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Making an Example of the Med Student

Erin Corcoran sat in the back row of the university lecture hall, her slender fingers fidgeting nervously with the edge of her notebook. Fluorescent lights buzzed ominously overhead, casting a harsh glow on the rows of eager medical students before her. But Erin felt anything but eager. Her heart raced as she silently chanted her desperate mantra: Not me. Not me. Not me.

The clock on the wall ticked relentlessly towards 3:00 PM. Only ten minutes remained in the first half of Professor O'Leary's notorious Thursday afternoon anatomy lecture. Erin's brown hair fell in a curtain around her face as she hunched lower in her seat, trying to make herself as small and inconspicuous as possible.

At the front of the room, Professor O'Leary's stentorian voice droned on about the intricacies of the human muscular system. His laser pointer danced across the projected slides as he spoke, highlighting first this sinew and then that tendon. But Erin barely registered the words. Her stomach was in knots with nerves. Her mind was consumed with a feeling of dread for what she knew was coming next.

What was coming next was the “practical portion”, as Professor O'Leary so innocuously called it. His two-hour Thursday lectures were always divided this way. The first hour was like any other lecture—dense, technical, often boring, but at least predictable. It was the second hour that always made Erin so apprehensive. And she knew she wasn’t the only one. In this “practical portion”, O’Leary would select one unlucky student at random to come to the front and serve as a living model. To be poked and prodded. To be exposed.

Erin's skin prickled at the mere thought. Her cheeks flushed pink as she imagined herself standing vulnerable before her peers, subject to her professor's clinical gaze and probing hands. She tugged self-consciously at the cuffs of her loose blouse.

Erin was a diligent learner. She hadn’t missed a lecture all term. And so, she had been an observer at every “practical portion” to date. They hadn’t all been so bad. Yes, it would always be embarrassing having to stand up in front of the rest of the group to essentially serve the purpose of a mannequin—Why, she’d wondered more than once, hadn’t the Med School just bought O’Leary an actual mannequin by now?—but most of the time that at least would be the worst of it. Many of the random selections got away with a cursory examination of their scalp, their nails, their gait or their range of motion. But it was those other times—the times when O’Leary inspected more closely, revealed more extensively—that made everyone nervous. And it was that chance that Erin was obsessing over now. The chance of not only being called upon, but of being called upon in one of those bad weeks.

"And with that," Professor O'Leary's voice cut through Erin's spiralling thoughts, dragging her back to the here and now, "we conclude the slideshow portion of today's lecture. Are there any questions?"

A rustle of nervous energy swept through the room. Nobody raised a hand. Nobody ever dared raise a hand this close to the selection. Erin felt her breath catching in her suddenly dry throat. This was it. The moment she'd been dreading all class. The moment that she’d been low-key dreading all week, every week, if she were completely honest.

Professor O'Leary's steely eyes scanned the lecture hall from behind his wire-rimmed glasses. A slight smirk played at the corners of his mouth as he seemed to savour the palpable tension.

"Alright then," he said, setting down his laser pointer. "You all know the drill by now. We’ll take a short break before the practical portion. But first, we’ll find out who will be helping us out when we return."

Erin's internal chant grew more fervent. Not me. Not me. Not me…

She stared intently at her notes, her eyes tracing the loops and curves of her own handwriting without really seeing them. She didn't have to look up to know what was happening at the front of the lecture hall. The familiar hum of the projector filled the silent air. Professor O'Leary would now be pulling up the random name generator on the screen.

Her ears strained to catch every sound. The soft rustle of clothing as students shifted nervously in their seats. The barely audible intake of breath from those around her. The intermittent clicking and double-clicking of the mouse under Professor O'Leary's finger as he brought up the required window and ceremoniously centred and expanded it.

He always made a show of this part, insisting that all the students' names were in the system, that the choice was entirely random and impartial. But whispers and rumours had been circulating among Erin's classmates for weeks now. There was a growing suspicion that the more intimate, the more revealing, "practical portions" seemed to be disproportionately falling upon the more attractive female students in the group. It seemed too consistent to be a coincidence.

Erin's pen traced absent circles in the margin of her notebook as her mind raced. She thought back to Emma last week, who was requested to remove her shirt so the class could study the musculature of her upper back and shoulders. She thought of Sophia two weeks before, lying on the examination table in just her bra and panties as O'Leary demonstrated proper palpation techniques for abdominal exams.

Erin could feel the thin sheen of sweat developing on her forehead as she stressed. She was acutely aware of her own appearance, now that she was seconds away from finding out whether all eyes would soon be on it—her silky brown hair, her smooth skin, the curves of her body that even her intentionally modest clothing couldn't fully conceal. She had tried to make herself as plain and unremarkable as possible, but what if it wasn't enough?

The room fell deathly silent as the mouse pointer hovered over the 'Generate' button. Erin's heart was pounding so intensely, she could count the beats by the slight tremor it caused in the back of her hand. She squeezed her eyes shut, her lips moving in a silent prayer.

Not me. Not me. Please, anyone but me…

And then the familiar susurration spread throughout the tiered seating, informing Erin that a name had been displayed. Her eyes remained shut. But somehow, she already knew the outcome.

"Erin Corcoran," O'Leary announced plainly, his voice devoid of emotion. "If you wouldn't mind coming up to the front after the break. Thank you in advance."

Her heart sank. Her vision narrowed to a pinpoint, the edges of her sight going dark as if she might faint. The din of shuffling papers and murmuring voices faded to a dull roar in her ears as blood rushed to her head. She barely registered the clatter of hinged seats as her classmates stood, stretching and chatting as they filed out for their ten-minute reprieve.

Erin remained frozen in her seat, her pen still poised over her notebook, her mind racing with possibilities, each more mortifying than the last. Would she have to remove her blouse? Her skirt? Both? She was suddenly hyper-aware of the thin white bra and dark boy shorts she wore beneath. They weren’t the worst she could have chosen, but they certainly weren’t the best. If only she'd thought ahead that morning. If only she'd chosen a sports bra. If only…

"Tough luck, Corcoran," a male voice cut through her spiralling thoughts. She looked up to see Jake and Kevin, two of her more boisterous classmates, staring down at her—a shit-eating grin plastered across each of their faces. "Hope you wore your sexy knickers today," Jake added with a wink.

Kevin snickered. "Give us a good show up there. I’ll be sure to get a front-row seat."

Erin felt her cheeks burn as she stared back down at her desk, wishing she could disappear into the floor. The boys sauntered off, their laughter echoing in the nearly empty room.

A gentle hand on her shoulder made Erin jump. "Don't listen to those dickheads," said a soft voice. It was Melissa, one of the few other women in the class. Her kind eyes met Erin's. "It'll be alright. Most of us have had to do it at some point."

Erin managed a weak smile. "Thanks," she mumbled.

"Really, it's not so bad," Melissa continued, though her tone lacked conviction. "O'Leary's a creep, but at least he keeps things… professional… Usually."

That “usually” hung in the air between them, doing little to quell Erin's rising panic. Melissa gave her shoulder a final squeeze before heading out, leaving Erin alone with her thoughts.

The minutes of the break ticked by with agonising slowness. Erin's mind flicked through every possible scenario, each more humiliating than the last.

She pictured herself standing awkwardly at the front of the room, all eyes on her as O'Leary's clinical gaze swept over her body. She imagined his hands, cold and impersonal, prodding at her bare skin as he lectured on muscle groups or bone structure…

She pictured herself lying on the cold examination table in nothing but her underwear, vulnerable and exposed as O'Leary demonstrated proper techniques for a full-body examination.

She pictured him going further than he ever had before— asking her to remove everything, drawing the attention of dozens of pairs of eyes to her most private areas, touching her there with entitled abandon… But that was impossible… It was absurd… Wasn’t it?

The break was over before Erin realised. Lost in her whirlwind of thoughts, she’d barely registered the shuffling of feet and murmur of voices as her classmates filed back into the lecture hall. Many shifted closer to the front, jockeying for better views of the impending demonstration. The harsh fluorescent lights seemed to buzz even louder now, their unforgiving glare illuminating every anxious bead of sweat on Erin's forehead.

Professor O'Leary strode back to his podium, his polished oxfords clicking authoritatively on the linoleum floor. He adjusted his wire-rimmed glasses and cleared his throat, the sound cutting through the low hum of whispered conversations. "Ms. Corcoran?" His steely gaze swept the room, searching for his supposedly randomly chosen subject.

