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When the news came out that there would
be new immunizations required before we would be allowed to
register for the next semester, I was upset. I hated shots. I had
an absolute phobia of them. I really didn’t want to have to get
more now that I was an adult going to college. But there was really
nothing I could do (I called the office of admissions and checked),
so I made my appointment and headed to the on-campus doctor’s
office at the set time.

The jumble of patients when I got there
didn’t help my mood and, by the time I’d filled out the paper work
and returned it, my nerves were definitely fraying. I practically
cried when they called my name, but I sucked up the small amount of
personal dignity I could muster and kept the tears at bay as I
walked with the nurse to the back.

She did all the usual stuff—height,
weight, blood pressure, health background—and jabbered at me the
whole time. I tried to be polite, but my mind was imagining the
length of the needles that would be used and I hardly paid
attention to her until she handed me a paper gown and told me to
get undressed for the doctor. I looked at her. “But, I’m only
getting shots today.”

She shrugged. “Sweetie, this is your
first visit. We have to do a basic exam before we can do anything
else. So, we’re going to need you to get undressed. The doctor will
be with you just as soon as he can be.” She smiled and closed the
door, leaving me alone and feeling like a lost two year
old.

Then, as I got undressed and thought
about the needles more and more, I suddenly hit on a possible plan
to help me avoid the rotten immunizations. I know, it seems
irresponsible to not get the shots, but I just didn’t think I could
handle it today. In fact, I knew as I stood in that exam room,
changing into that skimpy gown that I would go bonkers if they
brought those needles near me. I would get the shots eventually,
but I was hoping to arrange to be poked by something else on
today’s visit.

I grabbed the required form that the
doctor would sign to prove that I’d gotten my necessary
vaccinations and set it on the counter. Then, I walked over to the
exam table and sat down. Right as I managed to awkwardly arrange
myself with the paper gown just coming halfway down my thighs, I
heard a knock on the door and then, the doctor walked
in.

He was very attractive and I breathed a
sigh of relief as I thought of the plan that I was hoping to get
away with. He didn’t waste time, but walked right over to the table
where I sat, opened my file while leaning back and grabbing the
little doctor’s stool to sit on and then, he sat. Finally, he
looked at me and smiled. “Well, just getting the new vacs today,
right?”

I shook my head. “Not if I don’t have
to.” I was leaning toward him and letting the paper gown bulge open
to show my ample breasts.

He cleared his throat and frowned. “I’m
afraid I can’t sign your release unless you actually get the
shots.”

I sighed, slipped off the table and
stood in front of him. Then, without another word, I pulled the
gown away and let him look my naked body over, beautiful curves and
tits and ass totally bare and free. “I don’t think I need to
actually get the shots today, do I? I think I could make a
commitment with you to have them at a future date and you could
still sign my release. That would work, wouldn’t it?”

He was shocked, but before he could
protest much, I had begun to pull his clothes off. I started with
the white doctor’s jacket and then, his shirt, working each button
while I looked into his eyes and licked my lips. Then, I bent from
the waist and let my breasts hang free while I worked on his pants.
Finally, I kissed him hard on the mouth and drew him forward that
way just enough to get his ass off the stool and free his pants and
boxers, yanking them down to his knees.

When I pulled away and broke off the
kiss, he was panting hard and I could see his cock growing between
his legs. I laughed, knelt, and worked his pants and underwear down
to his shoes. Those I pulled off quickly and tossed aside and,
finally, pulled his pants and boxers off, leaving him sitting there
as naked as me. Then, I leaned in and got to work.

When I first put my mouth on him, he
moaned and that encouraged me a little bit. It was still a strange
idea. He didn’t taste like anything, but he was hot and hard. I put
my hands on him and put my lips around the head of his cock,
sucking softly while my hands moved up and down. He groaned and I
felt his hands rubbing on my shoulders. I leaned down and put my
mouth on his balls, holding him, moving my tongue up and over them,
stroking him softly while I let my tongue explore.

Then, I moved my mouth back up. When I
got to the top I ran my tongue around the head while I stroked his
shaft. He moaned and I looked up at him. I found it so strange to
think that only a moment ago, he’d been prepared to take my blood
pressure and listen to my heart and now, I was stuffing his cock in
my mouth. In a way, it made me want to laugh, but it also turned me
on like crazy.

I felt his hands growing a little more
urgent on my back, like he wanted to be forceful with me but was
hesitant. I put my eyes right on him and opened them wide as I
moved my mouth up and down about a third of the way onto his cock.
As I worked on pushing his thick cock deeper into my mouth, I
suddenly got an image of a doctor with a tongue depressor making a
patient say, “Ahhh.” I started to gag as I giggled a little. He
looked down at me in surprise, but I just pulled off and told him I
had gone a little too fast. Then, I slid my mouth back down on him
again.

