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Welcome! 

My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing femdom and gynarchy erotica for the last three years. I love domination and power exchange. You can find my short stories, novel as, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions! 

Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'l  write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I charge one cent per word. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights. 

I’m happy to include specific descriptions. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl. 

Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARit er664@gmail.com. 

I look forward to hearing from you! 

Examining Oliver

Sitting there in the waiting room, he stared down at his phone as he tried to think of something to occupy his at ention. He needed a distraction. At so many other places and at so many other times, his phone had been perfect. It was a digital anesthesia, like he could wander onto his favorite social site, blog, or website and lose himself for a few minutes or a couple of hours. 

Bet er yet, he should have been able to find a good game to play, something to draw his at ention away from waiting. 

It wasn’t just boredom, however. Oliver could have handled that pret y easily. He considered himself to be a fairly patient guy, only there was something else. 

He wasn’t just waiting for anyone; he was waiting for the doctor. 

It was time for his annual physical. 

Instead of thinking about the examination, Oliver final y closed his eyes, leaned back, and he tried to concentrate on his wife. Jennifer. 

As he started to relax, he imagined her silky brown hair, her big eyes, her wide smile, the curves of her chest, the contours of her waist, and the soft give of her but every time he pinched her. He smirked at those delicious memories of how she would spin around and slapped his hand away. 

Or bet er yet he thought of this morning. 

 He had been asleep, relaxing into some halfdream when he rolled over and wrapped his arm around her. Without thinking about it, he moved his fingers over to her chest. He started to cup her breast, and that’s when he felt her stiffened nipple. 

 A purr of desire resonated in her chest, and she turned around. In the dark, he couldn’t see her, but they were facing one another, and she started to scoot closer. 

 Tentatively at first, he leaned in, and his lips brushed hers. They started to kiss. Not only that, he threw back the blankets and sheets. The cool air crested their bodies. He pulled up her nightgown, and his fingers started to glide along her thigh. 

 As he gently caressed her skin, she purred some more, and they started to kiss harder, more frantically. Their lips pressed into one another. Hot excitement surged through his body, and he could feel his erection pressed against her. 

 Without saying anything, they sat up together. She peeled off his shirt, yanking it away from his shoulders. He grabbed onto the hem of her nightgown and pulled it up past her head and shoulders. 

 Then they fell back down together, and he cupped her breast. He teased her nipple, gently thumbing that button. He nudged her nipple up, down, left and right. 

 At one point, she arched her back as she rubbed herself against him. Electric excitement coursed through both of them as she enjoyed every second of this. 

 He rubbed himself on her and savored the friction of his body against hers. 

 Then they went back to kissing. 

 At moments like this, he thought of holding her, touching her, teasing, stroking, and caressing her. He held her tight and close. 

 Then he rolled her onto her back, pushed her down, grabbed her wrists, and pinned her in place just the way she liked. 

 Jennifer started to say something, but Oliver leaned down and kissed her again. Their tongues teased one another as they danced and played together. 

 Then he pulled back, and he started to kiss her cheek, the curve of her jaw, and finally her neck. That was what she really wanted. 

 He knew where she was most sensitive. 

 With one hand, he cupped her cheek and stroked her skin. Each soft petting and caress elicited another moan of satisfaction, but now he started to lick and nibble on her neck. He gently pulled, kissing and sucking on her skin. 

 She squirmed against him, wiggling with delicious pleasure. 

 Through all of this, Oliver held back his own desires. He needed to relax as much as he could, please her, and work her up. 

 Yes, she was the one who had initiated, but he never intended to be a selfish lover. He wanted to be the kind of husband who could make his wife feel amazing in the morning. 

 And maybe this kind of morning the light was a rarity, but he was still determined to make sure it was perfect for her. 

 “Please…” Jennifer moaned. 

 Understanding what she craved, he pulled back. He leaned forward, and he grabbed her wrists. Even as his fingers slid along her forearms, gently touching some of her most sensitive spots, he went for her naked breasts. He started with the left one first, licking and sucking. He ran the tip of his tongue over her nipples to the left and right. 

 The pleasure coursed through her body, he could tell. He loved how he she whimpered and moaned. 

 At the same time, Oliver enjoyed his own power over her. 

 He loved the fact that he knew how to touch her. 

 While some guys marveled at the mystery women appeared to be, Oliver had paid attention. He had worked hard, learning all about Jennifer and her rhythms. As a good husband, he did his best to focus on her and her desires. 

