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Chapter One




Ilay in bed, listening to the sound of running water in the ensuite as the soft glow from the bathroom spilled into the dark room. My pajamas were on the floor; I was completely naked under the covers. I slid my hand over my stomach, feeling the smoothness of my bare skin. My fingers brushed the soft, trimmed hair on my mound and between my folds, touching lightly over my clit and making me gasp. I was so horny, so desperate for my husband to come to bed and make love to me.

James walked in, wearing just a pair of tight briefs, rubbing a towel over his face, his hair damp from the shower. I watched him as he moved around the room, my pulse picking up. When he finally climbed into bed, I reached for him, letting my fingers skim over the bulge in his underwear. “Come here,” I murmured, tilting my head up toward him.

He pressed a quick kiss to my forehead. “I’m shattered, babe. Long day,” he said, as he turned onto his side, pulling the duvet up around him.

“I’m soaking wet for you,” I whispered, trying to hide my disappointment.

“Uh-huh,” he said, uninterested. “Maybe tomorrow.”

For a moment, I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, waiting to see if he’d change his mind. But his breathing slowed, steady and deep. He was already drifting off. I exhaled sharply, then threw back the covers, grabbing the soft blanket from the end of the bed. My chest ached, not just from the rejection but from how normal it had started to feel.

Slipping out of the room, I padded down the hall to the spare bedroom. It was cooler in here, the sheets unfamiliar, but at least I didn’t have to lie next to someone who wouldn’t touch me. I wrapped myself in the blanket, curled up on my side, and stared into the darkness.

The next morning, I was in the library, stacking books onto a cart when Rebecca strolled over, a couple of takeaway coffees in her hands and a smirk on her lips. Rebecca was a beautiful woman in her twenties. She was tall and thin, with very short, cropped dark hair. Her large breasts sagged noticeably beneath her tight-fitting tops, which she didn’t seem to care about in the slightest, and she never wore a bra. Her nose piercing and clever eyes gave her a striking, rather than pretty, look.

"You look like you need this," she said, handing me the cup.

I sighed dramatically and took a grateful sip. "You have no idea."

Rebecca leaned against the desk, eyeing me over the rim of her own cup. "James still uninterested in giving you the hard fucking you deserve?" she asked, direct as ever.

I groaned. "Worse. Last night, I literally lay there naked waiting for him, and he just rolled over and went to sleep. So I took my blanket and went to the spare room like some rejected Victorian wife."

Rebecca winced. "Oof. That’s bleak."

"Tell me about it," I muttered, flipping through the stack of returned books. “I need to find another lover.”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “Another one?” She was right, I’d had quite a few already.

I shrugged, blowing on my coffee. “Yeah. I need some fresh excitement. Someone different.”

Rebecca smirked. “Any particular type in mind? Or just anyone with a working cock and the ability to stay awake past nine?”

I snorted. “Preferably someone older, dominant, and who knows exactly what he’s doing.”

Rebecca opened her mouth to reply, but her gaze flicked past me, and she let out a low, appreciative hum.

“Well, well,” she murmured, tilting her head. “Maybe the universe is already answering your request.”

I followed her gaze and spotted a man striding into the library. He was older, forties, maybe early fifties, and carried himself with a quiet authority. His tailored navy suit fit his broad shoulders perfectly, and his silver-streaked hair was neatly styled.

He didn’t glance around or hesitate. He walked with purpose, heading straight to the back of the library where we kept the more academic texts.

Rebecca nudged me with her elbow. “That’s a man who knows exactly what he’s doing.”

I sipped my coffee, watching him over the rim of my cup. “Maybe he’s a professor,” I mused.

“Or a CEO,” Rebecca countered. “Or a very well-dressed criminal.”

I laughed. “Mysterious.” But she was right, there was something commanding about the way he moved, the way he carried himself. Perhaps he would be that decisive in the bedroom, too.

Rebecca leaned in conspiratorially. “Bet you wouldn’t dare go talk to him.”

I looked at her, feeling the first flicker of excitement in my stomach. “Oh, you think I won’t?”

She grinned. “Prove me wrong.”

