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Reader Advisory: These stores are for mature
audiences only and feature intensely erotic situations, medical
exams, handsome older doctors and fertile younger patients,
multiple partners and rough group sex, dominance and
submissiveness. All characters are 18 or older.









The moment these handsome, alpha
doctors lay eyes on their
nubile young patient, they know exactly what they want
and exactly how to get it. But that doesn't mean it's going to be
quick and easy, as these innocent young
women are sure to find
out. 


It's only after they've felt all the
hot thrills and all the taboo humiliations of being probed, spread,
explored, and displayed that these aggressive and well-hung doctors
are going to fill them hard, fast, and to their limit.









Preview

I peaked up between my spread legs to see four men
filing into the room. They were all much younger than Dr. Nelson,
probably not more than 25, and they all fell silent as they turned
to see me, the naked, flushed girl spread open for them on the exam
table.

"Alright, is everybody here? That's all four of you?
Good. This won't be a long demonstration, but I just want you all
to be familiar with something you'll encounter from time to time
when working with female patients, particularly younger ones like
Miss Essex here. Gather around. Can everybody see?"

There was a shuffling of feet and then a general
murmuring.

I closed my eyes again, the feeling of being on
display was sudden and unwelcome now as I lay there at my most
vulnerable, my head clouded and my body hot and throbbing.

"You will all notice this young lady is quite
excited. Does everyone see? She's become increasingly aroused over
the course of a simple physical exam." I felt his hand on my inner
thigh again, indicating my wet pussy to the newcomers.

"This is something that can happen from time to time,
particularly in the sexually frustrated or inexperienced. Are you
sexually inexperienced, Katie?"

I screwed my eyes shut and tried to focus on the
question. "I - what, doctor?"

His finger brushed my folds, almost teasingly. "Are
you a virgin?"

"Oh," I moaned. "Yes. I'm - yes."

"Not surprising," he said. "This is a particularly
extreme case, which is why I wanted to be sure you were all
familiar with the situation. The swelling and wetness can appear to
indicate other conditions that are simply explained by a patient's
intense arousal.
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The Public
Exam






"Nah, let's not," Lindsey was saying. "The Blue Room
is so expensive."

It was a beautiful Saturday morning and the three of
us, Lindsey, Caitlyn, and I, were walking by the student health
center trying to decide on a lunch place.

"If you're short on cash maybe you could do a few
rounds of that," Caitlyn joked, pointing past her to a bulletin
board.

"Do what?" Lindsey asked, uncomprehending.

"Be a medical dummy." Caitlyn pointed to a bright
orange flyer posted on the board. "Look right there, it says it
pays $30 an hour."

"$30 an hour?" I repeated. "Seriously? Why isn't that
something people do?"

Caitlyn laughed. "You can't be serious. You'd take
$30 to let med students strip you down and poke and prod you, with
the rest of the class watching? Raise it to a million and maybe I'd
think about it."

"That's not what they do," I scoffed.

"Oh yeah? My sister's friend's brother went through
med school. He used to tell me stories."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I waved her off. "Like he wasn't
saying just about anything to get in your panties."

"I heard the same things, Megan," Lindsey joined in.
"Who knows what they do to people dumb enough to sign up for
that."

"You two don't have a clue. That's not how those
things work. Those places are respectable medical schools. You just
go in and let them take your blood pressure and things like
that."

"If you're so smart why don't you do it, then?"
Lindsey countered, one eyebrow raised.

"Maybe I will," I retorted. "I wouldn't mind an easy
thirty bucks. And I'm so sure you're wrong, if I have to take even
one single piece of clothing off, I'll buy you both dinner."

"Yeah, right. Like you'll actually go through with
it," they laughed.

"You don't think I will? I'll call that number right
now."

 


That was how I found myself sitting in a waiting room
the following Monday afternoon. The Med School was a big glass
building a few blocks down from the Econ building, so it wasn't
hard to get there after my 2 o'clock class let out.

By then I was starting to have a few doubts about
what I had gotten myself into, but that's just what happens when
you make a hasty decision and then have to spend 3 days waiting to
see what the consequences would be. I was still 95% sure that this
was going to be the easiest thirty bucks I'd ever made. Lindsey and
Caitlyn still believed every silly rumor they'd heard since 6th
grade. I mean, we were college freshmen now, shouldn't we be a
little less gullible by now?

"Megan Lipsky?"

I looked up to see a small blonde woman with a
clipboard looking out into the waiting area from the hallway.

"Yeah, that's me," I said, waving at her and starting
to get up.

"Okay, come along with me. You're going to be working
with Group A. When you're finished, come back here to the main desk
and we'll sign your check."

"Alright, thanks," I said, following her down the
corridor.

She led me down, past a long series of doors, until
stopping and opening one for me. It led into a large,
high-ceilinged room, maybe thirty or forty feet across, with
several medical exam tables spaced out in a row and a desk in the
back.

"You'll be in here," she said. "Hop into one of the
gowns on the table. The group should be coming along soon."

"I need to change into a gown?" I asked, taken
aback.

"Of course. It shouldn't be long, so step right
along, miss. We try to keep things efficient here. These classes
keep a very tight schedule."

She ushered me inside and then closed the door behind
her with a cold click.

I turned back to the room with what probably would
have been a pretty funny-looking expression on my face, if I'd been
in a mood to laugh. The whole thing hadn't even started yet and
already I'd lost my bet?

But was changing from one outfit into another really
the same thing as taking off my clothes? I mean, I'd be just as
dressed with the gown on as I was in my skirt and halter-top,
wouldn't I?

But it was hard to keep that attitude as I started to
change. Even having kept my panties and bra on, the medical gown
felt like it was much too thin and much too short. It was like
wearing a sheet of paper, and there was going to be a group of med
students coming in here any minute. I looked down at myself in
consternation. This might end up being more than I bargained for,
but was that the end of the world? It was still thirty bucks. What
did I care if they wanted to put a stethoscope on my chest or ... I
didn't know, hit my knee with one of those little rubber hammers.
The medical gown was probably just a formality. They were training
to be doctors, after all, and doctors were supposed to look at the
human body as just an interesting science object or something.

It was only another minute into my slightly worried
internal monologue when the door to the large room clicked open
again.

I turned to see a group of people filing in. There
were about ten, and they all looked like they were maybe 25 to 30.
I felt myself blush slightly as my eyes passed over a couple of
very cute guys maybe a little bit closer to my age. At least I had
taken the precaution of wearing my cutest panties, if worst came to
worst.

A slightly older man appeared behind them, ushering
them in. He looked like he was in his late thirties, with just a
hint of salt and pepper in his stubble contrasting with his short,
dark hair. His face was strong and he moved through the others with
the easy authority that left no doubt he was the man in charge.

"Alright, everybody, let's form a nice orderly circle
here. I know you're all excited for your first live patient, but
try to keep our recent lessons in mind. " He turned to me, smiling.
"And who might our patient be today, miss?"

I took a small, involuntary step back against the
nearest exam table as eleven sets of eyes settled on me.

"Ah, I'm Megan Lipsky," I answered in a voice that
felt very light and weak after his strong baritone. "I'm an
undergrad here."

"And your age, Megan?"

"Nineteen."

"Well, thank you for joining us today," he said,
smiling encouragingly. "I'm Dr. Loyola, and we appreciate you
volunteering to be a practice patient for us today." He turned to
the class. "You should all have taken a copy of Miss Lipsky's
medical chart with your packets. Does anyone see anything in the
chart that we should ask her before a standard physical? Any
sources of concern?"

There was the sound of rustling paper as everybody
looked down at the clipboards in their hands.

One hand went up in the back.

"Yes," Dr. Loyola said, nodding in their
direction.

"She said she suffered from frequent anxiety last
visit," a man's voice observed. "We should ask her if she's still
having trouble with that."

"Good. It's important to monitor that sort of thing.
Patients won't always bring chronic health issues up after a first
time. So, Megan, are you still struggling with that problem?"

I blushed a little. I hadn't expected this to be
personal. Those were my real medical records. I thought I was going
to be an actor or something. "Ah, it's gotten a lot better,
actually," I said.

The doctor nodded in satisfaction. "I'm very glad to
hear that. If it starts to become a problem again, please do bring
it up with your regular physician or a school counselor. There are
many ways to get help and it's a common problem in people your
age." He turned back to the class. "Anything else?"

After a long silence, a guy in the front put his hand
up. Dr. Loyala pointed and nodded. "Go ahead, Christian."

He cleared his throat. "By nineteen she should have a
regular gynecologist. It doesn't say anything here about her ever
having been seen by one."

Dr. Loyala peered down at his own copy, nodding.
"Good catch," he complimented. "That's likely an omission in the
record, but it's good to double check. Who is your gynecologist,
Megan?"

"Ah," I stammered, very unenthusiastic that this was
suddenly a topic of conversation. "I don't have one."

He looked at me in surprise. "You've never been seen
by one?"

I shook my head, my blush deepening. Did we really
have to talk about this now? I was just uncomfortable with the idea
of getting put in a big stirrup contraption and having a stranger
stick things up inside me. Was that so strange?

