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Checked Out at her Check-Up

Paige nervously fidgeted in the waiting room of the university hospital, her slender fingers toying with a loose thread on her knitted jumper. The sterile smell of disinfectant filled her nostrils, such a stark contrast to the cozy, lavender-scented office of Dr. Harriet back home.

As the child of a general practitioner herself, Paige knew the importance of annual check-ups all too well. Her mother's voice echoed in her mind, a mantra repeated throughout her youth: "Prevention is better than cure, darling."

For as long as she could remember, even if she hadn’t suffered from so much as a sniffle all year, Paige had dutifully attended her annual check-up at the small local practice run by her mother's friend. Her mother had insisted upon it, had drilled it into her as something immutable. Just as every year included a Christmas and a birthday, so too did it include a general check-up.

And Paige had never really had any reason to push back against her mother’s advice. Dr. Harriet, with her warm smile and gentle touch, had made those annual visits almost enjoyable. The older woman's kind eyes and soothing voice had always put Paige at ease, even during the slightly more uncomfortable parts of the examinations.

But now, in this vast and impersonal hospital, Paige suddenly felt like a very small fish in a very large, very clinical pond. The hard plastic chair beneath her seemed to amplify her newfound discomfort, and she felt herself longing for the familiar floral wallpaper and soft jazz music of Dr. Harriet's waiting room.

Paige's eyes darted nervously around the waiting room, taking in the other patients—mostly students like herself, she assumed. A young man with dishevelled hair and dark circles under his eyes, slumped in a chair, likely nursing a hangover. An athletic-looking girl in workout clothes bouncing her leg impatiently, no doubt eager to get back to some training routine.

Paige felt a flutter of pride beneath her anxiety. For the first time, she was at one of these check-ups entirely of her own volition. She was taking charge of her health like a real adult. No nagging phone calls from her mother, no gentle reminders from Dr. Harriet. Just Paige, being responsible.

At nineteen, she was determined to prove her independence, to show that she could navigate the complexities of life without her mother's constant guidance. This check-up was meant to be a testament to her newfound maturity, a rite of passage into adulthood. But the stark white walls and fluorescent lighting of the university hospital only seemed to mock Paige's earnest attempts at “adulting”. The sheer size of the place, the scores of staff—medical and otherwise—busily sprint-walking from one task to the next, criss-crossing about one another in an impossibly complex dance of mutually-dependent responsibilities… it all compounded to make Paige feel that bit smaller, that bit less mature.

As she waited, passively watching the organised chaos enfolding about her, Paige's mind drifted back to her first few months at university. The initial excitement of freedom had quickly given way to homesickness and anxiety. She'd struggled to make friends at first, spending most evenings alone in her dorm room, poring over textbooks and longing for the comfort of her childhood bedroom. But slowly, painfully, she'd begun to find her footing. She'd joined a study group, started attending campus events, developed a small but dependable friend group, and even gone on a few awkward first dates.

Now, as the first year of her studies was drawing to a close, Paige felt that it was okay for her to take pride in how far she'd come. She'd maintained good grades, learned to do her own laundry (admittedly after a few disastrous pink-tinged loads), and even mastered the art of cooking ramen in a microwave. Baby-steps, admittedly. But they were all steps in the right direction. And this doctor's appointment was just one more step in that journey towards genuine independence.

The sound of a door opening snapped Paige back to the present. A young woman in scrubs emerged, clipboard in hand. "Paige Quinn?" she called out, her voice echoing in the quiet waiting room.

Paige's heart rate quickened as she stood, smoothing down her jumper with ever so slightly clammy palms. She followed the nurse through a maze of corridors, each seemingly identical to the last. The vastness of this hospital was overwhelming, the polar opposite of Dr. Harriet's small-town practice, with its cozy sense of familiarity.

When they finally arrived at what was evidently their destination—a small examination room, identical to dozens they had passed along the way—the nurse gestured for Paige to enter. "Dr. Collins will be taking care of you today. Take a seat and he’ll be with you shortly," she said with a perfunctory smile before disappearing down the hallway.

Paige hesitated for a moment in the doorway, her eyes scanning the small examination room. It was a stark contrast to Dr. Harriet's cozy office, with its warm lighting and gentle floral scents. This room was all crisp whites and gleaming metal, the sharp smell of disinfectant hanging in the air.

She took a tentative step inside, her gaze settling on the examination table. It loomed large in the centre of the room, its paper-covered surface crackling slightly as the air conditioning stirred the edges.

With a soft sigh, Paige moved towards the chair nearest the examination table. It was a simple plastic affair, much like the ones in the waiting room, but somehow it seemed more intimidating here in this sterile space. She lowered herself onto it, the coolness of its surface seeping through her jeans and into her thighs, making her shiver slightly.

As she sat, fidgeting again with the hem of her jumper, Paige's mind latched onto the nurse's words. Dr. Collins would be with her shortly… He would be with her shortly. The realisation sent a flutter of anxiety through her chest. Dr. Harriet, with her kind, motherly demeanour, had been the only doctor Paige had ever known. The thought of a male doctor examining her hadn’t even occurred to her until now. She felt a rush of heat flushing her cheeks—one part trepidation, one part embarrassment at her own naivety.

But Paige tried to reassure herself. After all, her check-ups with Dr. Harriet had always been fairly straightforward affairs. A quick listen to her heart and lungs, a few questions about her general health, maybe a simple blood test. Surely this wouldn't be much different. Still, a nagging worry persisted at the back of her mind. Because occasionally there had been more.

She found herself acutely aware of her body in a way she hadn't been before. The soft swell of her breasts beneath her jumper, the curve of her hips in her jeans. Would Dr. Collins notice these things? Would his eyes linger in ways that Dr. Harriet's never had?

Paige shook her head, trying to dispel such unnecessary invasive thoughts. She was being silly, she told herself. Dr. Collins would be a professional, just like Dr. Harriet was. She had booked herself in for a routine check-up, nothing more. And whoever this Dr. Collins turned out to be when he arrived, surely he would have performed hundreds of check-ups just like this one over the years. Hers would be equally routine for him, wouldn’t it? Surely he would be disinterested as he carried out his duties… Still, she couldn't help but cross her arms over her chest, as if to shield herself from as yet imaginary eyes.

The ticking of the clock on the wall seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room. Each second that passed ratcheted up Paige's anxiety a notch. She found herself holding her breath, straining to hear footsteps in the hallway outside. Would Dr. Collins be young or old? Stern or friendly? Would he make her feel at ease, or would his presence only amplify her discomfort?

As the seconds ticked by, turning into minutes, Paige's imagination ran wild. She pictured a gruff, elderly man with cold, rough hands. She imagined him as stern, with silver-hair and thick-rimmed glasses perched on the end of his nose, peering at her over a clipboard with equally cold, clinical eyes. He would lack all the gentleness, the empathy, the kindness that Paige had been used to with Dr. Harriet. His touch would roam roughshod over her skin as he poked and prodded her throughout the examination. She dreaded the indignity.

Or what if it were the exact opposite? What if it were a younger doctor, fresh out of medical school, barely older than herself? She pictured him as tall and handsome, with a charming smile that might set her at ease initially, but would only serve to heighten her self-consciousness as the examination progressed. What if she found him attractive? What if she found herself enjoying his touch? Would he notice the slight tremor in her hands? The flush creeping up her neck? Would he comment on the pace of her quickened pulse?

Paige's anxiety spiralled as she became mired in the multitude of potential embarrassments either scenario might bring. What if she started sweating profusely under the younger doctor's gaze? What if she flinched away from the older doctor's touch, offending him?

The silence of the room pressed in on her, broken only by the steady ticking of the clock and the occasional distant sound of footsteps in the hallway. Each time she heard someone approaching, Paige's heart leapt into her throat, only to sink back down when they passed by without entering.

Her mind drifted to the types of questions she might be asked. Would they be personal? Intrusive? Would she be expected to discuss her sexual history with this stranger? She had sometimes spoken with Dr. Harriet about these things, but with a stranger… with a man… The thought made her cheeks burn with embarrassment.

Paige shifted uncomfortably in her chair, crossing and uncrossing her legs. She tugged at the hem of her jumper, suddenly wishing she had worn something looser, something that didn't cling quite so much to her curves. She ran a hand through her hair, wondering if she should have tied it back, if leaving it down made her look too young, too… vulnerable.

Just as the anticipation was becoming unbearable, the door swung open. Paige jumped slightly, her heart racing as a tall man in a white coat strode into the room.

"Good afternoon, Miss Quinn,” he said, his voice warm and reassuring. “I’m Dr. Collins.” He was neither the gruff elderly man nor the impossibly handsome young doctor she had imagined. Instead, he appeared to be about her parents’ age, with kind eyes and a neatly trimmed salt-and-pepper beard.

