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“So, Mrs. Johnston, why
are you—”

“It’s not
Mrs. anymore, Doctor
Ashton. Thomas and I finalized the divorce this week, and to answer
your question, I’m here for that reason entirely. “

“You’re getting a physical because you
got a divorce?”

“Yes. I’ve been with one man in my
life, Thomas. Now that I am free to be with other men, I want to
make sure I’m in tip top shape. I—”

“Did Thomas have an affair? Are you
worried about a sexually-transmitted disease?”

I laughed. “Doctor, we didn’t touch
each other for the last year of our marriage. I don’t care if he
fucked every maid, babysitter, and college student in town. It
couldn’t have affected my health. I’m starting a brand new chapter
of my life and I want to start anew. I’m thirty-three and free.
That’s old enough to know what I want and young enough to get it.”
He nodded. “Is there some reason you don’t want to give me an
exam?”

“Mrs…um…look, Constance. I’ve been
your doctor for four years. I’m just making sure you’re okay.” He
reached for the phone on his desk and pressed a button.

“Yes, Doctor?”

“Maureen, please take Mrs. um..
Constance Johnston into examining room four and have her change
into a gown. Go ahead and get the basics done for me and let me
know when she’s ready.” It was amazing when I watched him give an
order. He was a handsome man, about forty and very fit. He had a
wonderful nose, a strong jaw, and very expressive brown eyes with
flecks of gold. I was surprised as I felt a thrill of attraction
run through me that I hadn’t ever noticed how attractive he was
previously.

The nurse on the other line said she’d
take care of it and four minutes later she knocked on the door and
gathered me up. She took me to a nurses’ station where she made me
step on a scale, took my temperature and my blood pressure and
generally went about making me feel like a patient. Finally, she
took me to an examination room, gave me a paper robe, and ordered
me to strip. I had just finished tying a bow on the little string
that held the silly pale blue gown in place when Doctor Ashton
walked into the room.

He didn’t waste any time, but he
brusquely lifted the gown up and began groping my right breast. I
was shocked, but when he said, “Okay, no lumps or problems on this
one,” I relaxed. He pinched a nipple softly and asked if there was
any pain. I didn’t want to tell him about the thrill of excitement
that coursed through me at the touch, and since that was the only
sensation his soft pinch elicited, I told him it didn’t hurt at all
and he moved to the next breast. He repeated the performance, and
it took an astounding effort of will to keep from telling him I
wasn’t sure about that one and I needed another pinch. I resisted,
though, and he began touching my stomach, pressing fingers against
me and asking about discomfort.

When he finished, he pulled the gown
back down and started on my neck and throat and then using those
strange lighted instruments to check my nose, my throat and my
ears. I have to admit to another thrill when he put the depressor
on my tongue and told me to say, “Ahhh.” Then, he checked my pupil
dilation and moved to my knees to bounce the little hammer and
check my reflexes.

When he finished with all that, I was
glad to be finished. I waited for him to tell me I was done, but he
didn’t instead, he told me to step off the table and then climb
back onto it and hold a position there on my hands and knees. It
was a strange request, but I obeyed. I climbed up onto the table
and held onto the guardrail that would have kept patients from
falling out of bed at night if this were a hospital and not a
doctor’s office.

Doctor Ashton walked up behind me and
lifted the gown, exposing my ass in the tiny thong panties I wore.
I started to turn my head to ask what he was doing and he said,
“Shhh, relax.” Then, he moved the thong away and in one quick
movement, pushed two fingers into my pussy. I was shocked but I was
also amazed because they felt so incredible. I turned my head.
“Doctor, what are you doing?” He shushed me again and began to move
his fingers in and out of me.

I was in shock. Part of me wanted to
scream at him, tell him to stop what he was doing, but a stronger
part of me felt every thrust of his fingers and the way that they
brushed over my sweet spot and the way that they made me feel. He
kept moving for a while and, finally, he pulled his fingers out. I
turned my head back around and asked, “What the hell was that?” And
I was shocked because his pants were open and his cock was out and
it was big.

He reached forward and grabbed my head
and began to pull me down off the table and onto the floor. I was
on my knees in front of him and his cock was right up near my face.
I started to talk again and the moment my mouth was open, he pushed
his dick against my lips. I don’t know why I did it but I opened up
and I began to suck on his cock. His cock was so nice, thick and
throbbing and I took him as deep as I could, reaching my hand
around to grasp his thighs, to hold onto his ass as he plunged his
cock into my mouth. He kept me there for a while, holding onto the
back of my head, pushing into my mouth. It was amazing and then, he
pulled me up and brought me back to the table. He lied down on
it.

I straddled him, thinking that he
wanted to push into my pussy, but he turned me around, brought my
face back down to his cock and brought my ass up to his face. He
pulled on my thong, actually tore it right off my body and then, he
pulled me down and my pussy was suddenly overcome by the sensation
of his tongue sliding into me. From this position, I could get
deeper onto his cock and he helped me along by putting his hands on
the back of my hand and pushing in hard.

Suddenly, I was all the way on him,
his balls were up against my nose, my chin was up against his
abdomen and his tongue kept pushing in and out of me inexorably
like a little cock. I knew I was going to come soon, but he wasn’t
ready for me to come that way and he pushed me off, bent me over
the table again and, this time, I finally got to feel his cock in
my pussy.

When he pushed in, it was
overwhelming, his cock was thicker than any I’d ever had before and
it pushed into me, expanding my pussy and stretching the lips and
almost immediately driving me crazy. He began pushing in, harder
and harder and harder. In a moment or two, I knew I was approaching
the point of no return. He thrust hard into me a few more times,
his hands trailing over my back and sending chills through me and
when that happened, I began coming hard, crying out, “Oh fuck, oh
fuck, I’m coming, I’m coming!” And then, he began to fuck me even
harder, thrusting furiously inside my clenching slit.

The whole table was shaking underneath
me. Then, he pulled out and my pussy felt so empty and I moaned. He
put his cock back up against me and I thought he was responding to
my obvious need to have my pussy filled again, but he didn’t
position his cock against my slick folds. Instead, he put it
against the tiny little opening of my virgin asshole. I started
struggling, trying to let him know that I didn’t want it there. I’d
never done anal sex with Thomas, and my ex-husband was too much of
a limp dick to ever ask for it. I knew for certain, though, that I
didn’t want that massive thing in my virgin hole. I turned my head
around and said, “Doctor, don—” but my words were cut off because
but he held my waist tightly and just pushed forward.

I was amazed that it went in as easily
as it did, but in one thrust, he was all the way inside. Even
though he slid it in in a single thrust, don’t think it felt good.
It hurt like hell. Even though my resistant little ring couldn’t
hold him back, pain erupted over me. It felt like I was being
ripped apart completely and all the pleasure of the orgasm
disappeared in the wave of agony that crashed over me. It was so
painful that I couldn’t even say anything. My breath was taken from
me and my voice caught in my throat as he began to push hard, in
and out, in and out, in and out.

He reached around and grabbed my
nipples, pinching them hard and sending more pain through me. I
still couldn’t talk, still couldn’t breathe. I was so shocked by
everything that was occurring. He began fucking me harder and
harder in my ass and I felt like my body was being torn in two, the
shocking lightning bolt of pain was so intense as it traveled from
my little abused hole and up my back and over my body. It was
overwhelming. I was shaking. Tears were filling my eyes and I still
couldn’t stop, still couldn’t protest. My voice and my breathing
seemed to have completely left me.

Then, something changed. As he pounded
into me, shoving my body hard against the table as he filled my
little puckered asshole over and over, I began to realize how
desperately I was aching for something to fill my pussy. It still
hurt, but for some reason, the emptiness in the hole I wanted
filled was a greater pain than the way the hole I wanted empty shot
shards of hurt over me. I reached over, behind and underneath me to
push fingers in my throbbing needy pussy and the moment I did, my
orgasm ramped up again. It came back full force and all of the pain
of the last few minutes disappeared completely in a wave of
pleasure.

He kept pushing into me, thrusting
hard into my tight hole over and over again until, finally, he
cried out and I felt him slam forward hard one more time and then,
he was coming, filling me with his load. I could feel its thick
sticky warmth streaming into me. It made his thrusts easier and
yet, more wild. He pushed in four or five more times and I could
feel him shuddering, feel him shaking around me. I shuddered as
well. The orgasm hadn’t slowed at all and as he kept his cock fully
inside of me, I kept moving my fingers, feeling my pussy clench and
spasm around them until, finally, the sensations got to be too much
and I pulled them out.

Doctor Ashton took that as his signal
to pull out, and I felt my ass painfully spasming back to its
normal size. The aftereffects of the orgasm were still strong, and
I lay over the table shaking while he pulled his pants up and
smoothed his rumpled clothing. Finally, he pulled me to my feet and
gently helped me gather my clothes and get myself
presentable.