Erin's stomach dropped. She should have been waiting for him already. She had been so consumed by her fears that she'd forgotten to move. Now she'd drawn even more attention to herself than necessary. Cheeks burning, she reluctantly pushed herself to her feet. Her legs felt like lead as she made her way down the steps to the front of the lecture hall.

With each step, she couldn’t help but notice the seemingly endless pairs of eyes following her descent. She could feel them boring into her, could feel the mixture of curiosity, sympathy, and—in some cases—barely concealed excitement. The soft fabric of her blouse suddenly felt far too thin, offering little protection from their collective probing gaze. Her modest knee-length skirt now seemed to cling to the curve of her hips and thighs with each step—accentuating rather than concealing.

As she reached the bottom of the stairs, Erin caught sight of Jake and Kevin in the front row. True to his word, Kevin had secured prime seating. The two were exchanging knowing smirks, their eyes raking over her body in a way that made her skin crawl. She quickly looked away, only to meet Professor O'Leary's impatient stare.

Professor O'Leary stood waiting in a crisp white lab coat he’d donned during the break, his tall frame imposing. As Erin approached, he bent slightly, speaking in a low voice meant only for her ears.

"Thank you for your assistance today, Miss Corcoran," he said, his tone surprisingly gentle. "I want you to know that I genuinely appreciate your willingness to participate. Are you comfortable helping us with today's practical demonstration?"

Erin's throat felt tight, her mouth dry. She managed a small nod, not trusting her voice.

O'Leary's eyes narrowed slightly behind his wire-rimmed glasses. "I need to stress that this is entirely up to you, Erin. Your participation is completely voluntary. If you're not comfortable, please say so now."

For a brief moment, hope fluttered in Erin's chest. She could say no. She could simply walk away. But as quickly as it arose, the hope was quashed by the weight of expectation. She felt the eyes of her classmates boring into her back. She dreaded O’Leary’s inevitable annoyance if she were to delay his class. The thought of refusing now, in front of everyone, sent a wave of humiliation through her that rivalled even her fears of what was to come.

"I… I'm okay," she whispered, her voice barely audible, her tone lacking conviction.

Professor O'Leary nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth—a smile of kindness, or… something else entirely? "Thank you again, Erin. Your contribution to your peers' education is invaluable." He turned to his desk, retrieving a sheet of paper. "Now, if you could just sign this form confirming your willing participation, we can begin."

Erin's hand shook as she took the proffered pen. The form before her was a blur of legalese, but words like "consent" and "voluntary" jumped out at her. She hesitated, the pen hovering above the signature line.

"Is there a problem, Miss Corcoran?" O'Leary's voice had an edge to it now, evident impatience creeping in.

"N-no, sir," Erin stammered, quickly scrawling her name on the dotted line. As she set the pen down, she felt as though she had just signed away far more than her consent to a simple demonstration.

O'Leary's smile widened as he took the form, tucking it into a folder on his desk. "Excellent," he said, turning back to face the class. "Now, if everybody’s ready, let's begin today's practical portion. This week, we’ll be discussing the distribution of adipose tissue…"

O'Leary's voice droned on, but Erin found herself unable to focus on his words. Her mind latched onto that one term he had emphasised so clearly—adipose tissue—and began to spiral. Adipose tissue. In layman’s terms, body fat. The words echoed in her head, bringing with them a flood of anxiety and self-consciousness.

She began to file through what little she already knew about the subject. It wasn’t a lot, certainly not the details, but adipose was everywhere in the human body, she knew that much. It cushioned organs, insulated against temperature changes, stored energy. But more pressingly, it shaped the body's contours. It was responsible for the soft swell of breasts, the curve of hips, the roundness of buttocks.

Erin's cheeks flushed hot as she considered the implications. O'Leary could use this topic as an excuse to examine virtually any part of her body. Her hands unconsciously moved to her midsection, fingers splaying across her stomach. She'd always been fit, but she was suddenly conscious of every ounce of padding beneath her skin. Was her stomach taut enough? Were her thighs big enough? She felt too fat and too thin at the same time, not knowing the perfect proportions the Professor might refer to, not knowing whether he would use her as an example to follow or to avoid.

Her gaze darted nervously around the room. How many of her classmates were now thinking about her body as she was? How many were already imagining her stripped down, being put on display for their scrutiny? She caught sight of Jake and Kevin in the front row again, their eyes gleaming with visible delight. A wave of nausea washed over her.

O'Leary's voice faded further into the background as Erin's mind raced through possibilities. Would he focus on her abdomen, asking her to lift her blouse to reveal her midriff? The thought made her stomach clench. Or perhaps he'd turn his attention to her thighs, instructing her to hike up her skirt as he discussed the distribution of fat in the lower body. She shifted uncomfortably, suddenly very aware of the brush of fabric against her legs.

But it was the possibility of a breast examination that truly made Erin's heart race. The mere thought of standing there, exposed before her peers, as O'Leary clinically discussed not just mammary tissue, but her mammary tissue… She felt lightheaded, her vision swimming slightly at the edges.

As her anxiety mounted, Erin’s thoughts spiralled back to her choice of underwear. Her thin white bra suddenly felt flimsy and inadequate. She remembered how it didn’t quite fit right. She pictured her “adipose” spilling over the cups, prayed that she would remain the only one privy to that image. And her dark boy shorts—why hadn't she worn something more substantial under her skirt? Something less likely to ride up at least?

She fidgeted with the hem of her blouse, trying to ensure it stayed tucked neatly into her skirt. But the more she squirmed, the more she felt like every eye in the room was fixed on her, anticipating the moment when that modest barrier of fabric might be stripped away.

Erin's spiralling thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the gentle pressure of fingertips against her cheek. She blinked, startled back to reality, to find Professor O'Leary facing her for the first time since he had begun speaking to the class. His steely blue eyes were fixed intently on her face, his expression one of calm focus.

"…and here we have the buccal fat pad," he was saying, his voice low and measured. His thumb traced a soft arc along her cheekbone, sending an unexpected shiver down her spine. "Note how it contributes to the fullness of the lower cheek. The fuller the pad, the more youthful the appearance."

Erin stood frozen, barely daring to breathe as O'Leary's hand moved with clinical precision across her features. His touch was surprisingly delicate, almost tender, as he mapped out the contours of her face.

"The malar fat pad," he continued, fingertips skimming just beneath her eyes, "provides support to the lower eyelids and softens the transition between the cheeks and the eye area." His hand shifted, cupping her jaw lightly. "And here, the jowl fat pad, which can descend with age, affecting the jawline." His eyes met hers briefly as he added in a more light-hearted tone, “No worry of that happening anytime soon for Miss Corcoran.”

As O'Leary spoke, Erin found herself captivated by the timbre of his voice. The anxiety that had been consuming her began to ebb, replaced by a strange sense of calm. His touch, so gentle and assured, was oddly comforting. She hadn't expected this level of care, this… consideration.

For the first time, Erin truly looked at Professor O'Leary. She'd always been too intimidated, too nervous to really see him before. Now, with his face mere inches from hers, her chin still cupped by his delicate fingers, she took in details she'd never noticed. The flecks of green in his blue eyes, the distinguished silver at his temples, the fine laugh lines etched around his mouth. He wasn't young, certainly, but—standing this close to him for the first time—she no longer thought of him as old either. There was an undeniable attractiveness to him—a magnetism born of confidence and authority.

Erin felt a flush creep up her neck, suddenly very aware of how close they were standing. She could smell his cologne—a subtle, masculine scent that made her pulse quicken. His proximity was both thrilling and unnerving.

O'Leary's hand drifted up to Erin’s mouth, one finger caressing the length of her lower lip before gently grasping it between his thumb and forefinger. She inhaled sharply at the unexpectedly intimate contact, her eyes widening as he tugged down slightly, exposing the moist inner surface of her lip. Her mind focused in on the most minute of details—the fact that her exhalations would now ghost over his hand, the fact that he had unavoidably picked up a sheen of her saliva on his fingertip. Hyper-focused as she was on their contact, this admittedly minor intrusion had her feeling more exposed than any of her previous musings—they had been more extreme, yes, but they were also hypothetical, potential. Here and now, her mouth held open by her professor, her own moisture on his finger, she felt more vulnerable—more under his control—than she ever would have imagined.

