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“What are you going to do?” Olivia asked.

Naomi ignored the question as she continued to stare out of her bedroom window. Her father was proudly showing a business acquaintance his new purchase on the gravel driveway at the front of the mansion. The late morning sunshine seemed to give the pristine, metallic blue paintwork of the Aston Martin an even glossier sheen.

“Are you listening to me?” Olivia said a few seconds later.

The comment made Naomi turn away from the sight outside her home. She let out a sigh before responding in a sullen voice as she walked towards her bed.

“Yeah, I’m listening.”

“So..., what are you going to do?” Olivia repeated.

That was a good question and Naomi didn’t really have an answer. She threw herself face down on the bed and buried her face in the covers to muffle the sound of a frustrated groan. Rolling onto her back, she stretched her arms out by her sides and stared up at the ceiling.

“I don’t know,” she finally said.

“I can’t believe they’re asking you to do it,” Olivia went on and shook her head. “I mean, it’s not the 1890s for God’s sake.”

It wasn’t the first time Naomi had heard those words from her friend and she closed her eyes tightly.

“Yeah,” she muttered as her mind went back to the week before.

Bryce Allerton getting down on one knee to present her with an engagement ring brought their short courtship to the moment she’d been dreaming of. Well, it’s what she’d dreamed of when she got to know him. It wasn’t how things started out.

She’d always known her wealthy parents would try to marry her off. It wasn’t exactly an unusual occurrence in the world in which they lived and they’d made no secret of their intention to find her a husband they approved of as she grew into her late teens. She knew a couple of girls it had happened to, but she had no intention of following in their footsteps.

Her rebellious attitude frustrated her parents, but she didn’t care and went out of her way to make sure the young men presented to her knew she wasn’t interested. That didn’t stop her chasing boys of her own although she kept that part of her life secret from everyone but Olivia. Her promiscuous nature was something which would definitely get her disowned by her father and she wasn’t about to push things that far. She liked being a rich girl and didn’t want to give up the luxuries it got her.

The change in her life came when her parents introduced her to Bryce Allerton. Not that she expected it. She’d gone into the initial meeting with the same attitude as ever in the hope he would ditch any idea of them becoming a couple as quickly as possible. Finding she liked him came as a surprise and little-by-little she found that turning to love as they got to know each other.

He really was something special and the fact he was a member of one of the richest families in the city was an added bonus. Not that she was gold digging. It genuinely was love for her and she wanted to give herself to him, body and soul. The fact he wanted to save the physical side of their relationship until their wedding night was sweet and she happily lied that she was untouched also.

When the proposal came it was the best day of her life. It then became the worst when she found the condition attached to it. A virginity test wasn’t Bryce’s idea. That was down to his parents and meant there was no arguing against it. She might have been able to convince her fiancée it wasn’t necessary. That definitely wouldn’t be possible with his parents and she agreed to the examination with a smile on her face. She was dying inside though. An experienced medical professional was never going to miss she wasn’t a virgin and that would bring a world she desperately wanted crashing down around her.

“Maybe the doctor won’t notice,” Olivia said.

The words brought Naomi out of her thoughts and she let out a sigh as she sat up.

“That’s hardly likely, is it?” she said.

“I guess so,” Olivia said and let out a sniggering laugh. “You were a slut.”

Naomi picked up a pillow to throw it at her friend.

“Listen to who’s talking,” she said in a sarcastic voice. “You’re hardly little Miss Innocence.”

Olivia caught the pillow easily and tossed it back onto the bed before speaking.

“I’m not about to have a virginity examination. No one’s going to find out about me.”

Naomi’s lips tightened together at the prospect of what she’d be doing that afternoon. She couldn’t believe the perfect life she’d been dreaming about might be on the verge of ending before it got started and she threw herself back down to stare at the ceiling again.

“This is a disaster,” she groaned and closed her eyes.

