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This work is intended for adult audiences aged 18+. Be advised that this story contains sexual content some readers might find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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When a Surgeon’s Control Slips

Teaser

“Bend over,” he rasps.

She obeys instantly, palms braced on the cold porcelain. The sink bites at her hips; her ass juts out, skirt clinging to her thighs. He grabs the hem, shoves it up, baring her.

He then tears her panties. No warning. Just grabs, yanks, splitting them open so fast she barely notices. The panties shred in his fist. They’re ruined. She’s ruined. Her pussy’s bare, soaking, dripping down her thighs. She barely recognizes herself in the mirror—a woman bent over a hospital sink, skirt bunched at her waist, blouse gaping open, tits out, nipples hard and red.

He shoves her legs wide, feet scrabbling for purchase on the tile. The head of his cock slams against her slit, fat and leaking, smearing precum all over her ass. She shudders. He doesn’t tease. Doesn’t warn. Just spits on his palm, fists his cock, and lines up behind her.

Then he rams it in.

She almost blacks out. The stretch is brutal, instant, splitting her wide, pussy clamping around him so hard she feels every vein, every pulse, every inch. She chokes out a sob, forehead banging the mirror, but he just grinds deeper, fucking her open on his cock, battering the tightest spot inside her until her brain shorts out. The stretch is insane. He’s so goddamn thick her pussy can barely grip him—the sting, the burn, the fill of it so brutal she whimpers, throbbing, cunt gushing slick down her thighs. She claws at the porcelain, desperate, ass arching higher like a bitch in heat, begging for every savage thrust.

He pounds her harder. No mercy...
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Dr. Elena Marković had hands people trusted with their lives. They were famous hands. Steady, precise, unshaking life-saving hands. In the operating theater, she was gravity itself, pulling every eye, every decision, every consequence toward her. She spoke once, clearly, and the world obeyed. Instruments appeared. Silence fell. Mistakes did not happen around her.

Forty-two years old. Renowned. Unimpeachable.

She wanted it that way.

Control wasn’t just a skill; it was a habit worn smooth by repetition. Control over everything. She scheduled her life in clean blocks: surgery, teaching, research, meetings.

Lunch was an interruption she tolerated, not enjoyed. The hospital café smelled faintly of disinfectant beneath the coffee and food, a place where surgeons loosened their shoulders just enough to pretend they were ordinary. Elena sat with colleagues who spoke about cases and conferences, her posture perfect, her expression composed. She listened. She nodded. She smiled when required.

No one here imagined her capable of error. Or impulse.

They didn’t see the faint pressure behind her ribs, the sense—lately—that something inside her was waiting. Not aching. Waiting. Patient. Like a door that had never been opened because it had never been necessary.

Elena lifted her coffee, took a measured sip, and glanced at her watch. Twenty-eight minutes left before she returned to the theater.

Plenty of time.

That was when the air in the café shifted.

The doors opened and let in something that didn’t belong to disinfectant and over-roasted beans. Rain. Asphalt. Motion. The sound cut through the room softly, but it carried, and with it came a presence that tugged at her attention before she consciously registered why.

She looked up.

He stood just inside the entrance, helmet tucked under one arm, black leather jacket darkened at the seams from rain. Early twenties, maybe younger. Lean, loose in his body in a way that spoke of confidence earned outside clean hallways and controlled environments. He didn’t hover or hesitate. He scanned the room like he knew what he was looking for.

And then his eyes found her.

Not a stare. No crude appraisal. Just a calm, assessing look that held for half a breath longer than necessary — long enough to feel intentional. Long enough to feel personal.

He crossed the café without hurry, boots quiet against the floor. A courier’s clipboard rested against his thigh, angled casually, like an afterthought. When he stopped at her table, he didn’t announce himself.

“Elena Marković,” he said instead.

Her name, spoken low. Confident. Certain.

She felt it — the faint, unwelcome awareness beneath her ribs — and masked it instantly. “Yes?”

“Delivery,” he said, setting the clipboard down between them. “Need your signature.”

Routine. Harmless. She reached for the pen, signed with the same steady hand she used on operative reports, then slid it back to him. Their fingers didn’t touch. The absence was noted anyway.

“Thank you, Doctor,” he said.

Doctor. He didn’t rush the word. Didn’t overemphasize it either. Just let it sit there, weighted.

She inclined her head, already preparing to turn back to her colleagues. That should have been the end of it.

It wasn’t.

“You always look this composed,” he added quietly, eyes flicking once to the room around them — the surgeons mid-conversation, the laughter, the trays — “or is that just when people are watching?”

Her pulse jumped, sharp and precise, like the first cut of an incision.

“That will be all,” she said coolly, voice controlled, unyielding.

For a moment, she thought he might apologize. Step back. Retreat.

Instead, the corner of his mouth lifted — not a smile, exactly. More like recognition.

“Restrooms are down the hall,” he said, as if offering useful information. As if continuing a conversation only the two of them were having. “Just in case.”

Then he turned and walked away.

Elena remained seated, her posture unchanged, her expression neutral. Someone laughed at a joke she didn’t hear.

Her coffee had gone untouched.

Her watch ticked softly against her wrist.

