propose something more… empirical. A polygraph session. The body cannot deceive the machine.”

Jed nodded instantly, a spark of grim hope in his eyes. “That’s a great idea. The truth. All of it.”

Kate’s heart hammered against her ribs. This is for Jed, she told herself. To save our marriage. “I agree,” she heard herself say.

Dr. Morris led them down a short hallway to a different room. It was all clinical white and chrome, dominated by a padded examination table. A machine with dials and a spool of paper sat on a cart nearby.

“Please, disrobe, Kate,” the doctor said, his tone leaving no room for discussion.

“What? Here? Now?” Her eyes flew to Jed.

“The sensors require direct skin contact for accurate readings. Jed will be right here. This is about transparency, is it not?”

Jed gave a stiff nod. “Do what he says, Kate.”

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse. The silky fabric whispered to the floor. Then her slacks, her underwear, until she stood naked in the center of the room, arms crossed over her chest. The cool air pebbled her skin, tightened her nipples. She felt utterly exposed, a specimen.

“On the table, please,” Dr. Morris instructed.

She lay back on the cold leather, a shudder running through her. He produced wide, velvety straps, securing her wrists and ankles to the table’s corners. The restraint was firm, inescapable. Next came the electrodes, cold circles of gel and metal placed on her sternum, her temples, the inside of her wrist. His touch was clinical, efficient.

Then, he produced two small, wicked-looking clamps connected by thin wires to the machine. “These will measure galvanic skin response,” he explained, as if lecturing. He took her right nipple, already hard from cold and fear, and attached the clamp. A sharp, biting pinch made her gasp. He repeated it on the left. The sensitive flesh throbbed under the relentless pressure.

“The protocol is simple,” Dr. Morris said, powering on the machine. A low hum filled the room. “Conditioning. You tell the truth, you receive pleasure. You lie, you receive pain. The machine will tell me which is which. Your body will learn to crave honesty.”

Kate swallowed, her throat dry. She gave a hesitant, terrified nod.

“First question. Do you love your husband, Jed?”

Her eyes found Jed’s. “Yes. I love him.”

The machine whirred, the needle tracing a steady line. “Truth,” Dr. Morris announced. From a drawer, he produced a sleek, silver vibrator. He didn’t ask. He simply pressed the cool tip against her clit and turned it on.

A low, insistent buzz shot through her. Oh. Her back arched off the table, a moan caught in her throat. It was direct, intense, a jolt of pure sensation that had nothing to do with emotion and everything to do with raw, unexpected nerve endings firing. He held it there for ten seconds, watching her hips strain against the straps, before switching it off.

“Good. Very good.” He turned to Jed. “You see? Honesty is rewarding.”

Jed’s expression was unreadable.

“Second question,” Dr. Morris continued, his eyes back on Kate. “Are you sexually satisfied by Jed?”

A hot flush crept up her neck. “Yes.”

The machine hummed agreement. “Truth.” The vibrator returned, this time with a more deliberate motion, circling her swollen clit. Pleasure, sharp and bright, coiled deep in her belly. She panted, her head thrashing side to side. It’s just a reward, she thought desperately. A clinical reward.

“Now,” Dr. Morris said, his voice dropping. “Do you still communicate with the man with whom you were unfaithful?”

Panic, cold and slick, doused the building heat. “No,” she blurted.

BEEEEEP.

A harsh, grating alarm screeched from the polygraph. The needle scratched jagged peaks across the paper.

“A lie,” Dr. Morris said, his voice chillingly calm. “You’ve been a bad girl, Kate.”

He didn’t touch the vibrator. Instead, he turned a dial on the main console. A sharp, agonizing jolt of electricity erupted from the clamps on her nipples. It wasn’t just pain; it was a violation, a white-hot lance of pure torment that made her scream, her body seizing against the restraints. It stopped as abruptly as it started, leaving a deep, throbbing ache in its wake. Tears sprang to her eyes.

“The truth, Kate.”

“Yes!” she sobbed. “Once. A text last week. I’m sorry, Jed, I’m so sorry!”

Another dial turn. Another shock, shorter this time, but just as vicious. She cried out, her vision swimming.

“The conditioning must be consistent,” Dr. Morris murmured, more to Jed than to her. “Now, a more… psychological question.” He leaned close, his breath on her ear. “Do you enjoy this? The exposure. The humiliation. Being used like this, in front of your husband?”

No, her mind screamed. Never. But her body, traitorous and alive under the remnants of pain and the memory of the vibrator, clenched. She hesitated, trying to form the lie.

BEEEEEP.

The machine betrayed her again. Dr. Morris raised an eyebrow.

“Y-yes,” Kate choked out, the admission a humiliation deeper than her nakedness. “I… I think I do.”

“Truth,” Dr. Morris said, a slow smile touching his lips. He didn’t reach for the vibrator. He turned to Jed, opening another cabinet. He handed Jed a large, realistic dildo, veined and glistening with a sheen of lubricant. “Your wife has been honest about her nature. She enjoys this. Now, you provide the reward. Fuck her with it.”

Jed took the object, his knuckles white. He looked from the dildo to Kate, splayed and tethered before him, her skin flushed, tears on her cheeks, the cruel clamps still on her breasts. A strange, possessive light entered his eyes. He moved to the end of the table.