“You should offer yourself to him,” Olivia joked and sniggered.

Naomi frowned and opened her eyes as she slowly sat up.

“Bryce?” she asked.

“No, you idiot,” Olivia replied. “I mean the doctor.”

“Shut up,” Naomi complained and scowled. “You’re not helping me here.”

Olivia shrugged her shoulders.

“You’re out of options,” she went on. “What have you got to lose?”

Naomi moved to the side of the bed and swung her legs down to the floor. She put her head in her hands and let out another sigh.

“That’s the stupidest idea I’ve ever heard,” she muttered.

“Why?” Olivia said. “I don’t mean you go in and grab his dick, but you’ve teased enough guys in your time to know when one is interested in that hot body of yours. Flash a little flesh and see if he likes it.”

“Flash a little flesh,” Naomi exclaimed. “I assume I’m going to be lying on a exam table with legs akimbo. He’s going to see everything.”

“Not the same,” Olivia said. “You know what men are like when you give them a naughty flash up your skirt and the hint of a chance. The blood drains from their brain into their dick and you can get them doing anything you want. Maybe you can entice this doctor into saying you’re a good little virgin by being a bad girl for him.”

“I gave up my slutty days,” Naomi said as she got to her feet.

“So..., have one last hurrah,” Olivia replied. “You said it yourself. The doctor is going to know you’re not a virgin if he examines you. If he informs Bryce’s parents, the life you want goes up in smoke. Maybe you can convince him to give you what you need if you offer him something he wants.”

“Yeah and what if he doesn’t want it?” Naomi asked.

“Well, then your screwed,” Olivia replied.

Naomi lifted a hand to rub her fingertips on her mouth as she stared across the room. It really was the stupidest idea she’d ever heard, but she was out of options. The examination was in a few hours and she needed to try something.

“I’m going to have a shower,” she said and headed towards the bathroom door.

“I’ll pick you out something to wear,” Olivia said.

Naomi glanced back and saw the smile on her friend’s face.

“This is crazy,” she said.

“Go have your shower,” Olivia replied and moved across the room.

Naomi got to the door and glanced over her shoulder. The large wardrobe was already open and she watched for a second as her friend began searching through the hangers. She let out a sigh before stepping inside the bathroom and going to the mirror over the sink.

“I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” she muttered as she stared at her reflection.

Then again, she’d been having bad feelings ever since she was informed of the virginity test. Turning away from the mirror, she walked across to the shower cubicle. She reached inside to switch on the water and checked the temperature before stripping off her clothes. When she was naked, she stepped inside and slid the frosted glass door shut. Getting under the warm jets, she turned her face up to them and closed her eyes.

Thoughts tumbled through her mind as she contemplated her situation and a dread settled over her. She desperately wanted a life with Bryce, but knew it could be taken away from her that afternoon. There was no brushing the worries aside as she grabbed for the shower cream and started to wash herself. She stood under the cascade when she finished and let the water rinse the soap away before getting out of the shower.

Drying herself quickly, she wrapped the towel around her chest, then returned to the bedroom. The gaze of her friend settled on her as soon as she appeared and she moved across to look at the dress lying on the bed.

“You picked the shortest one I own,” she commented.

“Easier to flash a doctor,” Olivia said.

Naomi pouted her lips as she stared at the little red dress. It was the only piece of clothing on the bed.

“I’m assuming it won’t be my panties I’m trying to show,” she said.

“If you take my advice, you won’t be wearing anything underneath the outfit when you walk into the examination room,” Olivia said.

Naomi dropped down to sit on the edge of the bed and reached out to brush her fingertips across the hem of the dress.  The tingle of excitement came as a surprise and she felt the slight shame. She didn’t regret committing herself to the relationship with Bryce for a second. The lack of sex meant she needed to satisfy her appetites with a vibrator during their months of courtship, but that wasn’t exactly a hardship. She could throw the toy away when they tied the knot.