"Now, class, observe the vermilion border," O'Leary's voice resonated through Erin, low and authoritative. "This transition between the lip and surrounding skin is crucial to lip aesthetics." His thumb traced the curve of her lower lip, the slight friction sending tingles across her skin. "Note the fullness here, indicative of the thin layer of adipose tissue overlying the orbicularis oris muscle."

Erin's breath caught in her throat as she focused in on every minuscule movement of O'Leary's fingers, on the warmth radiating from his palm so close to her face. Her pulse quickened, her nervousness tinged with some other—as yet ineffable—feeling building inside her.

"The prominence of this tissue," O'Leary continued, his gaze fixed on Erin's mouth, "is closely linked to oestrogen levels in women." His eyes flicked up to meet hers for a brief moment before returning to her lips. "Higher oestrogen levels typically result in fuller, more pronounced lips."

Erin felt a wave of heat rush to her cheeks. She was once again painfully conscious of her classmates' gazes, all focused intently on her parted lips. The silence in the room was palpable, broken only by the occasional scratch of pen on paper or tapping of fingers on keyboards as students took notes.

O'Leary's thumb brushed across her lower lip once more, almost absentmindedly. "It's worth noting," he said, his voice taking on a more conversational tone, "that this biological indicator of fertility is what drives the current trend for lip augmentation procedures." He released her lip, allowing it to spring back into place, his fingers still cupping her chin, his eyes still on her, even as he addressed the class. "Lip fillers attempt to mimic the effects of elevated oestrogen, creating a more youthful, fertile appearance that many find sexually attractive."

Erin's heart hammered in her chest. She couldn't believe O'Leary was discussing sexual attractiveness while touching her so intimately. She wanted to look away, to break the intense eye contact he maintained, but she found herself captivated by his steady gaze.

"Of course," O'Leary added, a hint of his earlier smile creeping back to the corners of his own mouth, "Miss Corcoran here demonstrates that such interventions are not always necessary." His fingers ghosted along the curve of her jaw as he withdrew his hand. "Her lips are clearly full enough without such help, wouldn't you agree? Illustrative of youth. Illustrative of… fertility."

A murmur of assent rippled through the classroom. Erin felt her face burning, a mixture of embarrassment and an unexpected thrill coursing through her. She'd never given much thought to her lips before, but now she couldn't help but wonder how they compared to her classmates'.

She scanned the female faces gazing down at her from the tiered seating, wondering how her evident "fertility" stacked up to theirs. She found herself distracted by the other women's expressions, trying to decipher them. They seemed to range from sympathy to… jealousy? Would any of them really have wanted to trade places with her right now? Melissa offered an unambiguously encouraging smile. Emma—who'd had to remove her shirt the week before—simply looked relieved it wasn't her turn this time.

Erin’s brief survey was brought to an abrupt end when Professor O'Leary commented that, “Of course, this correlation between oestrogen and adipose exists elsewhere in the body too.” Before she knew it, he had grabbed the hem of her skirt, lifting it high to expose her thigh, his other hand already grasping at her flesh.

"As I’m sure you’re already aware," O'Leary's voice boomed, seeming to fill every corner of the suddenly silent lecture hall, "the distribution of adipose tissue in females tends to concentrate around the hips, buttocks, and thighs."

Erin gasped, her hands instinctively moving to push her skirt back down. But O'Leary's grip was firm, keeping the fabric bunched high on her leg. The cool air of the room kissed her newly exposed skin, raising goosebumps along her thigh.

If Professor O’Leary had noticed her reaction, he did a good job of ignoring it entirely. Cheeks burning, Erin slowly lowered her hands to her sides, submitting. She could feel dozens of eyes raking over her bare legs now, seeming to drink in every detail. Jake and Kevin's leering faces swam in her vision, their grins wide and predatory. She tried to rationalise her situation. It was just her legs… She’d revealed more skin in holiday photos she’d posted online… But… this wasn’t the same. She wasn’t the one doing the revealing now.

O'Leary's hand slid along the curve of her thigh, his touch clinical yet somehow intimate. "Note the softness here," he said, squeezing gently. "This subcutaneous fat provides the feminine contours that are typically considered attractive in our society."

Erin's breath hitched as O'Leary's fingers probed and kneaded, demonstrating the pliability of her flesh. She focused on just how high her skirt had been pushed up—mere centimetres from revealing her underwear. The thin fabric of her boy shorts suddenly felt woefully inadequate.

"Now, observe as I demonstrate the pinch test," O'Leary announced. Without warning, his fingers pinched a fold of skin on Erin's outer thigh, eliciting a small inhalation of surprise from her. "This allows us to estimate the thickness of the subcutaneous fat layer."

Erin bit her lip, fighting to maintain her composure as O'Leary continued his examination. His hands roamed freely over her exposed leg, occasionally lifting her skirt even higher to access new areas. With each movement, Erin feared he would reveal too much, that her classmates would catch a glimpse of her underwear.

"Let's compare this to the other leg," O'Leary announced, releasing Erin's right thigh and moving to her left side. His hands grasped the hem of her skirt once again, this time lifting it even higher. Erin's heart raced as she felt the cool air on more of her skin.

"Note the symmetry," he said, his fingers probing and measuring. "In a healthy individual like Miss Corcoran, we expect to see relatively even distribution of adipose tissue between the left and right sides."

Erin stood rigidly, her face burning as O'Leary's hands roamed freely—with impunity—over both of her thighs now. The scratching of pens and tapping of keyboards seemed to build mockingly, her classmates’ eyes fixed on her exposed legs as they recorded everything they saw. The clinical nature of O'Leary's touch did little to quell the rising heat in her cheeks—or the unexpected warmth building low in her belly.

"Now," O'Leary's voice cut through her thoughts, "next we will need to consider the gluteal region."

Before Erin could process what was happening, O'Leary's hands were on her hips, turning her to face away from the class. She gasped as she felt her skirt being lifted from behind, the raised fabric being tucked into her waistband, exposing her underwear-clad buttocks to the room.

"As you can see," O'Leary continued in his seemingly disinterested monotone, his hands already cupping and squeezing Erin's rear, "the adipose tissue over the gluteal muscles contributes significantly to the feminine silhouette."

Erin's face burned as she imagined the view her classmates now had—her dark boy shorts doing little to conceal the curves of her bottom. She could hear muffled whispers and barely suppressed giggles from behind her.

"Miss Corcoran provides an excellent example of well-developed gluteal musculature complemented by an appropriate layer of subcutaneous fat," O'Leary continued, his fingers continuing to knead and probe in a way that felt entirely unnecessary.

Erin bit her lip, trying to stifle a whimper as O'Leary's hands moved lower, his fingertips brushing the sensitive skin where her thighs met her buttocks. She squeezed her eyes shut, praying for it to be over soon.

With light pressure from one hand on her shoulder, O'Leary silently directed Erin to bend forwards. She complied hesitantly, her arms coming to rest on the cold surface of the examination table. The new position caused her rear to stick out prominently towards her classmates, as if she were presenting herself enthusiastically for their scrutiny. Erin's face burned even hotter, knowing how exposed she must look. But she dared not show her embarrassment. Recoiling, covering up, running away—anything other than following O’Leary’s instructions and being a “good” student—felt like a worse option.

"Now, class, I'd like to draw your attention to an often overlooked but crucial aesthetic element—the infragluteal fold," O'Leary announced. His hands returned to Erin's backside, fingers tracing the crease where her buttocks met her thighs. "This natural demarcation between the gluteal region and the posterior thigh plays a significant role in signposting optimal hormonal balance."

Erin bit her lip hard, fighting to maintain her composure as O'Leary's fingers ghosted along this sensitive area. She could feel goosebumps rising on her skin, a shiver threatening to run through her body. And—against all logic—a further building of heat deep within her.

"The prominence and definition of this fold," O'Leary continued, "is influenced by both muscle tone and adipose distribution." As he spoke, still stroking her with one hand, the fingers of the other pinched the fabric of her boy shorts, tugging upwards slightly. She gasped as she felt cool air on newly exposed skin—he had just revealed even more of the lower portion of her ass cheeks to the room.

A wave of hushed whispers swept through the classroom. Erin squeezed her eyes shut, mortified by how much of her was now on display. She tried to focus on her breathing, on anything other than the feeling of all those eyes fixed on the bare flesh of her proffered ass.