 His time would come soon enough…

 Like his wife, Oliver lost himself to the rhythms. And maybe this was for her, but he still adored the feel of her skin beneath him, not to mention the sensations of licking and nuzzling at her left breast before he moved over to the right. 

 When he edged his teeth down against her skin, her eyes widened, and she cried out again. “Yes. Yes, just like that!” 

 He pulled back and grinned down at her. His eyes shined with mischievous delight. 

 Although he didn’t say anything, her expression crumpled into this look of embarrassed arousal. 

 Jennifer couldn’t help herself. At work, she may have been a professional, the kind of woman who could handle any challenge. But right there, underneath him and naked, she could feel vulnerable and helpless. 

 He smiled again, pulled back, and now he latched onto her nipple. He sucked and licked, sliding his tongue up and down, left and right, in circles and cross patterns along her button. 

 She bit down on her lower lip; she panted and moaned some more. 

 Finally, he pulled away, and he grinned down. That’s when he started to kiss her again. 

 At the same time, he sensed that shift in her body language. She had read positioned herself, moving her knees apart. 

 Oliver accepted the invitation. 

 He reached between her inner thighs, his fingertips gently started to glide and slide along her inner thighs. He played with her, softly touching her skin. 

 Where his fingertips went, he left little sparkles of desire in his wake. 

 “Yes,” she begged. “Yes. Yes,” she moaned. “Yes, just like that!” 

 Oliver pulled back and grinned down at his wife. 

 Then he brought his fingers up right along her slit. He was just barely touching her now, but she wiggled her hips from side to side as she tried to get more from him. He rewarded her, sliding his digits along her sex, penetrating her, pulling back, petting her again. 

 From second to second, Oliver took his time. He understood how delicious delayed gratification could be for this woman. 

 Even as his erection pressed down against her, he loved being positioned on top, setting the pace and rhythm of this incredible morning sex. 

 His fingers toyed with her sex. He gently teased her and played with her. Through all of this, he looked down at her now. 

 Jennifer managed to open her eyes and saw his watchful gaze focused down at her. 

 Before, she had been arching her back, squirming and wiggling with pleasure and delight. Now her features crumpled with embarrassment. 

 “What’s wrong?” Oliver asked. 

 “More,” she panted. “I want more!” 

 “Are you sure about that?” Oliver asked. “Are you sure you don’t like it when I take my time?” 

 She pouted out her bottom lip, and that’s when he lowered himself down and started kissing her again. At the same time, he stroked her right between her legs with two fingers. He pressed down, pulled back, and applied the pressure over and over again. Hot, delicious need pulse to through her body. Her skin grew hot. Her breathing quickened, and her heart hammered as he fingered her. 

 The tension splashed through her body. Her muscles tightened, and her toes curled. She pushed down, locking her muscles as she waited for that inevitability. 

 Then he drew his hand back, and he kissed the tip of her nose. 

 “I think I know what you want,” he said. 

 They had been together many times before, so she just nodded her head down and up. 

 Despite the familiarity, frantic desire played across her features, making him chuckle again. He pulled away from her, slid down between her legs, and he started licking her. Even as he did this, he thought about how good it would feel to plunge down, to thrust into her. 

 He took his time, working his tongue gently against her sex. He focused on Jennifer and her pleasure, her satisfaction, everything she might crave. 

 His tongue darted, did dig in deep, pulling back, sliding up and slipping down. 

 She panted; she moaned. 

 Finally, she cried out, tensing up. “Yes, yes, yes!” Jennifer cried out. At moments like this, he wondered if maybe he could make her scream loud enough so the neighbors could overhear them…

 Then he pulled back, and he grinned at her. 

 His alarm went off. 

 What the hell? 

 Normally, Oliver had an excellent sense of time, but he reached over and grabbed the phone, if only to turn off the alarm. Halfheartedly, he hoped the system had glitched. Perhaps this was some kind of bizarre mistake or something? 

 But then he looked down at the clock right hand corner of his screen. 

 Crap. He was late! 

 All at once, he remembered that he was supposed to show up early for that meeting with the client. After that, he had to rush across town to the clinic for his annual physical…

 All of these pieces snapped together. 

 “I have to go,” he said. 

 Satisfied with her orgasm, Jennifer nonetheless smiled up at him. “Are you sure you don’t have time to finish?” She flashed him this sweet, sexy, flirtatious smile. As his wanton girl, she would’ve given him anything. With her eyes sparkling, she nibbled on her bottom lip. 

 He looked down at his wife, and he really, really wished he could stay there with her. 

