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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, handsome
older doctors and an untouched younger patient, medical
examination, multiple partners and rough group sex, dominance and
submissiveness. All characters are 18 or older.









It isn't until she's spread
helpless across the exam table that she finds out just how
impatiently the doctors have been waiting to get their hands on her
...



Katy's had her new job as a nurse at the screening clinic for more
than a month now, and she's been having her fun flirting with the handsome,
young doctors and occasionally sneaking peaks at them touching and
exploring the female patients who walk through the
door. 



Now the hospital administrators have discovered she's out of date for her own
medical check-ups, and won't let her work until she's been brought up to date.
She doesn't know how she feels about the prospect of becoming the
subject of the doctor's attentions, but the handsome, well-hung
doctors certainly know how they feel about her.















Preview

I got a sense that some of the older nurses weren't
all that pleased with the flirty way I had of talking to the
doctors, but you can't please everyone.

A couple of them had even taken me aside when I
first started and told me I needed to act more professional or I
wouldn't be taken seriously or ... something. They left it a bit
open-ended.

But I was a big girl and I could take care of
myself. After 23 years on this earth I didn't need to go running
around asking the advice of old women who were just bitter that
they had let themselves go twenty years ago. It was just harmless
fun, really. It made the day go by faster.

If I was really being honest with myself, maybe it
was just a little bit fun to tease them along, knowing that in a
professional environment they couldn't try to make anything happen.
But that's what made it okay. Nothing was going to happen, so a
little flirting was fine.
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The Nurse's Turn to Get Examined






"Katy, did you prep Mr. Leyton for me?"

I turned around to see Dr. Adams shuffling through a
stack of clipboards next to the nurse's desk. I took a second
before answering. He was looking especially good today, with his
lab coat sitting easily on his broad shoulders and his short dark
hair just brushing his forehead.

"Of course, Dr. Adams," I said, stepping towards him
and giving him a teasing smile. "Did you really think I could
forget about you?"

His expression was amused as he looked at me. "I get
the sense that a man can't get too sure of himself, where you are
concerned," he teased back, winking.

I hit him playfully with the folder in my hand.
"What a thing to say. Are you calling me a flirt?" I protested.

"I wouldn't dream of it," he said, pulling the
clipboard he'd been looking for out of the stack. "But you're
certainly pretty enough to be one. Did I see you walk in here in a
new dress?"

I gave him a mischievous smile. "Well I can't wear
it working, but who's to say I can't look nice?"

His eyes ran over me appreciatively. "Well, I'd
better get in there. You stay out of trouble."

"Of course, doctor," I said, in my best silly girl
voice.

I admired his profile as he turned and disappeared
down the corridor. I turned back, that silly smile still on my
face, to see the raised eyebrows and slightly skeptical expression
of Ruth, one of the senior nurses.

I gave a little shrug and hurried off down the
corridor in the opposite direction of Dr. Adams. I wasn't going to
let Ruth spoil my mood today.

I got a sense that some of the older nurses weren't
all that pleased with the flirty way I had of talking to the
doctors, but you can't please everyone.

A couple of them had even taken me aside when I
first started and told me I needed to act more professional or I
wouldn't be taken seriously or ... something. They left it a bit
open-ended.

But I was a big girl and I could take care of
myself. After 23 years on this earth I didn't need to go running
around asking the advice of old women who were just bitter that
they had let themselves go twenty years ago. It was just harmless
fun, really. It made the day go by faster.

If I was really being honest with myself, maybe it
was just a little bit fun to tease them along, knowing that in a
professional environment they couldn't try to make anything happen.
But that's what made it okay. Nothing was going to happen, so a
little flirting was fine.

My mood was bright as I strolled down the hall. I
should probably have tried to take care of a couple more patients
in the ten minutes I had to spare, but it wasn't the end of the
world. I had been called up to a ten o'clock meeting with the ward
supervisor about some paperwork or something in my employment
records, so no one could really blame me if some of my duties had
to wait until later in the morning.

