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Orally Inspected










Sophie fingered the hem of her plaid skirt nervously as she sat in the waiting room, her knees bouncing skittishly up and down with apprehension. She hadn’t been to the dentist in years—not since she’d been a kid. But, in all that time, she’d taken impeccable care of her teeth, brushing twice daily, flossing after meals, avoiding overly sugary foods, following all the guidance. She’d done so precisely to avoid a day like today, when she would once again be forced to lie back in the examination chair and submit to the rough and painful handiwork of Dr. Ryan, her family dentist. The sterile smell of antiseptic lingered in the air, intermingled with the sound of a drill buzzing incessantly from the next room. Sophie took a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves as she braced herself for what was to come.





As a child, Sophie had dreaded her visits to Dr. Ryan's office. The tall, imposing man with his steely grey eyes, rough hands, and an imperious attitude had always made her feel small and powerless. She vividly remembered the metallic taste of fear in her mouth as she'd lie there, at his mercy, while he loomed over her with an array of sharp, alien instruments. His touch had always been clinical and efficient, but to young Sophie, it had felt invasive and threatening. The whir of the drill, the scraping of metal on enamel, and the stern voice commanding her to "open wider" even as her jaw already ached… all of it had haunted her dreams for weeks after each appointment, and intermittently even into adulthood.





For seven blissful years, Sophie had managed to avoid the dentist's chair through rigorous dedication to her oral hygiene. She'd invested in top-of-the-line electric toothbrushes and experimented with various types of floss. Her bathroom cabinet resembled a small pharmacy, filled with an assortment of mouthwashes, whitening strips, and tongue scrapers. Friends and family had taken note of the quality of her pearly whites, even asking her for tips on occasion. Sophie had taken pride in her dental diligence, believing she'd outsmarted the system and freed herself from Dr. Ryan's clutches forever. But fate had other plans. During a heated volleyball match last week, an errant spike had connected with her face in just the wrong spot, chipping her front tooth and shattering her illusion of incisor invulnerability. And now, here she sat, a young woman of twenty-one years about to face her childhood nemesis once again, feeling just as small and powerless as she had all those years ago.





A muffled groan drew Sophie's attention to the far corner of the waiting room. A middle-aged woman stumbled out of the examination area, her hand pressed against her swollen cheek, her eyes red-rimmed and watery, her face contorted in a grimace of discomfort. She shuffled towards the exit, each step seeming to require immense effort. Sophie's heart raced as she watched the woman's laboured departure, her imagination running wild, conjuring up images of the horrors that must have transpired behind the dreaded door of the dentist’s office.





Sophie was left mulling the implications of the woman’s state for some minutes, but all too soon the receptionist's crisp voice cut through the air. It was the same receptionist Dr. Ryan had had back when Sophie was a child, and she still addressed her in the soft, friendly tone she had used all those years ago—as if Sophie still were that scared child today—only accentuating the inescapable powerlessness she now felt.





"Sophie? Dr. Ryan will see you now." 





The words were simple but foreboding. They hung in the air like a death sentence, causing Sophie's stomach to lurch. She rose from her chair on unsteady legs, her palms suddenly clammy. The short walk to the examination room felt like a trek across a vast desert, each step bringing her closer to her impending doom. The antiseptic smell grew stronger as she approached. Sophie's breath came in short, shallow gasps as she hovered at the threshold of the room, her body instinctively resisting the urge to enter. She could hear the soft clink of metal instruments being arranged inside, the sound sending a shiver down her spine. With a trembling hand, she reached for the door handle, her fingers barely able to grasp it. Sophie closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and stepped into the room, feeling as though she were walking straight into a lion's den.





As Sophie stepped into the examination room, her eyes still tightly shut, she braced herself for the stern, disapproving face of Dr. Ryan, a visage that had haunted her since she’d been a little girl. But when she finally summoned the courage to peek, her breath caught in her throat. In place of the imposing old man she’d been expecting, a young, strikingly handsome man greeted her with a warm smile. He couldn't have been more than a few years her senior, with tousled chestnut hair, bright green eyes, and a jawline that could cut glass. His pristine white coat hugged broad shoulders. The sole point of commonality between this young man and Dr. Ryan was his height. As he stood to greet her, Sophie noticed he was easily over six feet.





"Hello there," he said, his voice a pleasant baritone that sent an unexpected shiver down her spine. "You must be Sophie." 





Sophie felt her cheeks flush hot with embarrassment. Her heart, which had been racing with fear just moments ago, now pounded for an entirely different reason. She was suddenly hyper-aware of her own appearance—her hair hastily tied back in a nervous hurry that morning, her plain white t-shirt that did nothing for her figure, her pleated skirt that made her feel juvenile in the presence of this alluring stranger.





"H-hi," she stammered, mentally kicking herself for sounding so awkward. She cleared her throat and tried again. "Yes, I'm Sophie." 





The young man's smile widened, revealing perfect, white teeth that made Sophie unconsciously run her tongue over her own. "It's nice to meet you, Sophie. I'm Dr. Ryan."





Confusion must have shown on her face because he chuckled softly. "Ah, I see. You were expecting my father, weren't you?" 





Sophie nodded, still struggling to find her voice. 





"I'm Dr. James Ryan," he explained, gesturing for her to take a seat in the examination chair. "My father retired last year, and I've taken over the family practice. I know it must be a bit of a shock—we probably should have sent out a notice to all the long-term patients." 





As Sophie lowered herself into the chair, she felt a combination of relief and renewed anxiety. She was relieved that she wouldn't have to face the intimidating Dr. Ryan senior. But the thought that this attractive young man would soon be peering into her mouth and poking around at her teeth filled her with trepidation for entirely new reasons. What if I haven’t been taking care of my teeth right all this time? What if he’s not impressed by them? What if he thinks less of me? Sophie felt suddenly vulnerable. She had felt vulnerable years before in this same situation, but she was all too aware of the vastly different tenor of what she was feeling right here and now.





