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"I don't care if the labels are screaming for a press tour; my hips still feel like they're made of wet cardboard," Sunny said, leaning back into the plush velvet of her oversized armchair. She looked at her reflection in the gilded mirror across the room. The makeup was flawless, but her eyes looked tired. She had spent the last eighteen months drifting through a haze of grief and strange, lingering fatigue that left her feeling disconnected from her own skin.

Danny, her manager, paced the length of the living room. He held a tablet clutched to his chest like a shield. He wanted the Vegas residency back on the calendar, but he knew the risk. Sunny had been a ghost lately, appearing only in short clips and carefully curated photos. Beside him, Becky and James were huddled over a laptop, frantically scrubbing a calendar. They were trying to carve out a "subtle" schedule—small appearances, limited hours, and a strict boundary between her professional persona and the exhausted woman currently nursing a lukewarm tea.

"We can't just fade into the wallpaper, Sunny," Danny countered, his voice strained. "The Broadway show is coming. The perfume line needs a face. We need to prove you're not just recovering, but that you're back." Sunny sighed, the sound heavy and frustrated. She wanted to feel that spark again, that electric pull of a crowd, but her body felt like a traitor. She needed a clean bill of health, not just a vague "doing better" from a nurse.

Becky looked up, her expression cautious. "The appointment is set for tomorrow. Dr. Robards is bringing in a junior associate to assist with the new diagnostic equipment. They're coming to the house to avoid the paparazzi." Sunny nodded, her mind already drifting to the strange, pulsing ache in her lower back. She hoped the new doctor was efficient. She didn't want a fan; she wanted a technician who could help her set some sort of recovery regiment in order to start gaining some strength and picking her energy up more than it had been lately.  Her personality and wit still was as energetic as ever, it was her body that wasn't cooperating.

"I'm not doing ten shows a week," Sunny told Danny, her voice firm. "I want a subtle visual schedule. One appearance a month, maybe a few curated shoots. I need to be seen, but I can't be exhausted by the sight of my own face in the mirror." Danny sighed, finally stopping his pacing. He knew the labels would hate it, but Sunny was the asset. If the asset broke, the whole empire crumbled. He agreed to the scaled-back plan, though he made a mental note to push for at least one high-profile gala to keep the momentum for the Broadway show.

The next morning, the house was a hive of controlled chaos. James was coordinating the security detail, ensuring the back gate was locked and the perimeter was clear of drones. Becky was prepping a tray of herbal teas and light snacks, her eyes darting to the clock every few seconds. Sunny sat in one of the extra living spaces, capri pants and a button down blouse clinging to her curves, feeling the oppressive weight of the silence that usually followed her. She had been very clear with Danny during their late-night strategy session: she was opting for a "subtle visual schedule." No more grueling press junkets or ten-hour days under hot lights. She wanted a curated presence—a ghost of herself that the public could admire from a distance, while she spent the bulk of her energy rediscovering how to breathe without feeling like her lungs were full of wool.

Danny stood by the front door, his tablet still humming with urgent emails from promoters. He looked at Sunny, his expression a mix of professional anxiety and genuine concern. "The 'subtle' approach is a gamble, Sunny, but it's the only way to keep you from collapsing on stage," he admitted. He signaled to Becky and James, who were finalizing the logistics of the doctors' arrival. The plan was tight: the physicians would enter through the service entrance, be escorted directly to where they would do the observation, and leave without a single snapshot leaking to the press. Everything had to be sterile and invisible.

The sound of a luxury SUV pulling up the driveway signaled the arrival of Dr. Robards and his protege. Danny stepped outside to greet them, his voice a low murmur, guiding them through the house with a practiced efficiency. Behind him followed Dr. Clayton, a man in his late twenties with a sharp jawline and a focused, clinical gaze. Dr. Clayton was adjusting his glasses, his mind preoccupied with the new diagnostic tools he was carrying. He had spent the morning reviewing the redacted patient file, knowing only that the patient was a high-profile woman with complex fatigue and musculoskeletal issues. He had no idea whose house he was entering, only that Dr. Robards had emphasized the need for absolute discretion and professionalism.

When the door to the pseudo medical area opened, Dr. Clayton stepped inside and stopped dead. There she was, leaning against a mahogany table, looking less like a patient and more like a living legend. The lighting in the room was soft, highlighting the gold of her hair and the creamy skin of her chest, which rose and fell in a slow, rhythmic cadence. Dr. Clayton was sort of frozen but needed to maintain his composure and follow Dr. Robards orders, after all this was a patient and he was a doctor.

"Sunny, sugar, looks like you've lost a little more weight in the face," Dr. Robards said warmly, stepping forward to guide her toward the examination table. He gestured toward the younger man. "This is Dr. Clayton, my associate. He's a wizard with this new ultrasound tech we're using to look at those hip joints." Dr. Clayton managed a stiff nod, his voice tight and clinical when he finally spoke. "Pleasure," he muttered, though his eyes were already betraying him. He watched the way her button-down blouse strained slightly over her curves as she moved, the fabric pulling taut across her breasts with every breath.

Robards began a light physical assessment, asking Sunny to rotate her hips and lean forward, checking the range of motion. As he spoke, Dr. Clayton stepped closer to calibrate the equipment, his gaze drifting from the screen to the soft, pale skin of her thighs. He noticed the way the capri pants hugged her hips, emphasizing the lush, feminine swell of her backside. He tried to focus on the instructions—*check the lymph nodes, monitor the respiration*—but he was distracted by the scent of her perfume.

"How have you been holding up?  Nothing related to the kidney stones from earlier in the year?" Dr. Robards asked her, his voice casual as he guided her to lie flat on the exam table. Sunny let out a soft, melodic giggle, the sound vibrating in the small room. "Oh, I'm just a bit creaky, Doc. Like an old screen door in a windstorm," she joked, though she winced slightly as she shifted. She looked over at Dr. Clayton, "What's he planning on doing with that machine?" she asked, her voice a playful drawl that sent a sudden, nervous jolt into the doctors stomach.

Dr. Clayton stepped forward, his hands trembling slightly as he squeezed a dollop of cold, clear gel onto the ultrasound transducer. "Just checking for inflammation in the hip socket, Ms. Cotton," he murmured, his voice trying to sound more calm than he'd care to let on.  "Sunny, he's been trained very well in the latest imaging techniques," Dr. Robards added, already moving toward the sink to wash up for a manual palpation of her lower back. "Dr. Clayton, go ahead and get the initial readings of the left joint. I'll be right here."

As Dr. Clayton leaned over her, his proximity felt like a physical weight. He tried to focus on the screen, but the angle of the machine required him to press firmly against the inner curve of her thigh. From this vantage point, he was staring directly at the staggering contrast of her frame; her waist was narrow, almost fragile, which only served to make the lush, heavy swell of her breasts seem impossible. Even under the modest cotton of her blouse, they were magnificent, straining against the fabric as she breathed, the buttons holding on by a prayer. He felt a sudden, sharp heat bloom in his groin, a traitorous throb that signaled the beginning of a hard, insistent erection pressing against the fabric of his slacks.

He applied the cold gel to her skin, his fingers grazing the warmth of her thigh. Sunny let out a soft, sharp gasp—not of pain, but of surprise—and her legs shifted instinctively, he told her with a frog in his throat, "Just a bit of cold, Ms. Cotton." As he pressed the transducer into the joint, he had to lean in closer, his chest nearly brushing against the side of her hip. He could see the slight tremble in her breathing, the way her chest heaved under that thin blouse, the buttons straining so hard they looked ready to snap and scatter across the floor.

Dr. Clayton stepped back, his eyes darting to Dr. Robards. He needed a reason to stay, a reason to touch her again. "The initial readings are... inconclusive," he lied, his voice sounding strained. "There's a potential for deep-tissue inflammation that the standard ultrasound can't fully map. I think we need a more comprehensive manual assessment of the pelvic floor and the surrounding musculature. I’d like to schedule a follow-up—possibly as early as tomorrow—to do a focused tactile exam." He felt the heat of his own arousal pulsing against his zipper, the friction of his trousers becoming an agonizing torture.

Dr. Robards paused, his brow furrowing as he looked from the screen to his associate. "A tactile pelvic assessment? That seems a bit aggressive for a first visit, Dr. Clayton. The ultrasound usually catches the bulk of it." He stepped closer to Sunny, who was still lying on the table, her chest rising and falling in a slow, enticing rhythm. "What do you think, Sunny? You feel like you need a deeper dive into the pelvic region, or is the 'creakiness' mostly in the joints?"

"I..I'm not sure.  What is that?  I usually just go along with what you think Doc," she said to Dr. Robards. She shifted on the table, the movement causing the fabric of her blouse to ride up, exposing a sliver of pale, soft midriff that made Dr. Clayton’s throat go dry. He stepped closer, his eyes practically devouring the curve of her hip. "It's just that the superficial imaging isn't showing the full picture of the fascia, Dr. Robards," Dr. Clayton added, his voice dropping an octave. "A manual pelvic floor assessment—specifically a deep tissue palpation—would allow us to identify the exact trigger points causing her fatigue. It's a much more... intimate, precise way to ensure she's actually fit for the stage."

