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Is there anything hotter
than an inexperienced, fertile patient falling into the grasp
of handsome
alpha doctors who know exactly what they want and how to get
it? 



The women in these stories won't be able to hide anything -
not even how much they like it - as the hands-on exams get hot
and heavy very fast, and no one's going to be pulling out
…
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The Doctor Takes Advantage






When curious
but inexperienced Casey Atkins gets caught touching herself by her
father, she
might just die of embarrassment, but that's only the beginning.
Worried that his daughter has developed unhealthy sexual urges
while away at college, he makes her an appointment with Dr.
Clayton. It only takes the handsome young
doctor one
look to recognize what it is that Casey really needs ... and how to
get what he wants at the same time.











Double Session at the Fertility Clinic






Lilly Marone has been
married a year with nothing to show for it. When she goes to a
fertility clinic for answers, the handsome, young doctor is more
than happy to take a look. But when his hands-on
examination shows she is a healthy, fertile young
woman, he and
his colleague don't hesitate to show her what real men can put
in her body.











Filled by the Doctor






Sammy Everson's starting a new job, and
that means a new medical plan. Reluctantly the inexperienced young
woman makes an
appointment to see Dr. Crispin before her first day of work, hoping
it will be quick and easy. But when a hot dream the night before
leaves her feeling a bit frustrated and the young, handsome Dr.
Crispin turns out to be
far from what she expected, the exam starts to get very heated very
fast and there's only so long she can hide her intense responses from
the doctor as he begins to explore her. Before long the doctor is pushing right to
the center of his fertile young patient, and he's going to test her sexual health ... and
her fertility ... with some very direct and unprotected
methods.
























Preview

But his hands were still on me, so that was close
enough for the moment. They moved down my torso in exploratory
motions.

He pressed against my chest, slow but firm. His
hands cupped by breasts, his thumbs pushing and caressing. A slight
breath escaped my lips. My eyes were closed as I lay back, giving
him access in spite of myself.

I stiffened as I felt his hand move to my thigh, but
my eyes remained shut. He was touching me where no one had ever
touched me before. Was this allowed? Was this wrong? Was this
supposed to be happening?

It felt wrong and forbidden and yet I had been told
to be a good girl and be obedient. This must be right. This must be
what was supposed to happen, and I just didn't know how the world
worked. There was so much I didn't know, and so much that Dr.
Clayton could teach me.

His touches seemed to be less and less evaluatory
and more and more appreciative. This didn't feel like an exam any
more. It felt like ... I opened my eyes.
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The Doctor Takes Advantage






My skin felt hot against the sheets of my childhood
bed and I pushed them down as I lay there, looking up at the
ceiling.

The memory had come into my head and now I couldn't
stop thinking about it. I remembered the hot, sticky feeling of
forbidden want. Don't, I tried to tell myself. You're not
supposed to be having thoughts like that.

I had just finished my first semester of college and
now I was back at home for the holidays. Lying in my old bed,
hearing the occasional sound from downstairs as my parents ate
their breakfast together, this was the last place on earth I should
be dwelling on that dirty, wrong little corner of my mind, but
suddenly I couldn't get it any of it out of my head. Without
meaning to, I was back there, reliving it with desperate, guilty
relish.

It had been in early afternoon and I had been
showering after my lunchtime jog. The bathrooms in my dorm were
co-ed, like most on campus housing. I had hated the idea from the
moment I heard it, but the college was really liberal that way and
we were all supposed to act like it was normal. Every time I was in
the bathroom I got in and out as fast as possible, hoping I'd be
able to pass through before one of the guys who lived on the hall
happened to come in.

That was why I was paying such close attention when
I heard the door open. I heard the footsteps and heard the door to
the shower stall across from mine swing open. I turned off the flow
of my own shower. The air was thick with steam and my naked body
was radiating heat from the water. I jumped into my towel,
uncomfortable with the idea that only a thin piece of metal
separated my nakedness from someone else. Those little stall doors
have gaps in them, after all.

I rubbed myself to semi-dryness quickly and opened
the door of the little shower stall in a rush. Suddenly I was
staring into the stall across from mine. The person I had heard
come in was standing openly with nothing but a towel around his
waist. It was Ben Sanders, the football player. He was the jock who
lived on our hall, always blasting music and having people by to
drink on any night of the week. I had always been more than a
little intimidated by him.

I had never really appreciated the kind of body it
took to be starting linebacker for the school team when he was only
a freshman. But suddenly there he was in just a thin towel wrapped
around his waist. His chest and arms were thick and strong, and
they gleamed a bit in the humid air of the bathroom. His shoulders
were broad and heavy, like he could walk through a wall if he
wanted to.

Hearing the noise, he turned slightly to look at me.
The movement put him in profile, his firm, round ass visible under
the towel. I didn't even mean to look, but my eyes wandered down
him and fell on the thick bulge where the towel stretched across
his crotch.

Even now, a month later and a hundred miles away,
the memory sent a hot, terrifying shiver through my body. I lay
back, pressing my cheek against the cool cloth of my pillow and
kicking the sheet away to press my hand to the warm, slick skin of
my thigh. I slid my hand up and felt the wetness in my panties. My
fingers teased at the cloth and my eyes were closed.

I had gasped aloud and frozen in place, staring very
obviously. I couldn't move. My eyes had met his. Then he had looked
down, very slowly and comfortably taking in the sight of my barely
covered body. I couldn't do anything but stand there, staring at
him, as I watched him drink in the sight of me. Blood was pounding
in my ears and I couldn't get breath.

After lingering very obviously on the shape and
curves of my body, his eyes flicked back up to mine. They were sort
of challenging. Like he had just looked through the towel and drank
me in, and then his eyes met mine to say 'what do you think of
that? You like me looking, don't you?'

And then after the longest five seconds of my life,
I had scrabbled for my things and beat a retreat from the bathroom,
my face flaming. I had gone back to my room and locked the door and
it was forever until my heart stopped trying to jump out of my
chest. I wasn't sure I understood the way that had affected me.

Thinking back to the way his eyes followed over the
thin, wrapped towel and my wet, trembling limbs with appreciation
still made me shiver.

Now, lying in bed thinking about, I put my hand
between my thighs and squeezed my legs together with a slight moan.
Good God, why did that effect me so much?

Without thinking about it, my fingers were pushing
beneath the soft cotton of my panties. I let out a soft moan as
they touched my sensitive folds. I felt a little light-headed.
Everything felt so strangely intense. Again, as though they had a
mind of their own, my fingers were probing at my hole.

With a hot burst of excitement somewhere below my
stomach, I realized what I was doing. My fingers were soaking wet
as I pulled them out of myself and the liquid seeped onto my
thighs. I wriggled in uncontained pleasure against the bedspread
and pressed my free hand against my breast. God, this felt
incredible. How had I never known I could feel like this?

I pushed my fingers back inside myself and felt
around, stroking and caressing as I found more and more new,
incredible feelings. A gasping moan burst from my lips and pulled
the pillow across my face to try to stay something close to
quiet.

My hips bucked upwards off the mattress, pressing my
groin into my own hand as I stroked at myself. I could feel
something building. I could feel myself getting close to something.
I could hear myself moaning again. I bit the pillow, but the pillow
wasn't enough. I could hear my own desperate, forbidden sounds loud
and unrestrained in my ears. I couldn't breathe. And then I was
coming.

The feeling that burst through me was overwhelming.
It was hot and tight and felt like it would make all my muscles
burst. I couldn't control my body. I could only clench myself and
hope I wouldn't explode. Good GOD did that feel incredible! What
WAS this!?

At first it didn't occur to me that it wouldn't go
on forever, but it was over much too soon. The hot ecstasy cooled
into tingling warmth. I let the pillow fall away and gasped for
breath.

"God," I murmured softly up into the room, squirming
my spread legs slightly on the bed sheet. It felt damp beneath me,
but whether that was the sweat or my own juices I didn't know. I
could barely wrap my head around what had just happened. That was
what an orgasm felt like? Why did anybody ever talk about anything
else? Why did anybody ever do anything else?

I was so lost in giddy amazement that I didn't hear
the floorboards creaking in the hallway. I only vaguely heard the
door open.

"Casey, are you al-" I heard my father start to say.
And then he stopped.

My heart stopped, too. I jerked my head up to look
at the door. My father was standing in the doorway, his face frozen
in an expression of shock and outrage.

I cast a mortified look down at myself - his little
girl. My panties were pushed to my ankles, leaving me completely
naked from the waist down. My wet pussy was pointed right at him,
and my legs were spread wide. My shirt was pushed up to my throat,
and left hand was still pressed against my naked tit.

"Dad-" I yelped, scooting upright and trying to
cover myself.

"Don't you cover your sins, young lady!" he barked
at me.

I froze. In the hallway, my mother made a curious
sound and then joined my father in the doorway. My mortification
increased and my face, already a deep shade of scarlet, got a
little bit redder.

"Do you see what your daughter is doing in our
house?" My father asked my mother, anger still clear in his
voice.

I looked from one to the other, humiliated to be
sitting naked in front of them with the evidence of my misdeed
still wet on my thighs, but I was too afraid to move.

"Casey," my mother said weakly.

"Dad-" I started.

"Don't justify yourself," he said. "Not now. Not
after we spent eighteen years teaching you right from wrong, only
for you to bring this into our house. Is this what they teach you
in college now?"

"Dad-" I started again.

"We are going to talk about this," he said, his tone
dangerous but unreadable. "Right now, young lady, you are going to
bathe and get dressed and then you will come down to the
kitchen."

And he shut the door, leaving an awful silence. I
sank back against my pillow with hot humiliation coursing through
my still glowing body.

I screwed my eyes shut and tried not to think about
what had just happened, or about what was now waiting for me
downstairs. But my unruly brain had a different idea. I couldn't
stop running my mind over that incredible, overwhelming feeling. I
couldn't forget those few moments when the sexual energy completely
overtook me.

