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      For Liza.

      I hope this helps with your next MRI.
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      Liz wanted to run away as fast as she could. If her friend Bee didn’t have a firm grip on her arm, she would have long gone by now.

      Liz hated hospitals. And she loathed MRI machines even more. This was going to be her third time of having to lie in that confined, noisy space. It was worse now that she knew what was going to happen. The first time, she’d been quite excited, seeing it as a new experience. Liz liked to think positive, but after she’d had a panic attack at her last appointment, she dreaded today’s examination.

      “Maybe your doctor will be a hottie,” Bee grinned. “Like in those cringe-worthy medical romances you like to read.”

      “Better than your alien smut,” Liz shot back.

      Bee shrugged. “The world is a shitty place. I’d rather be abducted by aliens than stay here to have a fling with a sexy doc. Besides, you never know what aliens have between their legs. With human doctors, it won’t be much of a surprise.”

      Liz sighed. Why were they talking about cocks? That seemed to happen a lot with Bee. She loved her best friend, but their conversations often veered into strange directions.

      “Come on, you’re going to be late.” Bee dragged Liz through the hospital until they stood in front of the glass doors leading to the radiology and diagnostics ward.

      Patients only, a sign said.

      Bee looked like she was ready to ignore it, but Liz didn’t want to get on the wrong side of the doctors and nurses who’d look after her today.

      “I’ll find you in the cafeteria,” Liz said and gave Bee a brave smile. “Get me one of those lemon cheesecakes. I’ll need that after the MRI.” Unless I feel nauseous again. But she didn’t say that out loud.

      Liz registered with the receptionist and was led to a room to change into a medical gown. She was given some white knickers that looked like a drunk granny had knitted them. Or like some clothes moths had feasted on them for days. They showed more than they hid. Without a bra, Liz felt exposed. The back of the gown was open and she pulled it tightly around her like a kimono. Even if the doctors were hot, she didn’t want them to see her naked. Sure, doctors saw people naked all the time, but for Liz, being in the nude was something she just didn’t do.

      A nurse collected her and brought her to the MRI room. Liz swallowed hard when she saw the scanner. Its dark hole was waiting for her. A shiver ran down her back. It wasn’t the same machine as last time. This one seemed bigger, more menacing.

      “Miss Liz Strasse?” A doctor in a white coat stepped out of the glass cabin and smiled at her. Bee had been right. This doc was hot as hell. He was in his early thirties and looked like he worked out whenever he wasn’t looking after patients. His jeans were tight, very tight. Liz would have loved for him to take off his coat so she could see how his jeans sculpted his arse. Dark scruff covered his chin and cheeks, just enough to give him a masculine edge without looking ungroomed. His green eyes sparkled with intelligence.

      Heat blossomed in Liz’s belly. Maybe this scan wouldn’t be all bad.

      “How are you doing, Miss Strasse?” he asked in a deep, honey-velvet voice.

      “Liz, please. I’m a bit nervous,” she admitted. “I should warn you, I had a panic attack during my last MRI. I don’t like confined spaces.”

      He gave her a sympathetic smile. “I completely understand. I wouldn’t want to be in your position, but you look like a brave, confident woman. You’ll be fine. Plus, this scanner is a little different than what you might be used to.”

      He gave her a wink and turned around before she could ask what he’d meant.

      “Please lie on the bed and relax. You can take off your gown if you wish.”

      Liz frowned. “Why would I take it off?”

      “Some people like to do it.” The doctor still wasn’t facing her, so she couldn’t tell if he was joking. Maybe he was trying to distract her. If so, it was working. The thought of being naked, his hard body pressed against hers, her undoing his zipper… She felt herself getting wet. The knickers had way too many holes to soak up her juices. She better focus on something else. Not on him, not on his gorgeous muscles, not on his dick…

      “Is something wrong?” he asked and turned back to her.

      Liz almost sighed with desire. He looked even better than she’d remembered. What was going on? She was never this horny.

      The doctor took a step towards her and took her by the shoulders. His gaze swept over her, making another pleasant shiver ran down her back. “Would you like me to give you a sedative?”

      She wanted him to give her something very different, but maybe a sedative wouldn’t be a bad idea. Liz nodded, her mouth suddenly dry.

      He reached out and gently touched her cheek. She leaned into his touch before realising what she was doing. No, this was wrong. She forced herself to step back, away from him.

      Understanding flickered in his gaze and he hurried out of the room before returning with a glass of water a moment later.

      “Here, take this pill. It’ll make you feel better.”

      She didn’t question what he gave her and swallowed the pill. They hadn’t offered her a sedative during her last MRI scan and look how that had turned out. Lots of crying. She certainly didn’t want to cry in front of this doctor.

      She sat on the bed, giving the machine a grim stare. It stared back.

      Liz shook her head. That had to be the sedative taking effect already. Machines didn’t stare. They weren’t alive. They didn’t have feelings.

      She lay down and closed her eyes. Maybe she’d be able to fall asleep and simply sleep through the scan. That would be nice.

      The bed was nice and warm. Softer than she’d thought. It almost felt like she was being hugged from underneath.

      “That’s it, relax,” the doctor’s voice came through speakers. “I’ll start the scan now. If you feel claustrophobic or sick in any way, just press the button above you and I’ll get you out of there.”

      Drowsily, Liz nodded before she realised the doc couldn’t see her. She smiled. If she’d been at home, she would have taken off the gown and touched herself. She was so wet. The machine hadn’t started yet, so maybe she could get rid of the gown after all… Her nipples were hard and she ached to touch them. Or even better, have someone else touch them.

      But that’s when the scanner began to click, signalling that the scan had started. The noise wasn’t as loud as she was used to, which explained why she hadn’t been giving earplugs this time. In fact, the steady clicks were almost soothing. She imagined them to be drums in the distance, music that she wanted to move to. She had to force herself to stay still. She wanted to sway to the beat, rip off her gown, rub her naked body against the people around her in a passionate fertility dance.

      A moan escaped her lips. She hoped the doctor hadn’t heard that. This was so embarrassing.

      That’s when the bed began to move, gently pushing against her back and bum. Nobody had told her that it had a massage function built in. Liz relaxed, enjoying the sensation as her tension drained away. The machine found all the knots, releasing stiffness that she hadn’t even noticed existed. She hadn’t realised massage chairs or beds were this good. She’d had one years ago but the repetitive motion had done nothing to ease her tension and it had even made her muscle pain worse. This was the complete opposite. She imagined the sexy doctor massaging her instead of a machine. His hands on her naked back. Warm oil letting his fingers glide over her skin.

      The movement shifted a little, now focusing on her arse. It took all her willpower not to squirm. The machine massaged her bum, driving her crazy. She was soaking wet. If this continued throughout the scan, she’d leave a pool of her own juices on the bed. That would be so embarrassing. But she couldn’t help it.

      Two of the knobs – she didn’t know what else to call the hard balls massaging her from underneath
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