Then again, just the mere prospect of a sexual encounter made her realize how much she’d missed being with a man and she couldn’t pretend otherwise. That made the shame burn hotter on her cheeks. She brought hands up to her face and felt the warmth on it. A glance at her friend showed the smile being aimed in her direction.

“What age is the doctor?” Olivia asked.

“From what Bryce told me, Dr. Fisher is in his late forties,” Naomi answered. “He’s been the Allerton family doctor for the last ten years.”

“Have you ever been with an older man?”

“No,” Naomi exclaimed.

“I have,” Olivia replied. “When I went to visit my uncle and aunt last year, I gave myself to one of their friends.”

“You never told me that.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t tell you everything,” Olivia said and winked.

“And you had to nerve to call me a slut,” Naomi said.

“Oh God, he was good,” Olivia replied and laughed. “He sure knew the right buttons to press to drive me crazy.”

“So, when are the two of you getting married?” Naomi teased.

“Shut up,” Olivia said and got to her feet. “Come over to the dressing table.”

Naomi did as she was told and sat to let her hair be dried and styled. She then put on a little makeup to highlight her features and stared at herself.

“Will you run away with me when this all goes wrong?” She joked, although there was no humor in her voice.

Olivia put her hands on her friend’s shoulders.

“It’ll be fine,” she said. “He won’t be able to resist you.”

Their eyes met in the mirror.

“I hope you’re right,” Naomi said.

“You’re going to try then?”

“What choice do I have,” Naomi replied.

Nothing more was said as her arm was taken to make her stand. She was led over to the bed, where she dropped the towel to put on the dress. It felt weird to be completely naked under it, but there was a thrill to it as well. The material hugged her curves tightly and she ran her hands down over her hips to smooth it in place.

Olivia moved to the wardrobe to get heels and a coat. She handed them over when she returned to the bed. Naomi put them on then went to the mirror to check her appearance and her nerves flared as she stared at her reflection.

“Crazy,” she muttered under her breath before turning back to her friend. “Well, wish me luck. I think I’m going to need it.”

Olivia came across and they hugged before Naomi went to get her keys. They walked down to the front door of the house and there was no sign of her father when they stepped out to the gravel driveway. She walked past the Aston Martin to where her Audi convertible was parked.

“Call me when it’s over,” Olivia said.

They hugged again before Naomi got in her car and switched on the engine. She waved at her friend before heading down the driveway and using the remote to open the large gates. Pulling out onto the street, she headed for her destination and finally came to a stop in the parking lot of the doctor’s office. She knew she was the only visitor that afternoon, so there would be no waiting once she was inside.

That thought was enough to heighten her trepidation, but the prickle of excitement was still there. She kept her hands on the steering wheel as she sucked in deep breaths, but it did little to calm her and she finally got out. The door of the building opened as she approached and she smiled at the pretty, middle-aged woman who invited her inside.

“Can I take your coat?” the woman asked after closing the door.

“No, I’m fine,” Naomi said.

She knew it was probably an unexpected answer, but she didn’t want to take her coat off until she was in the doctor’s office.

“OK,” the woman said. “Dr. Fisher is waiting for you, so I’ll take you in right away.”

“Thanks,” Naomi said.

She sucked in deep breaths as she was led out of the small reception area to a hallway, but they did little to calm nerves that were growing stronger by the second. The woman walked along to the door at the very end of the narrow corridor and knocked before opening it.

“Here we go,” Naomi muttered under her breath and followed inside the room.

Her gaze went to the man rising to his feet.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Dr. Fisher said when he came around his desk.

Naomi stared as she crossed the room to greet him. She hadn’t anticipated he would be quite as handsome as he was, with his silver hair and tanned face giving him an almost distinguished look. The white material of his coat stretched across a broad-shouldered physique and his smile made him all the more good looking. They shook hands before Dr. Fisher returned his attention to his assistant.