I set my coffee down, adjusted my white blouse to show more cleavage, and smoothed my skirt. “Watch me.”


Chapter Two




Ifound him standing by one of the tall bookshelves, flipping through a heavy medical textbook with an air of quiet confidence. Up close, he was even more impressive, strong jawline, a hint of stubble, and piercing grey eyes that flicked to me as I approached.

“Finding what you need?” I asked, keeping my tone light and playful.

He looked at me, taking his time to reply as his gaze swept my body. Then he smiled. “That depends on what I’m looking for.” His voice was deep, smooth, and obviously flirty. The kind of voice that sent a rush of electricity between my legs.

I tilted my head, meeting his gaze. “Well, you’re in the reference section, so I’m guessing something complicated.”

“Medical research,” he confirmed, shutting the book with one hand. “Not all of the old cases are online yet. I’m a doctor.”

That got my attention. A doctor. That explained the expensive suit, the air of quiet authority.

“Impressive,” I said, letting my eyes linger on him just a little longer than necessary. “What kind?”

“Surgeon,” he replied, slipping the book back onto the shelf.

Oh. A man who literally held people’s lives in his hands. No wonder he carried himself like he owned the room.

“That sounds… intense. Hard work.”

His mouth curved into a smile. “It is. But I also find time to… play hard, too.” Was he hitting on me? I hoped he was.

I leaned against the opposite shelf, crossing my arms under my chest in a way I knew would make my blouse gape open and emphasize my full chest. “You must be very good with your hands, then.”

“I like to think so,” he said. He stepped closer, into my personal space, and I felt another bolt of arousal through my pussy. I didn’t move away. He was so close I could feel the heat of his body. I smiled, slow and deliberate. “Maybe you could show me sometime.”

“Maybe,” he murmured. “But I usually require a full consultation before any hands-on work.”

I laughed softly. “And what exactly would that involve?”

His smile deepened. “A proper introduction, for starters.”

I held out my hand. “Lauren.”

He took it, his grip firm, warm, just the right amount of pressure. “Dr. Elliot Cole,” he said. My heart was pounding in my chest.

“Well, Dr. Cole, a pleasure to meet you,” I said. Feeling brave and trying to keep my voice steady, I took a chance. “Now we’ve been introduced, perhaps you could examine me in one of the private reading rooms.”

He nodded, a filthy smile on his face. He followed me through the rows of shelves until we reached the door. I opened the door and stepped inside, my pulse quickening as he shut it behind us. The room was small, lined with old wooden bookshelves and a sturdy desk at the center.

Dr. Cole leaned casually against the desk, his sharp eyes studying me. “So, tell me, Lauren… what seems to be the issue?”

“Well, doctor,” I began in a flirty tone, “my husband won’t go near my vagina. I’m worried there might be something wrong with it.” I turned red, wondering how I could say something so cringey.

But he seemed to be enjoying the game. “Can you lay on the desk for me?” he said.

I lifted myself up onto the desk. He moved closer, laying me gently back onto the hardwood surface. Gently, he slid my skirt higher until he could see my sexy red panties. I had decided to wear nice lingerie this morning, to spite my husband, and now I was glad I had. My pussy was aching with anticipation and desire as he hooked his fingers in the waistband of the panties and slipped them off over my thighs.

I lifted my legs up and opened them. I was fully exposed to him, and I could feel the cool air of the air conditioning blowing over my soaking wet opening. I felt his warm hands on my inner thighs, opening me up even more, his fingers finding my folds and parting them. I was throbbing with arousal now, desperate for him to touch me where I needed it most.

“You’re already so wet,” he murmured, his tone teasing. “Tell me, Lauren… when was the last time someone took care of you properly?”

I swallowed hard, my hips shifting involuntarily towards his touch. “Too long,” I said. Although in truth I’d fucked the coach at the tennis club only yesterday.

His finger circled my opening, collecting up my essence that had leaked out and spreading it over my lips. His touch was firm, authoritative, like he already owned me. When he brushed against my clit I let out a loud moan, my hips lifting off the table, as the pleasure flooded through me.