Dr. Robards thought for a second, unsure if what he was hearing was truly accurate, "A deep tissue palpation of the pelvic floor? That's a bit unconventional for a general fatigue check, Dr. Clayton." He looked at Sunny, who was still lying back, her chest heaving slightly, the white fabric of her blouse stretched dangerously thin over the heavy, rounded peaks of her breasts. She looked curious, her eyes darting between the doctors.

"It's not just about the joints, Dr. Robards," Dr. Clayton pressed, his voice sounding thick as he stepped even closer to the table. He could smell the heady mix of her perfume and the natural, warm scent of her skin. "The systemic fatigue she's reporting often stems from pelvic floor dysfunction or deep-seated tension in the pelvic girdle. If we want her back on stage without her collapsing, we can't just look at the surface. I'm suggesting a comprehensive internal pelvic assessment—manual palpation to check for myofascial trigger points. It's the only way to be certain." He looked down at Sunny, his gaze lingering on the way her thighs spread slightly on the exam table, the fabric of her capris clinging to every curve.

Dr. Robards took in what Dr. Clayton told him but was still unsure, Dr. Clayton saw this and said, "Uhh..if you want, just to ease your doubts I could check one more thing and then we could decide.  Sunny, do you mind putting on a robe so I can get better access to your hip area?"  Dr. Robards listened, "Sunny, we could make that decision I suppose.  Do you mind?"  Sunny let out a soft, playful giggle and said, "If you two think it'll help me get back to the stage, I'm game."  She shifted her weight, the movement causing the fabric of her blouse to strain even more against her chest as she sat up, the buttons groaning under the pressure.

"Give me a minute to go change," Sunny chirped, slipping off the table and walked out to grab a robe from the bathroom attached to the room, keeping one there just in case. Dr. Robards turned to Dr. Clayton, "A manual pelvic assessment is a bold call, son. Usually, we’d run a full MRI before going that deep into the myofascia. You're sure this is the only way to pinpoint the fatigue?" Dr. Clayton's eyes drifting to the door where she had just vanished, his mind racing with the image of her curves beneath that cotton. "The imaging is too slow, and the symptoms are too specific," Dr. Clayton replied, his voice sounding as confident as it could under the circumstances, "If the tension is rooted in the pelvic floor, a manual release and assessment are the only ways to verify the trigger points. I’d likely need a series of three or four focused sessions over the next week to actually resolve the dysfunction."

Dr. Robard's slightly nodded as he listened to the younger doctor's assessment of the situation, "You're quite persistent about this pelvic floor angle, Dr. Clayton. Usually, a few targeted stretches and some physical therapy would be the first line of defense." He turned to Sunny as she returned to the room, now draped in a plush white robe that clung to her hips but left her chest partially exposed as the tie struggled to contain her. "Now, Sunny, Dr. Clayton is suggesting something a bit more... intrusive than my usual routine. He wants to perform a manual palpation of the pelvic floor to find these trigger points. It's a very hands-on approach."

Sunny shrugged slightly, trusting the medical team, "Well, if the young man thinks he can find where all my tension is hiding, I'm happy to let him dig." She settled back onto the table, the robe sliding open just enough to expose the creamy curve of her shoulder and the deep, pulsing valley between her breasts. Dr. Clayton stepped in, his breath hitching as he positioned himself between her legs. He began the palpation, his fingers pressing deep into the muscle of her pelvic girdle, but his mind was miles beyond clinical diagnostics. Every time he felt the heat of her skin or the way her thighs quivered under his touch, the pressure in his trousers intensified, turning his professional focus into a desperate, hungry craving.

He pulled back and nodded, "It's what I imagined," trying to sound assured in front of his mentor, "I will need to start the series of manual releases tomorrow. But the pelvic floor is only half the puzzle. To really unlock the fatigue, I need to assess the neural pathways in the lower lumbar and the sacral nerves." He paused, his fingers lingering on the warm, soft skin of her inner thigh. "The standard palpation isn't enough. I need to do a deep-tissue stimulation of the pelvic nerve endings. It’s a more... intensive tactile approach. It requires a different style of assessment, one that focuses on the sensory response rather than just the muscular tension."

"The good news is we can do this at your home, so you won't need to come to the office.  I can come to you, so let's figure out a schedule before I leave," he told her. Dr. Robards turned to Sunny, "Now, Sunny, as I told you, Dr. Clayton is a bit of a maverick.  A deep-tissue sensory stimulation of the sacral nerves is a bit more... intensive than your average checkup.  It's a very focused, very tactile process.  I do trust his expertise, do you want to proceed with this line of treatment?" Sunny looked up at the two doctors, "Well, I've had all sorts of things poked and prodded in my time, and I'm feeling a bit like a rusted-out engine.  If the young man thinks he can get the oil flowing again, I'm all for it."

They all nodded and Sunny returned to the bathroom to change back into her clothes while the doctors packed up their things.  When she came back Dr. Clayton suggested a schedule beginning tomorrow, "I'll come by at ten each morning for an hour. It's important we do these sessions in a sequence so the nerve endings don't reset."  Dr. Robards agreed, though he gave Dr. Clayton a curious look before guiding him toward the door. As the SUV pulled away from the estate, Dr. Clayton sat in the back seat, his mind looping the image of the way Sunny’s skin felt under his fingertips—plump, radiating a heat that seemed to hum against his touch. He felt a heavy, throbbing ache in his crotch that wouldn't subside, the memory of her up close seared into his brain.

––––––––
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The next day, Dr. Clayton arrived at the estate feeling like a live wire. He didn't even wait for the security detail to lead him inside before he was mentally rehearsing the "clinical" justifications for the deep-tissue stimulation he planned to perform. When he entered her assistant led him to the same room as yesterday, Sunny was sitting on one of the chairs when he walked in and said, "Hi Doc, I'm ready just let me know where you need to go."

She was wearing a pullover t-shirt with a button down blouse tied off at the bottom and a pair of jeans.  Dr. Clayton answered her, "Hello Sunny, we'll start with the pelvic floor and the sacral nerve stimulation.  Since it's a sensory assessment, I need you to be as relaxed as possible.  If you can, go ahead and get back on the table and slip into that robe again.  I want to minimize the layers between my hands and your skin." He tried to keep his voice steady, but the sight of her standing there, smelling of vanilla and expensive powder, made the blood rush south with a violent intensity.  He could feel his cock straining against the fly of his trousers, a thick, throbbing weight that felt like it was about to burst through the fabric.

She nodded and walked into the bathroom and came out in the robe, he had put some of his medical tools on an end table and was standing at the makeshift medical table, which was actually something similar to a massage table.  She walked over and he held his hand out so she could grab it and get up on the table and sat up, "You need me to lay down?" she asked, with a little giggle and he nodded, "Yes, if you don't mind." She laid back and the robe slid open, leaving her chest partially exposed and her legs barely covered by the fabric.

"Now just let me know if anything hurts or it's too rough or hard," he told her, his voice barely a whisper. He didn't wait for an answer. Dr. Clayton reached for the bottle of warming lubricant and squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, the gel shimmering under the soft room lights. He stepped between her spread thighs, the scent of her arousal beginning to mix with the sterile smell of the gel. He didn't go for the hip this time. Instead, he slid his hand beneath the robe, his palm flattening against the warm, velvet skin of her inner thigh, feeling the sudden, sharp intake of her breath.

"Just relax," he said softly, though his own breath was coming in shallow, ragged hitches. He slid his fingers higher, tracing the sensitive seam where her thigh met her groin. The warmth radiating from her was staggering, a humid, inviting heat that seemed to pulse against his fingertips. As he shifted his hand, his knuckles brushed against the damp silk of her panties, and he felt her hips give a subconscious, rhythmic twitch upward. The friction sent a jolt of electricity straight to his groin, his erection now a hard, aching pillar of heat that demanded release.

He didn't stop at the surface. Dr. Clayton used the lubricant to glide his hand deeper, sliding his fingers beneath the elastic waistband of her lace underwear. The moment his fingertips grazed the plush, swollen curve of her pelvic floor, Sunny let out a low, guttural moan that wasn't clinical in the slightest. He could feel her heart racing through the thin wall of her skin, and the sheer softness of her was overwhelming. He began a slow, circular palpation, pressing deep into the muscle, but his focus had shifted entirely to the way her body reacted to him—the way her thighs tightened around his wrist and the way her chest heaved, pushing those heavy, rounded breasts against the open fabric of the robe.

"You're doing fine," Dr. Clayton murmured, his voice now a gravelly rasp. He slid two fingers deeper, bypassing the superficial muscle to press firmly against the interior wall of her pelvic floor. He felt her internal muscles clench around him in a sudden, instinctive spasm, her back arching off the table. The sensation was electric, a wet, velvet heat that clamped down on his fingertips with a desperate hunger. He could hear her breathing turning into short, needy whimpers, her head tossing from side to side on the pillow.

