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It was just by chance that Justin was skimming through the ads of the local newspaper one day and saw, occupying the smallest space in the bottom corner of the page, a notice for paid clinical trials.

"Get up to one-thousand dollars for taking part?" he read out loud, his eyes lighting up at the cash figure. There was very little information other than that, not even an address. The only other text, printed in very small type, was a phone number. Knowing it must be too good to be true, but nevertheless too intrigued to disregard it, he picked up his phone and called.

"Good morning, Venus Medical Services, how can I help?" A cheery woman's voice greeted him.

"Oh, hi, I saw an ad in the paper offering paid trials?"

"That's right, but we're strict about what candidates we use so I'll need to screen you first. Can I ask you some questions about your health?"

"Okay, sure, why not." Justin decided it was worth a shot for the money.

"Excellent," the woman said. "Firstly, do you smoke?"

"No."

"Do you drink?"

"Um, a little."

"Would you say a moderate amount each week?"

Justin hesitated before finally agreeing: "Yes, I suppose.

"Okay. And is there any history of addiction, mental illness, or hereditary diseases present in your family?"

"No."

"That's great. If you just hold the line for a moment, I'll check if we have any availability for you."

Justin was put on hold and he waited patiently as the discordant tones of a string quartet crackled through his phone speakers. He was worried that he might have blown his chance, and he wondered whether he should have lied and said that he didn't drink.

"Hello?" The woman's voice returned, interrupting his thoughts.

"Yes?"

"We do have one trial which you are suitable for, but you'll need to be available all afternoon. Are you able to come down today after lunch?"

"Um, maybe. What's the trial? And where are you located?"

"I'm afraid I can't discuss that with you over the phone, and I can't give out our address until I've confirmed your booking with you. But I can assure you it pays the full thousand dollars."

Justin didn't need a moment to think about it, the money was enough to convince him.

"I'll be there," he said without hesitation.

"Excellent. So, can I take your first name?"

"Sure, it's Justin."

"Perfect. Well, thank you, Justin. Please come down to 183 Pullmans Road at two o'clock."

"Great, okay, see you then."

He hung up, a smile on his face. He was filled with excitement at the prospect of earning some easy cash. Having attended similar trials, he knew how simple they were. They would likely measure heart rate, maybe perform blood tests, and perhaps try out a new drug on him. Except this time the company, which he had already forgotten the name of, must be doing something confidential if it was paying this much and being so secretive about it. Either way, Justin didn't care. The money was worth it for a few hours of being a test subject.

*****

He drove over to the address and parked in the quiet parking lot outside a large, modern, glass building. There was hardly a soul around, but there was a small plaque on the wall that said 'Venus Medical Services'. He remembered the name and, reassured that he was in the right place, entered through the revolving glass doors.

"Good afternoon," a familiar voice greeted. "Welcome to Venus Medical Services."

"Hi," Justin said, walking over to the reception, behind which sat an attractive woman whose smile was warm and friendly. Her dark hair was tied back in a strict ponytail, and she wore a tight blouse that was buttoned up to her neck.

"Are you Justin?" she asked.

"Yes, I am."

"Perfect. We spoke on the phone earlier. I'm Harriet, and you're just in time. If you wouldn't mind just signing this form then I can tell you what's going to happen. Don't worry, it's just a simple non-disclosure agreement. Our work is very specialised and cutting-edge. We wouldn't want you talking to the press or our competitors."

She passed Justin the document and he looked over the several pages of complex legal terms and conditions. With money still on his mind, he signed and dated at the bottom and handed it back without caring too much about the fine details.

"Thank you," Harriet said, filing it away. "So now I can tell you as much as I can: you're eligible for an exclusive trial that's being conducted by our leading sexual health research team. There will be two parts to it. Firstly, you'll need this."

She placed a small plastic container on the counter and instantly Justin's cheeks flushed hot red as he realised what it was intended for.

"You'll just have to provide a sperm sample," Harriet explained professionally, not fazed at all by the subject matter. "Don't worry, you'll have a private room to do that."