I moved up, still stroking him while I
leaned up and forward, and gave him a quick kiss. Then, I moved
back down to get my mouth back to work, but he didn’t let me.
Instead, the moment I was up and broke the kiss, he grabbed my leg.
The feel of his hand on my bare thigh was incredible. He pulled me
over so that I would straddle him as he sat on the little doctor’s
stool and then pulled me down onto his cock. The feel of his cock
pushing in to my pussy was incredible. I moaned and gasped. The
seat bounced a bit as I began to move on top of him, but it just
made it feel even better. I put my hand around his head and just
then, he moved forward and began licking and kissing at my nipples,
pulling one in to his mouth and then the other, his teeth gently
tugging until they were hard as bullets.

Then, he moved to the other nipple and
I continued to move on top of him. He was so damned good! His cock
was big and thick and it stretched me more than anyone else had. He
kept his arms wrapped around me with one hand on my ass as he
continued to fuck me for a while. It was incredible, but he had
other plans for me and soon, he lifted me up off of him. He stood
to his feet, tall and strong with his large rock hard cock pointing
straight out in front of him as he turned around and helped me up
onto the exam table. I didn’t know exactly what he wanted, but I
spread my legs, expecting him to push back into my pussy but
instead, he dropped to his knees. Suddenly, he put my legs over his
shoulders and buried his face in my mound.

The feel of his tongue working on me
was amazing. It was wonderful. I couldn’t believe the tender touch,
the way he lightly flicked over my clit. Every man that I’d ever
been with before approached oral sex the same way they approached
vaginal sex, rough and fast and hard. But he was surprisingly
gentle. His tongue kept flicking over me in a steady soft rhythm
and it drove me crazy. I desperately wanted to be filled again and
thankfully, it was like telepathy or something because he pushed
two fingers in to me then, making me jump as I felt them slide over
my sweet spot. I cried out and wriggled my ass, tensing my legs and
shoving my pussy up into his face. He just kept moving his tongue
on my clit as he worked his long physician’s fingers expertly
inside me.

His tongue moved gently and lightly,
but his fingers moved fast and hard. The contrast between the two
sensations was incredible and I moaned and felt myself pushing my
hips up against him even harder. He continued to lick and continued
to fuck me with his fingers and I put my hands down, grabbing the
back of his head and pulling him tighter to me as he moved. He was
amazing. I moaned and felt myself getting closer and closer to a
tremendous orgasm. His tongue was so perfectly stimulating that it
made me want to cry. He put his mouth right on my clit and then
sucked my little button in while still flicking it with his tongue.
I was going mad with the need for a release, but he only increased
the pressure as his fingers went faster and harder in to
me.

 

Then, my body tensed and I felt the
tingling in my stomach and pussy that told me I was about to cum. I
cried out, grabbed the back of his head and screamed “Oh fuck! I’m
cumming! I’m cumming!” Jerking my body up against him as hard as I
could, feeling his fingers work furiously while his tongue
continued to suck, I felt my orgasm finally break free and wash
over me. Ripples of intense pleasure traveled through me and I
could do nothing but writhe in his grip and moan as he knelt
between my legs and worked his mouth on me.

But he didn’t stay that way for long.
He backed away, grabbed my ankles and lifted me up so that my ass
was in the air and then, his cock was inside of me, only he shocked
me because he didn’t put his cock into my spasming pussy. Instead,
when he thrust forward, he slammed into my virgin, tiny asshole. My
eyes flew open wide in shock. I couldn’t believe it! It hurt like
hell, but I was so shocked that my breath was gone and I couldn’t
even recognize what had happened for a minute.

He didn’t make it all the way in with
his first thrust, so he reached down with one hand, grabbed my
waist and thrust hard until I felt his shaft force its way in
completely. My tight hole was wet from my juices slipping from my
pussy down between my cheeks and, of course, his cock was nice and
wet from my mouth and my pussy, but it still wasn’t easy to get
that massive thing in my tight puckered opening. Finally, though,
he was all the way in and I felt his balls bounce against my ass
cheeks. I said “Holy fuck! Oh my God!” and, as if this were a
signal for him to move, he began fucking me.

The pain was horrible but at the same
time, my orgasm was still going on and each thrust, while it sent
pain through me, simultaneously sent pleasure. I didn’t know what
to do. I didn’t know what to say. Half of me wanted to scream at
him to pull out of my ass and ask him who the fuck he thought he
was, but the other half desperately want him to keep slamming in to
me hard.

It was the willing half that won. As he
continued to fuck me, I put my arms around his shoulders and said
“Oh God, yes! Yes! Oh fuck! Fuck! Yes!” He began pushing in harder
and faster. His cock tearing into my little resistant hole over and
over, sending agony mixed with joy through me. My pussy clenched
and released and clenched and released as my orgasm went on and on
and my ass began doing the same around his cock. The orgasm was
harder than any I had ever had and I took one hand down and,
suddenly feeling an intense need for some attention on my pussy, I
pushed fingers into my cunt as he fucked my ass.