 “I’m already late. I am so freaking late,” he said. 

 Still hard and aroused, he grabbed his pants, got dressed, pulled on a shirt, stuffed his wallet into his pocket, and he rushed out the door. 

 Despite his frantic need to jump into his car and race through the suburbs back to their office, Oliver somehow noticed the moving truck outside of the neighbor’s. If he had waited a little longer, he might have spotted a young woman with blonde hair tied back into a loose ponytail as she directed the movers. 

Of course, this was the most aggravating part about running late. 

He had freaked out, given up on sex with his wife, and made it into the of ice on time. Even so, his client had been running late too, so Oliver had been forced to sit there, tapping his fingers against his thigh for an extra twenty minutes. 

During al  this time, he had to focus on keeping his erection under control. Yes, when he focused on the numbers and sales pitch, his arousal faded. 

But then he secured a smal  deal, the client left, and now he found himself in the waiting room outside of this doctor’s of ice. 

Frankly, Oliver didn’t see why he should have to put up with this. An annual physical? Yeah, he understood that the insurance companies gave his employer a bet er deal or whatever so long as they could monitor the employees’ health, but this still seemed like such a waste of time. 

And of course, he kept thinking about Jennifer and what could have happened that morning…

“Oliver Pike,” said the receptionist. 

“Final y,” he whispered as he jumped to his feet. He handed the woman his tablet with al  of his personal information, she glanced over it, and told him to wait for the doctor and Exam Room 3. 

Actual y, that surprised Oliver. Normal y, a medical assistant would have come out to maybe take his temperature or weigh him or something. Perhaps they were trying to be more ef icient? 

Either way, he wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible, so he headed through the double doors, down the hal , and he quickly found Exam Room 3. Once inside, he faced the exam bench, a couple of chairs, the computer for the doctor, counters, cabinets, and a few drawers. 

Pul ing out his phone, he sat down and wondered what else he might be able to do. Then he swiped his screen on, saw that he didn’t have signal, and grimaced. 

Real y? 

The seconds slowly turned to minutes, and he had to keep waiting. 

Right as Oliver was about to head back down the hal  to double check to make sure he was in the right place, the door opened. 

When he saw her, Oliver actual y froze. 

She was cute. Real y cute. Not just cute.  Hot! 

Those thoughts pulsed through his head. Although he had always been loyal to his wife, Oliver couldn’t ignore al  of his masculine instincts. When he saw a hot girl walking down the street, he checked her out. He would let his eyes glide along the contours of her legs, up the curves of her but , along her chest, al  the way to her pret y face. Sometimes, those girls felt magnetic or gravimetric, like his gaze just got pul ed in her direction. 

Yes, he could turn away, but it would always take way more ef ort than he expected. 

That’s what happened here. 

As she walked into the room, he saw this beautiful woman dressed in her gray flats, those black yoga pants, that snug red top, and her white lab coat. She had her hair pul ed back into a sleek ponytail, and then she glanced up from her tablet. 

“I’m real y sorry about the wait,” she said. “We had one medical assistant cal  out sick, and the other two had family emergencies, so we’ve been real y short-staf ed.” 

Before Oliver could stop himself, he of ered, “I can always come back later. It’s just a physical. This isn’t an emergency or anything.” 

The doctor sat down on her stool, brought her knees up, and she smiled at him. 

She definitely looked competent, but there was something else besides her confidence. 

She was gorgeous, he decided. This was the kind of woman who hadn’t needed to become a doctor; she could have easily succeeded as a model or maybe an influencer. 

“Oh, I know,” she said. “And I real y appreciate the of er, but things have calmed down now. Anyway, I’m Dr. Sydney Wolfe, and I’m going to be examining you today.” 

Even as he heard those words, he felt his shaft twitch with desire. Oliver shook his head and did his best to suppress those urges, but he couldn’t quite help himself, especial y after everything that happened that morning…

“To begin, we’l  start with the basics. I’m going to take you out into the hal , and I will get your weight and height. How does that sound?” 

“That’s fine with me.” 

Sydney grabbed the door, opened it for him, and waited for him to head through. 

As he walked past her, Oliver wondered if he should make smal  talk or something. 

Fortunately, she had him on the scales a few seconds later. 

He didn’t say anything, and she focused on her work. 

After she weighed him, she made a note. From there, she measured his height. 

“Blood pressure,” she announced next. “For this, I’m going to need you to rol  up your sleeves.” 

