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Abby was a bundle of nerves as she turned the final corner of her walk to get to the home of her friend’s parents. Her gaze went to a bedroom window of the property as she opened the gate to step through. The curtains were open and a light was on, but there was no one in sight and she hoped it would be Joanne who came to the door when she rang the bell. That wasn’t how things played out though.

“Hey, Abby,” Joanne’s father said pleasantly when he opened the door. “Come on in.”

“Thanks, Mr. Collins,” she replied and stepped past him when he moved aside.

She’d visited enough times to know the way to Joanne’s bedroom, but she didn’t want to be rude and waited as the door was closed.

“So, how are you?” Mr. Collins asked when he turned to face her.

“I’m good, thanks,” she replied.

“College life keeping you busy?”

“Yeah, it is,” Abby replied, with a nod of her head. “The professors seem to like giving us work this year. It’s definitely more than we got last year.”

“Joanne has been telling me the same thing,” he went on, with a smile. “I’ll let her know you’re here.”

Abby felt the relief that the conversation was over so quickly. Mr. Collins had always been friendly when she visited and she liked him, but she was really in no mood for casual chit-chat on this occasion. She followed him as he moved to the bottom of the stairs.

“Abby’s here,” he shouted.

It was a few seconds before Joanne’s cute face appeared at the top of the stairs.

“Thanks, dad,” she said and beckoned her friend.

Abby smiled at Mr. Collins before he turned away, and she was quick to hurry up the stairs, where she followed Joanne to her bedroom.

“Well?” Abby said when the door of the room was closed. “Did you speak to your mom?”

“She’s away on business, but I didn’t need to anyway,” Joanne replied. “I got in touch with Dr. Hudson myself.”

“And?”

“He says he can fit you in tomorrow morning,” Joanne said.

“On a Saturday?” Abby asked.

“Yes, good job knowing your days of the week,” Joanne teased. “Tomorrow is Saturday.”

“He opens his medical practice on the weekend?”

“Not usually, but he does if necessary to assist a patient,” Joanne explained. “I’ve been to see him a couple of times during the weekend.”

“For a pelvic examination?”

Joanne shook her head.

“No, never for that,” she went on. “Just when I was concerned about something. His practice is busy, so you usually have to wait for a weekday appointment. When I explained about it being your first time, he said it was probably better to get you there to see him straight away rather than have you being anxious and worrying about it for too long.”

“Oh god, oh god,” Abby whined and walked across to sit at the bottom of the bed. She put her head in her hands and felt the unease taking hold.

“Relax,” Joanne said. “It’s only some fingers.”

“Yeah, but...,” Abby blurted out and cringed when she took a quick glance across the room to see her friend’s mischievous smile.

She didn’t need to finish the sentence to see her friend understood. There were only a couple of people she’d confessed to that she was still a virgin. Joanne was one of them.

“Can’t believe you’ve got to twenty-one and still haven’t done it,” Joanne said, with a smirk. “Are you saving it for the wedding night or something?”

“SHUT. UP,” Abby wailed. “That’s not funny. I’m worried about this.”

“Well, you have to do it,” Joanne said as she crossed the room. “It’s important.”

“Yeah, I know that...,” Abby replied before hesitating.

“I sense another but coming on,” Joanne commented in a laughing voice.

Abby cringed again. She knew undergoing a pelvic examination was important, but the idea of doing so gave her palpitations. Just thinking about it brought a strong flush of heat to her neck and her heartbeat began racing.

“You need to chill out,” Joanne said when she sat at the bottom of the bed. “You lie down, close your eyes, think of something nice and just let the doctor do his job. It’ll be over before you know it.”

A sigh spilled from Abby’s mouth as she pulled her hands from her head and looked up from the floor.

“You make it sound so easy,” she said.

“It is,” Joanne replied when she slung an arm around her friend’s shoulders. “I mean, I know you have a pretty, untouched coochie, but you’re not about to tell me you don’t know what your own fingers feel like. It’s just like that.”

