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      I stop on the walk in front of the clinic and pause with my hand on the door. I’m crazy—this is crazy.

      My first mistake was making an off-the-cuff joke to my handsome as fuck boyfriend about men being shit in the sack because they only knew how to move it in and out and usually forgot that a happy button existed. It wasn’t directed at him, of course, but his smile didn’t reach his eyes.

      My boyfriend, the head of this “biofeedback clinic”—whatever that means—is by far the best lover I’ve ever had. He asks me about my fantasies and tests which things I enjoy in bed by watching my reaction—like any good researcher, I suppose. Lane didn’t tell me exactly what kind of study I’d be participating in today, but he promised it’d be more exciting than the research I’d been a part of in college. And the other perks…

      I can feel the lace edging on the fancy bra and panty set he gave me last night—tickling the top side of my breasts, brushing against my hips. The other doctors aren’t going to see my underwear, but the fact that Lane knows what I’m wearing under this skirt is strangely erotic. Will he imagine what the items look like on me? Will he be picturing the black lace against my flesh while I answer questionaries? Will he wonder if these panties are wet while he attaches sensors to my head? I sure hope so. The anticipation should lead to a damn fine evening.

      I pull the handle on the door to the clinic and duck into the room, a large waiting area with white walls. It smells of rubbing alcohol. White couches—currently empty—stretch beneath the large plate-glass windows that front the entire building.

      The man behind the counter wears a button-down shirt the color of a robin’s egg. A door that I presume leads to the study rooms sits beside the counter. His eyes widen when I approach.

      “I’m here for a study with Dr. Lane Roberts.” Why does he look so shocked? Did I get the time wrong? I double-check my watch—one o’clock on the nose.

      “You…for Dr. Roberts? But you’re⁠—”

      The jangling of the landline cuts him off, leaving me frowning. But I’m what? He raises the headset to his ear. “Yes, there’s a woman here to…okay, I’ll send her back.”

      He stands and gestures to the door. “All the way to the end, last door on the right.”

      I want to ask him more, why he figured I wasn’t good enough for some stupid study, but he’s already grabbing his jacket. It’s lunchtime, but the metal door key in his hand suggests that he’s leaving for the day.

      “Have a lovely evening, ma’am.”

      Interesting. It seems he won’t be here when I come out. Maybe Lane sent him home early. Maybe he has plans to bend me over his desk. I smile as the front door locks with a thunk. The hallway door swings shut behind me.

      The hallway feels too long, and it smells weirdly of flowers—roses, I think. I wish Lane had met me in the lobby. I suddenly feel strangely out of place. I wish I at least knew whether I was heading to his office or to a conference room or⁠—

      I push open the door indicated by the secretary. Not an office. There’s an examination table in the middle of the room, complete with stirrups, but instead of being covered in that noisy paper, this one is covered in a red blanket that looks plush enough to sleep on. Oh god…what did I get myself into?

      Lane stands in the back of the room in front of a wheeled metal table, the kind that usually holds drills and scrapers in a dentist’s office. His broad shoulders are all the more pronounced in his lab coat, his short-cropped blond hair shining in the overheads. Even the back of his neck is sexy as hell. What is wrong with me? I’m here for some kind of medical study, and unless that study is on how to rev up your new girlfriend, being horny is not going to serve me well for the next hour.

      Lane turns when I step closer, his brilliantly green eyes glittering like emeralds. He crosses the room to me and lowers his lips to mine, soft and sweet—he tastes like cinnamon. I trail my fingers over his cheek and kiss him back.

      “Ready, Rach?” he asks.

      I nod. “I guess so. I’m a little nervous.” But the secretary left. The doors are locked. Maybe there is no study—maybe he’s got a doctor-patient fetish. We’ve only been together a couple of months, but he strikes me as more than a little kinky.

      He tucks a stray lock of hair behind my ear. “If you ever want to stop, you just say so. You don’t have to be nerv⁠—”

      His sentence is cut off abruptly by the thin squeal of a door hinge. We both turn.

      “I’d like you to meet my colleagues.” Lane gestures to the doorway behind me. I turn, disappointment tugging at my chest—I didn’t realize until this moment how much I wanted this to be a ploy for him to get me here and do kinky things to me. But the addition of his partners means that this is just a study, weird gyno table or not.

      “This is Dr. Kenneth Rose,” he says, “and Dr. Tad Hendricks—we call him Teddy.”

      I just stare. I’ve never met his partners, and I’m not sure what I was expecting—a pair of dumpy-looking professionals, one with a potbelly maybe. Teddy does look a little thicker but in a lumberjack kind of way—big arms to match his wide chest, a square face with a beard—the kind of guy who’s absolutely covered in body hair. Kenneth is tall but thin and toned, the wiry body of a swimmer. He wears glasses with thick black frames, and he even has a pocket protector on the outside of his lab coat, three blue pens poking from above the rim. The lines of his clipped goatee are so clean that they appear drawn on. He’s the kind of pretty boy I’ve never seen in life but have seen often on billboards for hair products, but he’s probably hairless…everywhere. Unless his dick has a finely plucked mustache.

      “What’s funny?” Lane asks.

      I force my mouth into a look that should be passably serious, but my armpits are sticky and the nervous laughter is threatening to bubble out of me at the slightest provocation. “Nothing.”

      Kenneth is already standing beside the table, near the head.

      “Get undressed, Rachel,” Lane says with a half-cocked smile—his mischievous smile.

      I raise an eyebrow. “What? Like…everything?” I have to be naked in front of all of them? This feels like a peep show—and weirdly reminiscent of a fantasy I told Lane about the other week. But it’s surely not as sexy as it looks. Everyone is in a lab coat. That pocket protector sure doesn’t scream “do me.” Kenneth’s eyes, though…they’re glittering behind his glasses, so dark they’re almost black.
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