Oliver quickly looked down at his shirt. Unfortunately, it would just get bunched up around his bicep. He started to try, however, but she quickly shook her head. “I’m sorry. It looks like that’s not going to work. Can you just take of  the shirt?” 

His skin warmed at the prospect, “I’m not wearing anything under this.” 

“If you like, I can take you back into the exam room, and we can use a portable machine. It might take a little while. I’l  need have it brought out of storage.” 

Oliver started thinking about the rest of his day at work and how badly he wanted to return to the of ice. He still had a bunch of cal s to make, not to mention those reports that still needed to be filled out…

“No,” he said. 

Oliver quickly unbut oned his shirt and pul ed it of . He was naked from the waist up, but that was fine. He was a guy. 

She wrapped the band around his bicep, gave him a little pinch, and said, “Very impressive.” 

When he heard that, Oliver was supposed to grin like some triumphant alpha male. Instead, he blushed. 

Then, he could have been his imagination, but did Sydney just chuckle at him? 

Was she laughing at him? 

No, it had to be his imagination. 

The doctor turned on the machine, the band started to expand, and he experienced to that pressure around his bicep as she checked his blood pressure. 

Moment by moment, the force increased, and he kept doing his best to relax. Even so, images of Jennifer flashed between his ears. And every time he looked at Dr. Wolfe, he experienced another twinge of desire. 

It wasn’t fair. 

There was something about her red lipstick, the foundation she wore, the shine of her eyes, or her perfect proportions. 

“Not bad,” she said. “Maybe a little bit high, but still wel  within the normal range,” 

she said before typing in some information on her tablet. 

“So we’re done?” 

Sydney chuckled at him, “No, not quite yet. Can you go back to the exam room?” 

“Sure thing,” he said. 

Oliver walked ahead of her, but he still heard those footsteps fal en click against the floor as he made his way back into the exam room. Once there, he pul ed himself on the bench, and he smiled shyly. “What’s next?” 

He needed to get this over with as quickly as possible. 

“Temperature,” she said. 

“Real y? I’m not sick or anything,” he complained. 

She had already pul ed out the thermometer, and she held it up for him. “Open your mouth, please?” 

He rol ed his eyes for a moment, but then he obeyed. She slipped the thermometer underneath his tongue, and she chuckled, “It could be a lot worse. It could be part of the rest of your examination.” 

“The rest of my examination?” Oliver started to ask. 

She smirked and shook her head. “Please don’t talk with the thermometer in your mouth.” 

Feeling embarrassed and chastised at the same time, Oliver quickly complied with the doctor’s orders. He stayed silent. 

The thermometer seemed to take a long time. Frustrated, he waited, thinking it should finish up at any moment. 

It didn’t. 

“Sorry,” Sydney said, maybe a little sheepishly. “This can take a little bit of time.” 

Final y, the device chimed, and she pul ed it out. “Congratulations, it looks like you don’t have a fever.” 

“I could have told you that,” he replied. 

“But now we know it scientifical y,” she said, flashing another smile. 

Oliver didn’t know how he would have reacted if she had been some older doctor. But now, she smiled, and something inside of him tensed deliciously. 

“Now, I know this can be very awkward, but I’m going to need to perform a genital examination,” she said. 

“What?” Oliver asked right away. 

“If you think this is too much, we can obviously reschedule. I’m sure we can find someone else to do it if you’re not comfortable with a woman.” 

Oliver glanced back at the door. The temptation to flee rushed through his body, especial y because she was giving him the option. But this was just a woman. Besides, she was still a doctor, so it wasn’t like he couldn’t trust her. 

More than that, there was something in the way she was watching him and maybe even smiling at him. Was she teasing him? Was she chal enging him? 

Determined and defiant, Oliver told himself he could do this. It was just an examination. Besides, he was already half naked in front of her. “It’s fine,” he announced. 

“Excel ent,” she said. “Please stand up and remove your pants and underwear.” 

As Oliver got up onto his feet, he felt some of the certainty drain away. He pul ed of  his belt, unbut oned his trousers, pul ed down his pants and boxers in the same movement, and then he awkward the remembered his shoes. He slipped them of , removed the last of his clothing, and now stood there. 

“Do me a favor, turn around, and raise your hands above your head.” 

“Is that real y necessary?” 

“This is a new technique. It’s going to make it a lot easier.” 

Oliver tentatively obeyed, raising his hands and lacing his fingers behind his head. Even as he did so, he heard the snap of her latex gloves. 

Nervous energy coursed through his body, but he turned away from her. “You’re not going to ask me to cough or anything, are you?” 