He didn’t speak. He positioned the slick, cool tip at her entrance and pushed in.

It was a slow, filling invasion. Kate gasped, her inner muscles fluttering around the unfamiliar girth. Jed watched her face, then began to move. It was methodical at first, then harder, driven by a mix of anger and a newfound, dark curiosity. Each thrust rocked her body against the table. The earlier pain in her nipples had faded to a hot, persistent throb that seemed to pulse in time with Jed’s movements.

Dr. Morris watched, his hands behind his back. “Tell him,” he commanded Kate. “Tell your husband how it feels.”

“Jed… oh, God…” she moaned, the words torn from her. “It’s… it’s so much. I can feel… everything.”

“Is it a good reward for being honest?” Dr. Morris pressed.

“Yes! It’s a good reward!” she cried, the pleasure building, a tidal wave fed by shame and surrender and the sheer, overwhelming physicality of it all. The coil in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and shocking, a gush of heat that soaked the leather beneath her. Her scream was raw, endless, her body bowing against the straps in helpless, ecstatic spasms.

As the waves subsided, leaving her boneless and gasping, Dr. Morris moved. He unstrapped her wrists, then her ankles. The freedom felt alien. Jed pulled the dildo free, setting it aside, a look of stunned awe on his face.

Dr. Morris gently removed the electrodes and, with a careful twist, the clamps from her nipples. The relief was immense, the tender flesh screaming in protest.

“Thank you for your honesty today, Kate,” the doctor said, his voice back to that professional, soothing tone.

Jed stepped forward, taking her limp hand. “We… we did it. This is the first step. We’re saving us.” He looked at Dr. Morris, his voice filled with a gratitude that turned Kate’s stomach even as a fresh, damp heat stirred between her own thighs. “We’ll need more sessions. As many as it takes. Thank you, Doctor.”

Kate looked from her husband’s eager, revitalized face to the doctor’s calm, knowing one. Her body hummed, spent and yet inexplicably hungry. She pulled the sheet around herself, her voice a hoarse whisper.

“When… when is the next appointment?”

16 - THE MAIL ORDER BRIDE’S EXAMINATION

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Speculum / Fingering / Anal / Buttplug / Dildo / Vibrator

“You’re very responsive, Fiona.”

His voice, low and clinical, cut through the heavy silence of the examination room. Two gloved fingers slid deeper inside her, a slow, deliberate invasion. Fiona gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the padded table, the cold leather of the stirrups against her heels. She hadn’t expected this. She’d expected paperwork. A handshake. Not the cool, professional press of his fingers probing her most intimate flesh.

—

She’d arrived just hours ago.

The flight from her impoverished homeland had been a blur of anxiety and desperate hope. The limousine ride to the towering, modern mansion had felt like entering another world. Dr. David Moss had greeted her with a polite, detached smile. He was older, handsome in a severe way, with sharp eyes that missed nothing. He’d explained the thirty-day trial period over a sparse dinner.

“I expect complete submission, Fiona. In all things. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her voice trapped in her throat. She understood survival. This was her chance for it. The attraction she felt to his authority, to the sheer certainty of him, was a confusing, electric undercurrent.

—

Now, lying back on the exam table, the stark white light above highlighting her nakedness, that attraction was a live wire. His fingers moved, curling slightly, and a jolt of pure, unexpected pleasure made her hips twitch.

“I see,” he murmured, more to himself. He withdrew his fingers with a soft, wet sound that made her cheeks burn. He turned to a metal tray, selecting a cold, steel speculum. The click of the mechanism being unlocked was deafening. “Relax your knees. Wider.”

She obeyed, spreading herself further, a wave of vulnerability washing over her. It was chased by a hotter, darker thrill. He was looking. He was judging. And she wanted to pass.

The cool tip pressed against her entrance. “Breathe out,” he instructed.

She exhaled, and the device slid in, a smooth, stretching pressure. He worked the lever, and she felt the terrifying, exhilarating sensation of being spread open, exposed utterly to his gaze. She turned her head to the side, focusing on a cabinet, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“A concern,” David said, his tone analytical. “You are exceptionally tight. You will require stretching to properly accommodate the implements I have.” He said it as if discussing a physical therapy regimen. “We will begin that tonight.”

He closed the speculum, removed it, and set it aside. His attention shifted lower. Before she could process it, she felt the pad of his thumb circle her other, tighter opening. She jerked.

“This too will need attention. A complete assessment is required.”

A fresh glob of clear lubricant was squeezed onto his fingers. He returned them to her, but this time, one pressed insistently against the pucker of her ass. She held her breath. The pressure was intense, a blunt, burning stretch as his fingertip breached the ring of muscle and slid inside. She cried out, a short, sharp sound.

“You will adjust,” he stated, his voice devoid of comfort but full of intent.

He moved his finger, a shallow in-and-out motion that made her toes curl. The burn began to morph, mixing with a strange, deep fullness that sent unfamiliar signals to her core. He added a second finger, stretching her further, and a moan escaped her lips before she could catch it.

He withdrew. “Satisfactory potential.”

He turned to a drawer and retrieved a black silicone plug with a flared base. He coated it generously. “You will wear this. You may remove it only for necessary functions. I wish to monitor your capacity for dilation.”

He positioned the blunt tip. “Now, Fiona. Push out against me.”