Of all the ways for me to get chided for that little
bit of timid negligence, this was much worse than anything I had
ever worried about. They were all looking at me. My face reddened
further.

"Well, that's certainly something that needed
bringing up, then," Dr. Loyola said. "Thank you, Christian. We
should be able to do some remedial work on that score after the
initial physical. Does anyone have anything else?"

He looked around, but no one was putting out any
answers.

"Alright, then. We'll get started. Would anyone like
to take her pulse and blood pressure?"

One of the cute guys I had first noticed when they
all came in raised his hand. My stomach bunched up in an excited
but self-conscious knot.

"Yes, Michael, why don't you show us how it's done,"
Dr. Loyola called on him. "Come on up and introduce yourself to
your patient. The very first job of any physician is to establish
trust with his or her patient. The doctor patient relationship
can't be emphasized enough."

I watched shyly as Michael made his way forward. He
had a good, strong face with short brown hair and light blue eyes.
He was also really well-built, with thick shoulders and chest. I
tried not to ogle too obviously as he came up beside me, but it was
certainly an unwelcome little reminder how long it had really been
since I was last on a date.

"Hi, Megan," he introduced himself. "I'm Michael. I'm
going to take your blood pressure, if that's alright."

I nodded mutely, trying to smile naturally and
subconsciously putting up a hand to toy with a lock of my hair.

"Why don't you scoot on up on that table for me," he
said, indicating the exam table behind me. "This might feel tight,
but that's normal. Let me know if it starts to hurt."

I lifted myself up onto the table obligingly and held
out my arm for him.

Dr. Loyola handed him an armband and pump, and
Michael leaned forward to strap it around my right arm, just above
the elbow. The touch of his fingers sent little thrills up my arm
and set my heart racing. The faint scent of his strong, masculine
body was infusing the air I was breathing in as I tried to appear
calm. His forearm brushed my breast and a hot, eager feeling filled
my chest. Immediately, there was a wet release deep inside in me.
Fuck, I thought, closing my eyes for a moment. This would be bad
enough if it were just me and him, but instead I had another ten
pairs of eyes watching me as I fought not to get turned on by a
cute older guy taking my blood pressure.

He stepped back and filled the armband with the pump
in his hand. It got tighter and tighter until it felt like my arm
was going to pop. He bent forward and examined the number and
scribbled it down.

"Hmm," Dr. Loyola said, peering over his shoulder,
"that seems a bit elevated. That's why we always take the pulse
with the blood pressure. An elevated heartbeat can make it look
like a healthy patient has an unhealthy blood pressure."

Michael released the armband and set it down next to
me. He pulled out a watch and put his hand out to my throat. After
a very confused moment, I realized he was taking my pulse and
lifted my head obligingly to give him better access. His fingers
were rough and firm pressing against my soft, trembling throat.

I struggled to stay as still as possible, obedient to
what he needed me to do even as my body throbbed in disobedient
excitement beneath his touch. I stared openly at his expression of
concentration as he felt the pounding of my heart beneath his
finger. Calm down, I told myself, but my heart only beat faster and
faster. It was like my body was trying to hold his attention,
communicate to him the last thing in the world I wanted him to know
...

After what felt like an hour, he took his hand away.
"I timed it at 135," he said a little uncertainly. "Are you
alright, Megan?"

"Ah, yes," I said in a sort of strained voice.
"Sorry. I guess I'm just a little nervous."

He put a comforting hand on my arm, accomplishing
exactly the opposite of calming me down. "Don't be. Everything's
going to be just fine, okay?"

I nodded.

"Should I be worried, Dr. Loyola?" Michael asked,
turning to his instructor.

Dr. Loyola was looking at me with an expression of
amused recognition, obviously more perceptive than his student.
"I'd say we can move along, Michael. I think you're just having a
bit of an effect on the young lady."

A couple titters went through the group of students
and my cheeks felt like they were going to burn off.

"Now, who can remember the next item on the standard
physical protocol?" he asked the class.

"Examine her posture and make sure her body looks
well-aligned," a voice said from the back.

"Correct," Dr. Loyola agreed. "Michael, since you
seem to have such a good rapport with our young patient, why don't
you continue with her?"

"Alright," Michael agreed, and then turned to me.
"Would you stand up for me, Megan," he said. Maybe it was my
imagination, but his look seemed a little more speculative, even
appreciative, since Dr. Loyola had pointed out the effect he was
having on me.

I lowered myself off the table and stood straight for
him, my arms at my sides.

"Alright, now Michael, you want to run your arms down
the major forms of her body, make sure everything feels straight,
nothing strained or out of place," Dr. Loyola advised.

Michael stepped beside me and placed his hands on my
shoulders. His palms and fingers kneaded at my tense muscles,
feeling at me. Slowly he worked his way down my back, pressing at
my spin and sides before moving to my hips and down my thighs and
calves.

"You also want to take this opportunity to observe
the general body condition of your patient," Dr. Loyola was telling
the class. "Anything significantly out of the ordinary is possible
cause for concern. Ms. Lipsky here has a prototypical build for a
young woman of her age. You can see her hips and chest are ample
but continuing to fill out. Her buttocks is taught. All around she
is a very healthy specimen."

I closed my eyes, trying to ignore the strange,
slightly exciting experience of having my body evaluated by a room
full of curious, probing eyes.

"Having completed the initial overview, now would be
a good time to revisit Christian's observation from earlier.
Because she has not visited a gynecologist, there are aspects of
her health that we have to be sure to evaluate before we can
consider her healthy. Michael, would you remove her gown,
please?"

I did a double take at the doctor's words, but no one
else in the room seemed to be surprised. What was going on?

It took all my will-power to stay calm and compliant
as Michael reached down to the hem of my gown and lifted it over my
head. Every instinct in my body was screaming at me to hold onto
the scrap of covering, thin and incomplete as it was. But I closed
my eyes and let him undress me, holding my arms up obligingly as he
slid it away from me.

"First things first," Dr. Loyola went on, "no
sexually developed woman is too young to be screened for breast
cancer. Michael, you'll want to remove the patient's bra
first."

My eyes flew open and again I stared at the doctor in
sudden, silent protest. This was going so much beyond what I
thought I had signed up for.

Michael's hands circled my torso and unclipped my
bra. My breasts breathed outward, the cups falling away to expose
them to the room. Cool air played across the suddenly bared skin
and I felt my nipples stiffen a bit in the chill. I tried to find
somewhere to look that didn't make me painfully aware of the room
full of people currently staring at my naked chest, or the hot guy
next to me who had just undressed me so matter-of-factly.

"You want to begin by gently cupping each breast in
your palm," Dr. Loyola instructed.

Much as I fought it, a light gasp escaped my lips as
Michael's hands came up to hold my naked tits. It - it felt good.
It felt much too good. I screwed my eyes shut, trying not to think
about how wet I was or what was happening.

"Now in slow, methodic circles, you want to massage
each breast, checking to make sure they're uniformly firm. Young,
medium-sized breasts like Ms. Lipsky's should be soft but not
overly so. Do you feel the soft shape as you press against
them?"

His touch felt incredible. Every little movement was
magnified. I could feel my stiff nipples pushing out into his
palms. What was happening? Why did this feel so good?

Before I could stop myself, I was moaning softly.

The hands went away. My eyes flew open. I remembered
where I was.

"Oh," I exclaimed, mortified.

"Don't be surprised if you occasionally have patients
who are aroused by the exam," Dr. Loyola was saying. "Ms. Lipsky's
response is a perfectly common and healthy sexual response for a
young woman her age. Did you feel any lumps or cause for concern,
Michael?"

"No," Michael reported. "Everything felt very
healthy."

"Good. Did everyone see how Michael did that?"

The class nodded.

"This is very important, so if you can't see, be sure
to speak up or move somewhere you can. Now, why don't you have your
patient hop back up on the table and we can all talk about the
basics of a pelvic exam. I realize this won't be something most of
you will be dealing with in your day to day practices, but it's
important to have a grasp of the material. So, Michael, prepare
your patient, please."

I looked back from Dr. Loyola to Michael, overwhelmed
by what was happening. Did he mean ... was I going to be ...

Michael's hands went to the waistband of my panties.
By now I was too shocked to even feel the instinct to stop him. I
offered no resistance as he slid my last piece of damp, skimpy
covering down my thighs and let them fall to my ankles. He helped
me sit back up on the exam table that was now cool and stiff
beneath my exposed flesh.

He guided me to lie back and then spread my legs and
raised my knees, so that I was lying naked with my bare and
extremely wet pussy and ass facing the room full of strangers. God,
it felt violating and horrifying and yet somehow thrilling. I felt
the thrill of being displayed - against my will and yet somehow all
the more arousing because of that. Here I was, being presented to
them, naked and horny.

"The class will note the wetness of the patient.
Arousal results in engorged sexual organs, particularly the lips
and clitoris. It's important to differentiate between temporary
arousal and permanent physical changes that could indicate hormonal
warning signs. In this case, we just happen to have one healthy but
very horny and turned on young woman, so keep that in mind as you
assess her."