I looked at him in wonder, and he
smiled. “Looks like you’re fine, Constance.”

I smiled and kissed him. “For three
years I wouldn’t let you touch me. Even when Thomas stopped, I
wouldn’t. You couldn’t have waited until after our date tonight,
Brandon?”

He smiled and pulled me close and I
thrilled at the way his hands on me still thrilled me. “When you
filed for divorce, Constance, you told me the moment it was final I
could have you. It’s final. I had you.”

I smiled and kissed him again. “Better
not look so smug or you might not have me again.”

In response, he reached down and
squeezed my ass cheek. When I moaned against his ear he chuckled.
“Now that’s a threat I don’t think you can keep.”
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Alysa coughed daintily into her hand
as she stared around the waiting room at the other patients. They
were all college students like her, though a couple of them had
small children in tow. She wasn’t surprised. This was a college
clinic after all; it wasn’t like she was going to find retirees
floating around. It was just that she hated going to the doctor and
she especially hated that she might run into somebody she knew
while waiting here. She didn’t want any of her sorority sisters or
her frat friends to see her red nosed and without
make-up.

She waited anxiously, not bothering to
pick up any of the out of date magazines or self-involved academic
journals and chose to just close her eyes and focus on feeling
better. Truth be told, she really wasn’t that sick but, for a
theater major, it was important to nip these nasty little colds in
the bud. So, she ran through scenes in her head as she waited to
hear her name called.

Finally, she heard the magic words,
“Alysa Martinez?” and she made her way to the door where the nurse
was waiting with the clipboard and her chart on top. From that
point, they did all the usual things they do in doctor’s offices.
They took her weight and height, which was a petite one hundred and
seven, five foot two, and then, she was shown to a room where the
nurse took her blood pressure and asked her a bunch of questions
before finally instructing her to change into the provided paper
gown and to wait because the doctor would be with her
shortly.

A quick moment later, she was sitting
on the exam table and trying to cover herself with the insufficient
gown when she heard a knock on the door. Before she could say
anything, the doctor had stepped into the room and closed the door
behind him. “Miss Martinez, what brings you here to our glorious
clinic?”

Alysa coughed daintily again as she
examined the doctor before answering. She was shocked. He was
fairly young and definitely good-looking. He had the dark hair and
blue eyes that she always found so attractive in a guy and he was
built like an athlete, she guessed biker because he had the long
lean torso and powerful legs. She was quite enjoying that she could
see his muscular legs and toned ass through his tight slacks. She
perked up and sniffled cutely. “I think I’m getting a
cold.”

He frowned a little and she found it
incredibly cute. “Well, we’ll take a look but, I don’t know how
much we can do for you if it’s just a common cold. I think I may
just be sending you home with a prescription for rest and some
Tylenol.”

She shook her head and her long thick
dark hair shook around her. “No, I need something that will knock
it out right away. I’m in a production and we’re supposed to start
performances tomorrow night. I can’t afford to get sick right
before I’m due to perform.”

He smiled. “Ah, a theater major,
right?” She nodded. “Okay, well, let’s take a look.”

He stepped up and checked out her ears
and eyes and nose. When he got to her throat, he did hesitate and
make a slight grunt that Alysa read as a problem. Panicking, she
tried to get him to tell her what he’d seen. “Is it bad? Is it my
vocal chords?”

He chuckled. “Um, it’s not your vocal
chords. I wasn’t looking at those, but I did see some rawness in
the back of your throat. Have you been swimming
recently?”

Alysa thought back to the weekend pool
party at her friend’s place. It had been quite a crazy affair and
she had made her way home in a daze after making out with a guy
from Australia. At least, she seemed to remember him telling her
that at some point during the evening. Alysa looked at the doctor
guiltily as if he could read her mind. “Um, yes, just a few days
ago, but I tried to keep things under control.”

He looked at her strangely.
“Oookaaay,” he drew out the word and then picked up her chart.
“Well, I think it might be possible that you got a little sunburnt
on your throat.”

She stared at him. “Really? That’s
possible?”

He nodded. “Oh yes, when you’re
yelling and inadvertently swallowing water and the sun is blasting
down, well, it can happen.”

She sat, mystified. “What should I
do?”

“Okay, well, I’m going to go ahead and
do a throat culture on you and make sure that nothing else is going
on and then, I can give you a cortisone shot if the pain is really
bothering you. That should ease things up for you enough to get on
with the show. But it isn’t a lasting measure and you’ll want to
get some over the counter meds to take care of things until you
feel better.”

She nodded, taking in every word and
then, she watched as he walked to the door and called for a nurse.
When the nurse appeared, she gasped a little and saw that she was
carrying a tray with a nasty looking needle on it. She looked at
the approaching blond and smiled, trying to calm herself
down.

The nurse walked in and the doctor
shut the door behind her and then, they both walked toward her, the
nurse still carrying the tray with the needle. “Okay, Miss
Martinez, I’m going to need you to turn around and drop your
panties so we can take care of this little shot and send you
home.”

Alysa stared at him for a moment. “My
panties?”

He nodded. “Yes. I’ll be administering
the shot in your bottom.”

Alysa shook at the thought of that big
thing shoving into her tender ass cheek, but she wanted to be sure
she could perform. So, she stood up and dropped off the table,
turning around before she pushed her panties down to her ankles.
She felt the doctor’s hand on her back, bending her over the exam
table and then, she felt a sharp sting that made her jump and
yelp.

She stared, wide-eyed, as she realized
that what had just felt was not a shot but a hand spanking her ass.
She tried to stand up then, but she still felt that hand on her
back. She tried struggling, but now the nurse climbed up on the
table in front of her and she noticed shockingly, that the girl was
completely naked. “What the hell is going . . .?”

Before she could finish, her face was
being pushed down on the nurse’s pussy and Alysa jerked back. “Oh
my God, what the . . .?” But, again, her face was pushed down and
this time, held tight.

She had never been with a woman and to
suddenly have her face pushed onto some girl’s pussy was shocking.
But the girl pulled her forward hard and she heard the doctor’s
voice behind her. “Come on, Alysa, give her some tongue. It’s good
therapy.” And as he said it, his hands reached around and grabbed
her tits under the paper gown.

Alysa’s mind fought to comprehend what
was happening to her as she began to tentatively lick at the pussy
in front of her. The taste was like nothing she had ever tasted,
and she found it to be strangely alluring. The doctor’s hands moved
on her breasts, and since she hadn’t bothered to wear a bra today
and her tits were hanging free, and he began to moan a little as
she felt her body begin to react.

The girl moved her hips up and down,
rubbing herself against Alysa’s face and Alysa felt a strong twinge
between her legs as she began to use her mouth more eagerly. Not
sure what to do but wanting to please, she thrust her tongue deep
into the girl’s pussy. She was gratified by the nurse’s reaction.
The girl cried out, her pussy spasming around Alysa’s tongue. At
that moment, Alysa’s own pussy responded and clenched in sympathy
as the girl writhed beneath her.

But then, she was spun around and the
doctor was ripped her gown off, pressing his body against hers. She
felt the bulge in his pants and she felt herself respond again,
though her mind was trying to catch up with what was going on. He
leaned forward and kissed her, pushing his tongue into her mouth
and exploring as his hands caressed and massaged her breasts,
pinching her nipples and making her squeal and move against
him.

When he pulled back, she looked at him
wide-eyed. “I don’t understand. What’s happening?”

He smiled and lifted her slightly on
the table. “You’re just getting a little extra medicine.” With that
as the only answer, he leaned her back and then spun her around so
that her head was hanging over the table while her body stayed
splayed on top of the table. In just an instant, the nurse had
buried her face between Alysa’s legs and the good doctor shoved his
now freed cock into her gasping mouth.

She didn’t even get much of a look
before his shaft was stuffing her throat and making her gag and
cough, but she could tell by the feel of it as it blocked off her
air, that it was very large and incredibly thick. Her lips were
stretched to the limit and she wasn’t even at the base, only about
halfway, when she felt ready to burst. He leaned over and stroked
her throat, his hand light and delicate on the sensitive area and
she felt her throat relax enough to allow him to push a little
further.

Alysa’s struggling, though, was more a
result of the nurse’s attentions on her pussy than the huge cock in
her mouth. From the moment she felt that sweet soft tongue working
on her folds, Alysa felt her orgasm rear up and race to the edge.
It was maddening because she desperately wanted to be able to
concentrate on what the doctor was doing to her throat. Every
thrust pushed him deeper into her, and she choked and gagged. She’d
given a few frat boys deep throat, but none of them had the monster
size of the doctor. She knew she needed to relax, to allow her
throat to take the thrusts; but how the hell could she relax when
that tongue was sliding up and down her slit and flicking at her
little hooded button every time it reached the top?