Trembling, she did as commanded. The plug popped past the resisting muscle with a shocking, full sensation. It settled deep inside her, a constant, stretching presence. She panted, feeling impossibly filled, already owned.

David didn’t pause. He selected a large, veined dildo from the tray, its size making her eyes widen. He lubricated it thoroughly, the sound obscene in the quiet room.

“This is for your primary training.”

The broad, silicone head pressed against her slick, waiting entrance. She was wet—soaked, in fact—and the realization was both shaming and intensely arousing. He pushed. The stretch was immense, a burning, relentless invasion that stole her breath. He worked it slowly, millimeter by millimeter, watching her face with detached interest as her lips parted in a silent gasp.

When it was fully seated, he began to move it. A slow, dragging withdrawal, then a deep, pushing return. The fullness was overwhelming. The plug in her ass shifted with each thrust, creating a dual sensation that bordered on pain but was veering sharply, wildly, toward pleasure. Her hips began to move of their own accord, meeting his slow, mechanical thrusts.

“Good,” he said, a note of approval coloring his voice. It was like a reward.

He reached for another device—a sleek, black vibrator. He switched it on. A low, insistent hum filled the room. He brought it to her, bypassing the dildo he was still slowly fucking her with, and pressed the buzzing head directly against her clit.

Fiona arched off the table, a strangled scream tearing from her throat. The sensation was instant and cataclysmic. The deep, stretching fullness, the relentless pace of the dildo, the relentless buzz on her most sensitive nerve—it coalesced into a storm of sensation she could not control. Her body tightened around the intruders, her back bowing, her thighs shaking.

The orgasm ripped through her, violent and consuming. Her juices gushed, coating the dildo, the table, her thighs. She shuddered through wave after wave, seeing white spots behind her eyelids, utterly broken open by the assault on her senses.

David watched, his expression one of cool evaluation. He slid the dildo free and turned off the vibrator. The sudden emptiness was almost as shocking as the fullness had been. She collapsed back onto the table, spent, trembling, the plug still firmly seated inside her.

He peeled off his gloves with a snap.

“Your physiological responses are excellent,” he said, his voice final. “The trial is concluded. I will keep you.”

Exhaustion and a profound, glowing satisfaction flooded her. She had never, in her difficult life, felt so completely used, or so utterly seen. A smile, tentative and full of awe, touched her lips. She was chosen. She was his.

He looked down at her, a possessive gleam finally breaking through his clinical demeanor. “We will begin the formal training tomorrow. For now, you may rest. The plug stays in.”

He turned to leave, pausing at the door. “I am pleased with my purchase, Fiona.”

The door clicked shut.

Alone, she lay in the aftermath, the throbbing between her legs and the deep, constant stretch in her rear a testament to his claim. She was terrified. She was elated. She had never been more turned on in her life.

17 - THE DOMINANT DOCTOR’S ORDERS

MF / Medical / Romantic / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Feather Tickler / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The scent of antiseptic and effort was a ghost Anna couldn’t shake, even weeks after her final session. But tonight, it was replaced by the rich, warm aroma of sandalwood and old books. Jonah’s house was exactly as she’d imagined: ordered, elegant, and quietly powerful.

He led her not into a living room, but to a door at the end of a hushed hallway. “This is where I unwind after a long day,” he said, his voice a low vibration that went straight to her core. The click of the lock behind them was the most definitive sound she’d ever heard.

The room was a revelation. Soft, indirect lighting glowed against dark walls. A large, sturdy bed dominated the space, its posts strong and unyielding. A cabinet with a polished glass front hinted at intriguing contents. This was no doctor’s office. This was a sanctuary.

—

When Anna had arrived at Dr. Jonah Hale’s rehabilitation center, she was a mess. She was drastically underweight, her ankles were in constant pain, and her ballet career was in shambles. Jonah had gently guided her back to health. He’d also helped her uncover a desire she didn’t even know she had—a desire to be controlled. She’d spent so much of her life trying to be perfect, but when Jonah took charge, she just had to follow his orders.

When Anna was finally released from Jonah’s care, the real submission could begin. He’d called her, asking her to come over. Her heart raced. She wasn’t sure what she was getting into, but she wanted to find out.

—

He turned to her, his professional compassion replaced by an intensity that made her breath hitch. The doctor who had meticulously cured her tendonitis was gone. In his place was a dominant man. The one she’d secretly fantasized about for months.

“Strip.”

The command was absolute, devoid of the gentle suggestions he’d used as her therapist. It was the voice she’d been craving, the one that promised to obliterate every lingering shred of stress, every decision, every ounce of control she was so tired of carrying.

Her fingers, usually so precise and strong, trembled as they went to the buttons of her blouse. She let the silk whisper down her arms. Her slacks pooled at her feet. With a final, shaky breath, she hooked her thumbs into the lace of her panties and pushed them down, stepping out of the last barrier between herself and him. The air was cool on her heated skin. She stood before him, completely bare, her heart hammering against her ribs. Vulnerable. Exposed. His.

His dark eyes scanned her, a slow, appraising look that felt more intimate than any touch. “Beautiful,” he murmured, the word a reward that made her flush with pride.

He unbuckled his own belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss. He pushed his trousers and boxers down just enough to free his erection. He was big, thick and heavy, and the sight of him, so ready for her, sent a jolt of pure, liquid need straight to her sex. Her mouth watered.