I paused as I went along to smile at Dr. Brattle. He
was a little younger than Dr. Adams, probably in his mid-thirties,
and probably could have gone into modeling if he wasn't a doctor.
He had a head of auburn hair that always seemed casual and exactly
right, and his smile lit up a room. He also clearly worked out, and
had a thick chest and arms that made me feel kind of small and
delicate and wonder what it would feel like to press up against
someone like that.

He went into an exam room and closed the door behind
him. I still had a couple minutes to kill and the rooms in this
part of the facility all had windows looking out into the hallway.
They kept the blinds down when they were in use, but there were
usually little gaps at the edges where you could see in.

Without really trying to be a snoop, I leaned up
against the edge of the window and peeped in curiously.

A dark-haired woman in a medical gown was seated on
the table, long smooth legs dangling off the edge. She was pretty
big-chested, and she smiled a lot at Dr. Brattle as she answered
his questions. He was smiling back.

Without really knowing why, I felt myself getting
just the littlest bit jealous. I was the one these doctors usually
smiled at like that.

Dr. Brattle said something and the woman scooted
back and laid down on the table. She spread her legs and bent them
up at the knees. I drew closer in sudden interest.

Dr. Brattle stepped in between her legs and reached
... and then stepped back, holding her panties and setting them on
the table beside her.

I felt heat rushing into my face, but I couldn't
look away.

Dr. Brattle was talking to her, a casual hand
resting on her inner thigh. Her head was back, eyes closed, her
hair cascaded across the surface of the exam table. She nodded to
something he had asked her, and spread her legs wider.

I saw him reach out and run a finger down between
her legs. I watched her body give a small shudder and arch slightly
up off the table.

I stepped back from the window, my heart hammering
and my face flushed. I turned and hurried down the hallway,
suddenly worried someone had seen me peering through the window but
too afraid to look around to check.

I guess I had known Dr. Brattle gave pelvic exams,
or something like that, whatever that had been. But it was entirely
different to see him, smile at him in the hallway, and then ... see
it. It was so visceral. The way the woman had relaxed and allowed
him access to such an intimate part of her, the intense, distant
look on her face as she felt him touch her ...

I darted into the women's bathroom and splashed
water on my face. The idea of a man like Dr. Brattle, so handsome
and competent and commanding, doing that ...

For a second, all the little smiles we'd exchanged
seemed sort of empty. The thought of being the focus of his
attention like that as he ran his hands ... it was thrilling and
terrifying.

I was very, very glad I wasn't that woman and have
to deal with that. Or at least, 99% of me felt that way. The other
1%? Even I didn't know.

"I'm sorry I'm late," I apologized as I tiptoed my
way into Dr. Loughton's office three minutes later.

"It's fine," he said without looking up. "Sit
down."

I slid into one of the small cushioned chairs in
front of his desk. He was an older man, maybe in his late fifties,
with salt-and-pepper hair and a dark suit that contrasted with the
white coats and bright-colored scrubs of the men and women who
worked beneath him.

After another minute, he looked up from his desk.
"Katy Stanton, isn't it?"

"Ah, yes, sir," I nodded.

"And how has your first month here gone? Starting to
get a good feel for things, I hope?"

I nodded. "Oh, yes, sir. It's a lot, but I'm picking
it up as fast as I can. Thank you."

He nodded thoughtfully. "Good. Very good. Well, I'm
sorry to have to pull you out of your duties. I just have a concern
with your employment records." He shuffled through some papers and
brought out a folder. "Obviously at a medical facility we take
great interest in ensuring that our staff are in good health, both
for their own safety and the safety of the patients."

A little inkling of what this must be about popped
into my head, but I continued to smile blankly at him. "I
understand, sir," I agreed, nodding. "That's very smart."

"Yes, yes, but smart or not, that's how we do
things." He took out a sheet of paper and waved it at me. "Your
records show that you haven't been to a doctor since you were
sixteen."

I winced. "Well, it's just -"

"It's a simple issue, Miss," he cut me off. "Either
you have or you haven't. Is this right or is it wrong?"

I sighed. "It's right."

"Well, I don't know how HR missed that when you were
hired, but it's really not acceptable."

"It's just hard to find the time, sir," I explained
lamely.

He snorted. "This is a building full of doctors.
Let's not play games here, young lady."

