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“Please get on all fours now, miss.”

Those are the words I have been dreading.

I am in the stirrups, bare from the waist down, wearing an exam gown that barely covers me, and my doctor has just told me to get on all fours. Which means I have to climb up onto the exam table and position myself on my hands and knees.

He - my doctor - wants to give me a full rectal and anal exam. I just signed a consent form and want to get this done, for my health and my future. But that doesn’t make it easy. 

He loosens the straps holding me down on my back, and I lift my right leg, then my left, out of the stirrups, placing them on the step beneath me while I move my upper body back into a sitting position.

I awkwardly wobble forward on the leather covered with paper and hop off the exam chair.

“Please come over to this table,” the doctor says, gesturing toward a flat, blue padded table with that same paper on it.

I scurry toward that table and feel how bare my ass is. The blue exam gown, which is open in the back, doesn’t help either.

I step onto the footrest and climb onto the table. My hands go first, and I grab the edges of the table. It’s wider than I expected. It’s thick and feels cold under my palms, the paper on top shifting slightly as I press down.

My knees are next, pressing into the surface, and I crawl forward a bit, the paper crinkling under me as my weight shifts. I can feel the table give slightly beneath me. I see my GP coming closer.

“Yes, very good, miss.” I hear him say that, but my focus is on his left hand.

While standing at my side, his left, gloved hand presses down between my shoulder blades. My arms bend more, my elbows giving slightly as my head is guided down, my chest moving closer to the table while my hips lift.

His left hand then moves between my legs, the glove brushing against my inner thighs, and pushes my knees apart even further. My buttocks are no longer touching each other, and his gloved left hand is now at the small of my back.

“Miss, I am now going to put lube on your anus. It will feel cold and thick, and you will feel me spreading it.”

And then it just happens. He does exactly what he says. His left hand keeps me down, his right hand grabs a bottle and moves it above my bare ass. Pppprrrft—a big, cold glob of lube falls right between my cheeks, and right after that his fingers follow. From the top, all the way down my crack, his fingers smear the lube. It’s cold, sticky, and strange. My whole crack is lubed now, very wet. He goes up and down, almost touching my labia one last time, and then announces, “I’m going to lube you inside. It’s just one finger. You don’t need to bear down yet.”

Before my mind can catch up, I feel a gloved, plastic but warm finger pressing at my anus. It’s not sharp, but it feels wrinkled and firm going in. He doesn’t go fast, but he doesn’t hold back either. His finger travels into my rectum, my sphincter protesting slightly. It feels weird, a bit full, and very invasive.

My doctor turns his finger, coating the walls of my rectum and pushing even deeper. My sphincter is really squeezing his finger, and there is a mild burn building up.

“Oh, you are really tight,” he says.

“Oh, okay,” I stutter.

“You will feel the exam,” he says. It sounds like a conclusion. I’m tight back there, and that means I will feel the exam, whatever that means.

“Okay, miss. I am now going to add one finger and palpate your rectal walls. You are tight back here, so I will need you to bear down.”

“How do I do that?” I blurt out, louder than I meant to.

“I will count to three, and on three you will press like you need to move your bowels. That will relax your anus and sphincter and help my second finger go in. I’m not going to lie, it will burn a bit, but I already felt some mass, and I will need to feel with two fingers at least.

And you might need a colonoscopy or anoscopy, but that is for later. For now, I’m going to count. One, two, and three, bear down, miss.”

My mind is spinning. I came in for a bellyache, and now I’m on a table with one finger deep in my rectum. And I need to bear down so a second finger can enter. I know it’s for my health, so I muster all my courage and bear down.

Without hesitation, his second finger enters. It burns and feels sharp. My eyes water, and I almost feel like my sphincter is about to rupture. The lube keeps that from happening, and all I can do is pant and grunt while his finger finds its way into my rectum.

“You are doing just fine, miss. I will need to push deeper now.”

And there they go, his fingers deeper in my anus while I try to keep bearing down.

“You can stop bearing down now, miss. I’m in.”

His left hand is pushing down on my back while two fingers of his right hand travel even deeper. It feels like I’m pooping in reverse.

Inside, I feel his fingers moving. Inside it doesn’t hurt, but his fingers stretch my anus, and that does hurt. He keeps moving and even starts to move in and out for a bit, touching every inch of my rectal walls.

At some
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