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The appointment

Jon, twenty-two, shifted on the waiting room chair. The crisp paper beneath his jeans crinkled with every slight movement. He kept his gaze fixed on a faded health poster, refusing to look up as other patients came and went. The persistent ache deep within him had become impossible to ignore, yet bringing it here, to this sterile white room humming under fluorescent lights, felt almost worse than the pain itself. His mother's voice echoed in his mind, insistent, forcing him to schedule the appointment. He swallowed hard. The door to the examination hall clicked open.

"Jon." A young nurse in blue scrubs called his name, her voice cutting through the sterile silence of the waiting room. His head jerked up, cheeks flushing as other patients glanced his way. He managed a weak nod, standing so quickly his knees knocked. "Right this way." The nurse led him down a narrow corridor, the scent of disinfectant growing stronger with each step. She paused before a closed door, knocking softly before pushing it open. Inside stood a man in his mid-forties, tall with broad shoulders that strained against his white coat. Dark hair, just beginning to silver at the temples, framed a face with sharp, intelligent eyes that seemed to see right through Jon's discomfort. "This is Dr. Brown," the nurse said before disappearing, leaving Jon alone with the doctor who radiated an authority that made his palms sweat.

Dr. Brown gestured toward the examination table, the paper covering it rustling like dry leaves. "So, what brings you in today, Jon?" His voice was deep and calm, carrying an undertone of command that made Jon's throat feel tight.

Jon swallowed, his eyes fixed on a small crack in the linoleum floor. "It's... it's a pain, sir. In my rectum." The words came out as a whisper, his face burning with shame. "It's been getting worse over the past few weeks."

Dr. Brown nodded slowly, his expression unreadable. He picked up a pen from his desk, not looking away from Jon. "I see. And can you describe the pain? Is it sharp, dull, constant, intermittent?"

"It's... dull mostly. But sometimes it gets sharp, especially when I..." Jon trailed off, too embarrassed to finish.

The doctor's gaze sharpened. "Especially when you what, Jon? I need you to be completely honest with me. There's nothing to be ashamed of here."

Jon's hands twisted in his lap. "When I sit for long periods. Or... or when I masturbate." He couldn't meet the doctor's eyes, feeling small and exposed under that steady gaze.

Dr. Brown made a few notes, the scratching of his pen the only sound in the room. Then he looked up again, his eyes darker, more intense. "I need to ask you some personal questions to narrow down the possible causes. Your honesty is crucial for an accurate diagnosis." He paused, letting the weight of his words settle. "Jon, are you sexually active with men?"

The question hung in the sterile air, sharp and unexpected. Jon's head jerked up, his eyes wide with shock. "What? No! I'm... I'm not gay." His voice cracked on the last word, the denial sounding false even to his own ears as heat flooded his cheeks.

Dr. Brown's expression didn't change, but something flickered in his eyes. "I see. And women? Are you sexually active with women?"

Jon shook his head, his face now the color of a ripe tomato. "No. I'm... not really. Sexually active at all." Each admission stripped away another layer of his dignity, leaving him feeling raw and exposed under the doctor's unwavering gaze.

Dr. Brown's voice cut through the sterile air, deep and commanding. "Stand up, Jon. I need you to lower your pants for me." His words were not a request, but a gentle order that made Jon's hands tremble as he fumbled with his belt buckle. The leather slid through his fingers with a soft hiss, and his jeans pooled around his ankles, revealing the plain gray boxer shorts that suddenly felt flimsy and inadequate.

The door clicked open just as Jon stood there, exposed in his underwear. Sandy, the young nurse, entered carrying a clipboard, her eyes widening slightly as she took in the scene. Dr. Brown didn't miss a beat. "Sandy, would you please grab me some latex gloves? And assist Jon with his boxers, if you would." His voice remained calm, as if asking her to hand him a pen.

Jon froze, his mind reeling. Help with his boxers? But before he could protest, Sandy moved toward him with a professional efficiency that belied the intimate nature of her task. Her small fingers brushed against the elastic waistband, and Jon flinched at the contact.

In one fluid motion, she tugged the fabric downward. Jon gasped as his semi-hard cock sprang free, standing at half-mast before them both. The air in the room thickened, charged with an electricity that made the hairs on his arms stand up. Heat crept up his neck and flooded his cheeks as he stood exposed, his penis jutting out in the clinical white light. Sandy's eyes flickered down briefly, a hint of curiosity mixed with professional detachment, before she stepped back to stand beside the doctor.

Dr. Brown's gaze was steady, unreadable, but Jon felt it like a physical weight. His breath came in shallow pants, his heart hammering against his ribs. The shame was overwhelming, a sickening heat that spread through his entire body. He had never felt so vulnerable, so completely on display. His penis, already partially erect, seemed to pulse with a life of its own, betraying his body's involuntary response to this humiliation.