"Good?" he asked her, Sunny winced, "Oh, goodness... that's a lot more than a checkup, honey," she panted, but she didn't pull away. "What does this actually show you?" she asked.  "It shows me that you're incredibly responsive, Sunny," Dr. Clayton whispered, she asked, "Does it help?"  Dr. Clayton pressed more, "Yes, it does, just a bit more," he said and he pushed deeper into the pelvic floor, his fingers sliding against the slick, hot walls of her internals. "You really need that release here, I can tell when I press," he murmured, he felt her clench around him and she let out a loud, long moan.  He felt his own cock throb, the pressure in his pants becoming unbearable.

"Do you want to untie the robe so I can explore more? Help identify the point you'd need full relief?" Dr. Clayton's voice was trying to mask what he really wanted. Sunny looked up, "You're a very thorough doctor, aren't you?" she said, "How far?" He said as his fingers pressed into her upper thigh, "As far as the tension goes." She didn't say a word; instead, she reached down with one hand and pulled the belt of the robe, letting it fall wide and open.

She was wearing a white lace bra that barely contained the lush, heavy overflow of her breasts, and the robe now lay open like a curtain, exposing the creamy expanse of her stomach and the tantalizing line of her hips. Dr. Clayton didn't hesitate. He stepped closer, the heat coming off her body in waves that made his head swim. He reached out with his free hand, his fingers brushing the underside of one breast, feeling the heart-hammering rhythm of her pulse. He watched as her nipples peaked through the lace, reacting to the cool air and his searing touch, and the sight sent a surge of raw, electric lust crashing through his system.

He had to come up with something so he could feel her breasts, "The tension in the pelvic floor often mirrors restrictions in the upper thoracic cage," he lied, his voice thick. He slid his hand upward, his palm cupping the underside of her heavy breast, feeling the sheer, staggering weight of her. He used his thumb to brush against the lace, feeling more of her soft mound. Sunny let out a shaky breath unsure of what he was doing, "Doctor, how does that work?" she said as he slowly pushed his fingers into her massive flesh. "It's about systemic symmetry, Sunny," he replied, his mind racing to find a clinical term for the way he wanted to crush her against him. "If the chest is tight, the pelvis can't fully relax. I need to assess the lymphatic drainage here to ensure the pelvic release is permanent."

He slipped and said how big they were so he tried to cover it up in a medical way, "Wow they really are bigger than..um..I mean, they are very full of lymphatic fluid," he stammered, his fingers squeezing the lush, heavy weight of her breast. Sunny let out a soft, confused hum, her eyebrows knitting together as she looked up at him. "Lymphatic fluid? Now honey, I've had a lot of doctors look at me over the years, and none of them ever mentioned my chest being full of fluid. Is that why they're so heavy?" she asked, her voice trailing off as he leaned in, the scent of her skin practically intoxicating him.

"Uh no, it's because of what you've been dealing with lately," Dr. Clayton stammered, his mind racing to fabricate a believable medical justification while his thumb brushed the peak of her nipple through the lace. "The systemic fatigue causes a sort of... localized congestion in the thoracic lymph nodes. It's rare, but it creates this kind of fullness. I need to manually drain the tension to ensure your breathing is synchronized with the pelvic release." He shifted his grip, his fingers sinking deeper into the lush, soft weight of her breast, squeezing with a firm, possessive pressure that had nothing to do with medicine and everything to do with the throbbing heat in his crotch.

"Umm..maybe it would be easier if you took off your bra?" he said, his voice a little shaky which made Sunny look up, "Now hold on just a minute, sugar. I'm a bit confused. First it's lymphatic fluid in my chest, and now you're wanting me completely bare for a nerve check?" She let out a small, skeptical laugh, her chest heaving as she looked at him with an arched brow. "I've had a lot of checkups, and usually, the doctor doesn't spend so much time squeezing my breasts to find a nerve in my hip."

"Umm..I know how it sounds, but these are new protocols," Dr. Clayton lied quickly, his heart hammering against his ribs. He didn't pull his hand away; instead, he let his fingers slide a fraction of an inch lower, feeling the warmth of her ribcage. "The sacral nerves are tied to the parasympathetic nervous system, which regulates everything from your heart rate to your... internal relaxation. If there's a blockage in the thoracic region, the pelvic floor will just snap back to being tense the moment I stop touching it. We have to clear the path from the top down."

She listened and obviously didn't know the terminology he was using and slowly reached around her back, when she did her head tilted forward and she noticed the bulge in his pants and paused, "Now honey, are you sure you're feeling my lymph nodes or are you feeling something else entirely?" she asked with a knowing, playful glint in her eye. Dr. Clayton froze, his heart skipping a beat as he realized his arousal was practically shouting at her. He tried to scramble for a medical excuse, his mind racing. "It's... it's a sympathetic response, Ms. Cotton. The neural stimulation we're doing in the pelvic region can sometimes cause a systemic vascular surge in the practitioner. It's a known phenomenon in high-intensity tactile therapy," he stammered, his voice cracking slightly.

"You mean, you're getting erection while you feel me up?" Sunny asked, her voice dipping into a low, amused drawl, but clearly wanting an answer since her goal was to get back to a more active schedule. She didn't move to cover herself, instead staying draped open on the table, her heavy chest heaving under the white lace. "Because that sounds like a very peculiar kind of medicine to me, honey. Most doctors keep their blood flow a bit more... disciplined."

"Umm, I'm..maybe it's just a reaction because of the treatment but I can assure you, I am professional," he countered.  Sunny still hadn't snapped the bra clips, "How many people that have had this treatment have had a 'vascular surge' in their doctor?" she teased, her voice a sultry whisper as she looked at the hard, throbbing shape behind his zipper. "It's a very rare response, but it's actually a sign that the energy between the patient and the practitioner is aligned for the release," he lied, his mind working overtime to spin a clinical narrative for his own desperation. "If I'm not attuned to your body's frequency, the manual drainage won't be as effective. The surge is just... part of the process."

"It seems like you are an admirer of big breasts, Doctor, more than an admirer of my hip joints," Sunny murmured, her voice humming with a playful curiosity. She didn't pull away, but she didn't release the clasp of her bra yet, keeping the lace barrier between them. "And this 'frequency' you're talking about... it sounds more like something I'd hear at a spiritual retreat than in a medical textbook. Are you sure this is how they teach you in those fancy new schools?" She shifted her weight, the movement causing her breasts to sway heavily, a sight that made Dr. Clayton’s mouth go completely dry.

"I...I know, it may sound a little out of the ordinary but I..I've done a lot of research and it..it's something I believe helps, and the data is starting to back it up," he lied, his only thoughts on her body and how big her breasts looked on her tiny frame.  He stepped back and moved his hands down to her hips, giving her time to digest what he had told her.  Sunny was contemplating things but was reluctant, she glanced up at the clock and saw there were only another ten minutes left so she told him, "Why don't you wait to see how I feel tomorrow, can you just concentrate down in my lower body for the rest of the session and we can talk about the chest part then?"

He nodded and proceeded to press, rub, and slide his hands around her hips, thighs, and stomach for the rest of the session.  Despite being 80 years old, her skin was relatively smooth and didn't have many wrinkles, you could probably say she had the skin of a 50 year old woman and had the proportions of a 25 year old woman.

He wrapped up and told her she could go to the bathroom and get dresssed while he packed up his things.  She came back out a few minutes later, "Now, Doctor, before you go, I've been thinking about that 'vascular surge' you mentioned.  Is it normal for a doctor to be so... affected by a patient's anatomy that he can't even keep his trousers flat?" she asked, her eyes twinkling with a mixture of amusement and suspicion.  Dr. Clayton paused, his hand hovering over his medical bag, and felt the thick, pulsing heat of his erection still thumping against his zipper.  "It's a sign of high empathy, Ms. Cotton," he improvised, his voice straining to stay level.  "When we work with the sacral nerve, the practitioner often mirrors the patient's own physiological arousal.  It's essentially a bio-feedback loop that confirms the treatment is hitting the right trigger points."

She nodded, but with a look that she might be getting fed a line of bullshit.  "I'd me more comfortable if you could bring an article or research so I could read a little more about it," she told him.  He said, "Sure, I could email something to your assistant later this evening or tomorrow morning," he said calmly knowing he would have to work on a fake research style article or more once he got to the office or home.  She showed him out and her assistant led him out of the house.

Sunny had her assistant get in touch with Dr. Robards, and Sunny asked him over the phone, "Doc, what do you know about this therapy and how it works?" Dr. Robards, thinking of the new methodologies being pushed in certain specialized clinics, and unsure of what had taken place in their session told Sunny, "I know very little, however I have read some research and spoken to a colleague who had a patient go through it and they were very pleased with the results. I trust Dr. Clayton's instincts, and he's a bit of a go-getter." Sunny listened as he continued, "The way the patient is supposed to regain flexibility and relief takes affect when the muscles and nerves are completely relaxed and open. I'm not quite up on the actual technique and treatment process, but he's very focused on the results."