She didn’t need a second command. Anna sank to her knees on the plush rug, the action feeling more natural than any plié she’d ever executed. She looked up at him, her submission an offering.

“Good girl,” he breathed.

She leaned forward, her lips parting. She took the broad head into her mouth, tasting the clean, masculine salt of him. She swirled her tongue around the crown, eliciting a low groan from above. The sound fueled her. She took him deeper, her jaw stretching, her hands coming to rest on his powerful thighs for balance. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the weight of him on her tongue, in the controlled way his fingers threaded through her hair, not forcing, just guiding. This. This was what she needed. To serve. To please.

After a few blissful minutes, he gently pulled her to her feet. His gaze was dark, possessive. He turned her and guided her toward the bed, his hand a firm pressure on the small of her back. “Bend over. Hold onto the posts.”

Anna complied, bending at the waist, the cool duvet soft against her stomach. Her fingers wrapped around the sturdy wooden bedposts. She knew what was coming. Anticipation coiled tight within her.

The first smack landed on her right cheek, a sharp, stinging crack that made her gasp. It was followed instantly by another on the left. The pain was bright and clean, a shock to her system that burned away everything else. Each spank built on the last, heating her skin, making her clench and moan. She wasn’t a ballerina here. She was just sensation. Just his.

The spanking ceased, leaving a throbbing, delicious heat in its wake. She heard him move to the cabinet. The sound of metal clicking. He returned, and cool leather cuffs were secured around her wrists, buckled firmly to the bedposts. She was bound, completely at his mercy. A soft, helpless sound escaped her lips.

Then she felt his fingers on her nipples, pinching and rolling the already taut peaks. A sharp, different sensation followed—the click of clamps settling into place. The initial pinch of pressure quickly bloomed into a deep, persistent ache that throbbed in time with her heartbeat. Every slight movement sent a new wave of sensation straight to her core, which was now dripping with arousal.

She heard a soft rustle. Then, the barest, most maddening touch—the tip of a feather—traced a path down the valley of her spine. It was agony. It was ecstasy. It was not enough. It glided over the heated skin of her ass, danced along the back of her thighs, never staying anywhere long enough.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice strained.

The feather tickled the sensitive spot behind her knee. She jerked. “Please, what?”

“More. Jonah, please. I need more.”

The feather disappeared. A low buzz filled the quiet room, a sound that promised exactly what she’d begged for. The vibrator touched her clit and her whole body arched against the restraints.

“Oh, god!” It was a ruthless, perfect pressure, circling the swollen nub with a skill that had her seeing stars within seconds. She was babbling, a string of pleases and yeses and his name, a prayer and a curse. The dual sensations—the deep ache in her nipples and the relentless buzz on her clit—drove her to the very edge. She was a live wire, seconds from snapping.

Just as she was about to shatter, the vibrator vanished.

The loss was a physical pain. She whimpered, straining against the cuffs. She felt his weight dip the bed behind her, his hands spreading her thighs wider. The blunt, slick head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He was going to take her like this. Helpless. Open. Needy.

He didn’t thrust. He filled her. One long, slow, inexorable push that stretched her perfectly, that made her cry out at the absolute fullness. He seated himself to the hilt and paused, letting her feel every inch of him.

Then he moved.

His rhythm was punishing, each thrust a hard, deep piston that drove her up the bed. The bedposts creaked. The clamps tugged with every drive forward, a sharp counterpoint to the overwhelming pleasure of his cock. He gripped her hips, his fingers surely leaving bruises, and fucked her with a single-minded intensity that shattered the last of her control. The coil in her belly wound impossibly tight and then shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that clenched around him, milking his own release.

With a guttural groan, he plunged deep, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum filling her. He held himself there, his body shuddering against hers.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Slowly, gently, he reached up and unbuckled the restraints from her wrists. He carefully unclipped the clamps, the rush of blood back to her nipples a sharp, sweet pain. His hands, so capable, so knowing, soothed the marks on her wrists with gentle strokes.

He helped her turn over and gather her into his arms, holding her against his chest. He brushed the hair from her damp forehead.

“I’m glad you’re no longer my patient, Anna,” he said, his voice once again that quiet, compassionate rumble, but now layered with a new, profound intimacy. “I’d very much like to keep seeing you. Like this.”

Anna nestled into the solid warmth of his body, a contentment she’d never known seeping into her bones. “Yes,” she breathed, her voice hoarse. A slow smile touched her lips as she looked up at him. “I can’t wait to see where this leads.”

18 - A CURE FOR MIGRAINE HEADACHES

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

“You want me to what?”

Lainey stared at Dr. Miles Cole, her vision still blurred at the edges from the persistent, vice-like pressure behind her eyes. The pristine white of his coat, the sterile smell of the exam room—it all felt surreal. Especially his suggestion.

“The science is quite clear, Ms. Archer,” Dr. Cole said, his voice calm and steady. He leaned back against the counter, arms crossed. He was younger than she’d expected, with sharp, intelligent eyes that watched her without judgment. “An intense, targeted orgasm can flood the system with endorphins and other neurochemicals that act as a powerful analgesic. It’s a legitimate, if unorthodox, treatment path for refractory migraines.”