Joanne giggled as she said it, and Abby’s face reddened as she looked down at the floor again. She was no stranger to masturbation, but it wasn’t a topic of conversation she was comfortable with.

“If you want, I can give you an experience of what the doctor does,” Joanne went on and giggled again.

Abby barely got the chance to look up from the floor before a shove on her shoulder made her fall down to the bed. Before she knew what was happening, her friend was astride her and her struggles to avoid her hands being pinned down to the covers were futile.

“Do you want that?” Joanne teased when she got her face over Abby’s

“Get off me,” Abby whined, but couldn’t stop a laugh coming out.

“You know I’m an expert,” Joanne went on.

“That’s cos you’re slutty,” Abby threw back.

“Oh, name calling now, are we?” Joanne countered, with a smirk. “And here I was thinking we were friends.”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Abby wailed. “I didn’t mean to say...” It was all she got out before the grip on her hands was released. 

Joanne shuffled back to drop to the floor on her knees. She grabbed her friend’s denim-clad legs to shove them apart, so she could move in between.

“I’m not like you,” Abby protested as she struggled to pull herself away.

The touch of fingers trailing up her leg made her muscles flutter and she felt the brushing touch between her thighs.

“Get off me,” she blurted out.

“Now, just pretend I’m a doctor,” Joanne joked and leaned forward.

Abby got a hand on the top of her friend’s head to stop the kiss between her thighs, and she finally won the playful wrestling match that ensued.

“Spoilsport,” Joanne complained when she gave up.

“I’ll tell your girlfriend what you’re trying to do,” Abby said.

“Isabel is naughtier than me,” Joanne quipped. “She’d probably want to watch me playing.”

Abby lifted her feet from the floor and scrambled back onto the bed until she was lying fully on it, with her head on a pillow. Her heartbeat raced, and she could still feel her skin tingling from the caress of Joanne’s fingers trailing along her denim-clad thigh.

She was a virgin, but knew for sure that women weren’t her thing. That definitely wasn’t what she fantasized about. It hadn’t stopped the touch on her leg giving her a thrill and it brought a worrying thought to her mind. She wasn’t sure she should put it into voice, then eventually started to say something before stopping herself.

“Have you ever...”

“Ever what?” Joanne asked as she got on the bed to lie down.

“Never mind,” Abby said as the blush of heat returned to her face.

“Come on,” Joanne encouraged. “Don’t start a question like that and then leave me hanging. Have I ever what?”

Abby wished she’d kept quiet. She turned her head to look at her friend and knew for sure that she’d be pushed to finish what she started saying. Her mind spun as she tried to come up with something other than what she was actually thinking. She drew a blank, however, and eventually let out a sigh as she decided to be honest.

“Well,” she said and rubbed the back of her hand across her mouth. “Like, getting on that examination table in such a compromising position must be weird, but has the doctor’s touch ever..., you know.”

Coming out with the actual words was too much for her, although her glance at Joanne’s smirk was enough to see that her comment was understood.

“Ohhhh,” Joanne let out in a laughing voice. “Getting it on for the doctor’s touch. Well, he’s a man in his forties, so not really my thing to be honest.”

Abby rubbed her mouth again, but didn’t say anything.

“You on the other hand,” Joanne went on and let out a wicked laugh.

“Oh god, I can’t do this,” Abby said and sat up.

“Don’t be so dramatic,” Joanne rebuked. “You have to do it and so what if you get a little thrill. It’s about time you did, and it’s not like Dr. Hudson will notice. He puts on medical gloves and lubes up his fingers before the examination.”

Abby squeezed her thighs together as the fluttering pulse of her muscles made her feel like a freak. The flush of arousal was there, but she forced herself not to squirm and looked down at the grin on her friend’s face.

“It’s not funny,” she complained.

“Dr. Hudson is a professional, experienced gynecologist,” Joanne said as she sat up. “He’s been looking at vaginas on a daily basis for god knows how many years. Then again...”