By this point, I was past the point of mortification,
and began, in spite of myself, to embrace the humiliating spectacle
I had been turned into. There was something so wrong and dirty and
shameful about what was happening that it was almost impossible not
to give in to it.

I closed my eyes, imagining myself displayed before
them as they must be seeing me, nothing but spread thighs and wet
pussy with a pair of breasts emerging over the top – nothing but a
body for them to feast on. I listened as Dr. Loyola instructed his
student on the proper way of feeling inside my pussy, describing
the most private, intimate parts of me for the class.

I didn't even fight to control the moan that burst
from my lips as Michael's finger first penetrated me. It felt good;
there was no way to fight it. It felt deliciously, terribly,
unbelievably good. I pushed my hips out into his wrist, forcing his
finger deeper inside me.

A warmth was spreading through me. Something hot and
exciting was building. It started faint and distant, but my body
clenched at it. It grew and grew, until its potential was
undeniable. It was right there, and Michael's finger was inside me
and everyone was watching and it would be so, so wrong ... and it
happened. The orgasm ripped through me, as powerful as any I had
ever had. I contorted on the exam table, arching my back up and
clenching my fists against the cold rubber. God it felt incredible.
"Oh fuck!" I yelled. "Fuck!"

The physical ecstasy was like a flood pouring through
me. It filled every tiny little piece of me until I felt like I
would burst, and stayed like that for a breathless eternity.
Slowly, blissfully slowly, the intensity lessened. Someone was
talking but I didn't care to listen. Everything felt warm and good
and light. I opened my eyes and looked up at the ceiling. That had
felt better than I had ever imagined anything could feel.

I began to notice the room was very quiet - much
quieter than it had been. Still drifting in a warm haze, I propped
my head up and looked at the room. To my puzzlement, I had looked
up just in time to see the door closing.

But the room wasn't empty. Three people were still
here. Michael was one of them, and Dr. Loyola, too. I looked at him
in confusion. The third was one of the other cute guys from the
class. But where was everyone else going?

"I've asked the rest of the class to take a break,
Megan," Dr. Loyola explained as my eyes fell on him.

"I'm sorry, doctor," I said, "I-"

"Hush," he said. "I imagine it's hard to be a good
patient when you're so distracted."

I nodded, torn between gratitude, confusion, and
embarrassment.

Dr. Loyola walked up beside me. "Well, we have two
options. We could send you back out front and tell them that,
through no fault of your own, you proved unsuitable for our
requirements. We'd have to find a replacement, and continue our
lesson with a girl with a bit more self-control."

I swallowed the lump in my throat, quite aware that I
had just been called a slut and even more aware of how well I
seemed to fit that label just now. "Or?" I prompted.

"Or," he said, putting a hand against my shoulder and
pressing me back slightly against the exam table, "we take a moment
to quiet that distracting little need in you and get you back in
the right mindset to be a nice, docile patient for the rest of our
lesson."

I nodded, looking from one to the other, unsure I was
understanding him right.

"You want to be a good girl for us, don't you?" he
asked.

I nodded, the warm afterglow of orgasm keeping me in
an agreeable mood. And there was a chance, just a chance, that he
meant ...

"Ask to suck Michael's cock, then," Dr. Loyola said.
"Maybe he'll let you."

I looked from one to the other, convinced I had heard
him wrong. This was all so ... wrong. So terribly, irresistibly
wrong. Every rational part of me was screaming to say no, that this
was bad, that this was just supposed to be a medical exam and I
didn't know these men. But ... if I said yes, just one, quiet
little yes, it would all happen. There were three extremely hot men
standing around my naked body. I put a hand down and rubbed at my
dripping pussy. After an instant, the decision was easy.

"Can I ... can I suck your cock, Michael?" I asked.
"Please?"

He cast a slow, deliberate gaze over my nude body
stretched out in front of him and glistening with juices his touch
had aroused in me. Then, with a gesture, he invited me down and on
the ground in front of him.

I slid off the table and sank to my knees in front of
him. My timid movements became more sure as he let me unbuckle his
belt and slide my hand into his underwear. My fingers felt a thick,
hot shape that was already stiffening.

I pulled his cock out, sliding his underwear down his
thighs, and kissed the tip. The smell of his groin overwhelmed me.
God, this was intoxicating. How could this be happening?

Slowly at first, I took him into my mouth. With a
couple exploratory licks I brought him to full erectness, feeling
the rush of hot blood as he swelled between my lips.

I began to slide up and down, sucking and tonguing at
him gently, and he let me work for a few moments. As I began to
effect him, his hand came down and gripped my hair. Soon he was
holding my head in place as he thrust into my mouth, his thick cock
pushing deep into me until could barely breathe around him.

He moved rhythmically faster. I could taste the
slight saltiness of pre-come. I gripped his thighs in my hands and
felt his tense muscles.

"Save yourself for her pussy," I heard Dr. Loyola
say, and then Michael's grip was pulling me off his cock and
pushing me back to sit on the ground. I looked up at him,
expectant.

I sucked the other two as well, each time being
stopped before I could make them come. By now I was whimpering
slightly, desperate to have one of them inside me. I had never been
this wet in my life. It was torture, to have those cocks in my
mouth, know that they would be inside me, and yet be held back.

Finally, Michael and the other student lifted me back
onto the table and turned me onto my stomach. I moaned quietly,
knowing by now that they wouldn't be rushed - that they enjoyed
seeing me squirm and beg for their cocks.

I didn't see who entered me first. Each of the three
were big, and the cock that pushed into me certainly was. I closed
my eyes with a long, desperate gasp. "Fuck," I moaned. "Thank you.
Fuck me, thank you."

The man behind me obliged, reaching out and grabbing
a tit as he started to drive into me. God it felt good. I had
needed this for so, so long.

In almost no time I had orgasmed again. This one was
a much deeper, all-encompassing flood of ecstasy that left me
floating in bliss, only half paying attention to the wonderful
sensations as I continued to get pounded. I felt him tense and then
shoot his come deep into me, almost orgasming again as my body
clutched and clenched gratefully around his spasming cock. God, why
did it feel so, so good to be used like this?

The next one followed and this time I did orgasm as
he came inside me, yelling in helpless gratitude as he pumped me
full of his hot seed. The third lasted the longest and by the time
he came I was little more than an exhausted puddle, relishing the
lingering glow of sexual ecstasy and savoring the soreness of my
rough treatment.

I was barely aware of what was happening as they
cleaned me up and rolled me over. I heard the door open and the
class return, but I was now completely ambivalent to their
presence. I was in my own little grateful world.

I only jolted to alertness once, as Dr. Loyola
demonstrated how to take a rectal temperature. He held my legs up
in the air and had started to insert the lubricated probe before I
even realized what was happening, but the strange and unexpected
sensation was oddly enjoyable, and Dr. Loyola had to pinch me to
keep me from moaning softly to myself.

After what must have been another half hour or so,
the lesson ended. The class departed. In a daze, I dressed myself
and went back out to get my signed check.

"How often can a person volunteer here?" I asked the
nurse.

"We do hands-on lessons four times a semester," she
told me. "Here's how to get on our mailing list."

In the end, I did buy my friend's dinner, but as to
the details of how I had lost the bet, I decided they didn't really
need to know.









Bared for the
Doctor






Sarah and I were doing our grocery shopping together
on a Sunday afternoon. We weren't the kind of roommates who spend
all their time together, but grocery shopping was our little joint
ritual. Most people hate going to the store, but we both kind of
enjoyed it. It was just fun to people watch, and you could joke
about what you would eat every day if you won the lottery and you
couldn't get fat. Maybe it was weird, but it was our little
thing.

"What would you even do with a banana that size?"
Sarah asked.

"That's not a banana, that's a plantain," I told her.
"You fry them."

"Fried banana?" She scrunched up her face. "No
thanks."

I shrugged. "I hear they're pretty -" But I fell
quiet as she elbowed me in the ribs and made a discreet motion over
across the produce section. I followed the direction of her nudge
and caught sight of what had distracted her. My, my, a definite
hotty of the day candidate had just made his appearance.

"Would you look at that jawline. He's a God damn
statue."

I was looking, and not just there. My eyes ran over
his broad shoulders and full chest. He was wearing a t-shirt that
showed off thick, well-shaped arms. His hair was light brown,
almost chestnut, and cut relatively short. We both stopped and
watched him with unconcealed admiration as he picked several apples
out of the bin and placed them in his basket.

"How old do you think he is?" I asked Sarah.

"I don't know, maybe 28, 29."

"No way, look at the way he's dressed. Those are
designer."

"Young guys can't be rich?"

But we fell silent as he looked up and seemed to
catch us staring. Slightly embarrassed, we beat a hasty retreat to
the wall of lettuce and carrots, both of us trying to stay
disciplined and not peak to see if he was watching us. Isn't it
funny how two grown women in their mid-twenties can turn right back
into middle schoolers when an attractive man walks by? We pretended
to be very interested in the produce in front of us, trying not to
giggle about being caught looking.

"You know, I never know how to pick a good radish," a
rich, baritone voice said from our left.

I jerked around with a little start. Our hotty of the
day candidate was poking through the rows of root vegetables,
smiling easily as he glanced over at us. My stomach gave a little
flip as I gaped at him, but only for half a second. I recovered
quickly.