Paige felt some of her tension dissipate, though a flutter of nervousness remained in her stomach. "H-hello," she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Dr. Collins settled into a chair across from her, his movements easy and practiced. "So, what brings you in today?" he asked, a good-natured smile filling the gap in his beard, his pen poised over a chart.

Paige took a deep breath, steadying herself. "It's… it's just my annual check-up," she explained, her voice growing stronger. "My mother is actually a GP. She's… always stressed the importance of regular check-ups. Even when I was little, she made sure I had one every year."

Dr. Collins nodded, his smile spreading. "That's excellent, Miss Quinn. Your mother sounds like a wise woman. Preventative care is crucial, and it's wonderful to see young people taking their health seriously."

He made a few notes on his chart before looking back up at Paige, his expression thoughtful. "You know, since your mother is a doctor, I'm sure she appreciates the importance of medical education."

Paige nodded hesitantly, unsure where this was going.

"We have a program here at the university hospital where student doctors observe routine procedures to gain hands-on experience," Dr. Collins continued. "Would you be comfortable if a few students joined us for your check-up today? It would be an invaluable learning opportunity for them."

Paige felt her cheeks flush at the thought of more people in the room during her examination. The idea of being observed, of becoming a subject of study, sent an involuntary shiver through her. But she also felt a strange thrill at the prospect. Wasn't this exactly what being an adult was all about? Doing things that you might not enjoy, that might even make you uncomfortable, but doing them for some noble purpose, for the greater good… that was maturity.

"I… I suppose that would be okay," she heard herself say, her voice sounding distant to her own ears.

Dr. Collins beamed at her. "Excellent! Thank you, Miss Quinn. Your mother would be proud of that decision, I’m sure!"

He swivelled in his chair, reaching for the telephone on his desk. "I'll just send for the students. We'll keep it to a small group, don't worry. And please keep in mind, you can change your mind at any time if you feel uncomfortable."

As Dr. Collins picked up the phone, Paige's mind raced. What had she just agreed to? The thought of multiple pairs of eyes watching her during the examination made her stomach churn with anxiety. But it seemed there was no going back now.

Dr. Collins smiled reassuringly at Paige as he dialled a short extension. "Hello, this is Dr. Collins in Exam Room 112. I have a routine check-up that would be perfect for observation. Could you send down any available interns? Thank you so much."

He set the receiver back in its cradle and turned his attention back to Paige. "They'll be joining us shortly. Now, why don't we get started with some basic questions while we wait?"

Paige nodded, her throat feeling oddly dry. She watched as Dr. Collins pulled out a fresh form and began asking her a series of familiar questions about her medical history, any medications she was taking, and her general health. The routine nature of the inquiries helped to calm her nerves slightly.

"Alright, Miss Quinn, let's check your blood pressure," Dr. Collins said, rising from his chair. He wrapped the cuff around her upper arm, the cool material making her shiver slightly. As the cuff tightened, Paige tried to focus on keeping her breathing steady, acutely aware that her nervousness might affect the reading.

"120 over 80," Dr. Collins announced. "Bang on what we’d hope for!" He made a note on her chart before moving on to draw some blood.

Paige winced slightly as the needle pierced her skin. She’d never liked this part. But Dr. Collins' steady hand made the process quick and nearly painless. She watched, oddly fascinated, as the dark red liquid filled the small vial.

Next, he checked her eyes and ears, the small penlight momentarily blinding her as he peered into her pupils. The familiar routine of these basic checks helped to ease most of Paige's anxiety. This wasn't so different from her appointments with Dr. Harriet after all.

Just as Dr. Collins was finishing up with her ears, a soft knock at the door made Paige jump slightly. Her heart began to race as she realised the student observers were about to enter. Dr. Collins called out a cheerful "Come in!" and Paige held her breath as the door swung open.

Paige's breath caught in her throat as she took in the sight of the student doctors. The first to enter was a tall, lanky young man with tousled dark hair and wire-rimmed glasses. He couldn't have been more than a year or two older than Paige herself. Close behind him was another young man, this one shorter, with sandy blonde hair and a smattering of freckles across his nose.

As they filed into the small examination room, Paige felt her cheeks begin to burn. The reality of the situation was rapidly sinking in. These weren't seasoned professionals—they were students, barely older than she was. The thought of them observing her examination—of observing her—sent a wave of embarrassment washing over her.

But then her embarrassment turned to horror. Because the third man to walk through the door… was Oliver.

Paige's eyes widened in shock as she recognised her friend, his familiar face seeming strangely out of place above the sterile white of a medical coat he wore.

Over the past year, Paige and Oliver had become quite good friends. They had met as their social circles overlapped, and had been out drinking together as part of either or both of those groups several times. Oliver was two years older than Paige, already deep into his medical studies while she was still finding her footing in her first year studying social sciences. From the first time she met him, she'd found him distractingly attractive—his warm brown eyes, the light stubble that always seemed to grace his jawline, the way his shirt sleeves strained slightly against his biceps when he’d reach for his drink.

Now, seeing him here, in this context, Paige felt a surge of conflicting emotions. Her initial embarrassment amplified tenfold, mixing with a strange, unexpected thrill that suddenly coursed through her body. She watched as recognition dawned on Oliver's face, his eyes widening slightly as they met hers.

For a moment, the room seemed to freeze. Paige could hear her own heartbeat thundering in her ears, could feel the heat rising in her cheeks. She wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and vanish from sight. But at the same time, a small part of her—a part she didn’t even understand and was ashamed to acknowledge—felt a flutter of excitement at the prospect of Oliver seeing her in this vulnerable state.

Dr. Collins, oblivious to the silent exchange between Paige and Oliver, continued on cheerfully. "Ah, excellent! Gentlemen, this is Miss Quinn. She's kindly agreed to let us observe her routine check-up today. Miss Quinn, these are some of our promising medical students."

Paige managed a weak smile, her eyes darting between Dr. Collins and the students, lingering for a fraction longer on Oliver. She noticed a faint blush creeping up his neck, barely visible above the crisp white collar of his coat.

"Now," Dr. Collins continued, "we've already done some preliminary checks. Blood pressure, basic eye and ear examination. Next, we'll move on to the physical examination." He turned to Paige, his voice softening slightly. "Miss Quinn, I'll need you to remove your jumper, please."

Paige felt her stomach drop. She had known, intellectually, that this was coming. Even kindly Dr. Harriet had had her remove clothing during her check-up. It would have been one thing to remove her top in front of Dr. Collins. Yes, he was a stranger. Yes, he was a man. But Paige was capable of intellectualising that he was a doctor, like any other. Even in front of a handful of additional random medical students, she felt she probably could have remained calm, could have acknowledged the professional nature of the observation.

But hearing the words spoken aloud, spoken so matter-of-factly, with Oliver standing just a few feet away, made the reality of the situation hit her like a physical blow. She glanced at him, seeing in his face a mixture of professional curiosity and obvious personal discomfort. She knew that similar thoughts to hers must have been running through his mind. The two of them, two friends from college, thrown by chance into this situation where one was now expected to disrobe in front of the other, was expected to be observed the other. Paige wondered whether social awkwardness was all he was feeling right now. An alternate possibility invaded her thoughts… what if he was excited by the prospect?

With trembling hands, Paige reached for the hem of her jumper. As she hesitated, Dr. Collins leaned into her, speaking softly. "Miss Quinn," he said, kindness in his eyes, "I just want to confirm once more that you're comfortable with these students observing your check-up. As I mentioned before, you're free to change your mind at any time."

Paige swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. She could feel the weight of expectation in the room, the eager anticipation radiating from the students. A part of her wanted to rescind her permission, to ask them all to leave. But another part—the part that was determined to prove her maturity and independence—pushed her to nod her head, in spite of the complication caused by Oliver’s presence.

"It’s okay," she said, her voice coming out steadier than she felt. "I'm fine with it." She managed a small smile, hoping it looked more confident than she felt.

With a deep breath, Paige gripped the hem of her jumper and slowly began to pull it upwards. The soft wool caught slightly on her hair as she lifted it over her head, momentarily obscuring her vision. In that brief moment of darkness, she felt oddly vulnerable, acutely aware of the eyes watching her every move.

As she emerged from the confines of her jumper, the cool air of the examination room kissed her exposed skin, raising goosebumps along her arms. Paige felt a rush of self-consciousness as she sat there, clad only in her jeans and bra. The white lace of her undergarment suddenly seemed far too delicate, too intimate for this clinical setting.

She had chosen the bra that morning without a second thought, appreciating its soft comfort and pretty detailing. Now, under the harsh fluorescent lights and the gaze of so many male eyes, she worried it was too provocative, too revealing. The delicate floral pattern of the lace felt like an invitation for wandering eyes, and Paige found herself fighting the urge to cross her arms over her chest.