Abby didn’t want to take the bait, but couldn’t stop herself.

“What?”

“Well, a sweet, untouched coochie,” Joanne went on in an amused voice. “That’s something special. There surely can’t be a red-blooded, heterosexual man alive who doesn’t have fantasies about that.”

Abby’s jaw dropped, but she snapped her mouth shut when she heard her friend’s teasing laughter.

“Can’t do this,” she said and shuffled to the side of the bed to get up.

“I’m joking, I’m joking,” Joanne cried as she followed. “This is something you have to do, so don’t you dare put it off after I went to the trouble of setting it up for you.”

“But...”

“No buts,” Joanne insisted and walked across to the desk in the corner of the room to pick up a piece of paper. “These are the details of the appointment.”

She went to her friend to hand over the paper before speaking again.

“Do you want me to come with you?”

Abby said nothing as she read the information and let out a slow breath when she lifted her gaze.

“No,” she said and shook her head. “There’s no need for that.”

Joanne nodded then gave her a hug.

“Promise you’ll do it,” she said when she backed off. “Dr. Hudson will be there at ten in the morning for your appointment. He’s good at what he does, so you’re in safe hands.”

Abby puckered her lips for a second before speaking.

“Thanks for doing this. I better get going.”

“I’m going to meet Isabel in a little while,” Joanne said. “Come with me. It’ll take your mind off things.”

“No, I don’t want to spend the evening as a third wheel and wouldn’t be good company anyway,” Abby replied. “You go and have fun. I’m just going to take things easy for the rest of the day.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yep,” Abby answered and lifted the paper. “Thanks again for this. I appreciate it.”

“No problem,” Joanne said. “Give me a call tomorrow afternoon and let me know how everything went.”

Abby nodded before walking across the room to open the bedroom door. Joanne joined her and the pair of them went downstairs.

“Goodnight, Mr. Collins,” Abby called as they passed the living room.

She looked in the room to see Joanne’s father lift a hand, so she did the same in return before walking to the front door.

“Remember to call me,” Joanne said.

Abby gave a nod before opening the door to step out into the evening darkness. She was quick to walk back to her dorm room and plonked herself down in front of the television. The shows washed over her though, without her really taking in much. There was no getting the following day’s appointment out of her mind, and that made falling asleep difficult when she finally went to bed. She tossed and turned restlessly, but eventually fell into a fitful slumber that ended when light filtered through the curtains of her bedroom to wake her up.

Her nerves were jangling before she even threw off the covers and her anxiety only worsened as she got herself ready for the appointment. It was almost nine-fifteen when she left the dorm room to catch a bus for the ride into town and then exited the bus to walk a couple blocks to the medical office. She came to a stop when she saw the building and slid her tongue around her lips.

A check of the time on her phone showed it was now ten minutes to ten. There was no point in waiting around though. It would only put her more on edge, so she got moving again and  walked toward the office. Stopping when she reached the door, she rose up to her full height and took in a few deep breaths. They did nothing to take away the sense of trepidation, and the thought flashed into her head to walk away.

“Idiot,” she berated herself.

She didn’t even want to think about what her friend would say if she didn’t go through with the appointment, so she made herself ring the doorbell. Sweat broke out on her palms and she rubbed her hands on the sides of her jeans as she waited. It was a short while before she heard sounds from within, and she took a step back as the door opened.

The man who came into view was silver-haired, with a neatly cropped beard to match, and the smile that spread across his face caught her completely off-guard. She found herself unable to stop staring at his handsome features until she was finally asked a question.

“You’re Abby... Abby Peterson.”

“Yes,” she uttered, with her voice breaking in a way that felt mortifying. She cleared her throat before speaking again. “Yes.”

“I’m Dr. Hudson,” the man said and stepped aside. “Come on in.”

Abby dropped her gaze and pursed her lips to let out a slow breath as she stepped inside the reception area of the medical practice. A look around as the door was closed showed no one else was in attendance, and she asked the question before she could stop herself.