“Very responsive,” he said. “I like that.”

He circled my clit a few more times, driving me wild with pleasure. I gripped the edge of the desk, my knuckles white as I squirmed with ecstasy.

But then… “Everything seems in order,” he said, moving away slightly.

The bastard was teasing me. I was so desperate for his touch. “What about the taste, doctor?” I hinted desperately.

He laughed, pausing before leaning in. I felt his tongue around my wet opening, and then he pushed inside me, exploring me. I groaned with pleasure, feeling his breath on my clit as he tasted my insides.

“Please, doctor,” I begged.

A strangled gasp escaped my lips as his tongue flicked against my clit, slow, deliberate, the perfect mix of softness and pressure. My thighs trembled, but his strong hands kept me open, holding me exactly where he wanted me.

“You taste fucking perfect,” he groaned against me before diving back in, his tongue working me with a precision that left no doubt; he knew exactly what he was doing. Pleasure coiled hot and tight in my core as he alternated between deep strokes and teasing flicks, his fingers pressing inside me, moving in sync with his tongue. My body arched, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps. He growled against me, sending vibrations straight through my core, his pace quickening. I was close, so fucking close, my body tightening, my hips moving against his mouth.

Suddenly, I went over the edge. My climax crashed through me, strong and overwhelming, my thighs trembling as waves of pleasure rolled through my body. He didn’t stop, drawing out every last shudder until I was breathless and spent, slumped against the desk.

“Fuck me,” I begged, breathing heavily. “Please, fuck me, Dr Cole.”

But he stood up, wiping his mouth with his hand. “Everything seems to be in working order,” he smirked. “And I’m afraid I have to go now, I have a heart bypass at one.”

“No,” I whimpered, my cunt throbbing with desperation.

He handed me a card as I lay dripping onto the desk. “Here’s the number of my office,” he said. “Make an appointment with my secretary.”

Then he turned and headed to the door. He glanced back at me one last time, his gaze lingering on my bare thighs and my gaping, swollen pussy as I sprawled out on the desk. The door closed behind him, and I groaned with frustration. When I finally sat up, I discovered he had taken my panties with him.


Chapter Three




Istraightened my skirt and ran a hand through my hair, trying to compose myself before heading back to the main desk. My legs still felt shaky, my skin still tingled from Dr Cole’s touch, and I was very aware that I wasn’t wearing any underwear.

When I reached the main desk, Rebecca looked up from her magazine. She was chewing gum, twirling a pen between her fingers, completely oblivious to the fact that I’d just been taken to heaven with a surgeon’s mouth in the private reading room.

“Did you speak to that hot man?” she asked, flipping a page.

“Oh, we did more than speak,” I giggled, enjoying the flash of surprise and jealousy on her face. “He’s a doctor, by the way.” I held up the business card. “I need to make an appointment.”

I reached for my mobile and dialed the number on the card.

It rang twice before a woman’s voice answered, sharp and professional. “Dr Cole’s office. How may I help you?”

I cleared my throat, forcing my voice to stay steady. “Hi, I’d like to book an appointment. My name is… er… Lauren Smith,” I said, deciding not to give my real name at the last moment.

“Certainly. What’s the reason for the visit?”

My cheeks flushed hot. I highly doubted Dr Cole gave me the best orgasm of my life and then left me desperate for more was an acceptable reason for a consultation.

“Uh… just a personal matter,” I said, voice tight.

There was a pause, like she was debating whether to ask for more details. Then she said, “Dr Cole has a few openings this week. Are you available Monday morning?”

Monday? My stomach tightened at the thought. I wasn’t sure I could wait that long. I swallowed, gripping the phone tighter. “That works.”

“Eight o’clock. You’ll receive a text confirmation shortly.”

“Thank you, see you at eight o’clock,” I said, hanging up.

Rebecca was watching me. “I’m so jealous, you bitch,” she laughed.

It was a long, torturous weekend, but finally Monday arrived. The waiting room of Dr Cole’s private practice was sleek, all glass and dark wood, with low lighting that made the place feel more like an exclusive club than a medical office.