Keeping her eyes downcast, Paige carefully folded her jumper and placed it on her lap, her fingers nervously smoothing out non-existent wrinkles. She was acutely aware of the soft swell of her breasts. As unimpressive as she considered them to be, they now felt barely contained by the lacy cups of her bra. The thin straps pressed into her shoulders, but she resisted the urge to adjust them, not wanting to draw any more attention than necessary to her state of undress.

Despite her best efforts to avoid eye contact, Paige couldn't help but steal quick glances at the students. To her immense relief, their expressions remained neutral, professional. There were no snickers, no leering grins, no childish reactions to the sight of her cleavage. They stood in a neat line, clipboards held at the ready, their eyes moving between Dr. Collins and Paige with what appeared to be clinical detachment.

Even Oliver, whose presence had initially sent her into a spiral of embarrassment, maintained an air of professionalism—or, at the very least, a façade thereof. His eyes skimmed over her exposed skin with the same clinical interest as the others, though Paige thought she detected a slight tightening of his jaw, a barely perceptible flush creeping up his neck.

Dr. Collins' voice broke through the tense silence. "Alright, Miss Quinn. I'm going to listen to your heart and lungs now." He approached with his stethoscope, the metal disc cool against her skin as he pressed it to her chest.

Paige tried to focus on her breathing, willing her heart to slow its frantic pace. She was all too aware of the rise and fall of her chest now, the way her breasts shifted slightly with each breath. She wondered if the students could see the rapid beating of her heart through her pale skin, if they could sense the nervous energy thrumming through her body.

As Dr. Collins moved the stethoscope across her chest, Paige felt a shiver run through her body. The cold metal disc traced a path between her breasts, and she fought the urge to squirm under its touch. She could feel the eyes of the students on her, their gazes almost palpable as they observed the examination.

"Take a deep breath for me, please," Dr. Collins instructed, his voice calm and professional.

Paige complied, inhaling deeply. As she did, she felt her breasts rise, straining slightly against the delicate fabric of her bra. A flush crept up her neck, colouring her cheeks a soft pink. She couldn't help but wonder what Oliver was thinking, seeing her like this. Was he embarrassed? Intrigued? Or was he genuinely maintaining a professional detachment, viewing her as just another patient?

"And again," Dr. Collins said, moving the stethoscope to her back.

As Paige took another deep breath, she caught Oliver's eye. For a brief moment, their gazes locked. She saw a flicker of something in his expression—a mix of curiosity and what might have been desire, quickly masked. The exchange lasted only a second, but it sent a jolt of electricity through Paige's body.

"Everything sounds good," Dr. Collins announced, stepping back. "Now, I'd like to check your lymph nodes."

Paige nodded, not trusting her voice. She watched as Dr. Collins approached her again, his hands raised to her neck. As his fingers pressed gently against her skin, probing the areas beneath her jaw and behind her ears, Paige couldn't help but be reminded of her state of undress. His touch, clinical as it was, felt oddly intimate in her half-naked state.

"No swelling or tenderness," Dr. Collins muttered, more to himself than to the observers. He made a note on his chart before turning to address the students. "As you can see, we're checking for any abnormal swelling or sensitivity in the lymph nodes. This can be an indicator of infection or other health issues."

The students nodded, scribbling notes on their clipboards. Paige noticed Oliver's pen moving quickly across the page, his brow furrowed in concentration. She wondered what he was writing, if he was truly focused on the medical aspects of the examination or if his thoughts, like hers, were drifting to more personal territory.

"Now," Dr. Collins said, turning back to Paige, "I'd like to perform a breast examination. This is a routine part of the check-up, especially important for young women to become familiar with. Is that alright with you, Miss Quinn?"

Paige felt her heart skip a beat. A breast exam? Here? Now? With Oliver watching? She swallowed hard, her mind racing. Her initial reaction was a resounding No. She couldn't possibly expose herself to so many men all at once, especially not when one of them was a friend she would have to socialise with in the future. How could she go out for drinks with her friends again if Oliver was in the group? If he had seen her bare breasts? That wasn't something that could be taken back. He would forever more be able to look at her knowingly. He’d have a power over her, and ability to undress her with his eyes at will.

"I… I don't think…" Paige stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, spreading down her neck and across her chest. The thought of removing her bra in front of these men, in front of Oliver, made her stomach churn with anxiety.

Dr. Collins seemed to sense her discomfort. His kind eyes softened as he looked at her. "Miss Quinn, I understand this can be uncomfortable. Perhaps we could ask the students to step out for this part of the examination?"

Paige's eyes darted to Oliver, who was studiously avoiding her gaze, his eyes fixed on his clipboard. The idea that he could be asked to the room, that he wouldn’t see her like this, brought a momentary wave of relief.

But then, unbidden, another thought crept into her mind. What if he stayed? What if he did see her? The idea sent a confusing mix of emotions coursing through her body—embarrassment, yes, but also a strange, unexpected thrill. She imagined his eyes on her bare skin, his professional detachment warring with personal interest.

Paige shook her head slightly, trying to dispel such inappropriate thoughts. She was being ridiculous. This was a medical examination, nothing more. And yet…

"I… I'm not sure," she said, her voice trembling slightly. She looked up at Dr. Collins, then at the students, her gaze lingering on Oliver for a fraction longer than the others. "Could I have a moment to think about it?"

Dr. Collins nodded, his expression understanding. "Of course, Miss Quinn. Take all the time you need. Perhaps we could continue with other aspects of the examination while you consider?"

Paige nodded gratefully, relieved for the momentary reprieve. As Dr. Collins turned to address the students, explaining the importance of patient comfort and consent, Paige found her mind wandering.

She thought about her mother, about Dr. Harriet back home. What would they think of her hesitation? Wouldn't they be proud of her for participating in medical education? And yet, the thought of exposing herself so completely, especially with Oliver present, made her heart race, made her palms sweat.

As Dr. Collins continued his lecture, Paige's eyes drifted back to Oliver. He was listening intently, his brow furrowed in concentration. But as if sensing her gaze, he glanced up, their eyes meeting for a brief, electric moment, intensifying the conflict raging within her.

Paige quickly averted her eyes. Part of her wanted to flee, to end this examination and never look back. But another part, a part she barely recognised, felt a thrill at the idea of continuing, of pushing past her comfort zone.

Dr. Collins' voice brought her back to the present. "Miss Quinn, would you be comfortable if we continued with a basic abdominal examination while you consider the breast exam?"

Paige nodded, grateful for the distraction. "Yes, that's fine," she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Excellent," Dr. Collins said, turning to the students. "Now, observe as I palpate the abdomen, checking for any abnormalities or areas of tenderness."

As Dr. Collins' hands pressed gently against her stomach, Paige tried to focus on her breathing, on the clinical nature of the touch. But she couldn't help her awareness of the eyes on her, especially Oliver's eyes, Oliver’s warm brown eyes. She wondered again what he was thinking, if he was seeing her as just another patient or if he was as affected by this situation as she was.

The examination continued, Dr. Collins explaining each step to the students. Paige found herself zoning in and out, caught between the reality of the medical procedure and the surreal nature of her current state—half-naked, vulnerable, and with her friend observing every moment.

As Dr. Collins finished the abdominal exam, he whispered discretely to Paige. "Have you had a chance to consider, Miss Quinn?"

Paige took a deep breath, her mind still a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She glanced at Oliver once more, catching a flicker of something in his eyes before he quickly looked away. What was it curiosity? Anticipation? Desire?

In that moment, Paige made her decision. "I… I think I'm okay to continue," she said, her voice stronger than she felt. "With the students present, I mean."

Dr. Collins nodded, his expression professional but kind. "Are you sure? Remember, you can change your mind at any time."

Paige nodded back, her heart racing. "I'm sure."

"Very well," Dr. Collins said. He turned to Paige, his voice gentle. "In that case, I'll need you to remove your bra now, Miss Quinn."

In spite of her assertiveness, Paige's fingers trembled as she reached behind her back, fumbling with the clasp of her bra. She felt the weight of everyone's gaze on her, but Oliver's more than all the others combined. The room seemed to hold its collective breath as she slowly slid the straps down her arms.

For a moment, Paige hesitated, her bra held loosely against her chest. Then, with a surge of courage she didn't know she possessed, she let it fall away.

The cool air of the examination room caressed her newly exposed skin, causing her nipples to harden instantly. Paige fought the urge to cover herself, instead forcing her arms to remain at her sides. She kept her gaze fixed on a point on the far wall, too embarrassed to meet anyone's eyes.

Paige had only ever revealed her bare breasts to one man before, not that she was sure she should even refer to him as “a man”, given how he’d acted so much like a boy. It was only six months ago, but the memory of that fumbling encounter in her dorm room seemed a lifetime away now.