Everything that had happened after that was
strangely confused and intermingled. I fought against it, but in my
memory, that moment of hot climax and the moment that followed - of
my father staring in at my nude, quivering body - seemed linked.
With a terrifying, forbidden shiver of pleasure, I realized that I
had liked getting caught. What was wrong with me?

 


 


 


Twenty minutes later, I made my shame-faced way down
the stairs and into the kitchen. I had put on my most conservative
outfit, hopeful that a little modesty now might undo some of the
damage. The skirt reached almost to my knees and my blouse was
loose and buttoned almost to my throat.

My parents were waiting for me at the table. Their
expressions were serious. Timidly, I took my usual seat by the
wall.

"Well, miss," my father began, "is there anything
you'd like to say for yourself?"

I blinked, taken aback. I had assumed I would be the
one listening and they would be talking. What did they want to
hear? "I -" I began, "I'm sorry about what I did. It was wrong. It
just sort of came over me to do it. It's not something I've ever
done before."

I could tell they didn't believe me, but I went on
anyways. "I don't know why it happened, but it was all so fast. I
know I shouldn't have. I won't again. I'm saving myself. I know I'm
supposed to be saving myself and - I mean, I am."

I trailed off into silence, looking at the
floor.

"I really don't know what I can believe," my father
said. "We send you to college a nice, proper girl, and then you
come home for your first break and we catch you doing ... that? For
all we know, it's just the tip of the iceberg. I mean, the noises
you were making, and at 8 in the morning. It's not normal, and it's
not healthy. We're sending you in to Dr. Clayton."

"What!?" I yelped. They were sending me to a doctor
because of a little fingering!? "What for?"

"I just said what for," my father said, his tone
sounding like it was the last time I was going to make him repeat
himself. "Either you own up to your mistakes and try to get better,
young lady, or we're going to have to take more drastic
measures."

I shivered, not needing to hear what those drastic
measures were to know this was the better option. "But it was
really just a mistake," I whined. "It was just once. It isn't going
to happen again. I've learned my lesson. Can't you tell?"

But they would have none of it. The appointment was
scheduled for the next day. Idly I wondered how they had managed to
get an appointment so fast, but that was really the least of my
worries.

 


 


 


"Casey Atkins?"

The nurse that had called out my name was petite and
blonde with a friendly but kind of distant smile. She led me down
the corridor away from where I usually went to see my doctor, Dr.
Leigh.

My parents wouldn't tell me anything about Dr.
Clayton, but only that he was being very nice to see me on such
short notice and that I had better be well-behaved for him or they
would hear about it. 'If we don't hear back that you were the most
polite and cooperative girl he's seen in years, we will have a
problem,' my father had said.

So I was walking on pins and needles as I followed
the nurse down the hall. My heart was in my throat. Even in the
best of circumstances I didn't really like doctor's visits, and
this was hardly the best of circumstances.

The nurse deposited me in a little exam room at the
end of the hall and pointed towards a medical gown to change into.
"Underwear, too. The doctor shouldn't be long," she said, smiling
that distant smile of hers and slipping out the door.

I surveyed the little room and slowly turned to the
exam table and the medical gown folded on top of it. I could feel
my heart fluttering a little as it always did when I found myself
in a doctor's office. I think it was something about the type of
light bulbs. Everything was so brightly illuminated, like it was
under a microscope and there was nowhere to hide.

With reluctance, I picked up the medical gown and
looked at it. So this was some kind of exam? All because I was
caught touching myself? And I was supposed to change into this
skimpy thing, right here in the exam room? There wasn't even a lock
on the door. I looked down at myself and realized with a start what
the nurse had meant when she said "underwear, too." I was supposed
to be completely naked under this thing?

I twisted the little garment in my hands in helpless
frustration, trying to think of some way out of this. But the
doctor would be there any minute, and if I hadn't changed he would
probably get a bit impatient with me. It was very, very important
that this doctor get a good impression of me.

With a sigh, I started to undress. Half a minute
later and my second most conservative outfit was draped across the
little chair across from the desk. A whole lot of good it did me
now. I shivered a little as the air played across my skin.

I pulled the gown on and tied it tight before I was
ready to take off my underwear. I didn't want to take any chances
of someone wandering in here and catching me with anything showing.
The fabric of the gown was very thin and papery, almost like it
wasn't there at all. Even with my panties and bra still snugly in
place I already felt inappropriate and undressed.

With a nervous little shiver I unsnapped my bra and
worked the straps down over my arms. My nipples brushed against the
flimsy, strange-feeling fabric of the gown. Between the unfamiliar
sensation and the cool air of the office, I watched them start to
stand up very noticeably through the cloth covering my front. I
groaned in exasperation and rubbed at them, trying to avoid the
humiliating spectacle.

With a click and a rush of colder air from the
hallway, the door swung open. I jumped, my hands pressed against my
breasts unconsciously, and looked up.

"Are you - are -" I tried to say, but the question
wasn't coming out.

He was handsome - much too handsome. His strong jaw
was covered in salt and pepper stubble and his hair was a sort of
deep auburn and cut very short. He held a lab coat folded over one
arm, but wore only a short-sleeved set of scrubs that stopped
halfway down thick biceps and left his toned, lightly tanned
fore-arms bare.

He smiled as he stepped into the room with the easy
authority of a man who entered many rooms a day and was in charge
of all of them as soon as he got there.

"Casey," he said by way of greeting.

"Dr. Clayton?" I asked almost inaudibly. I realized
my hands were still pressed firmly over my nipples. I let them drop
self-consciously, trying to guess without looking down how
prominent the two points were by now.

"That's right," he said. "How is everything? Are you
ready for our little exam?"

"Yes, doctor. Or, well, the nurse told me to take
off my panties," I remembered.

"That's right," he said. "It'll be hard for me to do
much of a pelvic exam with your pelvis covered," he joked. "If you
want to try, though, maybe you could ask down the hall in the x-ray
lab."

"Oh," I stammered. "This is a … pelvic exam?"

He gave me a quizzical look. "Isn't that what you
made an appointment for?"

"Well, I didn't make the appointment. I don't really
know what that is."

He frowned down at his chart. "Are you having any
problems that led to this appointment? Any pain or discomfort?"

I studied the floor, trying to avoid answering the
question as long as I could. "I tried masturbating," I answered,
barely above a whisper. My eyes were locked on the clean tile at my
feet.

"Ah, I see," he said. "And there was pain ..."

"My father caught me," I explained, my face now
crimson.

The doctor was quiet another moment. I looked up
fearfully, but he didn't seem disgusted. "And your father was angry
and made this appointment," he surmised.

"That's right, doctor," I confirmed, letting my eyes
fall back to the floor, resigned to my humiliation now that the
truth was all out in the open. This handsome doctor knew the whole
dirty story.

"Well, I think it's all for the best," he
murmured.

I looked up at him in astonishment.

"It's important for you to be getting regular
check-ups, now that you're a young woman beginning to explore her
body and her sexuality. You might even be a bit overdue for this
appointment." His tone didn't seem accusatory.

"I - alright," I stammered.

"But we'll need you undressed," he reminded me.

"Oh," I nodded, my shyness getting overcome for the
moment by my eagerness to please this doctor who seemed so
understanding. I slipped my hands up under the hem of the gown as
modestly as I could and pushed my cotton panties down my legs. I
stepped out of them and placed them on the pile of my clothes on
the small chair. Air circulated up beneath the gown and over the
hot, slick skin of my groin. It was hard not to feel naked.

The doctor gestured at the table behind me. "Up
there, miss."

I scooted back onto the cold rubber, keeping my legs
together. He took a stethoscope from around his neck, warmed it
with his breath, and placed it against my back.

"Breathe in and out," he instructed. One strong hand
held the small metal disk against my skin, and the other took me by
the upper arm, holding me effortlessly in place. It was even a bit
of a comforting feeling, and I tried to relax as I breathed in and
out. The doctor seemed very nice, and there was something easy and
calming about the way he touched me and supported me as he listened
to me breathe.

I drew in through my nose and savored the hint of
his scent in his clothes. It was deep and masculine. Somehow it
made everything else seem less significant. It made me remember
that beneath all these pretenses and professions, we were just two
people here next to each other. I was just me, young and shy, but
maybe not so bad-looking. And he was just him, a strong, competent
man. He was a few years older, but right now it didn't seem to
matter. He was standing beside me, his hands on me, his attention
on me. Right now, in this moment, I was the only one in his world
and he was the only one in mine.

So when the little metal disc went away and I felt
those strong hands guiding my shoulders back onto the exam table,
it felt like the most natural thing in the world. 'Come lie down
next to me,' I wanted to say. 'I'll put my arms around you and you
can put your arms around me and it will feel so good.'

But his hands were still on me, so that was close
enough for the moment. They moved down my torso in exploratory
motions.

He pressed against my chest, slow but firm. His
hands cupped by breasts, his thumbs pushing and caressing. A slight
breath escaped my lips. My eyes were closed as I lay back, giving
him access in spite of myself.

I stiffened as I felt his hand move to my thigh, but
my eyes remained shut. He was touching me where no one had ever
touched me before. Was this allowed? Was this wrong? Was this
supposed to be happening?

It felt wrong and forbidden and yet I had been told
to be a good girl and be obedient. This must be right. This must be
what was supposed to happen, and I just didn't know how the world
worked. There was so much I didn't know, and so much that Dr.
Clayton could teach me.

His touches seemed to be less and less evaluatory
and more and more appreciative. This didn't feel like an exam any
more. It felt like ... I opened my eyes.

"Doctor," I protested weakly. His hand was poised
between my legs, stroking softly over the wet, soft lips of my
pussy.

"Yes? You want me to stop?"

"I think - maybe -" But I couldn't finish the
thought.