The receptionist, who I assumed was the woman I’d spoken to on the phone, sat behind a polished desk, typing with perfectly manicured nails.

She barely looked up as I approached. “Name?”

“Lauren, er… Smith,” I said, trying to sound composed despite the way my pulse was already racing.

She scanned a screen and gave a curt nod. “Ah, Lauren. Er. Smith. You’re expected. Take a seat. Dr Cole will be with you shortly.”

After a few minutes, she led me to his office. I stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind me. From behind the large desk, Dr Elliot Cole looked up. The moment our eyes met, I felt my stomach flip and my heart race.

Dr Cole rose from his chair, moving around the desk with slow, deliberate steps. He was dressed impeccably again, dark tailored trousers, a crisp white shirt with the top button undone, just enough to hint at the strong lines beneath.

“You seemed… dissatisfied with your last consultation,” he murmured, his eyes scanning my body. “I thought a more thorough examination might be necessary.”

I swallowed, trying to ignore the way my body responded to just the sound of his voice. “And what exactly does that involve?”

He gestured toward the sleek black examination bed in the corner of the room, the kind you’d expect in any expensive doctor’s office. Except this didn’t feel clinical. Not with the way he was looking at me.

“I need you to remove all your clothing,” he said smoothly. “Then lie down.” I felt myself getting wet at his command.

I hesitated only a second before reaching for the buttons of my blouse. His eyes darkened as I slowly undid them, one by one, letting the fabric slide from my shoulders. My skirt followed, then my bra, my panties, until I was standing before him completely naked.

Dr Cole let out a low murmur of approval, his gaze drinking me in.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

The praise sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

“Now, on the bed, please,” he ordered.

I climbed onto the bed, stretching out on my back, my skin flushed under his intense scrutiny. The cool leather sent a shiver up my spine, contrasting with the heat building inside me.

He touched me, his fingertips ghosting over my stomach before sliding up to cup one of my breasts. I gasped as his thumb brushed over my nipple, teasing it into a tight peak.

“Sensitive,” he murmured, rolling it between his fingers. The slight pinch sent a jolt of pleasure through my whole body. I bit my lip as he repeated the motion on my other breast, kneading the soft flesh, tugging and teasing until both nipples were stiff and aching. My breath came faster, my body reacting shamelessly to his touch.

He leaned over, sucking each nipple firmly in turn and sending pulses of bliss through me. “You respond so beautifully,” he said. “I could play with these for hours.”

I let out a shaky breath as his hand drifted down over my stomach, his palm warm, firm. His touch was confident, unrushed, sliding lower, parting my thighs with gentle insistence. His fingers brushed over my swollen folds, finding me already drenched. He let out a quiet hum, amused. “So wet for me, again,” he murmured.

I whimpered as he stroked me, slow, deliberate, his fingers slick with my arousal. He explored me with practiced ease, circling my clit with just the right amount of pressure. My hips lifted off the bed, seeking more, but he held me still with his other hand.

“Patience,” he warned, pressing down slightly on my stomach, keeping me in place. “Let me do my job properly.”

His fingers dipped lower, sliding inside me, curling just right, stroking that perfect spot. My thighs trembled as pleasure coiled tight inside me. I reached for him, my hand finding the thick bulge straining against his trousers. He let out a sharp breath as I squeezed, feeling how hard he was beneath the fabric.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his movements faltering just for a second before he regained control.

I grinned, emboldened, rubbing him through the expensive material. He groaned low in his throat, but his fingers didn’t stop, plunging deeper, faster, his thumb circling my clit with precision. My body tightened, the pleasure unbearable, building higher and higher. I gasped, my fingers squeezing his cock as I moved against his hand.

“That’s it,” he coaxed. “Come for me, Lauren.”

The command sent me over the edge. I shattered around his fingers, my body shaking as waves of bliss tore through me. My grip on his cock tightened as I cried out, my walls pulsing around him. He had a dark grin on his face, clearly enjoying himself as he watched me come undone beneath him.

As my body slowly relaxed, he withdrew his fingers, smirking as he brought them to his lips.

