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My skin was still burning with lust as I laid down flush on the table. I was wholly aware that I needed to open my legs wide so he could strap my ankles on each side of the table, but I couldn't bring myself to do it on my own. 

"Help me with her, Lindsay," he called out to his assistant, who happily obliged. He pressed his warm palms on my thighs and eased them apart, forcing me to expose my shaved pussy to him completely. 

Lindsay tied my foot down quickly, one after the other, so that my lower half was immobilized. 

To my surprise, she repeated the process with my hands, tying me down so that I was completely bound to the medical table, my pussy exposed for the entire audience of five hundred men to see. 

I pulled my hands and legs slightly, trying to see if I could move away. It was no use. The leather on my ankles and wrists were bound so tightly that I couldn't even move if I wanted to. 

"Alright then class, let's get on with our lesson today..."

I stared at the doctor in surprise. Get on with the lesson? He wasn't going to do anything to me? Was he really going to continue teaching the class while I stayed bound on the table, my naked pussy exposed with my legs spread wide open? My breasts and perky nipples exposed for everyone to see? 

This standalone story contains scenes involving forced submission, lactation, hardcore gangbang, double penetration, spanking, bdsm & reluctant sex.
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"One last cup and we're all done!"

The bafflingly cheerful woman behind the desk handed me a tiny paper cup and waited expectantly for me to put the foul drink into my mouth. When I came for my first sampling session, I was surprised by how pretty she was.

The blonde-haired, blue-eyed grad student was in the medical faculty and had such a friendly demeanor that I wondered how much of it was real. Ms. Lindsay Summers was on her way to becoming a great pediatrician with her everlasting smile. 

As I held the cup in my hands, I felt like a guinea pig. In fact, I did sign up to be a guinea pig. I was a talking guinea pig, which made research even easier for the woman giving me the unknown concoctions. Instead of having to study my reactions in detail, she could just ask me. 

The cup smelled like chemicals and soap. I wrinkled my nose and reminded myself that this was how I was paying for dinner tonight. 

Closing my eyes, I put the cup against my lips and took a gulp of the drink, swirling it in my mouth to taste the tangy sourness. It was disgusting, but not as bad as I had prepared myself for. 

"Thirty seconds, Ms. Daisy," she reminded with a bright smile, putting the timer in front of me so I won't spit out the drink too early. 

"Mmhhhmm," I mumbled, fighting back the gag reflex of having the foul-tasting drink in my mouth. 

"Ten more seconds," she said encouragingly, the smile so permanent on her face that it must be painted on. 

Despite her bright smile, I thought she was enjoying the number of disgusting drinks she had put in front of me. Out of the ten paper cups, only one tasted tolerable. 

"Aaannnd, done!" 

She barely finished talking before I had spat out the drink into an empty paper cup. 

"That was disgusting," I said, quickly grabbing the cup of water to get the taste out. 

"Before you do that," she said, covering the water cup with her hand and pushing it down to stop me from gargling the water. "On a scale of 1 to 10, how sour was it?" she asked, clipboard in her hands. 

I frowned, trying to rate the sourness against what I had been given previously. "Eight," I said, still cringing from the sour aftertaste left on my tongue. There was a cup that made my throat burn and my eyes water. That was an eleven. 

"Very good," she smiled brightly at me. "Give me a second while I get your compensation," she stood up and pushed past the back door, disappearing into the mysterious room from where she had brought out all the cups. 

I took the opportunity to study the small testing room, noting how bare it was. I had done the first few meetings in her office and was surprised to see how nicely she had cleaned up since the last time we met. The summer session probably gave her a lot of free time to toss away all the old notes.

Keeping a close eye on the clipboard she left behind, I leaned against the uncomfortable wooden chair and wondered why it was taking so long for her to bring back the fifty dollars for an hour of my time. 

It was easy money. My friend introduced me to participating in all the different sample groups that the graduate students and professors were conducting on campus. 

The payment differed according to the budget that the project had. While some projects can be completed by just sitting in front of a computer and clicking on random numbers, others, like this one, needed me to be more hands-on.

"Could you take these pills for me please? We'll need to take a blood sample from you in our next meeting," she said, holding up two bright pink pills in front of me. That was odd, but I took it anyways. 

"The payout for a blood sample would be a hundred dollars, by the way," she continued, watching me carefully to make sure I swallowed the pills. 

I washed them down with the water in her other hand. At least they were tasteless. I knew I should be more careful about what I ingest, but I trusted the university not to make decisions that will put their students in harm's way. 

"And here's your money!" she said.

"See you next week," I said as I took the envelope of money from her hands. 

"I have a feeling I'll be seeing you much sooner than that," she said with a suggestive wink that threw me off guard. 

That was... weird. Pushing the thought to the back of my mind, I grabbed my backpack and hurried out of the office, popping a mint into my mouth to try and get the unusual tastes out of my mouth.

All in all, an easy day's work for fifty bucks.

Droplets of rain fell on my face, but not even the gray clouds could damper my mood. I had fifty bucks in my pocket, enough to get a good meal from a proper eatery for the next few days. 

As the rain started getting heavier, I pulled the jacket closer to myself and sped up my pace, hoping to get to my next destination without getting completely soaked. 

Loud music blared in my headphones, distracting me from anything else that was happening in my life. It didn't surprise me that there was nobody else at the bus stop. One of the reasons I loved staying on campus during summer so much was because of how quiet things were. 

I could pretend that the university opened just for me. There was also less competition to get into the paid projects. Being part of the focus group was easy money compared to what I had to do part time. 

Who knew posing for art classes was so much work?

I got on the campus bus and got off a few stops down, reaching the art facility where I was expected the spend the next two hours sitting in some weird pose or another. There was an odd burning sensation down my spine. My first thought was that this was a side effect from the pills Ms. Lindsay had me take. I pushed the thought to the back of my mind and continued making my way to my part time work. 
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