"See how the gluteal muscles create a rounded contour," O'Leary said, his voice maddeningly calm and clinical. His hand cupped one of Erin's cheeks entirely, squeezing gently. "The layer of subcutaneous fat provides a smooth transition, here, into the infragluteal fold."

As he continued, O'Leary's other hand moved to Erin's opposite side. She felt his fingers hook under the elastic of her underwear, tugging it higher still. The fabric bit into her flesh, riding up between her cheeks. Erin bit back a whimper, realising just how much more of her was now on show.

"Note the symmetry," O'Leary commented, his hands roaming freely over Erin's rear. "A well-defined infragluteal fold on both sides contributes to an aesthetically pleasing appearance."

His touch was light, almost teasing, as he demonstrated the curves of her rear to the group. As he continued to grope at the flesh of her ass, Erin's mind reeled. This couldn't possibly be normal, could it? He couldn't just be innocently demonstrating. He had to be enjoying this. He had to be relishing the power he had over her. The power to show her off. To embarrass her. And she was embarrassed. These were her classmates she was being displayed to, her friends and acquaintances. She was mortified.

Professor O'Leary's hands seemed to be everywhere at once, kneading and squeezing, his fingers dipping dangerously close to areas that should have been firmly off-limits. Erin's breath came in short, shallow gasps as she fought to maintain her composure. She could feel the heat radiating from her cheeks, knew her face must be a brilliant shade of scarlet by now.

"Note the firmness here," O'Leary's voice boomed, his palm flat against the curve of her bottom. "This indicates a good balance of muscle and adipose tissue." His fingers drummed lightly against her skin, sending unexpected shivers up her spine. "The slight jiggle we observe is perfectly normal and, indeed, desirable from an aesthetic standpoint."

Erin's eyes widened in disbelief. Had he really just commented on the “jiggle” her ass? In front of the entire class? She wanted to curl up into a ball and disappear. Instead, she stood stock-still, she gritted her teeth, she concentrated on her breathing.

She infernal scratching and tapping of note-taking continued. What were they writing? Were they simply recording O'Leary's clinical observations, or were they adding their own commentary? She imagined crude remarks and lewd sketches filling the margins of notebooks, every detail of her posterior preserved for posterity.

"Now, if we compare the left and right gluteal regions again," O'Leary continued, his hands moving to grip both of Erin's buttocks simultaneously. He squeezed firmly, as if weighing them. "We can see that pleasing symmetry I mentioned earlier."

Erin bit her lip hard, stifling a gasp as O'Leary's fingers dug into her flesh. The thin fabric of her boy shorts offered little protection, and she could feel the heat of his palms through the material. She silently cursed herself for not wearing something more substantial, something that would have preserved at least a shred of her dignity.

"I must say, Miss Corcoran's gluteal development is quite impressive," O'Leary commented, his tone maddeningly casual. "This level of muscle tone suggests regular physical activity. Do you work out, Miss Corcoran?"

Erin's throat went dry. Was he really expecting her to speak? To carry on a conversation while he fondled her ass in front of everyone? She swallowed hard, trying to find her voice.

"I… I run," she managed to squeak out. Her voice sounded small and strained even to her own ears.

"Ah, that explains it," O'Leary replied, his hands still roaming freely over her backside. "Running is excellent for developing the gluteus maximus and medius muscles. And clearly, it's been quite effective for you."

Erin felt her face burning even hotter at the compliment, if it could really be called that.

"Now, class," O'Leary continued, his voice taking on a more serious tone, "while adipose distribution in the gluteal region is important for aesthetic considerations, it also serves crucial biological functions." His hands moved lower, fingers probing the sensitive area where Erin's buttocks met her thighs. "This subcutaneous fat provides insulation and energy storage, as well as cushioning for the underlying musculature and skeletal structure."

Erin bit her lip hard, fighting to maintain her composure as O'Leary's fingers danced over her boy shorts and bare skin alike. She could feel the heat of his palms, his touch sending unexpected tingles through her body.

"Of course," O'Leary added, his voice dropping slightly, "the development of the gluteal region also plays a significant role in sexual signalling."

A hushed murmur swept through the classroom at this statement. Erin felt her heart skip a beat. Was he really going to discuss that? Here? Now?

"In many cultures," O'Leary continued, seemingly oblivious to the tension in the room, "a well-developed posterior is considered a sign of fertility and sexual desirability." His hands cupped Erin's buttocks once more, squeezing gently. "The rounded contours and ample adipose tissue suggest good health and child-bearing potential."

Erin's breath caught in her throat. She couldn't believe this was happening. Her professor was discussing sexual desirability again—her sexual desirability—while groping her in front of the entire class. She wished she could just disappear, never to be seen again. The thought of speaking to any of her classmates after this was almost worse than the embarrassment she was experiencing in the moment.

"Miss Corcoran here provides an excellent example of this ideal," O'Leary continued, his voice taking on an almost appreciative tone. "The fullness and symmetry of her gluteal region would be considered highly attractive in many societies."

A wave of hushed whispers and barely suppressed giggles swept through the classroom. Erin squeezed her eyes shut again, mortified beyond belief. She could only imagine the looks on her classmates' faces, the leers and smirks as they ogled her exposed backside.

"Now," O'Leary's voice cut through the murmurs, as his hands—finally—removed themselves from her ass, "let's move on to examine perhaps the most significant area of female adipose distribution."

In a swift movement, he tugged at the hem of her underwear with both hands, pulling the fabric from between her cheeks, before releasing her raised skirt from its waistband and allowing it to fall back down, covering her once more. Somehow, the experience of him undoing her wedgie for her felt even more intimate—even more invasive—than his causing it had originally felt just minutes ago.

Erin's eyes flew open as O'Leary's hands grasped her shoulders, turning her back to face the class. Her heart pounded in her chest as her attention shifted from her backside to the words he had just spoken. The relief she felt from being covered up again evaporated once she realised what was coming next.

"The breasts," O'Leary announced, his hands hovering just inches from Erin's chest, "are primarily composed of adipose and glandular tissue…"

His voice dropped away as Erin survey the classroom. A few women looked horrified, their eyes wide with shock and sympathy. Most of the men look eager, excited—she could see the hunger in their gaze as they leaned forward in their seats. Jake and Kevin were practically salivating, their earlier leers now full-blown predatory grins. Surprisingly, several students looked entirely impassive, almost bored, as if this were just another mundane anatomy lesson to them.

Erin did her best to school her breathing, to battle with the flush in her cheeks. Her heart was throbbing in her chest. She fixed her gaze on a point at the back of the room, trying desperately to ground herself, to pretend she was anywhere but here.

O'Leary leaned in close, his breath warm against her ear. He whispered, just to her, "Would you mind removing your blouse now, Miss Corcoran? Only if you are comfortable, of course."

Erin's breath caught in her throat. Remove her blouse? Here? Now? In front of everyone? Her mind reeled, searching frantically for a way out. But she knew there wasn't one. Not really. To refuse now, after everything she’d already allowed to happen, would only draw more obvious attention to her discomfort. It would make her look prudish, childish, unprofessional—unwilling to assist for the greater good of her classmates. After all, they were all medical students. They all had to become comfortable with the human body. She just wished it didn’t have to be her body that everyone was becoming comfortable with.

Her fingers trembled as they moved to the buttons of her blouse. She fumbled with the first one, her usually nimble hands clumsy with nerves. The room seemed to collectively hold its breath as she slowly worked her way down, each button feeling like a herculean task.

As the last button came undone, Erin hesitated. Her blouse hung open, revealing a tantalising strip of pale skin and the edge of her simple white bra. She took a deep breath, steeling herself. With a shaky exhale, she shrugged the garment off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor behind her.

Her shoulders and chest prickled with goosebumps as her thighs had before. Erin fought the urge to cover herself, to cross her arms over her chest. Instead, she forced her arms to remain at her sides, her fists clenched tightly as she stared straight ahead.

She felt every pair of eyes—male and female—roaming over her body, judging in their own way, drinking in every detail. The soft swell of her breasts, barely contained by her ill-fitting bra. The gentle curve of her waist. The smooth, flat expanse of her stomach, punctuated by her belly button.