Worse, the doctor was getting more
aggressive, moving as quickly and as forcefully in her throat as he
might between her legs. Her tongue was flat against the bottom of
her mouth, which ironically was along the top of the shaft that
kept pushing with abandon into her because of how her head was
positioned. She spent most of her time with her eyes squeezed shut
as the head travelled down along her abused throat, but when she
did open her eyes she only saw the doctor’s balls swing toward and
away from her. The doctor was getting deeper, and he finally held
her throat firmly and pushed all of the way in until his balls
pushed up against her nose and her chin was flat against his pubic
hair. She tried to reach up to push him back, but the nurse reached
forward to grab her wrists and hold them flat on the
table.

Even then, she could have taken it,
but that damned tongue on her slit wouldn’t stop! As the doctor
stopped moving and simply kept himself fully in her throat, the
nurse licked on, over, and in her pussy, making her squirm and lose
all ability to relax. The doctor didn’t have to move to be
stimulated because her throat was gagging, desperately trying to
force the huge shaft out. As she panicked over the lack of air and
tried to reconcile the fear with the amazing desire the nurse was
forcing upon her she wondered idly how it felt for the doctor. Was
it good? Did the way her throat spasmed and gulped around his shaft
drive him wild? Tears ran down from her eyes from the effort, and
she wiggled her hips, trying desperately to do anything at
all.

Finally, the doctor pulled out and she
coughed and choked and drew in air, chest heaving. She squeezed her
eyes shut and didn’t realize the nurse had stopped licking until
she felt herself being pulled toward the other edge of the table.
She was still in a daze when she felt herself flipped over and bent
across the table. She turned to look at the doctor, but the nurse’s
hands were suddenly in her hair and her face was turned around and
pulled onto her pussy. Still gasping and trying for air, she weakly
kissed and licked at the nurse, but when her pussy was suddenly
filled, she yelped and the nurse mashed herself against Alysa’s
mouth. The doctor began fucking her furiously, and so did the
nurse.

She tried to lick, but there was no
way to call what was happening between the nurse’s legs
cunnilingus. Instead, the nurse moved her hips furiously against
Alysa’s face. She held the girl’s hair and moved her head as well.
Alysa had no control of what her lips and tongue did. It was all
the nurse, rubbing pussy and clit against her chin, lips, tongue,
and nose. When the nurse suddenly cried out and began moving her
hands and hips furiously, Alysa felt a flush of excitement even
through the discomfort. She felt slaps on her ass over and over
until she couldn’t distinguish them, and she came hard.

Alysa wasn’t innocent as far as sex
was concerned, but this was beyond any orgasm she’d ever had. It
started deep with an urgency that seemed impossible, and even as
her stomach clenched and pleasure washed over her, she still felt
the desperate need for release. It kept growing. She would feel a
need for release and release would come. Then she would feel the
need again and an even more powerful orgasm would crash over the
first. It kept up more and more intense each time until it was too
much and she felt paralyzed. The nurse finally let go of her face,
and she rested her head on the woman’s thighs, trying to shout or
scream but unable to do anything as her body demanded all of her
strength and energy between her legs.

She was relieved when the doctor
suddenly shouted and thrust in hard. She felt his already large
cock expand and felt his warm semen spurting into her. Her
breathing was ragged as her pussy continued to clench his shaft,
and she let out a soft moan. The nurse pulled away and she felt her
hands softly stroking her hair while the doctor kept himself inside
of her. The soft strokes were soothing and wonderful, and she felt
her body calming, moving from the impossible and powerful
sensations of the orgasm to calmer, warmer, and gently pleasant
joy. The doctor finally pulled out and the nurse continued to
stroke Alysa’s hair.

She was vaguely aware of the doctor
leaving a few minutes later and the nurse stopped stroking her
hair. Alysa rolled over and the nurse gently helped her into her
clothes. “Now honey, there are sometimes reactions to the
antibiotics and the anti-inflammatory shots we gave you. You can’t
get too much sun over the next few days, and cut back on any
smoking or drinking for a week. You also need—”

“What shots?”

The nurse laughed. “The doctor gave
you three shots, honey. We knew you were afraid of needles, so we
distracted you.”

Alysa shook her head and sat up
straighter. “All that was just to distract me?”

The nurse smiled. “Well…I suppose I
could have held your hands, but you have a mouth that was made to
please.”

Alysa felt anger well up in her as she
stepped down from the table, but when her feet hit the ground and
the impact travelled up to her pussy, another spasm of pleasure
shot through her. It was powerful enough that she had to grip the
table. The nurse was instantly at her side. “Are you okay,
honey?”

Alysa looked at the nurse and then
smiled. It was a slow and mischievous smile, but she looked at the
nurse and said, “I am most definitely not okay. In fact, I think
I’m very sick. We’ll give the shots a few days to work, but you can
expect me here Tuesday for a follow up visit.” The nurse looked
shocked. “In fact, just to be safe, let’s schedule two or three
follow ups per week.”

As comprehension finally dawned on the
nurse’s face, she said, “I’ll go get the appointment book,
honey.”
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I couldn’t understand why I
had to go get x-rays; I was only having a bad case of indigestion.
I was sure, but my doctor insisted, and since I wasn’t the one with
the medical degree I complied. I knew he just wanted to be safe
rather than sorry, I mean, I had read the horror stories in the
news. You know, patient I sent home with
Pepto-Bismol and the next thing anyone knew, they were in a coma or
something. Still, it was a hassle to have to deal with a whole new
set of medical assistants as I tried to make an appointment, only
to be told that nothing was open then. My God, if they don’t want
you to die, how the hell could they risk keeping you waiting? It
was beyond me.

I finally managed to set the
appointment for two days from the time I had seen my doctor and
then, I went home to deal with my discomfort. It wasn’t easy but I
managed until the day of the appointment. My friends were very
gracious and covered for me at work and I was able to tell my
professors that I was sick, but would hopefully be back in class by
next week. They were all very understanding, thank God.

Everything had started soon after I
had come back from vacationing with my family. We had gone on a
cruise down to Mexico and, by the time the boat had docked back in
the States, I was miserable. I called the doctor and was in his
office bright and early the next day. You know the rest. He checked
me out and pretty much agreed with my conclusions but, just to be
safe, and possibly to hit my insurance up for some extras, he sent
me over to x-ray.

To tell the truth, by the time I was
on my way to the outpatient facility where I was scheduled for
x-rays, I was feeling much better. In fact, I almost called the
appointment off, but I thought that would bring a round of yelling
from my doctor and, if there was some kind of a relapse, there
would be no one to blame but myself. So, I got up and got going
instead of heading for the mall, which had been my alternate plan
of how to spend my day.

The office was a nice one, once I
found it, buried in the twisting halls of the basement. I hadn’t
understood at first that lower level referred to the floor below
the floor I walked in on. God, if I were dying, I’d be flat on my
back in some hallway before I ever got to the needed help. I
shrugged. I was here, no use in complaining about it
now.

I checked in with the assistant at the
window, who was a super-hot guy with a body built for serious
damage. Should I admit here that I flirted shamelessly with him? He
had the most incredible blue eyes and when he smiled it was like a
small sun just pulled up in the room. I’m exaggerating but, hey,
Mexico hadn’t exactly proven to be the guy paradise I was hoping
for and my last boyfriend had ditched me for a snotty foreign
exchange student who spoke French but was from Canada, for God’s
sake. So, you can understand, my ego needed a little boost and
needless to say, I was missing the fun in the bedroom, as
well.

Happily, I got called to
the back pretty quickly and--be still my heavily beating heart—the
guy who checked me in was the guy showing me back to the x-ray
room. It wasn’t like I was getting preferential treatment or
anything. I mean, I had been the only patient in the waiting room
but still, I didn’t have the typical we’re
going to waste your precious time because we can
medical experience. I watched the sweet taut ass
move under the guy’s scrubs, grateful for his kindness in not
making me wait. There’s no doubt I was doubly thankful for the
view. I decided to try a little conversation. “So, you seem to be
doing everything around here. Are you guys short staffed today?” I
blushed a bit, thinking that I had somehow just suggested that the
guy had a small dick. You could tell where my mind was choosing to
dwell.

He only smiled. “No, we really just
keep a skeleton staff here. It never gets so busy that one or two
of us can’t handle things.” I looked at his defined muscles in the
thin scrubs and agreed that he could probably handle quite a
lot.

He then put my chart on the counter
and reached into a cabinet and pulled out one of those dreaded
paper gowns. He smiled and laughed a little when he saw my look of
distaste. “I know, it sucks, but I need you to get undressed so I
can do the scan of your abdomen.”

I felt a little thrill run through me
as he said “abdomen.” It sounded so damn sensual coming from him
and, I was extra enthused because it was apparent he would be the
one taking the x-ray. Maybe he would be able to see my pounding
heart in his machine. God, I was being ridiculous, but like I said,
I was in need of some attention.