“You don’t have a receptionist?”

Her gaze went to Dr. Hudson when he turned to face her, and unfamiliar feelings welled up that came from deep inside. It felt embarrassing to react in such a manner to someone she’d just met, but there was no pretending that the handsome smile which spread across his face didn’t affect her.

“There was really no need,” he said. “After I spoke to Joanne, I decided it was best to have you come in right away. You’re the only patient I’ll deal with this morning, so there was no point in asking my receptionist to come in.”

That she was there alone with Dr. Hudson made her a little uneasy, but it wasn’t all she felt, and the fluttering sensation in her belly wouldn’t go away.

“Follow me, please,” Dr. Hudson said.

Abby nodded and fell into step behind him when he started walking. He led the way to an exam room and stopped to motion for her to go inside first. Her gaze went to the desk when she stepped through the door, but then quickly fixed on the padded examination table. She gulped down a heavy breath and only averted her gaze when she heard the comment.

“Take a seat for me,” Dr. Hudson said.

He closed the door, and the touch of his hand on Abby’s lower back felt like fire. She made no effort to move away from it as she was guided across the room to a chair at the desk. When she sat, her gaze went to him while he moved around to his own seat and dropped down on it.

“OK,” he said as he looked across the desk. “From what Joanne has told me, this is your first pelvic examination.”

Abby cleared her throat before answering.

“Yes, it is.”

Dr. Hudson nodded as he picked up a pen and then opened the folder in front of him.

“Well, for a start, there are a few things I need to ask you,” he said when he glanced across the desk again. “I realize this may feel a little intrusive to you, but please just answer as best you can.”

Abby nodded to show she understood and took a deep breath as she started responding to the questions being fired at her. They began in a fairly straightforward manner about her general well-being and medical history, but then gradually began to focus on her sexual health and that put her on edge. The unease wasn’t all she felt though, and her tongue flickered on the corner of her lips when she finally heard a question she suspected would be asked.

“Are you currently in a sexual relationship?”

She couldn’t get herself to speak and simply shook her head to answer when Dr. Hudson looked at her.

“Have you been sexually active in the past?” he went on.

Another shake of Abby’s head answered the question as the doctor’s gaze stayed on her. She was telling a stranger things she’d only ever admitted to a couple of close friends, and it felt both embarrassing and a little exhilarating to reveal the information.

Flashes of the conversation with Joanne the evening before came to mind, and she remembered her comment about any red-blooded, heterosexual man having fantasies of virgin girls. The unbidden thoughts made her want to squirm on the seat as she looked across the desk at the doctor’s attractive face, but she forced herself to remain still as she admitted the truth.

“I’ve, uh..., well, I’ve never been with anyone to be honest.”

“You’re a virgin?” Dr. Hudson asked.

It was said without any judgment. At least, that’s the way it came across to Abby. She met his gaze, but couldn’t read his expression when she nodded to confirm. His demeanor outwardly remained professional as he noted the detail on the form, but she found herself wondering again if there was a truth to the comment her friend made the previous evening. In that moment, she hoped there was, although she felt a little foolish for even thinking it.

“That completes that,” Dr. Hudson said when he put the pen down and closed the folder. “From what you’ve just told me, I don’t think your examination should take long.”

He rose to his feet and Abby’s gaze fixed on the front of his white coat. The indecent thought that flitted through her head colored her cheeks and she looked up to see Dr. Hudson watching her. It made the breath catch in her throat, but he said nothing until he stepped around the desk.

“I’ll need you to put on the gown now.”

Abby looked to where he pointed and saw the screen in the corner of the room. Her heart leapt up into her throat as she contemplated what she was about to do. Too many feelings welled up that left her mind muddled. She was nervous about an intimate examination, but she couldn’t pretend she didn’t feel a thrill about the prospect of being so utterly exposed to a confident, older man.

“Uh..., OK,” she managed to get out before rising to her feet.