Professor O'Leary's voice cut through the silence, clinical and detached as ever. "Excellent, Miss Corcoran. Now, as I was saying, the female breast is a complex structure composed primarily of adipose and glandular tissue…” His hands hovered just above Erin's chest, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his palms.

Without warning, his fingers made contact with her skin, and Erin had to stifle a gasp. The touch was light, almost feather-like, as his hands moved across the upper slopes of her breasts.

"Here, at the superior aspect of the breast," O'Leary continued, his fingertips tracing gentle circles, "we can feel the predominance of adipose tissue. This fat provides the soft, rounded contours characteristic of the female form."

Erin's breath caught in her throat as O'Leary's hands moved lower, skirting the edge of her bra. She couldn't believe this was happening—that she was standing here, half-naked, allowing her 50-something professor to touch her so intimately. The clinical nature of his words did little to diminish the intimacy of his actions.

"And here you’ll note a greater firmness," O'Leary said, his palms now cupping the sides of her breasts through her bra. "This indicates the presence of glandular tissue, which becomes more pronounced towards the centre of the breast."

Erin felt tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, a lump forming in her throat. The embarrassment was overwhelming. She could feel the heat radiating from her cheeks, knew her face and chest must be flushed a brilliant shade of red. She wanted nothing more than to cover herself, to run from the room and never look back.

But as O'Leary's hands continued their methodical exploration, Erin became aware of another sensation building within her. A warmth that had nothing to do with embarrassment, a warmth that had announced itself subtly much earlier, but now seemed to pool low in her belly. His touch, while clinical, was undeniably gentle. The pressure of his fingers as they probed and palpated sent tiny shivers through her body.

"The ratio of adipose to glandular tissue varies from woman to woman," O'Leary explained, his thumbs now brushing dangerously close to Erin's nipples, which were beginning to harden involuntarily beneath the thin fabric of her bra. "This ratio can affect both the size and shape of the breast, as well as its density on mammographic imaging."

Erin bit her lip hard, fighting to maintain her composure. She was mortified by her body's response, by the confusing mix of shame and arousal coursing through her. How could she be reacting this way? This was her professor, for god's sake. A man old enough to be her father.

"Miss Corcoran's breasts provide an excellent example of youthful tissue composition," O'Leary continued, seemingly oblivious to Erin's internal struggle. "The firmness and elasticity here…"—his hands squeezed gently—"…indicate a high proportion of glandular tissue, typical of a young woman in her reproductive prime."

Erin's breath hitched as O'Leary's thumbs finally grazed directly over her nipples, which were now visibly erect beneath the thin fabric of her bra. She prayed no one had noticed, but a quick glance at the eager faces of her male classmates told her otherwise. Jake and Kevin were practically drooling now, their eyes fixed hungrily on her chest, their note-taking abandoned.

"Of course," O'Leary said, his hands still cupping Erin's breasts, "to fully appreciate the distribution of adipose tissue, we'll need to remove the bra." He looked at Erin expectantly. "If you're comfortable with that, of course, Miss Corcoran."

Erin's heart was thumping against her chest. Her throat was dry. She opened her mouth to protest, but no words came out. She was frozen, caught between mortification and… an unexpected but undeniable thrill that was suddenly coursing through her body.

"Remember," O'Leary's voice was low, meant only for her ears, "this is entirely voluntary. But your participation would be invaluable to your classmates' education."

Erin swallowed hard. She knew she should refuse, knew this had already gone too far. And whilst most of her still yearned to flee, a part of her—a part she didn't quite understand—didn't want this indignity to end. And her professor’s insistence, his soft exertion of authority over her, only seemed to urge her onwards. Not because she felt she had to comply, she knew she was free not to, but because—as she discovered more and more with each passing minute—it somehow felt good to simply submit to him. It somehow felt good to allow herself to be humiliated.

With trembling hands, she reached behind her back, fumbling with the clasp of her bra.

There seemed to be a unified intake of breath throughout the rooms as Erin slowly slid the straps down her arms. She hesitated for a moment, the cups still covering her breasts, before taking a deep breath and letting the garment fall away completely.

Silence greeted her exposure. Scores of eyes raked over her bared chest. She felt her face burning, her entire body flushing with embarrassment. But there was something else now too—a thrilling, electric sensation that danced across her skin.

"Excellent," O'Leary said, his voice betraying no emotion. "Now, observe the natural shape and position of the breasts without support."

His hands returned to Erin's chest, this time making direct contact with her bare skin. She gasped softly at the touch, her nipples hardening further under his clinical exploration.

"Note the firmness here," he said, cupping the undersides of her breasts. "This is indicative of healthy glandular tissue." His thumbs brushed over her nipples directly for the first time, sending a jolt of sensation through Erin's body. "The areola and nipple are also key structures. See how they've become erect in response to stimuli—a normal physiological response."

Erin bit her lip hard, fighting to control her breathing. She was mortified by her body's response, by the warmth building between her legs. How could she be reacting this way? This was wrong, wasn’t it?

But as he continued to touch her, to caress, palpate, squeeze, she lost herself in his touch. She no longer heard a word he spoke. She merely existed in the moment, succumbed to the reality. Her Professor had convinced her to expose herself to her entire class, and he was clearly taking advantage of the situation himself. Taking advantage of her. And yet, she somehow found herself relishing in the embarrassment, in the vulnerability, in the sheer wrongness of it all.

O'Leary's hands roamed freely over her exposed breasts, his touch alternating between clinical precision and something that felt dangerously close to caressing. Erin's breath came in short, shallow gasps as his fingers traced the curves and contours of her chest.

The room around her faded away, narrowing to just her and O'Leary. She could no longer see the eager faces of her classmates, could no longer hear the scratching of pens or tapping of keyboards. All that existed was the sensation of his hands on her bare skin, the warmth of his breath as he leaned in close to examine her.

Erin's nipples were painfully erect now, sensitive to even the slightest brush of O'Leary's fingers. Each time he grazed them, intentionally or not, a jolt of pleasure shot through her, making her bite back a moan. She was horrified by her body's response, by the growing wetness between her thighs. She shouldn't be enjoying this. She shouldn't want more. And yet… she did.

As O'Leary's hands cupped her breasts, weighing them, squeezing them, Erin found herself arching slightly into his touch. Her eyes fluttered closed, her lips parting as she struggled to control her breathing. She was lost in a haze of conflicting emotions—shame, arousal, fear, excitement.

O'Leary's voice cut through the fog in her mind, low and husky in her ear. "Are you alright, Miss Corcoran? We can stop if this is too much for you."

Erin's eyes snapped open, reality crashing back around her. The classroom came into focus once more - the rows of eager faces, the clinical white walls, the harsh fluorescent lighting. She swallowed hard, her throat dry.

"N-no," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'm fine. Please... continue."

The words left her mouth before she could stop them. A part of her screamed to end this, to cover herself and run from the room. But a larger part—a part she was only just coming to terms with—wanted more. Craved more.

O'Leary nodded, that small smile playing again at the corners of his mouth.

“Very well, then,” he said just to her. Then, turning back to the group, he added, “As I noted earlier, the relative composition between adipose and glandular tissue can be discerned from the variable density at differing areas of the breast.” He paused, his eyes scanning the room. "However, this is something that's best understood through direct palpation. Theory can only take us so far in medicine. At some point, we must gain hands-on experience."

Erin's breath caught in her throat. Surely he wasn't suggesting…

"So," O'Leary continued, his voice taking on an almost casual tone, "if any of you would like to come up and examine this variable density for yourselves, you're welcome to do so. It's an invaluable learning opportunity."

The silence that followed was deafening. Erin's heart pounded so loudly in her chest she was sure it must have been audible. She stood frozen, her bare breasts still cupped in O'Leary's hands, as she waited for her classmates' response.

For a moment, no one moved. Then, as if a dam had broken, there came the sudden clamour of motion. Hinged seats slammed back into their upright position as students hastily stood. Erin watched in disbelief as nearly half of the male students, along with a handful of women, practically raced towards the front of the room.

Jake and Kevin, unsurprisingly, were amongst the crowd of bodies growing around her. Their eyes gleamed with barely concealed excitement as they approached, their gazes fixed hungrily on Erin's exposed chest.

"Now, now," O'Leary chided gently, stepping slightly to the side. "Let's maintain some decorum. Form an orderly line, please."