"You can call me with any questions while you're involved in the treatment and I'm happy to answer or give any advice as best I can," he told her and she thanked him and hung up.

Later that afternoon Dr. Clayton sat at his laptop and began to craft a couple of research articles that would hopefully convince her that what he was doing was medically ethical and affective. He used a mix of real terminology and complete fabrications, blending "proprioceptive neuromuscular facilitation" with a fake study on "sacral-thoracic synchronization." He spent two hours meticulously formatting the documents to look like legitimate medical journals, ensuring the citations looked authentic enough to pass a cursory glance. He added how the doctor needed access to the patient's primary erogenous zones to truly "reset" the nervous system, essentially creating a medical blueprint for him to touch her wherever he wanted.

He even added a couple of sentences about how the physician may become "physiologically synchronized" with the patient, creating an arousal-based feedback loop that signaled the success of the nerve release. He hit send with a smirk, imagining Sunny reading the pseudo-scientific jargon and believing his blatant horniness was actually a breakthrough in medical therapy. By the time he closed his laptop, his mind was already drifting back to the feel of her plush, heavy breasts and the way her inner thighs had trembled under his touch. He spent the evening in a state of agitated anticipation, his cock thumping against his leg every time he thought about the "thoracic drainage" he planned for the next day.

The assistant printed it up without reading it and gave to Sunny the next morning. She skimmed the documents, her eyes narrowing at terms like "arousal-based feedback loops" and "erogenous zone synchronization." It sounded like absolute nonsense, yet the professional layout and the endorsement from Dr. Robards created a confusing cloud of legitimacy. She wasn't a medical expert, and the desperation to feel her strength return for the Broadway show outweighed her suspicion. There were examples that Dr. Clayton had put in the text and Sunny's brow rose when she read, "In the most recent example, one female patient experienced a 40% increase in core mobility after a series of integrated sensory-neural resets.  The tending physician was able to only achieve that success rate after he had the patient fully exposed to facilitate a seamless tactile flow."

Sunny put the papers down and wondered to herself, 'This seems so out of the ordinary, it doesn't seem like a doctor should get aroused," then picked it back up and kept reading until another line made her say "really?" out loud.  The line Dr. Clayton put in there, "In a case spanning weeks, a woman in her 50's experienced an increase in heart rate and overall energy when the physician utilized direct stimulation of the mammary and clitoral regions, as these are the primary hubs for systemic nerve resets," made her blush.  She looked at the clock; it was 9:55 AM.  She felt a strange, nervous tick in her stomach, it seemed so out of left field and she couldn't believe this hadn't made the news, but she set the papers down and walked into the room being used as a medical room in her house.

Her assistant let Dr. Clayton in and told him that she was waiting in the room.  Dr. Clayton entered the room and Sunny was standing hear the makeshit medical table, "Hi Sunny, did you get a chance to read the articles I sent?" He asked, his voice sounding a bit too eager.  Sunny looked at him nodding a little, "Yea, some of those terms are a little over my head, but I did catch that bit about... hubs for systemic nerve resets. Now honey, that’s a very bold claim in a medical paper. Are you telling me that for me to get my energy back, the focus is shifting to my breasts and... well, other places?"

Dr Clayton gave her a calculate answer, "Well Sunny, it's not the only thing.  I am going to focus on the areas that have given you issues but if I feel something while doing that, then I will adjust and shift focus to the other places," he told her.  He walked closer to her, the scent of her perfume filling his nostrils and making his head spin. "The articles explain that the nervous system is an interconnected web.  To really clear those blocks, we can't just treat the symptoms in isolation.  We need to stimulate the hubs that trigger the most significant systemic responses.  Things are fluid, but yesterday I did feel something that made me switch to the upper body.  Today, I suspect the 'reset' will require a more comprehensive approach."

As backup in case she had doubts, he had printed up something else showing how a woman in her 40's with big breasts had been treated because of her body shape and symptoms by the acting physician.  Sunny took and read it out loud, "The patient's breasts were significantly larger than average, requiring the physician to use deep-tissue compression to ensure the lymphatic nodes were fully stimulated." She let out a soft, breathy laugh, her eyes locking onto his. "Well, you're certainly not lacking in your research on the... larger side of things, are you, Doctor?"

"Just wanted you to be on board and have all the recent data in your hands," the doctor replied, as he motioned her towards the bathroom, "Now do you want to change into the robe?" Sunny nodded her head and walked into the bathroom while Dr. Clayton prepared for the "treatment".

She returned in the white robe, her movements slower and more deliberate. As she laid back on the table, the robe slid open just as it had before, but this time Dr. Clayton didn't waste time with the hips. He stepped between her legs, his breath hitching as he reached out and slid his palms up her inner thighs, his touch firmer and more possessive than the previous session. Sunny shifted slightly, her muscles tight, her voice a soft, uncertain murmur. "I'm still not entirely sure about all this, doc," she whispered, but her hips betrayed her, arching slightly into his touch. Dr. Clayton leaned over her saying. "That's just the resistance of the nerve block, Sunny. Your body is fighting the release, but look at how you're reacting. Your heart is racing, your skin is flushing... your system is already responding to the stimulus."

As his hands pressed, he looked up at her and decided it was the time to shift some attention to her huge breasts, "Since we're aiming for a full system reset, the lymphatic compression needs to be direct. That lace is acting like a tourniquet on your energy flow," he explained, his voice dropping to a low, suggestive rumble. He reached out, his fingertips grazing the top of the bra, feeling the soft, heavy swell of her chest fighting against the white fabric. Sunny let out a shaky breath, her gaze drifting down to the undeniable bulge straining against his trousers. "You're getting that 'surge' again, aren't you, doctor?" she whispered, her voice a mix of skepticism and uncertainty."

"Just feeling things being in tuned, perhaps it's time to loosen you up more and remove the bra?" he asked, his voice trying to sound authoritative.  His hands pressed into her breasts, she looked up, "Is that really necessary?"  Dr Clayton nodded a few times and explained, "The lace is compressing your thoracic hub, which is essentially blocking the energy from flowing down to your pelvis. If we don't remove the constriction, the nerve reset will be incomplete. Your body is already signaling that it needs this."

Sunny was hesitant, his hands gently squeezing, he added, "Just breathe into it, Sunny. The tension in your chest is mirroring the block in your pelvis. Feel how your heart is hammering? That’s the energy trying to break through." He shifted his grip, his palms sliding from her ribs to the heavy, soft undersides of her breasts, molding the plush flesh against the lace. He could feel her nipples hardening beneath his touch, a biological response he immediately weaponized. "See? Your body is already consenting to the reset. The physiological arousal is just a byproduct of the nerve endings waking up. It's the only way to ensure the lymphatic drainage is complete."

She lifted her arms and allowed him to reach around her, the robe falling away completely to expose her trembling form. Dr. Clayton didn't hesitate; his hands immediately claimed the heavy, soft curves of her breasts, squeezing with a firm, rhythmic pressure that made Sunny let out a sharp, needy gasp. "The tension is concentrated right here," he murmured, his voice thick with a hunger he could no longer mask. He used his thumbs to circle her nipples through the lace, feeling them peak and harden against his skin. Sunny's head fell back against the pillow, her eyes fluttering as she felt his hands kneading them.

"I have to say Sunny, the fact you have.." he paused as his hands continued to knead, "Large, massive, and soft breasts, it's actually a concern for the lymphatic drainage in this specific quadrant." He felt her chest heave under his palms, a shudder of hesitation rippling through her. Sunny’s brow furrowed, her voice small and laced with a sudden, sharp skepticism. "Now, doctor, is that really necessary? I don't recall Dr. Robards mentioning anything about drainage in the last check-up."

"I don't think he realized...I don't think I realized just how big they were...I definitely will have to focus a lot on massaging them...and it might call for an oral stimulation...to see if the lymph nodes are really reacting," Dr.  hands palming her breasts.  'What..what are you talking about?'  Sunny asked.

"We need to get..you out of your bra and panties," Dr. Clayton said, his voice dropping an octave as he ignored her question. She tried to pull back, a flicker of doubt crossing her face, but he stepped closer, his chest nearly brushing hers. He didn't wait for her permission, his fingers hooking into the lace of her bra and snapping the clasp with a sharp *click* that echoed in the sterile room. He peeled the fabric away, exposing her heavy, pale breasts to the cool air. Sunny let out a shaky breath, her eyes searching his for a sign of professional detachment, but all she found was a raw, predatory hunger.

"Jesus Christ!" he gasped, "They're enormous!" He didn't let go, instead sliding his palms underneath the heavy weight of her breasts to lift them, feeling the sheer mass of her as she sagged against him. Sunny’s breath hitched, her skin flushing a deep crimson as she felt the calloused roughness of his palms against her underside. "Now, hold still. The congestion is deeper than I thought," he lied, his voice sounding strained. He began to knead the soft, pale flesh with a slow, deliberate pressure, circling deeper and deeper toward her chest wall. Sunny shifted beneath him, her skepticism brimming.

