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Cindy shivered beneath the paper-thin gown; it was open and airy at the back, and her butt pressed against the cold metallic slab the nurse had sat her on. 

Bright fluorescent lights oppressed her from above, making her feel even more naked in the little examination room. 

She’d asked the nurse why she needed to get undressed, but the older woman assured her that it was standard procedure.

“The examination will be non-invasive,” the nurse had said. Cindy had her doubts. “Please, try to relax. Dr. Reins will be with you shortly.”

Cindy found that relaxing was the one thing she couldn’t do. 

Her mind raced, heart thumping and skin sweating.

Maybe this was a mistake, she thought to herself, her voice timid like a scurrying mouse in her mind. What if the doctor can’t help me? What if my parents find out...

She’d taken a Greyhound into the city from her rural town, and then three more buses to get to the doctor’s office. And even though she’d put nearly ninety miles between her home and this place, she couldn’t help but feel like her father was going to burst through the door at any moment.

Cindy laughed, unknowingly white-knuckling the metal slab. Why should she still be afraid of him? Twenty-two years old and still terrified of disobeying her father’s rules—the rules that were probably to blame for her... condition.

Her toes curled as she rubbed the soles of her feet down the sides of the table.

Underneath the gown, her nipples stirred, jutting away from her perky, hidden tits and gouging at the thin fabric. 

No, not here, she pleaded desperately to herself. Not now...

The door to the room swung open. Cindy hurriedly forced her gown down as far as it would care to go, covering her thighs just above the knees. She sat up straight, shivering again as the breeze from the hallway flirted with her flesh in the gown’s rear part.

A man stood in the doorway, back turned as he finished a rushed conversation. His white coat draped low down his thighs, and Cindy took note of his comfy-looking black sneakers. This is a man who is on his feet all day.

When the doctor finally entered the room and closed the door behind him, Cindy shuddered as her breath caught in her throat. 

The doctor was much older than her but had the look of someone who valiantly defied the weight of time. His dark hair was still thick and healthy with two streaks of silver wisdom running along the sides. Warm, hazel eyes beamed at her from behind his spectacles, making Cindy feel like someone just lit a hearth for the night. 

The fluorescent lights seemed to dim in his presence, and even though Cindy’s condition was bubbling more ferociously than ever, she actually felt quite relaxed now that this man was with her. 

“Hello, Cindy,” the man said, smiling softly at her and extending a hand. “I’m Dr. James Reins, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

When she took his hand, dual sensations shot through her body. Wicks of fire ran from the tips of the doctor’s fingers, up her wrists, and into her chest while icy tendrils slid to every appendage. She squirmed under his touch, resisting the urge to pull him in and explore his flesh further...

“T... Thank you for seeing me,” she said, gazing up at him from the metal table. He was tall, and her low position made her feel like a child in his presence. 

“Of course. Let’s take a look at you.” The doctor moved with practiced, casual confidence. “I’ve just read the nurse’s notes. Your blood pressure is high for someone your age, so I’m going to take it again to be sure. Just relax.”

“Mhm.” Cindy nodded as Dr. Reins secured a strap around her upper arm and began to squeeze and inflate as he counted to himself. God, he looked so sophisticated as he focused on the rhythm of her body...

“Well,” he said, letting the pressure out of the strap and removing it. “Your blood pressure seems to have stabilized, so let’s just chalk that first measurement up to nerves, shall we?”

When Cindy didn’t answer, the doctor laughed a gentle, pleasant hum. “Come now, Cindy. I can see that you’re anxious. If I’m going to help you, then you have to be completely honest with me. OK?”

He set a hand on her knee, the tip of his thumb just barely brushing against her skin. 

Cindy’s heart began to beat so fast that if the doctor measured again he would assume that she was about to go into cardiac arrest.

“I... I want to be honest,” she finally said. “But...”

“But you’re afraid.” The doctor turned and grabbed his clipboard, looking through the notes again. “Cindy, it says here that you’re twenty-two years old. Is that correct?”

“Mhm,” she squeaked. “Twenty-three in November.”

“Twenty-three in November. Well, happy early birthday.”

“Th... Thank you.”

Dr. Reins set the clipboard back down and removed his glasses, sighing to himself as he rubbed his temples. “Cindy, you are well into adulthood now, and, as such, I am not obligated to share whatever we discuss here with your parents. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she said. Though, she still found it hard to believe that her father wouldn’t find out. He always found out...

“Good.” The doctor pulled a rolling stool up to the operating table, his face level with her belly so that he was the one looking up at her. “Then, tell me, why are you here? It can’t be a coincidence that you’ve sought out a doctor so far from home... specifically one that specializes in female reproductive health. Do you believe that you might be pregnant?”
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