"Over here, Jon. Bend forward on the table." Dr. Brown's voice cut through the silence, leaving no room for argument. Jon stumbled toward the examination table, his movements clumsy as his jeans and boxers tangled around his ankles. The paper crinkled loudly as he positioned himself, his palms flat on the cool surface, his bare ass exposed to their view. His penis and balls hung between his legs, swinging slightly with the motion.

A strange heat began to build in Jon's groin as Dr. Brown moved closer, his presence overwhelming. Jon could feel the doctor's eyes on him, scanning, assessing. Despite his humiliation, or perhaps because of it, his penis began to stiffen, swelling until it jutted outward, rock hard and completely exposed. The air in the room seemed to thicken, charged with an electricity that made the small hairs on his arms stand on end.

"Sandy, would you please lift Jon's testicles for me?" Dr. Brown's voice was calm, professional, as if he were asking her to hand him a scalpel.

Sandy stepped forward, her movements deliberate. Jon flinched as her small, warm fingers made contact with the sensitive skin of his scrotum, gently cupping his balls. His body tensed, muscles coiling as he instinctively tried to pull away.

"Hold still, Jon." Dr. Brown's voice was firm, leaving no room for protest. "Stop the act. We need to examine you properly."

The command hung in the air, undeniable. Jon froze, his body trembling slightly as Sandy's fingers tightened around his testicles, lifting them upward to expose the sensitive area beneath. His hard cock bobbed with the movement, the tip glistening slightly in the harsh fluorescent light. The humiliation was palpable, a weight pressing down on his chest, making it difficult to breathe. He stood bent over before them, completely exposed, rock hard, his genitals being manipulated by the nurse's steady hands while the doctor watched with an intensity that made Jon's skin prickle. Sandy's thumb brushed against the underside of his shaft as she adjusted her grip, sending an involuntary shudder through his body. Jon squeezed his eyes shut, his cheeks burning with shame as his penis gave another involuntary twitch in her hand.

Dr. Brown's voice cut through the tense silence, calm yet firm. "Sandy, I need you to examine his prostate. Begin with one finger."

Jon's entire body went rigid, the word prostate ricocheting through his mind. His eyes flew open, widening in disbelief as Sandy moved behind him with a clinical precision that belied the intimacy of her task. The cool gel hit his exposed entrance first, making him flinch at the sudden temperature against his heated skin.

"Breathe, Jon," Dr. Brown instructed from somewhere to his left, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through Jon's tense frame. "Relax."

But how could he relax when Sandy's finger began to press against his tight opening? The pressure was foreign, invasive, yet strangely precise as she worked the lube around before slowly breaching him. Jon gasped, his body betraying him as a tremor ran up his spine. His cock, already painfully hard, gave another involuntary twitch at the intrusion.

The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of discomfort and something else he couldn't name. Each movement of her finger inside him sent jolts through his body, making his toes curl against the linoleum floor.

Dr. Brown watched them both, his dark eyes unreadable. "Add another finger, Sandy. I need a more thorough examination."

Jon's head jerked up at the command, his mouth opening to protest, but no sound emerged. He felt Sandy shift behind him, heard the click of the lube bottle, then the renewed coolness as she applied more gel. The second finger pressed against his already stretched opening, and Jon let out a choked sound as she worked it inside alongside the first.

His muscles screamed in protest, his body tensing until he was trembling with the effort of remaining still. The stretch was intense, a burn that quickly morphed into something deeper, more complex. His cock bobbed between his legs, so hard it almost hurt, a glistening bead of fluid now visible at the tip.

His humiliation was complete, yet beneath it, something else stirred, a confusing warmth spreading from his groin outward. He was exposed, violated, examined under the doctor's commanding gaze and the nurse's delicate touch, and despite himself, part of him didn't want it to end.

Jon's entrance resisted, a tight ring of muscle that burned as Sandy worked her fingers inside him. The pain was sharp, undeniable, yet beneath it something else stirred, a curious warmth that spread through his groin and made his cock throb.

"Sandy, step aside." Dr. Brown's voice cut through the tense air, low and commanding.

Sandy withdrew her fingers, leaving Jon feeling suddenly empty. Before he could process the loss, the doctor's presence filled the space behind him, larger, more overwhelming. Then Dr. Brown's fingers pressed against Jon's opening, thicker than Sandy's, more insistent.

Jon whimpered aloud as the doctor began to penetrate him, the stretch more intense than before. Each inward press sent shockwaves through his body, his muscles clenching then yielding to the pressure. Dr. Brown's fingers were bigger, firmer, working him open with a deliberate slowness that made Jon's breath hitch. His whimpers grew louder, uncontrolled sounds that filled the sterile room as the doctor's thick fingers pushed deeper inside him.