She half expected to feel a touch on her lower back again, but she wasn’t guided across the room this time. Dr. Hudson made his way towards the examination table as she walked over to the screen and ducked behind it.

“Fuck,” she hissed quietly when she saw the short, green, medical gown hanging over the back of a chair.

Lifting it, she held it against her torso and looked down to the hem barely reaching past the top of her thighs. It sent an unwanted shiver trickling down her spine and she closed her eyes for a second as the fluttering returned to the pit of her belly. She let out another curse under her breath as she removed her coat then began to strip off the rest of her clothes.

Once down to her underwear, she took off her bra before picking up the gown to put it on. She pulled at the hem, but it remained stubbornly at the top of her thighs and she eventually reached beneath the green material to take off her panties. Placing them on top of the rest of her clothes, she took a few deep breaths before peeking out from behind the screen.

She knew she’d been spotted when she saw Dr. Hudson looking in her direction and let out a nervous laugh when she stepped out fully into sight. Tugging at the hem of the gown in an attempt to keep herself covered seemed foolish in the extreme considering she was about to lie down on an examination table, with everything on show. She couldn’t stop herself, though, and her fingers pulled at the material.

“If you just come to the table,” Dr. Hudson said and smiled.

It was clearly intended as a reassuring gesture, but Abby felt the hot flutter of her pulse and looked down at the floor. Her gaze stayed on her bare feet as she crossed the floor to stand at the side of the table.

“I’ll just get you in place first,” Dr. Hudson said.

Abby couldn’t look at him as he helped her up onto the table. She was made to lie back then shuffle into position, so she could lift her legs up to bring her feet into the stirrups. There was no covering herself up now as her legs were pushed wide apart. The feeling of having her naked body so utterly exposed to the eyes of a watching man was excruciating and there was no controlling the rush of heat when she saw Dr. Hudson move into position to inspect her.

“Just relax,” he commented.

It was the last thing Abby could do. She sank her teeth into her bottom lip and squeezed her eyes tightly shut, but the touch she expected didn’t come. The loud snap of a surgical glove made her flinch and she looked to see Dr. Hudson readying himself for the examination. He put on the other glove before picking up a tube from a small, metal cabinet.

Abby’s eyes opened wide and her breathing grew ragged as she watched the lube being applied. It brought back memories of her friend’s remark the night before that it was just fingers. She’d worried that the doctor’s touch would make her wet, but she could already feel the pulse of heat between her thighs before that even happened.

“I’ll just do an external inspection first,” Dr. Hudson explained when he was ready.

“Mm-hmm.”

It was all Abby could get out as her body tensed. She saw Dr. Hudson leaning in and squeezed her eyes shut again. The touch when it came seemed to brush across her naked skin a few times before fingers dug a little deeper into her flesh. Her feet pressed down into the stirrups as her vagina was opened up, and she couldn’t stop herself from looking.

Dr. Hudson’s head was right between her spread thighs as he carried out the inspection, and her breathing grew heavier as she watched him. The smile on his face when he backed off sent a shiver down her spine.

“I’ll now do the internal exam,” he said and showed her the extended forefinger and middle finger of his right hand.

“OK,” Abby let out nervously.

Her body responded to another touch and the reflexive twitching of her thigh muscles was unstoppable. Dr. Hudson’s left hand pressed down on her belly, but it was the sensation of his lubricated fingers entering her that made her bite her lip hard. The touch slipped into her vagina and she could feel it moving around inside her to carry out the examination.

Her breathing quickened as the doctor’s fingers slipped deeper and it made her back arch. There was no controlling the reaction of her body to the intimate touch inside, and the urge to squirm around was one she desperately tried to resist.

“No problems there,” Dr. Hudson said when he finally eased his fingers out and lifted his left hand from her belly. “I’ll just do a rectal exam now.”

Abby pressed her back down hard on the table as she watched him squeeze a dollop of lube on the tip of his finger. This was something she didn’t know about, and the cool, slippery touch on her puckered skin brought out a loud gasp before she could stop it. Dr. Hudson straightened up and her gaze fixed on his white coat. It didn’t go unnoticed, and she glanced up when she heard his comment.