She let out a shaky breath, fingers massaging her temples. “Doctor, these headaches… they debilitate me. I can’t see straight. I vomit. I don’t think… that… is going to touch it.”

“Then you have nothing to lose by trying,” he reasoned, his tone leaving no room for argument. It was logical. It was maddening. It was her last resort.

A week of desperate agony later, Lainey found herself back in his office, her heart hammering against her ribs. The consent forms were signed, clinical and cold on his desk.

“The procedure requires full physical access,” he stated, matter-of-factly. “Please disrobe and position yourself on the table.”

Her cheeks flamed. This is medical. She repeated it like a mantra. Clinical. Necessary. With trembling hands, she undressed, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin. She avoided his gaze as she climbed onto the padded table, her feet finding the cold metal of the stirrups. She lay back, the paper sheet crinkling beneath her. The position was the most vulnerable, exposed she had ever been. Open. Available.

A strange, traitorous heat began to pool low in her belly. The clinical detachment of it, the sheer audacity, was perversely thrilling. She was completely at his mercy, for a medically-sanctioned purpose. The thought sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the cool air.

Dr. Cole washed his hands at the sink, the methodical sound echoing in the quiet room. He approached, holding a sleek, medical-grade vibrator. “We’ll begin with clitoral stimulation to achieve the first release. Try to relax.”

The first touch of the humming device to her most sensitive flesh made her jerk. A small gasp escaped her lips. It wasn’t cold—he’d warmed it—but the sudden, focused vibration was a shock. Focus, she told herself. This has to work.

He began to move it in slow, deliberate circles. The pressure was perfect, the rhythm expert. The low-grade throb of her ever-present headache began to recede, overshadowed by a new, building thrum deep within her core. Her breath hitched. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary lift from the table.

“That’s it,” Dr. Cole murmured, his voice low and focused. “Let it happen. It’s the treatment.”

His words, so clinical, were the final permission she needed. The barrier between patient and object dissolved. She let her head fall back, a soft moan slipping out as the vibrations intensified. He worked her expertly, changing angles, applying more pressure, then less. The coil inside her wound tighter and tighter, a delicious tension that shoved the last remnants of her headache into a distant corner of her mind.

It crested without warning. A sharp, bright wave of pure sensation ripped through her. Her back arched off the table, a ragged cry torn from her throat as her climax crashed over her, intense and shocking in its power. Pleasure, hot and liquid, radiated from her center, leaving her limbs weak and her mind blissfully, blessedly empty of pain.

She lay there, panting, spent. It worked.

She thought he was done.

“The initial orgasm is just the primer,” Dr. Cole explained, setting the vibrator aside. He opened a drawer. “For lasting relief, we need to go deeper. We need multiple, consecutive peaks.”

Lainey watched, dazed, as he produced a smooth, silicone dildo. It was substantial. Large. The medical blue looked absurd against its shape.

“I… I don’t think that will fit,” she breathed, her voice hoarse.

“It’s the necessary protocol,” he said, his tone leaving no room for debate. He applied lubricant generously, the sound obscene in the quiet. “The vaginal walls have a dense network of nerves. Stimulating them directly provides a more comprehensive neurological reset.”

Before she could protest further, she felt the broad, blunt head of the toy press against her entrance. She was slick from her own climax, but it was still a stretch. A fullness. He pushed slowly, inexorably, watching her face.

“Breathe,” he instructed.

She did. And as she exhaled, he seated the toy fully inside her, filling her to the hilt. A deep, aching stretch that stole her breath. He began to move it, a slow, withdrawing thrust, then a deep, penetrating slide back in. The friction was incredible, a raw, filling sensation that made her toes curl in the stirrups. He used his other hand, his fingers finding her clit again, slick and swollen.

The dual assault was overwhelming. The deep, internal massage and the deft circles on her sensitive nub built a new peak with terrifying speed. This orgasm was different—deeper, more resonant. It rolled through her in powerful, clenching waves, wringing a gush of wetness from her core that she felt spill onto the table beneath her. She cried out, her body bowing, her hands clutching at the paper sheet.

Before the last tremor had subsided, Dr. Cole was speaking again. “The most effective relief,” he said, his voice a husky murmur now, “comes from anal stimulation. The nerve pathways are direct.”

Lainey could only whimper, her body humming and oversensitive. She felt him remove the toy from her pussy, heard the slick sound of more lubricant. Then she felt a new pressure, cool and insistent, at her other entrance. No, part of her thought. Too much. But her body, thrumming and greedy, thought otherwise.

He pressed. She was tight, unprepared, but he was patient, working the smaller, tapered tip inside with a relentless, gentle pressure. The sensation of being filled in both places, even conceptually, was dizzying. Then he pushed the anal toy fully home.

A shocked, guttural sound was torn from her throat. It was an invasion, complete and utter. He began to move them in a counter-rhythm, the dildo in her ass sliding out as the one in her pussy plunged in. The stretch was immense, overwhelming. It crossed a threshold from clinical to something else entirely—something raw and primal and hers.

The climax that followed was cataclysmic. It erupted from her very center, a supernova of sensation that had her screaming, her body convulsing against the restraints of the stirrups. Her vision whited out. Juices flooded from her, a hot rush that she was utterly powerless to stop. It seemed to go on forever, wringing her utterly dry, leaving her a trembling, boneless wreck on the table.

