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    For every good girl who dreams of being thoroughly examined and filled by a skilled doctor this Easter.

      

    


Content Warning

This book is intended for adult readers 18 years and older only.

It contains explicit sexual content including:

	Breeding and impregnation kink

	Consensual rough sex

	Doctor-patient medical play and examinations

	Edging and orgasm control

	Risky / semi-public sex (with other guests nearby)

	Multiple creampies

	Strong dirty talk and possessiveness

	Size difference and dominant male / submissive female dynamic


All acts are fully consensual between the characters.
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Lila

I pulled my suitcase behind me and stepped through the tall glass doors of the Serenity Grove Fertility Retreat. The lobby smelled like fresh eucalyptus and expensive linen. Soft classical music played in the background while sunlight streamed through floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked rolling green lawns and a private lake. Everything felt calm and luxurious, like a high-end spa rather than a medical facility.

A smiling receptionist greeted me at the front desk. “Welcome, Miss Lila. We have your suite ready. Dr. Kane will be with you shortly for your initial consultation.”

My stomach fluttered at the name. Dr. Kane. I had only seen his photo on the retreat website. Tall, dark-haired, sharp features, the kind of doctor who looked more like he belonged on a magazine cover than in a lab coat. I had booked this weekend package on impulse after months of disappointing dates and one too many negative pregnancy tests. I told myself it was just a luxurious self-care break with some fertility support. Now that I was actually here, it felt like something much more intimate.

I followed the receptionist down a wide, sunlit hallway lined with modern art and fresh flower arrangements. She opened the door to my private suite and stepped aside. The room was stunning. A king-sized bed with crisp white linens, a sitting area with plush chairs, and a private balcony overlooking the lake. A welcome basket filled with high-end skincare and dark chocolate sat on the table.

“Dr. Kane likes to meet new guests personally,” the receptionist said. “He will be here in a few minutes. Make yourself comfortable.”

She left me alone. I set my suitcase down and walked to the balcony doors. The view was peaceful, but my pulse was not. I had read the retreat’s brochure carefully. It promised personalized fertility treatments, hormone balancing, and “intimate therapeutic sessions” with the lead doctor. The wording had been vague enough to sound professional, but something about it had made my skin tingle when I first read it.

A firm knock sounded on the suite door.

I turned around and smoothed my hands down the front of my simple sundress. “Come in.”

The door opened and Dr. Kane stepped inside.

He was even more striking in person. Tall and broad-shouldered, he wore a tailored white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his forearms and dark trousers. No lab coat. His dark hair was neatly styled and his eyes were a deep, piercing gray that locked onto mine immediately.

“Lila,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “It is a pleasure to meet you. I am Dr. Kane.”

He crossed the room with confident strides and offered his hand. When I shook it, his grip was warm and firm. He held the handshake a second longer than necessary before letting go.

“Please, sit down.” He gestured toward the two armchairs near the window. “I like to speak with every guest before we begin any treatments. I want to understand exactly what you are hoping to gain from your time here.”

I sat down and crossed my legs. He took the chair opposite me, leaning forward slightly with his elbows on his knees. His gaze never left my face.

“Most women come here for the medical side of things,” he continued. “Hormone panels, ovulation tracking, that sort of thing. But I have found that the most successful outcomes happen when we address the whole woman. Body, mind, and desire.”

The way he said the word “desire” sent a small shiver down my spine. I shifted in my seat.

Dr. Kane noticed. A faint smile touched his lips.

“Tell me, Lila. What made you choose this retreat specifically? Be honest.”

I hesitated for only a second before answering. “I have been trying for a while. Nothing has worked. I wanted somewhere that felt different. Somewhere that might actually make me feel... wanted. Desired. Not just like a patient on a chart.”

He nodded slowly, his gray eyes darkening with interest. “Good. That honesty is important. Many women arrive here wanting a baby but are afraid to admit they also want to feel claimed. Taken care of. Bred properly.”

The word “bred” hung in the air between us. My cheeks heated instantly.

Dr. Kane leaned back in his chair and continued in that same calm, commanding tone.

“During your stay I will be your primary physician. Every treatment, every session, every test will be done by me personally. I don’t hand my patients off to assistants. I like to be very hands-on.”

He let the words settle for a moment before he stood up and offered me his hand again.

“Would you like to begin with a private tour of the treatment wing? I can show you exactly where I will be working with you over the next few days.”

I placed my hand in his and let him help me to my feet. His touch lingered as he guided me toward the door.

As we stepped out into the hallway together, I could still hear the distant sounds of the other guests enjoying the retreat’s gardens and spa. But all I could focus on was the way Dr. Kane’s hand felt on the small of my back and the low promise in his voice when he spoke again.

“This weekend is going to be very intimate, Lila. I hope you are ready for that.”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

“I am ready.”

He smiled, slow and knowing, and led me deeper into the retreat.
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Dr. Kane

I closed the door to my private consultation room and turned the lock with a quiet click. The sound echoed softly in the quiet space. Lila stood near the exam table, her hands clasped in front of her. She looked nervous but excited. Her sundress clung to her curves in the soft lighting and her cheeks were already flushed. Perfect.

I walked over to the small desk and picked up her file. I flipped through the pages slowly, letting her wait and feel my eyes on her. Then I set the folder down and stepped closer until I was standing right in front of her.

“Before we begin any treatment, I like to do a full physical examination myself,” I said, my voice calm and professional. “Nothing will happen without your full consent. If anything feels uncomfortable you tell me immediately. Understand?”

“Yes, Doctor,” she whispered.

I nodded once. “Good. Remove your dress and lie down on the exam table. On your back, knees bent, feet in the stirrups.”

She hesitated for only a second before she reached behind her and unzipped the sundress. The fabric slid down her body and pooled at her feet. She was completely bare underneath. No bra. No panties. She climbed onto the table and positioned herself exactly as I had asked. Her legs were spread wide in the stirrups and her breathing was already faster.

I pulled on a pair of thin latex gloves and rolled the stool between her legs. I
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