"I need to see how this impacts the lower chamber, Sunny please let's get your panties off," Dr. Clayton commanded, his voice barely a whisper. She froze, her breasts still heaving under his grip, her mind racing as she tried to reconcile the clinical setting with the way he was looking at her—like she was a feast and he was starving. "Now, wait a minute," she stammered, her voice trembling. "The lymphatic system doesn't... why would my panties have anything to do with my chest?" She tried to shift away, but he stepped into her space, his thigh brushing against hers, pinning her against the exam table.

His fingers were circling her nipples, "I need to see the reaction of the pelvic floor to the thoracic stimulation," he lied, his voice now a low, commanding rasp. "The way the two align is crucial for a full systemic flush." He didn't wait for her to process the nonsense; his hand slid down the curve of her hip, gripping the lace of her panties and tugging them downward with a sudden, authoritative jerk. Sunny let out a sharp, strangled sound, her legs instinctively parting as the fabric slid over her thighs. She felt a surge of genuine confusion, her mind screaming that this was madness.

"Amazing," he whispered and before she knew it his mouth was on her nipple, sucking the heavy peak of her breast into his mouth with a wet, slurping sound. Sunny jumped, a small cry escaping her lips, but the sensation was so sudden and intense that her toes curled against the vinyl of the table. "The... the stimulation has to be direct, Sunny," he mumbled against her skin, his voice muffled and thick. He shifted his grip, one hand sliding deep between her thighs, his fingers brushing against the wet heat of her center. She tried to pull back, her breath coming in short, jagged gasps. "Dr. Clayton, this... this feels more like... oh goodness," she stammered, her head swimming as the professional facade of the room dissolved into something raw and carnal.

His hand began rubbing her pussy, his other unzipping his pants while he continued to suck her tits.  Sunny moaned, "Now, wait a minute, this isn't a regular checkup!"  Dr. Clayton ignored her, his voice sounding strained as he pushed two fingers deep into her wet heat. "The pelvic congestion is severe, Sunny. I need to stimulate the nerve endings to ensure the lymphatic flow isn't blocked at the base," he lied, his fingers curling inside her, hunting for her g-spot. He could feel her pulsing around him, her skepticism fighting a losing battle against the sheer physical pleasure of his intrusion.

"It's what I thought...you need a full flush," he said stepping back and between her legs, pulling her to the edge of the table and took his dick to line up.  She looked up, "What?! Now, hold on, you can't just... this isn't a medical procedure!"  He didn't answer, instead he grabbed her hips with a firm grip and pushed himself in slowly, his cock sliding through her slick heat with a wet, sliding sound. Sunny gasped, her back arching as she felt him fill her, the sheer size of him stretching her wide.  "Stay still, Sunny. The systemic shock is necessary to reset the nerve pathways," he lied, as he maintained a slow and methodical push and withdrawl, hearing her whimper, "I don't... this doesn't feel like a reset!"

He wanted to ease in and out slowly to feel her, and allow her to feel him, she moaned out, "Doctor, this... this is just... oh my" but he didn't stop, he pushed in slow and deep and watched her face shape into an O as a look of shock and the beginning phase of pleasure taking shape and she choked out as she watched his shaft disappear into her, "You can't just... this isn't... oh, shit... that's... that's a lot of..."

He was standing between her open legs easing in and out of her as she leaned up, her arms bracing her on the table, he began softly kneading her breasts, Sunny was confused, she was getting fucked when she was supposed to be having a treatment for her recent medical issued, "Dr. Clayton, this... the movement, is this... is the friction part of the lymphatic flush?" she asked, her voice wavering as he hit a spot deep inside her that made her toes curl. The doctor didn't even look at her, he just kept his eyes on the point where his shaft disappeared into her glistening folds, "The friction creates a heat-sync effect, Sunny, it draws the toxins from the thoracic region down to the pelvic floor for expulsion," he lied, his voice a low, guttural growl.

"In order for this first phase to work, I need us both to discharge...mmmm," he groaned, his cock now pushing in and out much easier as her body produced a flood of slick, natural lubrication. He wanted to go slow and savor it, savor the look on her face, and her tits in his hands.  Sunny let out a loud moan, her head shaking as the sheer physical pleasure of his thickness filling her began to override the logic in her mind. "Discharge? Dr. Clayton, you can't be serious... you can't possibly think this is the only way to get rid of toxins!" she gasped, her fingers digging into the vinyl table as he hit her cervix with a blunt, heavy thud.

"How does it feel?" he asked her, she looked up at him, "It feels... oh Lord, it feels like... oh my" she couldn't even finish the sentence before he lunged forward, his hips slamming into hers with a wet, heavy slap that echoed through the quiet room. The doctor said, "You're doing great Sunny...I can feel it...Oh you're perfect for this kind of treatment," as he kept up the slow pace, his cock sliding in and out while his hands enjoyed her heavy breasts.

He watched her face change from her body experiencing sex for the first time in years, her mouth open, breath panting, "Treatment?  ohh...mmmm...you're just...you're just fucking me, aren't you?" Dr. Clayton didn't miss a beat, though his breath was coming in jagged, hot bursts. He leaned in, his chest pressing against her heaving breasts, his voice a low, authoritative rumble. "The terminology is irrelevant, Sunny. The biological response is what matters. Your heart rate is stabilizing, and the pelvic walls are relaxing. If we stop now, the congestion will set in permanently." He punctuated the lie by driving deeper, his balls slapping against her soaking wet heat with a rhythmic, visceral thud.

"Your body wants it...it's key...once we both discharge you'll realize it," he grunted as his pace increased slightly, wanting to get her to cum soon.  Sunny’s eyes fluttered, her head lolling back as she fought the feeling of being tricked, yet her pussy was clamping around him in a tight, desperate grip. "You're lying...you're just...mmm...you're just taking advantage," she whispered, though her legs wrapped around his waist to pull him deeper, her body betraying her logic as she felt an oncoming wave of heat.

Her orgasm was imminent and she began shaking and moaning, "This... this can't be right, the medical journals... they never mentioned... oh god!" Dr. Clayton kept pumping and watched as her orgasm hit her in waves, her pussy clamping around his shaft like a vice. He grunted, "That's it..let it go," with her legs lifted high around his back she cried out, "Ohhh god... I'm just... I'm just coming!" and she shuddered under him, her heavy breasts bouncing with every rhythmic slam of his hips.

He was close as well as he kept pumping watching her slowly come down from her orgasm, "My discharge is imminent...this will all make sense once the systemic flush is complete," he groaned, his voice strained and desperate. "You're gonna feel a hot rush of... medicinal proteins...it's the only way to seal the pelvic floor," he lied, his pace turning frantic and shallow. Sunny’s mind was foggy, her heart hammering against her ribs as she felt him tense up inside her, his breath coming in short, ragged hitches. "Medicinal... proteins?" she whispered, her voice trembling and she felt a gush of warmth flood deep inside her, his cock pulsing violently against her cervix as he groaned, "Ohhh yes..." and then pulled out and stroked his cock and a rope of thick white cum shot onto her stomach.

He lifted her arms bringing her close to him, "Quick...oral mixing will let me know more about the session," and he began kissing her mouth as he slid his cock back inside of her to fully drain himself.  She felt her mind fighting the pleasure, her common sense screaming that no medical textbook on earth advocated for "medicinal proteins" delivered via intercourse. She felt his tongue sliding against hers, the last bits of cum slipping back inside her as he jerked his hips and kissed her lips.

When the kiss broke, he pulled out of her and looked at her, "That was excellent, you really took to this round of treatment well," he told her while he stepped back and she slumped back onto the table.  Sunny looked up, "Doctor... I... what..what was that? My heart is just... pounding," she panted, her chest heaving as she looked down at the white streaks of semen drying on her pale stomach and the thick, creamy drip of cum sliding down her thigh.  Dr. Clayton didn't even look at her as he reached for his pants, "It's what I anticipated, your reaction to the protein infusion is a bit strong, but the lymphatic flow should be completely clearing now," he lied, his voice returning to a clinical, detached tone that felt jarring after the raw intensity of what just happened.

"Your body responded how I hoped, but this is just the beginning stages, we'll need many more sessions to maintain this level of clarity," Dr. Clayton said, his voice now smooth and calculating as he zipped up his trousers. She took a moment to process the absurdity of his claim; but he was putting on his shirt while she covered herself with the robe, "Many more sessions?" she whispered, her voice still raspy from the screams. The way he looked at her wasn't professional—it was the look of a man who had just tasted something exquisite and was already craving the next serving.

"Sunny, yes!  Your diagnosis was one that demanded an intense session like we just had, and later today your body will respond, but it needs more treatments," he told her in a matter of fact way.  She shot back, "Doctor..you just fucked me!  How is that any sort of..." and he cut her off, "You read the medical articles I sent.  Did you have an intense discharge?"  Sunny’s voice faded, her mind hazy as she looked at him, "Yes... I did.  I mean I had an orgasm, yes."  The doctor then countered, "Exactly.  That's the discharge.  And you feel better, don't you?"  She paused, her body still tingling, her heart beating fast, and she sighed, "Yes, I do.  I feel wonderful."