So, I waited for him to leave the room
and then, I quickly got undressed and slipped the paper gown on
over my tall, curvy frame. It did little to cover me and I found I
was alright with that. He knocked on the door and came back in a
moment later and directed me over to a table that had a monstrous
lens thing hanging above it. “Well, this is a little too Ridley
Scott for me.”

He looked at me appreciatively. “You
know Aliens? Wow.”

I smiled. I didn’t bother to explain
that I was only familiar with the franchise because my boyfriend
twice removed had been a sci-fi fanatic that had watched the whole
series once a month like clockwork. I just kept smiling and
shrugged. “Yeah, I’m a girl with a lot of surprises.”

He nodded and I noticed him looking me
over as I lay stretched out on the table, my stomach taut and my
panties barely covered by the gown. He finally shook his head and
then reached under the table to grab something that looked like a
chalkboard. He then put a hand under my back just at the spot
beneath my stomach and he lifted me.

I didn’t mean to but I shuddered hard
at his touch and a small moan escaped my lips. He didn’t seem to
notice as he placed the chalkboard-like plate under me and had me
lie flat again. Then, he walked behind the partition that separated
the control panel for the x-ray, I assumed and suddenly, the big
arm hanging over me, moved and dropped closer to me. I gasped and
his voice came over a speaker. “Just relax. Breathe deep and on the
count of three, I’ll take the pictures.”

I nodded my understanding and I heard
him count and then there was just a buzzing sound and the thing was
shifting away again. I laughed. It had been so simple. What had I
been worried about?

The technician came back out and he
pulled the chalkboard out from underneath me. Again, I reacted as
his hands brushed my side but again, he seemed oblivious to it. He
just took the plate around the partition and left me lying on the
table.

Sighing, I sat up and as quick as
that, he was back by my side and his hands were on my shoulders,
lowering me to the table. I gasped at how suddenly he had
reappeared but, I have to admit, I wasn’t very alarmed by his
forcefulness at first. I was actually incredibly turned on. “Oh
yes,” I murmured as he lowered his mouth to mine and kissed me
hard.

But then, he pulled away and ripped
the paper gown in two and slapped my exposed breasts hard enough to
make me yelp loudly and to send the sound ringing out into the
room. He chuckled and then he grabbed each perfectly pert breast in
his hands and gave them a hard squeeze. I gasped but I felt my
nipples instantly harden under his palms. He removed his hands
after a while and gave my sensitive nipples each a hard twist with
his fingers.

Just as I was about to push my way off
the table in humiliated anger, he leaned forward and his warm mouth
enveloped one of my nipples and suckled like a little baby. Oh my
God, the feel of his tongue on that sensitive little nib! I almost
screamed again, but this time from pleasure. I completely forgot
the rough start and began reaching for his shirt to pull it off his
wonderful body, but he smacked my hands aside and stood
up.

Then, he put a hand on the waistband
of his scrub pants and another on the back of my head and he pulled
me up from the table and brought me down toward his now free cock.
I closed my lips reflexively, he was just so big, but he pushed his
dick hard against them until I gave in and opened wide. Then, my
mouth was filled with his thick shaft and he was sliding into my
throat. I gagged as he pushed over my tongue and hit the back of my
throat. He was very thick, and I just panicked as I felt my air
being closed off. He gripped me by my hair and shook my head and I
fought to relax and take him in deeper. He groaned as he felt my
throat open for him and he began to work his dick in and out of my
stretched wide mouth.

He fucked my throat for a few minutes
and I have to admit, I made quite a slobbering mess of his cock and
my chin. Finally, he pulled out and released my head and I choked
and sputtered as I dragged in large gulps of sweet air. I didn’t
mind that he had throat fucked me. In fact, it had made my pussy
dripping wet and now, I was absolutely dying to have him in my
cunt. As if he were a genie granting my wish, he pulled me around
and grabbed my legs just under my knees and pushed them up and out,
spreading my pussy lips wide open and showing him my very wet pink
sweetness.

He grunted appreciatively and I closed
my eyes in anticipation of feeling his thick shaft deep inside me,
but to my surprise, he ducked down and buried his stubbly face
right in my pussy. I jumped on the table when I felt his tongue
delve into my folds and explore inside. I wriggled my ass on the
table, trying to move around his tongue, but he put a hand on my
stomach and stilled me before moving it down and opening my pussy
even more.

He pulled back for a moment and I
ached at not having him on me, but then he moved forward again and
now, he was attacking my clit. My God, I nearly screamed as his
tongue stroked and massaged and prodded my hooded bud! I did groan,
though, long and loudly, as I felt myself getting closer and closer
with each stroke of his tongue. To top it off, he thrust fingers
inside me and began to fuck my slit as he sucked on my clit and I
shuddered on the table on the edge of an incredible
orgasm.

Then, he pulled off and I yelled then,
in disappointment as my building orgasm subsided and I was left
feeling empty and frustrated. I wasn’t left waiting for long.
Though. In a moment, he had pulled me off the table and bent me
over the side, pressing the head of his huge cock up against the
oh-so-sensitive opening of my pussy. He rammed in then and fucked
me fast and hard and I had trouble catching my breath as he pounded
away at my pink folds.

He went deep and hard for a few
minutes and I felt my orgasm building again, but, once more, just
as I was about to explode, he pulled out and left me empty. I
almost cursed him out then, but, suddenly I felt him pushing his
thick cock between my ass cheeks and I totally froze, the words
dying on my lips. I had never let anyone take my ass, even the guys
I had really felt something for, and now this guy was about to push
into my little entry. I started to turn my head to beg him to stop
when he gripped my sides hard and thrust forward viciously. His
cock, slick from my mouth and pussy, was past the resistant ring of
muscle and was deep inside my ass.

My body was instantly flooded with the
most intense pain I had ever felt in my life. I felt torn open by
the massively thick cock that had buried itself in my tiny hole. My
ass was painfully trying to shrink down to normal size around his
shaft but, of course, it couldn’t. Every spasm as it tried sent
harsh electric shockwaves of pain traveling all through
me.

 

Of course, he didn’t just sit in my
ass waiting for me to stop yelling, but almost immediately, he
began to fuck my little rosebud furiously, thrusting harshly in and
out until I was bouncing against the edge of the padded table.
Every bounce made me grunt and every thrust made me scream and the
noise I was making was strange, but oddly sexual in my ears. I
found, shockingly enough, that my own distress was making me hotter
and my orgasm ramped up to full tilt before I knew it. With just a
few more thrusts, my pain was drowned in waves of pleasure as my
orgasm broke over me and my pussy and ass clenched hard in
stimulating rhythmic pulses.

He didn’t stop fucking me just because
I was suddenly coming. In fact, he began moving even faster and
harder and deeper and I found I was desperate for something to pay
attention to my orgasmic pussy. So, reaching down and resting my
shoulder somewhat painfully against the table, I managed to get my
fingers down to my folds and I shoved them in just in time to feel,
through the thin skin that separated my two entries, his cock swell
inside my ass and begin throbbing hard.

I thought for sure that he was going
to give me one more hard thrust and fill my little abused asshole,
but again, he surprised me by pulling out, spinning me around and
dropping me to my knees on the green linoleum. I almost fell on my
face because my fingers were still buried in my slit, but he
grabbed me by my hair and lifted my head and mashed his already
coming cock against my lips until I opened and took him in. Warm
semen coated my lips as he pushed over them and past my tongue to
let his load spurt deep into my struggling, gagging throat. I tried
to keep up with the constant flow of cum down my throat, but it was
hard and tears sprang to my eyes as I fought to gulp every drop
down and hold my breath at the same time.

Finally, I felt him shudder and then,
he released my hair and pulled his still rock hard shaft out of my
throat and mouth. I fell forward onto my hands and coughed and
sputtered and pulled in shuddering breaths of sweet air as he
leaned down and wrapped his arms around me and lifted me back on
the table. I sat there, my chest heaving as I tried to calm myself
and gain some control, but I noticed that he seemed just as winded
and I smiled a little.

Eventually, our breathing settled down
and he got me some towels that I used to clean up and then, he
brought me my clothes and very sweetly, I thought, helped me into
them. A few moments later, I was dressed and we were making our way
out to the still empty waiting room. I stopped at the door and
then, I turned and stood on tiptoe to kiss his cheek. “You know, I
think we’re going to have to figure out another way to have these
sessions, Sam. I’m pretty sure the doctor is realizing that I’m not
sick every time I show up at his door.”

Sam shrugged. “So, just show up and
I’ll fuck you silly on my lunch hour.”

I shook my head. “What? And take away
the whole aura of naughtiness that we have here, no, I think we’re
just going to have to be creative.”