“You can get on with those tasks now,” he said. “Make sure you get the medicine to Mr. Collins first.”

“I’ll do that,” the woman said. “Do you need me to come back here when I’m finished?”

“Umm...,” Dr. Fisher mused, but he eventually shook his head. “No, just make sure you arrive by seven thirty tomorrow morning. I’ll need you to assist me for Mrs. Carlisle’s eight o’clock appointment.”

“Sure,” the woman said. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Naomi watched the conversation with trepidation, but knew it worked in her favor. It seemed she was about to be left alone with the doctor and that gave her a chance. She was all too aware that things could blow up in her face, but tried to maintain some semblance of composure when the woman left the room.

“Can I take your coat?” Dr. Fisher asked.

She didn’t refuse now and held her breath as she undid the buttons. He said nothing when he took it and went to hang it up. Her gaze went to the examination table and the idea came to her. Moving across to it, she got up to sit on the edge and parted her knees slightly. It was enough to give the doctor a glimpse up her dress, without being too blatantly obvious.

“Take a...,” Dr. Fisher started when he turned from hanging up the coat.

His words came to a stop when he saw Naomi already perched on the table and there was no missing that his gaze flitted down to the smooth skin she was revealing. She shuffled around, as if she was trying to get comfortable, and it allowed her to part her legs wider before bringing them together again.

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” she said.

His gaze came up to her face and there was no missing the hint of a smile. It was an expression she recognized. She’d seen it on plenty of boys she’d teased and it was a sign she might get what she wanted. There was no guarantee though, but she knew she was going to forge ahead and try.

“I understand this is an embarrassing situation for you,” Dr. Fisher said as he moved towards her.

“I really love Bryce,” she replied.

He nodded his head as he approached and there was no missing that his gaze flitted down to her legs again.

“He’s a lucky young man.”

Naomi inhaled deeply and her words came out in a rush of breath.

“He is if you help me.”

She looked the doctor in the eyes and saw right away that he understood the implications of her comment.

“You’re not a virgin,” he said.

Naomi forced herself to hold his gaze and her lips tightened together as she nodded to show he was right.

“I let myself be seduced by a boyfriend when I was younger. It was a mistake I regretted, but I can’t change it now.” It was a lie, but she wasn’t about to confess the whole truth to the man staring at her.

“I take it the help you want is for me to tell Bryce’s parents you’re a virgin,” he said.

Naomi shuffled around again to let her knees part wider and this time didn’t bring them back together again. Her heart pounded in her chest. She was about to find out if she’d get the life she craved and her voice cracked when she carried on speaking.

“I thought, well..., maybe we could come to some sort of an arrangement.”

She held her breath when she reached out a hand to press it on the doctor’s groin. The moment seemed to stretch out forever, but her hopes rose when he didn’t move away from her touch. The silence unnerved her and she needed to break it.

“Will you help me?”

“Take the dress off,” Dr. Fisher said.

“You’ll say I’m a virgin?” she asked.

A smile played on his lips when he acknowledged he would by nodding and Naomi felt the surge of relief. It quickly faded, however, as the mixture of shame and excitement came to life. Pulling her hand from the doctor’s groin, she dropped down from the table and grabbed the hem of her dress to do as she’d been told. She was about to be a bad girl for an older man and her pulse raced faster as she eased the material up.

Dr. Fisher’s gaze followed the progress of the material as she exposed herself to him. A groping touch sank into her breasts as she yanked the dress over her head and she looked down to fingers sinking roughly into her flesh.

“Are you going to let me do anything?” he asked.

A shiver rippled down Naomi’s spine as she met his gaze.

“If you give me what I want,” she told him.

He pulled his hand from her breasts to undo the top button of his coat, then dropped his arms by his sides. Naomi knew what it meant and reached out to finish the job of loosening the buttons. She pushed the white material from his shoulders, then dragged it down his arms to take it from him and his hand came back to her breasts.