"A young woman like you has to learn how her body
can be used - learn how it can feel and make others feel. If she
doesn't, she'll get into trouble, don't you know that?"

I lifted my head up and looked down into his face.
Desire was now playing across his features and he was making no
attempt to hide it.

"You're going to pretend you don't want this?" he
asked, seeing my hesitation. "You, the little slut who goes around
getting caught fingering herself?"

"I-"

His fingers dug into me and I released an
involuntary moan. God it felt good when he touched me like that.
Why did everything have to be so complicated?

"Tell me you want this," he growled. He was bending
down, his mouth inches from my face. I could feel the hot breath on
my cheek.

"I -" I started, not knowing if I would obey or
protest. This wasn't what was supposed to be happening. I was
supposed to be a good girl and not want this. It was so wrong, so
terribly, terribly wrong to want this. I couldn't. But then his
fingers pushed in deeper still, stroking at places I never knew I
had. "Yes! God yes I want this!" I moaned shrilly.

"You're desperate for it. You couldn't keep your
hands off yourself you were so desperate for it!"

"Yes!"

"Tell me you liked getting caught, you little
slut."

"I did, I did," I wailed.

"You want an older man to guide you and show you how
your body is supposed to feel."

"Yes," I almost shouted. "Yes. Show me!"

And with the final urging, both from his touch and
my own mouth, the orgasm exploded in me, wrenching my body into a
taught rope that writhed against the exam table under his heavy
weight. The feeling was all-consuming. Every part of my body was
experiencing it. It was like energy was pouring through me and had
to be let out through every inch of skin and through my mouth, via
any sound that would come out. God, I could really feel like this?
Why had I fought it? Why had I fought it?

The glow of the orgasm slowly faded. I looked up as
I felt him moving up onto the table to mount me, his cock already
out: thick and hard and erect.

I could see the eagerness in him. There was
something predatory in the way he was taking advantage of my
orgasmic afterglow, and without really understanding why I found
myself incredibly turned on by that. Use me, I silently encouraged
him, even as I lay still, afraid to move for fear of being too
eager or of stopping what was about to happen.

His hands pushed up the paper-like fabric of my gown
until the thin garment was bunched at my throat. He ran his hands
over my soft, nude body: up the curve of my side, around the soft
fullness of my breasts. My breath was shallow in my chest as I felt
the heat from where his swollen cock lay against my thigh, only
inches from being inside of me.

His hand reached my head, and his fingers encircled
around to twine into my hair and hold my face towards him. He
kissed me, his strong lips and tongue surprisingly soft as they met
my own. I could feel the shape of his body down my entire length.
The thick, dense muscles of his torso pushed into my soft stomach
and breasts as his weight pressed down on me.

I felt his hand against my groin and then with a
slow push, he took me. The initial feeling of penetration was more
intense than I was ready for. I felt myself stretching, wet and
desperate but still barely able to accommodate him.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned in approval.

His first thrusts were slow but deep. They pushed
so, so much deeper than his fingers or mine had gone. He filled my
body. I had absolutely no room left for thought or emotion beyond
wanting him and wanting more. "Yes," I breathed softly. "Yes!"

He was going faster now. Faster and faster. His
hands took me by the hips and held me as he began to lose control,
driving himself into me. I could feel him swelling a little larger
inside me. He was going to come soon.

"Are you going to come in me?" I asked, struggling
to process what was happening.

But in another instant, the question was answered.
He thrust himself as far into me as he could and held there, his
body taught and his breathing harsh and fast. I felt the throbbing
pulse of his cock inside me. I felt something warm.

The feeling that he had just come inside me was more
than I could take. My body pulled in on itself, wrapped up in
another orgasm. This time it was unfolding from deep, deep inside
me. It held me in place, helpless in ecstasy. His weight on top of
me and his cock inside me seemed to feed the sensation and stretch
it out for moment after incredible moment. I was some bodiless
vessel and his liquid was a new kind of ecstasy, filling me up.
Grateful emotions wreathed through my blissful mind.

At last, my breath began to come back to me and my
head started to clear.

"Doctor," I said weakly, realization of what had
just happened coming back to me, "I don't think you should have
-"

I felt his hand on my side as he lifted himself
slightly away from me. "I said I was going to show you how your
body could be used," he breathed. "Once I had my hands on you, I
knew I had to come in you. A beautiful untouched body like yours
has to be taken and used for its real purpose."

I pressed my face into the contour of his shoulder.
His arms were around me, strong and protective. I felt different –
marked, changed. He had made me his. I had walked in here and he
had taken me. Should I be unhappy about it? But I couldn't. Even if
I felt like I should be, I couldn't be. It just felt so good to be
beneath him and feel him around me and think of him inside of me.
If I had his child, then it would always be like this. I would
really be his and he would want to take care of me. Nothing was
deeper. How had I walked in here afraid of it?

He turned and his hot breath was on my cheek and in
my hair. His lips kissed me. "Now you have to go," he murmured. "I
think we're going to have to move these appointments outside of
office hours, so we aren't so rushed next time."














Double Session at the Fertility Clinic






I was more than a little nervous as I sat in the
waiting room of the small fertility clinic. After twelve
frustrating, worrying months, I might be sitting in the place that
could finally give me answers. Were Jake and I doing something
wrong? Was ... was there maybe something wrong with me?

I tried to keep thoughts like that out of my head,
of course, but how could I just completely not think about it? What
if I couldn't have children? Right now I was sitting in the small
medical facility, maybe only a few minutes away from getting the
answers to so many questions I hadn't been able to keep out of my
head. I knew it wasn't always easy and it usually took time, but
...

We were both so young and healthy. He was
twenty-five and I was twenty-three. We were only married a year,
and I could remember all those wonderful, hopeful plans about how
we'd raise our family like some surreal dream. Now here I was.

"Lilly Marone?"

I looked up in surprise at the sound of a male
voice. I had thought the two nurses here were women. The voice had
come from the doorway to the hall beyond the reception desk, and I
looked up to see a tall, strong-shouldered man in a white medical
coat looking up from a clip-board. My eye caught on the hand
holding the pen, for some reason. It looked so strong and easily
competent, and his wrist rose into a thick fore-arm in a way that
made me a little light in the head. Who was this man?

"You're Lilly, aren't you?" he repeated.

"Oh," I jumped. "Yes, sorry. That's me."

I grabbed my bag and hurried over to follow him down
the hallway, trying not to get mad at myself for the way my eyes
were lingering on him as he walked in front of me down the hall.
There's nothing unfaithful about admiring someone a little, I told
myself. We're all human, after all.

The corridor passed a series of doors, each neatly
numbered on the frame and the door itself.

He pushed into the door second from the end and I
followed him into a small white room with an exam table against one
wall and a desk opposite. He set the clipboard down as I nervously
hovered on the threshold.

"Come in and sit down," he said without looking
around at me as he arranged some papers on the desk.

I took two tentative steps and perched lightly
against the side of the exam table, my legs crossed. The rubber
cushion was stiff and unyielding to the touch. I pushed at it with
a finger, trying not to look uncomfortable.

I turned my eyes up to see him looking at me. His
look was evaluatory, as though he were capable of taking in all of
me and everything about who and what I was in the space of a few,
considered moments. I felt a slight blush come into my cheeks.

"I'm sorry about the delay," he said. "You know how
appointments can run long. I'm Dr. Nash."

"It's very nice to meet you, doctor," I replied. My
stomach felt light.

"I understand you're here for a consultation, yes?
Is this the first time you've come to a fertility clinic?"

"Ah, yes," I nodded, my blush increasing. There
wasn't any secret I was trying to have a baby. Why did hearing him
say the word fertility send a little forbidden shudder through my
body?

"And how long have you and your husband been
trying?"

"About a year."

He made a note on one of the papers, taking his eyes
off me for only a moment, not even long enough for me to take a
breath. For some reason I found it very hard to breathe when he was
looking at me.

This was all taking me a little off-guard. I hadn't
expected such intense emotions. But now I couldn't help but feel
that something very intimate and private, maybe the most intimate
and private, was being brought out from deep inside of me to become
center-stage for this handsome stranger to look through and
evaluate.

"I just - I'm worried something's wrong with me,
doctor," I blurted. "What if something's wrong with me?"

His face softened. "It's alright, Lilly. There's
really no reason to be thinking like that. A young woman your age,
as healthy as you seem to be, has just about everything going for
her. Just by looking at you I get a sense that we're going to find
nothing but good news today, but I need you to be positive and
cooperative or I won't be able to do my job. Can you do that for
me?"

I swallowed. "Yes, sorry, doctor. I just never
expected to have to worry about all of this. I just ..." I fell
into apologetic silence, staring down at my feet.

I started when I felt a hand on my arm. Dr. Nash was
beside me. "Lilly, I do this for a living. There are a thousand
reasons why a woman might not be pregnant after a year, and very,
very few of them are something to get truly worried about. Let's
just talk for a bit, okay? It's all going to be alright."

I nodded again, already feeling better. There was
something so calming about him. When he said it was going to be
alright, I couldn't help but believe him.

He asked me a few questions about my medical
history, and a few questions about other things that I couldn't
help but blush to reveal. He was sharp and attentive. He seemed to
fill the room, and I began to feel at home in his space, willing to
be a part of the world he controlled and evaluated. The answers
came easier. It was becoming so easy to talk to him. Seeing him nod
approvingly or smile was almost enough in and of itself to have
come here and gone through all the hassle and worry of the past few
months. Surely everything was going to be alright.

"Well, that's about everything we need to talk about
for the initial evaluation," he said at last. "Why don't you hop up
on that table so I can get a look at you."

It took me a second to realize he meant he was going
to examine me. I guess the exam table should have tipped me off,
but I had assumed we were just using the room out of
convenience.