"I would hope so," Justin muttered sarcastically, now glad of the fact that the reception area was entirely empty apart from the two of them.

"And the second part of the trial will follow immediately after. You'll be with Nurse Erica for that. She'll explain more then. Is that all okay? You can still back out now if you'd like."

"No, that's okay." Justin was resolute. Despite the embarrassment of it, he had always secretly hoped that one of these trials would require a sperm sample. The thought of masturbating for money excited him at a purely immature level.

"Great. Please go to room 6B, take your clothes off, and put this on," the receptionist asked, handing over a hospital gown. "You can then provide your sample. Try not to lose a single drop. There will be reading material available for you to use as you like. And once you are finished, please exit through the red door on the other side of the room. Nurse Erica will then attend to you."

"Room 6B, got it," Justin said, trying to take onboard all the information as he picked up the gown and container.

"It's just down the corridor and to the left." Harriet pointed the way and smiled cheerily as he went to find his way. "Enjoy your trial."

Her last words rung ominously through Justin's ear as he pushed a pair of heavy double doors open and let them swing closed behind him.

The corridor was long and painted floor to ceiling with a glossy white. It was spotless and there was a faint smell of bleach that irritated Justin's nose as he passed by several numbered doors. Eventually he took a turn left and found room 6B. He pulled the handle down, finding it unlocked, and went in.

There was a coffee table in the centre of the room, a couch facing it, and not much else. But opposite from him was a crimson-coloured door which he could see was bolted from his side. He made sure to lock the one he had entered from, knowing he'd need the privacy to perform, then approached the table.

On top of it was an abundance of magazines, all in neat stacks and ordered by fetish. Justin put the container and gown down, staring at the ghastly cover of one on top, and began to undress.

Even with both doors locked, he was hesitant to finally remove his underwear. And when he did, he was small and soft. But he knew he shouldn't delay, especially if there was a nurse waiting for him, so he folded his clothes in a neat pile on the table and sat down, looking at the magazines on offer.

With such a wide range of kinks on display, there was plenty that either didn't interest Justin or outright turned him off. But as he flicked through a number of potentially suitable candidates, his cock began to stir at the thought of what was about to happen to it. And he finally decided on one that was simply titled 'Medical Fetish'.

It wasn't what usually appealed to him, but the thought of being where he was, stroking himself for science, then soon meeting a nurse, had him decide to try it out.

He lay the magazine open on the top of his thighs. One hand was ready to turn the page, the other began to stroke his cock as it grew bigger and harder.

A woman was wrapped in bandages, only her pussy, tits and lips were exposed. A vibrator was tied between her legs and Justin imagined her squirming as she was forced to cum over and over again.

A sexy nurse with voluptuous cleavage on display listened to a man's heart while she stroked his cock.

A male doctor examined a woman's spread legs and rubbed her clit. Her face was screwed up as if she was mid climax.

Justin stroked faster. He was surprised at how quickly the edge approached and he had to grab the container, ready to burst, as he flicked to a page adorned with a series of images.

Another nurse inserted what looked like a dildo inside a patient's ass. He gritted his teeth as she fucked him with it. On all fours, his hole was abused by her. She reached down and grabbed his hard cock.

Justin trembled as his climax hit him. He stared at the photos and held the container in place. Cum shot out, splattering against the plastic. His cock pulsed as he unloaded everything, emptying his sample into the pot. He stroked and squeezed until every last drop came out.

He caught his breath for a moment before screwing the lid firmly onto the container. His creamy cum only filled a small part of it as he swirled it around and tried to make the parts stuck on the sides fall and join the main mass.

Justin eventually summoned the energy to stand up. He placed the magazine back in the pile and put on the gown. It did a bad job covering him, coming down to the top of his thighs and being held together by only a simple tie at the back. But he found the courage to go and find his assigned nurse and so approached the red door with his pot of cum in hand.

He entered what looked like an operating theatre. It was sparkling and clinically clean with a type of surgical table in the middle. And at the side of the room, having been busy preparing a number of odd-looking tools and utensils, a nurse turned to greet him.