“Bryce is a lucky boy,” he said.

“Promise you won’t say anything about this,” Naomi said as she let her naked breasts be fondled.

“If you do the same,” he replied and smirked.

She closed her eyes when his hand slid lower and her muscles fluttered when a soft caress trailed across her midriff. Her expectation was that his fingers would push between her thighs, but it didn’t happen.

“You haven’t finished your job yet,” he said when he pulled his touch away.

Naomi met his gaze when she opened her eyes before looking lower on his body. The hint of an erection was already starting to show through his pants and she knew what job he meant. Reaching out, she pressed her palm onto his groin and felt the prickle of heat between her thighs.

The throb of a man’s lust coming to life was all too obvious and she forced her hand against the swelling hardness. Her gaze came back up to his when she began to stroke her fingertips along the outline of his erection and he reached out to caress a hand on her cheek. His thumb brushed across her lips and she knew he was showing her what he wanted.

She dropped down to her knees before easing the zipper of his pants down and sliding her hand through the gap. It brought back memories of her naughty past and the bad girl she used to be. There was an excitement to it and she gasped when she wrapped her fingers around an erection for the first time in months to eagerly drag it into view. A hand touched on her head and it was the next signal.

Leaning in, she kissed on the tip and glanced up to look in Dr. Fisher’s eyes as she nuzzled soft touches on glistening skin. She could see it was turning him on and feel it too, as the throbbing pulse of hot blood making him erect grew stronger. His hand slid to the back of her head to encourage her, but she didn’t need it. She willingly eased her lips over the tip of his erection to let it slide into her mouth.

Clamping her lips around hard flesh, she worked her fingers up and down and heard the gasping groans as she pleasured an older man for the first time in her life. It brought out a hunger she hadn’t anticipated and she used her tongue to tease him as she continued to stroke. The pressure on her head increased and she gave in to it. She slid her hand right to the base and gripped tightly.

A glance up showed she was being watched intently and she maintained the eye contact when she began to slowly bob her head. Her gaze came down as she gradually quickened the pace of the blowjob in the hope the doctor might not be able to resist. He showed no signs that it was getting too much for him though and it was her that finally had to end the action to catch a breath.

“So, let’s check if you’re a virgin,” Dr. Fisher said and grabbed her arm to pull her up.

“I told you I wasn’t,” Naomi replied.

She gasped as she was pushed against the side of the table.

“Get on it,” Dr. Fisher ordered.

She remembered her comment to her friend earlier in the day about lying on a exam table with her legs akimbo. It was about to happen and as much as she tried to pretend she didn’t want it, she knew that she did. There was no ignoring the tingle of arousal at the prospect of her thighs being spread wider than ever before and she all too eagerly got into place.

She watched as Dr. Fisher moved around to the bottom of the table and swung the adjustable stirrups into position. Forcing herself to remain still, she let him grab her ankles to lift them up. It spread her legs wide apart and the flush of moist heat grew stronger when she saw the doctor’s gaze settle right between her thighs.

She tensed when he reached out and sank her teeth painfully into her bottom lip to hold in the groan when his fingertips brushed across her slick skin. The almost dizzying rush of exhilaration was stronger than anything she’d experienced before and she felt the shame welling up again. There was no disguising her arousal though. It was there in how wet she was and an experienced man would know. She saw the smile on Dr. Fisher’s face when his gaze came to hers, but she broke the eye contact immediately.

“Time for your test,” he said when he pulled his hand away.

He walked to a nearby cabinet and opened the doors to reach inside. Naomi didn’t quite catch a glimpse of what he brought out, but her nerves heightened.

“I told you already,” she said. “I’m not a virgin. You don’t need to test...”

“I’ll give you what you asked for,” Dr. Fisher cut in to stop her words.

