

Suspicious of her Sultry Medical Chaperone

Intimate Examinations – Book XIV

Sonja Sable


Copyright © 2025 Sonja Sable

The moral right of the author has been asserted

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law

All rights reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental

This publication is intended for a mature audience only


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Suspicious of her Sultry Medical Chaperone

Other Embarrassing Stories by Sonja Sable 


Suspicious of her Sultry Medical Chaperone

Elise sat perched on the edge of the examination table, the paper crinkling loudly beneath her with every nervous shift of her weight. The university clinic smelled of antiseptic and something faintly floral—perhaps the air freshener plugged into the wall socket beside the sink.

"First time at our clinic?" Dr. Kingston asked, his deep voice startling her from her thoughts as he washed his hands with methodical precision. Water sluiced between his fingers, strong and capable-looking, his tan exaggerated by the contrast of the white porcelain, the white walls, his white jacket.

"Y-yes," Elise managed, tugging at her oversized university hoodie. As covered as she currently was, the doctor’s preparatory activities only served to remind her of the exposure that usually came with check-ups like these. "I usually see a doctor back home. A… female doctor."

Dr. Kingston turned, drying his hands on a paper towel. His dark eyes met hers briefly before he glanced down at her chart. Elise felt heat rise to her cheeks. She hadn't expected her university doctor to be so… well, handsome wasn't a strong enough word. With his broad shoulders filling out that white jacket and his perfect stubble framing a jawline that belonged in a magazine, he looked to Elise more like an actor playing a doctor than an actual physician.

"I understand completely," he said, his tone professional but warm. "And it’s perfectly normal. Many patients prefer a doctor of the same gender for their annual exams. Would you feel more comfortable if I had a female nurse present during the examination?"

Relief washed over Elise like a cool wave. It wasn’t that she had actually been worried, just… anxious about the inevitable embarrassment that would come when she was asked—as she knew she would be—to remove her all-concealing hoodie, and possibly more. But the idea of having a woman present did sound reassuring. Maybe, if nothing else, she could help make things less awkward.

"Yes, please,” she said meekly. “That would be… I think that would help."

Dr. Kingston nodded and pressed a button on the wall. "I'll have our newest Nurse join us. She's excellent and about your age actually—just started with us this year."

While they waited, Elise fiddled with sleeves that covered her entire hands, the silence stretching between them like an elastic band pulled too tight. When the door finally opened, Elise's eyes widened in recognition.

"Sasha?" The name escaped her lips before she could stop herself.

The woman standing in the doorway wasn't just any nurse—she was the same Sasha who had bought Elise a shot of tequila at a bar in the city only last month, the same Sasha who had leaned in close to be heard over the music, her breath warm against Elise's ear, her hand lingering perhaps a moment too long on Elise's lower back.

"Well, hello there," Sasha said, her red-painted lips curving into a smile that seemed to hold a secret. "Fancy seeing you here."

Elise swallowed hard. The shock of recognition was replaced by a more confused, unsettling feeling as she took in the sight before her. Sasha's nurse uniform was nothing like the baggy scrubs she'd imagined. Her white skirt hugged her curves, and was short enough to reveal the lace tops of her sheer white stockings. The top button of her short-sleeved white jacket was undone, reveal a hint of red lace that matched her lips. If Dr. Kingston looked like an actor playing a part, Sasha looked more like a Halloween reveller dressed up as their perverse idea of a nurse.

"You two know each other?" Dr. Kingston asked, glancing between them with raised eyebrows.

"We've met," Sasha said, closing the door behind her with a soft click. "Out and about. Right, Elise?"

Elise nodded, unable to find her voice. The examination room suddenly felt much smaller, the air thicker, harder to breathe.

"Ah, well, that's good," Dr. Kingston said, seemingly oblivious to the tension. "Elise is here for her annual check-up, and she’s requested a chaperone."

"Perfect," Sasha said, moving to stand beside the examination table. "I'm happy to help make her feel more… comfortable." The way she enunciated "comfortable" made Elise feel anything but.

She glanced back and forth between Dr. Kingston and Sasha, suddenly aware of the absurdity of the doctor's off-hand comment about their ages. He was young for a doctor, sure, but he still had to be at least fifteen years Elise’s senior. From where he stood, perhaps the gap between twenty and twenty-four seemed negligible. But to Elise it made all the difference. To Elise, Sasha already occupied an entirely different sphere of adulthood. She’d graduated. She had a career. And she carried herself with an assurance that Elise—still finding her footing, both at university and in herself—couldn't yet fathom possessing.

"So," Dr. Kingston said, oblivious to her internal panic, "let's get started with some basic measurements. Nurse, could you check Elise's vitals while I review her medical history?"

"With pleasure," Sasha purred, reaching for the blood pressure cuff.

As Sasha approached, Elise caught a whiff of her perfume—something spicy and sweet—and memories from their previous encounters flooded back. Like their very first meeting at that downtown bar—how Sasha had approached her with that same assured smile, sliding a drink across the sticky bar top. "You look like you could use this," she'd said then, her eyes holding Elise's gaze with an intensity that had made her stomach flip.

Elise had never admitted to anyone—not her roommate, not her high school friends, certainly not her family—the way her pulse quickened when certain women smiled at her. But somehow Sasha had seen right through her, had known without asking. On the dance floor later that night, when Sasha's hands had found her waist, Elise hadn't pulled away.

During their handful of encounters, always by "coincidence" at various campus-adjacent venues, Sasha had inched closer and closer to crossing a line—a line Elise wasn't even sure she wanted to maintain.

"Roll up your sleeve for me, sweetie," Sasha instructed now, her fingers brushing against Elise's forearm.

Elise complied, her movements jerky with nervousness. She'd always backed away before things went too far with Sasha. But now, trapped in this tiny examination room with nowhere to retreat, Elise felt her heart racing for reasons that had nothing whatsoever to do with medical anxiety.

"Your pulse is elevated," Sasha noted with a knowing smile. "Nervous about something?"

Dr. Kingston glanced up from his clipboard. "That's quite normal. Many people experience white-coat syndrome."

"Oh, I don't think it's your coat that's making her nervous, Doctor," Sasha said, her eyes never leaving Elise's face.

Elise felt her cheeks burn. This was so much worse than she'd imagined. Having Sasha here wasn't making things less awkward—it was amplifying her embarrassment to unbearable levels. And soon, she knew, she'd have to undress…

"I'm going to need you to change into this gown for the examination," Dr. Kingston said, right on cue, handing her a thin paper garment. "Nurse Sasha will help you if needed, and I'll step out for a moment to give you privacy."

"Don't worry," Sasha added as the doctor moved toward the door. "I've seen it all before."

But she hadn't seen all of Elise before, and the implication that she soon might hung in the air between them. As Dr. Kingston closed the door behind him, Elise clutched the paper gown to her chest like a shield.

"You don't have to look so terrified," Sasha said, her voice softer now that they were alone. "I am a professional, you know."

Elise clutched the paper gown to her chest. "I—I didn't expect to see you here."

"Life's full of surprises." Sasha's smile softened. "Need help with that zipper?" She nodded toward Elise's jeans.

"No!" The word came out louder than Elise intended. "I mean, no, thank you. I can manage."

"Suit yourself." Sasha shrugged, but didn't turn away. Instead, she maintained eye contact as she moved to the sink, washing her hands as thoroughly as Dr. Kingston had. The sound of running water filled the small room. "You know, you never called me."

Elise froze with her fingers at the hem of her hoodie. "I didn't have your number."

"You could have asked for it." Sasha turned off the faucet with her elbow, water dripping from her fingertips. "I could tell you wanted to."

The air between them felt charged, like the moment before a thunderstorm. Elise's heart hammered against her ribs.

"I should change," she mumbled, staring at the floor.

Sasha dried her hands slowly, deliberately. "Don't worry, I'll turn around. And you really can relax—" she lowered her voice to a conspiratorial whisper, "—Dr. Kingston might be gorgeous, but he's the perfect gentleman. Almost too perfect, if you ask me." She winked before turning to face the wall.

With trembling fingers, Elise began to undress, hyperaware of Sasha's presence just a few feet away. The paper gown crinkled loudly as she unfolded it, the sound seeming to echo in the small examination room.

"Almost done?" Sasha asked after what felt like both an eternity and no time at all.

"Yes," Elise whispered, clutching the gown closed at her back, the thin paper barely concealing her body. Her skin prickled with goosebumps. She would have liked to have believed that they were a result of the room's temperature… but she knew otherwise.

Sasha turned, her eyes sweeping over Elise in a quick, professional assessment that still somehow felt intimate. "Perfect. I'll let Dr. Kingston know you're ready." She moved to the door but paused with her hand on the knob. "For what it's worth, I'm glad you're here. Maybe this time you'll pluck up the courage get my number."

Before Elise could respond, Sasha had opened the door and stepped into the hallway. Through the crack, Elise heard her call out, "She's ready for you, Doctor."

∞∞∞

The door clicked shut behind Sasha, and suddenly Elise was alone. Truly alone with her thoughts—and her near-nakedness.

She glanced down at herself, horror dawning as she fully comprehended her situation. The paper gown was practically transparent in the harsh fluorescent lighting. The outline of her simple cotton bra—the faded purple one with the tiny frayed thread at the left strap—was clearly visible through the thin material. And her panties? Those embarrassing black briefs with the yellow flowers. She'd grabbed the mismatched ensemble this morning without a second thought before she’d remembered her appointment, because, well, who was going to see them anyway?

Everyone. Everyone was going to see them.

She twisted around, trying to keep the back of the gown closed with one hand while catching a glimpse of herself in the small mirror mounted on the wall. The gaping opening revealed a strip of her bare back, the elastic waistband of her underwear, and—in spite of her best efforts—even a hint of the cotton covering her backside.

Elise's stomach clenched. This wasn't how she'd pictured being undressed in front of Sasha. In her late-night fantasies—the ones she allowed herself in the drowsy moments before sleep claimed her—there had been dim lighting, perhaps candles, maybe even music. There had been nice lingerie, the kind she'd browsed through online but never had the courage to actually purchase. There had been confidence, somehow, magically appearing when she needed it.

Not this. Not fluorescent lights highlighting every goosebump. Not a paper gown that rustled with her every panicked breath. Not the clinical sterility of an examination room with its diagrams of human anatomy staring down at her, mocking her.

And Dr. Kingston. She hadn't factored a man like him into any equation. The way his eyes had held hers when he spoke, the gentle authority in his voice—it had made her feel things she certainly hadn't expected to feel at what was supposed to be a straight-forward check-up. Things that complicated her already confused feelings about Sasha.

Footsteps approached in the hallway. Elise's heart began to pound again. She wasn't ready. What would they ask her to do? How much would they need to see? And most unsettling of all—which version of Sasha would be walking back through that door? The professional nurse she claimed to be, who had washed her hands with careful precision? Or the woman who had pressed close on darkened dance floors, whose fingertips had traced patterns on Elise's wrist as they'd talked over drinks?