"You need more, I didn't realize how much more you were going to need until I was able to fully assess your body, but the protein infusion was only a surface-level reset," Dr. Clayton said, his voice regaining that predatory edge as he stepped back into her space. "In order for the treatment to truly take root, we have to stimulate the pelvic floor again, but this time, we need to focus on the internal walls of the vaginal canal to prevent the toxins from pooling.  Also the mammary glands are going to need much more attention to avoid future congestion." She looked at him in disbelief, "I...I've never heard of such a thing," she stammered, as she held the robe tight over her naked body."

"I want to do a longer session tomorrow, today was incredible and I can tell once you really embrace it, your health will skyrocket, the blockage will evaporate and the fatigue will just vanish," the doctor told her as he walked towards the door, "At least two full interactions, possibly three if we both are able to sync our discharge cycles." He paused, looking back at her with a smirk that was entirely too smug for a physician. "Of course, we must keep this between us. The protocol is still in the infancy stages, and the shock to the system if the public—or Dr. Robards—interrupted the flow could be catastrophic."

Sunny looked at him as he left the room, in shock, disbelief at what she just heard, and confusion, despite that her body felt relaxed.  She cleaned up and got dressed and decided to ask Becky to help her get set up on a laptop.  She was going to see if she could find out more information on her own before deciding whether to call Dr. Robards again.

She began searching on google for "lymphatic protein infusion" and "vaginal discharge therapy," but every result pointed toward standard massage or basic pelvic floor exercises. There wasn't a single mention of a doctor using his own cock as a medical device to clear toxins. The more she scrolled, the more the clinical absurdity of it set in.  'Where are these medical journals he sent me?' she wondered, not being able to find that information on her own on the internet.

Becky walked in and told her she had received an email from Dr. Clayton about tomorrow and he also sent an attachment he asked to print out and give to you.  Sunny nodded and waited for Becky to come back with the print out. Dr. Clayton had thought Sunny may have some doubts so he "found" another article in an obscure medical journal describing more about the therapy.

When Sunny received the print out she began reading it, but the words felt like a blur. The "article" was written in a dense, pseudo-medical jargon that spoke of *synergistic pelvic resonance* and *mucosal protein integration*, claiming that the most effective delivery system for these "medicinal proteins" was direct, rhythmic intercourse with a compatible male donor. As she read, her mind flickered back to the feeling and sight of his cock plunging into her slowly and repeatedly and her memory of the intense orgasm she had.  She read on, one sentence catching her eye, reading, "The patient should have regular, repeated infusions to maintain the systemic flush.  It is pertinent that the treating physician be the same donor to avoid biological rejection.  The system should experiment with multiple cycles in a single session for maximum result, and different angles of penetration for full wall coverage.  The patient should expect a feeling of intense pleasure and release, which is the indicator that the toxins are being expelled."

Sunny set the paper down, shaking her head, she still couldn't believe what she was reading.  Google turned up nothing, but the articles she had been sent seem to justify what she had experiences earlier and the orgasm was her first in years.  The apathetic nature of the medical jargon was convincing, and the orgasm was incredible, but she still couldn't shake the fact this seemed completely bizarre.

She decided to call Dr. Robards one more time, not going into any detail, and certainly not telling him Dr. Clayton and her had sex.  "Dr. Robards, it's Sunny again.  I had a couple more questions, today's treatment, I..we...let's just say, it was quite a shock to the system. I wanted to make sure you were aware of the specific protocol Dr. Clayton is using."  Dr. Robards' voice was warm, though a bit distracted as he sounded like he was typing on a keyboard. "Oh, Dr Clayton's methods are cutting edge, Sunny. He's studying under some of the best in Europe. He mentioned a systemic flush approach. It's a bit unorthodox, but the results speak for themselves. Just trust the process, dear."

"How do you interpret a systemic flush?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper. She could still feel the lingering warmth of his seed deep inside her, a heavy, pulsing reminder of the man's audacity.

"The specifics are technical, Sunny, but it essentially involves stimulating the body's natural drainage points to reset the nervous system," Robards replied, his tone dismissive yet reassuring. "Jason is a meticulous practitioner. If he says your body needs the stimulation to recover, then that’s exactly what you should lean into." She paused for a second, "And..do you know how he flushes the system?" Dr. Robards chuckled softly, oblivious to the visceral reality of the situation. "Various manual techniques, heat application, perhaps some deep tissue work, Jason mostly keeps me in the dark about the technique, mainly letting me know the diagnosis and course of treatment."

"Have you ever heard..." she paused, debating how much to tell him, "of protein infusions? Direct, biological infusions?"

Robards hummed thoughtfully, the sound of keyboard clicks continuing in the background. "Protein supplements? Yes, diet is always part of the recovery. Now, Sunny, don't overthink the technicalities. Just focus on feeling better. I'll check in with you on Friday." "No...not supplements, infusions," she quickly replied.

"Infusions, huh?" Robards replied, his voice trailing off as he likely shifted a paper on his desk. "Well, if Jason is utilizing a localized protein-based topical or a specific serum, that's within his discretion for a case as complex as yours. Just keep me posted on your energy levels." He bid her goodnight and hung up, leaving Sunny staring at the phone in a state of dizzying conflict. She knew, in the deepest part of her gut, that no doctor used his penis as a topical application, yet the memory of the orgasm and how relaxed she had felt since then made her wonder what she might do tomorrow.

The next day came and Sunny was waiting in the makeshift "medical" room in capri pants, tank top, and button up blouse ove the tank with 3 buttons buttoned up and ready to question the doctor when he arrived.  Becky led him to the door and when he walked in and greeted her she asked him to sit down, "Doctor, I need you to explain this to me. This whole thing, the 'protein' stuff, the 'flush' stuff... it's just not making any sense. I'm a woman of faith and I'm a woman of sense and this just seems like... well, like a very strange way to treat a medical issue. We had sex, I feel like I was led on, and I've tried to find a single page on the internet that says a doctor's cock is a medical tool." She tried to keep her voice firm, but as soon as he stepped close and placed a hand on her shoulder, she felt the nerves kick in.

"Sunny, yes we had sex, but the treatment has a technical term.  It's not sex, listen I took an oath.  I have done research, the goal is to get you recharged and better.  Answer this, was your orgasm intense?  And how did you feel when you woke up today?" She stuttered before answering both questions, "I mean..yes, the orgasm was..oh Lord, it was intense.  And I feel..I feel more energy in my step.  But that doesn't make it a medical procedure."

"Trust me..we are really going to pursue a more intense feeling today, and my goal is for more than just one discharge for both of us.  I really want to focus on your huge...upper mammary region, as I can tell they're still heavily congested, and I think that can get your system properly hydrated in the right regions and then your vaginal wall is still far too tight for a complete flush, but I'd be able to really proceed with deep focused force," Dr. Clayton said, his voice dropping into a commanding, low register that vibrated in the small room. "How does that sound?"

She looked at him while he took his shirt off, "Uh... I suppose..I mean it sounds like you want to get hold of my tits again," she breathed, "before you start fucking me." Dr. Clayton quickly countered, "You're demeaning my work Sunny," he told her as he slipped his pants off, his erection obvious already.  "Now can you disrobe or I can begin a full body systemic flush and allow your entire core to synchronize my motions?"

She paused and he was now just in his underwear when he stood next to her and leaned in to kiss her and his left hand cupped her right breast, his lips touching hers. The kiss surprised her, his right hand pulling her into him more and the kiss deepened slightly, his tongue slipping into her mouth as he kissed her. He pulled back slightly and told her, "Your heart rate is already increasing, Sunny. This is the systemic response. His hands now beginning to unbutton the three buttons on her shirt, "This is what we want," he said as he quickly tossed the blouse to the ground, "Lift your arms," he commanded as he began to pull the tank top up her torso.

Sunny sighed and lifted her arms and he quickly pulled the tank top off and threw it on the floor. Now she was only in her capri pants and her bra. He stepped back and looked at her breasts, "See, the congestion is still there, the skin is too tight," he lied, his voice becoming a low, commanding rumble. He reached for the back of her bra and snapped the hook and peeled the lace away, exposing her heavy, pale breasts to the air, "Jesus Christ, I'm still amazed at how big they are," he said as he cupped them and leaned down to suck them.

"The reactionary exposure is as expected," he mumbled and she felt his mouth cover her nipple with a wet, demanding suction. Dr. Clayton didn't just lick; he clamped down, drawing the heavy peak of her breast deep into his throat and swirling his tongue around the areola in a rhythmic, pulsing motion. Sunny’s back arched, her fingers digging into his shoulders "Ohhh... Jason, you're... you're just..." she tried to protest, but the sensation of his mouth working over her breast was so intense it stole the words right out of her. He shifted his focus to the other breast, his hand squeezing the underside of the first one, lifting the massive weight of her breast to give his mouth a better angle.