"So," Dr. Ryan said, pulling up a rolling stool and sitting down beside her. "I understand you haven't been to see us in quite some time. What brings you in today?" 





Sophie swallowed hard, trying to ignore the way his cologne—a subtle, masculine scent—wafted over her as he leaned in. She explained about the volleyball incident, stumbling over her words and feeling increasingly flustered by his proximity. 





"I see," he nodded, his expression sympathetic. "Well, let's take a look, shall we?" 





Dr. Ryan's gloved hands were gentle as he tilted Sophie's chair back, the motion smooth and controlled. "I'm just going to recline you a bit so I can get a better look," he explained, his voice soft and reassuring. "Let me know if you're uncomfortable at any point."





Sophie nodded, her throat suddenly dry. As he leaned over her, she caught another whiff of his cologne, a scent that was both comforting and exhilarating. He picked up a small mirror and explorer tool, holding them up for her to see. 





"I'm going to use these to check your teeth, okay? The mirror obviously helps me see, and this little explorer lets me feel for any issues. You'll feel a light touch, but it shouldn't hurt at all."





True to his word, his touch was feather-light as he began his examination. Sophie found herself relaxing, her earlier fears melting away under his careful ministrations. He worked methodically, occasionally murmuring observations to himself or asking her to open a little wider. His explanations, his gentle touch, his appearance—this was an altogether different experience to the one Sophie had been expecting and agonising over.





"Well, I have to say, your oral hygiene is excellent, Sophie," he said after a while, genuine admiration in his voice. "I can tell you've been taking very good care of your teeth in your absence from us."





A warm glow of pride spread through Sophie's chest at his words. "Thank you," she managed to say, her voice strained as she spoke with her mouth still open. 





Dr. Ryan chuckled softly. "No need to thank me. You've clearly put in the work." He continued his examination, occasionally pausing to explain what he was seeing. "Your gums look very healthy… no signs of decay…" 





As he worked, Sophie found herself becoming increasingly aware of him in ways that had nothing to do with dentistry. The way his brow furrowed slightly in concentration, the precise movements of his hands, the warmth of his breath on her cheek as he leaned in close to get a better look—all of it was intensely distracting. And for the first time… she realised the oddity of the situation she found herself in. In an instant, he was no longer a dentist examining her. It wasn’t that simple. Now, Sophie found herself hit with the reality that what she was in fact experiencing was a charming and attractive young man… inserting his fingers into her. 





Almost as soon as the thought entered her head, Sophie was pulled back to reality as Dr. Ryan extracted his tools and gloved fingers from her mouth.





"Well, Sophie," he said, sitting back, "apart from that chipped tooth, everything looks fantastic. You've done an amazing job with your dental care."





Sophie sat up, feeling a mixture of relief and disappointment that the examination was over. "So, um, what about the chip?" she asked, suddenly self-conscious about how she must look, her hair mussed and her t-shirt askew from lying back in the chair. 





Dr. Ryan smiled reassuringly. "It's a small chip, easily fixed with a bit of bonding. We can do it today if you'd like. It'll only take about half an hour, and you'll be as good as new."





Sophie nodded, trying to ignore the flutter in her stomach at the thought of spending more time with him. "That sounds great," she said, hoping her voice didn't betray her sudden nervousness.





"Alright,” Dr. Ryan said, “Before we start the bonding process, we'll need to take an x-ray to ensure there's no underlying damage we can't see. It's very quick and painless."





He stood up and walked to a nearby cabinet, retrieving a lead apron and a small plastic contraption. "First, I'll need to place this bite wing in your mouth," he explained, holding up the plastic piece. "It helps position the x-ray correctly." 





Sophie nodded, trying to ignore the flutter in her stomach as he approached. Dr. Ryan gently placed the bite wing in her mouth, his fingers brushing against her lips as he adjusted it. "Perfect," he murmured, his voice low and close to her ear. 





Next, he draped the lead apron over her torso. "This protects you from the radiation," he explained, his hands smoothing the apron over her body. Sophie couldn't help but notice how his touch lingered just a fraction longer than she thought strictly necessary. 





Dr. Ryan then moved to position the x-ray machine, swinging the long arm into place beside her head. "Now, I'll need to step out of the room while the x-ray is taken," he said, his hand on the door handle. "It'll only take a moment. Just stay perfectly still, okay?" 





Sophie nodded, trying to relax as Dr. Ryan prepared to leave. But as he turned to go, she noticed something peculiar. He paused, his gaze seeming to linger on her for a moment longer than expected. Sophie felt a sudden wave of self-consciousness wash over her. Why was he looking at her like that? 





Then, with a jolt of realisation, Sophie became acutely aware of her position. She was reclined in the chair, her legs slightly apart, her short pleated skirt riding up her thighs. From where Dr. Ryan stood by the door, he would have had a clear view up her skirt. Heat flooded her cheeks as she wondered whether he had caught a glimpse of her underwear.





The moment stretched, charged with an electric tension. Dr. Ryan's eyes met hers, and Sophie saw something flicker in their green depths—a hint of desire quickly masked by a return to professional detachment. He cleared his throat, his voice slightly husky as he spoke. "Remember, don't move until I come back in."





With that, he left the room, closing the door behind him. Sophie lay there, heart pounding, her mind racing. Had she imagined that look? Was it just her own attraction to him colouring her perception? Or had Dr. Ryan really been stealing a glance up her skirt?





As the x-ray machine whirred to life, Sophie found herself torn between embarrassment and a surprising thrill of excitement. The thought of Dr. Ryan seeing her in such an intimate way, even if unintentional, sent a shiver running up and down her spine. She knew she should feel scandalised, but instead, she felt a growing warmth in her core.