“No,” she replied as she came right up behind him. Her blouse and the edges of her lab coat rubbed against his but ocks and back. When she came close, he thought he imagined the soft press of her breasts along his body. 

His shaft hardened instantly. 

“Look at that. Someone is very responsive,” she said. 

Oliver tensed up. For a moment, he almost wanted to complain, like he could have pointed out that she wasn’t supposed to make this sort of comment. Did that qualify as unprofessional or something? 

“If you want, I can measure you,” she said. 

His voice strained, “No, that won’t be necessary.” 

“Are you sure? Sometimes the wives like to have exact measurements.” 

“It’s okay,” he answered quickly. Even as he spoke, he wanted to get upset, but he couldn’t help but enjoy the at ention of this beautiful woman. 

Her latex-clad fingers moved from the base of his shaft up to the tip. She wrapped her hand around his length, and that’s when she stopped. “For this examination to work, Oliver, you’re going to need to relax. Can you do that for me?” 

He pressed his lips together and thought about how this should have been so easy. After al , he was a man; he could control himself! 

“Yeah,” he quickly answered. “I’m good.” 

She pul ed her hand away and stepped back. 

Glancing down toward the floor, Oliver tried to push the arousal away. He needed to bury those instincts and desires. He couldn’t al ow himself to think of Jennifer, her naked body, the feel of her breasts beneath his hands, the way his tongue could glide over her nipples or what it had been like to finger her and listen to her moan just that morning. 

“You know, a lot of boys have trouble with this,” she said. “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. You’re a healthy, virile male. You should be proud of that.” 

“Thank you,” he said without real y hearing her. Even so, her voice seemed to beat down against his psyche. There was something playful and powerful in her tone. 

Or perhaps it was something else, a different drive or instinct. 

“Let’s try that again,” she said. 

She stepped up, reached around, and moved her fingers along his length. Her hand roamed along his body. He had started to soften, but now his body reacted to her presence. He couldn’t help it, not when he inhaled and caught the aroma of her perfume. It was a light, floral scent. Even so, it filled his nostrils, and fresh waves of arousal rocked through his body. 

He closed his eyes and tried to think of Jennifer, but that didn’t help. After al , this wasn’t a question of loyalty. It was a physical response, one he couldn’t control! 

No, that wasn’t right. That wasn’t true. 

He  could control himself. He had to! 

Oliver wished he had more room to maneuver, but he focused, exhaled, and did his best to keep the desires from coursing through his body. He didn’t need to get turned on; he didn’t have to responded to this woman’s touch. 

“It’s okay,” she said. “Just relax. You can do it. Just let go of the tension. You don’t need to think about anything sexual.” 

Her advice wasn’t helping! 

Just having her close continued to add to the desperation pumping through him. 

Perhaps things would have worked differently if he had been given enough time to finish with Jennifer that morning. They could have enjoyed their mind-blowing sex. 

Their morning could have been filled with orgasms and satisfaction. 

Instead, this woman continued to touch him, and his body refused to relax as the desperation seemed to grow stronger. Again and again, he told himself that this was just part of his physical exam. 

It was of icial; it was medical. 

Then she stepped back again. “I have some paperwork I need to fill out. That should give you some time. You can relax and calm down.” 

“Sure thing,” he said. 

As he stood there, naked, almost on display, Sydney went back to her tablet, she opened up a couple of reports, and she started to fill them out. That was one thing about being a doctor most people underestimated: the paperwork. 

After several minutes, she glanced back at him. “How are you doing?” 

“I, I’m good,” he said. 

This time, she didn’t announce herself. She strode right back up, grabbed him by his manhood, and she gently worked her fingers along his skin. She gently pinched down. 

Inhaling and exhaling, he managed to keep his shaft under control this time. He didn’t harden or stiffen. The arousal was there, waiting, but he managed to keep those urges buried. 

“Much bet er,” she said. 

She pul ed her hand away, she typed something else in on her screen, and then she glanced back at him. “This next part is going to be a little bit more difficult. Are you ready for the testicular examination?” 

“Testicular examination?” 

“That’s right,” Sydney said. 

This time, Oliver couldn’t help himself. He turned and glanced back at her. Just a glimpse was enough to remind him of how beautiful she real y was. 

Jerking his gaze back down toward the floor, he concentrated on the linoleum. 

“Yes. Sure. Go ahead.” 

She came up behind him again, cupped his bal s, her fingers seemed to maneuver along those orbs. If he didn’t know any bet er, he would have accused her of playing with him, but this was an examination. Besides, he had never been to a physical like this before. 