Dr. Brown's thick fingers worked deeper, and Jon's cock began to weep, a clear droplet forming at the tip before tracing a slow path down his shaft. The room's antiseptic air filled with the slick sounds of the examination, each press of the doctor's fingers drawing another helpless sound from Jon's throat.

"Look at you," Dr. Brown murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through Jon's tense frame. His fingers stilled inside, pressing against a sensitive spot that made Jon's hips jerk. "You're leaking all over my examination table." He paused, letting the observation hang in the air. "Tell me again, Jon. Are you sure you're not gay?"

Jon's head shook frantically, his knuckles white where he gripped the edge of the table. "No," he choked out, the denial sounding weak even to his own ears. "I'm not."

Another droplet of precum welled up, then spilled over, joining the first in a clear trail down his length. Dr. Brown's free hand came to rest on Jon's lower back, a weight that both steadied and dominated.

"Then why," the doctor asked, his voice deceptively soft as he slowly withdrew his fingers before pushing them back in, deeper this time, "are you whimpering like a little bitch? And why is your pretty cock leaking like a faucet?" He leaned closer, his breath warm against Jon's ear. "Every time I press here..." Another deliberate press against Jon's prostate, making him gasp and his cock jump "...you make that sound. Straight boys don't usually react this way to a prostate exam, Jon."

Jon went completely still, his body rigid with anticipation. He felt Sandy's small, warm hands on his buttocks, spreading them apart to expose him completely to the doctor's view. The vulnerability made his heart hammer against his ribs.

Dr. Brown's fingers pushed deeper inside him, the stretch intensifying until Jon thought he might break apart. His breath caught in his throat, coming out in ragged pants as the doctor found that sensitive spot again.

"Have you ever sucked a cock, Jon?" The doctor's voice was low, almost conversational, yet it struck Jon like a physical blow.

Jon whimpered, the sound escaping his lips before he could stop it. His hands tightened on the edge of the examination table, knuckles turning white. "No," he managed to gasp, the word barely audible past the lump in his throat. "Never." His denial felt flimsy, hollow in the charged atmosphere of the room where his body was so clearly betraying him with each passing second.

Dr. Brown's fingers pressed deeper, drawing another helpless sound from Jon's lips. He withdrew slightly, then turned to Sandy, his expression unreadable.

"What do you think, Sandy?" His voice was calm, professional, as if discussing a patient's chart. "From your observations?"

Sandy's hands remained on Jon's buttocks, holding him open. She shifted her weight, her breath catching slightly before she spoke. "His physical responses... are consistent with arousal, Doctor." Her voice was soft, yet clear in the quiet room. "The degree of... enjoyment... seems inconsistent with a heterosexual patient under these circumstances."

Jon froze, the words hitting him like blows. He could feel his face burning, knew his cheeks must be crimson. His body trembled beneath their hands, his cock still hard, still weeping. The shame was overwhelming, yet beneath it something else stirred, a confusing warmth that spread through his groin.

Dr. Brown's fingers pressed against his prostate again, making Jon gasp. "Interesting observation." He paused, letting the weight of Sandy's assessment settle in the sterile air. Jon squeezed his eyes shut, his mind reeling. He was enjoying this. His body's betrayal was absolute, undeniable now with Sandy's clinical observation hanging between them. The humiliation burned, yet beneath it something else stirred, a confusing warmth that spread through his groin as the doctor's fingers moved inside him, deliberate, possessive.

The doctor's fingers withdrew from Jon's entrance, leaving an aching emptiness that made him tremble. Jon's body stilled, the sudden loss of that fullness creating a hollow sensation deep within. Behind him, the metallic whisper of a belt buckle followed by the soft thud of fabric hitting linoleum told him Dr. Brown had dropped his own pants.

"Turn around, Jon." The command came sharp and clear, leaving no room for hesitation.

Jon obeyed, his movements stiff as he turned to face the doctor. His erection jutted proudly from his body, harder than he'd ever been in his life, the tip glistening with evidence of his arousal. His blood ran hot with a hunger he couldn't name, a desperate need that made his hands tremble at his sides.

Dr. Brown stood before him, his own impressive length now free, thick and erect. The doctor's cock was right in front of Jon's face, so close he could feel the heat radiating from it, smell the clean scent of his skin.

"On your knees," Dr. Brown ordered, his voice low and commanding.

Jon's knees hit the linoleum with a soft thud, his gaze locked on the doctor's erection. He found himself face to face with Dr. Brown's manhood, the reality of his position crashing down on him in waves of shame and something else, something darker and more thrilling than he'd ever experienced.