Trying to hide my confusion, I scooted back onto the
exam table, keeping my legs closed carefully in my thigh-length
skirt. I watched him with fast-beating heart as he came over to
me.

His approach brought the wealth of sensations of his
presence and washed them over me. I could smell his rich masculine
scent, faint at first and then stronger as he leaned over to place
his fingers on my throat.

I jerked in surprise at the unexpected and
unexpectedly erotic feeling of his hand on my throat. Was he
grabbing me? Was he going to choke me? Had I been lured in here for
him to -

"Just taking your pulse," he murmured, noting my
reaction.

A strange mixture of relief and disappointment
washed over me. That had been a very strange moment, and it left me
more confused than ever. Why had I reacted that way? Why had that
terrible moment when I thought I was in danger been so thrilling
and ... hot?

"Try taking a few deep breaths for me," he said,
placing his other hand against my chest just below my sternum. I
could feel his thumb brushing against the underside of my
breasts.

I obeyed, pulling air in as deep as it would go, all
of it tinged with the scent of the man whose hands controlled my
body.

His fingers were gentle but firm as my chest pushed
out into him and then fell back.

"So far so good," he said with a reassuring smile.
"I hate to see a patient so tense."

"Sorry, doctor," I breathed. "I just ..."

But I got a lot more tense a moment later as I felt
his hands move to the front of my blouse and begin undoing the
clasps.

Again I had a moment of thrill and panic before I
realized that this was part of the exam. Why did I keep forgetting
that?

The garment opened and he pulled it from my
shoulders to lay it on the table beside me.

"Sorry the room is a bit chilly," he apologized. "I
try to tell the building manager that people get cold, but he
doesn't seem to understand."

"It's alright," I said quietly. His hands had
circled around me to take off my bra, and I found my face suddenly
very close to him as he leaned forward. I tried to stay neutral as
I watched the slight bulges of muscle on his chest and shoulders
beneath the loose coat and scrubs.

I held my arms out obediently as he pulled the bra
from me and laid it on my blouse. I shivered slightly, looking up
at him. His eyes took in my bared chest and I found myself arching
my back, pushing my nakedness towards him in some subconscious way.
My blush was deep red, but feeling him look at me was good.

In spite of myself, I was looking for some show of
approval or appreciation. I wasn't disappointed - or at least, I
thought I saw a glint of something. Maybe I was just so eager to
see it.

His hands cupped my breasts, evaluatory and with
just the slightest hint of roughness that it brought back the same
strange excitement of his fingers on my throat. It was like I could
imagine everything about being manhandled by him, just the way his
fingers pushed into my breasts.

My husband, for all his wonderful qualities, had
never really done that for me. He had never made me feel like the
powerless object of his desire. It never felt like he was having
his way with me. All of a sudden, in this doctor's office, the
small indescribable disappointments of our respectable but
sometimes heatless relationship fell into clarity and flooded
through me when I least wanted them to. Stop it, I told myself.

But how could I? I was wet, very wet now. I tried to
ignore it and look away, but the sensation of the doctor's hands on
me dominated my head.

"No lumps," he noted with satisfaction after an
eternity in which I had only breathed and felt, impotent to fight
even the desires in my own head.

His hands dropped to my waist and he leaned forward
again to continue the act of unclothing me. I scooted forward and
lifted my hips, my heart beating out of my naked chest. The touch
of his fingers ran down the outsides of my thighs as he slid my
skirt down and off my legs, that suddenly felt very, very weak.

"Don't be nervous, Lilly," he said, pushing a strand
of hair off my face. "I'm sure it's all going to be good news. We
just have to make sure."

"I'm ..." I began, but lost my train of thought as
his hand moved back down and paused against the waistband of my
panties. My breath felt very high in my chest.

Unhurriedly, just as he had done with my skirt, he
slid them down my thighs and let them fall to my ankles. I felt a
renewed flood of wetness as he looked over my now fully nude body,
and I realized with a hot flood of what was either guilt or
pleasure that my arousal would no longer be hidden from him.

Taking my thighs in his hands, he guided me back to
lie lengthwise on the exam table. His fingers released their grip
to move over and up the insides of my legs.

I bit back a moan as I felt that first brushing
contact. His fingertips were rough and strong against my sensitive
folds. I let my eyes fall closed as the intensity of the moment
poured through me. God, this felt good. It felt good in a way it
should not have. It felt good in the way nothing was supposed to
feel good. Why was this happening?

But I could not bite back the next moan. In a
smooth, unapologetic motion his probing finger pushed inside me.
First one, then two. He massaged and explored, drawing back and
then probing deeper. God, I wanted this man inside me. Deeper and
more of him. I wanted more than just his fingers. His touch was far
from enough now. With a frightening lurch I realized I was close to
orgasm. Of all the inappropriate things, I screamed silently at
myself and my disobedient body. You're not supposed to be enjoying
this. The sensation was rising, but I had to fight for control. I
couldn't give in. I couldn't.

I felt a firm grip pushing on my knee and I opened
my eyes to realize I had clamped my thighs together around his
probing hand. He smiled, maybe a bit knowingly, as he pushed them
back open and held them.

"Sorry," I breathed. "I just ..."

"It's a perfectly natural reaction," he said. "A
very healthy reaction, in fact. You are a very healthy young woman.
Don't apologize."

He withdrew his hand, leaving a hot, wet residue on
my thigh as he pulled it away.

He turned and retrieved something from the desk
drawers. In the moment he was away I pulled in a gasping breath,
and the awareness of where I was and what was happening came back
to me in the cold, clinical light of the exam room. Get a handle on
yourself, I berated myself quietly.

I looked to see Dr. Nash returning. My legs were
open to him. Something was in his hand. It was a thermometer.

"I hope this isn't too cold," he said, putting his
hand down to my groin and then bringing down the long
thermometer.

He pushed it carefully inside me, going in and in
until I could feel its narrow end poking deep within me. He held it
for a moment, watching it, and then went back to the desk, leaving
the tube inside.

He returned with a second thermometer. I watched him
in confusion. Why the second?

Putting his hands under my knees, he shifted me so
that my legs were fully bent and my ankles pressed against my
thighs. I jerked slightly as I felt his finger moving down, below
my pussy, and between my cheeks.

"Try to hold still," he said.

"Sorry, doctor," I replied in a light, quiet
voice.

Much more slowly this time, he began to push the
second thermometer into my ass. I fought against every instinct
trying to get me to tense up. I just needed to let it happen, but
it felt so wrong and invasive, not to mention a little embarrassing
to be propped up into this position.

Once the thermometer was pushed in far deeper than I
had thought it could go, the doctor stood back and examined the two
measurements.

He wrote something down on a piece of paper, and
then went over to the desk. I heard the click of a phone and then
he was speaking to someone on the other line.

"Can you ask Dr. Largent to step in here for a
moment?" he asked. "Good, thank you."

It must have been only half a minute before
footsteps sounded in the hall and the door opened. I looked around,
still propped in the humiliating posture. The newcomer also looked
like a doctor. He was a man with jet black hair and a short beard
covering a strong jaw. His eyes were bright grey and he took me in
with a glance.

I squirmed slightly in passive, submissive
embarrassment. The thermometers felt very strange inside me when I
moved, though not as strange as the experience of meeting someone
like this.

"Here are here read-outs," Dr. Nash said, handing
Dr. Largent the clipboard.

Dr. Largent looked over the papers and then turned
to me. He walked over with a keen interest and bent to study the
part of me most prominently displayed to him. A hot flush, half
mortification and half submissive gratification, ran through me.
Why was something so degrading so exciting and hot?

"That sort of disparity is usually just an indicator
of arousal," Dr. Largent said, peering at my readings.

 

"Certainly," Dr. Nash agreed. "I assumed as
much."

Dr. Largent removed the thermometer from my pussy
and laid his hand on my groin. I fought the urge to grind my hips
up into his touch, incredibly aware of how on display I was.

He ran a thumb over my slick folds and I shivered in
acute need. He did it again and I balled my hands into fists,
fighting not to give in to the growing need inside me. He was
playing with me, I realized - toying with me. He was verifying what
he had said to Dr. Nash was true, that I was turned on.

He put a finger inside me and stroked me, probing up
into my most sensitive crevice. He slid almost comically easily
into my wet hole. I let out an explosive breath, screwing my eyes
shut against the intensity of the feeling, but I couldn't fight it.
A long, desperate moan escaped my lips, and then another.

"Open and shut case," Dr. Largent observed to Dr.
Nash over the sound of my moaning.

"I thought so myself," I heard Dr. Nash reply.

And then, either cruelly or mercifully - I still
didn't know which - the touch was gone again. I felt the
thermometer pulled from my anus and looked up.

"You can sit up, Lilly," Dr. Nash told me.

I turned and sat forward unsteadily. I could feel
the dampness of my juices under my thighs as I sat on the clean
rubber cushion.

Dr. Largent yielded his position to Dr. Nash and
went over to the desk. He pulled some papers out of the folder on
the clipboard and handed them to Dr. Nash.

"Well, Lilly," Dr. Nash began, "everything I've seen
is exactly as I suspected."

I looked at him nervously. "And?"

"And you're perfectly healthy. Exceptionally
healthy, even. In the prime of your good health. My physical
inspection confirms the results we have of your bloodwork." He
waved the papers Dr. Largent had handed him. "Your hormone levels
are all at full, healthy levels. In short, you are a very fertile
young woman."

I should my head, trying to process the good news I
had been so afraid would not come. "But then ..."

"Well, the next step I think would be to have your
husband come in for similar testing. We would evaluate his sperm
count and other factors of his ... virility."

I nodded.

"But can I be candid with you, Lilly?"

"Of course, doctor."

"That will be a lot of expense and hassle. And just
like I was certain you were absolutely healthy when I first saw
you, I can already tell you what the results of your husband's
tests will be."

"You can?"