It had been after a party, both of them tipsy on cheap wine and the heady rush of newfound freedom. His name was Jake—a fellow first year she'd met during orientation week. They'd stumbled into her room, giggling and shushing each other, aware of the paper-thin walls and sleeping neighbours.

In the darkness, illuminated only by the faint glow of her desk lamp, she'd let him clumsily unhook her bra. His fingers had trembled almost as much as hers had just now. When her bra had fallen away, he'd gazed at her with wide-eyed wonder, as if he'd never seen a pair of breasts before. Perhaps he hadn't.

The entire encounter had lasted maybe ten minutes. Awkward groping, a few sloppy kisses, and then Jake had passed out on her bed, leaving Paige feeling more confused than satisfied. She'd pulled her shirt back on and spent the rest of the night curled up in her desk chair, wondering if this was what college was supposed to be like.

Now, sitting in this examination room, Paige couldn't help but draw comparisons. The clinical brightness left no shadows to hide in, no darkness to soften her imperfections. Every curve, every freckle, every slight asymmetry was on full display. She felt utterly naked, even with her jeans still on. And all of this in front of not just one man, but four. One old enough to be her father, two strangers practically her age who—behind their masks of propriety—probably couldn’t believe their luck… and Oliver. Oliver, her friend. Oliver, so much more a man than Jake, regardless of their closeness in age. Oliver, whom Paige had—more than once, she now realised—imagined gazing upon her bare chest before… though, in her imagination, it was never in a setting like this…

Dr. Collins' voice seemed to come from far away, drawing her out of her daydream as he began explaining the procedure to the students. "We'll start with a visual examination," he said, his tone matter-of-fact. "We're looking for any irregularities in size, shape, or skin texture. In a self-exam, the advice is to look for any changes in same."

Paige noticed how his eyes scanned her, truly clinical and detached. It was almost a relief, the way he looked at her body as if it were nothing more than an anatomical diagram. But then her gaze flickered to Oliver, and her heart skipped a beat.

He was trying hard to maintain that same look of clinical detachment, his face a mask of studious concentration. But Paige could see it slipping, could see the way his Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. His eyes darted between her face and her exposed breasts, as if he couldn't quite decide where to look.

A confusing mix of emotions swirled within her. Embarrassment, certainly—she'd never felt so vulnerable in her life. But there was something else too, a strange thrill that sent shivers running through her, pooling in her stomach.

Dr. Collins continued his explanation as he began the physical examination. "Now, I'll palpate the breast tissue, checking for any lumps or abnormalities," he said, his voice calm, soothing even.

But Paige still tensed as she felt his hands on her skin. His touch was professional, methodical, but she couldn't help the way her body reacted. Her nipples, already hard from the cool air, seemed to tighten further. She bit her lip, willing herself to remain still and composed. She felt as if her body were betraying her, suddenly treating this older man as potential partner even as she struggled to remind herself of the dispassionate nature of what was occurring to her.

As Dr. Collins worked, Paige found her gaze drawn once again to Oliver. He was watching intently now, his pen poised over his clipboard but motionless. She saw his eyes tracking Dr. Collins' hands as they moved across her breasts, saw the unmistakable reddening of his cheeks.

Their eyes met for a brief moment, and Paige again felt that jolt of electricity running through her body, enhanced by the accompanying sensation of Dr. Collins’ hands on her. There was something in Oliver's gaze… To Paige, it almost felt as if it were his hands on her. And as she glanced again to his face, it almost looked as if that same thought were playing on his mind.

"Everything feels normal," Dr. Collins announced, stepping back. "Now, Miss Quinn, I'd like you to raise your arms above your head for me."

Paige complied, lifting her arms slowly, aware of how this movement changed her body, lifting her breasts, elongating her torso. She felt even more exposed, even more vulnerable, and yet… with four pairs of male eyes bearing down on her, she also felt… strangely powerful. The weight of the students' gazes on her bare skin was almost palpable.

"This position…" Dr. Collins explained to the students, "…can reveal abnormalities that might not be visible otherwise."

As he spoke, Paige noticed Oliver shifting his weight from one foot to the other, his clipboard held a bit lower than before. Was he trying to hide something? The thought sent a rush of heat through her body, settling low in her belly.

"You can lower your arms now, Miss Quinn," Dr. Collins said. "Thank you for your cooperation. You're being an excellent patient."

Paige lowered her arms slowly, fighting the urge to immediately cover herself. Instead, she sat there, bare-breasted and flushed, as Dr. Collins turned to address the students once more.

"Any questions about the examination thus far?" he asked.

There was a moment of silence, and then, to Paige's surprise, Oliver spoke up. His voice was slightly hoarse as he asked, "How often should a woman perform self-exams?"

Dr. Collins nodded approvingly. "Excellent question. Monthly self-exams are recommended, preferably at the same time in each menstrual cycle."

As Dr. Collins launched into a more detailed explanation, Paige found herself wondering if Oliver was truly interested in the medical aspect, or if he was simply prolonging the examination, prolonging her exposure for his own, private purposes. The thought sent another shiver through her body.

Dr. Collins turned back to Paige, his expression thoughtful. "Miss Quinn, you've been incredibly accommodating. I do have one additional request, if you'd be willing." He paused, studying her face. "It would be immensely beneficial for the students to gain some hands-on experience. Would you be comfortable allowing each of them to perform a brief palpation?"

Paige's eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. She hadn't expected this. The examination had already pushed her far beyond her comfort zone, but this… this was something else entirely. The prospect of three more pairs of hands on her—especially Oliver's—made her feel suddenly light-headed.

She had managed one pair of male hands on her already. Could she put up with two more strangers touching her? So that she could have the pleasure of Oliver's touch? And so that she could give him the pleasure of touching her?

"I… I'm not sure," she stammered, her cheeks flushing an even deeper shade of pink. Her heart raced, her pulse pounding in her ears.

Dr. Collins nodded understandingly. "Of course, there's no pressure. This is entirely your decision."

Paige's mind whirled. On one hand, the idea of more strangers touching her so intimately was mortifying. She was already so exposed, so vulnerable. But on the other hand… Oliver. The thought of his hands on her bare skin, even in this clinical setting, sent a rush of heat through her body—a heat that felt very different from the ever-present heat of her embarrassment.

She glanced at Oliver, catching his eye for a brief moment. She saw in his face the same mixture of emotions that were running through her own mind—embarrassment, curiosity… desire? The idea that he might want this as much as she did, that he might be struggling with the same internal conflict, somehow made her decision easier.

Paige took a deep breath, steeling herself. "Okay," she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'll do it."

Dr. Collins smiled approvingly. "Thank you, Miss Quinn. Your contribution to these students' education really is invaluable." He turned to the students. "Gentlemen, you'll each have a brief opportunity to practice the palpation technique I demonstrated. Remember, your touch should be firm but gentle. We're looking for any abnormalities in the tissue."

The first student approached, his hands visibly trembling as he reached out towards Paige's breasts. His touch was hesitant, almost too light to be effective. Paige could feel the nervousness radiating off him, and oddly, it helped calm her own nerves. This clearly wasn't about desire or attraction for him—it was about learning, about medicine.

The second student was more confident, his hands moving with more assurance across her skin. Paige found herself studying the ceiling, trying to detach herself from the sensation of his fingers pressing into her soft flesh. He—like his colleague before him—was still a young man, the kind of young man who, in another setting, might put a lot of work in for the opportunity to touch Paige the way he now was.

But before she knew it, he too was finished. And then it was Oliver's turn.

As he stepped forward, Paige felt her heart rate spike again. She forced herself to meet his gaze, seeing again that mix of professionalism and something more personal there. For a moment, the clinical atmosphere of the examination room seemed to fade away, leaving just the two of them. When he spoke, addressing her directly for the first time since setting foot in the room, his voice was low and tender, barely above a whisper.

"Paige," he said, using her first name. "Is this okay? Can I… touch you?"

The question hung in the air between them, laden with meaning that went far beyond the medical context. Paige felt her breath catch in her throat. This wasn't the voice of a medical student addressing a patient. This was Oliver, her friend, the man she'd secretly admired for months, asking for permission to touch her. It didn’t sound clinical. It sounded intimate.

Unable to find her voice, Paige simply nodded, a small, almost imperceptible movement. But Oliver saw it, his eyes never leaving hers.

Slowly, almost reverently, Oliver raised his hands. As they finally made contact with her soft, pale skin, Paige felt a fire spreading through her body. His touch was different from the others—still professional on the surface, but underneath, she could feel a tenderness, an intimacy that made her tingle.

Oliver's fingers moved gently across the soft swell of her breasts, and Paige had to bite her lip to stifle a gasp. This was no longer just a medical examination. Every nerve in her body seemed to come alive under his touch, sending waves of pleasure radiating outward from where his hands made contact with her flesh.