Dr. Brown's voice cut through the sterile air, low and mocking. "If you're not gay, then why are you whimpering like a slut, and now on your knees in front of my cock?"

Jon's throat worked, but no sound emerged. He tried to move, to stand, but his limbs felt like lead, frozen in place. His eyes remained fixed on the doctor's thick erection, the sight both terrifying and mesmerizing. Heat flooded Jon's cheeks as he knelt there, the rough linoleum pressing against his knees through his thin pants. He could feel Sandy's presence behind him, her soft breathing audible in the charged silence, making his humiliation complete.

Dr. Brown's cock thickened before Jon's eyes, the impressive length hardening until it jutted forward with undeniable authority. The doctor moved closer, his presence overwhelming, until the head of his erection nearly brushed against Jon's cheek.

"You're not moving, Jon." Dr. Brown's voice was low, mocking, yet carried a command that made Jon's muscles lock in place. "You're just staring at my cock like a hungry little bitch."

Jon's throat worked, but no sound emerged as the doctor's member drew nearer. He could feel the heat radiating from Dr. Brown's skin, smell the clean scent of his arousal. His own cock throbbed between his legs, aching with a need he couldn't name.

"Tell me what you want, Jon." Dr. Brown's fingers tangled in Jon's hair, gripping firmly but not painfully. "Do you want to taste me?"

Jon's gaze flickered sideways and met Sandy's. She stood beside them now, her clipboard forgotten in her hands, her bright eyes wide with undisguised fascination as she watched this intimate, charged moment unfold.

Dr. Brown guided his cock toward Jon's mouth, the head glistening in the harsh fluorescent light. Jon's heart hammered against his ribs, his palms sweating despite the cool air of the examination room. Nervous energy coursed through him, hot and sharp, yet beneath it burned a desperate hunger that made his mouth water.

He wanted to taste him. The realization hit Jon with the force of a physical blow, shocking him even as his body responded with an undeniable surge of arousal. He was kneeling, exposed, at his doctor's feet, about to taste another man's cock for the first time, and despite the humiliation burning through him, he had never wanted anything more.

A desperate urge to flee surged through Jon, but his limbs refused to obey. The sterile white walls seemed to close in as his gaze caught Sandy's expression. A knowing smirk played on her lips, her eyes alight with cruel fascination. Every instinct screamed this was wrong, yet a burning hunger coiled in his gut, an undeniable craving to taste what was offered.

His muscles tensed as he attempted to pull away, but his body betrayed him, rooted to the spot. Then Sandy's small hand settled on the back of his head, her fingers threading through his hair with surprising strength.

"I see how you look at him," she murmured, her voice a velvet whisper against his ear, sharp with amusement. "You want this cock in your mouth, don't you, Jon? You want him to fuck your throat like the slut you are."

Humiliation washed over Jon in hot waves, a girl speaking such filth about his desires. His cock throbbed painfully between his legs, leaking shame onto the linoleum beneath him. As her words sank in, Sandy's hand began to press forward, guiding him closer to Dr. Brown's rigid length until the doctor's heat warmed his parted lips.

Then before Jon could process the moment, Dr. Brown began to smear his cock over Jon's face. The thick shaft dragged across his cheek, leaving a trail of sticky precum that glistened on his skin. Jon's lips parted involuntarily as the doctor's length brushed against them, the salty taste of his arousal coating his tongue. Each deliberate pass of the doctor's cock over his face sent shivers through Jon's body, his own erection throbbing between his legs as he knelt there, completely at their mercy.

"Beg for it." Dr. Brown's voice cut through the air, sharp and commanding.

Jon's gaze snapped up, his eyes wide. He tried to form words, to protest, but his throat worked silently. Heat flooded his cheeks as he knelt there, his own erection throbbing between his legs. The words tumbled out before he could stop them, ragged and desperate.

"Please," Jon choked out, his voice cracking. "Please let me suck your cock." The sound of his own voice shocked him, raw and needy as it echoed in the sterile room.

Sandy's laughter rang out, light and clear. "Oh, he's a natural," she said, her voice dripping with amusement. "Listen to him beg like a proper slut."

Jon's face burned hotter at her words, yet the shame only fueled his desperation. He looked up at Dr. Brown, his eyes pleading, his mouth still parted in anticipation.

"Please, sir," Jon begged, his voice breaking as fresh tears of shame and desperation welled in his eyes. "I'll do anything. Just let me taste you."

Dr. Brown's smirk widened as he watched the young man unravel before him. "Anything?" he drawled, his voice low and mocking. "Then start with my balls. Show me how much you want this."