Her touch was surprisingly warm. It was comfortable and relaxing. From one moment to the next, he actual y found himself tempted to just close his eyes. Then he let it happen, and her fingers moved along the underside of his scrotum. She just barely touched him, yet it was enough to send another bolt of arousal shooting through his frame. Suddenly, he was hard al  over again! 

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m done with that part.” 

With his heart hammering, Aaron didn’t know what to say, yet it hardly mat ered since she pul ed back. “Okay you can face me now.” 

Oliver hesitated. 

Hot anxiety coursed through his veins as he stood there. His back remained straight, and he felt like he couldn’t move. His feet may as wel  have been glued to the floor. 

“Oliver…” Her voice trailed of . 

Final y, some of the desires dissipated, so he turned around. 

When he turned around, he glanced back down. Yes, he was still naked, and she could see him, but she chuckled. Or maybe that had been his imagination. “You have no reason to be embarrassed,” she told him. “Like I said before, you’re a healthy young man. Besides, you’re much more impressive than some of the other boys I have examined before.” 

His lips parted, and he didn’t know if she said that to every guy she examined, but a different sort of heat splashed along his core. 

She opened a smal  jar, slid some lubricant along her fingertips, and said, “Okay. 

We just have one more step.” 

The moisture drained away from his mouth. For several seconds, he couldn’t speak. His brain stubbornly refused to work. “One more step?” Oliver foolishly asked. 

“You need your rectal exam,” she told him. 

His eyes widened to the size of quarters, and he stepped back. His bare but ocks pushed against the wal , and he froze as that chill raced along his skin. “No,” he stut ered out. “No, I don’t think that’s necessary. The doctor did that the last time I was here.” 

She glanced down at his records. “Oh? I sure about that? There’s no record of it.” Then she glanced back at him. She smirked, and she tilted her head to the side, making her ponytail sway. 

“Are you sure about that, Oliver? Are you sure you’re not get ing nervous? 

Because that’s okay. I know a lot of boys get scared of this part.” 

“I, I’m not scared,” he protested. 

“Go ahead, turn around, and bend forward for me.” 

If he did that, he’d be so vulnerable! Not only that, she would penetrate him with her fingers as she explored and probed him. Oliver understood al  of this, but then her tone softened. “It’s okay. There’s nothing to be scared of. It might be a little bit cold or a little bit uncomfortable for a few seconds, but I’m sure you can handle it.” 

Was she patronizing him? Was this the same voice she used whenever she dealt with little kids? 

“Go on,” instructed the beautiful physician. Something about her teasing, coaxing voice compel ed him. 

He closed his eyes, bent forward, and he relaxed as best he could. 

The doctor gave him a few more seconds, and then she stepped forward. 

With his eyes closed, Oliver tried to think of Jennifer, but he kept picturing this beautiful woman instead. And now she slid one digit, then another right between his but cheeks. She penetrated him, sliding indeed that she explored. 

Silently, he begged his body to relax, but those instinct betrayed him again! As she rubbed him, his shaft hardened. His erection strained, and the desires kept burning through his frame. 

“Al  done,” she said as she pul ed back. She snapped of  her gloves, he turned around before he realized what had happened. 

“Oh wow,” she said before she could stop herself. 

Oliver gulped, reached down and grabbed his underwear. As he quickly got dressed, she said, “As near as I can tel , you are in perfect condition. Congratulations.” 

Oliver barely heard her. Instead, he quickly pul ed on his pants and shirt. From there, he worked to the but ons and rushed out of the of ice. He thought he heard her laughing, but again, it could have been his imagination…

Oliver got back to work and quickly fel  into his desk. After that, he concentrated on making cal s, filling out reports, and actual y succeeding. Over the next few hours, he stopped thinking about everything that happened at the doctor’s of ice. 

By the end of the day, he could hardly remember what had happened back in the examination room. Sure, it had been an embarrassing experience, especial y because he couldn’t do something as simple as control himself, yet it was over and done now. 

Oliver drove back home, got out of his car, and headed inside. Just as he lowered his wal et down onto the smal  table by the door, he waited to hear his wife cal out to him. 

Instead, he heard Jennifer’s voice, but it wasn’t aimed at Oliver. “Oh, wow. I imagine you get so many interesting patients every day.” 

Oliver tightened his brows and headed through the living room. He was just about to step out in front of his wife and her visitor when he heard the other voice. 