She watched Oliver's face as he worked, saw the concentration in his furrowed brow, but also the unmistakable desire in his eyes. His cheeks were flushed, his breathing slightly uneven. It was clear that this was affecting him just as much as it was affecting her.

As Oliver's thumbs brushed lightly over her nipples, Paige couldn't suppress a small shiver of delight. She saw his eyes widen slightly at her reaction, saw him swallow hard as he continued his examination.

The moment seemed to stretch on forever, and yet it was over far too quickly. As Oliver stepped back, breaking contact, Paige felt a sense of loss. She wanted his hands on her again, wanted to feel that connection for longer.

Their eyes met once more, and in that moment, a wordless understanding passed between them. This wasn't over. Whatever had been started, here in this sterile examination room, it was far from finished.

Dr. Collins cleared his throat, breaking the charged silence that had fallen over the room. "Well done, gentlemen," he said, his voice snapping everyone back to the clinical reality of the situation. "You've all demonstrated good technique."

Paige felt as if she were emerging from a trance, the lingering sensation of Oliver's touch still tingling on her skin. She blinked rapidly, trying to regain her composure as Dr. Collins turned back to her.

"Miss Quinn, there's one final element to the check-up I'd like to suggest," he said, his tone professional once more. "I've noticed several moles on your upper body, which is quite normal for someone with fair skin like yours. However, it would be beneficial to do a full check, so you can confirm whether any have changed shape or size recently."

Paige nodded slowly, still feeling slightly dazed. "Okay," she agreed, her voice barely above a whisper. She wasn't entirely sure what a “full check” entailed, but after everything she'd already been through, she felt almost numb to further embarrassment.

Dr. Collins smiled reassuringly. "Excellent. In that case, if you wouldn’t mind removing your jeans, please."

Paige's eyes widened, the doctor's words cutting through her haze. Remove her jeans? She glanced down at herself, suddenly acutely aware that she was still bare-chested in front of four men. And now she was being asked to strip further?

Her eyes darted to Oliver, who was staring resolutely at his clipboard, his cheeks flushed. The other two students maintained their professional demeanour, but Paige could see the slight tension in their postures, the way they seemed to be holding their breath.

But in her daze, she’d already agreed. And she felt compelled not to back out, that ever-present urge to be more mature, less self-conscious, still nagging at the back of her mind—even as the prospect of revealing herself further to Oliver was very much at the front of her mind.

Slowly, Paige stood. She kicked off her runners. With trembling hands, she reached for the button of her jeans. She hesitated for a moment, her fingers hovering over the zipper. This was her last chance to back out, to say no. But something inside her, some newly awakened part of herself, urged her on.

Slowly, deliberately, she undid the button and lowered the zipper. The sound seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room, drawing all eyes to her hands as they worked. Paige shimmied slightly as she peeled the tight denim down her thighs.

As the jeans slid down her legs, she felt the rush of cool air against her skin. She was acutely aware of just how exposed she was as she stepped out of her jeans, standing there in nothing but a pair of plain white cotton panties. They suddenly seemed childish, unsophisticated compared to the lacy bra she had been wearing earlier.

Paige carefully folded her jeans, placing them on top of her discarded jumper and bra. She resisted the urge to cross her arms over her chest or drop her hands to shield her crotch, forcing herself to stand up straight, to face this new level of vulnerability head-on.

Paige stood there, nearly naked, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the weight of everyone's gaze on her exposed skin, particularly Oliver's. His eyes seemed to caress every curve and contour of her body, sending shivers down her spine despite the warmth of the room.

"Oh, Miss Quinn,” Dr. Collins added nonchalantly, as if it were an afterthought, “You’ll need to remove your underwear as well. We need to check all of your skin, including areas that might be covered."

Paige froze, her eyes widening in shock. Remove her underwear? Here? Now? In front of everyone? In front of Oliver? Her mind reeled at the thought, a potent mixture of mortification and unexpected excitement coursing through her veins.

She glanced around the room, taking in the neutral expressions of Dr. Collins and the two unfamiliar students. But when her eyes met Oliver's, she saw a flash of unmistakable lust that made her breath catch in her throat.

In that moment, the rest of the room seemed to fade away. It was just her and Oliver, locked in a silent exchange that spoke volumes. Paige felt a surge of boldness, fuelled by the intensity of Oliver's gaze and the thrilling vulnerability of her situation.

A memory surfaced unbidden—a drunken conversation with Oliver and some other male friends months ago. They had been discussing women's bodies, emboldened by alcohol to share normally unspoken thoughts. Oliver had admitted, with a shy grin, that he always found it exciting to discover what sort of pubic hair, if any, a woman had. "It's like unwrapping a present," he'd said, to raucous laughter from the other guys.

At the time, Paige had blushed furiously, uncomfortable with the turn in conversation. But now, standing here in just her plain white panties, she felt a thrill run through her body. Unlike many of her peers who went completely bare, Paige maintained a neat triangle, a soft brown tuft. She had always liked the way it looked—feminine and mature, drawing the eye. Now, she couldn't help but imagine Oliver's eyes tracing the outline visible through the thin cotton, anticipating what lay beneath. It thrilled her to be able to reveal it to him.

Slowly, deliberately, Paige hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her plain white panties. Her eyes never left Oliver's as she began to inch the fabric down her hips. The soft cotton whispered against her skin, the sound unnaturally loud in the quiet room.

As she lowered her underwear, revealing herself completely, Paige saw Oliver's Adam's apple bob as he swallowed hard. His clipboard was held strategically low, and Paige felt a rush of power knowing the effect she was having on him.

Finally, her panties pooled around her ankles. Paige stepped out of them, now fully nude in the harsh fluorescent light of the examination room. She stood tall, letting Oliver's gaze roam freely over her exposed form.

The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, a silent promise of things to come. In this clinical setting, surrounded by strangers, Paige had never felt more exposed—or more alive.

Dr. Collins circled Paige slowly, his eyes scanning her skin. "Now, I'll be examining any moles or marks I come across," he explained, his voice steady and professional. "Please let me know if you feel any discomfort."

Paige nodded silently. She felt goosebumps rise on her skin as he moved behind her, out of her line of sight. The vulnerability of her position—completely exposed, unable to see what was happening—sent a shiver down her spine. All the while, the three young students seemed to drink in her naked form.

Dr. Collins crouched down, his face now level with Paige's lower back. "There's a small mole here," he commented, his fingers lightly touching a spot just above her right hip. "Has this always been present?"

"Y-yes," Paige stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "As long as I can remember."

The doctor hummed in acknowledgment, his breath warm against her skin. His hand moved lower, briefly cupping the soft curve of her bottom. "And this freckle here," he said, his touch lingering for a moment. "Any changes in size or colour recently?"

Paige shook her head, not trusting her voice. The clinical touch felt oddly intimate in her exposed state. Her eyes sought out Oliver's, locking onto his gaze as Dr. Collins continued his examination.

As the doctor's hand grazed her inner thigh, Paige felt a jolt of electricity course through her body. In her mind, it wasn't Dr. Collins touching her, but Oliver. She imagined his strong, gentle hands caressing her skin, exploring every curve and contour of her body.

The room felt suddenly warm, almost stifling. Paige was aware of a growing wetness between her legs, her body responding to the combination of Dr Collins’ clinical touch and Oliver's heated gaze. She shifted slightly, pressing her thighs together in an attempt to quell the rising tide of arousal.

Dr. Collins stood, moving to face Paige once more. "Everything looks fine," he said, his tone matter-of-fact.

Paige nodded, barely hearing his words. Her focus remained on Oliver, whose eyes had darkened with unmistakable desire. She could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest, the slight tremor in his hands as he gripped his clipboard.

As she stood there, fully nude in front of the three young men, Paige felt a heady mix of vulnerability and power. She was exposed, yes, but she was also the centre of their attention, the object of their fascination—especially Oliver's. The thought sent another wave of heat through her body, intensifying the ache between her legs.

Dr. Collins stepped back, his clinical gaze sweeping over Paige's nude form one final time. "Well, Miss Quinn," he said, his tone both warm and professional, "I believe we're just about finished here. Unless, of course, you have any recent complaints or concerns you'd like us to address?"

Paige hesitated, her mind racing. She knew she should say no, should grab her clothes and flee this room of probing eyes, of clinical—and not so clinical—touches. But something held her back—a heady mixture of embarrassment, excitement, and a strange desire to push herself further, to explore the limits of her own daring.

"I… I've had some abdominal pain recently," she heard herself say, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. "It's probably nothing, but…"

Dr. Collins nodded, his expression thoughtful. "I see. In that case, I think it would be prudent to perform a quick DRE, a digital rectal examination. With that, we can check for any abnormalities that might be causing your discomfort and rule out any of the more serious possibilities."