Jon's body trembled with a mixture of humiliation and burning need. He leaned forward slowly, his breath hitching as he pressed his lips against the soft skin of Dr. Brown's scrotum. The scent was clean, masculine, overwhelming. His tongue darted out tentatively at first, then with growing confidence as he tasted the salt and musk of the doctor's arousal. He lapped at the heavy sac, his movements becoming more deliberate, more sensual with each pass of his tongue. The texture of skin against his tongue, the weight against his lips, sent jolts of electricity through his entire body.

As Jon lost himself in the task, Dr. Brown's thick, hard cock came into play, slapping gently against his cheek with soft, rhythmic thuds. Each impact sent shockwaves through Jon, a physical reminder of his submission, his degradation. The sound of skin against skin echoed in the sterile room, punctuated by Jon's ragged breathing and the occasional soft whimper that escaped his lips.

Sandy watched from nearby, her clipboard forgotten, her bright eyes alight with fascination as she witnessed Jon's complete surrender to his desires. The sight of him, so lost in his task, so willing to debase himself for this pleasure, sent a thrill through her that she struggled to conceal.

Jon's own erection throbbed between his legs, a painful reminder of his body's betrayal, his arousal undeniable as he knelt there, worshipping the doctor's testicles while being marked by his cock. The line between pleasure and humiliation had blurred completely, leaving only a burning need for more.

Jon's begging turned desperate, the words tumbling from his lips in a broken stream. "Please," he whimpered, his voice thick with need. "I need it. I need your cock in my mouth, sir. Please let me suck you." His eyes, wide and pleading, locked onto Dr. Brown's, the hunger in them unmistakable.

Dr. Brown's grip tightened in Jon's hair, his fingers tangling in the soft strands as he pulled the young man's head back slightly. The doctor's smirk deepened as he observed Jon's complete surrender. "Such a pretty mouth," he murmured, his voice low and rough with arousal. "Open wide, little slut. Show me how much you want it."

Jon complied instantly, his lips parting as his tongue darted out, wet and eager. Dr. Brown didn't hesitate, guiding his thick length between Jon's parted lips. The doctor's cock stretched Jon's mouth wider than he'd anticipated, the sudden fullness sending shockwaves through his body. For a moment, Jon froze, his eyes widening slightly as the reality of what was happening crashed over him.

Then instinct took over. His tongue curled around the thick shaft, exploring the ridges and veins as he began to suck, tentative at first, then with growing confidence. Saliva pooled in his mouth, coating Dr. Brown's length as Jon worked his lips and tongue with a desperate hunger he'd never known he possessed.

Dr. Brown began to move, his hips rocking in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Each thrust pushed deeper, testing Jon's limits. The young man's eyes watered as the doctor's cock hit the back of his throat, triggering his gag reflex. Jon choked slightly, a wet, messy sound that only seemed to encourage Dr. Brown.

"That's it," the doctor growled, his voice thick with pleasure. "Take it all, you little slut. Choke on my cock."

Jon's response was a strangled moan around the thick shaft filling his mouth. His hands came up to grip Dr. Brown's thighs, fingers digging into the firm muscle as he struggled to accommodate the doctor's length. Drool spilled from the corners of his mouth, tracing paths down his chin as Dr. Brown established a steady rhythm, fucking Jon's face with an increasingly confident pace.

The sounds of their encounter filled the sterile examination room, wet and lewd. Jon's muffled whimpers mixed with Dr. Brown's grunts of pleasure, the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh punctuated by Jon's occasional gagging as the doctor pushed deeper, claiming his mouth completely.

The pressure on the back of Jon's head increased, Sandy's fingers curling into his hair as she pushed him forward, forcing Dr. Brown's cock deeper into his throat. Jon's eyes widened as the thick shaft pushed past his gag reflex, tears streaming down his cheeks as he struggled to accommodate the intrusion.

"Look at you," Sandy's voice cooed from above, sharp with approval. "Such a good cocksucker, Jon. You're taking it so well."

Jon's hands tightened on Dr. Brown's thighs, his knuckles white as he fought to breathe through his nose. Each forward thrust of the doctor's hips sent the thick shaft sliding deeper, stretching Jon's throat until he could feel it in his chest.

"That's it, choke on it," Sandy encouraged, her voice a mixture of mockery and admiration. "You look so pretty with his cock buried in your throat."

Dr. Brown's grip on Jon's hair tightened, his pace becoming more demanding. "She's right, Jon," he growled, his voice thick with pleasure. "You're a natural at this."

Jon's response was a muffled moan around the thick shaft filling his mouth. Drool spilled from his lips, coating Dr. Brown's length as it slid in and out. The humiliation burned through him, yet beneath it, a primal satisfaction bloomed as he surrendered to their commands, his body responding to the degradation with an arousal that made his own cock throb painfully between his legs.

Then Sandy's voice cut through the room, sharp with excitement. "I think you should fuck his ass, Doctor."