“Just try and relax.”

The smile on his face definitely didn’t appear professional as he wiggled his finger against her asshole. It ignited the hot pulse of her anal muscles as the tightness of her clenched sphincter was slowly overcome and her back arched again as the penetration slipped inside.

“Feel good?” Dr. Hudson asked.

Abby looked at him and knew he was doing more than examining her. She didn’t answer though. There was no knowing if he made a Saturday morning appointment to get her there alone, but the idea that an older man really did have a thing for a virgin girl filled her mind.

“Do you want your first time?” he asked.

It wasn’t the pelvic examination he was talking about now, and Abby finally gave in to the groan she wanted to let out. Enjoying the touch of his lubricated finger in her anus made her feel like a freak again, but there was no pretending she didn’t want his touch. Her buttocks clenched to make her asshole grip around the stiff penetration when the fingers of his other hand brushed across her mound. It made her skin feel like it was on fire, and she didn’t try to stop herself squirming now.

“You’re taking advantage,” she blurted out.

“Want me to stop?” Dr. Hudson asked.

Their eyes met and she knew there was only one answer. She’d never actually fantasized about going all the way with an older doctor on a gynecology table, but she wasn’t about to stop things. The need for more of his touch was all she could think about in that moment.

“No, don’t stop,” she told him. “Show me.”

Her intention with the comment was for him to show her about sex, but she realized he’d interpreted it in another way when his finger eased out of her asshole. He started to unbutton his white coat as he straightened up, and she did nothing to stop him. Her gaze went to the front of his trousers when it came into view and there was no doubt that examining her had given him an erection.

She could see the bulge in the dark material as he moved around to the side of the table, and he was almost level with her head when he dragged down the zipper of his trousers. There was no taking her eyes from the way he slipped his fingers through the gap and in a matter of seconds she was taking in every detail of her first real life erection.

A gasp spilled from her lips when her hand was grabbed, but she let it be dragged to Dr. Hudson’s groin. She got her first experience of the hot throb of a man’s arousal in all its glory when her fingers were wrapped around his swollen shaft.

“Is that what you wanted?” he asked.

She didn’t answer as she slid her grip down the shaft. The glistening on slick skin was all too obvious, and she was given a closer look when the doctor shoved his groin towards her. She gripped tighter and felt the pulsing throb growing stronger.

“Oh god, yeah,” Dr. Hudson groaned.

His head rocked back for a second. When he looked down again, he got his hand over hers to make her start stroking, and she readily let him take control. His gasping breaths grew louder as he made her pleasure him until his cock felt rigidly hard. Thick, bulging veins stretched out along the slightly curved length, and the sight held her transfixed like she couldn’t believe until she heard his comment.

“Maybe I should carry on with your examination.”

His hand came from over hers, but she didn’t let go. She didn’t want to and held his gaze as she carried on stroking along his erect manhood.

“You’re doing good for your first time,” he teased. “Do you want to still be a virgin when you leave?”

His words brought a hot blush of red to her cheeks, but he was giving her the choice and she brought her attention back to his engorged member. It felt so thick and hard in her hand, and there was no doubt that she’d found the man to take her virginity.

“You won’t say anything, right?” she asked.

“Our secret,” Dr. Hudson assured her. “No one will hear anything about this from me and I expect the same from you.”

He reached out to grab the hem of the gown. Abby tightened her belly muscles to lift her butt up from the padded surface, so the green material could be pulled higher to put more of her naked body on show. The way his eyes roamed over her curves excited her more than she could have ever imagined.

“Pretty,” he said.

Abby let her hand be pulled away from his erection, and she watched as he moved back around to the bottom of the table.

“I don’t think we need these now,” he said and dragged off the gloves.

She felt the touch of his bare fingers brushing on the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, and the twitching flutter of her muscles returned. Her neck muscles strained as she tried to lift her head to watch the way his touch trailed higher on her leg until it played on the flushed, sensitive skin of her pubic mound.