Paige's eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. A rectal exam? Her cheeks flush an even deeper shade of pink as the realisation of what he was suggesting washed over her. Not only was Dr. Collins intending to penetrate her, but he was intending to do so in a way she had never been penetrated before. And in front of no fewer than three sets of additional prying male eyes. It hadn’t been what Paige had been expecting when she’d decided to prolong the embarrassment and exposure she was now enjoying so much… but as the prospect settled, it filled her with a renewed excitement, a new thrum building between her legs.

"Oh," Dr. Collins added, almost as an afterthought, "this would actually be an excellent learning opportunity for our students. The DRE is an important diagnostic tool, and hands-on experience is invaluable."

Paige felt her heart skip a beat. The implication was clear—”hands on”. The students, Oliver included, wouldn’t simply be observing. They would be participating. The thought should have horrified her, should have sent her running for her clothes. But instead, she felt a surge of heat low in her belly, a tingling excitement that both thrilled and confused her.

Her eyes darted to Oliver, taking in his flushed cheeks and slightly parted lips. He looked as shocked as she felt, but there was something else in his gaze—a hunger, a desperate curiosity that made Paige's skin prickle with awareness.

"I… I suppose that would be okay," Paige heard herself say, her voice barely above a whisper, expressing none of the excitement she now concealed. "If it's for educational purposes…"

Dr. Collins smiled approvingly. "Very good, Miss Quinn." He turned to address the young men. "Gentlemen, please pay close attention. The digital rectal exam is a crucial part of the diagnostic toolkit in many areas of medicine."

Paige's heart raced as Dr. Collins donned a blue latex glove with a snap, then guided her to the examination table. "Now, Miss Quinn, if you could bend over the table for me, please. Rest your elbows on the surface and try to relax."

With trembling limbs, Paige complied. She bent over the examination table, resting her elbows on its cool surface. She felt both more exposed and more vulnerable in this position than at any point so far in her check-up. Her bare was bottom raised, her most private parts were on full display for all to see, and four men stood behind her, taking it all in and preparing for their approach. Her legs slightly spread, the cool air of the room caressed the sensitive exposed skin between them, making her shiver slightly. The prospect of what was about to come made her shiver even more.

"Miss Quinn, please take a deep breath," Dr. Collins instructed, his voice steady. For him, this was clearly an unremarkable procedure. For Paige, it was anything but. Anticipation built in her as she prepared to be entered by a man, a practical stranger, in both a more intimate way and a more public setting than ever before. "You may feel some pressure,” Dr. Collins continued, “but it shouldn't be painful."

Paige nodded at the wall in front of her, unable to find her voice, unwilling to look back and take in the view of all those men leering at her, looking into her. She heard a soft squelching sound as Dr Collins no doubt applied lubricant to his finger just behind her. It was about to happen any moment now.

Her body tensed involuntarily as she felt Dr. Collins' finger press against her most private opening.

"Deep breath now," he reminded her.

As Paige inhaled, she felt the doctor's finger slowly push inside her. The sensation was strange, uncomfortable at first, but not painful. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to squirm away from the intrusion. Whether it was the sensation itself, or the now quite voyeuristic setting, Paige quickly grew to enjoy the intrusion. She enjoyed being stretched in an entirely new way.

"Very good, Miss Quinn," Dr. Collins praised. "Now, gentlemen, observe the technique. We're feeling for any abnormalities in the rectal wall."

Paige couldn't see the students' faces from her position, but she could imagine their expressions—a mixture of clinical interest and barely concealed excitement. The thought of Oliver in particular, watching her in this vulnerable state, watching her being penetrated, sent another wave of heat coursing through her.

After what felt like an eternity, Dr. Collins slowly withdrew his finger. "Everything feels normal," he announced. "Now, who would like to try next?"

Paige's breath caught in her throat. She knew this was coming, but the reality of it still shocked her. She was about to be penetrated by more fingers, by more men—this time, men her own age. And one of those men would be Oliver.

There was a moment of silence, then Paige heard the click of heels on the floor as one of the students stepped forward. She didn’t know which. The possibility that it might be Oliver filled her with anticipation, she was now too far gone to deny her own arousal.

Paige tensed as she felt a new finger, less sure than Dr. Collins', press against her opening. She gasped softly as it pushed inside, the student's technique less refined, more hesitant.

"Good," Dr. Collins coached. "Now, feel along the rectal wall. Notice any differences in texture."

The student complied, his finger moving inside Paige in a way that made her squirm slightly. His lack of sureness, the tremor in his hand, only added to Paige’s pleasure. When he finally withdrew, Paige felt a mixture of relief and anticipation—one tension dissipated, another grew. She had been invaded twice already. She would be invaded twice more.

As the first student retreated, Paige felt a momentary emptiness. Her body, which had initially tensed at the intrusion, now seemed to crave more. She heard Dr. Collins call for the next student, and her heart raced anew.

The click of shoes on the linoleum floor signalled the approach of the second student. Paige held her breath, wondering if it would be Oliver. But as the student stepped closer, she sensed that the tension in the room remained unbroken. Something in the air told her that Oliver was still waiting his turn, that this exquisite torture would continue for one more round before reaching its crescendo.

A new pair of gloved hands grasped her hips, steadying her. Paige couldn't help but notice that these hands seemed larger than the previous ones. As the student's finger pressed against her opening, she realised with a mixture of trepidation and excitement that it was noticeably thicker than the fingers that had come before.

"Remember," Dr. Collins instructed, "firm but gentle pressure."

Paige gasped softly as the finger breached her entrance. The stretch was more intense this time, bordering on discomfort but not quite crossing that line. She felt her body resist slightly before yielding to the intrusion, accepting the thicker digit.

As the student's finger slid deeper, Paige found herself biting her lip to stifle a moan. The increased girth created a delicious friction, sending waves of unexpected pleasure through her body.

The student began to move his finger, following Dr. Collins' instructions. Not just thicker, but longer too, this finger seemed to reach deeper, touching places inside her that made Paige's toes curl. She pressed her forehead against the cool surface of the examination table, trying to maintain her composure as waves of sensation washed over her.

"Very good," Dr. Collins commented. "Notice how the texture changes as you move deeper?"

Paige barely heard the words, lost in the sensations coursing through her body. The student's finger continued its exploration, each movement sending sparks of pleasure along her nerve endings. She found herself unconsciously pushing back slightly, seeking more of that exquisite fullness.

After what felt like an eternity, but was likely barely a full minute, the student slowly withdrew. Paige had to bite back a whimper at the loss. Her body felt alive, every nerve ending tingling with arousal. She was acutely aware of the wetness between her legs. She hoped it wasn't visible to the others in the room. And at the same time, in spite of herself, she hoped that it was.

As she heard Dr. Collins call for the final student, Paige's pulse quickened. There was only one left now. And she was sure that it was Oliver. The anticipation that had been building throughout the examination reached a fever pitch. She knew that in moments, Oliver would be inside her.

"Your turn," Dr. Collins said, and Paige heard the rustle of movement behind her once more.

She held her breath as she felt Oliver's presence behind her. She felt a hand come to rest on her left hip, ostensibly to steady her. Time slowed as it slid gently to her cheek, its thumb parting her reverently. She had no doubts now. This touch was different to the ones that came before. This time, it was Oliver she was submitting to.

His finger, slick with fresh lubricant, slid tenderly between her cheeks and pressed against her opening. Paige couldn't help but let out a small whimper as he finally pushed inside her.

Oliver's touch was different from the others. There was a gentleness to it, a hesitation that spoke of more than just clinical interest. As his finger moved inside her, Paige felt a jolt of pleasure that made her gasp audibly.

"Are you alright, Miss Quinn?" Dr. Collins asked, concern in his voice.

"Y-yes," she managed, her voice breathy and uneven. "Just... surprised."

Behind her, she heard Oliver's breathing quicken slightly. His finger probed deeper, exploring her most intimate space with a deliberate slowness that felt almost teasing. Unlike the clinical detachment of Dr. Collins or the nervous fumbling of the other students, Oliver's movements had purpose, had meaning beyond the medical.

"Remember to feel for any abnormalities," Dr. Collins instructed, his voice seeming to come from far away.

Paige felt Oliver's finger curl slightly inside her, pressing against her walls in a way that sent electric currents of pleasure racing through her body. She bit her lip hard, fighting to maintain her composure as waves of sensation washed over her.

Then, so subtly that Paige almost thought she'd imagined it, Oliver's other hand moved. His free hand, the one that had been resting on her hip, began to slide around to her front. Under the guise of steadying her, his fingers brushed lightly against her inner thigh, dangerously close to her centre.

Paige's breath caught in her throat. Surely he wouldn't… not here, not now, not with Dr. Collins and the other students watching. But as his fingertips grazed the sensitive skin of her thigh, inching ever closer to where she was now embarrassingly wet, Paige found herself hoping he would.