Silence descended, broken only by their ragged breathing.

After a long moment, Dr. Cole carefully withdrew the toys. “The treatment is complete,” he said, his own voice slightly unsteady. He cleaned her with a warm, damp cloth, the act somehow more intimate than anything that had preceded it. “You shouldn’t experience any migraine symptoms for the next five to seven days. But,” he added, helping her sit up, her legs wobbly, “the effects are cumulative. To keep them at bay, you’ll need regular sessions. Weekly, to start.”

Lainey nodded, unable to meet his eyes. Her body felt liquid, used, and profoundly, perfectly pain-free. A deep, satiated exhaustion permeated every muscle.

“I… I can come back next week,” she whispered, the words tasting like a confession.

“I’ll see you then,” he said, turning to his computer to input notes.

As Lainey dressed on shaking legs, a secret, shameful thrill coursed through her. It wasn’t just the promise of a pain-free week. It was the promise of next time.

19 - A STUDENT’S EXAM ROOM AWAKENING

MFF / BDSM / Medical Exam / College / Teacher Student / Age Gap / Fingering / Dildo / Vibrator / Anal / Double Penetration

“A little higher, Kelly. Right there. Yes, just like that.”

Kelly’s gloved finger circled the swollen, pink nub of Hailey’s clit, and the woman on the table let out a sharp, guttural moan that echoed in the sterile exam room. Kelly’s own face burned with a heat that had nothing to do with the overhead lights.

Dr. Johnson’s voice was a low, calm murmur beside her. “Good. Now apply consistent pressure. Observe the physiological response.”

Hailey’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, a silent plea for more. Kelly’s mind raced, trying to reconcile the clinical setting with the raw, primal sounds filling the air. This wasn’t in any textbook.

—

It started an hour ago, in the main lecture hall. Dr. Jared Johnson, a man in his late forties with an imposing presence and eyes that missed nothing, had announced a special, practical session.

“Medicine is not a spectator sport,” he’d said, his voice carrying to the back of the room. “To understand the female body, you must know it. Intimately. Today, you will pair up and perform guided pelvic examinations on one another.”

A nervous ripple had gone through the class. Kelly had sunk in her seat, wishing she could disappear. Hailey, the confident, blonde student from her study group, had simply raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow.

When Dr. Johnson called Kelly and Hailey to the private exam room, Kelly’s stomach had twisted into knots. The room was all cold steel and bright lights, dominated by a standard exam table with its intimidating stirrups.

“Hailey,” Dr. Johnson had said, his tone leaving no room for debate. “Please prepare for the examination.”

Hailey, with a shrug that was far too casual, had slipped out of her jeans and panties, folded them neatly on a chair, and laid back on the crinkly paper of the table. She placed her feet in the metal stirrups, exposing herself completely without a hint of shame. Kelly had to look away, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“Kelly,” the doctor continued. “Gloves. You’ll begin the external exam. Describe what you see.”

Kelly’s hands trembled as she snapped on the latex gloves. The smell of powder filled her nostrils. She approached the table, her eyes fixed on a point on the wall behind Hailey’s head.

“Look at your subject, Kelly,” Dr. Johnson chided gently. “How can you learn if you don’t see?”

She forced her gaze down. Hailey’s vulva was prettier than she would have imagined, neat and blonde like the hair on her head. Kelly began a rote description. “Labia majora are symmetrical… no visible lesions or discoloration…”

“Now,” Dr. Johnson interrupted, his voice dropping. “Palpate the clitoris.”

Kelly froze. “I… Dr. Johnson, that’s not a standard part of a—”

“It is today,” he said, his voice leaving no room for argument. “A full understanding includes the epicenter of female pleasure. Its engorgement, its texture. Proceed.”

Her throat went dry. She looked at Hailey, who gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod, her eyes heavy-lidded. She’s enjoying this, Kelly thought with a jolt. The realization sent a confusing thrill through her.

Hesitantly, she brought her finger to the small hood of flesh. She touched it, a feather-light contact.

“Pressure, Kelly. You won’t break her.”

She pressed harder, circling the tiny nub as she’d been instructed. That’s when Hailey moaned. The sound was utterly unclinical. It was pure, undiluted sensation.

“Now,” Dr. Johnson said, his own breath seeming a little shallower. He handed her a smooth, silicone dildo, cool and lifelike. “A internal exam. Slowly.”

“Doctor, this is—” Kelly stammered.

“—Essential training,” he finished for her, his eyes dark and intense. “She’s ready. Look.”

Kelly looked. Hailey was glistening, wetness coating her inner thighs. The air smelled distinctly, musky, of arousal. Kelly’s own body responded with a treacherous pulse between her legs.

Guided by some newfound, foreign instinct, she pressed the tip of the dildo against Hailey’s entrance. It slid in with shocking ease, a smooth, wet glide. Hailey’s back arched off the table, a choked cry escaping her lips.

“Now move it. In and out. Observe the muscular contractions.”

Kelly fucked her with the toy, her own arm moving in a steady rhythm. The wet, slick sounds were obscene. Hailey’s hands gripped the edges of the table, her knuckles white. Her moans became a continuous, rising melody. Dr. Johnson watched, his approval a tangible force in the room.