"Hello, my name's Erica, I'll be your nurse today," she said with a friendly smile. "You are Justin, right? How are you feeling today?"

"Yes, I'm okay, thanks."

Justin admires the curvy body she had under her green button-down scrubs. Her straight brown hair flowed over the lapel at the front that was bulging at the size of her bust, and her legs were nicely shaped by a pair of white stockings.

"Did you have any difficulty providing your sample?" she asked, holding out her hand.

"I, err, no." Justin handed over his pot of cum, trying not to feel embarrassed about it as he watched Erica swirl the load around and examine the contents.

"Good. And I know it can be quite a strenuous activity for some. Do you feel any fatigue or light-headedness?"

"No. I'm fine."

"Excellent. Then you're okay to proceed to the next part of the trial?"

"Yes."

"Okay then. Please lie down and in a moment I'll explain what's going to happen. And please drink that water. You'll need to be hydrated."

While the nurse went to test the sample, Justin drank an entire pint of water that she had gestured to, then he lay down on the surgical table. It was small, and with his head resting at one cushioned end it only extended as far as his tailbone. So, to get into position, his legs were placed into two stirrups that he could see were attached to movable pivots.

"I'm just going to ask you a few questions if that's alright, sir," Erica said as she moved around between various pieces of apparatus.

"Go ahead." Justin watched her out of the corner of his eye, finding the view of her tight ass as she worked quite hypnotic. He was grateful that he had just cum, otherwise he knew his cock would be trying to get hard, and with only the gown loosely covering him he was well aware that any erection would be quite visible.

"Firstly, can you tell me how many times you masturbate in an average week?"

"Erm...once or twice?"

"I'd appreciate honesty," Erica turned to say sternly. "This is an important trial."

"Okay, sorry." Justin blushed, more out of shame for having lied rather than embarrassment for telling the truth. "Five times on average, I'd say."

"Okay, and before you provided your first sample, when did you last ejaculate?"

"Excuse me? Why do you need to know that?"

"I have to measure the volume of your sample, so it's important to grasp whether it's a usual amount for you or if you've been abstaining recently."

"No, well, I haven't. Um, I...the last time was yesterday. In the evening."

"Thank you. And lastly, on average, how many glasses of water do you have each day?"

"Maybe eight?"

"Interesting." Erica finished off her tests and placed the container in a small refrigerator before coming over to stand at Justin's side as she made notes on a clipboard. "Well, you're a healthy specimen, that's for sure, and the sample you provided is a very healthy amount. Before we proceed, I just have to briefly run through the aims and methods of the trial to make sure you're still comfortable with continuing, okay?"

"Yes, go ahead."

"The aim of this trial is to test the average volume of ejaculate and the intensity of orgasm experienced by men, taking into consideration various stimuli and other conditions. Each subject will provide a control sample, as you have just done, which will be the product of traditional self-masturbation with visual pornographic assistance. This will then be compared with a second sample, which will be the result of other variables. I just need your signature here and a verbal acknowledgement to state that you are still happy to proceed. You're welcome to leave, but any monetary compensation will be forfeit."

Justin took the clipboard and read over the statement again.

"Can you explain what, uh, stimuli will be used?"

The nurse shook her head. "Unfortunately not. As per our confidentiality rules on page 3, the subject must commit to this second stage of the trial without exact knowledge of the methods used. This is so the subject doesn't leave before the trial is completed, but it is also to test how new, unexpected experiences impact your reaction."

Justin turned to page three and found the rules as he tried to decide whether he should still carry on. It would be worth it for the money, and while the secrecy made him worried slightly it also had his heart racing with excitement.

"So, if I understand it correctly, I'll be providing another...sample?"

"That's correct." Erica gave him a smile that filled him with confidence. "And this time I'll be here to help."

That last comment was enough to make Justin sign. He could feel his cock begin to grow at the thought of this attractive nurse being there to watch, or even help him, masturbate.

"Okay, I'll do it," he said resolutely as he handed back the clipboard.

"Excellent! Then, first of all, I'll just need to take this gown off you."

"Err, really?"

"It's quite alright, sir. I'll need full access to your body."

"Okay..."