Naomi sucked in a sharp breath. She understood the comment clearly, without the need for anything else to be said. He’d give her what she wanted if she did the same for him. She slowly slid her hands to the edges of the table and gripped hold as he moved between her spread thighs then raised his hand.

“Do you know what this is?” he asked.

Naomi stared at the medical device being held up. Her nod was almost imperceptible, but she knew he saw it.

“I’ve had a pelvic exam,” she told him.

Dr. Fisher smiled as he set down the three-prong speculum and a tube of lubrication on a small, metal table. He then made a show of putting on a pair of surgical gloves. The way the thin, silicone material was snapped into place on his hands made Naomi flinch and she began to wriggle around.

Her gaze never left the doctor as he picked up the speculum. He then opened the tube of lubrication to squeeze some clear gel on the tip of the prongs. It was obvious he was stringing out the process for her benefit and her pulse raced faster as she watched him work the lubrication along the device. It was only when he finished that he spoke.

“This one isn’t used for pelvic exams.”

Naomi sucked in ragged breaths as he stepped closer. Her muscles tightened in anticipation of the touch and she let out a louder gasp when it came. The cool sensation of lubricated metal on her skin made her shudder and she suddenly understood what his last comment meant when the tips of the prongs slid between her buttocks.

“Wait,” she blurted out. “I’ve never...”

“So, I’ve found an untouched hole then,” Dr. Fisher said crudely. “I’ll be able to say you truthfully are a virgin then.”

Naomi’s ankles pressed down into the stirrups as her hips juddered up. The forbidden touch settling in place made her grip the table harder and she caught sight of her white knuckles as her head rolled from side to side. She instinctively clenched her asshole tightly, but it was no defense against the slippery penetration of the medical device. The shock of the pleasure made her mouth open wide as the speculum slowly slid deeper until it was fully inserted.

Her chest heaved as she let out ragged breaths and she looked down her body to the man between her thighs. She’d put herself under the control of a kinky, older doctor and it appeared he was about to take full advantage of having her on his examination table.

“Take a deep breath,” he said.

Naomi’s back arched as the handles of the speculum were squeezed to spread the prongs open. She clung onto the edges of the table tightly as the weird sensation brought unexpected pleasure and her body stretched out as her muscles pulsed uncontrollably.

“Shit..., shit,” she gasped through gritted teeth.

It was the most vulnerable she’d ever felt in her life, but there was something about it that aroused her even more. She could barely get a breath out as the prongs were locked in position and she groaned when a slippery, silicone-covered finger slipped inside her asshole to stroke on silky skin.

“That feels fine,” Dr. Fisher said as he probed his finger deeper in a gaping asshole.

Naomi lifted her head to stare down between her thighs and saw the way the illicit examination was making his erection jerk around.

“Yes,” Dr. Fisher went on. “I think I can give Bryce’s parents the news that he’s marrying a virgin.”

Mention of her fiancée’s name made Naomi close her eyes tightly to take away the sight of what she was letting another man do to her. She knew it was only the start though, and she couldn’t stop herself looking when she felt the kiss. Her gaze locked with Dr. Fisher’s as he nuzzled his lips against her slick skin and the rush of excitement swept away the shame. She wanted his touch and pressed her ankles down into the stirrups as she pushed towards it.

His finger came out of her asshole and she gasped as he pressed his thumbs into the slick folds of her vulva to spread her open. There was no looking away as the tip of his tongue played on glistening, pink skin before dipping inside. She tried to stifle the squeal that came out, but there was no hiding how turned on she was getting from the naughty medical game she was letting a doctor play.

He slid his tongue deeper and she pressed her head back onto the padded surface as touches swirled around inside her pussy. In her experience, it was something a lot of boys didn’t want to do. Dr. Fisher seemed to have no such inhibitions though. He forced his head forward until his lips stuck to her skin and there was no holding in her groans as he enthusiastically licked her out.