The door swung open. Dr. Kingston entered first, his eyes on her chart rather than on her, a small mercy that gave her a moment to steady herself. Sasha followed, and Elise couldn't help but notice the way the nurse's eyes travelled the length of her body, lingering just a heartbeat too long before settling on her face with a smile that sent heat spiralling through Elise's core.

"Right then," Dr. Kingston said, looking up. "Let's continue, shall we? Please have a seat on the examination table."

The paper crinkled obscenely loudly as Elise perched on the edge of the table, her thighs pressing together, one hand still clutching the back of her gown closed.

"I'm going to listen to your heart and lungs first," he explained, removing his stethoscope from around his neck. "It might be a bit cold."

"I'll warm it for her," Sasha offered, stepping forward and taking the stethoscope from his hands. She rubbed the metal disk against the exposed skin of her own chest, her eyes never leaving Elise's. "We wouldn't want to give you any more goosebumps than you already have, now would we?"

Elise felt her cheeks burn. So this was how it would be. Professional enough on the surface, but with that undercurrent of… something else.

"Thank you, Nurse," Dr. Kingston said, seemingly oblivious to the charged atmosphere. He took the warmed stethoscope back and approached Elise. "I'll need to place this on your chest and back. Nurse Sasha will help you hold the gown in position."

Before Elise could process what that meant, Sasha was beside her, one hand at her back. "Lean forward a bit, sweetie," she murmured, her breath warm against Elise's ear.

As Elise complied, she felt Sasha's fingers brush against the bare skin of her back, sending a shiver down her spine that she couldn’t quite parse—it might have represented shock or… excitement.

"Deep breath in," Dr. Kingston instructed, pressing the stethoscope to her upper back. "And out."

Elise tried to focus on her breathing, but all she could think about was Sasha's hand, steady and warm against her skin, holding the gown open just enough for the doctor's examination.

"And now the front," he said, moving around to face her. "Nurse, if you could assist?"

Sasha's fingers released their hold on her back, only to reappear at the neckline of the gown. "May I?" she asked, her voice professional but her eyes telling a different story.

Elise nodded, somewhat reluctantly, unable to speak.

With delicate precision, Sasha pulled the gown down just enough to expose the upper portion of Elise's chest, above her bra. The back of her fingers brushed against Elise's collarbone, a touch so light it might have been accidental—except for the way Sasha's gaze flickered to meet hers, a silent acknowledgment passing between them.

"Deep breath," Dr. Kingston instructed again, placing the stethoscope against her skin.

Elise inhaled, feeling the still slightly cool metal press against her chest, just inches above where her heart was racing. She was acutely aware of her position between these two people—the handsome doctor with his professional demeanour and the nurse whose touch seemed to always linger just a fraction longer than necessary.

"Excellent," Dr. Kingston said, removing the stethoscope and draping it around his neck once more. "I think we can move on to examining the abdomen now."

"Grant," Sasha said suddenly, then caught herself with a small cough. "I mean, Dr. Kingston. I can see you're being very courteous with young Elise here, but she is a grown woman, and I'm here to reassure her too." Her red lips curved into a smile. "I'm sure, given those circumstances, she'd be perfectly fine with the more thorough assessment than the bare bones."

Dr. Kingston's brow furrowed, his dark eyes moving from Sasha to Elise. He seemed torn, clearly weighing professional protocol against Sasha's suggestion. "Well… we certainly could be more comprehensive," he admitted, "but only if you're comfortable with it, Elise."

Elise's throat tightened. She could see the game Sasha was playing now, pushing boundaries inch by inch. The nurse's eyes glittered with barely concealed mischief as she waited for Elise's response. The rational part of her brain screamed at her to decline, to insist on the standard examination and nothing more. But another part—a part she rarely acknowledged—thrilled at the idea of surrendering control, of being guided through this embarrassment.

Most of all, she didn't want to appear childish in front of either of them—especially not Dr. Kingston, whose opinion of her suddenly mattered in ways she couldn't quite articulate.

"That would be fine," she heard herself say, the words coming out small and uncertain. She didn't quite believe them, even as they left her lips.

Sasha perked up immediately. "See, doctor? Young Elise here is a model patient. She clearly takes her health very seriously."

Dr. Kingston hesitated a moment longer, his eyes searching Elise's face as if looking for any sign of reluctance. "Well then," he finally said, still not looking entirely convinced, "if you would expose the required area, nurse."

With barely concealed glee, Sasha moved behind Elise and pulled the paper gown downward. The thin material slipped to her waist, exposing her bra entirely. Elise felt her chest flush pink, the heat of embarrassment washing over her in waves. She'd never displayed her breasts like this to a man before—so openly, so matter-of-factly, so well lit. The faded purple cotton suddenly seemed impossibly childish, the tiny frayed thread at the strap a glaring imperfection.

Dr. Kingston's expression remained professionally neutral, but Elise couldn't help noticing the slight darkening of his eyes as he took in the sight of her. He raised the stethoscope again, and now, each time when he pressed it against her skin, it was in new places—more intimate places—including the soft swell of her breast where it rose above the cup of her bra.

"Deep breath," he instructed, his voice perhaps a touch lower than before.

Elise inhaled, her chest rising, acutely aware of how the movement pushed her breast more firmly against the metal disk of the stethoscope. She could feel Sasha standing behind her, her presence like a warm shadow.

The final spot Dr. Kingston moved to was the base of her left breast. Before Elise could process what was happening, Sasha's hands were there, gently but firmly lifting the cup of her bra to expose the underside of her breast.

"For a more accurate reading," Sasha explained, her voice professional but with an undercurrent of something that made Elise's skin prickle.

The cool metal of the stethoscope pressed against the newly exposed skin, and Elise couldn't suppress a small gasp. Dr. Kingston's eyes flicked up to meet hers momentarily, something unreadable passing through them.

"Your heart rate is elevated," he noted, his voice clinical but with a hint of concern—or was it something else? "Are you feeling alright?"

"I'm fine," Elise managed, though her voice came out as little more than a whisper. Her mind was firmly on Sasha's hands as she answered, still holding her bra up, still exposing more of her breast than Elise thought necessary.

"Sometimes anxiety can cause—" Dr. Kingston began.

"I don't think it's anxiety causing her heart to race," Sasha interrupted, her voice low and knowing. "Is it, Elise?"

Elise couldn't answer. The heat that had started in her chest was spreading now, flowing outward through her limbs, pooling low in her belly. It was mortifying—and yet, she couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through her veins.

"Perhaps we should just… continue with the examination," Dr. Kingston suggested, straightening up. But he made no move to step away, and Sasha's hands remained where they were, still lifting Elise's bra cup.

"Actually, Doctor," Sasha said, her thumb moving almost imperceptibly against the sensitive skin on the underside of Elise's breast, "before we move to the abdominal exam, perhaps we should be a bit more thorough here."

The slight movement of Sasha's finger sent an involuntary shiver through Elise's body. She bit her lip, trying to suppress the reaction, but it was too late—she'd seen the flicker of recognition in Dr. Kingston's eyes.

"What do you mean?" he asked, his professional tone somehow making the situation even more unbearable.

Sasha's fingers continued their barely-there caress as she spoke. "Well, in my experience, university girls think they're immortal. They rarely perform the necessary self-examinations." Her eyes found Elise's, challenging and playful at once. "Do you check yourself regularly for lumps, Elise?"

The question hung in the air between them. Elise knew she should lie, should say yes and end this line of inquiry immediately. But something in Sasha's gaze compelled honesty.

"No," she admitted, her voice small. "I don't."

Dr. Kingston nodded thoughtfully. His eyes remained fixed on her face, deliberately avoiding looking down at where Sasha's fingers still held her bra. "It's not a required part of an annual check-up," he said carefully, "but it would be prudent to carry out a breast examination." He paused, and when he continued, his voice had softened. "But only if you want me to, Elise. It's entirely your choice."

Elise's head was spinning. She couldn't believe what was happening—what Sasha was orchestrating right before her eyes. This wasn't just casual flirtation anymore; this was Sasha deliberately escalating things, intentionally embarrassing her, creating a situation where Elise would be fully exposed to both of them.

And then the full implication hit her. This wouldn't just be exposure. This would be touching—intimate touching by this man who radiated authority. He was old enough to intimidate her, to make her feel young and inexperienced, but still young enough that his presence stirred something warm and urgent inside her—something not unlike what she felt when Sasha's eyes lingered on her body.

The realisation made her feel almost… dirty. What kind of person thought about a medical examination that way? But she couldn't deny it—she wasn't thinking about this as healthcare at all. She was thinking about it as an opportunity to be touched, to be explored by this handsome doctor's strong hands while Sasha watched, while Sasha took pleasure in seeing the scene she'd instigated play out before her eyes.

"I think…" Elise swallowed hard, surprised by the recklessness of the decision being made for her by her body more than her mind. "I think it's a good idea."

Dr. Kingston's expression remained neutral, but his eyes flickered briefly to Sasha before returning to Elise. "If you're sure," he said, his unwavering professionalism somehow making him even more attractive.

"She's sure," Sasha answered for her, fingers finally releasing the cup of Elise's bra. "Aren't you, Elise?"

Elise nodded, not trusting her voice. Her skin felt too tight, too sensitive, as if every nerve ending had migrated to the surface.

"Very well," Dr. Kingston said. "Nurse, if you could assist the patient…"

Without hesitation, Sasha moved her hands to the clasp of Elise's bra. "This will need to come off for a proper examination," she explained, her tone matter-of-fact but her eyes gleaming with something that made Elise's stomach flip.

The clasp came undone with a soft snap, and the reality of what was about to happen washed over Elise as she felt the shoulder straps take the full weight of her breasts. Sasha's fingers moved to these next, sliding them down Elise's arms with deliberate slowness.

"There we go," Sasha murmured as the bra fell away entirely, leaving Elise exposed from the waist up.

The cool air of the examination room kissed her skin, causing her nipples to harden instantly. Elise fought the urge to cover herself with her arms, especially as she saw Dr. Kingston's gaze finally drop to take in the sight of her bare breasts.

For a moment, his professional facade seemed to waver. He cleared his throat. "I'll need to examine both breasts systematically," he explained, his voice perhaps a fraction lower than it had been. "I'll be checking for any abnormalities in the tissue. Please let me know if you feel any discomfort."

Elise nodded, her heart hammering so loudly she was certain they could both hear it.

Dr. Kingston stepped closer, and the subtle scent of his cologne—something clean and masculine—filled her senses. He raised his hands, and Elise closed her eyes, bracing herself for his touch.

The first contact made her gasp. His fingers were warm against her skin, moving in slow, methodical circles around the outer edge of her right breast. Despite the clinical nature of his movements, Elise couldn't help the way her body responded—the quickening of her breath, the heat spreading through her limbs.

"Try to relax," Dr. Kingston instructed softly. "Tension can make it harder to detect anything unusual."

Easy for him to say, Elise thought.

He touched her with firm, professional pressure that somehow still managed to feel like the most erotic experience of her life.

"She's very tense, Doctor," Sasha observed, moving to stand behind Elise. "Perhaps I can help." Her hands came to rest on Elise's bare shoulders, thumbs pressing gently into the tight muscles at the base of her neck. "Deep breaths, Elise. In through your nose, out through your mouth."