He picked up the phone on his desk and dialed two
numbers. "Melinda? Yes, you know the new nurse, Katy Stanton? Good.
I need you to schedule her for a full medical. Yes, here in house.
Anything sooner than that? Excellent." And he hung up.

"Easily done," he informed me. "She's got you
scheduled at the end of your shift tomorrow. Check in with her at
the front desk for the details."

I fought to keep my helpless protest went unspoken.
"Al - alright, sir. Thank you very much."

"That'll be all."

"Thank you, sir." I stood and started for the
door.

"Oh, and Miss Stanton?"

I turned back. "Yes, sir?"

"I sense a bit of reluctance on your part that's not
really appropriate for a person in your profession. I hope I don't
hear you've called in sick tomorrow or some other silly
excuse."

I swallowed. "Alright, sir, I understand."

"Good."

I slipped out, my heart beating a little fast at the
stern tone in his voice.

It was on the way down from the second floor that
the full consequences of that little meeting started to set in. Not
only did I have to get a check-up, which I hated, but I had to get
one here. Here. Where I worked.

It was bad enough for these strange women who came
in as patients. I was going to be laying on the exam table in front
of one of the doctors here - one of the men I knew and worked with
and ...

The only question left was who I was scheduled for.
Dr. Loughton had left out that crucial little detail.

My pace quickened and I was barely keeping myself
from running by the time I got to the front reception desk.

Melinda was sitting at the desk. Her cool eyes rose
to see my flushed, anxious face and quick footsteps rushing towards
her.

"Well, hello Ms. Stanton," she said with intentional
laziness. "You know I was just in a conversation about you."

"Who did you schedule me with?" I asked, not
bothering play her game.

She eyed me with undisguised amusement. I could tell
she was one of the women here who didn't particularly care for the
way I acted, and she was enjoying this a lot more than she should
have.

"I have you on fill-in, dear," she said. "You should
have made your appointment weeks ago. As it is, whatever doctor
happens to be running ahead of schedule will pick you up."

"Oh."

"Your name will go out at the top of all the
appointment sheets, and I'll let you know when someone takes the
appointment."

"All the appointment sheets?"

She smiled and nodded.

"Thanks," I muttered, and left her sitting there,
smiling slightly to herself.

 


 


By the next morning, it was clear she had told me
exactly right. Or maybe it was only my imagination. It felt like
everyone that worked there knew and was in on some big joke, and I
was the butt of it. Well, the other nurses found it funny, at any
rate, but the doctors were harder to read. I thought I caught a few
more appreciative glances. Doctors that passed me in the hall swept
their eyes up and down me speculatively, and for some reason I
couldn't quite muster the usual smile and playful wave.

A couple minutes before the end of my shift at 5, I
stopped by the reception desk again.

"Has anyone taken the appointment?" I asked her in a
slightly tight voice.

She regarded my nervous appearance with enjoyment
for a moment before looking down to consult her scheduling
computer. "It looks like they have," she told me. "I've got you in
exam room 14."

"Who?"

She peered down. "Dr. Adams, it looks like."

A hot, mortified feeling seemed to turn over deep in
my stomach. "Alright. Thank you."

She smiled at me. "Have fun."

I turned and retreated down the corridor, trying to
get her smug smile out of my head. 'Be professional,' I was telling
myself. 'Be professional. It's just an exam, like goes on here
every day. You're the only one making a big deal out of it.'

Exam room 14 was around the corner, unsettlingly
close to the nurse's desk. I passed it every day without noticing
it, but I had a feeling that after getting to know the inside of it
I wasn't going to overlook it again.

I knocked lightly on the door, and after there was
no answer, I let myself inside. The room was indeed unoccupied, and
I surveyed the medical furniture, for the first time from a
patient's perspective rather than a nurse's.

The doctor's desk and supply cabinets sat on one
side and the rubber exam table sat on the other. I refused to look
back at the wall behind me, where the window into the hall was
covered with nothing but that same flimsily designed blinds that I
had been peeping around only yesterday morning.

I remembered the shiver and secret gratitude that I
would never have to be in that woman's position. I had thought it
was kind of funny back then, watching the woman have to lie back
and ... but now it didn't really seem all that funny.