Sophie lay motionless as the x-ray machine hummed, her mind racing. She couldn't move, couldn't pull her skirt down to make herself more decent. She wondered whether Dr. Ryan had stressed not to move so that he could get another look… That would have been incredibly unprofessional, she thought. He’d have been taking advantage of me. I’m in a vulnerable position. Strangely though, the thought didn’t horrify her. Rather, it sent a jolt of electricity through her body. 





To her surprise, Sophie realised she did want him to look again. The idea of Dr. Ryan's eyes roaming over her exposed skin made her breath catch in her throat. She felt a warm flush creeping up her neck, spreading across her cheeks. Her heart pounded so forcefully she worried that it might impact her forced stillness and ruin the x-ray.





As she lay there, ruminating on her vulnerability, her exposure, Sophie felt a telltale warmth building between her thighs. She was aware that she was getting wet, her body responding to the illicit thrill of potential objectification. The realisation only intensified the sensation, a feedback loop of arousal and embarrassment.





As her mind was drawn to the growing pulsation between her legs, Sophie tried to remember what underwear she’s actually put on that morning—what was it that Dr. Ryan might have seen? By some stroke of luck, she remembered, she had grabbed a particularly nice pair—purple lace hipsters that hugged her curves perfectly. She’d picked them on a whim, never imagining anyone else would see them today. Now, flustered and feverish in equal measure, she felt absurdly grateful for that moment of serendipity.





The soft purple lace would contrast clearly visible against her pale skin, she realised. If Dr. Ryan looked again—and oh, how she hoped he would—he would see the delicate pattern, the way the sheer fabric barely concealed what lay beneath. The thought made her squirm internally, desperate to press her thighs together but unable to move.





Sophie's imagination ran wild. She pictured Dr. Ryan's eyes widening as he re-entered the room, his gaze immediately drawn to the inviting triangle between her legs. She imagined the sharp intake of breath he might take, the way his professional demeanour might crack for just a moment. Would he linger by the door again, stealing another long look? Or would he approach the chair, standing over her, his eyes raking over her body as he pretended to check the x-ray machine?





The fantasy grew more vivid. In her mind's eye, she saw Dr. Ryan's hands trembling slightly as he removed the lead apron, his fingers "accidentally" brushing against her. She imagined the heat of his body as he leaned over her to work. She imagined the unmistakable hardness of his ill-concealed erection as he daringly allowed it to press into her hip, pretending to be unaware.





Sophie's arousal built to a fever pitch. She was achingly aware of every inch of her body—the press of her back against the chair, the slight breeze from the air conditioning raising goosebumps on her exposed legs, the warm dampness growing between her legs. She wished desperately that she could move, could press her thighs together to relieve some of the building tension.





As the seconds ticked by, Sophie's thoughts grew bolder. Part of her wanted to "accidentally" shift when Dr. Ryan returned, letting the thin pleats of her skirt part to reveal even more of her soft skin beneath. She imagined Dr. Ryan's eyes widening slightly as he caught an unintended view of her lace-covered mound. Her pulse quickened at the thought of his once clinical gaze, drinking in every detail, every delicate curve of her youthful legs, her hips, her smooth thighs, and the throbbing delights barely covered between them. 





She pictured herself blushing and stammering an apology as she fumbled to cover up, feigning embarrassment while secretly thrilling at his attention. She imagined the charged tension filling the small exam room, unspoken desire crackling between them like electricity. She pictured Dr. Ryan's professional demeanour cracking, his eyes darkening with unmistakable desire. The fantasy of submitting herself completely to him, letting his hand do to her what his eyes already had, sent a jolt of arousal through her core.





Her frantic daydream retreated as she heard the x-ray machine power down with a soft whir. Dr. Ryan's footsteps approaching outside the door. Sophie’s heart raced, a mixture of anticipation and nerves coursing through her. The door opened slowly, and Dr. Ryan re-entered the room.





Sophie kept her eyes fixed on the ceiling, not daring to look directly at him. Her heart still pounding, she was fully aware of her exposed position, her skirt still resting high on her thighs. From the corner of her eye, she saw Dr. Ryan pause momentarily by the door. There was a beat of silence that seemed to stretch for an eternity.





"Alright, Sophie, you can relax now. The x-ray is done." Dr. Ryan's voice was lower than before, a slight roughness to it. But was that evidence of anything? Or had Sophie imagined it all? Had her mind run away with her on the basis of nothing at all?





As he approached the chair, Sophie finally allowed herself to look at him. His cheeks were slightly flushed, and there was a new intensity in his green eyes that made her breath catch. He reached for the lead apron, his hands brushing against her as he removed it. The touch, though brief, sent sparks across her skin. 





"Let's take a look at those results, shall we?" Dr. Ryan said, his professional tone belied by a slight tremor in his hands as he pulled up the x-ray on a nearby screen. 





Sophie sat up slowly, her legs still slightly parted. She made no move to adjust her skirt, instead watching Dr. Ryan's reaction. His eyes flickered briefly to her exposed thighs before snapping back to the x-ray, a muscle in his jaw tightening. She felt sure now. She had had a very real effect on him.





"Everything looks good," he said, his voice strained. "No underlying damage. We can proceed with the bonding." 





As Dr. Ryan began preparing the necessary tools, Sophie found herself torn between embarrassment and arousal. The air in the small examination room felt charged. She knew she should feel uncomfortable, should be upset at the thought of being objectified. But instead, she felt powerful, desirable. 





"Are you ready to begin?" Dr. Ryan asked, turning back to her with a dental tool in hand. 





