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“A man’s gonna see your coochie, a man’s
gonna see your coochie…,” Blair trilled in a sing-song voice then
burst out laughing.

 


“Get lost!” Sally hissed. “That isn’t
funny.”

 


“Yeah, sorry, I know that,” Blair went on
with a straight face that lasted in place no more than a couple of
seconds before she burst out laughing again.

 


“Shut up,” Sally complained in a louder
voice. “I’m not a slut like you that’s opened my legs to show my
coochie, as you call it, to every boy that asked.”

 


“Hey,” Blair exclaimed in an indignant voice,
but she couldn’t keep up the pretense that she was actually annoyed
and collapsed into another fit of giggles. “You’re just jealous
anyway,” she went on when the laughter stopped. “The only time you
let a guy get his hand between your legs, you kept your jeans on
and you were probably wearing six pairs of panties to make sure you
were protected.”

 


“I was not,” Sally squealed, but couldn’t
help laughing at her friend’s cheeky comment.

 


At 18 years old, she was probably the least
experienced girl in her college class when it came to the opposite
sex. She was starting to think she was the most naïve girl in the
world, but her shyness came out whenever she was around boys and
she seemed unable to conquer it.

 


“So how are you going to cope with having
your legs spread wide on a gynecology table?” Blair asked.

 


Sally was unable to control the nervous
shudder that rattled through her body.

 


“I don’t even want to think about it,” she
went on. “But my mom insists I have the examination carried
out.”

 


“She’s right,” Blair said in a moment of
seriousness before the cheeky grin flashed across her face again.
“It is sexy in a weird kind of way. Especially if you get lucky and
have a cute doctor doing the examination.”

 


“I know my doctor already,” Sally admitted.
“He’s a friend of my parents.”

 


“Oh…, that makes it weirder then,” Blair let
out.

 


“Tell me about it,” Sally said and paused
before going on. “At least I won’t have some stranger staring
between my legs.”

 


“Is he cute though?” Blair asked.

 


Sally shrugged her shoulders.

 


“I guess,” she replied. “I never really
thought about it to be honest. I’ve known him since I was a
kid.”

 


“I wonder if he fantasized about you,” Blair
mused.

 


“Shut up,” Sally exclaimed.

 


“What?” her friend protested. “Some older
guys get it up for college girls and especially the cute virgin
ones. All that innocent, untouched flesh gets them going.”

 


Sally let out a sigh as she mulled over the
comment.

 


“Anyway, I better get going,” she eventually
said. “I have a first meeting with him in half an hour.”

 


“Is your mom going with you?” Blair
asked.

 


Sally shook her head as she spoke.

 


“She couldn’t get time off work, but I didn’t
really want her to anyway.”

 


“Do you want me to come?” Blair asked.

 


Sally shook her head again.

 


“No, it’s OK,” she replied.

 


“Well, at least I can walk you to the
office,” Blair said. “Come on.”

 


Twenty minutes later, Sally found herself
sitting waiting to go in and see Dr. Bradley and wishing she’d
taken up Blair’s offer to accompany her. She tapped her foot
nervously as she looked around. The medical posters on the wall did
nothing to take her mind off what she was there for and she
eventually bowed her head and just stared at the floor. She was
deep in thought when a voice startled her out of it and she looked
up.

 


“Dr. Bradley is free to see you now,” the
receptionist said. “Just follow me.”

 


Sally got to her feet and plodded after the
older woman. She could make out her pulse rate quickening with
every step and when she got to the door, she wiped her sweaty palms
on her jeans.

 


“Here goes nothing,” she murmured under her
breath as the receptionist opened the door.

 


“Excuse me?” The older woman inquired.

 


The heat of embarrassment took hold on
Sally’s cheeks.

 


“Oh…, umm…, I said thanks,” she lied as she
quickly walked past the woman and in the room.

 


“Sally,” a friendly voice called out.

 


“Hi Dr. Bradley,” she responded and stepped
across the room as the door closed behind her.

 


“How long has it been since I last saw you,”
Dr. Bradley asked then answered his own question. “It must be at
least a year and here you are, looking all grown up.”

 


“Well, I’m 18 now,” she replied. “So I guess
I’ve grown up a bit since you last saw me.”

 


“Take a seat, take a seat,” he
encouraged.

 


Sally took the invitation and moved to the
chair on the opposite side of the desk from him. She sat down and
watched as Dr. Bradley did the same. Her foot began tapping
nervously again and she consciously needed to make herself stop
doing it.

 


“So, your mother tells me this is your first
pelvic examination,” Dr. Bradley said.

 


Sally did no more than nod her head.

 


“OK, well, I know it can be a nerve-wracking
experience for a young woman,” he went on. “So I’ll try to make it
as painless as possible. I’ve reserved a slot for you at six
o’clock this evening, so you don’t have time to sit and think about
it too much.”

 


“Really?” Sally said nervously. “Today?”

 


“If that’s OK with you,” he said. “I can make
it another time if you want.”

 


“Well…, I guess today is fine,” she went
hesitantly.

 


It wasn’t what she’d been expecting, but the
prospect of just getting it over and done with seemed a good idea
to her.

 


“I just have a few questions I need to ask,”
Dr. Bradley told her.

 


Sally took a deep breath and nodded her head.
She answered the questions as they were fired at her and the
redness showed on her face as they became more intimate. The last
one took her by surprise.

 


“Are you still a virgin?”

 


“Umm…, well, yes,” she answered and bowed her
head.

 


“Fine,” Dr. Bradley said. “The final thing I
need from you is your signature on this form. It’s just to show
that you have given your consent to the examination.”