"There's no such thing," I piped up, as Sarah elbowed
me in the ribs again.

He turned to look at me, eyebrow raised. "Not a
radish girl, hmm?" God, that voice. And that smile. I fought to
suppress the warm, eager feeling threatening to turn me into a
puddle from the inside out.

I put on a dramatic air. "I'm many things, but a
radish girl I certainly am not."

He laughed, warm and deep, and I instantly felt
better about my day. "You certainly seem to be studying them pretty
carefully."

I looked down and noticed he was right. We had been
pretending to look through the radishes. "Keep your enemies close,"
I intoned solemnly.

He nodded sagely, a smile twitching on his lips.
"Wise words."

"Are we in your way?"

"No, not at all. I'm just here to pick through the
carrots."

"Oh, that's alright, then. I don't mind making
friends with carrot eaters. It's just the radishes I object
to."

He inclined his head in mocking good humor. "You're
too kind, miss ..."

"Warner," Sarah piped up. "Her name's Michelle
Warner."

"I see," he said. "Well, Michelle, I'm always glad to
meet people who approve of my dietary choices. There's a nurse at
my practice who has similar prejudices, I'm sorry to say, and I do
hear about it."

"Practice?" I repeated.

"Medical," he said, making an off-hand sort of
gesture. "In the city."

I winced as I received another strong nudge in the
ribs from Sarah's general direction. "What sort of - OH!"

My question broke off abruptly as the produce misters
turned on above us, releasing a deluge of water droplets. It stung
cold and wet as it drenched us pretty thoroughly before we could
leap out of the way.

I looked over to see our stranger laughing deeply as
he wiped droplets from his cheek. Sarah and I had got the worst of
it, but he hadn't escaped completely unscathed either.

My dress was clinging thinly to my body as I looked
down at myself. I tugged at it in momentary embarrassment at how
revealing the flimsy cloth had suddenly become. I looked up to see
him surveying my predicament, an amused smile still on his face,
but overall the look didn't seem entirely unappreciative either. He
wasn't missing a detail.

"Well," he said, his smile still broad, "I think
that's my cue." He reached into a pocket and produced a small card.
"If you ever need anything in my particular area of expertise, give
me a call. You two ladies have a wonderful day."

I smiled dumbly at him as I took the card. "Yeah,
it's very nice to meet you, too," I stammered awkwardly as he had
already begun to walk away.

He turned briefly to flash an infectious smile and
then circled around the next aisle into the frozen foods.

For a long moment, I stood staring after him, my
mouth not quite closed. What had just happened? I pushed a strand
of wet hair out of my face and shook my head. The way he had been
looking at me in that one moment ... I was wet in more ways than
one.

Sarah gave me a final elbow for good measure.

"Alright," I said, protecting my sensitive ribs, "I
get it. And now we're both soaked."

"Who cares?" She yelped. "I can't believe that just
happened. When are you going to call him?"

"Call him?" I made a dubious face. "Why would I - you
think I should?"

She rolled her eyes in disgust. "Do I think? Are you
crazy? You two were really hitting it off. Call him and ask him to
dinner or something."

"What!? I can't just do that," I objected.

"Why not?"

"I don't know, it just seems so aggressive. I'm not
that kind of girl."

She let out an exasperated sigh. "Michelle Jeanne
Warner, when is the last time you went on a date?"

I shrugged my shoulders in a I-know-you're-right sort
of way. "Okay, so it's been a few weeks."

"Try a few months. You call that man tomorrow or I'm
kicking you out of the apartment."

"You can't do that. I'm on the lease."

"Call him."

"All I've got is his work number."

"Call him."

"Maybe I could schedule an appointment or something.
Maybe we could get talking that way. Pretend I've got a cough or
something."

She put her hands on her hips. "Michelle, you really
are infuriating, you know that? Are you really going to go through
that whole song and dance? He liked you."

"I mean, I could just say I had already been looking
for a new doctor."

She let out a final, exasperated sigh, and seemed to
decide that if I was going to be difficult, this plan was better
than nothing. "What sort of doctor is he anyways?"

I looked down at the card. "Oh shit, look at this.
It's all soaked." I stared down at the wet little piece of paper in
dismay.

Sarah stepped over to look at it with me. "Huh. Well,
you can still read the number, at least. It could be worse."

I squinted at the washed out ink. "What does that
say. Hunsley? Huntley?"

"Huntley," Sarah agreed. "Dr. Huntley."

"Alright, I'll call," I promised.

 


Six days later I found myself in my very cute blue
and white summer dress, my hair well-teased, and sitting in a cozy
little waiting room in a small medical complex on the north side of
downtown. I was scheduled for a check-up at 4, and I was very proud
of myself for only getting there 15 minutes early.

"Michelle Warner?"

I looked up to see the receptionist motioning me to
follow a nurse down the corridor to the right.

She led me down past a set of offices and deposited
me in a small exam room. "Dr. Huntley should be in to see you in
just a couple of minutes," she said.

"Thanks," I said, settling into the small chair by
the door and looking around. There was a contraption with stirrups
positioned beside the little exam table against the far wall. It
sort of looked like the kind of thing you'd see in a delivery ward
or something. For the first time, I began to wonder what kind of
medicine Dr. Huntley might practice.

I hopped up as I heard footsteps out in the hall, but
they passed by without coming in. I fanned my face with my hand and
walked over to lean against the edge of the exam table. My heart
was starting to flutter a little as the reality of who I was about
to see walk in that door settled in. A casual conversation in a
grocery store was one thing, but this was completely another. This
was so unlike me. Why had I let Sarah talk me into this? I mean,
what would I even say?

Another set of footsteps sounded in the hall, and
this time they stopped outside the door. I turned, my heart
hammering, and put an absent hand up to play with a lock of
hair.

With a click, the door swung open and he was walking
in, the delicious man from the grocery story. He was in a white lab
coat that seemed to make him even more attractive than our first
meeting. His broad hand was clasped loosely around a clipboard and
a stethoscope was stuffed in the breast pocket of his coat.

"Good afternoon, Ms. -" he began to stay, but stopped
when his eyes fell on me, and he wagged a finger at me, his face
mockingly accusatory. "Aha," he said, "I thought I recognized the
name. I believe I had the pleasure just this past weekend, wasn't
that it?"

I smiled at him. "I'm sure it must be hard to keep
them all straight."

He gave a mysterious little smile and closed the door
behind him. "So, you decided you were overdue for a check-up, is
that it?"

I shrugged a little teasingly. "Well, I had been
looking for a new doctor," I said. "Maybe you struck me as a man
who's good at what he does."

His smile widened. "Well, I must be doing something
right then. Clearly my talents at selecting produce made a good
impression."

"It really is one of life's most important
skills."

He gave a little mocking bow. "Well, let's hope I
have at least one or two others of those to recommend me. Would you
like to have a seat?" He gestured at the table behind me and moved
over to the desk in the corner.

I scooted back, crossing my legs with a very keen
awareness of how short my dress was.

"So, how long has it been since your last check-up?"
he asked, glancing at his clipboard. "There seems to be a bit of a
hole in your medical history."

I frowned slightly. "I saw Dr. Andrews just a year or
two ago."

He looked down at the chart in slight puzzlement. "It
says here that Dr. Andrews is a General Practitioner."

"That's right," I nodded, not sure what the problem
was.

"Well, I was asking when was the last time you were
seen by a gynecologist."

It took a moment to register what he had just said. I
stared at him, my mouth opening slightly as I realized what he was
saying. "Oh," I stammered trying to hide my confusion, "I'm sorry,
I did get them confused. Let me think." I made a face like I was
trying to reach back into my memory for the answer to his question,
but on the inside my head was spinning. Gynecologist? Was that what
he was? Was that what this appointment was? Did that mean ...

I found myself blushing furiously.

"Are you alright?" he asked.

"Oh," I said, "ah, yes. I, actually, now that I think
about it, have kind of been putting off finding a
gynecologist."

"You've never been seen by one?"

I coughed uncomfortably. "I guess I haven't. Isn't
that a terrible oversight?"

He frowned at the chart. "Well, better late than
never, of course. And at least I don't have to worry about our
paperwork being incomplete."

I watched his frown of disapproval nervously,
temporarily distracted from the mortifying discovery I had just
made.

"Well, yes, again, you really should have ... but
obviously you realize that. I'm not going to chide you. What's done
is done." He smiled at me, that same infectious smile with those
perfect lips. "Why don't you get changed and I'll be back before
you can miss me."

He gestured to a medical gown behind me on the exam
table. "That's a lovely dress you're wearing, by the way," he
complimented me.

"Thank you," I said weakly as I watched him
leave.

The door clicked behind him and then I was alone. For
a moment I stood there, and then slumped against the table with a
groan.

It was almost funny. In fact, it would have been
hilarious if it had been happening to anyone other than me. But of
course, this was the sort of absurd thing that would never happen
to anybody else. It could really only happen to me. I almost
couldn't believe it myself. I finally meet someone handsome,
charming, with a good career, who seems interested in me ... and I
promptly schedule an appointment for him to put me in stirrups and
stare up into me from my most unromantic angle.