Sophie nodded, parting her lips slightly as she reclined in the chair once more. As Dr. Ryan leaned over her, his cologne enveloping her, she made a decision. Slowly, deliberately, she shifted her position, spreading her legs just a fraction wider. 





Dr. Ryan's hand froze midair, his eyes widening almost imperceptibly. For a moment, neither of them moved, the air thick with possibility. Then, with visible effort, Dr. Ryan cleared his throat and began the bonding procedure. 





As he worked, Sophie remained hyper-aware of every point of contact between them - his fingers gently holding her jaw, the warmth of his breath on her cheek. The clinical nature of the procedure did nothing to dampen the electric current running between them. 





Sophie knew that what was happening—what she was allowing to happen—was inappropriate. But as Dr. Ryan worked on repairing her chipped tooth, Sophie found herself unable to focus on anything but the tension simmering between them. His hands moved with practiced precision, but she noticed a slight tremor in his fingers as they brushed against her lips. The gentle whir of the dental tools faded into the background as Sophie's senses honed in on Dr. Ryan's proximity.





She could feel the heat radiating from his body as he leaned over her, could smell the crisp scent of his cologne mingling with the sterile air of the exam room. His breath came in short, controlled bursts, tickling her skin. Sophie's own breathing had become shallow, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath her thin t-shirt. 





As Dr. Ryan worked, Sophie dared to steal glances at him through lowered lashes. His brow was furrowed in concentration, a bead of sweat forming at his temple. She watched as his tongue darted out to wet his lips, the simple action sending a jolt of desire straight to her core. 





Without conscious thought, Sophie shifted slightly in the chair, her legs falling open just a fraction wider. She heard Dr. Ryan's sharp intake of breath, saw his eyes flicker downward for the briefest moment before snapping back to her mouth. A thrill ran through her at the knowledge that he was affected by her, that he was struggling to maintain his professional demeanour. 





"Almost done," Dr. Ryan murmured, his voice husky. "Just a bit more polishing and we'll be finished.”





As Dr. Ryan reached for the polishing tool, Sophie's heart raced. She didn't want this to end—not yet. Emboldened by the electric tension between them, she decided to take a risk.





"Wait," she said softly, causing Dr. Ryan to pause mid-reach. "I… I think I'm feeling some irritation."





Dr. Ryan's brow furrowed with concern. "Irritation? Where exactly?" 





Sophie hesitated, her cheeks flushing. "It's… it's sort of everywhere. I think it might be… from the gloves? Are they latex?"





"Yes, they are," Dr. Ryan replied, looking down at his hands. "Are you allergic?" 





"I'm not sure," Sophie admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "But… I'd prefer not to risk it. Are you able to… maybe work without them?"





Dr. Ryan seemed to hesitate, clearly torn between maintaining proper protocol and accommodating his patient's request. After a moment's consideration, he nodded. "Alright, if that would make you more comfortable. Let me just wash my hands thoroughly first." 





As he moved to the sink, Sophie watched him intently. The muscles of his back rippled visibly even beneath his white coat as he scrubbed his hands meticulously. She found herself imagining those strong hands on her body, free from the clinical barrier of latex.





When Dr. Ryan returned to the chair, Sophie could see the conflict in his eyes. His professionalism was warring with something else—desire, perhaps? The air between them seemed to crackle.





"Are you ready to continue?" he asked, his voice lower than before. 





Sophie nodded, parting her lips slightly as she reclined once more. As Dr. Ryan leaned over her, she was acutely aware of the warmth of his skin, the gentle brush of his fingers against her cheek as he positioned her head. 





The touch of his bare hands sent shivers down her spine. His fingers were warm and slightly calloused, a stark contrast to the smooth latex she'd felt earlier. As he worked, Sophie couldn't help but focus on every point of contact between them. 





Dr. Ryan's breathing had become more laboured, his chest rising and falling rapidly. Sophie could feel the heat radiating from his body, could smell the clean scent of soap mingling with his cologne. The intimacy of the moment was intoxicating.





As he polished her newly repaired tooth, his thumb accidentally grazed her bottom lip. Sophie let out a soft gasp, her eyes fluttering closed at the sensation. She heard Dr. Ryan's sharp intake of breath, felt him freeze for a moment before continuing his work with trembling hands. 





Sophie's skin tingled everywhere Dr. Ryan touched her, each innocent contact feeling like a caress. She found herself wishing the procedure would never end, wanting to remain in this charged moment indefinitely.





As Dr. Ryan continued his work, he inserted his bare fingers into her mouth for the first time. The sensation was was intoxicating. His skin tasted faintly of soap and mint, with an underlying saltiness that made her pulse quicken. She could feel the slight calluses on his fingertips, evidence of years of meticulous practice in spite of his relative youth. The intimacy of the contact was overwhelming.





Suddenly Sophie could resist no longer. Her tongue darted within her mouth, seemingly of its own accord, to brush against Dr. Ryan's fingers. She felt him tense, his hand freezing for a split second before he continued his ministrations. Emboldened by his reaction, she let her tongue trace the length of his index finger, tasting the salt of his skin.





Dr. Ryan's breathing had become ragged, his chest rising and falling rapidly. Sophie could see the pulse pounding in his neck, could feel the slight tremor in his hands as he worked. She arched her back slightly, pressing her chest forward, aware of how her nipples had hardened beneath her thin t-shirt, silently hopeful that Dr. Ryan, too, was aware. Again she found herself grateful for her haphazard choice of clothing that morning—when she’s grabbed her underwear, there’d been no matching bra in sight and she’s decided to go without. She knew her two pert protrusions would be instantly noticeable if he just glanced down. In spite of her continued embarrassment, she hoped that he would. She writhed slightly in the chair as a shiver passed through her at the thought.





"Sophie," Dr. Ryan's voice was strained, barely above a whisper. "I need you to hold still." 