Jon's head jerked up at her words, his eyes wide with panic. "I... I don't know," he stammered, his voice trembling. "I've never... it's too tight. I'm a virgin."

Dr. Brown's eyes darkened with interest. "Stand up and bend forward on the table again," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Jon stumbled to his feet, his movements clumsy as he positioned himself over the examination table, the paper crinkling beneath his palms. His heart hammered against his ribs as he awaited what would come next.

Before he could process the command, Sandy moved behind him, her small hand suddenly slick with lubricant as she pressed against his tight opening. Jon gasped at the sudden intrusion, his body tensing as she worked a finger inside him.

"God, you're so tight," Sandy murmured, her voice a mixture of fascination and clinical observation. "Your ass is clenched around my finger like a vise." She added more lube, her movements deliberate as she prepared him, each touch sending jolts through Jon's tense body.

Jon squeezed his eyes shut, his breath coming in ragged pants as stress and arousal warred within him. The examination room spun around him, the sterile white walls blurring as Sandy's fingers worked him open, her murmurs about his tightness echoing in his ears.

Sandy's fingers withdrew, leaving an aching emptiness that made Jon tremble. Then Dr. Brown's thick cock pressed against Jon's tight opening, the heat of it searing through him. The doctor pushed forward slowly, steadily, the pressure building until Jon felt himself stretching to accommodate the intrusion. Pain radiated through him, sharp and undeniable as his body resisted. Just when Jon thought he couldn't take any more, his muscles gave way with a sudden pop, and Dr. Brown's head breached him, buried deep inside his ass.Jon's cries filled the sterile room, a mixture of pain and pleasure that tore from his throat in ragged gasps. His fingers scrabbled against the crinkled paper of the examination table, his body rocking forward with each of Dr. Brown's powerful thrusts. The burn of being stretched so wide mingled with an electric pleasure that made his toes curl.

"You're taking it so well," Sandy murmured, her voice husky with arousal as she watched from the side. "Look at you, getting your ass pounded like a pro." Her lips curved into a smirk as she leaned closer, her breath warm against Jon's ear. "Such a good little slut for the doctor."

Dr. Brown's pace increased, his hips slapping against Jon's buttocks with wet, rhythmic sounds. Each thrust pushed deeper, harder, making Jon's cries grow louder, more desperate. The doctor's hands gripped Jon's hips, holding him steady as he fucked him with an intensity that made the examination table shudder beneath them.

"Please," Jon whimpered, his voice cracking as he buried his face against his arm. "It's... it's too much." But even as he spoke the words, his body arched backward, silently begging for more.

Sandy's laughter echoed in the room, light and sharp. "Oh, I don't think it's too much at all," she said, her fingers tracing patterns on Jon's sweat-slicked back. "I think you're loving every second of having his big cock stretching your tight little ass."

Dr. Brown's hips drove forward with renewed force, each powerful thrust punching a gasp from Jon's lungs. The burn in Jon's ass sharpened, morphing into an electric pleasure that made his cock throb painfully between his legs. He felt himself stretching, yielding to the doctor's relentless rhythm as his body surrendered completely to the invasion.

With a guttural groan, Dr. Brown buried himself to the hilt. Jon felt the doctor's cock pulse inside him, hot liquid flooding his passage as Dr. Brown came with a series of deep, shuddering thrusts. The warmth spread through Jon's tight channel, marking him, claiming him from the inside out.

The doctor remained buried inside for a long moment, his breathing ragged against Jon's back. Then with a slow, deliberate movement, Dr. Brown withdrew, his thick length slipping from Jon's stretched entrance with a wet sound. A trickle of cum followed, sliding down Jon's inner thigh.

Before Jon could process the emptiness, Sandy's small fingers traced his butt crack, collecting the doctor's release as it leaked from him. Her touch was light yet possessive, circling his twitching hole before dipping inside briefly, coating her fingers with the mixture of lube and cum.

"Clean them," she commanded, her voice husky with satisfaction as she brought her glistening fingers to Jon's lips.

Jon's eyes widened briefly before compliance took over. He parted his lips obediently, his tongue darting out to taste the salty evidence of his submission. As he lapped the cum from Sandy's fingers, his own cock remained rock hard, a testament to how thoroughly he had been claimed, used, and awakened to desires he'd never known existed.

Dr. Brown's voice cut through the heavy air, his words a soft command that made Jon's breath catch. "Sandy. Get on your knees. Show our patient what a real professional can do."

Sandy's eyes lit up, a hungry gleam replacing the clinical detachment she'd maintained moments before. Without hesitation, she sank to the floor before Jon, her movements fluid and practiced. The stark white tiles seemed to absorb the light, making her blonde hair seem almost luminous as she positioned herself between Jon's trembling legs.