“Mmm,” he murmured, sucking them clean. “That’s the sweetest thing I’ve had all day. I have to confess, I’m yet to find any reason that would prevent your husband from performing his duties. It’s a complete mystery to me.”


Chapter Four




“Now, sit on the edge of the bed, please.” Dr Cole ordered.

I did as I was told, shifting to the edge of the examination bed, my legs dangling over the side. My body was still thrumming from my last orgasm, but the way he was looking at me, hungry, focused, told me he wasn’t done. He stepped between my parted thighs, his hands firm on my hips as he pulled me closer. Then, he dropped to his knees in front of me.

His fingers slid up the insides of my thighs, spreading me wider. “You have the most beautiful cunt,” he murmured from between my legs. “I could spend all fucking day right here.”

The filthy words sent another rush of arousal through me. My hands gripped the edge of the bed as I felt his warm breath ghost over my already soaked folds. Then, without warning, his tongue flicked against my clit.

I gasped, my hips jerking, but his hands held me firmly in place. He licked me again, slower this time, dragging the flat of his tongue up through my folds before circling my clit with a deliberate, maddening rhythm.

“Dr Cole…” I moaned, already spiraling back toward the edge.

His tongue worked me with perfect precision. I could feel the heat pooling deep inside me, winding tighter and tighter. My fingers threaded into his dark hair, gripping as I ground against his mouth, chasing that delicious high. He let me, groaning as he devoured me, his tongue pressing, stroking, circling exactly where I needed.

I was close. So close. My thighs tensed around his head, my body trembling, my climax just seconds away…

And then he stopped.

I let out a strangled cry of frustration, my body screaming in protest.

Elliot wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, smirking up at me. “Patience, Lauren.”

I stared at him, breathless, desperate. “Please…” I whispered.

But he was already standing, his eyes dark with pure lust. His fingers moved to his belt, undoing it slowly, deliberately, his smile widening as he watched my eyes drop to his hands. Then he unbuttoned his pants with an infuriating slowness. My breath caught as he slid them down just enough to free his cock. Fuck it was big; thick, hard, already leaking at the tip.

I swallowed hard, my body aching with need. He stroked himself once, watching me. Then he grabbed my hips, pulling me flush against him.

“I think we’re going to need a deeper examination,” he said.

“Yes, please,” I whispered.

In one movement, he slid his cock deep inside me, stretching me open around his thick shaft and making me gasp as intense waves of pleasure rushed out from my core. He kept going, deep inside me, my walls clenching around him. My nails dug into his shoulders, my body clinging to him as he fucked me.

“Fuck, Lauren. You feel even better than I imagined,” he groaned as he thrust into me.

I whimpered, wrapping my legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper. His pace was controlled at first, measured thrusts that had me gasping, my breasts pressed against the smooth fabric of his shirt.

But then I moved against him, rolling my hips to meet each thrust. Elliot growled, gripping my ass tighter as he started to fuck me in earnest. His hips slammed against my thighs, his cock driving into me with deep, desperate strokes. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, along with my breathless moans. His mouth found my neck, biting and sucking, leaving marks I knew I’d feel tomorrow. I was falling apart beneath him, the pleasure overwhelming, his cock hitting just the right spot with every brutal thrust.

I was clinging to him, barely able to form words. “Elliot… fuck… I’m…”

His hand slipped between us, fingers finding my swollen clit. He rubbed tight, ruthless circles, pushing me right to the edge.

“Come for me,” he commanded.

I shattered around him, my whole body locking up as I came hard, my walls squeezing his cock. My orgasm tore through me, wave after wave of pleasure that had me crying out, nails raking down his back. I buried my face in his neck, trying to muffle my cries from the receptionist outside.

“Good girl,” he said.

When I came down from my high, he pulled out, leaving me gaping and dripping. “Stand up and turn around,” he ordered.

I stood on the floor and bent over the bed.

“Legs apart,” he said.

I obeyed, spreading myself for him, feeling the slick evidence of my arousal trickling down my inner thighs.