Elise tried to comply, but her breath hitched as Dr. Kingston's fingers moved closer to her nipple, which had hardened by now to a stiff peak. She couldn't tell if it was from the cool air or her body's traitorous response to his touch.

"Sorry," she whispered, mortified.

"No need to apologise," Dr. Kingston assured her, his eyes briefly meeting hers. "It's a perfectly normal physiological response."

Behind her, Sasha leaned down, her lips close to Elise's ear. "Perfectly normal," she agreed, her breath warm against Elise's skin. "And nothing to be ashamed of."

Sasha's breath tickled Elise's ear, sending shivers cascading down her spine. Dr. Kingston's fingers continued their methodical exploration, moving now to her left breast with the same careful attention. His touch was professional, yet each circular motion of his fingertips against her sensitive skin sent waves of sensation radiating outward.

"You're doing so well," Sasha murmured, her lips brushing the shell of Elise's ear. "Such a good patient for the doctor, aren't you?"

Elise bit her lower lip, struggling to maintain her composure. The dual sensations—Dr. Kingston's warm hands on her breast and Sasha's whispered words—created a perfect storm of stimulation that threatened to overwhelm her.

One of Sasha's hands abandoned its post on Elise's shoulder, trailing down her bare back with feather-light touches. Her fingertips traced lazy patterns along Elise's spine, each circular motion dipping slightly lower than the last until they hovered just above the elastic waistband of her underwear.

"I remember how you danced that night at Velvet," Sasha whispered, her voice pitched low enough that only Elise could hear. "The way your body moved… I bet you'd move just as beautifully for the right touch."

Heat pooled between Elise's thighs as Sasha's fingers traced small, teasing circles at the base of her spine. Dr. Kingston's examination had brought him to her nipple now, his thumb and forefinger gently palpating the sensitive tissue. He continued to explain his way through the examination. But Elise couldn’t hear him now. His voice was nothing more than a background murmur as Elise strained to make out the almost inaudible flirtations being piped directly into her ear.

"Your skin flushes so prettily," Sasha continued, her lips grazing Elise's earlobe. "I wonder how far down that blush extends?"

Elise's breath caught in her throat. She'd never experienced anything like this—trapped between professional medical attention and Sasha's barely concealed seduction. Her body thrummed with a tension that had nothing to do with anxiety and everything to do with the growing, pulsing need building inside her.

"Any discomfort?" Dr. Kingston asked, pulling her out of her reverie, his eyes meeting hers as his hands continued their careful examination.

"No," Elise lied, clamping her thighs together beneath the paper gown. The real discomfort came from restraint—from holding back the small sounds that threatened to escape her lips, from hiding the pleasure that coursed through her veins with each touch.

"Good," he nodded, his gaze lingering on her face. "I'm going to check your lymph nodes now. This requires me to check under your arms and around your collarbone."

Elise nodded mutely, not trusting her voice. As Dr. Kingston's hands moved to the sensitive area beneath her arm, Sasha's fingers dipped slightly beneath the waistband of her panties, tracing the very top of the cleft of her buttocks.

"I've thought about you," Sasha whispered, "since that night you let me kiss you in the bathroom of that club. You pulled away so quickly… but I felt how your body responded first."

The memory of that stolen kiss—Sasha pressing her against the bathroom wall, the taste of vodka cranberry on her lips—flashed through Elise's mind. She had pulled away, flustered and confused by her own response. But Sasha was right. Before retreating, her body had arched into that kiss, hungry for more, knowing automatically what it wanted.

Dr. Kingston's examination continued, his fingers pressing with gentle but firm pressure along her collarbone, down the sides of her ribs. Each touch sent new waves of sensation through Elise's already oversensitised body.

"I think…" Elise began, her voice barely audible, "I think I need a moment."

Dr. Kingston paused immediately, concern crossing his features. "Of course. Are you feeling light-headed? Would you like some water?"

Before Elise could respond, Sasha's hand withdrew from her waistband, returning to a more appropriate position on her back. "Deep breaths," she instructed, though her tone carried a hint of satisfaction at Elise's reaction. "In through your nose, out through your mouth."

Elise followed the direction, drawing air into her lungs and releasing it slowly. The room felt too warm, too small, too charged with possibilities she'd never allowed herself to fully consider.

"I'm okay," she said after a moment, though she wasn't entirely sure that was true. Her body hummed with unfulfilled desire, a new and frightening intensity of need that made it difficult to think clearly.

"We can stop if you'd like," Dr. Kingston offered, his professional demeanour never having left him, even as he’d touched her.

"No," Elise said quickly—too quickly. "I mean, we should finish the examination. I'm fine, really."

His dark eyes studied her face for a moment before he nodded. "Very well. I'll need to examine your abdomen next. Nurse, if you could assist the patient in lying back. But… while you do that, I’ll go get you a water just in case you change your mind. Better safe than sorry." His voice carried such an air of genuine concern for her wellbeing that Elise felt guilty for how base her reactions to this entire experience had become.

Dr. Kingston nodded once more, then excused himself, his footsteps fading down the hallway as the door clicked shut behind him.

And just like that, Elise was alone with Sasha. Alone and topless.

∞∞∞

The air between them shifted instantly. Sasha's feigned professionalism melted away as she moved around to stand in front of Elise, her eyes traveling slowly, appreciatively over her exposed breasts.

"Finally," Sasha breathed, a slow smile spreading across her red lips. "I've been dying to see these properly. They're even prettier than I’d imagined.

Elise's breath caught in her throat. She knew she should cover herself, should demand Sasha step back, should maintain some semblance of propriety. But her arms remained frozen at her sides, goosebumps rising across her skin at Sasha's proximity.

"I—" Elise started, not knowing what to say.

"He has nice hands, doesn't he?" Sasha interrupted, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Dr. Kingston. The way he touches… so careful, so thorough." Her eyes gleamed with something that made Elise's stomach flip. "Trust me, I know from experience just how… pleasant his touch can be."

Confusion rippled through Elise, momentarily displacing her embarrassment. "You and… Dr. Kingston?" The words tumbled out before she could stop them.

Sasha laughed, the sound low and musical. "A perk of the job. Purely professional," she assured her, then paused, leaning in slightly. "For now, at least. I certainly wouldn't mind getting a little unprofessional with him if you know what I mean…" Her gaze was penetrating, searching. "And it sort of seems like you wouldn't mind that either."

Heat rushed to Elise's cheeks. "That's not—I don't—" she stammered, crossing her arms over her chest belatedly, as if she could hide the evidence of her body's reactions.

"Oh come on," Sasha teased, gently pulling Elise's arms away from her chest. "I know you're still a confused little bi girl. It doesn't matter how much your body might tell you it wants me after a few drinks—" her thumb brushed over Elise's nipple, causing her to gasp, "I know your head still pines for cock. Don’t forget, I was you not all that long ago."

The bluntness of Sasha's words hit Elise like a physical blow. Her mouth fell open, shock rendering her speechless. It was as if Sasha had reached into the deepest, most private corners of her mind and pulled out thoughts she'd barely admitted to herself—her undeniable confusion, her conflicting desires, the way her fantasies could never quite seem to settle on men or women.

"How did you—" Elise began, her voice barely a whisper.

"Know?" Sasha finished for her, her smile softening slightly. "Because we're more alike than you realise. I told you, I’ve been you. Caught between worlds, wanting everything, not knowing how to ask for any of it."

Elise stared at her, a strange relief washing over her at not being alone in this confusion. "I guess we do have that in common."

Sasha's hand moved to cup Elise's cheek, her touch gentler now. "The only difference is, I've had enough time to figure out that I don't have to choose. And neither do you."

∞∞∞

The sound of approaching footsteps in the hallway made them both freeze. Sasha stepped back quickly, resuming her professional stance just as the door began to open. Dr. Kingston appeared, a paper cup of water in his hand, his dark eyes moving between them with a hint of curiosity.

"Everything alright?" he asked, handing the water to Elise.

"Perfect," Sasha answered smoothly. "I was just helping Elise prepare for the abdominal examination."

Elise took a sip of water to hide her burning face, the cold liquid a stark contrast to the heat that had spread throughout her body. Sasha's words echoed in her mind. She didn’t have to choose?

As Dr. Kingston set the cup aside and moved to wash his hands again, Sasha caught Elise's eye and winked, a silent promise of conversations yet to come.

"Now," Dr. Kingston said, turning back to them, "shall we continue?" He paused mid-stride, seeming to notice for the first time that Elise was still topless, behind her crossed arms. “Elise, you can put your bra back on for this part,” he said.

“Oh,” Elise began, but Sasha took over for her.

“Actually, doctor, we discussed this while you were gone. Elise confided in me that it felt constricting, that she would be more comfortable continuing as she is.”

Elise felt the colour drain from her face. What the hell was she doing?! Was she going to keep these antics up for the entire exam?

“I see,” said Dr. Kingston, before Elise had time to protest. “Well, if you'd be more comfortable then… far be it from me to…” he trailed off as he approached. “If you would lie back then, please.”

Elise hesitated. Everything was happening so fast, her head spinning with conflicting thoughts as she stared up at both of them. She was appalled at how brazenly Sasha was manipulating the situation, pushing her further and further into exposure she hadn't planned for. The embarrassment of lying bare-chested in front of a man she'd met less than an hour ago—and long after it had ceased to be medically necessary—should have been overwhelming.

And yet…

Sasha's words still echoed in her mind. I know you're still a confused little bi girl. How had she seen through her so completely? How had she known the very things Elise could barely admit to herself? The way her body responded to both of them—to Sasha's knowing smirk and Dr. Kingston's careful hands—confused and intrigued her in equal measure.

"Elise?" Dr. Kingston's voice cut through her thoughts. "Are you comfortable continuing?"

She nodded, unable to find her voice as she slowly lowered herself onto the examination table. The paper crinkled beneath her, the sound impossibly loud in the quiet room. As her back made contact with the cool surface, her arms fell away from her chest, leaving her breasts fully exposed once more. Dr. Kingston's gaze flickered down for just a moment before returning to her face, but that brief glance sent another wave of heat through her body.

He reached for the paper gown bunched at her waist and gently tugged it lower, exposing her abdomen. Elise's breath caught in her throat as his fingers brushed against her skin.

"I'm going to palpate your abdomen now," he explained, his voice steady and professional. "I'll be checking for any abnormalities or tenderness."

Sasha stepped closer, her eyes bright with interest. "Dr. Kingston," she said, "would you mind if I assist? I need to practice this technique for when I'm conducting examinations on my own."

Dr. Kingston glanced up at her, his expression thoughtful. "Well, quite, but that would be entirely up to Elise," he said, turning back to face her. "Would that be alright with you?"

Elise's heart hammered in her chest. The thought of both of them touching her at once—four hands on her bare skin—sent a jolt of something that wasn't quite fear through her body. It was too much, too intimate, too… everything. And yet, the word that fell from her lips wasn't “no”.

"Yes," she whispered, surprised by her own voice. "That's… that would be fine."