I noticed a medical gown sitting on the exam table
and picked it up. I had put enough patients into these rooms to
know that I was supposed to be wearing this by the time the doctor
showed up. Was this one really regulation? It seemed so small and
flimsy. Was this really what patient's had to wear?

I fussed with the window blinds for a minute, trying
to be sure every gap out into the hallway was covered by the thin
plastic.

Reluctantly I shed my nurse's uniform and folded it
on a small chair beside the table. Even with the door closed and
window covered as best I could, I didn't like the feeling of
standing there in just my bra and panties. It made me feel so
powerless, and in a place where I was usually the one calling the
shots.

I didn't waste any time wriggling into the paper
gown. Flimsy as it was, it was much better than nothing.

A quick rap sounded from out in the hall, and then
the door swung open.

I looked up shyly, knowing who I was going to
see.

"Hi, Dr. Adams."

"Well hello there, Katy. You've gotten a little bit
behind on your check-ups, is that what I hear?" He had that same
smile on his face, and his eyes seemed to linger in that same way.
Only now, given the circumstances, it made me feel very nervous and
at his mercy.

"I guess so, doctor," I mumbled.

"Tut, tut," he reproached me light-heartedly. "That
hardly sets a good example. We'll have to be extra thorough to make
up for lost time."

"That's really alright, doctor. I'm perfectly
healthy."

"Oh, trying to spoil all the fun, is that it?" He
wagged his finger at me. "Come on, it won't be so bad. Just hop up
on that table for me."

With a little sigh, I obeyed reluctantly.

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

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

"Ah, yeah."

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

I nodded, a little guiltily.

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

"Sorry," I said quietly.

"Well, Katy, you know better than most that we try
to be good about reminding our patients when it's time for their
next check-up. I'll make a note for HR to be just a little more
persistent with you." He winked at me. "I'm sure it just slips your
mind."

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

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

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

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

"Just run a marathon?" he joked lightheartedly.

"I just -" I floundered.

 

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

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

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

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

"It's not unusual for people to get a little nervous
in an exam room," he said reassuringly. "Everything sounds healthy
to me."

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

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

"Ah – as much as I can," I nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh," I stammered. "Ah, you mean – alright, I
guess." I closed my eyes and balled my hands, fighting not to throw
my arms over my chest and stop him as he started to undress me. He
lifted the gown up off my thighs and air rushed in over the slick,
hot skin of my stomach. He guided it farther up and bunched it
around my throat. I could feel it resting against the tops of my
breasts and kept my eyes closed shut. It was like I could feel his
eyes on me.

With a light touch he indicated for me to lean
forward slightly and then in an easy, practiced motion he unsnapped
my bra and pulled it away.

I could feel my breasts exposed to the open air and
this handsome, competent man standing next to me, slowly unclothing
me. Excitement and mortification wreathed and fought in a place
deep and wet inside me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was naked, now – completely naked but for a bit of
cloth bunched up around my throat and a scrap of wet cotton down at
my ankles. I was spread out nude on his table, and he was standing
next to me in his lab coat, like the most powerful, desirable man
in the world – the only man. I whimpered slightly in impotent,
helpless need – need I shouldn't have been feeling. Why was I
reacting this way?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With a click and a slight breath of air, the door
swung open. I looked around in surprise to see Dr. Brattle moving
into the room. I stared at him in a mixture of amazement and
chagrin.

"Everything going well in here?" he asked. "I
thought I should stop by and make sure our little nurse is in the
best possible hands."

Dr. Adams looked around, his fingers still inside
me. My position was mortifyingly exposed. It was degrading, but at
the same time … Dr. Adams was still touching me and the confusing
sensations mixed in my over-stimulated body.

"Quite well, Dr. Brattle," Dr Adams said. "But I'm
sure she'd have no objections if you'd like to observe for your own
peace of mind."

I could feel the two handsome men's eyes on me,
laying naked and legs spread before them, my wet pussy and ass
thrust prominently forward. It was an overwhelming situation, and
my body was responding. This was exactly what I had dreaded, and
exactly what I had fantasized about, being here humiliated on the
table, with the eyes of these men on me.

Dr. Adams slid his fingers in slightly deeper.