Erin felt dizzy as she watched her classmates shuffle into a queue, each waiting their turn to… to what? To touch her? To grope her? She couldn't believe this was happening. Yet she remained rooted to the spot, unable—or unwilling—to put a stop to it.

"Remember," O'Leary addressed the group, "this is a clinical examination. I expect you all to behave professionally."

With that, he gestured for the first student—a earnest-looking young man named Thomas—to step forward.

Thomas approached hesitantly, his cheeks flushed. "Um, where should I…?" he stammered, his hands hovering uncertainly in the air.

"Start at the upper quadrant," O'Leary instructed. "Note the predominance of adipose tissue there."

It thrilled Erin that Thomas was seeking permission not from her, but from O’Leary, that she had handed over that power to him, and that he was willing to use it.

With trembling hands, Thomas placed his palms on the upper slopes of Erin's breasts. She inhaled sharply at the contact, her skin prickling with goosebumps. Before today, only two men had ever laid their hands on her breasts. Now, that number had just doubled.

"Good," O'Leary nodded.

Thomas's hands moved hesitantly over Erin's breasts, his touch light and uncertain. Erin held her breath, hyper-aware of every point of contact between her skin and his fingers. She could feel the slight tremor in his hands, could sense his nervousness. It was almost comforting, in a way, to know she wasn't the only one feeling overwhelmed.

"Now, move towards the centre," O'Leary instructed. "Note how the tissue becomes firmer, indicating a higher concentration of glandular tissue."

Thomas complied, his palms sliding inward. As his thumbs inadvertently brushed over Erin's nipples, she had to bite her lip to stifle a gasp. The sensation sent another jolt through her, intensifying the warmth building between her legs.

"Very good," O'Leary nodded. "You can step back now, Thomas. Next, please."

As Thomas retreated, his face beet red, Jake stepped forward eagerly. Unlike Thomas, there was no hesitation in his approach. His hands immediately cupped Erin's breasts, squeezing firmly.

"Gently, Mr. Davidson," O'Leary chided. "This is a medical examination, not a groping session."

Jake's grip loosened slightly, but his touch remained far from clinical. His fingers traced slow circles around Erin's areolae, deliberately teasing her nipples, making no effort to follow O’Leary’s detailed instructions. Erin's breath hitched, her body betraying her with its response to his ministrations. She felt the corners of her mouth twitching, felt the incessant flush in her cheeks, but when his eyes lifted from her breasts to her face she was sure to maintain an impassive expression. He was trying to fluster her. She had already given him so much of herself, but she wouldn’t give him that.

"I think that's quite enough, Mr. Davidson," O'Leary said sharply. "Next, please."

As Jake stepped back, a self-satisfied smirk dancing across on his lips, Erin caught sight of Melissa in the line. Her friend's presence both comforted and mortified her. Melissa offered a small, sympathetic smile as she approached.

"I'm so sorry," Melissa whispered as she placed her hands gently on Erin's breasts. Her touch was soft, almost soothing compared to Jake's aggressive fondling.

"Remember to note the differences in tissue density," O'Leary reminded the class. "The lateral aspects of the breast tend to have more adipose tissue, while the medial portions contain more glandular tissue."

As Melissa's hands moved over her chest, Erin found herself relaxing slightly. There was something comforting about her friend's gentle touch amidst the sea of eager male hands. Comforting, but… not entirely unstimulating. The realisation gave Erin pause, but not for long—she had already discovered so much about herself in this experience, why should she be surprised to discover yet one more predilection…

The examination continued, student after student stepping forward to explore Erin's exposed breasts under the watchful eye of Professor O’Leary. Most remained respectful, many clinical and detached, others barely concealed their enthusiasm. With each new pair of hands on her body, Erin felt that confusing concoction of shame and arousal building within her.

Kevin was the last in line, his eyes wide with anticipation as he approached, roving hungrily over Erin's exposed chest. Like Jake, he was far from professional. His touch was firm, almost forceful, as he kneaded the soft flesh beneath his palms.

Erin inhaled sharply as Kevin's fingers dug into her sensitive skin. His thumbs deliberately sought out her nipples, circling and flicking over the hardened buds with obvious relish. A shiver ran through her body at the contact, equal parts discomfort and unwanted arousal.

She glanced down, watching Kevin's hands as they roughly groped and squeezed her breasts. His fingers splayed wide, seeming to want to touch as much of her as possible. As her gaze travelled lower, Erin's own eyes widened slightly… There was an unmistakable bulge straining against the front of his trousers.

The realisation that he was becoming visibly aroused by this "examination" sent a fresh wave of humiliation washing over Erin. Yet mingled with that shame was a forbidden thrill. Some primal part of her responded to the raw lust evident in Kevin's touch, in the hunger blazing in his eyes as he stared openly at her chest.

Erin's cheeks burned as she imagined Kevin alone in his room later on, replaying this moment over and over in his mind. She could almost see him, hand wrapped around himself, stroking to the memory of her bare breasts beneath his palms. Part of her was repulsed by the image. But only part…

To her horror, Erin felt an answering pulse of heat between her own legs. Her body was betraying her again, responding to Kevin's blatantly sexual fondling in spite of her embarrassment. She shifted subtly, clenching her thighs together, desperately hoping no one would notice the growing dampness in her underwear.

With one final tweak of her nipples, Kevin finally ceased his pawing at Professor O’Leary’s insistence. Erin felt spent. She felt used. By O’Leary, by Kevin and Jake, but also by so many others. Yes, some had been respectful, professional, but so many hadn’t. And even those who had… How was she to know what had been going on in the privacy of their own minds when their hands had been on her exposed skin. She knew that Kevin wouldn’t be the only member of her class thinking about her that night as he came. She tried to guess who else would touch themselves to the thought of her. She could think of at least four more guys who had seemed more enthusiastic than they were willing to admit… and that one girl too… she struggled to remember her name. Lilly? The thought of so many people—so varied a group—all masturbating to the thought of her nearly pushed Erin over the edge… But it seemed O’Leary wasn’t quite finished with his “practical portion” just yet.

As the last of the hands-on group re-took their seats, Professor O'Leary glanced at his watch. "We have just enough time to consider one final area of adipose deposit," he announced, his eyes scanning the room before returning to Erin. "If," he added, his voice dropping slightly, "Miss Corcoran is willing to assist us with one last demonstration."

Erin felt a fresh wave of heat wash over her. She stood there, topless and exposed, her nipples still hard from the countless hands that had just explored her chest. She should have felt relief that it was almost over, should have wanted nothing more than to cover herself and flee. But as she met O'Leary's steady gaze, she felt something else entirely. A burning curiosity. An aching need. A desire to see this through to whatever end he had in mind.

She stared into his eyes and nodded silently, almost longingly. Her heart raced as she awaited his next instruction.

"Excellent," O'Leary said, that familiar hint of a smile playing across his lips. "Now, Miss Corcoran, if you would be so kind as to remove your skirt."

A muted gasp rippled through the lecture hall. Erin's hands trembled as they moved to the zipper at her hip. She hesitated for just a moment, her fingers ghosting over the cool metal. This was her last chance to back out, to put an end to this increasingly extreme demonstration. But the thought of stopping now, of denying herself and her classmates this final lesson, seemed unthinkable.

With a deep breath, Erin grasped the zipper and pulled it down. The soft whisper of the metal teeth parting seemed deafening in the hushed room. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her skirt and slowly, almost teasingly, pushed it down over her hips.

The fabric pooled around her ankles, leaving Erin standing before her peers in nothing but her dark boy shorts. She stepped out of the skirt, kicking it aside slightly with one foot. A shiver ran up her legs as they were exposed to the cool air of the lecture hall once more.

Erin's face burned as she felt dozens of eyes raking over her nearly naked form. She resisted the urge to cover herself, to shield her body from their hungry gazes. Instead, she stood tall, her chin held high, as if daring them to keep looking.

"Now then," O'Leary's voice cut through the tension, "let's discuss the adipose deposits in the lower body." His hands hovered just above Erin's hips, not quite touching. "The female form typically carries a higher percentage of body fat than the male, particularly in this region."

His palms finally made contact with Erin's skin, warm and slightly rough against her smooth flesh. She shivered at the touch, her breath catching in her throat.

O'Leary's hands moved in slow, deliberate motions over Erin's hips and waist. "Note the softness here," he said, his fingers probing gently. "This subcutaneous layer provides the feminine curves characteristic of the female form."