Dr. Kingston nodded, seemingly oblivious to the turmoil behind her consent. "Very well. Nurse, if you'd position yourself on the other side of the table."

Sasha moved around to Elise's left side, while Dr. Kingston remained on her right. They both raised their hands, and Elise closed her eyes, bracing herself for their touch.

The first contact made her gasp. Dr. Kingston's hands were warm and firm as they pressed gently against her upper abdomen, moving in methodical circles. But it was Sasha's touch that made Elise's eyes fly open—her fingers were lighter, almost teasing as they skimmed across her skin.

"Like this?" Sasha asked, her eyes on Dr. Kingston but her touch deliberately wandering, fingers trailing patterns that had nothing to do with medical examination.

"A bit more pressure," he instructed, demonstrating on his side. "You're checking for masses or tenderness, so you need to feel deeper into the tissue."

Sasha complied, pressing more firmly, but her movements remained distinctly different from his. Where Dr. Kingston's hands moved with clinical precision, Sasha's fingers lingered, stroked, explored. Her touch drifted to Elise's sides, tracing the curve of her waist, then back to her abdomen, each movement deliberate and sensual.

Elise bit her lip, trying to focus on breathing evenly as both pairs of hands moved across her skin. The contrast between them was dizzying—Dr. Kingston's touch professional yet still somehow thrilling, and Sasha's openly indulgent, almost possessive.

"Any tenderness here?" Dr. Kingston asked as his fingers pressed just below her ribcage.

"No," Elise managed, though her voice sounded strangled even to her own ears.

His hands moved lower, and Sasha's followed suit. They were approaching the waistband of her underwear now, those embarrassing black briefs with the yellow flowers that suddenly seemed like the flimsiest of barriers.

"And here?" Dr. Kingston asked, pressing just above the elastic.

Before Elise could answer, Sasha's fingers dipped beneath the waistband, sliding just under the edge of the cotton. The sensation of her fingertips against that sensitive skin made Elise's hips lift slightly off the table.

"Sorry," she gasped, mortified by her body's reaction.

"It's alright," Dr. Kingston assured her, apparently attributing her movement to discomfort from his examination. "Some areas can be more sensitive than others."

Sasha caught Elise's eye and smirked, clearly pleased with the reaction she'd provoked. Her fingers continued their exploration, venturing a fraction deeper beneath the elastic.

"I think I need to check a bit lower," Sasha said innocently. "Just to be thorough."

Dr. Kingston nodded, his focus on his own examination. "Yes, we should palpate the lower quadrants as well."

His hands moved down to press against Elise's lower abdomen, still maintaining that clinical distance even as they approached intimate territory. But Sasha took the opportunity to push further, her fingers sliding deeper beneath the waistband, tracing the sensitive skin where Elise's abdomen met her pubic area.

Elise's breath hitched, her eyes widening as she looked up at Sasha in silent question. The nurse merely winked, her red lips curved in a secret smile as her fingers continued their forbidden exploration.

"Everything feeling normal, Doctor?" Sasha asked, her voice innocent even as her touch was anything but.

"Yes, no abnormalities that I can detect," he replied, completely unaware of what was happening on the other side of the table. "Elise, have you experienced any pain or discomfort in your abdomen recently?"

Elise tried to focus on his question, but Sasha's fingers had begun tracing small circles just inside the waistband of her underwear, each movement sending new waves of sensation through her body.

"N-no," she stammered. "No pain."

Dr. Kingston's brow furrowed slightly at her strained tone. "Are you sure you're comfortable? We can take a break if you need one."

"She's fine," Sasha interjected smoothly. "Just a little nervous, aren't you, Elise?" As she spoke, her fingers dipped even lower, brushing against the very edge of Elise's neatly trimmed pubic hair.

The touch was so unexpected, so brazen, that Elise couldn't suppress a small sound—something between a gasp and a whimper. Heat flooded her face as Dr. Kingston looked at her with concern.

"Elise?" he questioned.

"I'm okay," she insisted, though her voice trembled. "Please… continue."

He studied her face for a moment longer, then nodded, returning his attention to his examination. His hands moved to her sides now, pressing gently along her ribcage.

Sasha, meanwhile, had withdrawn her exploring fingers slightly, but they remained beneath the waistband of Elise's underwear, a constant reminder of how far she was willing to push. The nurse leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper.

"You like this, don't you?" she breathed, too quiet for Dr. Kingston to hear. "Being touched by both of us. I can tell."

Elise couldn't deny it, not with her body betraying her so completely—the flush spreading across her chest, her nipples hardened to stiff peaks, the undeniable wetness she felt gathering between her thighs. The shame of her response mingled with a growing, insistent desire that made it difficult to think clearly.

Dr. Kingston's hands moved to her lower ribs, his touch firm but gentle as he completed his examination. "Everything feels normal," he announced. "No masses or areas of concern."

Sasha's fingers finally withdrew from Elise's underwear, but not before tracing a deliberate line along the sensitive skin just above the elastic. "Yes, I agree," she said, her professional tone at odds with the heat in her eyes as she looked down at Elise. "Everything feels… perfect."

Elise exhaled shakily, her body humming with unfulfilled desire and conflicting emotions. She had just allowed herself to be examined—to be touched—in ways that went far beyond medical necessity. And worse, she had enjoyed it. The realisation sent another wave of heat through her, a mixture of shame and arousal that left her dizzy.

"I think we should check your femoral pulse next," Dr. Kingston said, his voice pulling Elise back from the edge of some precipice she hadn't even realised she was approaching.

"Oh, yes!" Sasha chimed in, her enthusiasm barely contained. "Doctor, would it be alright if I take it at the same time? I'd like to check my results against yours."

Dr. Kingston glanced at Sasha, then back to Elise. "That would be up to Elise, of course. It's her examination."

"What's a femoral pulse?" Elise asked, her voice small against the thundering of her own heartbeat in her ears.

"It's taken from the femoral artery," Dr. Kingston explained, his tone shifting into something more educational. "It's located here in the groin." He gestured to the crease where her thigh met her hip. "Checking it requires pressing quite deeply in the inner thigh."

Elise's breath caught. Just moments ago, such an explanation would have sent her into a spiral of anxiety. But now, after everything that had already happened, after the way Sasha's fingers had teased at the edge of her underwear, the idea of both of them touching her there seemed less frightening and more… exhilarating.

"Would that be alright with you, Elise?" Dr. Kingston asked. "Having both of us check?"

"Yes," she said, surprised by the eagerness in her own voice. "I mean—I don't mind. That's fine."

Sasha's lips curved into that knowing smile again, the one that made Elise's stomach flutter with anticipation. The game they were playing—this secret communication flowing between them while Dr. Kingston remained oblivious—gave Elise a strange new confidence. For once, she wasn't just the inexperienced one, reluctantly on the receiving end of confident advances. No, she was complicit now, a willing participant.

"I'll need to adjust your gown slightly," Dr. Kingston continued, his hands reaching for the paper covering that still draped over her lower half. "And I should warn you that my fingers may have to dip slightly inside the side of your underwear to properly access the pulse point."

Elise nodded, beyond words now, beyond the ability to form coherent thoughts as the paper gown was pulled further down, exposing the full length of her thighs and leaving her in just her underwear—those ridiculous black briefs with the yellow flowers that now seemed to mock her with their childishness.

"Likewise on my side," Sasha added with a gravity so exaggerated that Elise nearly laughed. "Are you sure you'll be okay with that, Elise?"

There it was again—that dual communication, Sasha making her intentions perfectly clear to Elise while maintaining a facade of professionalism for Dr. Kingston. The shared secret emboldened her.

"That's quite alright, nurse," Elise replied, her voice steadier than she expected.

Sasha's smile widened, pleased with Elise's participation in their private game.

Dr. Kingston positioned himself first, his fingers pressing into the crease between her hip and groin on her right side. As he'd warned, his fingertips slipped just barely beneath the elastic of her underwear, seeking the pulse point buried deep in the tissue.

The sensation was electric. Even that slight intrusion—the brush of his fingers against skin that had never been touched by a man before—sent sparks shooting through her entire body. The professionalism of his touch somehow made it more intense, more forbidden. Maybe it was his age, the authority he carried, or maybe it was simply the fact that he was a man. Whatever the reason, her breath came faster, shorter, as he pressed more firmly, finding the rhythm of her blood.

Before she could process these new sensations fully, Sasha took her position on Elise's left side. Her approach was different from the start—her fingers didn't hesitate at the boundary of Elise's underwear but slid effortlessly beneath the fabric, delving deeper than necessary for a medical examination.

"I'm going to count now," Dr. Kingston said, his eyes fixed on his wristwatch. "Thirty seconds."

As he began to count under his breath, Sasha's fingers ventured further, edging inward from the crease of Elise's thigh. While Dr. Kingston remained focused on his count, Sasha's touch wandered with deliberate slowness, tracing a path that had nothing to do with finding a pulse and everything to do with the heat building between Elise's legs.

Elise bit her lip to keep from making a sound, her eyes darting between them—Dr. Kingston's face a mask of concentration as he stared at his watch, and Sasha's eyes gleaming with mischief as her fingers continued their forbidden exploration.

The tension was unbearable. With each second that passed, with each number Dr. Kingston counted, Sasha's fingers moved closer to Elise's centre. Would she stop? Was there a line even Sasha wouldn't cross in this setting? Or would she continue until she discovered for herself the evidence of Elise's arousal—the wetness that had gathered from their combined touches?

"twenty-seven… twenty-eight… twenty-nine… thirty," Dr. Kingston concluded, his fingers remaining in place as he calculated. "Seventy-six beats per minute. Slightly elevated, but well within normal range considering the circumstances."

Sasha's fingers paused in their exploration, but they didn't withdraw. "I counted thirty nine. Seventy-eight per minute," she said, her voice impressively steady despite the boldness of her touch. "Almost the same."

Elise couldn't speak, couldn't move, couldn't breathe. Sasha's fingers hovered at the edge of discovery, mere millimetres from the slick heat that would reveal everything. The moment stretched, taut with possibility.

"Well done," Dr. Kingston said, finally withdrawing his hand. "Your technique is improving, Nurse."

Sasha's fingers lingered a moment longer—a promise, a tease—before she too pulled back. "Thank you, Doctor. I've had an excellent teacher."

As both their hands retreated, Elise felt a confusing mixture of relief and disappointment wash over her. Her body thrummed with unfulfilled desire, every nerve ending alive and wanting. The examination table beneath her was a hard reminder of where she was, what this was supposed to be. And yet, it had become something else entirely—something she couldn't quite name but couldn't deny wanting more of.

"Now," Dr. Kingston said, turning to wash his hands at the sink, "we should move on."

Elise watched him, her mind racing. What more could there possibly be? How much further could this go? And most troubling of all—how much further did she want it to go?

Sasha caught her eye and, as if reading her thoughts, her red lips formed words without sound: "Just you wait."

Dr. Kingston cleared his throat, his expression shifting to something more serious as he turned back to face her. "There's one final component to a comprehensive examination," he explained. "An internal vaginal exam."

Elise's stomach tightened at his words, her thighs instinctively pressing together on the table.