Sophie immediately stilled her body, but her tongue continued its subtle exploration. She traced delicate patterns along Dr. Ryan's fingers, her movements so slight they could be dismissed as involuntary. Yet the way his breath hitched told her he’d noticed. As Dr. Ryan worked, Sophie grew bolder. Her tongue swirled around his fingertip. She felt him tense, saw his Adam's apple bob as he swallowed hard. Still, he didn't stop her or pull away.





Then Sophie allowed her hand to slip from her lap, falling to dangle beside the chair. As if by accident, her knuckles brushed against Dr. Ryan's thigh. She felt the warmth of his skin through his trousers, the firmness of his muscles. Slowly, she let her hand rotate, the back of it now resting fully against his inner thigh.





Dr. Ryan's movements faltered for a moment. His eyes darted to meet hers, dark with a mix of desire and conflict. Sophie held his gaze, her tongue now brazenly licking the length of his finger. She saw him clench his jaw, fighting for control. 





As her hand pressed more firmly against his thigh, Sophie’s heart leapt as she felt it. A twitch. A hardening? Her breath caught in her throat as she realised the full effect she was having on him. Dr. Ryan was growing aroused, his body betraying his professional facade.





The air crackled with tension as Dr. Ryan valiantly tried to focus on his work. His hands trembled slightly, his breathing ragged. Yet he made no move to stop Sophie's teasing, caught between desire and duty. 





Sophie revelled in the power she now held, her earlier embarrassment not full forgotten, but enveloped in her exploration. With each swirl of her tongue, each subtle shift of her hand, she felt Dr. Ryan's resolve weakening. The once-sterile exam room pulsed with raw, primal energy.





Suddenly, Dr. Ryan shifted on his stool, the movement causing Sophie's hand to fall away from his thigh. For a moment, she felt a pang of disappointment, thinking he was pulling back, regaining his composure. But then, as he settled back into position, she realised he had actually moved himself closer.





Her hand now rested much higher on his leg, the heat of his body radiating through the thin fabric of his trousers. Sophie's breath caught as her thumb brushed against  something new, something… firm. She felt it twitch slightly under her touch, pushing back against her hand.





Her heart raced as she realised what she was feeling. Dr. Ryan was unmistakably aroused, his body betraying his desire despite his attempts at maintaining his professionalism. The knowledge sent a jolt of electricity through her core, her own arousal intensifying.





She dared to apply the slightest pressure with her thumb, feeling the outline of his hardening length beneath her touch. Dr. Ryan's breath hitched, his hands freezing momentarily as he worked in her mouth. Sophie could see the internal struggle playing out on his face—the conflict between desire and duty etched in the furrow of his brow and the clench of his jaw.





Sophie's skin tingled. Her focus was split between so many sensations—the warmth of Dr. Ryan's fingers in her mouth, the firm pressure against her thumb, the dampness growing between her thighs. 





Time seemed to slow, each second stretching into eternity as they balanced on the knife's edge between propriety and passion. Sophie's tongue continued its subtle exploration of Dr. Ryan's fingers, tracing delicate patterns along his skin. She felt the slight tremor in his hand, saw the rapid rise and fall of his chest as his breathing became more laboured. Sophie could see the internal war raging behind his eyes—the desire to give in to temptation warring with his professional ethics. 





The tension built to a fever pitch, the room seeming to pulse with their shared arousal. Sophie's body thrummed with anticipation, every nerve ending alive and hyper-sensitive. She arched her back slightly, pressing her chest forward, silently willing Dr. Ryan to look down, to see the effect he was having on her. 





As if reading her thoughts, Dr. Ryan's gaze flickered downward for a split second. Sophie saw his eyes widen almost imperceptibly as he took in the sight of her hardened nipples straining against the thin fabric of her shirt. A low groan escaped his throat, quickly stifled but unmistakable in the charged silence of the room. 





Sophie's thumb continued its subtle exploration, slowly, almost imperceptibly running the length of Dr. Ryan's arousal through his trousers. Almost imperceptibly. She felt it twitch and grow beneath her touch.





Dr. Ryan took a deep, shuddering breath, visibly struggling to regain his composure. With a herculean effort, he turned his focus back to Sophie's tooth, his movements becoming more clinical and detached. 





"Almost finished," he murmured, his voice strained. "Just a final polish." 





Sophie felt a pang of disappointment as Dr. Ryan withdrew his fingers from her mouth, breaking the intimate contact. She watched as he reached for the polishing tool with trembling hands, his jaw clenched tightly. 





The whir of the polisher filled the room, drowning out the sound of their ragged breathing. Dr. Ryan worked with an almost frantic efficiency, his eyes fixed firmly on Sophie's tooth, studiously avoiding her gaze. 





As he worked, Sophie noticed the flush creeping up his neck, the beads of sweat forming at his temples. His professional demeanour was clearly a thin veneer, barely containing the desire that simmered beneath the surface. 





"There," Dr. Ryan said after what seemed like an eternity, his voice hoarse. "All done. Your tooth is as good as new." 


He quickly pulled away, wheeling his stool back a safe distance. Sophie sat up slowly, running her tongue over the newly repaired tooth. She watched as Dr. Ryan busied himself with cleaning up, his movements jerky and uncoordinated. 





"How does it feel?" he asked, not quite meeting her eyes. 





"Perfect," Sophie replied softly. "Thank you, Dr. Ryan." 





He gave an awkward laugh, “Dr. Ryan was my father,” he said, turning to wash his hands, “Please, call me James”. Sophie could see the tension in his shoulders, the way he gripped the edge of the sink as if it were a lifeline.





“Thank you, James,” she corrected, savouring the feeling of his name on her tongue almost as much as she had savoured his fingers.