Jon's cock jutted forward, hard and aching, the tip glistening with precum. He watched, mesmerized, as Sandy leaned in, her breath warm against his sensitive skin. Her tongue darted out, tracing the vein along the underside of his shaft with deliberate slowness that made Jon's hips buck involuntarily.

Then she took him into her mouth.

Jon gasped as her lips slid over his head, the wet heat overwhelming. Sandy didn't pause, working him deeper with a confident ease that spoke of experience. She took him to the back of her throat in one smooth motion, her nose pressing against his pelvic bone. The tight, wet pressure sent bolts of pleasure through Jon's body, making his knees weak.

Sandy began to move, her head bobbing with a rhythm that had Jon seeing stars. Each downward stroke took him deeper, her throat constricting around him as she swallowed. Each upward pull left him glistening with her saliva. The sounds were wet, messy, utterly obscene in the clinical setting. Drool spilled from the corners of her mouth, coating his balls as she worked him with an intensity that bordered on worship.

Jon's hands found their way into her hair, his fingers tangling in the soft strands as he fought to maintain some semblance of control. But Sandy was relentless, her suction increasing as she cupped his balls with one hand, massaging them in time with her mouth's movements. Her other hand gripped his hip, holding him steady as she took him deeper with each pass.

The stimulation was overwhelming, a perfect storm of sensation that had Jon teetering on the edge almost immediately. His breathing came in ragged pants, his head thrown back as Sandy's skilled mouth drove him toward ecstasy. The combination of Dr. Brown's recent possession and Sandy's current worship was too much, too intense, too perfect.

Sensing his impending release, Sandy doubled her efforts. Her tongue flicked against his frenulum with each upward stroke, her hand stroking what her mouth couldn't take. The wet, sloppy sounds filled the room, punctuated by Jon's desperate moans and the occasional gag as she pushed him deeper.

Jon's hips began to move, instinct taking over as he fucked into Sandy's willing mouth. His thrusts grew erratic, more desperate as the pressure built at the base of his spine. Sandy met his movements with equal enthusiasm, her eyes fluttering closed as she lost herself in the task.

"Look at you," Dr. Brown's voice cut through the haze of pleasure, rough with satisfaction. "Getting your cock sucked by a pretty nurse after taking mine up your ass. Tell me, Jon, does that make you feel like a real man or the slut you were born to be?"

Jon's only response was a strangled cry as Sandy hollowed her cheeks, increasing the suction to an almost painful degree. The combined sensations—her hot mouth, her skilled tongue, the doctor's words—pushed him over the edge.

With a guttural groan, Jon came, his hips jerking as he emptied himself into Sandy's waiting mouth. Pulse after pulse of hot cum flooded her throat, and she swallowed eagerly, her lips forming a tight seal around his pulsing shaft. Her fingers tightened on his hips, holding him steady as she milked him for every last drop.

As Jon's tremors subsided, Sandy slowly released him, giving his softening cock one final lick before looking up at him. A drop of cum escaped the corner of her mouth, and with deliberate slowness, she caught it with her finger and brought it to her own lips, savoring the taste with a satisfied smile.

Dr. Brown's voice cut through the room, low and authoritative. "Kiss him."

Sandy didn't hesitate. She rose from her knees, moving with fluid grace as Jon stood trembling before her. Before he could process the command, her hands cupped his face, her fingers cool against his flushed skin.

Jon's first instinct was resistance. His hands came up to push her away, but her grip tightened, her fingers digging into the sides of his face with surprising strength. She pulled him closer, her body pressing against his as her lips met his.

At first, Jon kept his mouth tightly closed, his body rigid with shock. But Sandy was persistent, her tongue tracing his lips, demanding entry. When he finally parted them slightly, she took full advantage.

The taste hit him immediately. Salty, thick, undeniably his own. Sandy's tongue invaded his mouth, carrying with it the remnants of his release. She pushed it in deliberately, making sure he tasted every drop.

Jon's eyes widened in shock. The realization of what was happening hit him with the force of a physical blow. This was dirtier than anything he had ever imagined, more depraved than his darkest fantasies.

His body responded with a violence that surprised him. A shudder ran through his frame, his cock twitching against his thigh, beginning to stir once more. His resistance melted away, his hands falling to his sides as Sandy deepened the kiss, her tongue exploring every corner of his mouth, sharing his taste, marking him with his own release.

The kiss was filthy, wet, utterly depraved. Jon had never felt so dirty, so used, so utterly turned on in his life.

Jon's mouth moved against Sandy's, his tongue tangled with hers as the taste of his own release flooded his senses. The kiss was wet, messy, utterly depraved. He'd never felt so dirty, so used, so completely turned on in his life.