It was incredible! My eyes were wide
and I stared at him; his face of a veneer of lust as he thrust in
to my ass over and over again. My own fingers I couldn’t move; I
needed my pussy filled but I couldn’t find the strength to move my
hand at all and I felt my pussy squeezing hard around them as they
stayed shoved deep but motionless inside me. He kept fucking me
that way for a while and then, he pulled out for a second and
flipped me over so that I was bent over the edge of the exam table.
I felt the metal rim push coldly against my bare body and I
shivered as the shock of it combined with the agony of my ass and
the glorious spasms of my pussy.

My fingers never left my pussy as he
slammed back into my ass hard. I yelped from the pain, but I also
felt the spasming of my cunt around my fingers and moaned
immediately after the yelp. He groaned as he continued to fuck me,
moving in and out haphazardly and roughly and I gasped with the
feel of it. I gasped with the joy; I gasped with the pain, and he
just kept moving, over and over. His hands were now gripping my
shoulders and he was fucking me so hard that each time he went all
the way inside, a sharp pain came from deep within me, but even
that pain was wonderful and I found myself pushing my ass against
his cock, crying out “Oh God! Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass! Fuck my
ass!” while my pussy continued to squeeze my fingers.

He listened to me. He began moving
faster and harder, so fast and so hard that his thrusts were really
just a blur. My orgasm kept growing and growing and growing until I
actually got scared of it; thinking that I was going to lose
complete control. He fucked me for quite a while longer and I felt
overwhelmed by the sensations. I’d long since stopped asking him to
fuck me, but I also hadn’t asked him to stop and finally, I
couldn’t take any more and I started begging. I said “Oh God, it’s
too much! Oh God! Oh God, please, please stop. Oh God it’s too
much! It’s too much!”

He kept fucking me, ignoring my cries.
I turned my head back so that I can see him and I said “Please oh
God, please, please! It’s too much!” My voice was strained with the
feelings that were wracking my body, but he seemed to listen. Or so
I thought when he stopped for a moment. But then, he reached
forward with one hand and simply turned my face away and kept
fucking my ass. The orgasm was overwhelming and I was shaking now.
No one had even done to me what he was doing and I realized that I
was going to give him anything, anything he wanted, whenever he
wanted it.

If he wanted me to fuck ten men at
once, I would do it for him. If he continued to push into my ass, I
realized that I wanted him to take me anyway he wanted me, in any
way he could. My mind raced with images and thoughts of what I
would be willing to do for him. He kept pushing into me, in and
out, over and over, harder and harder, until my breath wouldn’t
come anymore and I really thought I was going to pass out. That was
when he finally pulled out. He grabbed me by my hair and pulled me
around until I was sitting on the floor right in front of the
table, and then his cock was at my lips. I opened wide and it
wasn’t until his cock entered my mouth that I realized that it had
just come from my ass. By that time, though, he was already pushing
his way into my throat.

I gagged around the head as it pushed
pass the opening and then his shaft went in inch by inch until his
balls were resting against my chin and he held me there. I felt his
cock expand far beyond its normal size and I felt him spurting
directly into my throat, giving me no choice whatsoever but to
swallow down his load. He held me there while I gagged and
sputtered around him. Each choking gasp sent shivers of joy through
me and down to my pussy. Then, it was only after his cock stopped
twitching that he pulled out and stood in front of me. His cock
still throbbed, red and thick, and I leaned forward and I kissed
the tip, licking the remaining drops of cum off with the flat of my
tongue.

I finally stood and grabbed my clothes
from a chair by the wall, picking up his clothes along the way and
tossing them over to him. He seemed a bit shy, but he grabbed them
and began dressing. I hurried because I didn’t want him running off
before I could get the paper signed. So, while he was still
struggling with the buttons on his shirt, I walked over with my
form. “Well, doctor, that was a very thorough exam. I’m sure you
can agree that I’m a very healthy girl, right? So, if you could
just sign this form . . .” I waved the paper at him until he took
it.

He looked at me like a little lost boy.
“I don’t have a pen.”

I nodded and turned to grab his coat,
taking a pen from the pocket and laying it on the table while
holding it out to him. “Here you go.”

He took it from me slowly, but,
eventually, I got my signature. I gave him a hug and wished him
well.

He looked at me. “I’ll see you soon for
those vacs.”

I smiled. “Sure thing,” I told him. I
headed out thinking that it would be a long while before he’d be
giving me those shots.

Well, imagine my surprise when I tried
to turn in my form at registration the next day only to discover
that he had signed it as Dr. Donald Duck.

I had to smile at that. It seemed I
would be heading back sooner than I’d planned.
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