“Yes,” she groaned as she slammed the back of her head down on the padded surface of the table.

She made no attempt to disguise the gasping sound of her excitement. It showed just how much she wanted the doctor’s touch. When it pulled away, she lifted her head again and that got her the sight of Dr. Hudson dropping to his knees. His hands slapped on her legs to shove them wider apart, and it was kisses that trailed up her inner thigh now.

It felt deliciously slutty to give in so easily to his advances, but she craved his kisses and propped herself up on her elbows to watch the caress of his lips slide right in between her naked thighs. The flat of his tongue started to rasp along her pussy lips and she groaned when his fingers dug into soft folds of skin to open her up.

Every touch made her hips judder, with her clitoris being expertly exposed to the rasping licks that continued to play between her thighs. It left her writhing around as she was held in place on the table, with her legs spread indecently wide and her virgin pussy at the mercy of a lustful, older man.

When Dr. Hudson’s tongue wiggled between her flushed lips, she tried to push towards it. She wanted to be eaten out, wanted to have an experienced man set her body alight and Dr. Hudson knew just how to do that. She felt a touch trail back to her asshole, with the slipperiness of the lube on her puckered skin easing the penetration of his finger.

The pulsing clench of her sphincter brought out her excitement even more, and she pushed towards the licking inside, feeling the hot pressure between her thighs taking her so close. She dropped back down to lie flat on the table when Dr. Hudson’s tongue pulled out to go after her clit again.

Every lick on the swollen bud brought convulsions that made her muscles spasm as his finger slipped deeper in her asshole. It felt so taboo to let an older man play out his kinky desires on her innocent body and that brought her excitement to a peak. The hot tension in her muscles made them coil like springs and her body stretched out until the unrelenting rasp of Dr. Hudson’s tongue brought the world crashing down on her.

The taut clench of her asshole around his finger suddenly released to pulsing waves of hot pleasure sweeping through her body. It didn’t stop Dr. Hudson. He kept his finger plunged deep and the tortured spasms of her muscles left her a hot, shuddering mess as he continued to rasp licks on her pussy.

For a few, mind-numbing seconds it felt like there was nothing but the ecstasy of orgasm. It built to a shattering height that made her cry out as her excitement peaked. Her back arched as she tried to grind against Dr. Hudson’s mouth until the strength left her body and she slumped back down on the table.

Her squeal was loud as she was given the last thrill of Dr. Hudson’s finger easing out of her quivering asshole. He was on his feet in seconds and she saw the way he ripped at the fastenings of his trousers to pull them down. She could sense just how much he wanted her as he dragged his underwear down then moved into position.

He spanked the thick, swollen head of his erection on her flushed skin to make her gasp. Wrapping fingers around his shaft, he started to rub the tip along her pussy lips and it eased in between to play on her sensitive inner skin.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned to encourage him.

Her limbs felt weak in the aftermath, but she managed to prop herself up on her elbows, and it gave her a view of the way the engorged head spread slick folds of skin. The tension returned to her body when he gave her more. Her mouth opened wide as she watched the way his hard cock stretched open the tightness of her pussy.

The slick wetness of her arousal eased the penetration, and she sucked in gasping breaths as the throbbing hardness of Dr. Hudson’s erection slipped deeper and deeper until their groins were locked together. She flinched when his hands grasped at the top of her thighs, with his fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled himself onto her.

She instinctively started rolling her hips, with her feet pressing down in the stirrups and trying to spread her knees farther apart. Harsh breaths spilled from her lips as she tried to grind against him. There was something special about having him deep inside, but his excitement finally came out in thrusts.

It made her drop down to lie flat while the hard pumping of his hips started to drive his erection into her. She could feel the grip of her inner muscles around the hardness of his shaft as it was fucked into her and the feeling was too good. Grabbing the sides of the table, she held on tightly and closed her eyes as Dr. Hudson’s lust played out on her.

