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      The thick cock is glossy, and staring at it up close makes my heart race.

      I’ve never seen one with such definition. The veins are highlighted, the ruddy flush painting it red until it nearly glows. It’s the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever laid eyes on.

      There’s no mistaking my desire, or my fascination with it. I’m not a lesbian; that much is certain.

      I want dick. I fantasize about dick.

      But I have a problem.

      My brain and heart? Totally onboard with my lust-filled desires. They are focused.

      My pussy is another matter altogether.

      It’s humiliating.

      I’m nineteen years old, and I’ve avoided all opportunities to date because of it. How could I explain to a guy that I can’t get aroused? I’d give them a total complex, and I don’t want to be the cause of someone’s performance anxiety, just because I’m broken.

      That’s why I went to the experts at Dr. Hoffman’s Sexology Clinic, and it’s also why I’m practically pressed up against the 4k screen, staring at a juicy cock.

      My mouth is watering, and I touch my smooth shaved pussy beneath the dressing gown, hoping that maybe this time, porn will do the job.

      But… nope.

      My heart’s racing, I’m panting with desire, and my poor virgin pussy is as dry as the Sahara.

      I sigh, watching the fat dick disappear into another woman’s cunny, wishing it could be me. That I could be so slick, an audible quality to her arousal that grows alongside the man’s pace.

      I’m not sure what I’m supposed to be doing in here.

      The receptionist told me to get changed, then put on the video and left the room, but that was twenty minutes ago. The porno had looped since then, and no sign of a doctor or instructions on what to do, so I sit and watch and fantasize about being someone else.

      My bare feet swing in the cool, clinical air, and I begin to twirl my straight auburn hair around a finger nervously. I’m in the middle of debating whether I should get a haircut or not when I’m startled by a knock at the door, quickly followed by it pushing open.

      A man like this is my doctor?

      That can’t be right.

      This towering giant? This silver fox?

      His hair is well coiffed, styled with as much finesse as his beard. Glasses are perched on his nose, giving him a stately presence.

      With broad shoulders, he tilts a little coming through the door, as if he might get stuck in it otherwise. And frankly? Maybe.

      But while I’m tense with nervousness at the appearance of this older Adonis. Warmth radiates from his handsome face, with a twinkle in his eyes and a smile on his lips.

      “I hope you’re doing well, Ms. Fairchild,” he says in the most deliciously deep, rumbly voice. He could probably make more money quitting medicine and selling ASMR podcasts online.

      I’d definitely subscribe.

      It feels silly, considering there’s literally porn playing behind him, but for the first time—maybe ever—there’s a twitch between my thighs.

      Flirting with the guys in school never produced such an obvious response.

      My mouth is hanging open, and I squirm on the hard, clinical bed. My backside is exposed, and the air from the closing door fans it. Goosebumps prickle up my arms, and with them, my nipples stiffen.

      “Hi. Uh, I mean, hello, Doctor.”

      He puts down his tablet, pulls a stool over towards my bed, and sits down. Even sat he’s taller than me.

      “How are you doing?”

      If he’d asked before entering, I’d have been full of laments and confessions, but this heat rising in me is throwing me off. It’s so intense, and unexpected.

      “Uh, okay?”

      His gaze sweeps over me. He takes my arm in hand and puts his fingers on my wrist. His digits are so long and strong, and the touch of them on me as he measures my pulse is sizzling.

      So little, and yet such an effect as it shoots tingles up my arm and through my body.

      “I don’t imagine your issues have been miraculously cured just by looking at the medical pornography provided here?”

      His demeanour is warm, jovial without being mocking.

      “It’s really nice medical pornography,” I say, unsure if I’m trying to be cute or not. “But no, same issue as before. My mind wants, but my body isn’t getting the memo.”

      He’s intent on measuring my pulse, but he nods, and when he’s done, his two fingertips trail along the soft skin of the inside of my arm.

      “As expected then. Alas. Would’ve made my work a lot easier,” he says with a warm half-smile. “Have you tried using lube and playing with yourself that way? It’s not ideal, but it might tell you something.”

      I can’t place his accent, but it’s vaguely European, dulled down after years of working in America.

      He picks up his tablet, and the screen in front of me changes. Instead of the pornography, it plays an odd image. There isn’t that much to it, just some colour panels in a circle. But then they shift slowly and rotate.

      How does he smell so good?

      I swallow, trying to remember what he asked me.

      Oh right, if I used lube to masturbate.

      My cheeks flush, the heat spreading down from my face, along the hollow of my throat, before settling in my breast.

      “Oh yeah, I tried, but it just didn’t feel very good. It was all thick and goopy, and…”

      It’s so hard to tell him all this. I’m being a spoiled brat, wishing to have gotten some unattractive doctor who didn’t radiate such charisma. He’s a man who would never have to deal with a frigid woman in his personal life.

      I just have to remind myself: I’m broken, and I need him to cure me.
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      “Don’t worry about it, Ms. Fairchild. That is as I expected, and these questions are simply a way of exploring potential root causes. The form can only tell me so much when your physical response gives a more robust picture.”

      I sigh, my shoulders rounding at his reassurance.

      “Now, do me a favour and keep your eyes on the screen as we do this.”

      I watch the colours on the screen, but in the corner of my vision, he undoes the buttons on his sleeves, rolling them back up his forearm. Silver hair lines his powerful arms, masculine and mature.

      “Do you hear that sound?” he asks, and only then do I notice the soothing music coming with it. It’s peaceful. I nod.

      “That’s the sound of serenity. You have been perhaps missing serenity from your life, mm? The ability to slip into your own body with comfort and security… but that’s yours. This beautiful body you have deserves calm and confidence.”

      Each word he speaks is alluring, no matter what is being said.

      But he’s speaking to a part of myself that I try to deny even exists.

      I can’t remember how old I was when I first realized I couldn’t get turned on like most girls, but ever since then, I’ve been embarrassed about it. It’s ruled my life in a lot of ways. Not only because I refused to flirt or date, which got many side eyes and
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