Even in a best case scenario I was very squeamish
about a stranger seeing those parts of me, let alone a man, let
alone a handsome man, let alone a handsome man who ... ugh. I
should have just asked him to dinner like Sarah said, or better
yet, leave the whole thing alone and keep it as a nice, innocuous
memory of meeting a handsome man at a grocery store.

And to think how I had been talking. I groaned and
slumped against the table in renewed mortification. All that flirty
little talk about being overdue for a check-up. It all probably
sounded to him like I jumped at the excuse to have him ... do
whatever it was he was about to do to me in those stirrups. What a
joke.

It took me a minute or two to face the world again.
What was done was done. Now I just needed to somehow survive this
and hope that maybe one day I could get past the humiliation.

I turned to pick up the medical gown with a distinct
lack of enthusiasm. It felt paper thin and didn't seem to offer a
whole lot in the way of covering.

So much for my cutest dress, but at least he had
noticed it. A warm little feeling rushed through my limbs as I
remembered that parting compliment. He was certainly nice enough.
Maybe this wouldn't be so totally unbearable. If only we were
meeting again under different circumstances.

I pulled my dress up over my head and laid it on the
exam table. For an uncomfortable moment I was standing in a strange
room with an unlocked door in nothing but my nice black lace bra
and panties. Hurriedly I wriggled into the medical gown and tied it
tight.

It was just in time, too. I was still fiddling with
the last knot when footsteps sounded outside in the hall and the
door swung open again.

I looked over to see him, that disobedient hand
creeping up to play with my hair again.

He closed the door deftly behind himself and smiled
at me. "See, I told you you wouldn't have time to miss me. Would
you like to hop up on that exam table for me?" He gestured at the
high rubber cushioned bed behind me.

I scooted up onto it, self-consciously keeping my
legs together. It was just force of habit I realized with a silent,
resigned giggle. It probably wouldn't matter what I did or didn't
want him to see where that was concerned when all was said and
done. Still, I tried to look modest, putting my hands on my knees
and sitting up straight as I looked at him expectantly.

"Now, were there any specific concerns you've had
regarding your health? Anything you'd like to talk about or mention
before we get started?"

 

I shook my head slightly. "Ah, no, doctor, I'm - I'm
a pretty healthy girl, I think."

He smiled. "Excellent. My favorite kind of
patient."

I blushed a little and tried to sit a little
straighter. My heart hammered in my chest every time he gave me
that smile.

He set the clipboard down and moved to stand over me
where I sat on the edge of the exam table. I had trouble knowing
where to keep my eyes. I could only manage to look at him in the
face for a second, but if I let my eyes go where they would, they'd
just be running over him. How did a doctor find time to keep such a
good body? It was like he was nothing but firm, dense muscles and
good bone structure. And oh, a really, really nice ass. With
tremendous effort, I stared down at my feet.

"I like to start with a breast exam," he said. "Do
you check yourself regularly?"

I blushed deeper and resisted the urge to draw back
shyly as his gaze swept over the faintly heaving region in
question. "Ah ... I guess not that regularly, doctor," I managed to
say in a very quiet voice. "I don't ... I mean -" I fell silent,
trying not to look embarrassed by what was about to happen. I felt
cornered. I ... he was so close. I could sense his body. I could
feel his body near me. I could taste and smell his fresh, slightly
husky masculine scent. I was also very, very wet.

He tutted. "Girls your age think they're too young to
worry about it, but that's really not the case. Even healthy young
women in their prime should be checking themselves."

He rolled up his sleeves and gestured for me to hold
still and keep my arms at my sides. His hands were firm and sure as
they came to rest pressing against the tops of my breasts.

That first touch was like a jolt - frightening and
yet so incredibly, unbearably exciting. My visceral reaction was to
pull back and stop him, but ... it felt so good to be touched. His
hands on me were like plugging myself into a power line. I was
rigid. I couldn't move. I couldn't breathe.

All of this happened in only a second. He pulled
back. "You still have your bra on," he observed. "I suppose I
wasn't clear, but you'll need to take it off. May I?"

I looked up at him, blushing crimson. "I - alright,
doctor," I whispered almost inaudibly.

He reached around to untie the medical gown from
behind my neck and pulled the front of the little garment down to
my elbows and stomach, uncovering my black lace bra.

His arms moved around me, the firm muscles of his
arms brushing against my shoulders. With a click, he unhooked the
bra and then drew back.

Unable to find a reason to cover myself, I sat
helplessly as he unclothed me. Freed of the bra, my breasts
breathed outward. My nipples were poking out full and stiff as the
soft cups fell from me and into my lap.

I looked up at him, my stomach in my throat and my
heart hammering and my skin hot. Only a few minutes ago I had been
thrilled and terrified at the prospect of lightly flirting with
him. Now I was sitting on his exam table, my breasts naked for him.
And who knew what was to come?

He pulled the bra away and laid it on the table
beside me. I searched his face for some small sign of approval as
some consolation for the way I had been so suddenly and
unceremoniously stripped for him. But when I saw that momentary
gleam of appreciation and restrained desire, just like I had seen
after the misters in the supermarket, it felt like a whole lot more
than a consolation prize. My whole body flushed with pleasure, and
there was suddenly something very right and exciting about my state
of undress.

He cupped my breasts in the palms of his hands. My
hard nipples poked into his rough touch. He massaged firmly but
gently in small circles, and I let out a slight involuntary breath
of pleasure. God it felt good when he touched me like this. Why had
I been fighting this again? Why did I want to be anywhere else?
Couldn't this go on forever?

My body arched forward of its own accord, urging the
hands to take a rougher, harder grip of me. I could feel a hot,
spreading wetness in my panties against the cool rubber of the exam
table.

"Does it - is it alright, doctor?" I breathed, partly
to bring myself back to reality. Another second and I was going to
lose my head. There was a deep, aching empty space right near where
my panties were getting so damp. I needed it filled. I needed …

I managed to look up at him as he brushed a strand of
hair out of my hot face. "Yes, you feel very healthy."

Somehow, I managed a smile that I hoped looked a bit
playful. "I told you."

His answering smile sent a little tremble through my
body. "Maybe us doctors are just a curious bunch. We don't like to
take others word for things."

A little giggled slipped from my lips and my blush
got a little deeper.

"Have you ever had a pelvic exam before, Michelle?"
he asked, that smile still on his lips.

I shook my head.

"Well, I'll try to keep it as easy as possible for
you. Would you mind sitting back for me?"

Without suggesting that I cover my bare chest, he
guided me back onto the table and positioned my legs apart, knees
bent. My feet rested against the edge of the table.

My breath was catching in my throat as his hands
moved up between my thighs. Each inch they progressed felt a
thousand times more forbidden than the last. My eyes were closed as
I concentrated only on what was happening to me – what I was
powerless to stop as much because so much of me wanted it to
continue as because I had unknowingly signed up for this.

His fingers touched against the bottom line of my
panties my eyes flew open. I could see the slight look on his face
as he started realized how wet I was. Part of it was surprise,
pleased amazement, and that smallest hint of desire that he
couldn't completely shut out. Even as I lay on his exam table
trying to stay calm and pretend all of this was completely normal,
my body was preparing itself for him to enter me.

"God," he groaned. The desire I had glimpsed seemed
like it was threatening to take him over. He seemed to be split
between knowing he shouldn’t and knowing he had to. I lay, looking
up at him, watching, knowing that if the latter part won, I
wouldn’t or couldn't stop him. It was like I could see myself
getting fucked, violently and desperately over this table, just by
looking into his face.

He took the panties between his fingers and guided
them down my thighs, leaving a wet residue behind them. Then his
fingers were back between my legs, brushing in slow exploration of
my hot, wet area. His wrist pushed the bottom of the medical gown
up until it was bunched at my waist.

My eyes squeezed shut again as the intense sensations
of his fingers fought to overwhelm me. God, was this really a
medical procedure? If felt like the ultimate tease. How did any
woman not get turned on? Maybe … maybe this isn't how they usually
went.

A soft moan of need escaped my lips. "I'm sorry,
doctor …" I started. "I'm just –" My voice cut off into a second
moan, more intense and desperate, as his finger slid into my
soaking pussy. "Fuck!" I whimpered through clenched teeth.

I looked up to see his eyes on mine, the desire fully
there now.

"You know," he said, his voice low, "when I gave you
my card, it was so you could call me outside of work. It had my
personal number on it."

"It did? I didn't see – Oh fuck!" I gasped as he
pushed his fingers in deeper.

"But you thought you could come in here and tease me
like this," he said. "You thought you could feel my hands on you,
all the while knowing I couldn't do anything more. Is that it?"

"No –" I gasped, as his fingers moved in and out. I
couldn't think. I just needed to feel what was happening. What was
he saying? I couldn't concentrate on anything. "I … I … God!"

And the orgasm he was torturously coaxing out of me
exploded through my body. I arched back against the table, my hands
out to grip it's hard rubber, my hands balled into fists. The
pleasure was hot and overpowering as it burst through my willing
form. It was like it was breathing through me, in and out.

"I wasn't trying …" I whispered.