“She’s going to climax,” he stated, as if noting a change in blood pressure.

And she did. Hailey’s body seized, a sharp, beautiful tremor wracking her frame. A long, low wail was torn from her throat as she collapsed back onto the paper, breathing ragged.

A beat of silence hung in the air, thick and charged.

Dr. Johnson turned to Kelly, a faint smile on his lips. “Well done. Now it’s your turn.”

Any protest died before it reached Kelly’s lips. The thrumming in her own core was too loud, too insistent. She wanted to feel what Hailey had felt. With trembling fingers, she undressed, her skin pebbling in the cool air. She lay back, the paper crinkling beneath her, and placed her feet in the cold stirrups, feeling more exposed than she ever had in her life.

Hailey, now glowing and confident, snapped on a fresh pair of gloves. She didn’t hesitate. Her fingers found Kelly’s center, and one, then two, slipped inside with an expertise that made Kelly gasp. Oh god. It was so much more intense than she’d imagined. Hailey’s fingers curled, stroking a spot deep inside that made stars burst behind Kelly’s eyelids. She couldn’t hold back her moans; they spilled from her, wanton and desperate.

“The anatomy is responsive,” Dr. Johnson noted, his voice husky. “But a full exam includes all external and internal structures. We should assess the rectum.”

Before Kelly could process the words, she felt a new pressure, cool and vibrating, at her other entrance. Her eyes flew open in shock.

“Just relax,” Hailey whispered, her breath warm on Kelly’s thigh. “It’s part of the lesson.”

The vibrator pressed inward, a slow, insistent stretch that was utterly alien and overwhelmingly good. Hailey worked it into her, gently, until it was fully seated, the relentless buzz sending vibrations through her very core. At the same time, Hailey’s thumb found Kelly’s clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

Kelly was losing her mind. The dual sensations were too much, too perfect. She was babbling, pleading, though she didn’t know for what.

Then she saw it. In Dr. Johnson’s hands was another dildo, this one larger, thicker. He coated it in gel and handed it to Hailey.

“For a comparative analysis,” he said.

The large silicone head pressed against Kelly’s soaked opening. As Hailey pushed the vibrator deeper into her ass, she simultaneously thrust the dildo into Kelly’s pussy, filling her completely.

Kelly screamed. It was a scream of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Hailey established a brutal rhythm, fucking her with both toys, scissoring her, stretching her, owning her. The vibrations and the thrusts merged into one overwhelming wave of sensation. The coil in her abdomen wound tighter, tighter, until it—

It shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that left her vision whiting out. Her body convulsed, her back arching violently off the table as a flood of her release gushed out, soaking the paper beneath her. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her limp, boneless, and gasping for air.

Slowly, Hailey withdrew the toys. The loss of fullness was almost painful. Kelly lay there, utterly spent, trying to remember how to breathe.

They dressed in a heavy, sated silence. Dr. Johnson looked at them both, a glint of deep satisfaction in his eyes.

“Excellent work, ladies. Your practical understanding is… coming along. But there’s still much to learn.” He paused, letting the promise hang in the air. “I’ll see you both next week for further training.”

Kelly nodded, unable to speak. As she walked out of the room, her legs still weak, a single, thrilling thought echoed in her mind: she couldn’t wait for the next training session.

20 - AN AROUSING EXPERIMENT

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / College / Humiliation / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Fingering / Vibrating Buttplug / Dildo

The flyer was taped to the lamppost, its edges fluttering in the breeze. One thousand dollars. The number seemed to glow, pulling Anna in like a moth to a flame. For a broke college student drowning in textbook fees and ramen noodles, it was a lifeline. She didn’t bother reading the finer print; her fingers, numb from the cold, snatched the tab with the phone number. The money was all that mattered.

The local hospital the next day was all sterile white and hushed tones. A nurse directed her to a private wing, to an office with a nameplate: Dr. Elias Moore. He stood when she entered, a man in his late forties with sharp, intelligent eyes and an unnervingly calm demeanor. He gestured for her to sit.

“Thank you for your interest, Anna. The study is quite straightforward. We’re mapping the female physiological response to various stimuli.” His voice was a smooth, clinical baritone.

Anna’s stomach fluttered with a sudden, sharp anxiety. “Stimuli?”

“Sexual stimuli,” he clarified, his gaze steady, watching her. “We monitor heart rate, neural activity, and, of course, physical reactions. It’s all very scientific. And completely confidential.”

Her face flushed hot. A thousand dollars. The number echoed in her mind, drowning out the alarm bells. She needed that check. “I… I understand.”

“Excellent.” He rose, his movements efficient. “The examination room is just through here.”

The room was cold, all gleaming steel and white tile, dominated by a padded table with stirrups. It smelled of antiseptic and something else, something metallic. Her heart began to hammer against her ribs.

“Please remove all your clothing and lie back on the table,” Dr. Moore instructed, his back to her as he prepared instruments on a tray.

Her hands trembled as she undressed, folding her jeans and sweater into a neat, pathetic pile on a chair. The vinyl was shockingly cold against her bare skin. She lay back, the ceiling lights blinding.

He turned, holding soft leather cuffs. “For stability. To ensure clear readings.” His explanation was delivered with such medical detachment that she merely nodded, her throat too tight to speak. He secured her wrists above her head, then her ankles to the stirrups, spreading her legs open, exposing her completely to the cool, impersonal air. A shiver of pure vulnerability wracked her body.