"He's the problem. He's not getting you pregnant,
and he sent you here because he was too afraid to acknowledge that
he was the problem." He put an encouraging hand on my thigh. "I'm
sorry you went through all of this. If you had any idea ... how
much it bothers me to see a young woman like you, beautiful and at
the peak of her ripe fertility, going to waste like this."

I looked down at his hand. The casual touch seemed
to reaffirm all the things I shouldn't have been thinking about -
my nakedness, his closeness, his ability to make me feel safe and
wanted and important. When I was here, with him, I wasn't the one
who had to make all the decisions, but still I knew he would make
them to help me. "What should I do, doctor?"

Again he put out a finger and brushed a strand of
hair from my face. "Well, like I said, we can bring him in and we
can run the tests. We can bring the problem out in the open so
everybody can acknowledge it. I don't know what would happen
then."

I nodded, swallowing. Still I was looking up at Dr.
Nash, hopeful. He had another option.

The hand that had pushed away the hair stroked down
to my jaw and gripped my head firm and strong so I could not look
away. "Or," he said, "you can take what you need right here, right
now."

A lightness ran through me, a weightless moment of
surreal disbelief. I was trembling as he held my head turned to him
and stroked my thigh. I should have been shocked. I should have
objected. I should have said I would report them, but I was so
obviously turned on at the prospect that there was no point. The
question had already been answered by my quivering, eager body. I
had needed this from the moment I felt his hands on me what felt
like a lifetime ago.

"You concur, don't you doctor?" Dr. Nash asked,
never taking his hungry eyes from me.

"Stop playing with her, Clark. She wants it."

Breathlessly, mutely, I gave a faint little nod. It
was probably barely visible, but it was just a bit of pressure
against the firm hand that held my neck and head in their place,
looking up at him.

A look of dominant satisfaction came into his eyes,
a look of pleased ownership. His fingers twined in my hair and he
leaned forward to push his mouth against mine, increasingly rough
and possessive. With his mouth to mine and a grip in my hair, he
pushed me down to lie on my back.

His hand ran down my throat and again I got that
sudden, frightened thrill of danger. Now, though, it was all very
real. Now all the forbidden dangers and pleasures of that passing
touch were very much in the room, and not just my own head. God I
was wet.

The hand went on past my throat and pressed into my
breast. The rough desire was all there now, and not just hinted at.
I released control of my body, letting him take me over and do with
me what he wanted - what I could tell from his eyes that he
wanted.

Leaving one hand pressing me to the rubber of the
exam table, his other reached down to unzip his pants. He pushed
them down and I felt the hard, hot shape of his cock against my
leg.

He lowered the hand that held me down onto my hip. I
could feel the shaft of his cock pressed against my pussy and
sliding over my groin. I hooked my heels around the small of his
back and pulled impotently at him. God I needed him inside of
me.

He drew back and then pushed himself inside. I let
out a sound, grateful and gasping and loud. I was so, so wet. He
slid in easily, even though his size stretched me and filled me in
a way I had never experienced before. "Oh God," I breathed.

Taking my hips in his hands, he drew back and pushed
into me again, even deeper this time. The rough sensation was
indescribable. I closed my eyes and balled my fists, jostled back
and forth on the table as he thrust into my body. I could feel the
barely restrained aggression in his movements as he maintained a
slow, driving pace that gradually increased as he gave in to his
own urges.

Then I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked around.
Dr. Largent was on the other side of me, across the table. He
gestured to Dr. Nash, and together they picked me up bodily by the
thighs and shoulders and flipped me onto my front. I had a moment
of emptiness as Dr. Nash slipped out of me, but in a moment his
thick presence returned, more eagerly than ever, drilling deep,
deep into me from behind.

The reason for the change became clear when I looked
up to see Dr. Largent pulling his own cock out and moving to stand
in front of me. Past the point of paying attention to the voices
inside me screaming how wrong this was, I opened my mouth
obediently.

He was still swelling as he pushed into my mouth. I
could feel the hot blood rushing into him with each throbbing
pulse. I could smell the sexual musk and taste the slight saltiness
of his skin.

He grabbed my head roughly by the hair and pulled my
mouth down his shaft until he filled the top of my throat and I
could barely breathe. He drew back and thrust in, his fingers
twined in my hair. At no point did he expect me to do anything but
let myself be used by him.

I was almost limp, past the point of trying to
control what was happening. The rough fucking from both ends jolted
me rhythmically against the exam table. I was moaning helplessly
around the cock in my mouth. It was unlike anything I had ever felt
or known I wanted to feel before now. I was so powerless.

I felt an orgasm rising, drawing closer and closer
as Dr. Nash drove into me from behind. It was coming. It was coming
so close now. I screwed my eyes closed, surrendering my body and
focusing only on that hot, rising ecstasy. And then there it was,
breaking over me like a wave and running through me from deep in
me. I should have exploded. It was too much to keep inside.

It lasted so, so much longer than I had ever thought
possible, and then gently cooled into a warm, giddy glow that - if
anything - intensified the physical sensations still ravishing my
body.

I came again before I had collected myself. This one
was different, deeper, slower, and more lingering. Gradually I
became aware of Dr. Nash's increasing pace. His hands were digging
into my sides, holding my weak body in place as he fucked me harder
and harder. I could tell he was getting close.

And then he thrust deep into me and I felt the
throbbing burst of his come. It filled me with long, hard spurts as
my body contracted and shuddered around him in sudden, desperate
gratitude. He pressed down on me, gasping.

I heard the two men say something to each other, but
I was past the point of understanding. Dr. Largent was fucking me
harder now, harder, harder, and then he pulled out of my mouth as
Dr. Nash withdrew from my pussy, trailing a slight dribble of come
across my thigh.

For a brief instant, there was no cock inside of me.
I squirmed slightly on the table, delaying the moment when I would
have to look up and see why it had stopped. But then Dr. Largent
was behind me, and his cock was pushing into my hole. He gave
several fast, rough thrusts and then I felt him, too, depositing
his hot liquid deep in my pussy. That was enough to send me over
the brink again.

"Oh God," I gasped. "Fuck."

Dr. Largent's hands held me down as he lowered
himself after release. His chest was heaving. I could feel the
intensity in his touch, and it seemed to prolong my own sensations
into a lingering bliss.

A hand stroked my hair and then I was empty again. I
lay gasping for breath, looking up at the ceiling. When I could, I
rolled onto my side and looked at the two men who had just fucked
me so roughly and pumped their seed deep into me. Dr. Nash was
dressed and Dr. Largent was zipping up.

"I …" I started, but didn't know how to finish.

"I think this was a good start," Dr. Nash said.
"You'll have to schedule your next appointment at reception. I
suspect there's some ground to be made up. You seemed a little too
grateful to be fucked like that."

"I guess I've just been needing that more than I
realized."

He laughed mildly. "That much was obvious. I do what
I can. I told you how it bothers me to see a young woman like you
going to waste. We'll have to change that."

"Well, yes, doctor," I said, watching him. "If you
think so."

He smiled at me. "I insist."

And he ushered Dr. Largent from the room before
leaving me to dress.

 










Filled by the Doctor




The alarm buzzed at me for what felt like the
hundredth time. I rolled over and glared at it reproachfully. I had
been having such an incredible dream. His hands had been on my
body. I could feel the slight roughness of his fingers as they
brushed my skin. I could feel his weight and the thick strength of
his arms around me. It had all felt so necessary – so absolutely,
vitally necessary. He was going to be inside me. His lips were on
my neck. My body was warm and safe beneath his, my skin slick
against his. I was so wet. And then the alarm again. Each time I
had hit snooze I slipped back into the same dream, but now I
squinted at the clock for a moment too long – long enough to
recognize the red numbering. Shit.

Back in the dream there wasn't a clock on the wall,
only shapes and forms. But I couldn't ignore it now that I had seen
it. Ugh. I stretched, my eyes closed for one last blissful moment,
and then shoved the covers down and raised myself up onto my
elbows.

I checked the clock again, my head clearing. Shit
again. How had I let it get this late? It was already past 7, and I
had a doctor's appointment before starting work today.

The warm, lingering glow of the dream hung like a
haze in my head as I struggled to wake up. The rug was rough under
my bare feet as I swung them down and stood up shakily. I reached
into my closet and grabbed the first blouse and skirt my hands
touched.

As I pulled on the skirt I felt the wetness in my
panties. God, if only I had a few minutes to work out a little
tension, but I was already late as it was. Now I was going to be
horny all day – my first day at my new job. That was exactly what I
needed when I showed up to get some strange doctor poking and
prodding at me.

I hated going to the doctor, and especially going to
a doctor I didn't know. But my new job came with a new medical plan
and my old doctor wasn't covered. I almost never saw her anyways,
so I wasn't that unhappy about it. I was more unhappy about the
physical I had to schedule before I could start my first day at my
new job. I understood that company's have policies, but what's the
point of making a healthy twenty year old girl see a doctor just so
she can earn a few bucks answering calls and scheduling
appointments?

Well, I had already objected as much as I felt I
could get away with. Try as I could, my new boss insisted it was
company policy so now I was on my way to meet Dr. Crispin. All I
could do was hope she didn't feel she had to be too thorough. Maybe
she'd just take my blood pressure, give me a pat on the head, and
mark me off as healthy. I'm sure she saw about a million patients a
day.

----

But as I sat in the shared waiting room, I resigned
myself to something a little more serious. The office was much
nicer than those of any of my previous doctors. The waiting room
couches were leather and the white walls were effortlessly
spotless, instead of that chemical artificially sterilized feel I
always hated in my childhood doctor's office. Even the nurses were
noticeably more attractive than usual, and all super
business-like.

The redhead at reception had given me a hard look
when I showed up, panting and disheveled, to tell her I had had an
appointment scheduled half an hour ago.

"I know, I know," I said, holding my hands up in
apology. "I'm sorry. Isn't there any chance you can still fit me
in?"