"I want to emphasise that this part is entirely optional," he continued, his tone gentle but professional. "Given that this is our first meeting and that you initially expressed some nervousness about having a male physician, you might be more comfortable postponing this portion until you can schedule with your regular gynaecologist."

Elise swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. "I… I don't actually have a gynaecologist," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Dr. Kingston's eyebrows rose slightly. "I see. Well, I would strongly recommend you rectify that oversight soon. Regular gynaecological checks are an important preventative measure, especially for women your age who are…" he paused, choosing his words carefully, "sexually active or considering becoming so."

The implication made heat rise to Elise's cheeks. If only he knew how far from "sexually active" she truly was—how much of a novice she remained despite the performance she'd been putting on throughout this examination.

Before Dr. Kingston could continue, Elise found herself turning toward Sasha, drawn to the nurse's steady gaze like a compass needle finding north. Something passed between them—an understanding, a decision.

"I'd like you to conduct that part of the exam, please," Elise said, her eyes still locked with Sasha's even as she addressed Dr. Kingston.

A moment of silence followed her request, broken only by the soft hum of the fluorescent lights overhead.

"As you wish," Dr. Kingston finally said, his professional demeanour never wavering. He turned away toward the supply cabinet, reaching for a pair of latex gloves. "Nurse, would you help Elise with her underwear, please?"

Behind his back, Sasha’s lips formed silent words for Elise alone: "With pleasure."

The message sent a shiver down Elise's spine.

With one swift movement, Sasha removed the paper gown entirely. Then, with deliberate slowness that couldn't possibly be medically necessary, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of Elise's underwear.

"Lift your hips for me," she instructed softly.

Elise complied, her heart hammering against her ribs as Sasha began to draw the black cotton downward. The fabric slid over her hips, revealing first the neat landing strip of blonde hair she'd so carefully maintained, then lower, exposing her most intimate parts to the cool air of the examination room.

Sasha's eyes widened almost imperceptibly, her pupils dilating as she took in the sight before her. The hunger in her gaze was unmistakable now, professional pretence momentarily forgotten as she stared at the evidence of Elise's arousal—the slick, pink flesh that betrayed how her body had responded to their touches.

"Beautiful," Sasha murmured, so quietly that Elise wondered if she'd imagined it.

With practiced efficiency that belied the heat in her eyes, Sasha positioned Elise properly on the table, gently guiding her knees up and apart, leaving her completely open, completely vulnerable.

"Perfect," Sasha said, her voice returning to its professional tone as Dr. Kingston approached, now wearing gloves.

"Alright, Elise," he said, his eyes meeting hers with reassuring directness. "You may feel some pressure or discomfort during this examination, but you shouldn't experience any pain. If you do, tell me immediately and I'll stop."

Elise nodded, her throat too tight for words. The reality of what was about to happen—of who was about to touch her in places no one else ever had—crashed over her in waves of anxiety and anticipation.

As if sensing her nervousness, Sasha moved to stand beside her head, reaching down to grasp her hand. The gesture was surprisingly tender, a stark contrast to the provocative touches she'd been teasing Elise with throughout the examination.

Their fingers interlaced, Sasha's warm palm pressing against Elise's cold one. The simple human connection grounded her, gave her something to focus on besides her overwhelming vulnerability.

"Deep breaths," Sasha instructed softly, her thumb stroking small circles against the back of Elise's hand.

Dr. Kingston positioned himself between her raised knees, his expression clinically focused as he reached forward. "I'm going to begin now," he warned.

Elise felt the first touch of his gloved fingers against her outer lips, cool and slick with lubricant she hadn't seen him apply. The initial contact made her flinch slightly, her grip tightening on Sasha's hand.

"Relax," Sasha whispered, leaning closer. "It gets better, I promise."

The double meaning in her words wasn't lost on Elise as she felt Dr. Kingston's fingers begin to part her folds, seeking entrance. The sensation was foreign, invasive—and yet, as his fingers slowly pressed inward, breaching her entrance for the first time, something else bloomed within her. A heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with pleasure.

She bit her lip hard to stifle the sound that threatened to escape as Dr. Kingston's fingers slid deeper, his movements careful but deliberate. The stretching feeling was uncomfortable at first, but as her body adjusted, discomfort gave way to something else entirely—a fullness, a pressure that sent sparks of sensation radiating outward.

"You're doing wonderfully," Dr. Kingston said, his voice steady as his fingers pressed deeper still, exploring her inner walls with gentle but thorough precision.

Elise's breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to process the conflicting sensations—the clinical nature of the examination at odds with the pleasure building low in her belly. She turned her face toward Sasha, seeking something—reassurance, perhaps, or permission to feel what she was feeling.

What she found in Sasha's eyes was understanding—and more. The nurse's gaze burned with unconcealed desire as she watched Elise's reactions, her own breathing slightly uneven.

"That's it," Sasha murmured, her voice pitched low enough that only Elise could hear. "Let him feel how ready you are."

The words sent a jolt through Elise's core, causing her inner muscles to clench involuntarily around Dr. Kingston's probing fingers.

"Try to relax your muscles," he instructed, misinterpreting her response as tension. His fingers shifted slightly, pressing upward against her front wall in a way that made Elise's vision blur at the edges.

A small sound escaped her throat before she could stop it—not quite a moan, but certainly not a sound of discomfort either.

"Did that hurt?" Dr. Kingston asked immediately, his movements stilling.

"No," Elise gasped, mortified at her body's betrayal but unable to lie. "It just… surprised me."

She felt a slight tremor in Sasha's hand where their fingers remained intertwined, and glanced up to see the nurse biting her lower lip, her eyes dark with an emotion Elise recognised all too well.

"I'm palpating the anterior vaginal wall now," Dr. Kingston explained clinically, completely oblivious to the charged atmosphere. "Some women find pressure here uncomfortable, while others find it… sensitive in a different way."

"Sensitive is one word for it," Sasha murmured, her thumb tracing lazy circles on Elise's palm.

Dr. Kingston's fingers pressed more firmly against that spot inside her, and Elise's hips bucked involuntarily, a wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain washing through her.

"Sorry," she whispered, mortified.

"No need to apologise," Dr. Kingston assured her. "Involuntary reactions are completely normal during this type of examination."

His fingers continued their methodical exploration, pressing and probing with medical precision. But each touch, each movement sent new waves of sensation through Elise's body, building and cresting like ocean waves threatening to drown her.

She turned her face toward Sasha again, seeking an anchor in the storm of sensation. The nurse leaned closer, her lips nearly brushing Elise's ear.

"He has no idea, does he?" Sasha whispered, her breath hot against Elise's skin. "No idea what he's doing to you… what you're feeling right now."

Elise shook her head slightly, unable to form words as Dr. Kingston's fingers pressed deeper, his thumb inadvertently brushing against her clit as he adjusted his position.

The contact, brief as it was, sent a jolt of electricity through her entire body. Her back arched slightly off the table, her thighs trembling with the effort not to close around his hand.

"Almost done," Dr. Kingston assured her. "Just a bit more to check, and then we'll be finished."

Finished. The word echoed in Elise's mind, taking on new meaning as the pressure inside her built to nearly unbearable levels. She was close—so close to something she'd only ever experienced by her own hand, and never with such intensity.

"Breathe," Sasha instructed, her voice a husky whisper. "Just breathe through it."

Elise tried to follow her advice, drawing air into her lungs in shaky gasps. But as Dr. Kingston's fingers made one final, thorough sweep inside her, pressing firmly against that spot that made stars explode behind her eyelids, she knew she was fighting a losing battle.

She gasped, the sound escaping before she could stop it.

Dr. Kingston paused, concerned. "Are you alright?"

"She's fine," Sasha answered for her, squeezing Elise's hand. "Take it from a woman. Sometimes the examination can be a bit… overwhelming. Isn't that right, Elise?"

Elise nodded mutely, teetering on the edge of something monumental. If he moved his fingers just once more, if he pressed just a little harder…

"Well, I'm just about finished," Dr. Kingston said. He began to withdraw his fingers, the movement creating a delicious friction that had Elise biting her lip hard enough to draw blood.

And then his fingers were gone, leaving her empty and aching with unfulfilled need.

"Everything appears normal," he announced, stepping back and removing his gloves with a snap that seemed to echo in the small room. "No abnormalities or unusual tenderness."

Elise lay there, her chest heaving, her body thrumming with frustrated desire. She couldn't move, couldn't speak, couldn't process what had just happened—or rather, what had almost happened.

"I'll give you a moment to get dressed," Dr. Kingston continued, oblivious to her state. "Nurse Sasha will help you if needed. When you're ready, we can discuss any questions you might have about your examination results."

With Dr. Kingston moving toward the door, his back to her, something snapped inside Elise. The frustration of being left so close to the edge—combined with Sasha's knowing looks and her own surprising boldness throughout this examination—propelled her to action before her rational mind could intervene.

"Shouldn't the nurse confirm your findings?"

The words tumbled from her lips before she could stop them, hanging in the air like a physical presence. Elise's heart pounded in her chest in time with the throbbing between her legs as Dr. Kingston froze mid-stride, his hand hovering over the door handle.

She watched Sasha's eyes widen in shock—and then darken with unmistakable approval.

Dr. Kingston turned slowly, his professional mask slipping for the first time since she'd entered his examination room. Confusion flickered across his features, quickly followed by something else entirely—something raw and masculine that made Elise's breath catch in her throat. For a moment, he wasn't Dr. Kingston anymore. He was simply Grant, a man looking at a woman who was offering him something… exactly what he didn’t quite know.

He cleared his throat, visibly collecting himself. "That's not necessary," he said, his voice slightly rougher than before. "Nurse Sasha can practice those techniques in more formal situations if she wishes to progress her training."

Elise sat up on her elbows, inadvertently displaying her still-naked body to him all the more clearly. Her heart was beating so hard she felt as if it might be audible, but she couldn't stop now. "But what better situation than a real exam with a real patient?" The boldness of her own words—the recklessness—made her dizzy.

"She does have a point, doctor," Sasha chimed in, moving to stand beside the examination table. Her fingers brushed against Elise's shoulder in silent encouragement. "Hands-on experience is invaluable."

Dr. Kingston's gaze moved between them, lingering on Elise's exposed breasts, then darting back to her face with an intensity that made her skin tingle. Something shifted in his expression—a dawning realisation, a decision being made. For the first time, it seemed he was beginning to understand what was happening in his examination room.

"Well," he said finally, his voice dropping to a register that sent shivers down Elise's spine, "if you are both entirely comfortable with it, then… perhaps it would be beneficial to Sasha's… education." He paused, his eyes finding Elise's. "And Elise, a second opinion can never hurt."

Sasha's hand squeezed Elise's shoulder, their eyes meeting in a moment of perfect understanding. They both knew now that this examination was only going to end one way, even if Dr. Kingston didn't quite yet realise what he'd just agreed to.

"I'll need another pair of gloves," he said, turning toward the supply cabinet.

"Allow me," Sasha offered, her red lips curved in a smile as she crossed the room. She opened a drawer and extracted not one but two pairs of latex gloves, holding them up with a questioning arch of her eyebrow.