Her back arched as the swell of pleasure burned hotter between her thighs and the pulsing spasms of her butt muscles clenching around the speculum made things even better. The dirty feeling of being used was a turn on and her body responded to the attention being lavished on her to take her almost all the way.

She heard the sound of Dr. Fisher’s loud gasp when he backed off and she saw him straighten up. He grabbed his erection as he moved forward and stroked the tip along her pussy lips.

“Too much,” she gasped when the thick head of his cock spread her open. She couldn’t believe how much she wanted it though.

Dr. Fisher’s hands pressed against her thighs as he eased his hips forward and his groan was loud as he gave her every hard inch of his erection. It locked their bodies together and he leaned forward to grind against her.

“Yes..., yes,” Naomi groaned.

She was showing how much she wanted the sex, but she couldn’t stop herself. A pulsing rush of heat surged through her veins and left her craving a climax like never before. Hands came to her breasts and she looked at the way she was being roughly groped as Dr. Fisher continued to roll his hips against her.

She brought her hands over his to hold them in place when he began to fuck his cock into her, but he wrestled them free of her grip to straighten up. The way he sank his fingers into the top of her thighs to hold on made her wince, but she couldn’t stop the gasping words of encouragement when he started to crash between her naked thighs.

The ferocity of his lust being unleashed on her rocked her body. She clung onto the table tightly as his frantic thrusts fucked his cock deep into her pussy in an unrelenting onslaught that took her right to the edge. Her body tensed in a moment of stillness until the building pressure finally broke to a shuddering orgasm that engulfed her in pulsing waves of hot ecstasy.

She writhed frantically as Dr. Fisher continued to pound his erection deep into her quivering pussy. The rippling spasms of her muscles clamped her asshole tightly around the speculum and it seemed to make the pleasure more intense as she was fucked all the way to a shattering high.

She was still lost in it when the doctor finally couldn’t hold back. He slammed against her to bury his erection deep and she groaned as the hot, gushing spurts of his seed flooded her pussy. His fingers dug deeper into the flesh of her thighs, but the pain only added to the pleasure as he bucked against her in a moment of shared passion that only came to an end when the jerking of his cock began to weaken.

His loud gasp made her look at him and she saw the bliss on his face as his climax came to an end. It didn’t make him pull back though and he kept his erection fucked inside her until the power finally drained from it. She released her grip on the table when he pulled from between her thighs. There was no closing her legs though and she saw the doctor’s gaze settle on the way his cum trickled across her naked skin.

“Take it out,” she said.

The pulsing of her muscles intensified when he gripped the speculum to slowly ease it out of her asshole and the last of the pleasure fled her body. She dragged her ankles from the stirrups to close her thighs, but remained where she was.

“Your examination is over,” Dr. Fisher said as he moved away from the table.

“When will you inform Bryce’s parents?” Naomi asked as she pushed herself up.

“I’ll call them later and put my findings in writing also,” he told her.

She dropped down from the examination table to get her dress and put it on. There was no calming herself as she watched the doctor retrieve her coat and hand it over, but she suddenly wanted out and walked to the door.

“I’ll look forward to our next meeting,” Dr. Fisher said.

It made her look back and she saw the smile on his face. He would be her doctor when she married into the Allerton family and she suspected he’d try to get her on the table again if the opportunity arose. That would be a bad idea for her. The only trouble was she didn’t think she’d be able to resist.

“I’ll look forward to it also,” she said and walked out of the room.

**********
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Other stories you might like:

The Doctor’s Innocent Patient (Medical Exam Erotica)

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

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

Punished by the Doctor (Medical Exam Erotica)

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

This 4700 word short story contains explicit sexual content including masturbation, oral sex, and a reluctant woman being punished with a kinky exam!  This story is for adults only.
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Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  If you liked this story, please leave a positive review so I will know my fans want more stories of this type.  Any feedback or comments can be sent to madisonlaineebooks@gmail.com.
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This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be resold or distributed without the permission of the author.
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