Oliver's finger continued its intimate exploration. Inside her, his digit moved with purpose, hitting spots that made Paige's knees weak. Meanwhile, the fingertips of his other hand were now so close to her slick folds that she was sure he must have been able to feel the heat radiating from her.

As Oliver's finger continued its intimate exploration, Paige felt herself teetering on the edge of something profound. Every nerve in her body seemed alive, crackling with electric tension. His touch was both clinical and sensual, a contradiction that only heightened her arousal.

Inside her, Oliver's digit moved with deliberate slowness, each subtle shift sending shockwaves of pleasure through her core. He seemed to instinctively know exactly where to press, how to curl his finger to elicit the softest gasps from her lips.

Meanwhile, the fingers of Oliver's other hand continued their tantalising journey. They traced feather-light patterns on her inner thigh, each touch bringing them closer to her centre. Paige could feel the slickness of her arousal beginning to escape. She was certain Oliver must have noticed, must have felt the evidence of her desire.

The examination room felt impossibly warm now, the air thick with unspoken tension. Paige was alive to every sensation—the cool surface of the examination table beneath her naked form, the slight breeze from the air conditioning caressing her exposed skin, and most of all, Oliver's hands on and in her body.

Just as Oliver's wandering fingers finally, finally made their first delicate contact with her expectant lips, a sharp electronic chirp shattered the charged atmosphere. Dr. Collins' pager had gone off, its insistent beeping cutting through the heavy silence of the room.

Oliver's finger stilled inside her, his other hand pausing to her front. Paige had to bite back a whimper of frustration. She felt him begin to withdraw, leaving her suddenly empty, but aching for more. The loss of his touch was almost physical pain, her body crying out for the completion it had been so close to achieving.

"I apologise," Dr. Collins said, his voice tight with urgency as he checked his pager. "There's an emergency in the ER that requires my immediate attention." He turned to the students, his expression serious. "Gentlemen, I'd like you all to accompany me."

Paige remained bent over the examination table, her breath coming in short gasps as she tried to process this sudden shift. She still felt exposed, still vulnerable, but overriding all else, she now felt frustratingly unfulfilled.

Dr. Collins paused, his gaze falling on Paige's trembling form. "However, we shouldn't leave Miss Quinn's examination unfinished." His eyes settled on Oliver. "Mr. Thompson, you've shown excellent technique. I trust you can finish up here?"

Oliver's breath hitched audibly. "Y-yes, Dr. Collins," he managed, his voice slightly hoarse.

"Perfect," Dr. Collins nodded. "Make sure to be thorough. We want to ensure Miss Quinn receives the complete examination she came for." With that, he ushered the other two students out.

The door clicked shut behind Dr. Collins and the other students, leaving Paige and Oliver alone in the suddenly quiet examination room. Paige remained bent over the table, her bare bottom still presented to Oliver, her body trembling slightly with unfulfilled desire. The air felt charged, electric with possibility.

For a long moment, neither of them moved or spoke. Paige's mind raced, unsure how to proceed. Should she stand up, grab her clothes, and flee? Should she turn to Oliver, acknowledging the heated tension between them? Or should she remain as she was, a compliant patient awaiting further instruction?

Oliver answered the question for her. "Miss Quinn," he said, his voice low and controlled, but with an unmistakable undercurrent of desire. "We need to complete your examination."

A shiver ran through Paige's body at his words. By addressing her formally as Dr. Collins had, Oliver was maintaining the illusion of professionalism. But there was something in his tone, a subtle shift that spoke volumes. He was no longer just a medical student following instructions. He was taking charge.

"O-of course," Paige replied, her voice trembling. "Whatever you think is necessary… doctor."

She heard Oliver's sharp intake of breath at her words, at her willingness to play along, at her submission to his newly assumed authority. The room seemed to grow warmer, the air thicker with anticipation.

"Very well," Oliver said, his voice steady but with a hint of roughness that betrayed his arousal. "I'll need to conduct a more thorough internal examination. Vaginal this time. For your comfort, I suggest you spread your legs a bit wider."

Paige felt a rush of heat flood her body at his words. Slowly, deliberately, she shifted her stance, parting her legs willingly.

She heard the snap of latex as Oliver removed the gloves he had been wearing. But she heard nothing to indicate that he was donning a new pair. Before the implication had fully formed in her mind, his hands were on her again, his skin directly on hers this time. One hand rested on the small of her back as if pinning her in place, whilst the other gently parting her thighs further. Paige held her breath, waiting for the now-familiar pressure of a finger, this time against her even more sensitive slit.

But Oliver surprised her. Instead of immediately penetrating her, he let his ungloved finger trace a slow, teasing path over her cleft. When he reached her centre, he paused, his touch feather-light against her slick folds.

"Miss Quinn," he said, his voice thick with barely contained lust, "you seem to be experiencing some… physiological responses to the examination. Is it causing you any discomfort?"

Paige swallowed hard, her cheeks burning with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. He was teasing her. He was playing the part. And she was more than willing to play along as his submissive patient. "N-no… doctor," she managed. "No discomfort."

"I see," Oliver replied, his finger still resting tantalisingly against her wet heat. "In that case, I believe we should proceed with this more… comprehensive examination. For the sake of thoroughness, you understand."

"Y-yes,” she stammered, bursting with anticipation, “I understand.”

Paige's breath caught in her throat as Oliver's finger finally slipped inside her. Unlike the clinical probing of the rectal exam, this touch was deliberate, sensual. He moved slowly, exploring her slick heat with exquisite care.

"You're very wet, Miss Quinn," Oliver murmured, his voice low and husky. "Is this a common occurrence during medical exams for you?"

Paige shook her head, her cheeks burning. "N-no, doctor," she whispered. "This is… unusual."

"I see," Oliver replied, a hint of amusement in his tone. "Well, we should investigate further, don't you think?"

Before Paige could respond, Oliver added a second finger, stretching her deliciously. She couldn't suppress a soft moan as he began to move his fingers in and out, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body.

"Does this feel alright, Miss Quinn?" Oliver asked, his free hand moving to caress the small of her back. "Any discomfort?"

"No," Paige gasped. "No discomfort. It feels… good."

Oliver rotated his fingers inside her, curling them to press against her most sensitive spot. "Good," he murmured. "That's very good, Miss Quinn. Now, I'm going to check your external anatomy as well. Just… to be thorough."

His thumb found her clit, circling it gently as his fingers continued their rhythmic thrusting. Paige gripped the edges of the examination table, her knuckles turning white as pleasure built within her.

"Oh fuck," she whimpered, no longer able to maintain the pretence of a clinical exam. "Oliver, please…"

"Please what, Miss Quinn?" Oliver asked, keeping up his part of the charade, though his voice was rough with desire. "Tell me what you need."

"More," Paige begged. "I need more. Please, Oliver, I'm so close…"

Oliver's movements became more urgent, his fingers pumping faster as his thumb applied more pressure to her sensitive bud. "This is a perfectly normal response, Miss Quinn," he said, the level tone of his voice wavering slightly between his now belaboured breaths. "Don’t feel you have to… hold back. Let your body react as it will."

With a cry of ecstasy, Paige shattered. Her inner walls clenched around Oliver's fingers as hot pleasure crashed over her. She trembled, bracing against the exam table, her legs barely supporting her as the intense orgasm washed through her body.

As she clung to the table, still quivering, Oliver addressed her formally again. It was clear he was enjoying this role play, and Paige was determined to allow him to continue enjoying it—to continue enjoying her—however he saw fit.

Oliver's hand caressed her lower back soothingly. "How are you feeling, Miss Quinn?" he asked, his voice tender but with an unmistakable undercurrent of desire.

Paige turned her head, meeting his gaze over her shoulder. His eyes were dark with lust, his cheeks flushed. She could see the obvious bulge in his trousers, evidence of his own arousal.

"I'm feeling… very good, doctor," she replied, a small smile playing on her lips. "But… I could feel… better."

Oliver's breath hitched slightly. He stepped closer, his body heat radiating against her bare skin. "Well, Miss Quinn," he said, his voice low and husky, "I was thinking it might be beneficial to probe a little… deeper. With a more… specialised tool. If you're amenable."

Paige felt a fresh wave of heat course through her body at his words. She found his attempt at maintaining the clinical façade endearing, even as desire pooled anew between her legs. "I see," she murmured, playing along. "And what sort of tool did you have in mind, doctor?"

Oliver's hands moved to her hips, gripping them gently but firmly. She could feel the heat of his body as he pressed closer, the unmistakable hardness of his arousal brushing against her bare bottom. "It's a very special instrument," he said, his voice rough with need. "Designed for deep, thorough examinations. Would you be comfortable with that, Miss Quinn?"

Paige pushed back against him slightly, revelling in the soft groan that escaped his lips. "I think you know what’s best for me, doctor," she replied, her voice breathy with anticipation. "Please, go ahead with whatever you think is necessary."