Justin tried to not look at the swell of Erica's breasts as she leaned over and untied the gown from the back of his neck then pulled it away from him, leaving him completely exposed. She bundled the material away then looked at his cock which was already semi hard.

"I'm impressed," she said. "It usually takes some time to get my subjects warmed up, especially so soon after giving the first sample."

"Thanks?" Justin said unsurely, but he tried to take her comment as a compliment as she moved around to his feet.

"I just need to strap you in. It'll help you feel relaxed."

She pulled at some buckles that went around his ankles, attaching them to the stirrups that held his legs elevated in front of him. Then she came back around to his side.

"Is this necessary?" he asked as she took his wrists and bound them to the table with leather straps that had been hanging hidden underneath.

"Oh completely, sir. You don't need to move, so these ensure that you don't fall or hurt yourself."

Justin wasn't entirely convinced, but as his wrists were strapped down he realised that that meant Erica must need to provide hands-on help to get his second sample, and for that he happily obliged her, even when she revealed additional straps that went across his forehead and chest so that, by the time she had tightened the last buckle, he was completely immobile.

"Feeling comfortable?" she asked, slyly eyeing up his cock which was now fully erect from the excitement of the bondage.

"Yes. Completely."

"Good. I'm now just going to apply some electrodes to measure your heart rate. They'll keep a record throughout the trial."

Erica stuck a number of small adhesive disks to different spots on his torso, each attached with a wire to monitor that she wheeled over. Once the ECG equipment had all been set up, emitting a steady beep in line with Justin's rest heart rate, the nurse then picked out two black latex gloves from a box and put them on, pulling them tight over her delicate fingers.

"Are you ready to begin?" she asked, pressing a button on a control panel at the side of the table that made the mechanism in Justin's stirrups to move. They glided slowly apart, spreading his legs wide and allowing Erica to step in between them.

"Yes," he nodded nervously as he watched her grab a bottle of lubricant, squeeze it into the palm of her hands, then run them together to coat her gloves.

"Good. Then please relax. Feel free to close your eyes. You don't have to do anything."

But Justin didn't want to look away from the sight of the sexy nurse standing between his legs as she took his cock in her gloved hands. Instantly he felt it grow even harder, as thick as it could possibly get, and he trembled with excitement.

The lube was cold but quickly became warmer as she stroked his up and down, the latex sliding smoothly over his throbbing shaft.

As with any other part of her work, Erica focused on the handjob with a steely professionalism, displaying on her seductive face no visible sign that she was enjoying this any more than she would applying bandages or administering medication. But she did keep her eyes on the cock, giving it her full attention as she worked methodically to increase the pleasure Justin was experiencing. With both hands gripping him, she was driving him crazy.

The ECG beeped faster as more blood pumped through Justin's cock. He couldn't hold back a moan as he felt his orgasm rising within him.

"That's right, sir," Erica responded to his audible groans. "Just enjoy it. You're nearly there."

She kept an eye on the monitor that showed his heart rate spiking as he neared the edge. Justin didn't even notice that she hadn't yet prepared a container to catch his sample. He was too caught up in the pleasure as she gripped tightly and stroked faster.

"Mmmmmmm," Justin moaned louder, feeling his cock pulsing. "Fuuuuuck...I...I'm..."

"Not yet, sir."

Erica took her hands off him and just watched as his cock twitched and bounced, having been so close to cumming.

"Why...why did you stop?" Justin looked pleadingly at her, desperate to fulfill the orgasm that had been so close.

"I said not yet, sir. You'll have to wait. For your sample I have to include a number of variables, including edges." Erica peeled off her gloves and threw them in a bin. "And before I continue further, you will also be given an hour of denial."

"What?"

"Don't worry, sir, you'll have plenty to keep you occupied."

The nurse disappeared behind him and he heard a cupboard being opened. Then she returned and placed a VR headset over his eyes and headphones over his ears, sealing him in a muffled silence.

"I will be here to monitor you for the next hour and continue the trial," he heard her voice say quietly. "Please just enjoy the video and don't strain too hard."