His touch drifted lower, skimming over Erin's upper thighs. She fought to control her breathing as his hands explored the sensitive skin there. Her skin prickled as O'Leary's fingers reached her inner thighs, tracing circles as he spoke. She was achingly aware of how close his hands were getting to her most intimate of areas.

"As we move higher," O'Leary said, his touch drifting upwards ever so slightly, "we approach another significant area of adipose concentration."

He crouched down beside her, his face now level with her hips. Erin's breath hitched as she realised where this was heading.

O'Leary gestured towards the junction of her thighs, his hand hovering just inches from her covered mound. "The mons pubis," he announced, "is primarily composed of fatty tissue overlying the pubic bone."

Erin felt a fresh wave of heat wash over her as O'Leary continued to discuss her most private anatomy. She was torn between her continued mortification and a burning curiosity to see how far this would go.

"This adipose deposit," O'Leary went on, his eyes fixed on the area between Erin's legs, "serves both protective and aesthetic functions. It provides cushioning for the underlying bone structure and contributes to the external appearance of the female genitalia."

He swivelled slightly, looking up at Erin. His piercing blue eyes met hers, a question evident in his gaze. Slowly, deliberately, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her underwear.

"May I?" he asked softly, his voice barely above a whisper.

Erin's heart pounded in her chest. This was it. The final barrier. If she allowed this, she would be completely exposed before her entire class. Every inch of her body on display for their scrutiny.

She should say no. She should assert her limit. But as she looked down into Professor O'Leary's eyes, she found she couldn't form the word. Instead, she gave a small, almost imperceptible nod.

O'Leary's lips curved into a full smile—no hinting anymore. Slowly, torturously slowly, he began to peel her panties down.

Erin watched, transfixed, as Professor O'Leary slowly peeled her underwear down. The dark fabric clung to her skin, resisting slightly as if reluctant to reveal her most intimate secrets. As the waistband cleared her hips, Erin felt a rush of cool air against her exposed flesh, causing her to shiver involuntarily.

O'Leary paused, his fingers still hooked in the elastic. His eyes flicked up to meet hers, silently seeking final confirmation. Erin gave an almost imperceptible nod, her heart racing as she surrendered the last shred of her modesty.

With agonising slowness, O'Leary resumed lowering her panties. Erin held her breath as the fabric inched downward, revealing more and more of her most private area. Even as she focused on O’Leary, she never forgot the dozens of other pairs of eyes fixed on this unfolding scene, drinking in every detail of her exposure.

As her underwear reached mid-thigh, Erin felt a slight resistance. Her cheeks burned as she realised the cause - her panties were sticking slightly to her skin, clinging to the wetness that had accumulated there. The room was so quiet she was certain everyone must have heard the soft, wet sound as the fabric finally pulled free.

O'Leary's eyebrows raised slightly, a knowing look crossing his face as he registered the state of her underwear. Erin's face flamed hotter, knowing he now had irrefutable proof of her arousal. Yet rather than quelling her excitement, this realisation only intensified it. A fresh pulse of heat bloomed between her legs at the thought of her professor knowing just how affected she was by what he was doing to her.

Maintaining eye contact, O'Leary slowly lowered her panties the rest of the way down her legs. Erin obligingly stepped out of them, leaving herself completely nude before the class. She fought the urge to cover herself, instead forcing her arms to remain at her sides as O'Leary dropped her underwear by her skirt.

He remained crouched by her feet, his face mere inches from her exposed vulva. Erin's breath caught as she felt the warmth of his exhalations tickling her sensitive flesh. Her legs trembled slightly, whether from nerves or mounting arousal, she couldn't be sure.

Then, to her shock and secret delight, she watched, wide-eyed, as O’Leary inhaled deeply, his nostrils flaring slightly. Was he really smelling her? The thought sent a jolt of electricity through her body, intensifying the throbbing ache between her legs. O'Leary's eyes met hers once more, a glint of something dangerous and thrilling in their depths. The corner of his mouth quirked up in a subtle smirk, confirming that yes, he had indeed been sampling her scent.

O'Leary stood, revealing Erin fully to her stunned classmates, each of them taking in the sight of her completely nude form. Erin's skin prickled under their collective gaze, aware of every curve and contour now on display.

"Now then," O'Leary's voice cut through the tension, "let's examine the mons pubis more closely." His hand hovered just above Erin's mound, not quite touching. With a hint of levity, he added, "We are benefited in our examination by the evident recent removal of hair.”

Erin felt her face flush an even deeper shade of crimson at O'Leary's comment about her grooming habits. She hadn't expected such an intimate detail to be discussed so openly. It sent a confusing mix of embarrassment and excitement coursing through her.

Her mind raced, imagining her classmates scrutinising her most private area, taking in every detail of her smooth, hairless skin. She wondered if they noted the absence of even the slightest stubble, deduced just how recently she must have shaved. The thought of them pondering her personal grooming routine, wondering if she kept herself bare all the time or if this was a special occasion, made her squirm inwardly.

Yet even as she blushed, Erin felt a forbidden thrill at O'Leary's boldness. There was something intoxicating about his willingness to push boundaries, to acknowledge the more intimate aspects of her body beyond mere clinical observation. It made her wonder what else he might say or do, how much further he might take this “examination”.

“As you can see,” he continued, “this area is covered in a layer of adipose tissue, which provides cushioning and contributes to the external appearance of the female genitalia."

Erin's breath hitched as O'Leary's palm finally made contact with her. His touch was warm against her most sensitive skin, sending a jolt of electricity through her body. She fought to keep her composure as his fingers probed gently, demonstrating the softness and pliability of the tissue.

"Note the fullness here," O'Leary continued, his voice maddeningly calm and clinical. "This fatty deposit plays a role in sexual signalling, with a more pronounced mons often being considered attractive in many cultures."

Erin's legs trembled slightly as O'Leary's touch drifted lower. She felt ready to burst, the tension that had been building throughout this ordeal reaching a fever pitch. Her arousal was undeniable now, her labia swollen and slick with her own wetness.

"Moving down," O'Leary announced, "we come to the labia majora." His fingers ghosted over Erin's outer lips, sending a shiver up her spine. "These folds also contain significant adipose tissue, which provides both protection and sensation."

With gentle pressure, O'Leary parted Erin's labia, exposing her inner folds to the room. She bit back a moan as his fingers brushed against her sensitive flesh. The cool air of the lecture hall kissed her most internally, making her all the more aware of just how wet she had become.

"Observe how the tissue here is engorged," O'Leary commented, his fingers spreading her wider. "This increased blood flow is a sign of arousal, demonstrating the body's preparation for potential sexual activity."

Erin's cheeks burned at his words. There was no hiding her state of arousal now—it was on display for all to see, being clinically discussed by her professor.

O'Leary's fingers probed deeper, entering her ever so slightly as he continued his demonstration. Erin gasped softly, her hips instinctively rocking forward to meet his touch. She was balanced on a knife's edge, teetering between excruciating arousal and utter mortification.

"Note also the natural lubrication present," O'Leary continued, his fingers glistening with Erin's arousal. "This fluid serves to facilitate penetration and enhance sensation during intercourse."

His touch explored further, fingers tracing the contours of Erin's inner labia. "Observe the texture and coloration here," he said, gently manipulating the delicate folds. "The labia minora are highly sensitive structures, rich in nerve endings."

Erin fought to control her breathing as O'Leary's clinical examination sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body. She was acutely aware of all of her classmates' rapt attention, their faces bearing down on her, their eyes fixed on her most intimate area, her most private parts, as O'Leary spread her open for their scrutiny.

"The variation in labial size and shape from woman to woman is considerable," O'Leary noted, his fingers still exploring. "Miss Corcoran here presents with relatively symmetrical labia minora of moderate length." His thumb brushed tantalisingly close to her clitoris as he spoke, causing Erin to stifle a gasp.

After what felt like an eternity of exquisite torment, O'Leary finally began to withdraw his hand. "And with that," he announced, "we'll conclude today's practical demonstration."

But as his fingers slid away, Erin felt them curl slightly, hooking upwards in a deliberate motion. His middle finger ran the length of her slit, gathering her abundant wetness as it went. Just as she thought the touch would end, O'Leary's finger found her clitoris, circling it once, twice, before finally breaking contact.