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

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

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

"Well," I heard Dr. Brattle saying, "I guess things
are further along than I thought. Glad I got here when I did. Are
you going to fuck her now or am I?"

A lightness ran through me, a weightless moment of
surreal disbelief. I was trembling as Dr. Adams idly stroked my
thigh.

"Fuck me?" I asked in a weak voice.

"Of course," Dr. Brattle said. "That's what you
need, isn't it? A good fucking? What were all these games about,
then? You don't know how I've been waiting to get my hands on you.
Most of us have."

I should have objected. I should have said I would
report them, but I was so obviously turned on at the prospect that
there was no point. The question had already been answered by my
quivering, eager body. I had needed this from the moment I felt his
hands on me what felt like a lifetime ago.

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

Dr. Adams stepped to the side. "Stop playing with
her, John. She wants it."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

From somewhere far away, I heard the sound of shades
being drawn, but I couldn't pay attention. I was so distracted by
the powerful cock driving into me that I could have caught
fire.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I think this was a good start," Dr. Brattle said.
"A few of the other doctors wanted to be part of this, but we
thought we'd keep it to just two, this time. There might be more
for our next session."

I lay back, exhausted, and barely managed to turn my
head towards the wall. I now saw what the sound had been. The
blinds were raised, giving a view from the hallway into the room.
Passersby peered in curiously, and several of my coworkers had
stopped to watch.

"Oh, that," Dr. Brattle said, "we just wanted to
make sure the rest of the ward knew you were open for business. I
think we could make this something of a regular thing, don't
you?"

I put a hand down to feel at myself, my eyes closed.
"I – yes."

I looked up to see him admiring me. "Good," he said,
lust still clear in his eyes. "I'd very, very much like to do this
again."

He leaned forward and kissed me, and then he and Dr.
Adams exited the room.
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The hallways of the Cray-Wheeler Institute were
always full of people who seemed to be headed towards the most
important place in the world. They all had expressions of
suppressed excitement or concern or conviction on their faces. I
immediately found the whole place overwhelming. It felt like I had
spent all my life cooped up in the padded outskirts of nowhere and
now, finally, at the well-traveled age of twenty-one I had found
the place where real things happened – where real things mattered.
My primary instinct was to stay out from underfoot and not give any
of these important people reason to question whether I really
needed to be there.

At first I had been in disbelief that the department
that housed the most famous behavioral researcher in the field
would bring someone like me on, but reality set in quickly. Even
though I had not laid eyes on him, I had no doubt from the moment I
set foot in the place that a man like James Vellano would work in a
building like this. He could go anywhere, of course, and do
anything, and if I could go anywhere and do anything I'd want to be
here, and I wouldn't think twice about it.

The woman who hired me was a helpful HR rep with one
piece of advice. She told me, "Jump when they say to jump, run when
they say to run, and keep your ears open. You might just meet the
sort of person who can make or break your chances in this
field."

I did my best to follow her advice. I wasn't
perfect, of course, but everyone seemed to know what they were
doing and what they wanted, and it seemed about the most natural
thing in the world to stay out of their way and do what they asked
without thinking. Mostly it was little office tasks, getting
coffee, making sure visiting researchers found their way around the
building, and that sort of thing, but it was thrilling to be a part
of it and it always left me a little breathless at the end of the
day to think that somewhere in the distant future I could actually
belong in a place like this.

It was on a morning sometime into my second week
when I was asked to make a few hundred copies of a packet of papers
that my quiet little role on the periphery fell into exactly the
type of spotlight I had dreaded so much. The papers were a handout
for a conference starting in less than twenty minutes, and I had
managed to jam the copier twice. My heart was in my throat as I
dashed into the elevator and hammered the button for the ground
floor.

"Hold the door, would you?"

I groaned inwardly and looked up to see who was
going to make me late. I froze. My breath caught in my chest.
Recognition flooded my brain in a hot, pounding rush. I was almost
too surprised and star-struck to notice how much more handsome he
was in person than he was in the newspaper. Almost.

With a ding, the doors started to close. I let out a
startled gasp and lunged to catch them, spilling my papers and
almost falling out of the elevator myself. I threw out a hand to
catch the smooth metal and found myself staring down at a pair of
polished shoes. Slowly, I looked up.