She motioned back at the waiting area with an
impatient gesture. "I'll send you in if there's an opening."

But despite her tone, it really wasn’t long at all.
It was maybe five minutes before a thin girl probably a little
older than me popped her head around the corner. "Samantha
Everson?" she asked.

I waved and jumped to my feet. Disaster averted,
thank God.

She led me into a small exam room and stretched
paper across the examination table before handing me a medical
gown. "This is for you to change into, you can leave your underwear
on but the bra should come off. The doctor will be a couple
minutes. He's running a bit behind."

"He?" I asked as she turned to the door.

"Dr. Crispin," she confirmed, nodding.

"I - I thought Dr. Crispin was a woman. That's what
it said in the listing from my insurance."

The girl frowned and shook her head. "Well, they
have their records a little mixed up then. Why don't you mention it
to Laura at the front desk before you leave. She should give them a
call to get that straightened out."

She smiled again and slipped out the door.

I slumped against the table as she left. I had gone
through half a page of doctors and chosen Dr. Crispin because I
wanted a female physician. I really wasn't comfortable having a
strange man examining me … feeling at me.

A wave of hot self-consciousness flooded through me.
I wasn't wearing my nice underwear. I wasn't even … and what if he
was good looking? I mean, what if he was handsome? I could feel
myself blushing, sitting there alone in the room.

I got a sudden, unwelcome flashback to my dream from
earlier that morning and suddenly I was petrified that I was going
to do something to embarrass myself.

This was why I hated going to the doctor's. In a
minute, a man I had never met before was going to walk in the door
and expect to access any part of me he wanted to. And if I
objected, it was because I was having inappropriate thoughts or was
too shy and self-conscious or something else I shouldn't be. Nice
girls just lie down and let doctors poke and prod them all over, I
guess, and didn't mind it.

It had been a couple minutes after the nurse left
before I remembered the gown. Stripping down in that unfamiliar
setting increased my sudden self-consciousness all the more, and I
did it slowly, hoping at each moment that I would think of some
reason why this couldn't happen now. Trying to feign a medical
emergency would be a pretty silly way to try to get out of a
doctor's office. I could make something up about a family issue. I
could pretend I had forgotten something or had just gotten a phone
call.

But nothing seemed plausible, and I laid my clothes
in a neatly folded pile on the small metal chair by the exam table
and began pulling on the gown. As I started to tie it, I remembered
what the nurse had said about the bra. Grimacing and hoping the
fabric of the gown was thick enough to obscure more than I was
giving it credit for, I reached back and unclasped the garment.

My feeling of exposure doubled as the cool air of
the room played over my bare chest. I shivered slightly and hurried
to pull the gown back up to cover me. The blue cloth was a little
itchy.

With a sharp click, the door swung open. I spun,
startled by the sound, and the top of the gown jerked out of my
hands.

For a moment I stood frozen, my mouth open, staring
in a mixture of amazement and chagrin. The man in the doorway was
every bit as handsome as I could have ever imagined or feared. His
jaw was strong and his hair short and light auburn. A thick,
muscled arm pressed a clipboard to his broad chest. He was easily
the most handsome man I had ever seen in person.

It must have been almost two or three seconds that I
just stood there, gaping at him. My face flushed deep crimson, and
then in a moment I remembered who and where I was, and a second
later I remembered that my tits were hanging out with the door wide
open.

With a yelp, I scrambled to pull the gown back up,
but all I managed to do was pull the knot at the back of my waist
undone. The whole thing pulled away from me, leaving me holding the
small cloth fluttering in front of my body, suddenly fully nude but
for my thin cotton underwear.

I struggled with it, my eyes threatening to tear up
in mortification, and in another moment I had managed to cover
myself and tie the strings in panicked knots that more or less held
the garment around me.

"Uh – Dr. – Dr. Crispin?" I stammered.

He smiled at me, smooth and calm. His gaze took me
in, the panicky, mortified, and barely clothed girl backed against
his exam table.

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to startle you," he
apologized. "Yes, I'm Dr. Crispin. And you're Samantha Everson, is
that right?"

"Ah, Sammy," I corrected absently.

"Sammy?"

"Everyone calls me Sammy," I explained.

"Then I'll do that, Sammy. Would you like to take a
seat?" He gestured behind me at the exam table.

"Oh, ah, alright," I felt back behind me with a
blind hand, unable to take my eyes off of him. I could hear my
heart pounding in my eardrums.

He leaned back and cocked one leg over the desk
opposite me as he looked over his clipboard.

"You're most recent physician was Dr. Jensen? Over
at the Clairemont Medical Group?"

"Ah, yeah."

"But you haven't been in to see her in almost four
years?"

I nodded, a little guiltily.

He tutted. "You really shouldn't let it go so long,
particularly at your age."

"Sorry," I said quietly.

"We try to be good about reminding our patients when
it's time for their next check-up. I'll make a note for our
assistants to be just a little more persistent with you." He winked
at me. "I'm sure it just slips your mind."

"Yeah, something like that," I agreed a little
unsure of whether he was actually upset or not.

"Well, we all do our best," he said mildly, setting
down the clipboard and pulling his stethoscope from around his
neck. "I'm going to listen to you breathe first. If you could just
lie back, please, and breathe evenly. "

I agreed a little nervously and scooted back to lie
on the exam table, making sure to pull down the bottom of the gown
below my mid-thigh before lowering myself. He moved to stand over
me, his strong, sure hand pressing briefly at several points
between my breasts before he brought the small metal implement
around. He warmed it with a quick breath and then slipped it
beneath the gown. My heart fluttered, suddenly the center of
attention, as his hand moved beneath my clothing and settled
against my bare, sensitive skin. I struggled to breathe deeply and
evenly, but for some reason the air refused to go past than my
throat.

He paused with eyes closed, listening intently to my
heart beat. I tried not to look at him or think about his hand
against my body, but trying to relax was a lost cause. He was
standing close enough that the exam room's ambient aroma of
chemicals wasn't enough to mask his rich, masculine scent. My
heartbeat hammered in my chest, playing a staccato of nervous
excitement into his attentive ears. After several seconds that felt
an eternity, he broke contact and removed his hand.

"Just run a marathon?" he joked lightheartedly.

"I just -" I floundered.

"No, it's quite alright. I'm only teasing." He
smiled good-naturedly at my embarrassment. "Just take a deep
breath. Count to five as you breathe in."

I struggled to do what he was asking. One. Two. But
after two I felt like I would pop and almost no air had gone in
anyways. My limbs were tingling and my stomach felt weightless. He
was standing so incredibly close. I could feel his fingertips at
the base of my breasts. I felt a sudden, unexpected urge to push
myself into his touch. I wanted to wrap myself around his strong,
steady arm and press it against me until it felt like it would
never go away.

I realized with a renewed flush of heat and
embarrassment that I was subconsciously acting out that guilty
impulse, thrusting my chest forward into him. I stopped, my eyes
big and round as I looked up at him.

After another long moment he took away the little
metal disc and looked down to meet my gaze. I had the strange
sensation, terrible and yet terribly, unbearably exciting, that he
knew what was going on in my head.

"It's not unusual for patients to be a little
nervous in a doctor's office," he said reassuringly. "Everything
sounds healthy to me."

He retrieved his clipboard and scribbled a little
note on it as grateful relief flooded my tense body. For a moment,
the first moment in what felt like hours, his back was to me. My
eyes stared at him openly, drinking in the sight as I tried to wrap
my head around the situation. I had gotten frighteningly close to
doing something rash. I thought – or I hoped – he hadn't
noticed.

He set down the clipboard and turned back.
"Everything sounds good," he said again, encouragingly. "You're
exercising regularly?"

"Ah – as much as I can," I nodded.

"Good, good. It's always much nicer to have patients
who care about their health." He set his stethoscope down on the
desk beside the clipboard. "Are you also good about checking
yourself?"

"Checking myself?" I asked, at a loss for what he
meant.

"You should be giving yourself at least a quick
breast exam once a month. If anything seems like it needs
attention, it's much, much better to catch it early."

"Oh, that," I said, blushing anew and looking
fixedly up at the ceiling from where I was lying on my back. "Ah, I
guess I could be better about that."

He stepped over beside me and put a hand on the hem
of my gown. "May I?" he asked.

"Oh," I stammered. "Ah, you mean – alright, I
guess." I closed my eyes and balled my hands, fighting not to throw
my arms over my chest and stop him as he started to undress me. He
lifted the gown up off my thighs and air rushed in over the slick,
hot skin of my stomach. He guided it farther up and bunched it
around my throat. I could feel it resting against the tops of my
breasts and kept my eyes closed shut. It was like I could feel his
eyes on me. I could feel my breasts exposed to the open air and
this handsome, competent man standing next to me, slowly unclothing
me. Excitement and mortification wreathed and fought in a place
deep and wet inside me.

I let out a sharp breath as his hands touched me.
His fingers were strong but gentle, and at first their touch was
very light. It felt so unexpectedly wonderful that I almost cried
out. He felt and massaged at my soft breasts, kneading and
exploring. He cupped them tenderly in his palms. The pressure of
his fingers increased. Every little move and squeeze was intensely
welcome and almost overpowering. Everything he gave me, I wanted
more. I wanted rougher. I wanted him to take me.

I felt like every other part of me ceased to exist,
except where he was touching me and where I wanted him to touch me.
A high, desperate sound escaped my lips. "Oh, fuck," I moaned. "Oh,
God."

His hands paused, still grasping my breasts, and
then the touch was gone.

My eyes opened. "Oh," I said, remembering where I
was and what was happening. "I –" Hot mortification flushed through
me.

He leaned back. "Please, don't be embarrassed. It's
a healthy response from a very healthy young woman." He was looking
down at my body and for a moment it felt like he was still touching
me, like he had never wanted to stop. But again, I was very mixed
up. This was getting very intense very fast. I needed to get a hold
of myself. I needed to calm down.