“Definitely,” she said. “I had this one guy the other day who went on and on with this huge rant. I was tel ing him about his diagnosis, his disease, and how the different proteins work in his bloodstream. But he just didn’t want to listen to me.” 

“Wow. That must be so frustrating,” Jennifer said. 

Fol owing along with the conversation should have been simple, yet Oliver froze in place. His skin turned cold, his breathing locked in his lungs, and he couldn’t shove himself forward another inch. 

It couldn’t be! It couldn’t be  her! 

Right away, without thinking, he thought of that beautiful blonde woman in her snug top with that lab coat, her tight pants, and the way she smiled at him. More importantly, he could easily recal  her playful tone as she had teased him. 

As far she had been concerned, he was a man, which meant he should have been able to control himself. He wasn’t some little kid; he wasn’t a child! 

And yet, her proximity, not to mention her touch, had continuously aroused him. 

Oliver hated every second of this, yet he experienced another flash of desire. His shaft pushed up against of the inside of his underwear. He glanced down, saw the silhouet e of his erection, and the moisture drained away from his mouth. At least no one could see him; if he had tried to speak, he probably would have just stut ered and stammered like some nervous kid at his first high school dance. 

“It can be…aggravating,” Sydney agreed. “I mean, people show up, and they obviously want my opinion. That’s why they came to see a doctor in the first place.” 

“So what did you tel  him?” 

“I was honest with him,” she said. “Maybe I should have been more diplomatic or politic, but I wasn’t interested. This was a guy who showed up in my of ice, at my practice, and he thought he could tel  me the science behind my diagnosis? No way.” 

Both women remained outside of his line of sight, so Oliver couldn’t see them, yet it was easy to imagine Sydney throwing her head back and laughing. 

The doctor continued, “So I knew I had to say something. I decided to make it plain and simple for him. I told him that if he didn’t want my feedback, he was free to leave.” 

“Just like that? And he didn’t leave?” 

“He wasn’t interested in a real debate. This wasn’t an actual discussion. He knew he could show up and get my help or not. He’s an adult, and that was his decision.” 

“I think I would have wanted to smack him across the face,” Jennifer said. 

“Oh, total y! I real y, real y wanted to smack him across the face!” Then Sydney stopped, and she must’ve been looking intently at her new friend. “But that would have been a bad idea. I mean, I  do like my job, and I still have to work as part of the hospital system.” 

“Okay then,” Jennifer said. “Let’s try something a little more pleasant. What about your favorite patients?” Then Oliver’s wife stopped, and she snapped her finger, “Oh, no! Tel  me about the cute boys you get to see.” 

“Most of my patients aren’t very at ractive,” Sydney answered honestly. 

“Come on,” Jennifer replied. “There must have been at least one guy, some cute boy who you saw and thought was just adorable? I can’t believe that al  of the guys show up hostile and bitter.” 

“Okay…” 

Oliver tensed from his spot on the other side of the wal . If he strode through that archway, these two women would see him. 

And yet, he was terrified of what Sydney might say next. Simultaneously, some part of him desperately wanted to know. 

“Go on,” Jennifer said. 

“I met one boy today,” Sydney told her. 

“What was he like?” 

“Nice hair, nice smile, very shy,” Sydney said. 

“Would you want to date him?” 

“Oh, no!” 

“I thought he said he had nice hair!” 

“He definitely has a lot going for him, but he’s a patient, so he is very much of -

limits. More importantly, I thought he was sweet, but I don’t think he was exactly my type.” 

“Real y?” 

“I think I want someone who is a little more aggressive,” Sydney replied. “That doesn’t mean he wasn’t cute!” 

Both of the women started tittering and giggling again, making Oliver feel like he was standing a few feet away from a slumber party. 

“You look like you want to say something else,” Jennifer pointed out. 

The doctor seemed to hesitate for several long seconds, like she didn’t know exactly how—or if—she should proceed. Final y, she said, “Today was pret y normal. I mean, most of my patients come in, and we go for blood work or help them with some health issue, but this guy was in here for a physical.” 

“Did you get to see him naked?” 

Quiet descended for just a few seconds before Sydney cal ed out, “Yes!” 

More giggles. More laughter! 

“Oh, that is amazing. I wish I had your job.” 

“Let me just tel  you, for every cute boy I get to meet, I have to deal with another forty guys who are far, far less at ractive.” 

“Fair enough,” Jennifer said. “But you got to see this one naked, right?” 

“Not just that,” Sydney replied. 

Oh no. 

Oliver starts to shift his weight. He started to step forward, only then he stopped himself because he didn’t know what he could possibly do or say. There had to be some way to make this stop! 