Elliot gripped my hips, his thumbs pressing into my skin as he lined himself up behind me. The blunt head of his cock teased my entrance, sliding through my soaking wet folds, pressing just enough to make me whimper.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he growled. “Let’s see if there are any problems from this angle.” With one hard thrust, he buried himself inside me again, stretching me open around his cock. I moaned loudly, my fingers gripping the edge of the bed as he set a relentless pace, slamming into me with deep, punishing strokes. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, filthy and raw. My breasts bounced with every thrust, sweat slicking my skin as he pounded into me from behind.

His hands roamed my body, gripping my hips, sliding up my chest, and groping my heavy breasts.

“Such a good little slut,” he murmured against my ear.

I clenched around him, my body tightening, pleasure coiling deep inside me again. He felt it, groaning as he fucked me harder, his grip bruising, his thrusts erratic.

“Fuck, Lauren…”

His hips snapped against mine one last time, his cock buried deep as he came with a long, low moan. I felt the heat of him spilling inside me, his body shuddering against mine as he gave in to his own release.

For a moment, neither of us moved, both of us breathless, tangled in the aftermath.

Then, finally, he pulled out, his cum dripping down my thighs. He gave me a firm slap on the ass. “That concludes our examination,” he said. “Please book a follow-up appointment with my receptionist for next week, and we can discuss the results.”

“I hope she didn’t hear us,” I giggled, looking around for my panties, which seemed to have vanished again.

“Oh, don’t worry about Sarah,” laughed the doctor, “She’s used to my private appointments. And to having her own consultations.”


Chapter Five




Iarrived at Dr Cole’s office the following week, my pulse already racing as I stepped into the sleek, dimly lit reception. The anticipation had been building for days, and now, standing there, I could feel the arousal between my thighs just thinking about what he had planned for me.

Sarah, the receptionist, gave me a knowing smile as she led me down the familiar corridor. My heart pounded as she opened the door to his office. Dr Cole was already waiting, leaning against his desk, looking devastatingly composed in his tailored suit. When our eyes met, a slow smile spread across his lips.

“Lauren,” he murmured, pushing off the desk and striding toward me. “Right on time.”

I swallowed hard as he came to stand in front of me, his piercing grey eyes checking over my body like he was already undressing me in his mind.

“I trust you’ve been behaving yourself this week?” he asked, sending a shiver down my spine.

I licked my lips. “Mostly.” In truth, I’d been uncontrollably horny all week and had met up with several other affair partners.

“Good. Because today, I plan to give you a much more thorough examination.” My breath caught. The way he said it, low, deliberate, full of promise, sent a rush of arousal straight to my pussy.

“Strip,” he ordered, stepping back and watching me with that unwavering, dominant gaze.

I obeyed, peeling off my clothes one by one, feeling the weight of his stare on every inch of exposed skin. My nipples hardened under his scrutiny, my body already responding to the sheer authority in his voice.

“Kneel down,” he said once I was completely naked.

I knelt on the floor, and he unbuckled his belt. I swallowed hard, my mouth watering as he lowered his zip. He pulled his cock out of his underwear, already hard. His fingers traced my jaw before he gripped my chin, tilting my face up.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now let’s see if everything is working with that pretty little mouth.”

He slid his cock deep into my mouth, almost making me gag. I stuck my tongue out, licking the underside of his dick and making him groan with appreciation. He held the back of my head, guiding me gently as I bobbed my head back and forth, trying to take him as deep as I could and feeling the weight of him in my mouth.

I hollowed my cheeks, creating a tight, wet suction as I took him deeper, my lips stretching around his thick length. He groaned again. Encouraged, I pressed my tongue flat against him as I slid down again, taking him as deep as I could until he hit the back of my throat.

“Fuck, Lauren…” he moaned.

His grip tightened in my hair as I continued to take him right into my throat with slow, deep strokes. I wanted to push him further, to make him lose that carefully composed control. So I sucked harder, letting my saliva coat him, making every glide smooth and effortless as I worked him deeper still.

Suddenly, he pulled away, gasping for air. His cock throbbed up and down, twitching. He was right on the edge. “Fuck,” he said again. “You almost made me come. But there’s something I want to do first. Get on the bed.” He gestured to the examination bed. “Face down.”