But unfortunately, that was not the direction things
were headed. I let out another gasp as I felt his hand tracing
lightly down my stomach.

"I'd like to do a pelvic exam now, Sammy, if that's
alright," he said, his hand coming to rest at the waistband of my
panties. "You're more than overdue."

I squirmed slightly, rubbing my thighs together in a
useless attempt to squeeze out the wet neediness I felt deep in my
groin. "I – alright, doctor," I breathed.

"Are you sexually active?" he asked, running a
finger along beneath the elastic.

I shook my head, my eyes closing again as the
sensation of him touching me took me over once again. I wanted to
move against him. I wanted to reciprocate. I wanted to feel him
press against me and show how willing I was – how eager I was for
everything that was happening. But … that was not what I should be
doing. This was just an exam. I needed to respond less, not
more.

He took my panties in his hand and began to pull
them down. Again my toes curled and I fought the urge to push my
hips up into him as he guided my underwear down my thighs.

I was naked, now – completely naked but for a bit of
cloth bunched up around my throat and a scrap of wet cotton down at
my ankles. I was spread out nude on his table, and he was standing
next to me in his labcoat, like the most powerful, desirable man in
the world – the only man. I whimpered slightly in need. I needed
him. I needed him inside me.

The whimper became a moan as his finger ran lightly
down my folds. They passed over my opening and I felt my whole body
tense and clench as the need for him to be inside of me rose almost
unbearably.

I heard his breathing change and his fingers pulled
back for a moment. I partially opened my eyes to look up at
him.

"My God you're wet," he murmured.

My almost involuntary response was to nudge his hand
with my groin in silent protest. Touch me again, I was saying.
Don't stop. Don't take your hand away. Can't you tell how much I
need you?

I was fighting it, but I was being less and less
successful. My breathing was ragged.

Again his fingers paused at my opening, feeling at
my soaking hole. I could feel my body shuddering at the touch,
drawing desperately, dangerously close to something.

Slowly, he pushed his finger into me. I clenched
wetly around him in desperate delight, but I needed more. I needed
deeper. He felt at me. His finger probed farther into me.

I arched backwards as the intense, exquisite,
unavoidable pleasure of his touch ran through my body. I was
shaking. I was so close. "Oh … God," I breathed. I had never felt
anything like this. It was like a noise was rising deep inside
me.

He stroked once experimentally, and I climaxed.
Everything inside me felt like it was pouring out of me and into me
at once. It felt better than anything I had ever felt before. I was
just an instrument of his hand. The only thing in the world was his
finger inside of me and how good I felt. My fingernails dug into
the rubber of the exam table beneath me and my hips bucked upwards.
I could hear my own desperate moans bouncing back at me from the
hard, bare walls of the exam room.

Slowly, the hot, rushing ecstasy faded into a soft
glow. I lay back, my eyes closed, savoring the endorphins filling
my body with happiness and gratitude. After a minute of heaving
gasps, I managed to catch my breath.

Tentatively, I opened my eyes and looked up. Happy
shyness had replaced the mortified anxiety of only a few minutes
before. Had what just happened been intentional? Did he know what I
was feeling – what I wanted – and give it to me anyways?

"I'm sorry, doctor," I murmured softly. "I didn't
mean –"

But he shook his head that an apology was necessary.
He was looking down at me, desire and lust in his eyes.

Had it been intentional? Had he taken me over like
that, knowing what he was doing?

"I –" I started again.

"You have a very healthy sexual response," he said,
cutting me off. His voice was slightly husky, and his wet hand
rested on my thigh as he spoke. It was like he had claimed me, and
the physical contact was moment by moment confirming that I was his
now. "Has anyone ever done that to you before?"

I shook my head.

"Reproductively speaking -"

"Reproductive?" I repeated. The word filled me with
a strange excitement that caught me completely off-guard.

"We're here to assess your health, aren't we? And
getting acquainted with your sexual health means assessing your
fertility."

My mind seemed to skip over most of the words in his
sentence. It didn't register any more that what was happening
wasn't supposed to happen. Or maybe it did, and it made me want it
even more intensely.

I had spent all my life with the word pregnancy
little better than a cuss-word, something to scare girls into
staying chaste. And now it had popped into conversation from
I-didn't-know-where and suddenly the idea felt incredibly,
overpoweringly exciting and right. Everything that was happening
seemed to make sense if it meant this man entering me and changing
me and using me to make his children.

"Assess my fertility?" I asked softly.

But it wasn't really a question, and the gleam of
intent in his eyes only intensified. His hand traced back up my
bare thigh, over my groin and across my quivering stomach. He
trailed his fingers over my skin like he was marking territory
again, and I saw his other hand move to his belt. I could see a
long, hard shape through the cloth over his crotch.

With a soft zip, he opened his pants and the shape
pushed out, thick, hard and erect. He shifted forward over the exam
table, lowering his body near to mine and kissed me with deliberate
control that seemed to extend from his contact and spread across my
body, paralyzing me with submissive need. His cock brushed against
the soft skin of my thigh and I felt his hot blood pounding. The
thick, manly scent of his body filled every breath I took.

He ran his fingers over me once again, spreading my
wetness across my lower stomach, and then guided his cock to my
opening. I closed my eyes as I felt him begin to enter. He was slow
and deliberate, pushing into my nervous, tight hole and stretching
me until I accommodated him. I couldn't believe how good it felt to
have him inside of me.

And then he began to move, thrusting deep into me,
and the feeling became a thousand times stronger. "Oh fuck," I
moaned softly.

He eased into a slow rhythm. His breath was hot
against my throat as he pushed into me, out and in. Each retreat
was only far enough for me to start to miss the feeling of him in
the deepest part of me, and each thrust came soon enough that the
desire was filled again as soon as I felt it. God, it felt
incredible.

I let out a gasping laugh of delight as I felt that
same hot, building pressure. I scraped my fingers against his
thick, muscled back and clenched my teeth against my gasping breath
as the orgasm approached. In another moment it exploded inside of
me, hot and powerful and ecstatic. I had never felt this good in my
life.

He lifted himself slightly off of me and kissed me
again in silent acknowledgement of my response, joining in my
pleasure even as I was held helpless against him by the intensity
of the sensation.

His thrusting became faster and then faster. He
sensed what he wanted and was driving towards it now, his
aggression and desire unchecked and given free reign. He held me
tight by my waist and drove into me, jolting and bouncing my body
as he fucked me harder and faster. The tension of imminent release
was obvious in every muscle of his body where it pressed against
me. His breathing was ragged.

The faster thrusting took me over. It was so much
more than I would have ever thought I could take, and yet I wanted
every bit of it and wanted more, even. Oh fuck it felt good to be
used like this. I bounced across the slick exam table, less and
less in control of my own body as he took over.

And then his grip on my waist became so tight it
should have been painful. Maybe it was, but it was the sweetest,
most welcome pain I had ever felt. I was his vessel and he wasn't
letting me go.

He thrust himself deep, deep into me, and then I
felt the spasm of him coming. My body responded. An orgasm of sheer
delight ripped through me as I felt the thick, hot spurting
sensation of his come inside me. He pumped his liquid into my
receptive body in several long eruptions as my body clenched and
writhed in gratitude and ecstasy around him.

"Oh my God," I breathed, my chest beating fast in
recognition of what had just happened. He had just fucked me
without protection. He had deliberately come inside me. He really
was trying to get me pregnant … and I wanted him to.

His body was hot and slick with perspiration where
it pressed against mine. I bent up slightly and kissed his
shoulder. The taste was slightly salty but the scent of his body
was rich and welcome.

Slowly, he lifted himself off of me and looked down.
His hand stroked my cheek. "A good session," he said softly. "A
healthy young body like yours knows what to do." He kissed me
softly. "I have a good feeling about this. I'll have my
receptionist schedule a follow-up appointment for next week. Talk
to her before you leave."

I lay back on the table and watched him with a sort
of surreal detachment as he refastened his pants, drew one last
appreciative hand across my limp body, and moved out the door. He
didn't bother to try to obscure me as a passing nurse glimpsed me
lying across the table.

My eyes fell closed as I savored my pleasant
soreness and the promise of the next appointment.














This concludes The Doctor's Fertile Patient. Thank you for
supporting an indie author!






If you've enjoyed yourself, read on for a
free chapter of a recent doctor patient erotica story from Jessica
Whitethread:






"Nah, let's not," Lindsey was saying. "The Blue Room
is so expensive."

It was a beautiful Saturday morning and the three of
us, Lindsey, Caitlyn, and I, were walking by the student health
center trying to decide on a lunch place.

"If you're short on cash maybe you could do a few
rounds of that," Caitlyn joked, pointing past her to a bulletin
board.

"Do what?" Lindsey asked, uncomprehending.

"Be a medical dummy." Caitlyn pointed to a bright
orange flyer posted on the board. "Look right there, it says it
pays $30 an hour."

"$30 an hour?" I repeated. "Seriously? Why isn't
that something people do?"

Caitlyn laughed. "You can't be serious. You'd take
$30 to let med students strip you down and poke and prod you, with
the rest of the class watching? Raise it to a million and maybe I'd
think about it."

"That's not what they do," I scoffed.

"Oh yeah? My sister's friend's brother went through
med school. He used to tell me stories."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I waved her off. "Like he wasn't
saying just about anything to get in your panties."

"I heard the same things, Megan," Lindsey joined in.
"Who knows what they do to people dumb enough to sign up for
that."

"You two don't have a clue. That's not how those
things work. Those places are respectable medical schools. You just
go in and let them take your blood pressure and things like
that."

"If you're so smart why don't you do it, then?"
Lindsey countered, one eyebrow raised.