He looked at me. “Well, I could go to
your work next time.”

I looked at him, completely
scandalized. “Sam, I work as a lab assistant at my school. You
couldn’t just waltz in and fuck me in front of my
colleagues.”

He grinned mischievously. “Oh, you
don’t have a supply closet around somewhere?”

I grinned. “I think there is a
janitor’s closet nearby.”

He nodded. “Okay then, I guess I’ll
see you tomorrow.”

I stopped him before he could push me
out the door. “Wait, what did we just decide?”

“Nothing. I just figure that your lab
will be due for a full cleaning sometime tomorrow and, you know me,
I believe in being tidy.”

I laughed and kissed him again. “Hey,
what the hell was that with the anal sex? That was off limits,
remember?”

He smiled at me and said,
“Oh…I…Forgot.”

I laughed and gave him another kiss
because it was a real relief to know that we would keep our naughty
affairs going strong. I left the office after giving him directions
to my school and the lab and then I walked out to my
car.

I drove off thinking of how I couldn’t
wait to see the new janitor at school tomorrow.
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It was a completely unexpected and
impossible event, but it happened, and to this day, I don’t even
know how it did. I was in my second year in community college, and
my counselor told me that in order to transfer to a good four year
university, I would need to get some extra-curricular activities
into my academic resume. It made sense. I had graduated high school
at sixteen, just a few months shy of my seventeenth birthday.
Because I was so young, my parents had been very protective and I
hadn’t done anything outside of classes. My eighteenth birthday was
a week away, and my counselor suggested that I try some volunteer
work at the local health clinic. I would have to wait until I was
eighteen, but the paperwork could be started
immediately.

That’s how, with the echoes of my
birthday cake only hours old, I showed up at the clinic, eighteen
years and about fourteen hours and full of excitement and eager to
help change the world. I walked in full of smiles and told the
woman at the front that I was there as a volunteer. She smiled
wearily at me and said, “We sure need the help sweetheart. What’s
your name?”

“I’m Candace Driver.”

She giggled, and I figured she was
making fun of my last name. I get that every now and again. She saw
the slight exasperation that crossed my face, and she said, “Oh,
Candace…” She giggled again and covered her face with her hand.
“I’m sorry. It’s just…” She took a deep breath. “It’s just I’m so
damned tired and you’re going to be…Candy the candy striper.” She
giggled again and this time I giggled right along with her until
she finally said through the laughter, “I better call Nora and get
her out to help.”

I waited among the patients. There was
a full waiting room, so I stood. After about ten minutes, a
beautiful nurse walked in. She had the most flawless skin and big
expressive green eyes. Her raven black hair was pulled back into a
bun and partially covered with one of those caps nurses wear. She
called my name and I walked over to her. She smiled as she led me
out of the door and into a long hallway. She brought me to a locker
room, the whole time telling me how much work was involved. I have
to admit that I spent most of that walk trying to pay attention but
getting more and more distracted by her lovely physique.

I know I’m good looking in a fresh and
innocent girl-next door sort of way. Even as young as I was in high
school, I had football players fighting for my attention. When I
went to the junior college, it ramped up even more. I have a nice
athletic body, a girlish face, and a very cute ass. My breasts are
small and pert. I didn’t have much experience, sexually I mean.
There was a lot of kissing and petting. I’d given a few hand jobs
and one blowjob. That was it. I was still a virgin and tired of
being cute. I sure as hell wished I was sexy instead. Nora was
everything I wasn’t. Even in the unflattering nurse’s uniform her
body was impressive and curvy. I could see her heart shaped ass
outlined against her skirt, and even the way she walked was sultry
and sexy. I hadn’t ever been with a woman, but I could appreciate
that I was walking with an incredibly sensual and beautiful
woman.

She took me to a locker and opened it.
“This one will be yours. You can bring a lock if you’d like, but
nobody ever steals anything here. Now strip.” I was a little
shocked that she wanted me to strip, and I stood there bashfully.
She laughed. “Don’t worry, I promise not to molest you until after
your shift. We need to change you into your candy striper uniform.”
I flushed with embarrassment and stripped. She looked at me in my
cotton panties and bra and went a few lockers down. She reached in
and pulled out some white stockings and told me to put them on. I
did. Then, she touched me. All she did was put her hands on my
waist and then my hips to estimate my size, but the feel of her
hands thrilled me, and my heart beat fast. I was afraid she would
notice, but she disappeared into a closet and returned with a
traditional red and white striped pinafore and a nurse’s cap with
the same stripes. I put them on and looked at myself in the mirror.
Nora walked up behind me and it was amazing. I was cute, a young
fresh dream that made men think guilty thoughts late at night. Nora
was stunning, the kind of a woman that make men murder other
men.

Once I was dressed, it was suddenly
time to work. I spent the next eight hours reading to patients,
delivering meals, playing with kids while they waited to be
immunized, and giving light advice to teens who came in for birth
control or pregnancy tests. When it was over and Nora told me I
could go change into my street clothes, I was amazed at how
rewarding and tiring the day had been. I smiled and thanked her,
and she said, “Don’t worry, I’ll be in to molest you in a few.” I
giggled as I walked back to the locker room.

I was standing next to my locker
taking off my uniform when Nora came in. She didn’t hesitate at
all. She walked right up to me and put her mouth on mine. I was
shocked. When she’d talked about it before, I thought she was
joking, and my giggling wasn’t an invitation, but she was there
kissing me all the same.

I was stiff at first, but there was
something so incredible, tender and amazing, about the way she
kissed me, something so remarkable that I eventually gave in and
responded. I could feel her hands running over me. I could feel her
tongue exploring my mouth. I tentatively pushed my tongue into hers
and she sucked it back into her mouth. It was strange. No one had
ever done that with me before, but she did, applying pressure to my
tongue and sucking on it just like it was a little cock. I felt a
thrill travel through me as she did it.

I’d forgotten that I was halfway in
the process of removing my uniform, but I was reminded quickly when
I felt her hands on my bare midriff rubbing upward until she had my
breasts in her hands over my bra. She rubbed at me and I could feel
my nipples hardening and then, she pulled her hand out and yanked
the cup down so that one was free.

The feel of her hand over
my naked breast was astounding and the way that she rolled it
between her fingers made me moan around her mouth as she continued
to suck on my tongue. Then, she pulled away and I looked at her
wide-eyed and nervous. She smiled softly at me and leaned down, her
mouth kissing at my breast. She made a large O and put it right over my areolas.
I felt her tongue flicking at my nipples which created the most
incredible sensation. Her hands never stopped moving, rubbing my
sides, my back. She continued to kiss me and then, she was pushing
the shoulders of my uniform over and off me so that it fell to the
ground and I stood there, with my bra half on and my panties and my
white stockings.

She continued to rub and her hands
traveled down so that while she licked and sucked on my nipple, she
reached down and cupped my mound through my panties. I felt her
squeeze it and I almost lost it right then, my legs growing weak.
She kept kissing and licking my nipples for a while longer and then
she moved back up to kiss me as she rubbed my pussy through the
panties. Then she stepped back, reached up and pulled my bra off
completely. She wriggled it over my hips and then off
me.

I gasped at the feel of her as she
began kissing and licking down and back to my nipples while her
hand continued to rub at me through my panties. Finally, just when
I thought I couldn’t handle it anymore, she yanked at my panties
and they were down at my ankles. I moaned against her and I kissed
the top of her head. I expected her to give some more attention to
my breasts, but she didn’t. Instead, she began kissing her way down
my body until she was kneeling in front of me and then, I felt her
lips brush against my clit and I sighed.

I thought I was going to fall so I
shifted myself to lean against the lockers. She lifted one of my
legs up and put it over her so that my thigh rested on her
shoulder. Then, she attacked me. That’s the only way I can describe
what she did to my pussy with her mouth. She attacked it
ravenously, thrusting her tongue in and licking it hungrily. The
sudden intrusion was astounding and I moaned loudly. I reached down
and grabbed at her head and in the process, I grabbed a handful of
lush, dark hair out of the bun she had it up in and it just fell
apart, sending her hair cascading down her back as she moved
between my legs.

She was moving her mouth and her lips
and her tongue furiously on me and it was incredible how good it
felt and how wonderful it was to watch her work on me, her dark
hair swaying as she shook her head and rubbed her lips on my pussy.
I moaned uncontrollably. She was a woman, no question, but she was
attacking my pussy with far more aggression than I could imagine
any of the boys I’d fantasized about would do. It sent waves of
intense pleasure over me to watch it and to feel it happening. She
thrust her tongue in and out of me and then pulled out and licked
all around it before thrusting it in again. It was a remarkable
feeling and I had no idea that it could feel so wonderful, and with
a woman to boot!