Dr. Kingston hesitated only briefly before nodding. "Yes, of course. You'll need a pair as well."

Elise watched, heart racing, as Dr. Kingston washed his hands again alongside Sasha, his movements more deliberate than before, his eyes occasionally darting to where she sat exposed on the examination table. And then came the snap of latex as they both pulled on their gloves. It sent a jolt of anticipation through Elise's body. She wondered if a Pavlovian response to that sound had already become ingrained in her forever.

"Now," Dr. Kingston said, approaching her once more, "if you could lie back, please."

Elise complied, lowering herself onto the crinkly paper. Without being asked, she drew her knees up and let them fall open, exposing herself completely to both of them. The cool air of the examination room kissed her most intimate parts, making her shiver with anticipation.

Dr. Kingston cleared his throat. "For educational purposes, I'll demonstrate the proper technique first, and then Nurse Sasha can… confirm my findings."

"Perfect," Sasha agreed, moving to stand at Elise's side. Her gloved hand came to rest on Elise's thigh, thumb tracing small circles against her skin. "I'll observe your technique closely."

Dr. Kingston positioned himself between Elise's spread legs, his professional mask firmly back in place—but there was a new tension in his shoulders, a subtle change in his breathing that betrayed his affected composure.

"We begin with a visual examination," he narrated, his gaze dropping to the juncture of her thighs.

Elise felt herself flush under his scrutiny, knowing how wet she must look, how obviously aroused. The clinical setting somehow made it more erotic, more forbidden.

"I note that the external genitalia appear normal," Dr. Kingston continued, his voice slightly strained. "Though there is significant… moisture present, indicating a healthy vaginal environment."

Sasha made a small sound of agreement. "Very healthy," she murmured, her fingers tightening slightly on Elise's thigh.

"Now for the internal examination," he said, reaching for the lubricant. "Though in this case, it may not be necessary to—"

"I think it's always better to be thorough," Sasha interrupted, her eyes gleaming. "Don't you agree, doctor?"

Something passed between them—a challenge issued and accepted—before Dr. Kingston nodded. "Of course."

The cool lubricant dripped onto her heated flesh, making Elise gasp. She watched, breathless, as Dr. Kingston positioned his gloved fingers at her entrance.

"I'll insert two fingers now," he explained, his voice dropping lower. "The objective is to palpate the internal walls, checking for any abnormalities."

The pressure of his fingers pushing inside her again made Elise's back arch slightly off the table. This time, he didn't hesitate or ask if she was alright—he seemed to understand now that her reactions weren't from discomfort.

"Notice how I curve my fingers upward," he instructed Sasha, demonstrating with a movement that made Elise bite back a moan. "This allows for examination of the anterior wall."

His fingers pressed deeper, more confidently than before, finding that spot inside her that had nearly sent her over the edge earlier. This time, he didn't shy away from her reaction but instead pressed more firmly, watching her face as he did so.

"Many women have increased sensitivity here," he explained, his clinical tone at odds with the deliberate way he was now stroking that spot. "It's important to be aware of this during examinations."

Elise couldn't hold back the small sound that escaped her lips as he continued his "examination," his fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles inside her. Her hips rose to meet his touch, shameless now in her need.

"I see," Sasha said, her voice husky with desire. "And how can you tell if everything is… normal?"

Dr. Kingston's eyes remained fixed on Elise's face as he answered. "A healthy response would include increased blood flow to the area, muscle tension, and involuntary contractions."

As if on cue, Elise felt herself clench around his fingers, her body responding to his words as much as his touch.

"Like that?" Sasha asked, leaning closer to observe.

"Precisely," Dr. Kingston confirmed, a hint of a smile touching his lips. "Would you like to verify my findings?"

Elise's breath caught in her throat. This was it—the moment everything would change, the line they were about to cross together.

"I would," Sasha replied, moving to stand beside Dr. Kingston between Elise's spread legs. "If that's alright with our patient?"

Elise could only nod, beyond words now, beyond thought. She wanted this—wanted both of them—with an intensity that shocked her.

"Very well," Dr. Kingston said, slowly withdrawing his fingers. "Your turn, Nurse."

The loss of his touch left Elise aching, empty—but only for a moment. Sasha's slender fingers replaced his, sliding inside her with practiced ease, as if they belonged there.

"Oh," Elise gasped, the difference in their touch immediately apparent. Where Dr. Kingston's fingers had been firm and methodical, Sasha's were more exploratory, more playful as they curved to find that sensitive spot inside her.

"Like this, doctor?" Sasha asked, her innocence clearly feigned as she began to stroke Elise with deliberate precision.

"Yes," he confirmed, his voice rough with what Elise now recognised as poorly concealed desire. "Though perhaps a bit more pressure would be beneficial."

Sasha complied, pressing more firmly, and Elise couldn't suppress the moan that escaped her lips. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rocking against Sasha's hand, seeking more.

"Interesting," Sasha observed, her red lips curved in a knowing smile. "I'm detecting those involuntary contractions you mentioned. They seem to be increasing in frequency."

Dr. Kingston watched, his professional facade crumbling by the second. "That's… normal," he managed, though his voice had dropped to a near growl.

"And what about here?" Sasha asked, her thumb brushing over Elise's clit with deliberate pressure. "Is this area part of the standard examination?"

The contact sent a jolt of pure pleasure through Elise's body, making her cry out. Her hands clutched at the paper beneath her, tearing it in her desperation for something to hold onto.

"It… can be," Dr. Kingston replied, his eyes darkening as he watched Elise's reaction. "For a truly… comprehensive assessment."

The Rubicon had been crossed. Dr. Kingston—Grant—was part of this game now, pulled into it as Elise had been. And he seemed to be enjoying it almost as much as she was.

Sasha's fingers continued their expert exploration, her thumb circling Elise's clit with increasing pressure. "And the exterior anatomy? Should I examine that as well?"

"Yes," Dr. Kingston said, maintaining only the thinnest pretence of propriety now. "A thorough examination would include all... aspects."

With a wicked smile, Sasha withdrew her fingers slightly, using them to spread Elise open for both their gazes. "Like this?"

The cool air against her exposed flesh made Elise whimper, her hips lifting involuntarily, seeking contact.

"Perfect," Dr. Kingston murmured, his breathing visibly uneven now. "You have excellent technique."

"Thank you, doctor," Sasha purred, her fingers resuming their ministrations inside Elise. "I've always been a quick study. And… it’s not exactly my first time."

The tension building inside Elise was almost unbearable now, a coiled spring ready to release. She felt herself approaching the edge, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around Sasha's fingers.

"Doctor," Sasha said, her voice taking on a note of urgency, "I believe our patient is experiencing an unusually strong physiological response. Perhaps you could confirm?"

Before Elise could process what was happening, Dr. Kingston had moved closer, his hand joining Sasha's between her legs. The sensation of both their hands touching her at once—Sasha's fingers inside her, Dr. Kingston's now circling her clit with firm, deliberate pressure—was overwhelming.

"Oh my god," Elise gasped, her back arching off the table.

"You’re accurate in your assessment," Dr. Kingston said, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down Elise's spine. "She's is indeed responding very… enthusiastically to our examination."

Their eyes met over her body as their hands worked in tandem, pushing Elise closer and closer to the edge.

"Please," Elise gasped, her voice breaking.

Dr. Kingston and Sasha exchanged another glance, something unspoken passing between them. Then, as if choreographed, they shifted positions, each stepping to one side of the examination table. Their hands never left her body—Sasha's fingers still curled inside her, Dr. Kingston's thumb still circling her most sensitive spot with maddening precision.

"Elise," Dr. Kingston said, his voice deep and resonant as he leaned over her. "Regular release of tension can be very beneficial for both physical and mental wellbeing." His eyes locked with hers, dark and intense. "I would recommend that to you now… if you want it."

"You do want it, don't you, Elise?" Sasha added, her red lips curved in a knowing smile as her fingers curled upward, pressing firmly against that perfect spot.

Something broke free inside Elise. The last thread of her restraint snapped, and suddenly she didn't care about appearing composed or dignified. She didn't care about what was proper or expected. She wanted—needed—this release with an urgency that consumed her.

"I want it," she exhaled, the words coming out as a breathless plea rather than a statement.

Her hands moved of their own accord, reaching out to each of them. Her left found Sasha's thigh, skin warm and smooth above the lace top of her stocking. Her right reached for Dr. Kingston, fingers brushing against the front of his trousers where she found him already semi-erect beneath the fabric.

His sharp intake of breath at her touch sent a thrill through her body. This powerful, composed man was affected by her just as she was by him—and she knew in that instant he wanted her. The realisation was intoxicating.

They both responded to her touch immediately. As if connected by some invisible thread, their free hands moved in unison to her breasts. Dr. Kingston's fingers were rough against her sensitive skin, nothing like his clinical palpations from earlier. He squeezed and kneaded, his professionalism evaporating as he groped her with undisguised hunger.

Sasha's approach was entirely different—she teased and toyed with Elise's nipple, rolling it between her thumb and forefinger, occasionally giving it a gentle pinch that sent jolts of pleasure-pain straight to Elise's core.

"Oh god," Elise moaned, her back arching off the table as the dual sensations overwhelmed her. Her hand tightened on Dr. Kingston's crotch, feeling him harden further beneath her palm.

"That's it," Sasha encouraged, her fingers increasing their pace inside Elise. "Let go for us. Show us how much you want this."

The pressure was building within her, a tidal wave of sensation threatening to crash over her at any moment. Elise's hips bucked wildly against their hands, all pretence of control abandoned as she chased her release.

"Come for us, Elise" Dr. Kingston commanded, his voice rough with desire. When she met his gaze, she saw his eyes had darkened to near-black, his pupils dilated with lust.

The raw hunger in his voice, combined with the relentless attention of their hands, pushed Elise over the edge. The orgasm crashed through her with an intensity that left her breathless, her body convulsing beneath their touch as waves of pleasure radiated outward from her core.

"That's it," Sasha whispered, her fingers still moving gently inside Elise, drawing out her climax. "So beautiful."

As the tremors began to subside, Elise became aware of Dr. Kingston's hand covering hers where it pressed against his erection. He guided her movements, encouraging her to stroke him through the fabric of his trousers.

"I think," he said, his voice strained with need, "that our examination is not quite complete."

Sasha laughed, a low, musical sound as she slowly withdrew her fingers from Elise. "I agree, Doctor. There's much more… examination to be done." She brought her glistening fingers to her red lips and sucked them clean, her eyes never leaving Elise's. "What do you think, Elise? Are you ready for more?"

Still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, Elise could only nod, her body already responding to the promise in their words. Her hand tightened instinctively around Dr. Kingston's erection, feeling it pulse beneath her touch.

"I've never…" she began, suddenly shy despite what had just happened.

"Never had a thorough examination?" Sasha teased, leaning down to place a soft kiss on Elise's lips. "Don't worry. The doctor and I will take very good care of you."

Dr. Kingston's hand moved to the fastening of his trousers. "Only if you're certain, Elise," he said, his professional concern momentarily resurfacing despite the obvious desire in his eyes. "This is entirely your choice."

