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Hope had suffered with the idea that
her body was not perfect her whole life. Of course, when she was
younger, it hadn’t been as prominent of an issue for her. She had
been popular, a cheerleader, Prom queen, a common sight on the arms
of the football captain. But that had been years ago and one child
since, and she felt, more than ever that her days as a head-turner
were done.

Her husband told her simply that she
was full of it, that she was the most beautiful girl he had ever
seen, that she was like she was the very first night they met as
freshman in college. Still, all her husband’s reassurances were not
enough and neither were those of her friends.

“Plastic surgery? For what Hope? You
have the perfect body, the perfect face, the perfect hair. Hell, do
you know how many times I have to pretend I’m you just to get my
husband to fuck me?” Her best friend Meagan had been flabbergasted
when she mentioned her plan during their last phone
conversation.

“Meg, I know you think I look great
because you’re my friend and you’re trying to be supportive, but I
really need to do this.”

Meagan sighed. “Okay, but I wasn’t
kidding about having to be you for my husband. He’s secretly in
love with you.”

She laughed and thanked God for good
friends.

But her doubts continued to plague her.
When she was in the shower, her hands ran over her curves and felt
too much there. When she looked in the mirror, she saw wrinkles
creeping in and lips that looked so thin they seemed invisible. So,
finally, without telling her husband, she set up an appointment
with a doctor she found on the internet.

On the day of the appointment, for some
reason, she set out to make herself look her best. Maybe she just
didn’t want to give the doctor more to pick on then she already was
going to offer. Whatever the case, she chose to wear a miniskirt
and a sheer blouse, both in shades of grey that brought out her
grey eyes. She wore a black bra and matching lace panties
underneath. She put her blond hair up in a ponytail, bringing her
cheerleading days back full force and making her feel even more
depressed.

She grabbed her things and headed out,
thinking that when all was said and done, she would be happier when
she got back home.

The doctor’s office was a posh little
thing, with thick carpets and comfortable, homey furniture in
shades of blue and grey. Sitting down with the forms to fill out in
her hands, Hope felt like she must look like part of the wallpaper
in her grey outfit. It made her hands shake as she wrote down her
information, filling in under concerns you want addressed today
that everything needs to be looked at.

It was another hour before her name was
called, although the office wasn’t that full. There were only two
other people sitting in the reception area, an older lady who spent
her time flipping through the available magazines and another woman
who had brought her young son, who was now running around with a
toy airplane in his hand and making loud swooping noises with every
dip and lift of his hand. So, when her name was finally called,
Hope was more than thankful to escape to the back.

They did the usual preliminary stuff,
getting her height and weight, taking her blood pressure, asking
background questions on her family’s medical history. She went
through it all while staring at the nurse who had shown her to the
back. The girl had to have at least triple DDD’s stuffed in the
front of her blouse and her lips looked like she could be Angelina
Jolie’s lost twin. When the nurse finally left her with the typical
instructions to change out of her clothes and put on the flimsy
paper robe, she breathed a sigh of relief.

She sat waiting, looking around the
exam room at the various pictures and models of human anatomy. She
had never been very good at handling such things, passing out once
in her college’s biology lab at the sight of a real human lung in
the hands of her teacher. Eventually, she made herself just stare
at her hands and focus on what she wanted to tell the
doctor.

Finally, a knock came on the door and
when she nervously called out, “Yes?” it opened and the doctor
stepped in. At least, she thought it was the doctor, she wore a
white coat, but she felt shocked at seeing a woman step into the
room. “Um, Dr. Letts?”

The woman in the coat smiled a perfect
smile. “That would be me. And you are Mrs. Posey?”

Hope smiled nervously, still unsure of
having a female doctor. “That’s right, a flower in name.” She said
the old joke with a silly little laugh at the end and then forced
herself to sit up and get some control of herself.

The doctor was very attractive, she
saw, and not in the way of the over worked nurse. As she reviewed
the same questions that the nurse had gone over with her, Hope
studied the beautiful flowing dark hair, pulled back into a
ponytail like hers, and her face with the features of a classic
Hollywood movie star, high cheekbones, small, pointed chin, and
large luminous blue eyes that seemed to take in everything at once.
“So, why don’t you tell me what brought you here today?”

The request brought Hope out of her
daze and she thought about her answer before she gave it. For some
reason, she didn’t want to appear shallow in front of this woman,
who seemed so perfect without the help of a single knife. “Um,
well, I’ve had, my whole life, um, certain issues with my
appearance.”

Dr. Letts’ smile didn’t waver and there
was no sign of her thinking that Hope’s feelings were unfounded or
ridiculous. “Okay, well, what specifically would you like me to
address today?”

Hope tried to pinpoint what exactly she
had come here for. “I’ve just felt, lately, that age is catching up
with me, you know, like my weight, my stomach especially because I
was pregnant and my breasts, too, are starting to sag and my face
is looking more worn and my lips are like disappearing from my face
and, it just seems that all together it makes me older.”

The doctor nodded and scooted her chair
forward, right next to Hope’s dangling bare legs on the table.
Casually, she put a hand on Hope’s knee and Hope was surprised by
how soft it felt. “Okay, well, let’s start with your concerns about
a sagging body. It’s quite natural for women after having a child,
to feel less attractive and feel their body isn’t what it used to
be and that‘s for the simple reason that their body has indeed
changed. How old is your child?”

 

Hope’s mind stuttered before she could
remember the answer. “Um, he’ll be two next month.”

“Uh huh.” The doctor now put her hands
on Hope’s waist and guided her to turn and then lay flat on the
table. “And how old were you when you became pregnant?”