When she finally backed off, I
whimpered and she smiled up at me. Then she stood and I smiled as
she undressed. She started slowly pulling her clothing off but that
wasn’t good enough for me and I reached forward and started tearing
it off her. She giggled as I did and, finally, she stood naked in
front of me and I kissed her. I reached down and I touched her
pussy and it was the first time that I had ever touched another
woman. It was a strange and wonderful feeling that excited me even
more.

I began to play my fingers along her
folds and she leaned against me and kissed me, moaning softly.
Then, she reached down and grabbed the small of my back and pulled
me against her so that my clit was rubbing against her thigh. I
began to move rhythmically against her, all the while, my tongue
was working on her lips.

Finally, she pulled away and she
brought me down to the floor. I thought she was going to lick at me
again and she did, but first she turned around so that her body was
over mine. Her hips were over my head; her legs, straddling my
face. When she lowered her mouth to my pussy, I lifted mine to
hers. I was tentative, not sure what to do, but I pushed my tongue
out and licked at her folds. The taste was musky and exotic and
sweet. She moaned and shifted down onto me as I licked her and I
moved my tongue over her before thrusting it deeper into her
opening. All the while, her mouth was working on me with the same
aggressive fervor she had shown before. Still, I just moved slowly
around hers, enjoying my first experience with another
woman.

She was doing incredible things to me,
but I didn’t understand how incredible it was until, suddenly, my
pussy was filled and I realized that she had pushed fingers into
me. I bucked upward and pushed myself against her and I realized
that I was already on the verge of an orgasm, an orgasm that felt
like it would be far more powerful than the awkward and vaguely
disappointing times I had touched myself late at night.

She began fucking me hard with her
fingers and I began licking more insistently on her. Then, I
thought that if it felt that good for me, it would feel that good
for her and I reached up with my hand and I pushed two fingers into
her pussy. She moaned in response and pushed herself down onto my
hand and it gratified me to know that I had given her pleasure. I
began moving my fingers inside her, trying to go as fast as she
was. It was then that I climaxed and the orgasm washed over me with
a force unlike any I had ever had before. I screamed against her
pussy as I felt it take hold of me, and I heard her moan and then,
she was moving her fingers even faster as her tongue continued to
work on my clit. For my part, I stopped everything. My mouth was
still against her pussy and I still had two fingers in it but I
wasn’t moving either of them. I was paralyzed with the strength of
the orgasm and the waves of pleasure that were taking complete
control of my body, utterly consuming me.

She kept moving hard and fast until I
couldn’t take it anymore and I reached down, trying to push her
off, but she just kept at me, making me squirm and squeal beneath
her. Finally, she stopped but she stayed where she was, wiggling
her ass above me, clearly signaling that she didn’t want to be
forgotten. I giggled and lifted my head and pushed my tongue up
onto her again while shoving fingers back into her pussy. She cried
out as my tongue touched her and she began to grind herself against
my face and my hand. I kept it up, licking and pushing my fingers
in and out, in and out, in and out until finally, she screamed, “Oh
fuck yes!” and then she was coming.

I could feel her pussy grasping at my
fingers, could feel her whole body shaking as it happened and
still, I kept pushing in and out, in and out, trying to torture her
the same way that she had tortured me. When she reached back with a
hand and stopped me, I guess I was too timid to try to force the
issue and I pulled my fingers out. She rolled off me and then
turned around and kissed my cheek and then my neck and then my
mouth. It was so strange to taste each other, the two of us mingled
on her lips and her tongue, as she softly explored my
mouth.

We lay there for a while until we
heard footsteps approaching and we hurriedly jumped up and began
changing into our street clothes while using our feet to kick our
uniforms into piles that we quickly grabbed and stuffed into our
lockers. Neither of us said anything as others walked into the room
and began changing, but when one of the girls asked if we had plans
for the evening, Nora turned to her and said, “Well, yeah, Candy
and I are gonna take in a movie.”

I smiled. Dinner and a movie would
certainly give me time enough to recover so Nora and I could start
all over again.
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It was an interesting thing to move
out of my parents’ house and go to live with my sister in the city.
Before I moved there, most of my conversations had to do with
whatever was playing at the one, three-hundred seat theatre in the
small town we grew up in. When I got to the city, everything
changed. She and I had long conversations about the struggles of
women. My sister wasn’t a feminist, but she was acutely aware of
issues that affected women more than men. She talked incessantly
about wage differences, how, even if you did twice the work, as a
woman you were unlikely to gain the same recognition. But there
wasn’t the biting man-hatred that you’d often find in feminist
literature or at rallies.

She also was very concerned with
women’s health and so, it was no surprise when she told me that I
ought to go and get a thorough breast examination. She and her
friend Mary would spend hours suggesting I head to their clinic. I
really wanted to, but it was hard to get up the motivation to
actually do it. Finally, one day I just gave in, realizing that if
I didn’t do it, I would have to deal with her telling me to do it
over and over and over again until I did.

Once I did agree, she and Mary went to
work. She gave me a list of things to expect, told me exactly what
clinic to go to, and told me exactly what to say and what to do.
That’s how I found myself in the waiting room of the Jacob and
Allicorn Women’s Health Center.

I was a long time in the waiting room.
I had to fill out endless paper work talking about my health
history, my insurance, questions about my diet, questions about my
sexual activities, questions about health concerns. It was
maddening. The minutes clicked slowly by until I finally had
everything filled out and returned it to the woman at the
desk.

Then, there was more of a wait. I
flipped idly through the pages of fashion magazines, issues of news
magazines talking about an election that had occurred two years
ago, and I was just about to give it all up and walk out when I
finally heard someone call my name.

I stood up and walked to where a
stunningly beautiful nurse, with bright red hair and lipstick that
seemed strangely slutty and out of place in a doctor’s office, was
waiting for me. She held a clipboard that I assumed held my
paperwork and smiled at me. “I’m Marigold,” she said, “Come with me
and we’ll get you all fixed up.”

Her attitude was disarming and I felt
better. I figured about ten minutes for the breast exam and then,
anything else the doctor needed to do and I’d be on my way. She led
me to a scale where she weighed me, took my blood pressure, took my
temperature, asked if I was feeling sick at the moment, and of
course I said no, and then, brought me to one of those sterile
examination rooms.

She reached into a cabinet and
unfolded a paper gown, told me to strip down to nothing and put it
on. I looked at her. “Um, I’m just here for a breast exam, why do I
have to undress?”

She looked at me as if I’d just
slapped her across the face. “Now, Suzie, do you have a medical
degree?”

“Um, no.”

“So, why don’t you leave medical
decisions to our staff and do what you’re told.”

I was a little shocked by the
forcefulness of it, but she reached forward and stroked my cheek.
“Sweetheart, I know that it’s hard when you’re in a doctor’s
office. I know that it can be overwhelming and filled with doubts
and worries. Why don’t you just let us take care of you so you can
be on your way, okay?”

Her touch was soothing and I smiled. I
stepped over to the table to undress, expecting her to leave, but
she didn’t. Shrugging and turning around, I pulled off my shirt,
tentatively, a little embarrassed as I did so. I was made even more
embarrassed by the way her eyes seemed to follow every movement I
made. Once I had my blouse off, I stood there, nervous about having
to take off my bra while she watched. She was just staring at me
and I watched as her eyes traced over my body, from my cheek down
my neck and lower to my cleavage. Finally, she smiled again and it
looked like her tongue made a brief pass over her lips before she
said, “Everything, Suzie.”

Though I was feeling more and more
uncomfortable by the situation, I told myself not to read so much
into things and, really, I didn’t have much of a choice. If I was
going to get my sister off my back, then I needed to get through
this exam. I began to undo my bra, reaching behind me, unsnapping
it and pulling it off. I thought I heard her gasp sharply when my
breasts fell free.

I know my breasts are nice. They’re a
little on the large side but still very firm and round and,
strangely, the way she was staring at me had done something
physical to me because my nipples were hard as hell. I stood there,
turning red with embarrassment, feeling my face flush. I was
certain I must look as bright as a lobster, maybe even as bright as
her hair, but she just kept staring. I could almost feel her gaze
on each nipple. Finally, she looked up and spoke. “Are we going to
have to check your hearing, too? Suzie, I said
everything.”

Nervously, I reached down and
unsnapped my jeans and unzipped them and wriggled out of them. I
had forgotten I hadn’t taken my shoes off and I was sure I looked
comical as I tried to kick my shoes off as my jeans were bunched up
around me. I started to stumble and suddenly, the nurse helped me,
steadying me. There was something electric about the feel of her
hands on my sides and, once I was steady, she helped me as I
finished removing my pesky shoes and then, stepped back again. In
the process of stepping back, her hand brushed over one of my
breasts, sending a thrill through me that brought an even more
heated flush of embarrassment to my cheeks.