"Oh no?"

"No."

"Then you want me to take you right here?"

"I –" I looked up at him, my face a mixture of
astonishment and desire. That empty place inside me wasn't nearly
filled by his fingers.

"Yes?"

"Yes." My voice was faint but throbbing with
need.

The hand that wasn't between my legs pushed me back
flat onto the table. He stepped back. Only an inch, but it felt
like a mile. I could still feel his waist between my ankles, but he
felt so far away. I watched his shirt come off and land on the
table beside me.

And then he was back against me. There was something
naked and hot and hard and very, very big brushing against my
groin. I felt him draw it over my folds, picking up their moisture.
I could feel his blood throbbing inside his cock. I moaned again. I
needed him inside me more than I had ever needed anything
before.

He moved back again, teasing me. I could feel him
getting harder against me and it was driving me crazy. I needed
him.

And then he was pushing into me. "Oh God!" Stretching
around him as he slid in was like satisfying every need and desire
I had ever experienced in my life, all at once. I was so wet and he
was so, so big.

He held me by the hip and one breast, pushing me down
and back into the table as he thrust into me. His hips drove into
my body with a power and aggressiveness that I almost couldn't
stand.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned in satisfaction. His
breathing was husky and gasping as he unleashed himself into the
body that had been waiting for him for the past half hour.

The feeling of his body against me was indescribable.
I felt the rhythm building me again, but this time powerful and
driving instead of teasing and tortuous. Heat and intensity poured
through me, holding me tight and breathless. After a second, it
released into the most powerful orgasm of my life. "Oh God!" I
yelled.

His hand came down and clamped over my mouth,
silencing me and cutting off my breath. I struggled against him,
helplessly turned on by his control over me.

He bent over, driving into me harder and faster,
losing himself in his urge to fuck me until I fell into pieces on
his floor. I was holding on for dear life, loving every thrust and
violent shudder. It was incredible. I could feel him getting bigger
inside of me.

And then he came, forcing great spurts of his liquid
deep, deep into me, and the feeling of him filling my body curled
me around him. My pussy clutched at him, taking his come into me,
and a third orgasm ripped through me.

Fuck. I had never realized I could feel like this. It
was so overwhelming. Every part of me was squeezing in on me,
holding what was happening deep inside me.

After what felt like an hour, my body began to relax.
I slumped back against the table, my skin slick with sweat and my
chest heaving. He was laying against me, his face between my
breasts. I could feel him gasping against me.

After a minute, he straightened up, leaned forward,
and kissed me long and hard. I took a second to respond and then
wrapped a hand around his muscled shoulder and held him against me
with my legs around his waist.

"That was incredible," I whispered to him when our
lips had parted for a moment.

He smiled. "It seemed like the only thing to do."

He kissed me again.

After much, much to short a time, he straightened
again and backed away. "Maybe next time it won't happen here at my
office."

"Alright, doctor," I said, a teasing smile on my
lips.

"Would you like to get dinner?"

My smile was all the answer he needed.




 


Spread for the Doctors




The clock on the wall ticked nine, the time of my
appointment, and I shifted a little in my seat, trying to find a
different position.

The warm, empty sensation between my legs was still
there. I had woken up this morning in the middle of a very intense
dream. There had been hands on me, strong and moving over me in a
sort of possessive, exploratory way. I didn't know whether I wanted
them there or not, only that they made me feel very good and very
excited. And then I had woken up.

Now I couldn't seem to get rid of this needy sort of
itch between my legs. It was like I had to concentrate on not
touching myself there, though of course I knew I wasn't supposed to
be having those kinds of thoughts and did my best to keep them out
of my head.

I got these moods sometimes, but today of all days
seemed like really bad timing. I imagined the doctor looking at me
and asking me what was wrong and if I was comfortable and all of
that, and me just shaking my head, hoping he couldn't tell what I
was feeling.

The second-floor waiting room at the Garnby Clinic
was small and a lot more intimate than I had expected. There were
only about seven chairs, and all of them were empty except for me.
The lighting was kind of soft and relaxing, and the blonde woman at
the reception desk had seemed really nice when I had come in. I was
still on edge, but I was starting to get a small hope that this
wasn't going to be as bad as I had been worried it would be.

I had been nervous about this check-up ever since I
had been told by university admissions that I needed to get one. I
had visions in my head of bright white lights and being prodded and
poked like I was a farm animal with a bad foot. The fact that I
only had enough money for an appointment at this teaching clinic
made it even worse, but now that I was here I was starting to feel
a little bit better.

I was too distracted to read all the legal mumbo
jumbo in the "Teaching Facility Release Form," so I just scribbled
my signature and gave it to the receptionist before retreating back
to the chair in the corner, legs crossed and my hands nervously
smoothing my skirt.

"Katherine Essex?"

I looked up to see a new nurse looking in from the
corridor beyond the reception desk.

"Yeah," I said, standing up stiffly.

"Come with me please."

I grabbed my bag and followed her down the hallway.
She was a small blonde woman with a stiff walk and a clipboard
clasped to her breast.

"In here," she said, stopping and gesturing into a
small exam room. "Go ahead and get changed. Your primary doctor
will be here soon."

"Thanks," I said, stepping inside and looking around
dubiously. "You mean into that?" I pointed at the small piece of
folded cloth on the exam table.

"Of course," she said brusquely, and closed the door
behind me.

I looked around at the small room: white walls, a
high rubber-cushioned table, and a set of cabinets in one corner.
Footsteps passed by in the hallway, coming and going. It felt
awfully in the middle of things. Weren't exam rooms usually a lot
more private?

I went over to the table and picked up the folded
medical gown I had pointed to. It was flimsy and thin and didn't
look like it would reach my knees. This was what I was supposed to
have on?

Reluctantly, I started to change.

It felt very odd to find myself standing in nothing
but a bra and panties in a strange building, with strangers passing
back and forth beyond an unlocked door. I half expected someone to
come bursting through the door and see me like this, just to add to
my discomfort, but I managed to wriggle into the paper gown without
incident.

But not a moment too soon.

There was a click and I spun, pulling down the bottom
of the dress instinctively.

A man in a white labcoat pushed his way into the
room. His hair was a sort of light auburn and he looked to be maybe
in his mid-thirties. A bit of stubble covered part of a handsome,
strong face that flashed me a friendly smile as he swung the door
closed behind him.

"Good morning, Ms. Essex, how are we doing?"

I tried to swallow the dryness out of my throat as I
looked at him. He was the kind of attractive slightly older man I
would be much too shy to talk to if I passed him in the street. "Al
- Alright," I stammered.

"I'm Dr. Nelson," he introduced himself. "And I
understand you're here for a check-up, is that right?"

I nodded.

"Excellent. Very excellent. Have you ever had an
appointment at a teaching clinic before?"

I shook my head.

"Well coming here really isn't so different from any
other doctor you might see. The main thing is being sure you're
happy, healthy, and doing well. We rotate a few medical school
students and interns through to let them get experience with live
patients, but that's not anything to worry about. They're
well-trained and supervised every step of the way. Do you have any
questions for me before we get started?"

I shook my head, feeling relieved. So it sounded like
sometimes doctors were giving exams and sometimes students
supervised by doctors gave exams and I had lucked out. Or did he
mean something else?

But already, he was moving on. He looked over some
papers on a clipboard in front of him and asked me a few questions
about my medical history. Yes, I was 18. Yes, I had been vaccinated
for this and that. No, I hadn't been experiencing any chest or
breathing problems.

"Excellent," he said after a few more questions.
"We're off to a very good start. Why don't you hop up on the table
behind you and I'll take a look at a few things."

I did as I was told, keeping my legs tight together
under the very short medical gown and noting as I did so that the
hot, eager feeling of the morning wasn't going away.

He came to stand next to me, his eyes running over me
with a curious, evaluatory expression that made me feel very
strange and on display. I felt very much under his power as he
looked down at me, like I had wandered into his domain and now I
had to accept whatever came of it.

His face didn't suggest any of that, though. His eyes
just ran over me in a smooth, unhurried evaluation.

He took a stethoscope from around his neck and put it
into his ears. "I'll listen to your breathing, first," he said.
"Just breathe deeply for me and try to relax."

I was very much not relaxed, but I tried to do as he
said. I closed my eyes and took in a long, slow breath.

I jumped as his hand first touched me. He took the
back of the neck of the medical gown and opened it slightly along
the back slit. His other hand came to rest on my knee as he leaned
over me and slid the disc of the stethoscope a few inches down my
back.

The sense of his nearness was suddenly intoxicating.
The scent of his body, heavy and masculine and with the faintest
whiff of his sweat reached my nostrils and made everything else
about the circumstances drop out of my head. All I could understand
about what was going on was that a strange, powerful, handsome
older man was bending over me, his hands on me in two places. It
was paralyzing and exhilarating and thrilling in every way it
shouldn't have been.

I was always so careful to avoid thoughts I wasn't
supposed to have. I was too young to be thinking about marriage,
and ... but somehow this didn't seem to have anything to do with
that. I tried to pull myself back from that sudden awareness - that
intense sense of closeness - but it was like trying to forget I was
on fire. The hot feeling between my legs was wet. I was wet.