Justin waited in the dark, not knowing where Erica was or what she had in store for him. His cock was still rock hard with anticipation, especially when the screen on the headset turned on and faded into the image of a room.

He was lying on a bed. A body stretched out before him. He knew it was meant to be his, but there was an odd disassociation with the legs that were too broad and too hairy compared to his own. This recumbent avatar was only wearing boxers, and Justin could see the large bulge waiting to be released.

A woman entered through a door in front of the bed. She must have been a famous pornstar; Justin was sure he recognised her. She had golden hair and a slim body with perfect curves that were contoured with a beautiful red set of lingerie, including thigh-high stockings and a garter belt.

"Wake up lazy head," she said mockingly, coming over to kneel on the foot of the bed. "I'm bored. Let's do something."

She pouted as she looked right into the camera. Justin felt her eyes meet his while her voice was so clear in his ears it was like he was actually in the room with her.

"Do you like my outfit?" She pushed her tits together and fondled them through her bra. "Hmm? Because from where I am, it looks like you really do."

She reached over and rubbed the prominent bulge that had grown thicker in the tight underwear. For a moment, Justin shivered, thinking he could feel the sensation. He couldn't, but as he watched the hard cock be revealed his own throbbed harder with excitement.

"I know how we can have some fun," the woman said, shuffling forward on her knees then leaning over to run a tongue over the length of the thick shaft. "See? I know this is what you want."

She then took the cock in her hand and stroked. Justin's heart raced. His mind seemed to be deceiving him. As the pornstar stroked, he was sure he could feel his own cock undergoing the same attention.

After a moment of confusion, he knew it wasn't some trick. He couldn't see her, but Erica was back between his legs and stroking him, synchronized perfectly with what he was witnessing in the VR video. As the blonde gripped tighter and went faster, so too did Erica.

And as Justin's arousal increased, he found himself becoming more and more lost in the sights and sounds of the virtual display. It became easier to imagine himself lying on the bed, being so perfectly pleasured by the smoking hot blonde in her red lingerie. But even so, when he watched her lean over and part her lips, he never imagined he would receive the same sensation.

Yet, perfectly on queue, his cock became consumed by the hot, wet feeling of a blowjob. It was tight and sloppy. Saliva dribbled down over his balls. He seized up with delight as she went all the way to the base, the sound of her gagging echoing in his ears. She didn't have to do much more before he felt the edge approach.

As his throbbing cock left her mouth, she took her bra and panties off. He watched as she climbed on top of him, her perfect tits wobbling as she lifted herself up and slowly slid herself over his raging shaft.

Instantly a different but just as tight pleasure consumed him. Her pussy squeezed around him, driving him wild. He wanted to reach up and grab her tits as they bounced or her ass as it slammed down, but he was only able to strain against the restraints that he had almost forgotten existed.

She rode him harder and faster while she rubbed her clit and moaned enthusiastically, her expression becoming an uncontrollable tapestry of pleasure. She screamed for him to cum as her body shook. His cock felt the pleasure almost explode as her climax struck her.

Justin tried to thrust harder, to pump his cock deeper and drive himself over the edge. He could see the shaft in front of him pulsing as cum shot inside her, but the feeling was absent. He was on the edge but that was it. There was no orgasm for him as he felt her pussy finally slide off and let the white load dribble out. And as he tried to catch his breath, the scene faded to black.

"Thanks for playing with me," the woman said before disappearing from sight. Justin relaxed again as his edge slowly withdrew.

For ten minutes or more he lay in silent darkness, allowing his cock to slowly soften as he tried not to let his frustration get the better of him. But then, despite him expecting Erica to take off his headset, another video began to play.

Justin endured three more scenes just like the first. He was helpless to watch as various gorgeous women stroked and sucked and fucked him while he lay there bound to the surgical table. And every time, his cock was stimulated just like how it looked in the virtual reality display. But he never got any relief. He would look longingly as the cock in front of him erupted with ropes of hot cum, onto a waiting face or a pair of tits or into a tightly sucking mouth, and meanwhile he felt nothing of that pleasure with his actual aching, needy cock which yearned for release after being edged so many times.