"Jesus," the shoes exclaimed, stepping forward and
putting a hand out to catch me. It was a firm grip but it felt so
very light against my arm, like all I could think about was if it
was going to go away. "Are you alright?"

I looked up and mouthed an unintelligible syllable.
His expression was a mixture of surprise and skeptical concern. It
seemed a very unnatural emotion on his strong, attractive face, as
though he wasn't surprised often.

"So sorry," I managed breathlessly. "I – you're Dr.
Vellano. I meant to catch the door –"

"Flattering," he said, helping me to straighten up.
He smelled very good. "It's rarer and rarer these days for someone
to try to kill themselves to save me a ten second wait. Do you
think you've got yourself back under control?"

I wobbled and nodded, backing away as he released my
arm. He stepped around me into the elevator as I hurried to pull
together the fallen papers in the hallway before the doors began to
close again. I managed to squeeze inside just before they shut, and
shifted breathlessly to the far corner of the elevator
compartment.

He looked up at the changing floor number and
glanced over at me with a hint of boredom on his face. His eyes
seemed to linger for a moment, tracing their way down my body, and
I felt a warm blush come into my cheeks as I stared abashedly
forward at the closed doors.

When his eyes left me, I couldn't help looking down
self-consciously and let out a sharp, audible breath. The top two
buttons of my blouse had come undone in my little bit of impromptu
acrobatics and my top had opened to reveal more than a hint of
cleavage. Hot embarrassment flooded through me and I instinctively
brought my hands to my chest, hovering in that way hands do when
you are desperate to cover yourself but don't want to look like
that's what you're doing.

An amused smile came to his lips as he saw my
ill-concealed discovery. "If those are the reference sheets for the
Gardner talk you're not going to get them there in time," he
said.

"What?"

He indicated the stack of papers I had clasped just
beneath my chest.

"Oh, right," I said, my stomach sinking as the
reason for my previous urgency returned with accompanying dread, "I
know. I know. I can't believe I jammed the copier twice trying to
get them printed." I swallowed, trying not to look as upset or
afraid as I was. I couldn't help but feel like I had found the
single most public way to screw up this job. A hot tear threatened
to leak out, but I blinked it away in mortification and tried to
pretend something had gotten into my eye.

I looked up to see Dr. Vellano considering me. "They
don't fire you for something like that," he said.

I swallowed again and nodded. "I hope not. It's just
– it's not the first thing I've managed to screw up, you know? I
can't believe I let this happen. Dr. Gardner has been so good to
me. I just wanted him to feel …" but I trailed off, not really
knowing how to put my guilt into words.

"You're eager to please," he offered. "That's a good
quality."

I nodded gratefully. "That's very nice of you to
say, sir."

"So you work in Dr. Gardner's office?"

"Yes, sir, I started last week."

"And your name?"

"Kelly Munson, sir."

"You seem too young to be a post-doc."

"Oh, I'm just an intern."

"Is that so?"

"Yes, sir."

He ran a finger along his slightly stubbled jaw
thoughtfully. "You've graduated college, though, haven't you?"

"Yes, just this past May, sir."

He nodded. "You know, I've been in the planning
stages of a new project that's going to need additional help. How
long is your internship?"

The doors dinged open at the ground floor, but
suddenly I was riveted to the spot I was standing on. Almost
without thinking, he guided me out of the doors with a firm hand at
my waist. "What I mean is, I might have a very special position for
a girl like you. Would coming to work in my office be something you
might consider?"

I looked up at him. Hopeful, eager astonishment was
plain in my eyes. "I – yes, sir! I would, without a second thought,
I mean."

He laughed approvingly at my eagerness and my spirit
soared. "Alright, then drop those papers off and be up on the
seventh floor when I get back from lunch. We might have to run some
tests to see if you're compatible."

"Yes, sir!" I exclaimed. "Thank you, sir. I'll be
waiting."

He waved me off with a hand and turned toward the
front atrium where several men in impeccable suits were waiting for
him. I watched him leave with mouth open and a sound buzzing in my
ears.
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