I felt the cool metal of the stethoscope press
against my skin. I thought it was going to push inside me.

I was certain I was being transparent. Everything the
doctor could see or hear or feel of me seemed like it was
guaranteed to tell him everything I was feeling and thinking ...
everything I shouldn't have been feeling and thinking.

"Deeper breaths for me, Katie, alright?" he
chided.

I did my best to obey, my face turning a deeper and
deeper red as my inability to comply seemed to build into some
terrible evidence against me. This was all just so new and exciting
and terribly forbidden. For the first time it really struck me how
strange it was that doctors were allowed to do this, just take
women into their exam rooms and touch them and look at them like
this.

After a few moments that were both the shortest and
longest of my life, the doctor stepped back and brought the
stethoscope back to his shoulders.

He looked at me speculatively, and I felt myself
blushing even deeper as he looked at me.

"Is everything alright, doctor?" I asked in a sort of
squeaky voice.

"Yes, very alright," he said. "I'll need to check
your physical responses now."

The phrase seemed to have a dangerous sound to it,
like he was going to do things to me, but he reached into his lab
coat and pulled out one of those little rubber mallets that doctors
carry.

"Now try to relax and dangle your legs off the
table," he instructed, moving forward and placing one hand on my
thigh above the knee.

I sucked in a breath in spite of myself as I felt the
slightly rough sensation of his large, strong hand on my thigh. It
rested against my soft, sensitive skin, up on my leg where a man
had never touched me, and made me feel very small and delicate and
very much under his control.

He took the little mallet in his hand and tapped me
sharply on the knee. My leg kicked out in automatic response, and
he nodded before repeating the process on my other leg. Every
muscle in my body was tense, as I'm sure he could feel under his
fingers, but he didn't remind me to relax again.

When he had finished, the memory of his touch left a
slight tingling sensation on each of my thighs.

"Have you ever had a breast exam?" he asked me.

"A what?" I asked, forgetting the feeling in my
thighs in an instant.

"A breast exam. Have you ever been checked or checked
yourself?"

I looked at him and then down at myself. Helpless, I
shook my head.

"Alright," he said, "then I want you to pay very
close attention as I do this. It's something you can do yourself
from time to time, and should do."

Mutely, I nodded.

As though oblivious to my sudden and intense
mortification, he reached up to untie the strings holding up the
top of my medical gown. The thin garment fell from my shoulders and
gathered on my lap, exposing my pink cotton bra.

He reached farther around behind me, intensifying my
sense of closeness and chagrin at my state of undress, and
unclasped my bra as well.

Helpless to protest or object, I watched the bra slip
from me, the straps sliding down my limp arms, and baring my
breasts

to the cool air of the room and his unabashed
gaze.

He took the bra from my lap and set it aside on the
exam table. I watched him move it out of reach as though a lifeline
were being pulled out of the water. I turned up to look at him, my
body a mass of mixed emotions, forbidden excitement and impotent
embarrassment fought inside me. There was something undeniably
exciting about being unclothed by him.

But I didn't have time to dwell on it. His hands
moved to take my suddenly naked body, cupping my breasts and
starting to massage them slowly. A gasp caught in my throat as a
sensation of intense pleasure coursed through me, a thousand times
more powerful than I could have expected. I could feel my nipples
stiffening against his palms. The wetness between my legs was
growing.

I bit back a moan. God, his touch felt good. I
shouldn't be enjoying it. Loud parts of me were telling me how
wrong it was to enjoy this, but the delight was irresistible. His
fingers kneaded and massaged at me. I felt like a collection of
parts, and he was toying with each one in turn, and all I could do
was let my eyes fall closed and try to hide my intense enjoyment. I
was almost giddy.

My eyes were still closed when his hands went away. I
let out a quiet, helpless moan and pressed my own hand to my
breast, relishing the lingering thrill and completely forgetting
where I was.

My eyes flew open and my hand shot back to the exam
table, my blush redoubling as I looked up at him. I coughed
embarrassedly and looked away as soon as our eyes brushed. His
looked seemed a little knowing and not as detached as it had been
before.

I could feel him watching me as I stared at the
floor. "I'm sorry, doctor," I said. "I've just been feeling strange
all morning."

"That's alright," he assured me. "It's a perfectly
natural response from a sexually mature young woman like yourself.
It's an encouraging sign. It's an indicator of good health."

I was looking down at myself as his hands moved back
into position, although this time only exploring my nipples. He
rubbed and caressed them, and they stood up dutifully and eagerly
under his attentions. And then his hands were gone again.

"Healthy response to stimulation," he noted,
scribbling in his keyboard. "And now the rest of the gown will have
to come off. Would you stand up please?"

"What?" I yelped.

He looked at me with puzzlement. "Well, it's hard to
do a physical if the body in question is covered, isn't it, Miss
Essex?"

I blushed, both at the instruction and my own
inappropriate response to it. "Sorry, doctor," I apologized.

"You're just not used to all the excitement," he said
with a knowing smile. "Don't apologize. I'm a professional, and
we're not doing anything here I haven't done many times before.
Just try to relax and not worry so much. This is all perfectly
normal."

"Sorry, doctor," I said again. I felt just a little
bit better, but this was all still terribly wrong. I wasn't
supposed to be letting him do this, or I wasn't supposed to be
enjoying it, or something.

I stood up and let him remove the rest of the medical
gown. He laid it on the exam table. His hand brushed my side. I put
my hands out to his shoulders to steady myself as he hooked his
fingers into the waistband of my panties and lowered them down my
legs.

I stood before him, shivering slightly and fighting
the urge to cover my nakedness as I stood in front of this older,
handsome man.

He indicated for me to slip back onto the exam table
and I obeyed. The rubber was cool and smooth against my skin.

He pushed me back slightly with a hand to my shoulder
and helped me lift my legs up so that my feet rested on the edge of
the table and my legs were spread and bent at the knees.

His hand probed down along my thigh, getting close to
that hot, uncomfortable feeling of need that I had been fighting
all morning. God, I had never thought it would be like this.

I was quivering as his hand moved over my hot skin.
My chest was heaving as I felt him explore my body.

He brushed my inner thighs and I felt my body
respond. God was I wet. I had never been this wet in my life. Why
now?

His fingers brushed over my folds and a gasp escaped
from my throat. The contact became solid. He was running a finger
between my swollen, sensitive lips. God, the sensation of his
closeness was too much. He was touching me so very close to ...

And then his thumb brushed the opening itself. My
body arched involuntarily as every fiber of my being demanded him
inside of me.

My eyes flew open. My hands were balled into fists. I
needed to think about anything but how much I wanted ... about
anything but these wrong thoughts.

I drew a shuddering breath. It didn't help.

"You're having trouble relaxing," I heard Dr. Nelson
say.

"Sorry, doctor," I breathed. "I'm not - I" but it was
impossible to think straight. Why was he talking to me like this
while his fingers were still ...

"This would be a useful teaching opportunity," he
said, as though mostly to himself. And then his touch was gone.

I stared up at the ceiling, trying to collect myself.
The opportunity to try to regain my wits was both welcome and
unwelcome. The need to feel something inside of me was almost
overwhelming.

"Yes, if you'd have the B group come down for a few
minutes. Right. Exam room 219. Thank you."

I wasn't really paying attention. I was laying back
on the exam table, more or less surrendering to the intense sexual
needs swirling in my head. I rubbed at myself placatingly. It felt
good, very good, to touch myself like that, but it wasn't
everything I wanted.

"Let's try to hold off on that, Katie," Dr. Nelson
said, coming back over to me.

"Oh, sorry, doctor," I said, pulling my hand away
apologetically. "I didn't mean to."

"I understand," he said, "but try to be a good girl
for me for just a few more minutes."

I let out a long breath and tried to exercise
self-control.

Footsteps sounded in the hall. The door swung open,
and several hushed voices were sounding in the small room.

I peaked up between my spread legs to see four men
filing into the room. They were all much younger than Dr. Nelson,
probably not more than 25, and they all fell silent as they turned
to see me, the naked, flushed girl spread open for them on the exam
table.

"Alright, is everybody here? That's all four of you?
Good. This won't be a long demonstration, but I just want you all
to be familiar with something you'll encounter from time to time
when working with female patients, particularly younger ones like
Miss Essex here. Gather around. Can everybody see?"

There was a shuffling of feet and then a general
murmuring.

I closed my eyes again, the feeling of being on
display was sudden and unwelcome now as I lay there at my most
vulnerable, my head clouded and my body hot and throbbing.

"You will all notice this young lady is quite
excited. Does everyone see? She's become increasingly aroused over
the course of a simple physical exam." I felt his hand on my inner
thigh again, indicating my wet pussy to the newcomers.

"This is something that can happen from time to time,
particularly in the sexually frustrated or inexperienced. Are you
sexually inexperienced, Katie?"

I screwed my eyes shut and tried to focus on the
question. "I - what, doctor?"

His finger brushed my folds, almost teasingly. "Are
you a virgin?"

"Oh," I moaned. "Yes. I'm - yes."