I stood there only wearing socks and
my cotton panties, trying to calm the reaction from her touch and
deal with the uncomfortable feeling that she was studying my body.
Eventually, I realized that I had to keep undressing and I used my
feet to pull off my socks and stood in my panties. I was almost
paralyzed, afraid to expose myself completely in front of this very
attentive nurse, but Marigold’s voice came. “Okay, you’re almost
there, Suzie. Come on now.”

Sighing, I reached up and put my
thumbs under the waistband and drew them down over my hips and
legs. When I stepped out of them on the floor, I was completely
naked and I heard her breathe in sharply again.

I didn’t look at her. I just knew that
her eyes were fixed on my pussy. I always kept it completely shaved
without even a trace of hair and I could feel her looking right at
it and I knew that I was bright red with embarrassment.

She didn’t keep me uncomfortable for
long though, as I felt her draw closer and push something into my
hand. It was the paper gown. I put it up over my shoulders and I
felt her turn me around and tie it in the back. The strange thing
was I knew she had a clear view of my ass as she tied it and the
fact that she could see my ass was even more disconcerting now that
my front was covered. She put her hand on my shoulder and said,
“Relax now, sweetheart,” and she led me to the exam
table.

Things really got strange from that
point. After having me lie down on the table, she took each of my
hands and put them at my sides and I felt her bring straps around
my wrists. “Um, what are you doing?”

“Oh honey, I can tell you’re really
nervous and we wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself while the doctor
was examining you.”

“Hurt myself? How could I hurt myself
during a breast exam?”

At that point, it got even stranger.
She walked around to where my legs were and I saw her reach under
the table and bring the stirrups up. She then took each of my
ankles and strapped them to the stirrups. I was completely
restrained and unable to move. Now, I know it seems ridiculous that
I wasn’t running right out of that exam room, screaming at the top
of my lungs about the wacko nurse, but I was in such shock and,
admittedly, in a bit of physical arousal and, well, I just didn’t
know what to do. My mind couldn’t seem to clear the cobwebs enough
to let me think clearly, past my body’s reaction.

Now, with my legs lifted in the air,
the air conditioning was blowing over me. I could feel the cool air
traveling up my thighs, swirling around my now very exposed slit.
She pressed a button and the table down by my hips receded until
half my ass was on the table and the other half was only supported
by my legs in the stirrups.

She stepped back and studied me. Her
eyes never left my pussy as she said, “I think we have you all
ready for the doctor.”

Still in my disbelieving stupor, I
said, “I don’t understand. I’m just here for a breast
exam.”

She walked up and said, “Hush, honey,
calm down.”

I looked at her. “I am calm, I just
don’t under . . .”

And that was when she kissed me. She
put her mouth on me. I was stunned, and when she pulled away, she
said, “There. That’s better.” Then, she just walked out of the
room. I couldn’t believe it, and an unlikely thought that seemed
silly crossed my mind; I wondered if her lipstick had gotten onto
my lips.

She came back a minute or two later
with the doctor. “Hello, Suzie, he said. I’m Dr. Jacob.”

“Doctor, I don’t understand. What’s
going on? I just—”

“Suzie, I need you to be quiet for a
minute.” Marigold walked around and stood behind my head. She began
stroking my hair.

“But doctor, I—” From behind, Marigold
leaned down and put her mouth on mine again. It was a strange kiss,
a backwards kiss. My nose pressed softly against her chin as she
kissed me again. As her tongue pushed in and explored my mouth
again, I tried to struggle and was reminded of the bonds on my
wrists and my ankles. I felt a little bit of panic, but I also felt
an incredible and urgent growing sensation between my legs. I
lifted my head and saw the doctor kneeling down. I wanted to tell
him to stop, to ask what he was doing, to say anything at all! But
his mouth suddenly reached between my legs and all I could get out
was a low, throaty moan.

Marigold giggled at the moan and went
back to kissing me, pushing her tongue in and out of my mouth. For
his part, the doctor did the same between my legs, and the feel of
his mouth was amazing. His lips were brushing against my clit and I
could feel his tongue moving, fucking my slit over and over like a
small, pink cock. He kept licking and licking, and I couldn’t
believe the intensity of it. I moaned against Marigold’s mouth, but
she didn’t even slow down. The doctor kept it up for four or five
minutes or so, and I felt myself getting closer and closer. I was
on the verge of a powerful orgasm when the doctor’s face suddenly
left my pussy.

He said, “Marigold, I think we need to
call in a specialist. Can you go get Josh, please?” Marigold took
her mouth off mine, and started walking away. It was my chance to
say something, but the doctor put his mouth back on me, and all I
got out were some moans and some groans. It was about a minute or
two of that before Marigold walked back in with another man in
doctor’s scrubs in tow. I was writhing on the table uncontrollably,
but I controlled myself when they walked in and looked at him. He
was handsome in an entirely different way than Jacob. He was of
darker complexion, a little taller. If it were a western movie, Dr.
Jacob would be the gunslinger with the white hat, and the new one
would be the gunslinger with the black hat. Both of them would make
the saloon girls swoon.

He walked right up to the head of the
exam table and unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was
huge. I’d never seen one that big before. It was massive and thick,
and when he moved forward, turned my face, and pushed the head of
it against my lips, I turned my head away, but Marigold was right
there. She gently pushed my head back in his direction, and with a
hand on my forehead and one on my chin, she pried my mouth open so
that he could push inside. I felt the head of that cock push past
my lips, stretching my mouth wide. I didn’t think I could take it.
I didn’t think I could even take the head of the giant thing into
my mouth.

He kept pushing though, and with
Marigold’s hands shifting to hold the back of my head and my throat
firmly, he worked himself firmly in until he had pushed over my
tongue and I felt the tip in the back of my mouth. My eyes opened
wide with the strain, and that was probably a mistake because I
looked down the length of his shaft and realized that my mouth was
completely full and I had only taken about a third of that monster
so far. I started to struggle, not that it did much good with my
arms restrained, my ankles restrained, and Marigold’s hands holding
firmly onto my head. That was when I suddenly felt my pussy
filled.

Dr. Jacob had pushed into me, and I
moaned. In doing so, I opened my mouth wider and that gave Marigold
the opportunity to push my head hard. Suddenly, that massive
mushroom tip of the second doctor’s cock was pushing into my
throat. I heard Marigold giggle and say, “There you go, Dr.
Allicorn.” I gagged and choked, but Marigold reached down and began
to stroke my throat. Dr. Allicorn kept up his constant and
inexorable pushing, his shaft flattening my tongue and making its
way slowly and inevitably down my spasming throat until,
impossibly, the giant thing was all the way inside. I felt his
pubic hair tickling one cheek and his balls resting against the
other.

Marigold never stopped stroking my
throat as he began to move slowly, pulling back and inch or two and
pushing in again. It was overwhelming as he slowly fucked me. My
eyes flew open wide and then squeezed shut as the huge shaft
expanded my throat and he never quite pulled out of when he moved.
I could feel my body trying desperately to expel it with gags and
chocking spasms. I knew my eyes had watered up from the strain, but
still he kept up his slow and torturous movements. I was afraid I
would never breathe again.

It didn’t help that Dr. Jacobs was
pounding into my pussy furiously, making it impossible to
concentrate on relaxing my throat or anything else at all! Even
though I hadn’t asked for it, I was enjoying what was happening
between my legs, so a strange conflict brewed in me. Below my
waist, I was filled with urgency and joy. Above, I was panicking
and afraid I would never get air—air I desperately needed. All the
while, Marigold stroked my throat and kissed my cheek and kept up a
running commentary. “Oh, Dr. Allicorn, isn’t her face so pretty
around you.” “Dr. Jacobs, look at how her legs strain with what
you’re doing to her pussy.”

Finally, Allicorn pulled out and I
gasped and choked and tried to catch my breath. I couldn’t see well
because my eyes were filled with tears from the strain of the
throating. I gasped and sputtered and lay my suddenly free head
against the table while Dr. Jacobs continued to furiously fuck my
pussy. Finally, I got enough breath to talk and said, “Wait. What’s
going on?” in a weak voice. I didn’t get an answer, but when I
tried to repeat it, my mouth was occupied again. It wasn’t Dr.
Allicorn, it was Nurse Marigold. She climbed onto the table and
pushed her pussy against my face.

She lifted my head against her and
said, “Use your tongue dear.” I don’t know if it was the strain of
all that had happened or if it was just the immediate and
conditioned response to listen to a medical professional, but I
didn’t hesitate. I pushed my tongue up before I knew what I was
doing. It was a strange, exotic, and musky flavor that hit my
tongue, and I felt my pussy react even more strongly to what Dr.
Jacobs was doing. I had never been with a woman before, and hadn’t
really ever thought about it, but I pushed my tongue up and
Marigold moaned above me.