"Maybe I will," I retorted. "I wouldn't mind an easy
thirty bucks. And I'm so sure you're wrong, if I have to take even
one single piece of clothing off, I'll buy you both dinner."

"Yeah, right. Like you'll actually go through with
it," they laughed.

"You don't think I will? I'll call that number right
now."

 


That was how I found myself sitting in a waiting
room the following Monday afternoon. The Med School was a big glass
building a few blocks down from the Econ building, so it wasn't
hard to get there after my 2 o'clock class let out.

By then I was starting to have a few doubts about
what I had gotten myself into, but that's just what happens when
you make a hasty decision and then have to spend 3 days waiting to
see what the consequences would be. I was still 95% sure that this
was going to be the easiest thirty bucks I'd ever made. Lindsey and
Caitlyn still believed every silly rumor they'd heard since 6th
grade. I mean, we were college freshmen now, shouldn't we be a
little less gullible by now?

"Megan Lipsky?"

I looked up to see a small blonde woman with a
clipboard looking out into the waiting area from the hallway.

"Yeah, that's me," I said, waving at her and
starting to get up.

"Okay, come along with me. You're going to be
working with Group A. When you're finished, come back here to the
main desk and we'll sign your check."

"Alright, thanks," I said, following her down the
corridor.

She led me down, past a long series of doors, until
stopping and opening one for me. It led into a large,
high-ceilinged room, maybe thirty or forty feet across, with
several medical exam tables spaced out in a row and a desk in the
back.

"You'll be in here," she said. "Hop into one of the
gowns on the table. The group should be coming along soon."

"I need to change into a gown?" I asked, taken
aback.

"Of course. It shouldn't be long, so step right
along, miss. We try to keep things efficient here. These classes
keep a very tight schedule."

She ushered me inside and then closed the door
behind her with a cold click.

I turned back to the room with what probably would
have been a pretty funny-looking expression on my face, if I'd been
in a mood to laugh. The whole thing hadn't even started yet and
already I'd lost my bet?

But was changing from one outfit into another really
the same thing as taking off my clothes? I mean, I'd be just as
dressed with the gown on as I was in my skirt and halter-top,
wouldn't I?

But it was hard to keep that attitude as I started
to change. Even having kept my panties and bra on, the medical gown
felt like it was much too thin and much too short. It was like
wearing a sheet of paper, and there was going to be a group of med
students coming in here any minute. I looked down at myself in
consternation. This might end up being more than I bargained for,
but was that the end of the world? It was still thirty bucks. What
did I care if they wanted to put a stethoscope on my chest or ... I
didn't know, hit my knee with one of those little rubber hammers.
The medical gown was probably just a formality. They were training
to be doctors, after all, and doctors were supposed to look at the
human body as just an interesting science object or something.

It was only another minute into my slightly worried
internal monologue when the door to the large room clicked open
again.

I turned to see a group of people filing in. There
were about ten, and they all looked like they were maybe 25 to 30.
I felt myself blush slightly as my eyes passed over a couple of
very cute guys maybe a little bit closer to my age. At least I had
taken the precaution of wearing my cutest panties, if worst came to
worst.

A slightly older man appeared behind them, ushering
them in. He looked like he was in his late thirties, with just a
hint of salt and pepper in his stubble contrasting with his short,
dark hair. His face was strong and he moved through the others with
the easy authority that left no doubt he was the man in charge.

"Alright, everybody, let's form a nice orderly
circle here. I know you're all excited for your first live patient,
but try to keep our recent lessons in mind. " He turned to me,
smiling. "And who might our patient be today, miss?"

I took a small, involuntary step back against the
nearest exam table as eleven sets of eyes settled on me.

"Ah, I'm Megan Lipsky," I answered in a voice that
felt very light and weak after his strong baritone. "I'm an
undergrad here."

"And your age, Megan?"

"Nineteen."

"Well, thank you for joining us today," he said,
smiling encouragingly. "I'm Dr. Loyola, and we appreciate you
volunteering to be a practice patient for us today." He turned to
the class. "You should all have taken a copy of Miss Lipsky's
medical chart with your packets. Does anyone see anything in the
chart that we should ask her before a standard physical? Any
sources of concern?"

There was the sound of rustling paper as everybody
looked down at the clipboards in their hands.

One hand went up in the back.

"Yes," Dr. Loyola said, nodding in their
direction.

"She said she suffered from frequent anxiety last
visit," a man's voice observed. "We should ask her if she's still
having trouble with that."

"Good. It's important to monitor that sort of thing.
Patients won't always bring chronic health issues up after a first
time. So, Megan, are you still struggling with that problem?"

I blushed a little. I hadn't expected this to be
personal. Those were my real medical records. I thought I was going
to be an actor or something. "Ah, it's gotten a lot better,
actually," I said.

The doctor nodded in satisfaction. "I'm very glad to
hear that. If it starts to become a problem again, please do bring
it up with your regular physician or a school counselor. There are
many ways to get help and it's a common problem in people your
age." He turned back to the class. "Anything else?"

After a long silence, a guy in the front put his
hand up. Dr. Loyala pointed and nodded. "Go ahead, Christian."

He cleared his throat. "By nineteen she should have
a regular gynecologist. It doesn't say anything here about her ever
having been seen by one."

Dr. Loyala peered down at his own copy, nodding.
"Good catch," he complimented. "That's likely an omission in the
record, but it's good to double check. Who is your gynecologist,
Megan?"

"Ah," I stammered, very unenthusiastic that this was
suddenly a topic of conversation. "I don't have one."

He looked at me in surprise. "You've never been seen
by one?"

I shook my head, my blush deepening. Did we really
have to talk about this now? I was just uncomfortable with the idea
of getting put in a big stirrup contraption and having a stranger
stick things up inside me. Was that so strange?

Of all the ways for me to get chided for that little
bit of timid negligence, this was much worse than anything I had
ever worried about. They were all looking at me. My face reddened
further.

"Well, that's certainly something that needed
bringing up, then," Dr. Loyola said. "Thank you, Christian. We
should be able to do some remedial work on that score after the
initial physical. Does anyone have anything else?"

He looked around, but no one was putting out any
answers.

"Alright, then. We'll get started. Would anyone like
to take her pulse and blood pressure?"

One of the cute guys I had first noticed when they
all came in raised his hand. My stomach bunched up in an excited
but self-conscious knot.

"Yes, Michael, why don't you show us how it's done,"
Dr. Loyola called on him. "Come on up and introduce yourself to
your patient. The very first job of any physician is to establish
trust with his or her patient. The doctor patient relationship
can't be emphasized enough."

I watched shyly as Michael made his way forward. He
had a good, strong face with short brown hair and light blue eyes.
He was also really well-built, with thick shoulders and chest. I
tried not to ogle too obviously as he came up beside me, but it was
certainly an unwelcome little reminder how long it had really been
since I was last on a date.

"Hi, Megan," he introduced himself. "I'm Michael.
I'm going to take your blood pressure, if that's alright."

I nodded mutely, trying to smile naturally and
subconsciously putting up a hand to toy with a lock of my hair.

"Why don't you scoot on up on that table for me," he
said, indicating the exam table behind me. "This might feel tight,
but that's normal. Let me know if it starts to hurt."

I lifted myself up onto the table obligingly and
held out my arm for him.

Dr. Loyola handed him an armband and pump, and
Michael leaned forward to strap it around my right arm, just above
the elbow. The touch of his fingers sent little thrills up my arm
and set my heart racing. The faint scent of his strong, masculine
body was infusing the air I was breathing in as I tried to appear
calm. His forearm brushed my breast and a hot, eager feeling filled
my chest. Immediately, there was a wet release deep inside in me.
Fuck, I thought, closing my eyes for a moment. This would be bad
enough if it were just me and him, but instead I had another ten
pairs of eyes watching me as I fought not to get turned on by a
cute older guy taking my blood pressure.

He stepped back and filled the armband with the pump
in his hand. It got tighter and tighter until it felt like my arm
was going to pop. He bent forward and examined the number and
scribbled it down.

"Hmm," Dr. Loyola said, peering over his shoulder,
"that seems a bit elevated. That's why we always take the pulse
with the blood pressure. An elevated heartbeat can make it look
like a healthy patient has an unhealthy blood pressure."

Michael released the armband and set it down next to
me. He pulled out a watch and put his hand out to my throat. After
a very confused moment, I realized he was taking my pulse and
lifted my head obligingly to give him better access. His fingers
were rough and firm pressing against my soft, trembling throat.

I struggled to stay as still as possible, obedient
to what he needed me to do even as my body throbbed in disobedient
excitement beneath his touch. I stared openly at his expression of
concentration as he felt the pounding of my heart beneath his
finger. Calm down, I told myself, but my heart only beat faster and
faster. It was like my body was trying to hold his attention,
communicate to him the last thing in the world I wanted him to know
...

After what felt like an hour, he took his hand away.
"I timed it at 135," he said a little uncertainly. "Are you
alright, Megan?"

"Ah, yes," I said in a sort of strained voice.
"Sorry. I guess I'm just a little nervous."

He put a comforting hand on my arm, accomplishing
exactly the opposite of calming me down. "Don't be. Everything's
going to be just fine, okay?"

I nodded.

"Should I be worried, Dr. Loyola?" Michael asked,
turning to his instructor.

Dr. Loyola was looking at me with an expression of
amused recognition, obviously more perceptive than his student.
"I'd say we can move along, Michael. I think you're just having a
bit of an effect on the young lady."
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The Public Exam

To read this story in its entirety, find it
available now at your online bookstore of choice.



















Sorry it all has to come to an end, or does
it?


Sign up for my mailing list to receive free stories and information
about new releases. You get to control how often you hear from me,
so there's no absolutely no reason not to
join!






But of course, if that doesn't appeal,
you can always keep an eye on my catalog at http://www.theredspotpress.com/jessicawhitethread/.






Have an absolutely wonderful day.
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