As the final scene faded, he was out of breath and trying to prepare himself for more unrelenting teasing. But, instead, the headphones and headset were taken off him and he stared up at Erica.

"How are you feeling, sir?" she asked with the tone of concern expected from an attempt at bedside manner.

"I'm..." Justin didn't know what to say as he watched the nurse put the equipment away. "I'm so damn horny."

"That's understandable," she said, coming over to pick up two fleshlights that were dripping with lube. One had a vagina-shaped hole and the other had an opening like a pair of lips, so Justin then realised how she had so successfully imitated the sex and blowjobs he had been witness to. "You've done very well so far, sir."

"So far?! How much more is there?"

The flicker of a grin crossed the nurse's otherwise focused visage, betraying how much she was truly enjoying herself.

"Each subject has a different series of stimuli before releasing their second sample," she explained. "For example, one only viewed a single video and they only had a single edge. With you...you're more towards the other end of the scale. So we ought to keep going."

"Okay..."

"But, you'll be happy to know I just need to edge you one last time."

Justin wasn't particularly happy about it, until he saw her begin to unbutton the front of her scrubs with one hand and grab one of the fleshlights with the other.

"Just watch me, sir," she commanded. "And try to imagine this is the same mouth you were just seeing in the VR."

She slid it down over his cock while revealing the lacy black bra she had on under her uniform. Justin seized up in pleasure as the fleshlight enveloped him. It was somehow strange to feel the same thing he had just felt before; this time there was something off about it. Now that he was aware of what toy was causing this pleasure, what it looked like around him as the nurse stroked him up and down with it, there was something disappointing about it. Because before, with the headset on, he could at least try to believe it was really her mouth sucking him tight and bringing him to the edge, which despite everything was approaching fast.

"That's it," Erica said, hearing the monitor beep faster. She showed off more than a glimpse of her impressive breasts while she stroked faster with the fleshlight. "Come on, sir. Get to the edge again."

Justin wanted to fight it, to hold back and prove that she didn't have complete control over him. But he couldn't, especially now that he could admire more of her body with her bra on show. So he reached the edge to the chirrup of the ECG machine and she pulled the fleshlight away immediately, letting his cock pulsate, completely unfulfilled.

"Now that's out of the way, there's something special lined up," Erica said as she buttoned up her scrubs again and went to collect a new instrument. Justin watched with disappointment as her breasts were covered up, but then his eyes went wide with panic at what she returned with in her hands.

"What is that?" he asked, staring as the nurse put on a new pair of latex gloves before applying a copious amount of lube to the long silicon shaft. It was purple and ribbed with a gentle curve that he could only imagine reaching deep inside him.

"This, basically, is a dildo," she answered nonchalantly. "I'm going to probe you and give you a prostate massage, and then you will be ready to provide your sample. However, I will need both of my hands free."

Justin stared fearfully as she stroked the dildo up and down, coating it with the silky smooth lube. Then she attached it to a harness which she had clipped around her waist and back to face him. He hadn't ever taken anything like that inside him, and the sight of her wearing a strap-on was intimidating, but his cock was still hard and willing for whatever the nurse was going to inflict on him.

"I'll just get you warmed up first," Erica said as she used one lube-covered hand to massage Justin's taint and down to his exposed opening. "Just relax, sir. I can assure you it'll feel even more pleasurable if you do."

Justin tried. At first her touch made him feel vulnerable. He shivered as she circled closer. But as she carried on, his muscles no longer needed to clench hard in reaction. Erica managed to ease herself closer until her index finger was right where it needed to be to push gently forward.

"Mmmm," Justin moaned as she entered him. It was an involuntary reaction to the strange sensation, but it wasn't out of discomfort. As she slowly delved deeper, it felt even better. And as he got used to it, he relaxed even more, letting her gently slide in and out with little resistance.

"See," she said. "I knew you'd enjoy it. Are you ready for this?"

Erica stroked the dildo, looking like she was masturbating herself, and applied more lube. Justin just nodded slowly, curious about how it would feel, worried that it might be uncomfortable, and excited to know he would soon be allowed to cum.