As Dr. Ryan dried his hands, clearly preparing to end the appointment, Sophie felt a surge of panic. She wasn't ready for this to be over, wasn't ready to leave the charged atmosphere of the exam room. 





"Actually, Doc… Actually, James," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I was wondering if you could do one more thing before I go."





He turned to face her, his expression a mix of wariness and poorly concealed desire. "What is it, Sophie?" he asked with a laboured smile.





"It's just… my throat," she said, her hand snaking up her neck. "It's been feeling a bit… strange lately. I was hoping you could take a look?"





Dr. Ryan hesitated, clearly torn. "I… I'm not sure that's necessary," he began.





"Please?" Sophie interrupted, her eyes wide and imploring. "It would really put my mind at ease." 





For a long moment, Dr. Ryan stood frozen, his internal struggle playing out across his face. Finally, with a resigned sigh, he nodded. "Alright," he said, his voice tight. "One quick look." 





He approached the chair slowly. Sophie leaned back in the chair, tilting her head up and parting her lips invitingly. Her eyes locked onto Dr. Ryan's, conveying a silent plea. As he bent over her, Sophie arched her back slightly, pressing her chest forward. The thin fabric of her t-shirt did little to conceal the outline of her breasts or the hardened peaks of her nipples.





Dr. Ryan's breath caught audibly as he took in the sight before him. His professional demeanour slipped for a moment, his eyes darkening with unmistakable desire. With visible effort, he tore his gaze away from Sophie's chest and focused on her mouth. 





"Open wide," he instructed, his voice husky. 





Sophie complied eagerly, her lips parting to reveal the pink softness within. Dr. Ryan leaned in closer, his warm breath fanning across her face. She could smell the mint of his toothpaste mingling with his cologne. 





"Everything looks fine," he murmured after a moment, beginning to pull away. 





"Wait," Sophie pleaded softly. "Can you… can you check more thoroughly? Please?"





Dr. Ryan hesitated, clearly torn between which of his heads to listen to. Finally, with a shaky exhale, he nodded. "Alright," he whispered. "I'll take a closer look."





Slowly, almost reverently, he inserted two fingers into Sophie's waiting mouth. She felt the warmth of his skin, tasted the lingering tang of latex and soap. Dr. Ryan's fingers probed gently, exploring the roof of her mouth, tracing along her cheeks. 





Sophie's eyes fluttered closed as sensation washed over her. She felt Dr. Ryan's fingers brush against her tongue, sending shivers down her spine. His touch was clinical at first, but grew bolder as he continued his exploration. 





As his fingers reached the back of her tongue, Sophie felt her gag reflex kick in. She fought against it, determined to take him deeper. A small whimper escaped her throat as Dr. Ryan's fingers pressed further, nearly overwhelming her. 





Unable to resist any longer, Sophie closed her lips around Dr. Ryan's probing digits. She began to suck gently, her tongue swirling around his fingers. She heard his sharp intake of breath, felt the slight tremor in his hand. 





Time seemed to stand still as they remained frozen in this intimate tableau. Sophie's mouth worked Dr. Ryan's fingers with increasing fervour, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. She could feel the rapid pounding of her own heart, the pulsing ache between her thighs growing more insistent with each passing second. 





Dr. Ryan seemed lost in bliss as Sophie's lips and tongue worked his fingers. His eyes had fallen closed, his breathing heavy. A low groan escaped his throat as Sophie swirled her tongue around his fingertips. 





Sophie opened her eyes to watch him. His face was flushed, a light sheen of sweat glistening on his brow. His lips were parted slightly, soft pants escaping with each exhale. She shuddered at the effect she was having on him, pride and desire coursing through her veins.





Just as Sophie was about to increase her efforts, Dr. Ryan suddenly withdrew his fingers. His eyes snapped open, wide with alarm. 





"We… we shouldn't be doing this," he stammered, taking a step back from the chair. He ran a hand through his hair, leaving it charmingly dishevelled. "This is… inappropriate."





Sophie sat up slowly, her eyes never leaving his. "Why not?" she asked softly, her voice husky with arousal. She shifted in the chair, deliberately widening her legs. The pleats of her skirt fell open, fully revealing the purple lace of her panties. 





Dr. Ryan's gaze was drawn downward almost against his will. Sophie saw his eyes widen as he took in the sight of her exposed underwear. The delicate lace left little to the imagination, clinging to the curve of her mound, the slick pink of her lips visible through the gaps in the design.





A strangled sound escaped Dr. Ryan's throat as he stared. Sophie could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest, his breath coming in short, sharp pants. Her eyes were drawn to the obvious bulge in his trousers, his arousal impossible to hide. 





"I can see how much you want this," Sophie teased, her voice low and seductive. She let her gaze deliberately drop to his crotch, then back up to meet his eyes. "You can't hide it, you know." 





Dr. Ryan's face flushed an even deeper shade of red. He shifted uncomfortably. "Sophie, I… we can't…" he began weakly. 





"James," Sophie interrupted, her voice soft but firm. "I saw you looking up my skirt earlier."





Dr. Ryan froze, his face a mask of shock and embarrassment. "I… I didn't…" he stammered.





"It's okay," Sophie continued, her cheeks flushing. "I was embarrassed at first, but then…" She paused, biting her lip. "Then I started to enjoy the idea. Being so vulnerable, so exposed, so… at your mercy."





Dr. Ryan's breath hitched audibly again. His eyes darted between Sophie's face, her erect nipples, and her still-parted legs.





"You're the expert, after all," Sophie went on, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "I have to accept that whatever you do in this room is what’s best for me. I have to submit to your expertise.”





She leaned back in the chair, tilting her head to expose the graceful curve of her neck. "I trust you, James." She closed her eyes, and the final words she uttered passed her lips in a slow, insistent, staccato rhythm: “You. Know. What. My. Mouth. Needs.”