The sudden, intense stimulation nearly pushed Erin over the edge. Her whole body trembled, her inner walls clenching around nothing as she teetered on the brink of orgasm. It took every ounce of her willpower not to cry out, not to buck her hips forward seeking more friction.

As O'Leary stepped back, Erin stood there, naked and quivering, so close to release she could barely think straight. Her skin tingled all over, her nipples painfully erect, her soaking pussy throbbing with need. She had never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, or so aroused in her life.

"Thank you, Miss Corcoran, for your invaluable assistance today," O'Leary said, his voice betraying no hint of the intimate act he had just performed. "Class dismissed."

The room erupted into a cacophony of noise as students began gathering their things. The sudden bustle was jarring after the tense silence that had filled the lecture hall moments before. Notebooks slammed shut, backpacks zipped closed, and seats creaked as bodies shifted. The air filled with the din of whispers and muffled laughter.

Erin stood frozen, still naked and exposed, as her classmates filed past her. Some averted their eyes, cheeks flushed with second-hand embarrassment. Others openly stared, drinking in one last look at her nude form. Jake and Kevin lingered longer than necessary, their gazes roaming hungrily over her body as they packed up with deliberate slowness.

Professor O'Leary bent down, scooping up Erin's discarded clothing from the floor. He handed them to her without ceremony, his face an impassive mask. "Thank you again, Miss Corcoran," he said, his tone maddeningly casual. "See you next week." And then he too was gone, striding out of the lecture hall without a backward glance.

Erin's hands trembled as she clutched her clothes to her chest. She felt dazed, disoriented, as if emerging from a vivid dream. Her still-sensitised skin was chilled by the breeze entering through the doors her classmates were filing through. Her body thrummed with unfulfilled arousal, her inner muscles still clenching around nothing.

With shaking fingers, she began to dress. She stepped into her panties, wincing slightly as the fabric made contact with her swollen, sensitive flesh. The dampness there was unmistakable, a stark reminder of her body's betrayal. She pulled on her skirt, fumbling with the zipper, before reaching for her bra.

As she fastened the clasps behind her back, Erin caught sight of Melissa. Her friend's face was full of concern, her brow furrowed as she took in Erin's dishevelled state. Melissa took a hesitant step forward, clearly wanting to offer comfort or support.

But Erin couldn't face her. Not now. Not like this. She quickly shrugged on her blouse, her fingers flying over the buttons. Without meeting Melissa's gaze, Erin grabbed her bag and bolted for the door.

She sprint-walked down the hallway, her cheeks burning, her thighs rubbing together with each hurried step. The friction only served to intensify the ache between her legs, a constant reminder of her arousal. She could feel the eyes of lingering students on her as she passed, wondering if they could tell what had just transpired. Did they notice her flushed cheeks? The slight tremor in her hands? The way she couldn't quite meet anyone's gaze?

Erin rushed to the nearest bathroom, her heart pounding in her chest. She paused at the door, listening intently for any signs of occupancy. Hearing nothing, she slipped inside, immediately heading for the stall furthest from the entrance. The click of the lock sliding into place echoed in the empty room as she shut herself inside.

Her hands trembled as she hiked up her skirt, bunching the fabric around her waist. Without hesitation, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, peeling them down her legs with desperate urgency. The damp fabric clung to her skin, a stark reminder of her arousal.

Erin stepped out of her underwear, leaving them in a sodden heap on the floor. She placed one foot on the closed toilet lid, spreading herself wide. Cool air kissed her exposed flesh once more, making her shiver.

Without pausing for thought, her fingers found her centre immediately, sliding easily through her abundant wetness. She gasped at the contact, her hips bucking forward involuntarily. The tension that had been building throughout O'Leary's examination threatened to overwhelm her.

Erin's fingers moved frantically between her legs as she relived every exquisite, mortifying moment of the lecture. Her mind raced with vivid images—all those hungry eyes roaming over her exposed flesh, all those hands exploring her breasts, Professor O'Leary's clinical touch igniting fires within her.

She pictured Jake and Kevin's leering faces as they groped at her chest. She remembered Kevin’s erection, displaying itself to her through his trousers. She imagined each of them, alone in their rooms later tonight, stroking themselves to completion as they recalled her naked form, her soft skin, her hard nipples.

She imagined so many others doing the same. That shy boy, Thomas, probably feeling ashamed as he did it, breaching her trust by using his memory of her. And that eager girl, Lilly, would she rub herself to the memory of her breasts? Would she think of Erin as Erin was thinking of her now? The thought sent a fresh surge of arousal through her core.

Her fingers circled her clit with increasing urgency, her hips bucking wildly against her hand. She remembered the feeling of O'Leary's fingers parting her labia, exposing her most intimate area to the scrutiny of the entire class. The memory of his knowing smirk as he registered her wetness made her inner walls clench with need.

Erin's free hand kneaded her breast roughly through her blouse, pinching and twisting her nipple as she allowed herself to remember again the countless hands that had fondled her chest. Thomas's hesitant explorations, the clinical probing of her more reserved classmates, the groping of others… and even Melissa’s gentle touch. Each phantom caress sent shivers of pleasure coursing through her body.

Her movements grew more frantic as she neared her peak. She pictured Professor O'Leary's face, mere inches from her exposed mound as he inhaled deeply, drinking in her scent. The memory of his fingers hooking inside her, that final, deliberate circling of her clit… it pushed her to the edge and over.

With a muffled cry, Erin came harder than she had ever come before. Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over her, her inner muscles spasming rhythmically. She sagged against the stall wall, her chest heaving, her legs trembling as aftershocks rippled through her.

But it wasn't enough. The tension that had built throughout the lecture still coiled within her, demanding further release. Without pause, Erin plunged two fingers deep inside herself, gasping at the sensation. She began to pump them in and out furiously, her palm grinding against her oversensitive clit with each thrust.

As she fucked herself with abandon, Erin's mind conjured new, even more explicit scenarios. She imagined Professor O'Leary bending her over the examination table, entering her roughly from behind as the class looked on. She pictured herself on her knees before Jake and Kevin, pleasuring them both as her other classmates touched themselves around her. She envisioned herself returning the favour to Lilly and Melissa, caressing their breasts as they blushed under her touch.

All these forbidden fantasies drove Erin to new heights of arousal. Her fingers curled inside herself, seeking out that spot that would make her come undone again. She bit down hard on her lip to stifle her moans as a second powerful orgasm built rapidly within her.

When it hit, it was even more intense than the first. Erin's entire body shuddered violently as wave after concentric wave of ecstasy coursed through her. Her inner walls tightened around her fingers as she rode out her climax. She bit down hard on her free hand to muffle her cries of ecstasy. Even then, shaking primal groans still managed to escape.

As the aftershocks subsided, Erin slowly withdrew her fingers, wincing slightly at the oversensitivity. She leaned heavily against the stall wall, her legs trembling as she caught her breath. Her mind reeled as the full weight of what had just transpired settled over her.

She had masturbated furiously in a public bathroom, fantasising about her professor and classmates. She had come harder than ever before to the memory of being exposed and groped in front of an audience. What the hell did that say about her?

The combination of shame and lingering arousal still coursed through her as she cleaned herself up. Her cheeks still burned as she retrieved her damp panties from the floor, debating whether to put them back on or stuff them in her bag. In the end, she decided to go without, the thought of the cool air against her still-sensitive flesh oddly thrilling.

On shaky legs, Erin exited the stall and approached the sink. She splashed cold water on her flushed face, trying to compose herself. As she looked in the mirror, she barely recognised the woman staring back at her. Her hair was dishevelled, her lips swollen from biting them, her pupils still dilated with residual arousal. She looked thoroughly debauched.

Taking a deep breath, Erin smoothed down her skirt and ran her fingers through her hair. She couldn't change what had happened, couldn't take back the way she had responded. All she could do now was try to process it, to understand this new side of herself, a side that had been so suddenly awakened.

How could she face her classmates again? Or Professor O’Leary? How could she sit so close to them in future lectures, knowing they had seen every inch of her body? That they had touched her, explored her?

Somehow, none of those questions seemed important to Erin right now. All she could bring herself to care about, as she continued to stare at her new self in the mirror, was how they might embarrass her again. And how eagerly she would surrender herself to that deliciously shameful feeling once more.
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