Or maybe, we deep down, Oliver clung to the possibility that he had misremembered Sydney’s voice. Maybe this was another doctor who had performed another physical on some other guy. Yeah, he could step through the archway, look past the kitchen, and see his wife and her new friend a seated at the dining room table. 

They would be sipping cof ee or wine, chat ing, and having fun. 

None of it would have anything to do with him…

Oliver tried to make himself believe it, but there was something in the pitch and tenor of her voice, how she spoke, and everything she said. 

“What else?” Jennifer was probably leaning forward across the table now as she waited for this next delicious piece of news. 

“I didn’t just get to see him naked. I also got to see him  stimulated.” 

“Stimulated?” 

“That’s right,” Sydney replied. She was probably leaning back in her chair with a smug look on her face. 

“Wait a second. You mean…?” 

“That’s right,” Sydney cal ed out. “I got to touch him, and I got him al  worked up. 

You should have seen this boy. I felt bad for him. He was so excited! He just couldn’t help himself!” 

“Wow!” Then Jennifer had to ask, “What was he like? Was bigger? Was he impressive?” 

“He wasn’t enormous or anything,” replied the doctor. “He definitely had some real y nice features.” 

Were they talking about him? 

Oliver kept hoping that this had to be some other medical professional. Seriously, al  across the city, thousands of people must have got en physicals every day. 

And yet, this little voice kept whispering that it had to be her. It had to be Dr. 

Sydney Wolfe. If nothing else, he recognized the way she spoke. 

“So what do you do in that situation? Give him an ice pack or something?” 

Both women burst out laughing again. 

Final y, Sydney said, “No. That’s not how it works. Basical y, I try to pretend I don’t notice, and I tel  the boy to just relax his best he can.” 

“How did that work for you?” 

“Not great for him,” Sydney corrected. “You should have seen the look on his face. It was so sweet and adorable and embarrassing al  at the same time. It was a little bit like watching a baby deer try to learn to walk, but he just couldn’t get his body under control.” 

“It must be rough to be a guy,” Jennifer said with a shake of her head. 

“Let me tel  you, from a medical perspective, it’s a lot easier being male and female.” 

“I’l  take your word for it,” Jennifer replied. 

“Of course, you should have heard the sound he made when I had to perform the rectal exam.” 

“What? Real y?” If Oliver had hoped that his wife might sound disgusted or put of by this line of conversation, he was deeply disappointed. 

“Oh yeah,” Sydney replied. “Those insurance companies want detailed information. They don’t want anything slipping by them, so I had to give him an exam. It was intense and intimate, and very thorough.” 

“Poor boy.” 

“I know, right?” 

“But that was a turnof  for him, right? I mean, he had a doctor fiddling around with his plumbing. There is no way he liked that,” Jennifer said. 

“Actual y…” Sydney answered. 

“No. No way,” Jennifer elongated each sound as she tried to comprehend exactly what she was hearing. “You are kidding me. You have to be kidding me.” 

“I’m not!” 

What else could she say? 

Oliver didn’t know if he made a coherent, conscious decision. But one way or another, he strode back through the archway, into the kitchen, he looked past countertops to the smal  dining room table where Jennifer and Sydney were seated. 

It was her…

For a couple of seconds, he didn’t want to believe it, especial y because she had pul ed her hair out of her ponytail. Now those blonde tresses seemed flow down along the sides of her head and al  the way to her shoulders. 

“Oliver, I want you to meet my new friend,” Jennifer said. 

The doctor got up, glanced at him, and Oliver waited for some recognition to rush across her face. Panic, awkwardness, and uncertainty should have swirled around her features, but she got up and held out her hand. 

They shook, and she said, “My name is Sydney, Dr. Sydney Wolfe, and it’s a pleasure to meet you.” 

The two women continue talking, but the doctor excused herself. She said she had to get going. 

“Thank you for coming by,” Jennifer said before their visitor departed. 

“Yeah,” Oliver added blankly. “Thanks for coming.” 

“No problem,” answered Sydney. But then she looked at both of her hosts, and she said, “It has been a pleasure meeting both of you. Oh, and I’m looking forward to hanging out here with you every Wednesday night, Jennifer. Your sewing group sounds like a blast!” 

Just as she started to turn away, Oliver thought he saw something, a smile or smirk, maybe a quick wink. But then this beautiful woman had turned away and headed toward the door. It was time for her to go even as Oliver realized exactly what his neighbor knew about him. 

The End
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