Sophie waited in silence, her eyes closed, her heart pounding. The seconds stretched into an eternity as she listened to their ragged breathing, the only sound in the suddenly still exam room. Just as she began to fear she had pushed too far, she heard it—the soft metallic clink of a belt buckle being undone. 





A shiver of anticipation ran through her body as fabric rustled. She felt the warmth of Dr. Ryan's presence as he moved closer, his clean scent enveloping her. Gentle fingers brushed through her hair, sending tingles rushing down her neck. His hand cupped her cheek, turning her face slightly to the side.





Sophie's breath caught in her throat as she felt the warm, velvety touch of his arousal against her lips. She parted them eagerly, relishing the salty tang as he slowly pushed inside her waiting mouth. A soft moan escaped her as she felt him fill her, the heavy weight of him resting on her tongue. 





Dr. Ryan's fingers tightened in her hair as he began to move, setting a slow, steady rhythm. Sophie relaxed her jaw, allowing him to slide deeper with each thrust. She swirled her tongue along his length, tracing a prominent vein she could feel on the underside. 





Above her, she heard Dr. Ryan's breath hitch, a low groan rumbling in his chest. His hips jerked forward involuntarily, pushing himself further into the wet heat of her mouth. Sophie hummed in pleasure, the vibrations making him gasp. 





She opened her eyes, looking up at him through her lashes. The sight nearly took her breath away. Dr. Ryan's head was thrown back, his throat working as he swallowed hard. A light sheen of sweat glistened on his skin, making him look almost otherworldly in the harsh fluorescent lighting. 





His eyes were squeezed shut, his brow furrowed in concentration. As if sensing her gaze, he looked down, meeting her eyes. The raw hunger she saw there made her core clench with need. 





Sophie felt a thrill run through her as Dr. Ryan's eyes locked with hers. The intensity of his gaze was almost overwhelming, filled with a mixture of desire, guilt, and barely restrained passion. She could see the internal struggle playing out on his face—the conflict between his professional ethics and his primal urges.





Determined to tip the scales, Sophie redoubled her efforts. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking firmly as she bobbed her head. Her tongue danced along his length, tracing patterns and swirling around the sensitive head. She moaned softly, the vibrations traveling through his shaft. 





Dr. Ryan's hips jerked forward involuntarily, pushing himself deeper into her willing mouth. His fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her movements. "Fuck, Sophie," he groaned, his voice hoarse with need. 





Encouraged by his response, Sophie reached up to grasp his hips, urging him to move faster. She relaxed her throat, taking him as deep as she could. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as she fought her gag reflex, determined to please him. 





Dr. Ryan's control finally snapped. With a guttural moan, he began thrusting in earnest, fucking her mouth with abandon. Sophie whimpered around him, arousal flooding her core at being used so thoroughly. 





"That's it," Dr. Ryan panted, his voice barely recognisable. "Take it all. Show me how much you want it."





Sophie's eyes rolled back in pleasure as he hit the back of her throat repeatedly. Saliva dribbled down her chin as she struggled to keep up with his frantic pace. She could feel herself getting wetter by the second, her arousal soaking through her lacy panties. 





As Dr. Ryan's thrusts became more erratic, Sophie knew he was close. She redoubled her efforts, sucking harder and swirling her tongue. Her hand slipped between his legs, gently cupping and massaging his balls. 





With a strangled cry, Dr. Ryan pulled out of her mouth and away from her touch, a trail of her saliva linking them still. Sophie gasped for air, her lips glistening. She knew he wanted more, didn’t want to finish things by coming too soon. She was glad of his foresight. 





She looked up at him through heavy-lidded eyes, taking in his flushed face and heaving chest. His erection stood proudly before her, slick with her saliva.





"James," she breathed, her voice low. "Please… I need more."





Dr. Ryan's eyes darkened with renewed hunger. Without a word, he grasped Sophie's hips and pulled her to the edge of the exam chair. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her skirt higher until it bunched around her waist. 





Sophie shivered as cool air hit her overheated skin. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly aroused. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her lacy panties, slowly peeling them down her legs. He tossed them aside, his gaze fixed on her now fully exposed pussy. 





"Beautiful," he murmured, running a finger along her slick folds. Sophie moaned at the contact, her hips bucking involuntarily. 





Dr. Ryan lowered himself to his knees between her spread legs. He looked up at her, his eyes seeking permission. Sophie nodded eagerly, her fingers threading through his hair to urge him closer. 





At the first swipe of his tongue, Sophie cried out in pleasure, and Dr. Ryan immediately shushed her, reminding her with a nod of his head of the receptionist just outside. 





She blushed, thrilled at having been told off by a man in authority. “Sorry, Doctor,” she whispered coquettishly. 





Her submissiveness brought a smile to his wet lips and he immediately returned to licking and sucking at her sensitive flesh with the same precision and care he'd exhibited with his hands earlier. His talented mouth soon had her writhing on the chair, gasping and stifling moans.





As he slid two fingers inside her, curling them to hit just the right spot, Sophie felt her climax building rapidly. She ground herself against his face, chasing her release. 





"James, fuck, James, I'm going to-" she panted, her thighs trembling.





Dr. Ryan redoubled his efforts, his tongue flicking rapidly over her clit as his fingers pumped in and out. Biting her own tongue, Sophie shattered, her body convulsing in ecstasy. As her climax washed over her, Dr. Ryan continued his ministrations, drawing out every last tremor of pleasure. Her thighs quivered around his head as she fought to stay quiet. When the aftershocks finally subsided, he placed a gentle kiss on her inner thigh before rising to his feet.





Sophie looked up at him through heavy-lidded eyes, taking in his dishevelled appearance. His hair was mussed from her fingers, his lips glistening with her arousal. The front of his white coat was rumpled, and his cock still stood proudly released from his trousers, achingly hard.