Elise looked between them—the handsome doctor with his barely contained passion and the seductive nurse with her knowing smile—and made her decision. She wanted this. Wanted them both. In this sterile examination room that had somehow become the setting for her most forbidden fantasy coming true.

"I'm certain," she said, her voice stronger now, more confident. "Please… I want to be examined."

They both took that as their cue. Sasha's lips returned to Elise's, capturing them in a kiss that held nothing back. The softness of her mouth, the gentle pressure, the taste of mint and something sweeter—it was everything Elise had imagined during those nights at the bar when Sasha had leaned in close, when their faces had been inches apart, when Elise had wanted so badly to close that final gap but fear had held her back.

Now, with Sasha's tongue sliding against her own, those lost opportunities seemed like distant shadows. This was real—the wet heat of Sasha's mouth, the subtle scratch of teeth against her lower lip, the soft moan that vibrated between them.

A new sensation joined the first—Dr. Kingston's mouth closing around her nipple, hot and wet, his tongue circling the sensitive peak. His hand returned between her legs, fingers finding her still-sensitive clit with unerring precision. They were joined by Sasha’s, entering her once more. The dual assault of sensations made Elise gasp into Sasha's mouth.

Pleasure radiated from three distinct points—her lips, her breast, between her legs—overwhelming her brain's ability to process each individually. They blurred together into a symphony of sensation that left her dizzy, breathless.

But something stirred beneath the haze of pleasure—a desire to reciprocate, to give as much as she was receiving. Her left hand moved of its own accord, sliding up Sasha's thigh, feeling the smooth skin above her stocking top, then the rough texture of lace as her fingers ventured higher.

The fabric was soaked through, evidence of Sasha's arousal. Elise's fingers pressed against the wet lace, finding the outline of Sasha's core beneath. A surge of confidence flooded through her at the physical proof that it wasn’t just Dr. Kingston she had affected.

Sasha broke their kiss with a gasp as Elise's fingers began to move in slow, experimental circles. "God, yes," she breathed, her forehead pressed against Elise's. "Just like that."

A rustling sound drew Elise's attention to Dr. Kingston. He had straightened, his hands working at his belt, then his zipper. Fabric whispered against skin as he lowered his trousers and boxers just enough to free himself.

Elise couldn't help but stare. She was no prude, she'd seen plenty of cocks online, but the reality of his aroused body looming large above her was something else entirely. Dr. Kingston—Grant—was fully erect, his length jutting proudly from a nest of dark hair. The skin was looked surprisingly soft, stretched taut over obvious hardness. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip.

Without thinking, Elise reached for him with her free hand. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, marvelling at the contradiction—like velvet over steel, warm and alive in her palm. Grant sucked in a sharp breath at her touch, his eyes fluttering closed for a brief moment.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice rough with need. "Squeeze a little tighter."

Elise complied, tightening her grip slightly as she began to stroke upward. At the same time, her other hand continued its exploration of Sasha, fingers pressing more firmly against the soaked lace of her panties.

The position was awkward—one arm stretched up to touch Grant, the other reaching sideways to Sasha—but Elise barely noticed the strain. Her entire being was focused on the sensations flooding through her and the responses she was drawing from both of them.

Sasha's words from earlier echoed in her mind. I don't have to choose. The truth of that statement became gloriously clear as she touched them both, giving pleasure to a man and a woman simultaneously. The artificial boundaries she'd constructed in her mind—the either/or she'd tortured herself with—dissolved like sugar in hot tea.

"You're a natural," Sasha murmured, her hips rocking subtly against Elise's hand. "But let me make this easier for you." She shifted position, hiking her short white skirt higher, revealing the bright red of the thin barrier of lace—the only thing separating them.

Grant moved too, stepping closer to the examination table, his hand covering Elise's where it gripped him, guiding her movements. "Up and down," he instructed softly. "That's good. Now twist a little at the top—yes, like that."

The simultaneous coaching from both sides might have been overwhelming if not for the intoxicating responses they gave to her touch. Sasha's breathing grew ragged, her pupils dilated until only a thin ring of brown remained. Grant's jaw clenched, the muscles in his neck standing out as he fought to maintain control.

Elise felt powerful in a way she never had before. She, inexperienced and uncertain as she was, could reduce these confident, experienced people to trembling need with just her hands.

"I want to feel you," Sasha whispered, reaching down to push her panties aside. "Skin to skin."

Elise's fingers slid against slick heat, discovering the intricate topography of another woman's body for the first time. Sasha was smooth and wet, her flesh hot against Elise's exploring fingertips.

"Inside," Sasha directed, her voice tight with need. "Please."

Carefully, Elise slid one finger into Sasha's entrance, marvelling at the silky wetness that enveloped her, at the heat that only her own body had provided her fingers before. Sasha clenched around the intrusion, a low moan escaping her red lips.

"More," she demanded, rocking her hips forward.

Elise added a second finger, pushing deeper, feeling Sasha's inner walls grip her fingers. The position was still awkward, her wrist at an uncomfortable angle, but the sounds Sasha made—breathy little moans and gasps—were worth any discomfort.

Meanwhile, her other hand continued to stroke Grant, her movements growing more confident under his guidance. His hand fell away, letting her set her own pace. She experimented with pressure and speed, watching his face for reactions, learning what made his breath catch or his hips thrust.

"You're doing so well," he praised, his voice strained. One of his hands moved to cup her breast, thumb circling her nipple in time with her strokes.

The sensations were overwhelming—the feel of Sasha around her fingers, the weight of Grant in her hand, the pressure of his fingers on her breast, the rhythm of Sasha’s inside her. It was too much and yet somehow not enough.

Sasha leaned down, her lips brushing against Elise's ear. "I want to taste you," she whispered. "Would you like that?"

Before Elise could respond, Grant spoke up. "I think our patient deserves a more thorough examination," he said, his professional tone at odds with the heat in his eyes. "Perhaps an oral assessment?"

Sasha laughed, the sound vibrating against Elise's skin. "I couldn't agree more, Doctor. It’s like you read my mind."

They moved in perfect synchronicity, as if they'd done this before—perhaps they had, Elise realised with a jolt of arousal. Sasha shifted down Elise's body, settling between her spread thighs. Grant moved to the head of the examination table, his erection level with Elise's face.

"You don't have to—" he began, but Elise cut him off by leaning forward, taking him into her mouth as if it were something she’d done a hundred times before.

The taste was unfamiliar—salt and musk and something indefinably male—but it was far from unpleasant. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking experimentally, rewarded by Grant's sharp intake of breath.

"Christ," he groaned, one hand coming to rest gently on the back of her head. "That's—god, yes."

At the same time, Elise felt the first touch of Sasha's tongue against her centre. The warm, wet pressure made her moan around Grant's length, the vibration causing him to tighten his grip in her hair.

Sasha's technique was nothing like the clinical touch of Grant's examination or even the focused pleasure of his fingers earlier. Her tongue danced and swirled, alternating between broad strokes and pinpoint precision, mapping every fold and crease with obvious delight.

"You taste so good," Sasha murmured against her sensitive flesh. "So sweet."

The praise sent a flush of heat through Elise's body. She redoubled her efforts on Grant, taking him deeper, using her hand to stroke what wouldn't fit in her mouth. His hips began to move in small, controlled thrusts, careful not to overwhelm her.

Time seemed to stretch and compress simultaneously. Elise lost herself in the rhythm of giving and receiving pleasure, in the taste of Grant on her tongue and the feel of Sasha's mouth between her thighs. Her second orgasm built more slowly than the first, a gradual tightening deep in her core rather than the sudden crash of before.

When it finally broke over her, it was gentler but somehow deeper, waves of pleasure radiating outward from her centre. She moaned around Grant's length, her thighs tensing around Sasha's head.

"That's it," Sasha encouraged between her tongue’s relentless attention. "Let go for us."

As the aftershocks subsided, Elise became aware of Grant's increasing tension. His breathing had grown ragged, his grip in her hair tightening. She looked up, meeting his eyes as she continued to work him with her mouth and hand.

"I'm close," he warned, his voice strained. "You should—"

"Why don't we swap?" Sasha suggested, pulling away from between Elise's thighs. She wiped her glistening mouth with the back of her hand, her eyes darting to Grant's obvious strain. "Looks like the good doctor needs a moment."

Grant nodded, his breath coming in shallow pants. "Excellent idea."

Before Elise could process what was happening, Grant had withdrawn from her, moving down her body while Sasha stepped back from the examination table. Elise felt a new mouth between her legs—firmer, with the slight scratch of stubble against her inner thighs. The different sensation made her gasp, her back arching off the table.

Sasha didn't waste any time. With surprising grace, she unzipped her short white skirt, letting it pool around her ankles. Her white jacket followed, buttons popping open one by one to reveal the red lace bra Elise had glimpsed earlier. Now she stood above Elise in nothing but her matching red underwear and contrasting white stockings, her skin glowing under the harsh fluorescent lights.

The sight was breathtaking. Elise had been around other women in various states of undress in locker rooms and dormitories, but never like this—never with such deliberate display, never with such obvious intent.

Sasha leaned down and captured Elise's mouth in a deep kiss, her tongue sliding against Elise's, sharing the taste of arousal.

Between her legs, Grant's technique was entirely different from Sasha's. Where she had been playful and teasing, he was methodical and relentless, his tongue finding a rhythm that had Elise's toes curling. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open for his exploration.

Sasha broke the kiss, her eyes dark with desire as she looked down at Elise. "Is this everything you imagined," she whispered, "when we danced?"

Memories flooded Elise's mind—Sasha's body pressed against hers in dimly lit clubs, the brush of lips against her ear, the way her hands had always lingered a moment too long. Those moments had fuelled countless fantasies, but none had come close to the reality of this.

"Everything and more," Elise panted, her hips grinding against Grant's face as another wave of pleasure built within her.

Sasha's smile turned predatory. "And did you ever imagine tasting me?" she asked, her voice low and sultry.

Heat rushed to Elise's cheeks. She had—in those private moments alone in her bed, she had wondered what Sasha would taste like, what sounds she would make. "Yes," she admitted, the word barely audible over the thundering of her heart. "But… I don't know how."

Sasha's laugh was warm and rich. "Learn by doing," she said, climbing onto the examination table and straddling Elise. She moved up her body until one knee was either side of her chest. With one hand, she pulled her red panties aside, revealing herself completely.

Elise stared up at the sight before her—Sasha's perfect, beautiful, bald pussy, glistening with arousal just inches from her face. The intimacy of the moment stole her breath away.

"Ready?" Sasha asked, her voice gentler now, a hint of vulnerability creeping through her confident facade.

"Yes," Elise replied, surprising herself with her eagerness.

Sasha lowered herself, bringing her core to Elise's waiting lips. The first taste was a revelation—tangy and sweet and unmistakably feminine. Elise's tongue darted out hesitantly, exploring the unfamiliar terrain.

Below, Grant continued his relentless attention, his tongue circling her clit with perfect pressure. Elise tried to mimic his movements on Sasha, learning by example as her tongue found the sensitive bud nestled in Sasha's folds.