"Not surprising," he said. "This is a particularly
extreme case, which is why I wanted to be sure you were all
familiar with the situation. The swelling and wetness can appear to
indicate other conditions that are simply explained by a patient's
intense arousal. You can see the engorged, red lips of her pussy
and the wetness of her groin and thighs. She's clearly been very
wet for quite a few minutes for it to be this obvious
externally."

There was a murmuring of several male voices. The
sense of exposure and objectification was intensifying. In spite of
myself, I felt myself responding positively to this sort of
degrading position. The sense of five sets of male eyes on me,
talking about my most intimate parts, burrowed into me and
increased that delicious, forbidden sensation inside me.

"This is something that most often happens during
pelvic exams," Dr. Nelson was saying. "In such occasions, inducing
an orgasm is common. Don't be afraid of doing so. The important
thing is assessing the patient. It's certainly no time to be
squeamish or modest. Miss Essex has entrusted us with ensuring her
good health, and so we can't be afraid to perform the exam,
regardless of its effects on this nice young lady. Do you all
understand?"

Again there was a murmur of agreement.

"Oh, fuck!" I moaned before I could help myself. Dr.
Nelson's hand pressed against me and two of his fingers curled
against my hole, pressing slowly. The feeling of something,
anything, inside of me, was the most intensely satisfying thing I
had ever felt in my life.

Slowly, he pushed in, probing and exploratory.

I let out an explosive breath. My hips were rotating
to press my groin into his hand. God this felt good. Each passing
moment felt better and better. There was a feeling of building
excitement and pleasure deep inside me.

It was a moment before it happened that I realized
what was going on. A desperate moan escaped my lips. I could feel
it about to happen. It was coming. I was coming.

"Oh God!" I gasped as hot ecstasy poured through my
body. My body clenched around him, almost painfully tight, and then
released into an ocean of bliss. I collapsed back against the
table, physical joy filling my body. I could hear my own yells
bouncing back off the pristine walls of the exam room.

Slowly, the intense sensation faded. I felt Dr.
Nelson's fingers slip from inside of me. I squeezed my thighs
together in helpless satisfaction as the sensations slowly cooled
into a warm glow.

From somewhere very far away, the phone rang. I heard
Dr. Nelson go over to it and pick it up. "Alright. I'll right
there." The receiver clicked down.

"Okay guys, I have to run upstairs to help one of the
other groups. Finish up with Katie here and then leave her chart
with Nurse Clayborne, alright?"

I struggled to rise up onto my elbows as I watched in
amazement as Dr. Nelson pushed his way out the door.

Slowly, I turned to face the newcomers. I had barely
been able to register their presence earlier, but the release of
orgasm had slightly cleared my head. I was suddenly intensely aware
that I was here, naked, wet, and alone in a room of four very
attractive young doctors, and they were all looking at me with
undisguised looks on their faces.

"Katie, wasn't it?" one of them said. He had dark
hair and broad shoulders. His eyes lingered on me as he moved
forward. "That was quite a show, Katie."

I looked up at him, struggling to find something to
say.

"Was that really your first time getting touched by a
man like that?" he asked curiously.

Shyly, I nodded.

"What an amazing thing," he murmured to himself. "You
know what else can feel even better, right?"

"I should -" I started to say in a very weak
voice.

He put a hand out and rested it lightly on my inner
thigh. "She's trembling just a little," he said in surprise. "Are
you nervous?"

I nodded.

"Did you like what just happened?"

Shyly, I nodded again.

"Do you want to feel something even better?"

I looked at him, unsure of what to say.

Casually, his thumb brushed between my legs. All the
wet, eager need came flooding back into me as though one orgasm
hadn't been nearly enough. The sensation of these young, handsome
doctors looking at me had me back at a simmer almost immediately,
and all the forbidden, wrong thoughts returned a thousand fold.
This wasn't over. It wasn't over. The thought was so welcome and
excited that it surprised me.

And he could read my face - or my body - like a book.
"I think you do," he murmured. "Isn't that right?"

I closed my eyes and bit my lip, trying to convince
myself so that I could convince him.

"It is, isn't it?"

My eyes still closed, I gave the only answer I could.
I nodded.

A gasp burst from my chest as he stroked me
encouragingly. "That's it," he said. "Let's all have a little
fun."

In a movement, he pulled his shirt away and tossed it
behind him. There was a rustling among the other men and they
seemed to draw closer.

The dark-haired one took my thighs in his hands and
drew my hips to the edge of the table. His hand went to his belt
and I saw a swelling shape in his pants.

He opened the belt and let the pants slide down. I
watched him, transfixed with need and disbelief as he let his
thick, swelling cock push into view.

He stepped forward to bring his groin against mine,
sliding the hard, hot shape against my lips with tantalizing
slowness.

"You want this inside of you, don't you?" he
asked.

I could only moan in response. God, was he toying
with me after everything else?

But after a few more terrible, desperate moments, I
felt his tip at my entrance. He slid in, stretching my tight hole
wider to accommodate.

"God," I gasped, ushering him inside me and wrapping
my legs around his waist. The feeling of fullness was
indescribable. I could feel the pulse as hot blood continued to
pump into his cock, swelling him inside me until he felt so huge I
couldn't believe I could take him.

"Fuck are you tight," he grunted in deep
satisfaction. His grip on my thighs became stronger and he started
to move in and out, slowly at first but quickening rapidly. God, it
felt incredible. Every tiniest sensation of friction between our
bodies seemed directly wired to my brain. I couldn't keep quiet. It
was like he was fucking sounds out of me with every little
movement. My legs clenched around him as he bounced me forward and
back across the table. My heels felt at his tight, firm ass. I put
my hands to my tits as they bounced in rhythm.

He became more and more intense and frenzied. I
thought he must be close to coming, because he was going so hard
and fast, but it just continued to intensify. It was almost more
than I could take. And then, right when it really was starting to
become too much, he grabbed me and pushed himself so deep into me I
thought I would scream.

His cock swelled and pumped several huge spurts of
his hot liquid deep, deep into me. My body exploded, clenching
around him in indescribably ecstasy and pulling at his cock as it
filled me. The world disappeared and nothing of me existed but the
part being filled by him.

Still wrapped up in the sensations of climax, I felt
a hand spank my ass. "That's a good girl," he muttered, and then
his cock was pulling out of me. I clutched at him blindly, but he
moved out of reach.

But I shouldn't have fought. A new body was moving to
take his place. Two new bodies.

Hands took me and sat me up. One of the other doctors
sat beside me, his pants down and his long, hard cock standing up
from his lap. Other hands took me under the arms and lifted me and
slowly started to lower me onto him.

I realized a moment before it started what was about
to happen. His cock pushed at my tight asshole. He gave me a second
to try to accommodate him and then he was pushing into me. My body
had no choice but to take him in, big and long, as he pulled me
back onto his lap. The sense of powerlessness and invasion was
overwhelming as he lay back and pulled me in top of him to give one
of the other doctors access to my pussy.

One of them moved forward to take the opportunity,
and I let out a shrill yell as I felt myself being stuffed tighter
than I could have ever thought possible. It felt like I was going
to be split open. "Oh God," I moaned.

They began to fuck me in tandem, sliding me and
jostling me as they drove their cocks deep inside. The intensity of
it all was too much, and I lost track of myself and everything
around me as I was drilled by the two aggressive men, intent on
plunging as deep into me as possible.

I orgasmed again, without breath or a grip on
anything, just flopping on top of them as their hands held me
between them. One after the other they pumped their loads into my
grateful but overworked body. The last man and the first one took
their place and it started all over again.

By the time they led me slide sideways, exhausted and
spent, over onto the exam table beneath me, I was drained and
exhausted. But I still protested weakly as they moved away, taking
with them something that I had never know could feel so good was
leaving.

I curled up, running my hands over myself, trying to
come to terms with the way my body had responded to the rough
handling of the doctors. I looked up at a hand on my side to see
the doctor with dark hair reach down and kiss my shoulder.

I smiled at him and laid out an arm, inviting him to
sit next to me on the table.

He joined me, running a thoughtful hand through my
hair as the others filed out.

"I don't think that was standard procedure," I
murmured.

He let out a slow breath with a laugh and kissed my
shoulder again. "You looked like you wouldn't mind it becoming
standard."

I scrunched up my face thoughtfully, playing with the
hair on his arm. "That would be a bit much every day," I mused.
"But maybe just one sometimes. Does it always feel that good?"

"It can feel even better," he assured me.




 


This concludes Taken by the Doctors. But the end of one book
certainly doesn't mean the fun is over!







Sign up for my mailing list to receive free stories and information
about new releases. You get to control how often you hear from me,
so there's no absolutely no reason not to
join!

Of course, you can also keep an eye on
my catalog at http://www.theredspotpress.com/jessicawhitethread/.






Thank you for supporting an indie author! As
a token of appreciation, please enjoy a free chapter from my recent
medical aphrodisiac series :






 


 


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

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

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

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

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

"Hold the door, would you?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir, I started last week."

"And your name?"

"Kelly Munson, sir."

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

"Oh, I'm just an intern."

"Is that so?"

"Yes, sir."

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

"Yes, just this past May, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

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