His fingers dug deeper into her flesh as he took her virginity and she let out gasping cries as his body slammed between her spread thighs more vigorously. Her excitement built to a peak until she came again, shuddering against him.  Her cries died down as she opened her eyes.  She looked at the expression on his face as his excitement came to a high and saw his gaze fix on hers when she spoke.

“Let me feel it inside.”

Her words seemed to spur him on to fuck her harder still and his grunts of pleasure grew louder until a last thrust locked their bodies together as one. She closed her eyes as the throbbing pulse of his lust exploded to strong, virile spurts of cum deep inside her. Her muscles tensed to grip tighter around his manhood as he pushed forward against her body to give her everything and she only looked at him when his excitement finally began to die away.

His hoarse grunts of pleasure became gasping curses when he started to thrust again to take the last pleasure before he finally pulled out. Abby couldn’t stop the trembling of her body as she remained stretched out on the examination table with her legs spread wide. She could feel the trickle of his cum spilling across her inner thighs and finally propped herself up to get a look at her stretched-open pussy.

“Remember what we agreed,” he said.

She lifted her gaze to his face.

“Joanne wants me to call her to let her know how it went,” she said.

“Just tell her everything went fine,” Dr. Hudson replied.

“And that’s the end of things?” she asked.

The smile that spread across his face as they continued to look at each other sent a shiver down her spine.

“I didn’t do a pap smear, so you still need that,” he said. “I’ll give you my number, and you can arrange to come in again.”

“On a Saturday morning?” Abby asked and saw his smile grow wider.

He’d taken her virginity and shown her just how good sex could be. There was no doubt he wanted to get her on the table again, and she knew she’d willingly give in to that for another examination when she returned.

*****************
[image: ]


Other stories you might like:

The Doctor’s Innocent Patient (Medical Exam Erotica)

When shy 19-year-old virgin Sarah makes an appointment for her first gynecological exam she doesn’t realize that the handsome older doctor has more in mind than a standard examination.  What will Sarah do when the exam takes a lustful turn?

Warning:  This 4500-word short story contains explicit sexual content including a first time sexual encounter, anal play, oral sex, and a very horny doctor!  This story is for adults only.

Punished by the Doctor (Medical Exam Erotica)

When Melissa has her annual gynecological exam, she can’t resist her attractive doctor’s touch and she asks him to take things further.  When he invites her back after hours for a private exam, she is very excited...until he straps her down and invites in a third party – his wife!  Dr. Cassidy and his wife want to punish Melissa for tempting a married man, and they proceed to use her body in every way they wish!

This 4700-word short story contains explicit sexual content including masturbation, oral sex, and a reluctant woman being punished with a kinky exam!  This story is for adults only.

The Billionaire’s Human Cow

Candice is unemployed, broke, and desperate.  The rent is due at the end of the month and she has no way to pay it...until she gets a strange but intriguing job offer.  A billionaire needs a wet nurse for his new baby, and he will give Candice a concoction to make her produce milk and pay her a huge salary for her trouble.  It’s not until Candice takes the job that she realizes her sexy employer also wants a taste of her milk!

This 6800-word short story contains explicit sexual content including milking, suckling, lots of milky sex, and a billionaire making a woman into his personal human cow!  This story is for adults only.

Submitting to the Doctor

Naomi has a big problem – her wealthy fiancée and his parents expect her to undergo a virginity test before her marriage.  The problem is that is Naomi is not as an innocent as they think!  She will have to convince the handsome family doctor to help her, and she will do anything and everything to get her way...

This 6130-word short story contains explicit sexual content including a kinky medical exam, a doctor behaving badly, and hot doctor patient sex.

––––––––
[image: ]


Check out other titles by Madison Laine.

Thank you for purchasing this e-book.  If you liked this story, please leave a positive review so I will know my fans want more stories of this type.  I love to hear from my readers! Any feedback or comments can be sent to madisonlaineebooks@gmail.com.
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