Sasha's reaction was immediate and gratifying. She moaned, her hands finding purchase on the wall behind the head of the examination table as her hips began to rock against Elise's mouth. "God, that's it," she encouraged, her voice breathy with pleasure. "Just like that."

Elise felt a surge of confidence at Sasha's response. She experimented with pressure and speed, paying attention to what made Sasha's breath catch or her thighs tense. All the while, Grant's mouth worked between her own legs, building her toward another climax.

The position was overwhelming—pinned beneath them both, giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously. Elise lost herself in the rhythm of it, in the taste of Sasha on her tongue and the feel of Grant's mouth against her core.

"Fuck," Sasha gasped, grinding more insistently against Elise's mouth. "You really are a natural. And you always looked so innocent."

The praise sent a thrill through Elise's body. She redoubled her efforts, her hands coming up to grip Sasha's thighs, holding her in place as she explored more boldly with her tongue.

Sasha's movements became more erratic, her breathing shallow and quick. "I'm close," she warned, her voice tight with need. "Don't stop."

Elise had no intention of stopping. She focused on the spot that seemed to draw the strongest reactions, circling Sasha's clit with the flat of her tongue before sucking gently, mimicking what had felt so good when done to her.

The effect was electric. Sasha cried out, her body tensing as she came undone above Elise. She quivered and shook, grinding against Elise's mouth.

The sight of Sasha coming apart, combined with Grant's continued attention between her legs, pushed Elise toward her own edge. Her hips bucked against his mouth as her third orgasm of the day built within her, more powerful than either before it.

"Oh god," she moaned against Sasha, her voice muffled by hot flesh. The vibration seemed to intensify Sasha's pleasure, drawing out her climax as she continued to shake above Elise.

When Sasha finally stilled, she slumped forward against the wall, her chest heaving with exertion. "Holy shit," she breathed, looking down at Elise with something like awe. "Are you sure that was your first time?"

Before Elise could respond, Grant's fingers replaced his mouth, sliding inside her as his thumb circled her clit. The change in sensation made her gasp, her back arching off the table.

"I think our patient is ready for the final part of her examination," he said, his voice rough with need as he stood. His erection jutted proudly from his open trousers, the tip glistening with pre-come.

Sasha's eyes gleamed as she climbed off Elise's chest, moving to kneel beside her on the examination table. "What do you think, Elise?" she asked, her hand trailing down Elise's sweat-slicked body. "Are you ready to be filled by the good doctor?"

Elise looked between them—Grant between her spread legs, his eyes dark with desire, and Sasha beside her, still flushed from her orgasm. The reality of what they were offering—what she was about to experience—made her dizzy with anticipation.

"Yes," she whispered, beyond shame or hesitation now. "Please."

Grant reached for a condom from a drawer beside the examination table, tearing the packet open with his teeth. Sasha's hand replaced his between Elise's legs, keeping her on the edge as they prepared.

"This might hurt a little at first," Grant warned as he rolled the condom down his length. "But I promise, it’ll be worth it."

Sasha leaned down to kiss Elise deeply, her tongue sliding against Elise's in a dance that was becoming familiar. "I'll help you through it," she murmured against Elise's lips. "Just relax."

Elise nodded, her heart racing with equal parts nervousness and excitement. She had imagined her first time a hundred different ways, but never like this—never in a doctor's office, never with two people at once. Yet somehow, it felt right.

Grant positioned himself at her entrance, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her. "Ready?" he asked, his voice gentle despite the tension evident in every line of his body.

"Ready," Elise confirmed, her voice steadier than she felt.

With a gentle push forward, Grant entered her. Elise gasped at the pressure, the unfamiliar stretching sensation both strange and wonderful. He moved with exquisite care, advancing by millimetres, giving her body time to adjust to his size.

"That's it," Sasha whispered, her fingers finding Elise's and intertwining them tightly once more. "Breathe through it."

Elise squeezed Sasha's hand, grateful for the anchor as Grant filled her completely. The initial discomfort faded quickly, replaced by a delicious fullness that made her feel both vulnerable and powerful.

Grant began to move, each slow thrust sending waves of pleasure radiating through her body. "Okay?" he murmured, his dark eyes searching her face.

"More than okay," Elise breathed, her hips rising to meet his movements. It surprised her how natural it felt, how her body knew instinctively what to do even as her mind marvelled at the newness of it all.

Sasha's stroked the back of Elise's hand with her thumb as she watched them with hungry eyes. Then, with a smile that held both wickedness and tenderness, she released Elise's fingers and stepped back from the examination table.

"I want you to see all of me," Sasha announced, reaching behind her back to unclasp her red lace bra.

Elise couldn't tear her eyes away as Sasha revealed herself completely. The bra fell away, exposing perfect breasts tipped with dusky pink nipples, stiff with arousal. Sasha hooked her thumbs into her matching panties and slid them down her legs in one fluid motion, stepping out of them while leaving her white stockings in place.

The visual contrast struck Elise forcefully—Grant still mostly clothed, his white coat open, trousers pushed down just enough, his powerful body driving into her with controlled strength; and Sasha, all soft curves and smooth skin, a study in feminine beauty. The fact that both of these gorgeous people wanted her, plain Elise with her mismatched underwear and nervous habits, seemed impossible yet… undeniable.

Sasha approached the table again, leaning over Elise with a predatory grace, one breast tantalisingly close to Elise's face.

"Taste me," Sasha invited, lowering herself until her nipple brushed against Elise's lips.

Elise opened her mouth eagerly, drawing the sensitive peak between her lips. Sasha's soft moan of approval sent a thrill through her as she sucked and licked, learning the texture and taste of another woman's breast. At the same time, Sasha bent to take Elise's nipple into her own mouth, creating a circuit of pleasure between them.

Grant's rhythm never faltered, his thrusts becoming deeper, more confident as Elise's body opened to him completely. The combination of sensations—his hardness inside her, Sasha's soft breast in her mouth, Sasha's lips and tongue on her—was overwhelming in the best possible way.

After several minutes of this exquisite torture, Sasha pulled back slightly, her eyes dark with desire. "How do you want to finish this, Elise?" she asked, her voice husky. "It's all about you today."

Elise didn't hesitate. The words tumbled from her lips before she could second-guess them. "I want you on top of me again. Like before."

Sasha's smile was radiant. "Your wish is my command."

With a graceful movement, Sasha climbed onto the examination table, carefully positioning herself above Elise. She straddled her low on Elise's torso, just in front Grant, her naked body gloriously on display for both of them.

Sasha turned, reaching back to cup Grant’s face with one hand and kissed him deeply. The sight of them together—Sasha's naked body, Grant's hands rising to grasp her breasts as his tongue tangled with hers—sent another surge of heat through Elise's body.

When they broke apart, Sasha lowered herself until she was face to face with Elise. She kissed her way down Elise's neck, across her collarbone, taking her time with each breast before capturing Elise's mouth again. At the same time, Grant continued to thrust into her, his hands having returned to her hips, steadying, possessive.

The intertwined nature of their connection struck Elise powerfully. This wasn't just sex; it was something more complex and beautiful—three bodies moving together in perfect harmony, giving and taking pleasure in equal measure. She'd never felt so connected to another person, let alone two at once.

As Grant continued his steady rhythm, Elise felt one hand leave her hip. A moment later, Sasha gasped against her mouth. Elise realised Grant was now touching Sasha as well, his fingers finding her centre from behind. The knowledge that he was pleasuring both of them simultaneously made Elise's inner walls clench around him.

"God, yes," Sasha moaned, breaking their kiss to arch her back.

A sharp crack echoed in the room, followed by Sasha's delighted yelp. Elise's eyes widened as she realised Grant had just spanked Sasha. The casual dominance of the gesture playing out above her sent another pulse of arousal through Elise.

Sasha lowered herself again, her lips finding Elise's, her hands cupping her breasts. They moved together in a dance of pleasure, Grant's thrusts setting the tempo. Elise's hands roamed Sasha's body, learning its curves and planes, the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips.

A strange intimacy bloomed between them. Despite the circumstances being so far from normal, Elise felt a connection with her that transcended the physical. Perhaps it was the vulnerability they shared, or the way Sasha had guided her through this experience with such care.

Their moans mingled as they kissed, the pleasure building in both of them. Grant's movements became more urgent, his breathing ragged as he worked them both toward climax—Elise with his cock, Sasha with his fingers.

"I'm close," Sasha whispered against Elise's lips. "Come with me."

The tension coiled tighter in Elise's core, a spring wound to breaking point. She felt Sasha begin to tremble above her, felt her own body responding in kind. Grant's fingers moved faster on Sasha while his thrusts into Elise became deeper, harder.

The wave broke over them simultaneously. Elise cried out as pleasure crashed through her body, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around Grant. Sasha shuddered above her, her face transformed by ecstasy as she reached her own peak.

Grant followed a moment later, his hips jerking forward as he drove himself deep inside Elise. Even through the condom, she could feel the heat of his release, the pulsing of his cock as he emptied himself.

For a long moment, they remained frozen in tableau—Grant bent over them both, Sasha collapsed on Elise's chest, all three breathing heavily, all three slicked with sweat. Then, with careful movements, they disentangled themselves. Grant withdrew gently, discretely disposing of the condom in a nearby bin. Sasha rolled to Elise's side, one arm draped across her stomach.

They lay together in contented silence, their breathing gradually slowing. Sasha propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at Elise with surprising tenderness. She leaned forward, placing a soft kiss on Elise's lips—not passionate like before, but affectionate, almost sweet.

"That," Sasha said, "was the best damn check-up I've ever been part of."

Grant laughed, the sound warm and surprisingly boyish. "I think we've thoroughly covered all aspects of physical wellness today."

Elise couldn't help but smile, a giddy happiness bubbling up inside her. Her body ached pleasantly, small twinges and tender spots reminding her of everything they'd done. She should have felt embarrassed, or ashamed, or at the very least awkward. Instead, she felt… fulfilled. Complete in a way she hadn't known was possible.

"So," Sasha said, tracing lazy patterns on Elise's stomach, "same time next year for your annual check-up?"

Grant cleared his throat, his professional demeanour attempting to reassert itself even as his eyes remained warm with lingering desire. "Actually, I'd recommend more frequent visits. For… preventative care."

"Preventative care," Sasha repeated with a smirk. "Is that what the kids are calling it these days?"

Elise laughed, the sound surprising her with its freedom. "I think I could be persuaded to take my health more seriously."

Sasha's smile turned sly. "You know, you should probably finally ask me for my number. For medical follow-up purposes, of course."

"Of course," Elise agreed, her heart lightening at the thought that this wouldn't be a one-time encounter.

As they began to dress, exchanging shy glances and lingering touches, Elise marvelled at the strange turn her day had taken. She'd walked into this clinic nervous about a routine examination, and was leaving with... what, exactly? Two lovers? Friends with benefits? Whatever label might eventually apply, she knew one thing for certain. Her confusion about what—or who—she wanted had finally been resolved.

She didn't have to choose. And for the first time in her life, that felt like the most natural thing in the world.
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