Hope’s mind fought to calculate. “I was
twenty-four when I got pregnant and twenty-five by the time I
delivered.”

The doctor nodded as she lifted the
paper robe and began probing Hope’s stomach, feeling along the
muscles and making Hope tense up. The doctor looked up with her
blue eyes and smiled reassuringly. “Just relax, I’m just trying to
get a picture of your body’s underlying structure to see what I
might be able to do for you.” Her fingers started moving
again.

Her touch was soft but sure, and Hope
felt a strange thrill building in her. The doctor used her palms on
portions of her, pressing gently in round movements that seemed
more like a massage than an exam. When she moved the gown up higher
and exposed Hope’s breasts, Hope tensed again, the muscles in her
stomach bunching. The doctor stopped her hands and smiled at Hope.
“It’s just a standard breast exam, nothing to worry about.” Her
hands started moving again.

Hope closed her eyes and forced herself
to relax as the doctor’s hands began to press down on her breasts,
moving in tight little circles on her areolas. She found she was
beginning to enjoy the gentle careful touch and her breathing began
to slow and deepen. Then, the fingers began lightly touching her
nipples, stroking them until they were hard and at
attention.

A shudder ran through Hope’s body, and
she found she didn’t want to open her eyes for fear that the touch
of the doctor’s hands on her breasts would stop. The feeling that
coursed through her from her erect nipples straight to her clit was
electrifying. It had been a long time since she had been so
pleasurably aware of her body.

Suddenly, there were lips on hers and
she opened her eyes to find the doctor, her beautiful hair draped
about her face on one side, kissing her. It was such a shock that
she couldn’t really do anything but lay there and let the doctor
keep kissing her. She finally broke away from Hope and then she
stood and took off her white coat revealing her bare breasts
underneath. They were beautiful like the rest of her, natural
looking and firm and round. The doctor moved up next to her again
and took one of her hands and placed it on one of her breasts. “Do
you like how they feel? They’re all natural, all me.” She was
guiding Hope’s hand, having it squeeze it and stroke her nipple. “I
might make my living resculpting the human body, but I love the
feel of the natural body, don’t you?”

Hope did. The feelings that were
running through her body as she let her hand caress the doctor’s
breast were even more powerful than when the roles were reversed
and it was her breast being touched. Slowly, the doctor brought her
hand lower on her body to feel the smooth skin over her toned
stomach, and then she placed a hand on Hope’s stomach and moved
them in rhythm. “See, so beautiful.” And Hope felt the sensations
grow stronger as she touched and was touched at the same
time.

The doctor finally let her hand go but,
keeping her hand on Hope’s body, she trailed her fingers down until
her hand cupped her mound through her panties and gently squeezed.
Hope gasped at the faint touch and the warmth that seeped through
the fabric. She felt the doctor’s fingers catch her panties and
pull them aside and then she felt her fingers slip in further to
glide up and down just inside her pink folds.

The fingers slipped deeper and Hope’s
hands grasped the paper covering of the table, making it crinkle
loudly as her breath became ragged and her body arched up to meet
the doctor’s hand. She felt the fingers begin to explore and she
sighed as she felt her pussy release and clench around them. Then,
the doctor’s fingers found her special spot and tapping lightly and
then faster and harder, she brought Hope to a hard
orgasm.

Hope was writhing from side to side as
the fingers kept moving and then, they slowed again, but a new
sensation was bringing her orgasm around again. The doctor had put
her mouth on her clit and her tongue was stroking the little bud
over and over. Hope’s body was shaking, her stomach muscles tensing
and relaxing in a cycle, her breaths hitching in rhythm to her
body. Her orgasm gripped her again and she moaned loud and long as
the doctor kept her tongue moving in a gentle circle on her swollen
clit.

Then, in an instant, the doctor’s mouth
was gone and the doctor had moved to her side. Looking down at her,
her soft smile touching her eyes and making her even more
beautiful, she whispered to Hope as she took her hand again. “You
look lovely right now.”

She brought Hope’s hand up under her
professional skirt and Hope wasn’t that shocked when her hand
encountered the soft fuzz that covered the doctor’s pussy. Feeling
bold, she moved her fingers in between the lips and pushed them
deeper, making the doctor moan. Feeling elated to have made the
doctor react to her, Hope began to thrust faster. The doctor’s hand
came down on hers and moved her fingers even faster, guiding her
fingers deeper until with a loud yell, Hope felt the doctor’s pussy
clench around her fingers and she felt wetness gushing over her
fingers.

The doctor steadied herself on the edge
of the table for a moment before straightening her skirt and
drawing her coat from the chair and pulling it back on. She finally
pulled another paper robe from a cabinet and helped Hope put it on,
her hands briefly brushing against Hope’s breasts and causing soft
ripples of pleasure to course through her. Finally, when they were
both basically returned to their previous state of dress, she sat
down and took Hope’s hands in her own. “Mrs. Posey, I will do
whatever you pay me to do as long as I find it to be safe, but you
must know that you are a beautiful woman and you really don’t need
me at all.”

Hope felt tears in her eyes. Why was
she just now hearing what her friends and family had been telling
her for years? She smiled and nodded, unable to talk for the
moment.

The doctor stood and headed for the
door. “Well, I think we can consider this consult finished. I hope
it was useful.” She opened the door and closed it quietly behind
her.

Hope got dressed and every touch of her
hand over her body brought back some moment during her time with
the doctor. She found she relished her curves and enjoyed her
breasts and, when she looked in the small mirror in the room before
she left, she saw her face and smiled, seeing the beauty in the
full natural lips that parted over perfect white teeth.
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