His cock was pertruding from his underwear, and he guided her hand to it while he continued to focus on her famous breasts. Sunny felt the thick, pulsing heat of him against her palm, and the contrast between the clinical setting and the raw, throbbing reality of his arousal made her head swim. He pulled back from her nipple with a wet pop, his eyes dark with a hunger that had nothing to do with medicine. "Now, the secondary flush requires a deep-tissue alignment," he groaned, "Let's move to the couch," he said.  Sunny breathed out, "What..why?" all of it sounding bizarre, but even for this absurdity, having sex on the couch surely wasn't a medical requirement but he took her hand and led her that way.

"Go on and get your pants off and lay on the sofa," he told her. His voice mixing with a sexual arousal and the fallacy of medical treatment.  "You're almost ready for a deep flush, the body needs more hydration so we need to remove all of your layers."  Sunny looked at him, her mind swirling with the absurdity of it all, yet her body was already betraying her. She stepped out of her capri pants, her movements slow and deliberate as she felt the cool air of the room hit her thighs. She laid back on the couch, settling into the cushion and watching him place his hands on her waistband and pull her panties down.

He tossed them to the side and took his underwear off, his lenght on full display now.  "I'm going to get your body fully hydrated with in lamens terms would be called, foreplay, before we begin the process of creating an environment where you can hopefully produce multiple discharges before we synchronize my discharge for the protein transfer. Ok?" Dr. Clayton's voice was a commanding low growl as he stepped between her open legs.  Sunny let out a breathy moan, as he moved over her and began kissing her neck, his hands squeezing her ass, "You can't possibly... oh Lord, you're just... you're just talking around it," she whispered, her fingers digging into his shoulder as he leaned down and captured her nipple in his mouth again.

He was feeling her ass, tits, squeezing, sucking, and kissing her all over.  This was his fantasy, exploring her famous curves, Sunny was breathing heavily, she knew it was all a lie but couldn't prove it.  He took her hand and placed it on his cock, "You're ready...you know how to proceed," he said continuing to suck her tits and squeeze her ass.  She let out a long, loud moan "Oh, Lord... why...this isn't," she whispered, while she shifted her legs and wrapped her hand around his shaft.

As his mouth explored her huge breasts, his hands feeling her ass and tits, Sunny's hand had control of his cock.  She squeezed the thick shaft, feeling the pulse of him and she felt her own pussy gush.  He groaned, his voice sounding like a predator.  "The lubrication is optimal, Sunny.  The systemic receptors are open. Go ahead and proceed to the next phase."

She knew what he meant, her hand tightening around his throbbing girth as she guided the head of his cock to her soaking wet slit. "This is absurd!" she groaned as he slid the tip into her then sunk in a few inches, drawing out a breathy gasp from her mouth, "Ohhh... oh god, you're so... you're so thick." He didn't answer with words; instead, he lunged forward, burying his entire length inside her with a heavy, visceral thud that knocked the breath from her lungs. Sunny’s legs flew up, locking around his waist and pulling him in even deeper, her body humming with a sudden, electric intensity that drowned out every remaining shred of her skepticism.

"Oh yes Sunny, embrace it," he grunted as he began a slow steady pace of thrusts and withdrawls, "The body hydration is taking hold. Your walls are gripping me perfectly." He wasn't just pumping; he was angling his hips to grind against her clitoris, ensuring every slide in and out sent a shockwave of pleasure through her core. Sunny’s head thrashed against the sofa cushion, her hands moving from his shoulders to grab her own breasts, squeezing the heavy flesh as she matched his rhythm. "This... this can't be a real... oh god, the way you're hitting it!" she cried out, her voice cracking as he found a spot deep inside that made her vision blur.

"I can already sense your discharge will unlock something, and..ohh yes...you're capable of multiple discharges today...your body is primed, we can have a real breakthrough today Sunny," he was grunting.  She was listening to him, feeling the sensation of him filling her to the brim, his thickness stretching her wide as he drove in with a rhythmic, heavy force.  Sunny felt the pleasure building like a storm, her pussy clamping around his shaft with every deep plunge.  She was feeling a desperate need to reach that peak again, her body forgetting the medical journals and the absurdity of the "flush" as she arched her back, her breasts bouncing with every slam of his hips.

He could tell she was about to orgasm, her breathing increased and he urged her on with medical jargon, grunting with each fast pump, "The toxins are peaking, Sunny, you have to expel them now! Push through the congestion!" He abandoned the slow pace, shifting into a frantic, powerful drive that slammed his pelvis against hers with a wet, slapping sound. Sunny’s eyes rolled back, her fingers clawing at the sofa cushions as she felt the first wave of a violent, toe-curling climax rip through her. She shrieked out loud, her vaginal walls pulsing in rhythmic spasms that milked his shaft with an intensity that nearly brought him to the edge.

She was panting heavily, "Uhhh...uhhhh...I..I...ohh dear...." and he stopped, withdrew quickly, tossed a sofa cushion to the ground and rolled her over, her massive tits sinking into the sofa.  He lifted her ass up, "This angle will allow for a deeper penetration to clear the remaining lower-pelvic toxins. This is the critical stage, Sunny." He didn't wait for her to agree; he drove back into her from behind, his cock sliding through her soaking wet heat with a wet, sliding sound that filled the quiet room.

The deep angle made her cry out in muffled tone, "Oh Lord, you're... you're hitting something!" as his length hammered against her cervix. He didn't slow down, his hands gripping her hips to anchor her in place while he drove his pelvis into her with raw, rhythmic force. Every slam sent a shockwave through her heavy breasts, which flattened and swayed against the sofa cushions. It didn't take long in that position for her to reach a second peak, her body shaking with a renewed, visceral intensity that left her gasping for air.

He was pounding her, when he looked down and saw his cock lathered in her white thick cum he shouted out, "That's it...you're purging...the systemic flush is working!" He shifted his grip, digging his fingers into the soft meat of her thighs to hoist her higher, driving himself in until there wasn't a single millimeter of space left between them. Sunny was sobbing into the fabric of the couch, her mind completely gone, "I can't... oh god, Doctor, please...please...ohh fuck..." The raw, animal power of his thrusts had completely overridden her logic, leaving her a shivering, mess of a woman whose body was being pleasured by her physician who was supposed to be treating her.

The doctor felt like he was ready to burst, "Ok Sunny..uhhh...we're entering the final phase...the synchronization!" he groaned, his voice now a guttural rasp. He flipped her back over one last time, pinning her wrists against the cushion and sliding his length between her massive, shaking breasts as he began pumping.  She was trying to catch her breath, "Why...what...what is...oh god!" she gasped, as she felt his seed hit her face, "Uhhhhh....if I discharge like this...ohhhh..." he moaned as another burst of cum splattered onto her face, "It will create a...coating that can be absorbed..uhhhhhh.." the final blast of cum shot on her tits as he stroked himself to drain it all, "into the epidermis...it needs the protein!" and he fell backwards off of her body.

Both were catching their breath and he looked on admiring her figure, thin, small, with giant tits, "God...you have the perfect body for this sort of treatment," he breathed, his voice returning to that clinical, yet predatory tone. Sunny lay there, blinking up at the ceiling, her skin glistening with a mix of sweat and his thick, white seed. The biological reality of the situation was undeniable—she felt lighter, her muscles loose, and a humming warmth radiating from her core that made her feel almost floaty. She knew he was playing her, using words like "protein" and "synchronization" to mask a simple, raw sexual hunger.  There was no denying the intense orgasms she experienced, she just hated being played but couldn't prove it.

"Why don't you go clean up, hopefully we can begin the next stage of the treatment within the next 15 or so minutes. I may need you to help me though," he said as he breathed heavily. Sunny looked at him, her heart still hammering in her chest. "Next stage? Doctor, we've been in this room for an hour and we've’ had... well I've had two... orgasms," she panted, her voice trembling. "The system is just beginning to open up, Sunny. If we stop now, the protein will settle in the wrong areas and cause a localized inflammation. We need to keep the blood flowing."

She walked to the bathroom and turned around, "What do you mean need my help?".  She stood in the bathroom wiping herself off with a towel and he called out so she could hear him, "I'm not a robot, if you could help me get ready for the final synchronization, maybe by slowly stripping off your lace or some sort of playful teasing, it'll help the blood flow in my region and ensure the protein vehicle is ready to begin the deep flush."  Sunny sighed and looked in the mirror, her face still glistening with the residue of his climax. "I can't prove it..but all of that is a lie," she whispered to herself, yet her hand instinctively reached down to stroke her own swollen clit, feeling the lingering throb of his thickness.

She came back out about 10 minutes later dressed in her bra and panties, "Perfect, this should get us started, I think if you just sit on my lap we'll be ready for a full systemic reset in no time," he said softly, "God, they're so big" he added as she straddled his lap while he sat back on a chair.