She heard the rustle of fabric, the sound of a zipper being lowered. And then she felt it—the hot, hard length of him, sliding between her thighs, pressing against her slick folds. Oliver paused, his hands caressing her hips. "Are you sure about this, Paige?" he asked, dropping the pretence for a moment, his voice still filled with barely restrained desire, but tinged now with compassion, with genuine concern.

"Yes, Oliver," Paige breathed, pushing back against him. "I'm sure. Please… I need you."

With a low groan, Oliver repositioned himself with his hand and slid into her in one smooth thrust. Paige gasped at the delicious stretch—his size feeling all the more extreme by comparison to the various fingers that had already been insider her. He filled her completely, reaching depths his fingers hadn't touched. Her body welcomed him eagerly.

"Jesus, Paige," Oliver moaned, his hips flush against the soft, pale flesh of her ass. "You feel amazing."

For a moment, they remained still, savouring the sensation of their connection. Then Oliver began to move. Paige gasped at the intense sensations. He withdrew almost completely before thrusting back in, setting a steady rhythm that had her gripping the edges of the exam table. The room filled with the sounds of their coupling—skin meeting skin, breathless moans and whimpers, whispered encouragements.

Oliver's hands roamed her body as he moved within her. One hand cupped and squeezed the soft flesh of her bottom, kneading in time with his thrusts. His other hand slid up her side to envelop her breast, his thumb circling her sensitive, hardened nipple.

"Paige," Oliver groaned. "You're fucking incredible. It was killing me trying to stay professional all this time."

His fingers found hers on the table, intertwining them. Joined like this—hands clasped, bodies connected—Paige felt overwhelmed by sensation and emotion. Every thrust sent sparks of pleasure coursing through her.

Struggling to get her words out between moans of pleasure, Paige tried to convey how she’d felt. “Oliver… me too!” she gasped. “All that time… with you watching me… touching me… I wanted… more!”

Oliver's tempo increased in response to her words, his hips snapping forward with more force. Paige pushed back to meet him, taking him deeper still.

"Fuck, Oliver," she cried out. "Right there, don't stop!"

He obliged, pounding into her with abandon. The exam table creaked beneath them as Oliver drove into her again and again. Paige felt the familiar tension building, coiling tighter and tighter in her core.

Loosing a cry of pure ecstasy, Paige came undone. Her dripping, thrumming pussy clenched rhythmically around Oliver as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over her. She gripped his hand tightly as she rode out her climax, gasping for breath.

As the shockwaves of her orgasm subsided, Paige felt Oliver gently withdraw from her. Still trembling slightly, she began to straighten up from her bent position over the examination table. But before she could fully right herself, Oliver's strong hands gripped her hips, spinning her around to face him.

Paige found herself pressed against the cool metal edge of the table, Oliver's body flush against hers. His still-hard cock pressed insistently against her thigh, hot and slick with her own arousal. She gazed up at him, taking in his flushed cheeks, his slightly tousled hair, the way his chest heaved with each breath.

Without a word, Oliver cupped her face in his hands and claimed her mouth in a searing kiss. Paige melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck as she returned the kiss with equal fervour. Their tongues danced—tasting, exploring..

When they finally broke apart, both gasping for air, Paige felt dizzy with desire and residual pleasure. Her mind was hazy, her body still thrumming with sensation. She clung to Oliver, her legs feeling weak and unsteady.

Oliver's eyes roamed her face, taking in her dazed expression, the flush of her cheeks, the slight sheen of sweat on her brow. A small smile played on his lips as he brushed a stray lock of hair from her face.

"You know, Paige," he said, his voice low, but tinged with something playful, "you've been such an excellent patient today. So cooperative, so… obliging." His hand trailed down her neck, along her collarbone, coming to rest on the swell of her breast. "I was wondering if… perhaps you'd like to do some examining of your own?"

Paige's breath caught in her throat at his words, at the clear implication behind them. She glanced down, taking in the sight of his still-erect cock, glistening with the evidence of their shared pleasure. Her pulse quickened as she imagined taking him in her mouth, tasting their combined arousal on his skin.

"I… I think I would like that," she whispered, her voice trembling slightly with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. "What did you have in mind… doctor?"

Oliver's eyes darkened at her continued use of the title, a low growl escaping his throat. His hands moved to her shoulders, applying gentle pressure. "Well, Miss Quinn," he said, slipping back into their role-play, "I think a thorough oral examination would be most… educational. Don't you agree?"

Paige nodded, her heart racing as she slowly sank to her knees before him. She found herself eye-level with his impressive length, wondering how it had managed to fit inside her just moments ago. She reached out tentatively, her fingers wrapping around his shaft, feeling his velvety skin and throbbing hardness. She stroked him slowly, enjoying how he twitched in response to her touch. Looking up at him through her lashes, she saw his eyes were dark with desire, his chest rising and falling rapidly, framed by his white coat.

"Go ahead, Miss Quinn," Oliver encouraged, his voice husky. "A thorough examination requires close inspection. Make sure to… take it all in."

Paige grinned up at him, appreciating the corny dialogue of his continued charade. Taking a deep breath, she leaned forward and ran her tongue along his length, from base to tip. Oliver let out a low groan, his hands coming to rest gently on her head. Emboldened by his reaction, Paige took him into her mouth, swirling her tongue around his sensitive head.

"Fuck, Paige" Oliver moaned. "That's it. Just like that."

Paige hollowed her cheeks, sucking gently as she took him deeper. Her hand worked what she couldn't fit in her mouth, stroking in rhythm with the bobbing of her head. She could taste herself on him, the tang of her own arousal mixed with his musky flavour.

Oliver's fingers tangled in her hair, not pushing or pulling, just holding on as if to ground himself. "God, Paige," he panted. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

Encouraged by his words, Paige increased her pace. She looked up at him, maintaining eye contact as she pleasured him with her mouth and hand. The sight of him—head thrown back, eyes squeezed shut in ecstasy—sent a renewed surge of arousal through her body.

"Paige," Oliver groaned, his hips starting to thrust slightly. "I'm close. So close."

Paige redoubled her efforts, taking him as deep as she could. She felt him swell in her mouth, his body tensing.

Oliver's fingers tightened in Paige's hair as his self-control began to slip. Suddenly, he took charge entirely, bracing her head with both hands. "Is this okay?" he asked breathlessly. At Paige's eager nod and muffled mmm-hmm, he began to thrust more forcefully into her willing mouth.

Paige relaxed her throat, letting Oliver set the pace as he fucked her face without restraint. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as he hit the back of her throat, but she revelled in the intensity of the moment. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room once more, punctuated by Oliver's grunts of pleasure.

Just as Paige felt Oliver's body tensing, signalling his impending release, he suddenly pulled out of her mouth with a growl. His hand flew to his cock, pumping furiously. "Close your eyes," he warned.

Paige barely had time to comply before she felt the first splash of warmth hit her cheek. Oliver groaned loudly as he covered her innocent face in streams of his hot seed. It landed on her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, even catching in her eyelashes.

As Oliver's climax subsided, Paige slowly opened her eyes, blinking up at him through the mess on her face. She darted her tongue out, licking what had landed on her lips and swallowing with a soft hum of appreciation.

Oliver watched in awe as Paige leaned forward, taking him back into her mouth to gently clean the remnants of his release from his softening cock. The sight of her, face covered in his cum, dutifully licking him clean, nearly made him hard again.

"Jesus, Paige," he breathed. "That was… incredible."

Paige smiled up at him, her face a mess of smeared cum and saliva. "I always follow doctor’s orders," she said with a playful wink.

As Oliver helped her to her feet, reality began to creep back in. They were still in the examination room. Anyone could walk in at any moment.

"We should clean up," Oliver said reluctantly, reaching for some tissues.

As they tidied themselves and the room, a comfortable silence fell between them. It was Paige who finally broke it.

"So," she said, a mischievous glint in her eye. "I think it's safe to say my check-up was pretty… comprehensive."

Oliver chuckled, pulling her close. "Indeed it was, Miss Quinn. A bit more comprehensive than some physicians are capable of… With that in mind, I think it might be best if I personally handle all your future check-ups. Just to ensure consistency in your care, of course."

Paige grinned, wrapping her arms around Oliver's neck. "Oh, I think that's a very prudent suggestion, doctor," she purred. "And actually, I think I’m feeling a bit… unwell already. Perhaps we should schedule a follow-up appointment quite soon?"

Oliver's eyes darkened with renewed desire. He pulled her closer, his hands roaming down her still-naked body, cupping her ass. "I think that can be arranged," he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. "How does tonight sound? My place? I can certainly think of a few more… tests we could put you through."

A shiver of anticipation ran through Paige's body. "Tonight… sounds perfect," she breathed. “After all… Doctor knows best.“
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