Next, he picked up two small, metallic clamps connected by thin wires to a monitor. “Sensory input nodes,” he stated. Before she could process the words, he attached them to her nipples. There was a sharp, biting pinch that made her gasp, followed immediately by a low, insistent thrum of pleasure that radiated deep into her chest. Oh god. Her back arched slightly off the table, a traitorous moan catching in her throat. The mix of pain and building pleasure was utterly confusing, and already she could feel a familiar heat beginning to pool between her legs.

He watched the monitors, a faint smile touching his lips. “Reactivity is high. Good.”

His gloved hand then went to her inner thigh, and she flinched. “Just relax, Anna. Let the body respond.” His touch was clinical, yet impossibly skilled. Two fingers parted her folds, and his thumb found her clit. He began to rub slow, perfect circles. The embarrassment was immediate and intense—she was being studied, probed, her most intimate reactions charted on a screen—but her body betrayed her utterly. A low, helpless moan escaped her lips as the pleasure built, a tight coil winding deep in her core. She tried to clamp her thighs together, but the restraints held her fast, open and willing.

“Very good,” he murmured, his eyes on her face, watching every flicker of expression.

He withdrew his hand, and the loss was acute. From his tray, he produced a sleek black silicone plug, beaded with a clear lubricant. “This will measure internal pelvic floor contractions.” He didn’t ask. He simply pressed the cool tip against her tightest entrance. She held her breath, every muscle tense. With a firm, steady pressure, he worked it into her. The initial stretch was a shock, a full, invasive pressure. Then he clicked a remote.

A gentle vibration started, a deep, internal hum that made her gasp. He turned a dial. The vibration intensified, becoming a relentless, thrilling buzz that seemed to resonate in her very bones. It was all she could do not to buck against it.

“Now, for the primary actuator.” He held up a realistic, medium-sized dildo, already glistening with lube. He guided it to her entrance, which was now slick and aching with need. He pushed it into her in one smooth, unbroken motion. It felt so good. The solid fullness, combined with the relentless vibration in her ass, was overwhelming. He began to move it, a steady, rhythmic fucking that made the metal table creak softly. Her hips rose to meet each thrust, her earlier hesitations burned away by a raw, consuming need. She was moaning freely now, lost in the sensation.

He stopped. Withdrew the toy. Her body cried out at the emptiness.

“Phase two,” he said, selecting another dildo from the tray. This one was significantly larger, thicker, its veined surface intimidating. Anna’s eyes went wide.

“Wait. No. That’s… that’s too big. I can’t,” she breathed, pulling against the restraints.

“It’s a necessary part of the protocol, Anna. To test capacity and peak response. The data requires it.” His voice was calm, unwavering. “Do you wish to terminate the study? The compensation would be forfeit.”

The money. The thought was a splash of cold water. She looked from his impassive face to the intimidating instrument, her body throbbing with unmet need. A war waged inside her—fear against desire, shame against greed. The vibration in her ass never ceased, a constant reminder of the pleasure he could give.

She took a shaky breath. A thousand dollars. “Okay,” she whispered, the word barely audible. “Okay. Do it.”

He coated the massive toy in a generous amount of slick, cool lube. The tip pressed against her stretched, sensitive opening. He pushed slowly, relentlessly. The stretch was immense, a burning, exquisite pressure that forced a broken cry from her lips. She felt impossibly full, stretched to her absolute limit. Just as she thought she couldn’t take it, he slid it all the way in, burying the entire length inside her.

Then, his thumb found the remote. He turned the dial all the way up.

The buttplug erupted into a frantic, violent buzz that blurred her vision. At the same time, he began to piston the huge dildo in and out of her dripping pussy, each thrust a masterpiece of friction and deep, punishing fullness. The dual sensations short-circuited her brain. There was no more thought, no more fear, no more hospital room—there was only the brutal, incredible rhythm and the tidal wave of pleasure building inside her. Her entire world narrowed to where their bodies—his hands, his tools—connected with hers.

She came with a sound she didn’t recognize as her own, a raw, guttural scream as her orgasm ripped through her. Her back arched violently against the restraints, her juices gushing onto the table beneath her in a hot rush. Her vision whited out, her body convulsing around the instruments still working her through the seemingly endless climax.

When she finally came down, shuddering and spent, Dr. Moore gently withdrew both toys. The sudden emptiness was profound. He unbuckled the restraints, the soft leather falling away. Her limbs felt like lead.

He helped her sit up, her body trembling. He handed her a check. Her eyes, still blurry, focused on the amount. One thousand dollars. She clutched it like a holy talisman.

She dressed in a daze, her body humming with the echoes of the experience. As she reached for the door, Dr. Moore’s voice stopped her.

“You were an excellent subject, Anna. We’ll be conducting further studies. The compensation… increases with the complexity of the data we require.”

Anna hesitated, her hand on the cold doorknob. The check in her pocket felt heavy. Her body, sore and profoundly satisfied, felt heavier still. She knew she should be horrified. She should run and never look back.

But all she could think about was the relentless vibration, the feeling of being utterly filled, and the promise of more money. So much more.

She looked back at him, her voice barely a whisper. “How… how much more?”
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