A cool finger pressed against Jon's exposed entrance, making him jump. Dr. Brown's voice rumbled from behind him, low and casual despite the intimate violation. "You'll need to come back in a week for a follow-up examination." The doctor's finger pushed inside Jon's still-sensitive hole, drawing a gasp from his lips that Sandy eagerly swallowed. "Same time next week should work well."

Jon's body trembled as Dr. Brown worked his finger deeper, the stretch igniting sparks of pleasure that made his toes curl. The clinical assessment of his arousal contrasted sharply with the intimate intrusion.

"I'll reschedule at the front desk," the doctor continued, his finger stilling inside Jon as if to emphasize his words. "Make sure you're there." With a final deliberate thrust that made Jon cry out into Sandy's mouth, Dr. Brown withdrew his finger.

Jon heard the metallic whisper of a belt buckle being fastened, followed by the soft rustle of clothing. The clinic door clicked open, then shut with finality, leaving Jon alone with Sandy, his pants still pooled around his ankles, his body humming with lingering pleasure and the promise of what was to come.

Jon stared at Sandy, his mind reeling from what had just happened. His heart hammered against his ribs, his body still trembling as reality slowly seeped back into the sterile examination room.

"You did well," Sandy said softly, her voice gentle as she adjusted her uniform, her movements casual as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred.

Jon swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. "Are you... are you together?" The question came out barely above a whisper, his eyes wide with confusion as he tried to make sense of the power dynamics he had just experienced.

A soft laugh escaped Sandy's lips, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "Oh, not in that way," she said with a shake of her head. "Dr. Brown is gay." She paused, letting the information sink in before continuing. "So he's never fucked me." Her gaze drifted slightly, a mischievous glimmer in her eyes. "But I have sucked him once."

Jon shifted his weight, the paper beneath his feet crinkling nervously as he met Sandy's gaze. His voice was barely above a whisper when he finally spoke, cheeks flushing. "That was... the best blowjob I've ever had."

A slow smile spread across Sandy's face, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "Well, aren't you just the sweetest thing," she murmured, her fingers trailing lightly down his arm. "Such a cute boy when you're all flustered like that."

Her touch sent sparks through Jon's skin, making his cock twitch against his thigh. He watched, mesmerized, as her expression shifted, her voice dropping to a more intimate tone.

"I've never said this to a patient before," Sandy continued, her fingers tracing patterns on his skin. "But I want to see you again. Outside this clinic."

Jon's breath hitched, his eyes widening slightly at the unexpected invitation.

Sandy leaned closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "And maybe... just maybe... you'd let me use my strapon on that tight little ass of yours?" Her eyes glinted with mischief as she watched Jon's reaction, her words hanging in the air between them like a promise.

Heat flooded Jon's cheeks, his gaze dropping to the floor where his jeans still lay in a heap around his ankles. "I... I would like that," he managed, his voice barely above a whisper. "Seeing you again, I mean."

Sandy's fingers tightened on his arm, a smirk playing on her lips as she watched him struggle. "Good," she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "But you should know, I don't play the submissive role." She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. "I like to be in charge."

Jon swallowed, his throat tight. "What... what do you mean?" His voice came out barely above a whisper, the question hanging in the air between them.

Sandy's smirk widened as she stepped closer, her fingers trailing up his arm to his shoulder. "I want to meet your parents, Jon. I want to come to your house for dinner." She paused, her eyes darkening with mischief as she leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "And while they're watching TV, I want to go to your room and fuck that tight little ass of yours until you can't walk straight."

Jon's breath caught, his body trembling as her words washed over him. His cock, which had been softening, suddenly stirred against his thigh, hardening despite his shock.

"See?" Sandy murmured, her hand sliding down his chest to palm his growing erection. "Your body knows what it wants. We'll date, sure. We'll go to movies, hold hands in public. But behind closed doors..." She squeezed him gently, making him gasp. "You'll be my bitch."

Jon's mind reeled, the conflicting sensations warring within him. Shame burned through him at her blunt words, yet his body responded with a desperate heat that made no sense. He wanted to protest, to push her away, but his limbs felt heavy, rooted to the spot as his cock throbbed in her hand.

"I don't... I don't understand," Jon managed, his voice cracking. "Why would I..."

"Because you want it," Sandy interrupted, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "You want someone to take control, to use you however they please. I see it in your eyes, Jon. I saw it the moment Dr. Brown had you on your knees." She released him, stepping back with a satisfied smile. "Say yes, Jon. Let me make you mine."

Heat flooded Jon's cheeks as he stood there, exposed and more aroused than he'd ever been in his life. Despite his shock, despite the humiliation, he found himself nodding slowly.

"Yes," Jon whispered, the word barely audible but clear in the sterile room. "I... yes."
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