I climbed up onto the cool surface, stretching out, my arms resting above my head. The position left me feeling vulnerable, exposed, completely at his mercy. Dr Cole’s hands skimmed down my spine, slow and teasing. “Beautiful,” he murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of my lower back before gripping my hips. He spread my legs slightly, his touch firm, possessive.

I let out a soft gasp as he pressed a kiss between my shoulder blades, then lower, his lips trailing a slow, burning path down my back. His hands massaged my thighs, parting them further, his breath warm as he worked his way lower.

Then I felt it, his mouth, pressing soft, teasing kisses against the curve of my ass. My entire body tensed in anticipation, a whimper escaping my lips.

“Relax,” he murmured against my skin. I tried, but the moment I felt the first flick of his tongue against the most intimate part of me, a sharp gasp came from my throat. His grip tightened as he spread me wider. His tongue was hot, wet, circling, teasing, then pressing deeper. I moaned into the bed, my body trembling as he worked me open with slow, deliberate strokes to my tight asshole. The sensation was overwhelming, filthy, and intense. He was relentless, alternating between firm, demanding licks and soft, teasing flicks that had me panting, gripping the sheets. I could feel the heat building again, my body melting under his expert touch.

“Elliot…” I gasped, my legs shaking, desperate for more.

When his fingers entered my cunt, I came so hard I nearly passed out. I felt my ass and pussy contracting as each wave washed over me.

And then he pulled away. “Stand on the floor and bend over the bed,” he ordered. “I’m going to fuck you in the ass.”

My heart pounded as I pushed myself up on unsteady legs, my body still quivering. I turned, pressing my hands to the mattress as I bent forward, presenting myself to him.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stepping closer. His warm hands traced over my hips, squeezing, possessive. “Now, hold yourself open while I conduct the next part of the examination.”

A fresh wave of heat rolled through me. Slowly, I slid my hands behind me, gripping my cheeks and spreading myself wide. I felt the cool air against my most intimate places, my rear entrance still slick with his saliva, throbbing as he examined me.

Dr Cole groaned softly, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin he had just tasted. “Perfect,” he murmured, his touch teasing, testing. “So obedient.”

I let out a shaky breath as his hand slid lower, fingers running through my wetness before pressing against my swollen clit. My body shivered, a needy whimper slipping from my lips.

He laughed. “Still so sensitive.”

His other hand gripped my hip as he stepped closer. I felt the head of his heavy cock pressing against my pussy. He teased me, dragging the thick head through my slick folds, coating himself in my arousal.

“Are you ready for the final part of your examination, Lauren?” he asked. I could hear the amusement in his voice.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please.”

With one slow, powerful thrust, he pushed inside my ass, stretching me around his cock. A desperate moan tore from my throat as he filled me completely, the deep, overwhelming pressure making my legs tremble.

Dr Cole groaned, gripping my hips tightly. “Fuck. You’re so tight. Your husband should really be servicing this regularly. I must have a word with him.”

He withdrew almost completely before slamming back in, setting a punishing rhythm that had me gasping, my fingers gripping the bed. The sound of skin against skin filled the room. He was relentless, fucking me deep and hard, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

One hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back as his other hand slid around to rub tight circles against my clit. The pleasure was unbearable, coiling tight in my core, my whole body on fire.

“Come for me,” he growled.

I shattered, my orgasm tearing through me, my walls clenching around him as my vision blurred. My whole body trembled, my moans breaking into gasps as the pleasure crashed over me.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his thrusts turning frantic as he chased his own release. I knew he was already past the point of no return. With one final, deep thrust, his cock pulsed and he spilled inside me. I felt the warm wetness as he released load after load in my tight ass.

We stayed like that for a moment, panting heavily. Then, finally, he carefully pulled out, his cum pouring out of my ass and down my pussy.

Dr Cole smirked, running a lazy hand over my ass before stepping back. “That was a very thorough examination, and I’m pleased to tell you that everything is working perfectly. However, I think we need a regular appointment just to keep on top of things. Please organize that with my secretary.”

THE END
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