Suddenly my pussy was empty, but
Marigold continued to hold my face firmly against her slit, and I
kept licking. I felt the straps on one ankle undone and felt my
body twisted. It was an awkward position. Marigold straddled my
face, so my shoulders were flat on the table. The doctors moved my
free leg, though, so my body was twisted. I heard a clicking, and
the stirrup with the ankle still strapped moved downward so that
leg was flat. I felt a vise like grip on the free leg and I was
spread apart and my pussy was filled again. The position was
awkward, but with my pussy filled again, I didn’t mind so much. I
heard Dr. Jacobs say, “Alright, she’s in position Josh, so
proceed.” His voice was punctuated by exertion, so I assumed it was
him in my pussy. A second later, I was in a blind panic and
couldn’t assume or think anything because I felt the gargantuan top
of Dr. Allicorn’s dick at the tiny virgin opening of my
ass.

I couldn’t believe that doctor
expected my little rosebud to take that enormous thing. I had never
done anal sex before, had never really considered it. I’d only had
a few sexual partners, and our relationships were short-term. We
never really got far enough along for anyone to ask me, and I
wouldn’t have done it anyway. Now, I had a large cock in my pussy
and Dr. Allicorn’s monster was right up against the little ring
while Marigold held my lips to her pussy. I tried to say something
against Marigold’s pussy, but that only made her moan more and came
out as just muffled noise. I felt a hard thrust against the
resistant puckered opening and my entire body erupted in
pain.

There is no way to adequately describe
how hurt like that feels. Everything about me was paralyzed. All of
the reluctant pleasure Dr. Jacobs had elicited from my pussy was
gone. All of the exotic curiosity about the nurse’s cunt against my
mouth disappeared. My whole world was reduced to an impossibly
abused asshole and a gigantic cock. He pushed in just as slowly and
inevitably as he had in my mouth, and each millimeter of movement
sent agony coursing through me that was so powerful I couldn’t
breathe. I felt my hands and my bound leg straining against the
straps and I realized my whole body had tensed up and I had no
control over it.

He forced his way into my tiniest and
tightest hole slowly, filling me in an impossible way on a
terrifying and torturous journey, and I still couldn’t do anything.
I couldn’t scream as much as I wanted to. My body was still tensed
up and pulling at the restraints and my mind was a cloud that felt
only the hurt of the thing that felt like the Washington Monument
that was impaling my ass and sending lightning like bolts of
unbearable pain through my body. Vaguely, I was aware that Dr.
Jacob’s was still pushing in and out of my pussy with abandon. I
also knew that the nurse was grinding herself against my face even
though the paralysis that took over my body kept my tongue from
moving.

Finally, Dr. Allicorn grunted and with
a final thrust, got all the way inside and just kept it there while
the other doctor pushed into my pussy. With the movement stopped,
the pain subsided a tiny bit, just enough for me to realize I
should try to get away, and I moved my free leg, but in doing so I
realized both Dr. Jacob and Dr. Allicorn held me, one on my ankle
and one on my calf. Allicorn kept his cock fully inside of me while
the other moved, and I was just getting to the point where the pain
was bearable when gigantic cock began to move, ramping the agony
right back up to impossible. It was overwhelming as the massive
thing moved, and unlike what he did in my mouth or as he first
pushed in, he wasn’t slow.

He fucked my ass viciously, slamming
into me, and each thrust sent paralyzing sensations through me.
Tears flowed freely from my eyes and over my cheeks. Both of them
were moving and Marigold was still holding me against her pussy,
and all three finally found a rhythm, moving together. My ass would
be filled with the ogre of a dick. Then my pussy would be filled.
Strangely, the sensations became separated. Jacob’s cock would fill
me with intense pleasure and then Allicorn’s cock would fill me
with unreal pain. Marigold slid her slick folds over my chin and
lips and nose. As the two men moved, I was battered back and forth
between the incredible joy of the cock in my pussy and the evil of
the thing in my ass. It was pain, then pleasure, then pain, then
pleasure, then pain. As they moved faster, the interval between
them grew smaller and smaller, and they strangely began to merge
into one pulsating sensation.

I heard Marigold moaning above me and
I realized with a shock that I had begun to lick her again. I could
taste her musky flavor and could feel her muscles clenching on me.
I was amazed that I had done it without thinking, but my tongue was
fucking her just as certainly as the two doctors were filling my
holes and moving furiously together. I thrust my tongue up and into
her as though I were trying to fuck her just like I was being
fucked. The men moved faster in the blur of pain and pleasure, and
I was amazed to realize I was on the verge of an orgasm unlike any
I had ever experienced.

It was Marigold who came first,
though. She suddenly screamed and pulled me up while she mashed
herself against me so that I couldn’t breathe. She moved her hips
wildly and I tried to keep my tongue working. The thrill of it was
too much for me, and I came as well, sending spasms of pleasure
over me that were just as intense as the agony of those first
thrusts into my ass. It was overwhelming and I screamed against
Marigold’s pussy as she moved against me. The men were encouraged
by it, and they moved faster. Marigold pulled away, and I saw her
step down from the table and lift one foot onto it. Right in front
of my face, I watched her push two fingers into herself and move
them furiously. I heard my own voice saying, “Oh yes! God yes! Fuck
me! Fuck Me! Fuck!” The men moved faster and faster.

I moved my hips even anticipating the
thrusts into my ass. I heard Dr. Allicorn say, “Oh
Shit!”

Marigold’s foot came off the table,
and I heard her say, “Oh, Honey, in her mouth! Do it in her mouth!”
I didn’t want that. Nobody had ever finished in my mouth. I
certainly didn’t want that giant cock back in my throat. It was
strange to think I’d rather have it in my ass, but that was exactly
how I felt. The thought made me think of a whole other issue. I
wouldn’t want any cock, even if it was tiny, to be in my mouth
after it had been in my ass.

Of course, like everything else that
had happened, what I wanted wasn’t relevant, and I felt the monster
pull out of my ass. It felt strangely empty, but in seconds my
mouth didn’t. As Dr. Jacob slammed me back straight on the table
and fucked my pussy hard, Dr. Allicorn shoved into my mouth. He
didn’t go all the way in as he had the first time. In fact, he just
pushed in about two inches and I watched Marigold stroking the rest
of his massive shaft with one hand as she put her other hand on the
back of my head again. Allicorn’s dick seemed to swell and then he
was pumping a lake of cum into my mouth. At a party after
homecoming, I had done a beer bong once. It was like that, and
unceasing and urgent flow of liquid that filled me impossibly and
my cheeks bulged with it.

Marigold took her hands off the shaft
and began stroking my throat. “Swallow it honey. Swallow it.” There
was no way I was going to swallow that stuff, but Allicorn kept his
cock right in my mouth and then Dr. Jacobs slammed forward hard and
I felt him cumming inside of me. I gulped from the power of his
thrust, and once I started, the whole load in my mouth traveled
down my throat. Allicorn pushed forward slowly, following what I’d
swallowed and forcing what was left down as he pushed until face
was pushed against his balls again.

They stayed inside of me for a moment
or two as Marigold softly stroked my throat and the men breathed
raggedly. Finally, Dr. Jacobs pulled out, sending another wave of
pleasure over me. Then, Dr. Allicorn pulled out and I gasped.
Marigold turned my head and kissed me gently. I felt the straps
holding me in place being undone, and I threw my arms around her
and kissed her back. I think we were there for a good four or five
minutes. When we finally broke of the kiss, the doctors were gone.
Marigold stepped off the table and helped me stand. She put a new
robe around me and put one on herself as well. Then, she led me
across the hallway to a room with a shower. We dropped our robes
and both stepped in.

It was amazing as she lathered me up
and let the hot water soothe my aching muscles. I could still feel
the cocks, and my pussy evidently thought I was still being fucked
because it was still sending tremors of the orgasm through me and
trying to clench at the emptiness within it. Finally, Marigold
pulled me out and began toweling me down. She gave me a fresh robe
and we headed across the hallway to the exam room where our clothes
still lay on the floor. When we got there she helped me dress, and
when we were done, she asked if I needed a ride home.

“I don’t know, Mary. I think I’ll take
you up on the offer and stay at your place.”

“Your sister thought you
would.”

“She never said anything about the
anal sex. Hell, I thought it would just be the doctor and
you.”

“She said to make it really special.”
She leaned forward and kissed me. “Are you okay?”

“Jesus, I don’t think anyone I ever
sleep with again will ever measure up to that!” She smiled and
hugged me.

“Want to order pizza
tonight.”

“Only if I can have pineapple on
it.”

Mary laughed and kissed me again. “You
got it, Honey.”














Did you like these stories? Do you
like your erotica explicit and hardcore? Are you more interested in
getting down to business than doing market analysis? You can be
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involved react to it. My very explicit romance stories can be found
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