"Good."

The nurse guided the tip into position. After having her finger inside him, Justin was eager to feel filled again. But the dildo was bigger than what he had already experienced, and as it was slowly pushed inside he could feel himself being stretched.

Erica took things easy with him. She waited to let him get used to just the tip before moving forward an inch. After another moment, a second inch slid inside. Justin grunted and moaned, but only because he thought she was teasing him. His cock, even after not being touched, was still throbbing and leaking, and he just wanted her to fuck him.

"There we go," Erica said when at last she had pushed the entire length inside. "How does that feel?"

Justin could hardly speak. The dildo had rubbed against his prostate and now, as he felt himself clenching around it, he just wanted more.

"So good," he eeked out desperately while his cock twitched.

Erica just smiled then started moving her hips back and forth, letting the dildo slide in and out by a few inches. She grinned as her patient released a primal moan, completely at the mercy of her actions. So she fucked him harder and took his cock in her gloved hands.

"How much cum do you think you'll produce for this sample?" she asked as she stroked, watching his heart rate quicken drastically on the monitor.

"Aaahhh...so...much." Justin was so consumed by pleasure that he couldn't think of anything other than the need to cum.

"I reckon you'll have much more than the first."

"Yeeess...fuuuck..."

Erica stroked faster, her hands gripping tight as the lube allowed them to slide smoothly over his pulsating cock. She could feel him about to burst as she fucked even harder, thrusting the dildo in from tip to base, and the heart rate monitor beeped wildly.

"Get ready to give me all that cum, she," she said, reaching over to grab a small container she had left ready by the side of the table. "Cum for me, sir. Cum for me."

Justin released a loud, uninterrupted groan as he felt his orgasm crescendo to its peak. He had never experienced a prostate massage before, and now, with the nurse's strap-on pounding him and causing ripples of exhilarating sensations through his body, it magnified the pleasure of her hand that still stroked his cock and aimed it into the container as he began to shake, his climax thundering out in wonderful spasms.

Cum splattered violently against the plastic pot. Rope after ropes sprayed out. He trembled in his bonds, twisting against the leather straps as the force of his orgasm released with shot after shot of hot cum.

"That's it, sir," Erica said encouragingly. She slowed down both her thrusts and her strokes but kept coaxing out the remains of his load. "Give me everything you've got."

More cum dribbled out as she squeezed along his shaft. Every last drop was added to the sample, and when Justin recovered enough to open his eyes he saw just how much more there was compared to his first load, which now seemed like a lifetime ago.

"Wow," he said, feeling as if every bit of energy had been drained out of him.

"Enjoy that, sir?"

"Yes. Wow."

"Good. Venus Medical Services thanks you for your contributions."

The nurse slowly pulled the dildo out of Justin, making him grunt once again, then she screwed the lid onto the container and placed it in the fridge with the other sample.

"I need to do some tests now," she said as she pulled off her gloves and went to free her patient from his bondage. "You're free to leave. Just make sure to drop by reception on your way to collect your check."

Erica pulled open the last of the restraints but Justin hardly wanted to move. After a moment, he accepted her help to stand up. Then, after looking back to see the sexy nurse swilling around his two milky loads of cum to compare them, he made his way with wobbly knees back through the red door where he found his clothes and slowly got dressed.

The receptionist, Harriet, was still sitting behind her desk when Justin went to leave.

"Hello!" She greeted him again. "Did Nurse Erica treat you well?"

"Uh huh," he answered with a red face and a nod.

"That's good to hear. Are you off home now? I bet you must feel drained!"

"Yep, I guess you could say that." Justin could tell by the look on her face that she knew exactly what he had just undergone.

"Well, here's your cheque." Harriet handed over a slip of paper. "And can I just check before you leave, would you like to be notified of other trials in the future?"

Justin paused as he considered the question and looked at the thousand dollar figure in his hands.

"Are they all like that one?" he asked.

"Most do follow a similar methodology," the receptionist said with a wry smile. "But that's all I can say about them."

"Well then...yes. Sign me up!"

The End
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