"James," she whispered in between panting breaths, "I want you inside me."





Dr. Ryan's eyes narrowed with a renewed hunger. Without a word, he grasped Sophie's hips and pulled her to the very edge of the exam chair. She felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance, teasing her still-sensitive flesh.





"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. 





Sophie nodded eagerly, wrapping her legs around his waist to pull him closer. "Please," she breathed. 





With a low groan, Dr. Ryan pushed forward, entering her in one smooth thrust. Sophie gasped at the delicious stretch, her inner walls clenching around him. He stilled for a moment, allowing her to adjust to his size. 





"Fuck, Sophie," he panted, his forehead resting against hers. "You feel amazing." 





Sophie rolled her hips experimentally, drawing a strangled moan from Dr. Ryan. Taking that as his cue, he began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had Sophie seeing stars. Each thrust hit just the right spot, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her body. 





As their passion grew, so did the urgency of their movements. Dr. Ryan's hips snapped forward with increasing force, the exam chair creaking slightly under their combined weight. He suddenly ripped her t-shirt upwards, revealing her pert, young breasts. Even as they fucked, the added exposure assaulted Sophie with a brief wave of embarrassment. She watched as he took in the sight of her pale breasts and pink nipples before hungrily grasping her with both hands. He leant in to lick and suck each sensitive, stiffened point in turn.





"Harder," she pleaded, her voice barely above a whisper. "Please, James… more." 





Dr. Ryan complied, picking up the pace of both his tongue and his hips. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their muffled moans and gasps. Sophie felt another orgasm building rapidly, her entire body coiled tight with tension.





"I'm close," she whimpered, squeezing tightly around him. 





"Me too," Dr. Ryan panted, rising to his full height once more, his movements becoming erratic. "Fuck, Sophie, I'm gonna-"





"Inside," Sophie interrupted, pulling him closer with her legs. "I want to feel you come inside me."





Dr. Ryan's eyes widened at Sophie's words, a mix of desire and concern flashing across his face. "Are you sure?" he asked breathlessly, his hips still moving in a steady rhythm.





Sophie nodded emphatically. "Yes," she gasped. "It’s fine. It’s safe. Please, James. I need to feel you."





With a low groan, Dr. Ryan gave in to her request. His thrusts became more frantic, more desperate. Sophie could feel the tension building in his body, mirroring her own mounting pleasure, her legs locked around his waist as she met him thrust for thrust. He reached out and forcefully stuck two fingers inside her mouth once more. There was nothing clinical about his actions this time. As he pressed down against her tongue, Sophie closed her lips around him, relishing the feeling of being penetrated by him in multiple places, his body filling two holes.





"Oh god, Sophie," Dr. Ryan panted, his voice strained. "I'm going to-" 





His words cut off in a choked moan as he climaxed, his hips jerking erratically against her. Sophie felt the warm rush of his release inside her, triggering her own orgasm. She bit down on his fingers and continued to suck to stifle her cry of ecstasy as waves of pleasure washed over her.





For several long moments, they remained locked together, both trembling and gasping for breath. Dr. Ryan brought his forehead to rest against hers, their mingled breaths warm in the small space between them. Slowly, reality began to seep back in around the edges of their shared bliss.





Dr. Ryan carefully withdrew from her, as his fingers slowly slid out of her mouth in tandem. A small whimper escaped Sophie as both sets of lips were briefly teased by the sensation. He quickly grabbed some tissues from a nearby box, gently cleaning them both up. The clinical nature of the act was a stark reminder of where they were and what they had just done.





As Sophie sat up, adjusting her skirt and smoothing down her hair, she saw Dr. Ryan's professional demeanour reasserting itself. He tucked himself back into his trousers and straightened his lab coat, though his flushed face and tousled hair still betrayed their recent activities.





"Sophie, I…" he began, his voice hesitant. "This was…"





"Amazing," Sophie finished for him, a small smile playing on her lips. After a moment’s silence, she added, "And our secret."





Relief flooded Dr. Ryan's features. He nodded, returning her smile. "Thank you," he said softly. "For trusting me." 





Sophie stood, her legs still a bit shaky. She retrieved her discarded panties, stuffing them into her pocket rather than putting them back on.





"Same time next week for a follow-up?" she asked cheekily as she made her way to the door. 





Dr. Ryan chuckled, some of the tension leaving his shoulders. "I think that would be advisable," he replied, a hint of mischief in his eyes, “I’ll put it in the system.” 





As Sophie opened the door to leave, she paused, turning back to Dr. Ryan with a coy smile. "You know, I think I may need to schedule more frequent check-ups from now on. My oral health is very important to me."





Dr. Ryan's eyes widened, a small smirk playing at the corner of his lips. "I couldn't agree more," he said, his voice low. "We'll need to be very thorough."





Sophie felt a shiver run down her spine at his words. "I look forward to it," she purred, before slipping out the door. 





As she made her way through the waiting room, Sophie could feel Dr. Ryan's release slowly beginning to trickle down her inner thigh, beneath her skirt. The sensation, combined with the memory of their passionate encounter, made her bite her lip to suppress a moan. She nodded politely to the receptionist, hoping her flushed cheeks and slightly dishevelled appearance wouldn't give her away.





Once outside, Sophie took a deep breath of fresh air, her body still tingling from her multiple orgasms. She couldn't believe what had just transpired in that small examination room. As she walked to her car, a mix of emotions swirled within her—excitement, satisfaction, and just a hint of lingering embarrassment at her own boldness.





One thing was certain—she would never look at dental appointments with such hesitancy again. As she slid into the driver's seat, Sophie found herself already counting down the days until her next check-up with Dr. Ryan.
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