Elena rose before anyone at the table finished a sentence. The movement was smooth, unremarkable—the same way she excused herself from rounds, from conferences, from conversations that no longer required her presence. A polite nod. A murmured excuse me. Nothing that invited questions.

The hallway beyond the café felt narrower than it should have.

Each step echoed just enough to make her aware of herself — heels precise against the floor, spine straight, expression unchanged. She didn’t look back. She didn’t need to. Awareness stretched behind her like a held breath.

The restroom sign glowed softly at the end of the corridor.

She paused there for half a second. Long enough to recognize the choice. Long enough to understand that this was not an accident, not a lapse, not a moment that would later be described as just happened.

Then she pushed the door open and stepped inside.

Cool air. Tile. Fluorescent light humming overhead. The familiar antiseptic scent layered with soap and paper. Ordinary. Safe. She moved to the sink, placed her palms on the counter, and met her own reflection — composed, unflushed, unreadable.

The door opened again.

She didn’t turn as it closed behind her. Didn’t turn as the space shifted, subtly but completely, with his presence. She heard the sound of it — the door meeting its frame, the quiet finality of it — and then the lock.

A soft click.

The point of no return didn’t arrive with drama or heat or urgency.

It arrived with silence.

She barely has time to breathe before he’s on her. Hands hard and sure, pinning her against the tile. The wall is cold, but his mouth is heat, crashing into hers like he’s starving. No hesitation. No mercy. Just lips, tongue, teeth, kissing her deep and rough and filthy, like he wants to swallow every gasp she makes.

She kisses back. Of course she does. Opens for him, lets him take whatever he wants, hungry for the taste of rain and adrenaline on his tongue. Her composure’s gone. She’s nothing but nerve and need, grinding against him because she can feel it already—

God. He’s huge.

His hands drop to her ass, greedy, squeezing hard, dragging her against his cock so she can feel just how big and thick and ready he is. He groans into her mouth. She moans right back, shameless, melting against him, aching for more.

His hands are everywhere. Hungry, rough, taking what they want. He’s squeezing her tits like he owns them, kneading fistfuls through her blouse, then shoving fabric aside so skin is exposed, flushed and desperate under the cold bathroom lights. His mouth is all over her neck, her jaw, then lower, catching her nipple through lace and pulling hard, teeth and tongue working together until she gasps.

He’s not gentle. Not careful.

He wants to mark her up. He wants to devour her.

She feels his tongue lapping at her nipple, hot and relentless, wet soaks right through her bra, and she can’t even pretend she’s dignified about it. She pushes her chest into his face, all composure gone, moaning and panting, letting him use her however he wants. Every tug, every bite, every greedy suck torches straight to her pussy.

She’s so soaked her thighs are shaking, cunt clenching around nothing, desperate for more. He yanks his mouth off her nipple with a filthy, wet pop, grins up at her, and drags his teeth down her chest like he wants to leave marks. Then he grabs her by the shoulders.

“On your knees, Doctor,” he growls. “Show me how you suck cock.”

The command hits her like a punch. Elena’s pussy clenches, need ripping through her, messy and raw. She drops, palms bracing on cold tile, knees wide, hair wild around her face. He’s already got his cock out, thick and flushed and glistening, leaking pre-cum. It’s huge. Ridiculous. She stares, hungry, lips parted, desperate for a taste.

She opens wide, hungry, shameless, letting her tongue loll out. This cock is insane. Massive, thick, heavy, flushed dark at the tip and already leaking all over her lips. She moans, actually moans, just from the weight of it on her tongue. Fuck, she’s starving for it. He fists her hair, hand huge and rough, and just drags her onto him, choking her with cock like he owns her.

God, he’s not gentle, not even pretending. He’s using her mouth like it was made for him, fucking her face right there against the cold tile, and it’s filthy, it’s perfect. Her colleagues are right outside, sipping coffee and talking surgery while she gets her throat ruined by a cock half her age.

The risk—the way he handles her—the taste of him. She’s dripping. She loves it. Loves the way he fists her hair, loves the way he fucks her mouth like it’s nothing, like she’s just a hole for him. Dirty. Filthy. She should be ashamed, but shame doesn’t stand a chance. Not when her cunt’s soaked, not when she’s gagging on cock in a hospital bathroom with half the surgery department right behind the wall.

He yanks her off, cock slapping across her lips, her cheek, smearing spit and pre-cum everywhere. She gasps, drool trailing down her chin, lipstick ruined, eyes wild. He grins, all wolf. “Look at you,” he growls, rubbing his cock across her mouth. “Fucking legendary. And you get off on it, don’t you, Doctor? You like being used.”

She moans. Nods. Opens wide, tongue out, begging for it.

He shoves inside again, deeper this time, and Elena takes it. Her throat stretches, stuffed full, cock splitting her open, and she moans around him. He drives all the way to the back of her mouth, choking her, like he wants to watch her struggle for it.

She gags, eyes watering, but she doesn’t pull back. She loves it. Loves the raw, helpless grind of her knees against the tile, loves how destroyed she already is. Her legendary control? Gone. All that’s left is cock and hunger, the ugly, beautiful mess of it.

He fists her hair tight, holding her right where he wants her.

“Yeah, that’s it. Choke on it for me,” he grunts, hips snapping, slamming his cock down her throat again and
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