His hands slowly began massaging her breasts, "You...how...it won't be long with these in my face," he said and leaned in to kiss her cleavage.  Sunny let out a long sigh, "Doctor, you're just...you're just out here playing me," she whispered, though she was already arching her back into his touch.  He didn't even look up from her chest, "I'm treating you, Sunny. The psychological resistance is actually a symptom of the congestion. The more you fight the 'lie,' the more your body craves the truth of the protein."

"You want to get your bra off for me?" he asked as he squeezed and kneaded them. She didn't answer, but her hands moved to the clasp of her bra, her fingers shaking. As the lace fell away, her massive breasts spilled out, heavy and flushed from the previous session. He didn't waste a second, sliding his tongue across her nipples, his hands gripping the underside of her chest to lift them toward his mouth. Sunny gasped, her head falling back, the friction of his tongue making her pussy pulse with a renewed, demanding heat.

For several minutes he concentrated on the most famous breasts of all time, sucking, locking, squeezing.  His cock was rock hard now, she felt it and looked down confirming it.  She knew what was coming, as he continued to suck her tits while she was straddling him, Sunny let out a moan that sounded more like a plea than a protest. "You're... you're really just making it up as you go, aren't you, Jason?" she whispered, though she was already sliding her panties to the side with one hand while the other gripped his shoulder for balance.

He didn't answer with words, just a low, guttural hum as he let go of her breasts to grip her waist and hoist her higher. "The final synchronization requires a precise angle of descent to ensure the proteins reach the deepest layers of the pelvic wall," he commanded, his voice thick with a lust he no longer bothered to hide. She felt the crown of his cock press against her soaking wet entrance, the heat of him searing through her.

Then she lowered herself, slowly and deliberately, feeling the thick head of his cock stretch her open as it slid past the tight ring of her entrance. She let out a sharp, jagged gasp, her fingers digging into his shoulders as he filled her completely, the sheer girth of him making her feel stretched to her absolute limit. He groaned, his hips tilting upward to meet her descent, locking their pelvises together in a heavy, wet thud that sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core.

He continued sucking and she wrapped her hands around his head so she could hold herself as she lifted and sank with a high pitched moan, "Ohhhh...this position..it's...it's too much!" The friction was absolute, his thickness filling her to the brim as he pushed upward, hitting her deep with every rhythmic surge. He let out a ragged groan, his hands moving from her waist to grip those massive breasts, kneading them with a raw intensity that mirrored the pounding in her pelvis.

They locked eyes, "God..you're an amazing patient.." he said as she bobbed up and down on him, her pussy gripping his shaft with a desperate, clinging wetness. He leaned in to kiss her, Sunny’s breath coming in short, ragged gasps as the friction of his cock sliding in and out of her began to build a pressure that felt like a physical weight in her chest. She wasn't thinking about medical journals or the fraudulence of his claims anymore; she was only thinking about chasing her orgasm at this moment.

His mouth met hers while they fucked, she felt his tongue slide deep into her throat, mirroring the way his cock was hammering into her cervix. Sunny’s movements became frantic, her hips blurring as she rode him with a desperate, rhythmic hunger, her heavy breasts swinging wildly with every plunge. He didn't break the kiss, he kept going while she rode him, his lips devouring hers and his hands squeezing her tits until they were flushed a deep, rosy pink. The friction was blinding, the wet, slapping sound of their pelvises colliding echoing through the room as she chased the peak.

She began panting heavily, rocking up and down and she broke the kiss to tell him in a raspy breath voice, "Oh shit..don't move..I'm about to...I'm almost there!" She squeezed his shoulders with everything she had, her internal walls contracting around him like a vise. Jason groaned, his hips bucking upward with a sudden, violent force that drove him deeper than he had ever been, his cock hammering into her with a precision that sent her over the edge. Sunny’s eyes fluttered shut and she let out a loud, guttural scream "Yes! Ohhh yes!" as a massive, toe-curling orgasm ripped through her, her pussy milking him in long, rhythmic pulses that left her shaking.

She kept grinding to lengthen the sensation, he lifted her slightly so he could pump upwards in her, "Keep it going Sunny," he told her as she panted, "The protein is about to transfer, don't let the flow stop." He could feel her walls pulsing around him, the intense heat of her climax making his own resolve crumble. He gripped her hips with a bruising force, his movements becoming short, fast, and desperate. He wasn't just filling her; he was hammering into her, his cock sliding through a thick slurry of her own juices as he chased his own release.

Sunny’s head rolled back, her breath coming in jagged hitches as she felt the pressure build, "Jason, oh god, just... just do it!" she whimpered, her internal muscles clenching around him in a desperate, rhythmic strobe. He let out a low, animalistic roar, his hips snapping upward one last time to push as far as possible and an eruption of hot, thick seed flooded her deepest reaches. The sheer volume of the discharge shocked her, a pulsing, hot liquid shot into her that felt like it was filling every available inch of her womb, creating a heavy, bloated sensation of total completion.

He jerked upwards trying to get all of the cum out as it slid down his cock out from her. Sunny collapsed against his chest, her skin slick and steaming, her breasts flattened against his ribs as she fought to reclaim her breath. The silence of the room was heavy, broken only by the synchronized sound of their ragged panting, "You should feel... the systemic shift," he whispered, his voice still raw. He didn't move to pull out immediately, instead keeping his thickness buried inside her, savoring the feeling of her internal walls slowly relaxing around him.

She lifted her head, and he moved to kiss her but first saying, "God almighty, you're taking to the treatment so well," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction and then his lips met her mouth in a slow, claiming kiss. Sunny felt his tongue tracing the roof of her mouth as he finally slid out of her with a wet, suctioning sound. When the kiss broke she muttered, "Treatment...you're thinking," and he cut her off, "I was thinking it may be good if we changed the timing of the treatment to shock the system, perhaps we could have an overnight session?"

Sunny blinked, the sheer audacity of the request making her head spin, yet the physical afterglow was so potent that she found herself nodding. "An overnight session?" she breathed, looking down at her glistening thighs and the residue of his climax dripping onto the chair. "You can't be serious," and he quickly replied in a back and forth with her.

"Do you feel more relaxed?"

"My legs feel like jelly, and I can't even remember what room I'm in," she whispered.

"Is the tingling in your lower extremities a result of numbness, or is it a residual electric charge from the flush?"

"Doctor, it's like... like my whole body is humming. It’s a warmth I can’t quite place, but it’s making me feel heavy."

"It's working Sunny, the synchronization is deep. Now tell me, on a scale of one to ten, how would you rate the intensity of that final discharge?"

"Oh Lord... a twelve. Maybe a fifteen. I can still feel it pulsing inside me."

"I think we can duplicate that, that's why I want to change the timing and have an overnight evaluation."

"An overnight evaluation? Jason, you're talking about spending the night together, aren't you?"

"In my professional opinion I've rarely had a patient who needed a full overnight cycle, you're really embracing the way I'm entering you and pushing deep inside of you."

"Is that a medical opinion or are you just trying to get me into a bed and have your way with me all night, doctor?"

"I'd be lying if I said I wasn't experiencing some intense orgasms myself, but I know my clinical assessment is what matters.  If I can have a full overnight evaluation, with no time limits or interruptions, the amount of discharges and bodily resets we could achieve would be unprecedented."

"And what exactly does a 'full overnight cycle' entail, Jason? Are you suggesting we just... keep doing this until the sun comes up?"

"Yes, but of course I'm talking about coming back here tomorrow night around 8 and getting started.  I think that will give your body time to rest and crave it."

"Crave it? Now you're admitting it's not just about 'toxins' and 'proteins'?"

"Of course it is, however after the intensity you've experienced, after a short dormant period it will be wanting more of the treatment I plan on giving you."

"Is that so? And tell me, Doctor, does your medical manual say that a doctor is supposed to fuck his patient in her bedroom all night as a remedy to her ailment?"

"Sunny, I promise you will feel much better and if not I'll discontinue the treatment immediately.  Do we have a deal?"

Sunny looked at him, her mind battling the blatant absurdity of his claims while her body practically vibrated with the memory of his girth filling her. The sheer boldness of the man was laughable.  She let out a soft, shaky laugh, her eyes drifting down to the thick, pulsing vein of his cock as it began to soften. "You're an asshole and a liar doctor. A complete and utter fraud," she whispered, her voice dripping with a desire that contradicted every word. "But Lord help me, I think I'd like to see exactly how many 'discharges' my body can handle."

The next night he came over and they fucked for hours, rested and fucked more, Sunny had 6 or 7 orgasms and got fucked in every possible position, Jason used her body like his personal playground, and as the moon rose and fell, he pushed her to her limits over and over.  He came inside her mouth, on her tits, on her face, she had never been so degraded in her entire life, but she also hadn't had that many orgasms in one sexual session, and as he finally was getting ready to leave she told him, "Let's keep the 'treatment' going, daily if possible and one weekly overnight session if it's ok for you."  He smiled and said back to her, "That's what I was hoping you'd say, you're an amazing fuck Sunny," and walked out with a grin from ear to ear.  He had been able to fuck one of the most famous women in the world and suck the most famous breasts in the history of the world, all because of his absurd lie about a new treatment."
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