 


Sally took the pen handed to her and looked
down at the form that was slid across the desk. It was open at the
last page, with Dr. Bradley’s signature already there to be seen on
a dotted line and an X beside the place where she was to put her
name.

 


“Do I need to read it?” she asked.

 


“It’s up to you,” he replied. “But it’s just
standard procedure that I ask all patients to complete to show
their agreement.”

 


“OK,” she agreed and put pen to paper.

 


Dr. Bradley hauled the form back across to
his side of the desk straight away.

 


“Great,” he said. “So I’ll see you at six
tonight.”

 


“Sure,” Sally said as she got to her feet
“Bye.”

 


Dr. Bradley smiled at her and she turned to
walk to the door. The sound of his voice stopped her just before
she opened it.

 


“Oh…, there is one other thing,” he went
on.

 


Sally looked back, but said nothing and just
waited for him to go on.

 


“I don’t want you to be embarrassed about
this, but could you shave yourself before you come back
tonight.”

 


Her eyes narrowed and she didn’t quite
understand what he meant at first. He saw the confused expression
on her face and went on.

 


“Shave your pubic area,” he told her. “It’s
for hygiene.”

 


The burst of red lit up on Sally’s face as
the realization dawned on her that she was being asked to shave her
pussy.

 


“Yeah, sure,” she mumbled and quickly turned
to leave.

 


She went directly home after the meeting and
saw that it was just after two when she got there. At first she
tried watching the TV then turned her attention to browsing the
internet, but nothing took her mind from the upcoming examination.
She remembered Blair’s comment about it being sexy but weird to be
spread out on a gynecology table and was starting to understand
what she meant.

 


It would be the first time a man had seen and
touched her naked pussy and there was a certain thrill about it
that she couldn’t shake off. That did seem strange to her and it
was made worse by the fact that her examination was to be carried
out by a family friend. Dr. Bradley was a man she’d known for
years. She’d never thought of him as anything other than her
parent’s friend, but another of Blair’s comments from earlier came
back to her about being lucky if the doctor carrying out a pelvic
examination was cute. She caught herself contemplating whether Dr.
Bradley was handsome and shook her head as she brushed the thought
aside.

 


“Get a grip Sally,” she urged herself, but
the thought kept coming back to her.

 


When it got to just after five, she went to
have a shower. She washed herself quickly, then reached for one of
her mother’s razors. Sliding down to the floor of the cubicle, she
spread her legs open and squeezed some shower cream on her pubic
hair. She quickly worked it into a lather and took a deep
breath.

 


“This is fucking weird,” she muttered as she
touched the razor on her skin.

 


A shudder rippled through her as she worked
the blade across her skin to shave herself bare. She always kept
herself neatly trimmed, but it was the first time she’d ever gone
completely bare. Her breath rasped out as she stood and grabbed the
showerhead down from its mount. She aimed the water jets at her
pussy to wash away the remnants of the soap, but quickly moved the
showerhead away when she began to enjoy the pounding cascade too
much.

 


“Pervert,” she accused herself and
laughed.

 


The urge was there to make the jets pound
against her bare skin again, but she resisted it and put the
showerhead back on its mount. Two minutes later she was dry and
wrapping the towel around her body. When she moved back to her
bedroom, she sat at the dressing table and parted her legs to look
at her shaved skin.

 


“Well, I’m fucking hygienic,” she let out
under her breath and shook her head.

 


A glance at the clock on the bedside table
showed it was nearly five thirty and she hurriedly toweled her hair
dry then got dressed. When she was finished, she grabbed her coat
and left straight away. Her nerves jangled during the walk to the
examination room and she was surprised when Dr. Bradley answered
the knock on the door himself.

 


“Isn’t your receptionist here?” she
asked.

 


“She had a family problem she needed to deal
with,” Dr. Bradley answered. “You’re my last patient of the day, so
I told her she could leave early.”

 


“Oh, OK,” Sally said.

 


Her nervousness grew at the prospect of being
alone with Dr. Bradley, but she told herself not to be silly. She
followed as he led her to a room and opened the door. Sally saw the
exam table straight away when she walked inside and her gaze
focused on the stirrups. Her heartbeat accelerated and she tried to
calm herself down.

 


“I’ll give you some privacy to put on the
gown,” Dr. Bradley told her and pointed to the chair in the corner
of the room. “Just let me know when you are ready.”

 


Sally nodded her head and watched as he left
the room. She walked to the chair and slowly began to strip her
clothes off. Her hands began to shake as she got down to her
underwear and even though she was alone in the room, she felt
completely exposed when she took her bra and panties off. That
didn’t change when she put the medical gown on and saw just how
short it was. She knew it wasn’t really designed to cover her,
since her legs were about to be spread wide anyway, but she
couldn’t help tugging at the hem and trying to drag it lower.

 


Her breathing became more labored as she
walked back across to the door and she tried to restore some
composure to her trembling body. She placed a hand on the doorknob
and prepared herself to turn it. That simple act took longer than
she thought it would and she worked to control her nerves. The
knock on the door startled her and she opened it immediately.

 


“Is everything alright?” Dr. Bradley
asked.

 


Sally glanced up at him, but saw his gaze on
the hem of the gown. It did little to calm her and she backed away
from the door as he stepped forward.

 


“I’m fine,” she replied unconvincingly.

 


She pulled at the hem of the gown to bring it
lower without much success, then turned to walk to the table and
stood beside it.

 


“If you can just get in position we can get
started,” Dr. Bradley told her.

 


Sally licked the tip of her tongue on her dry
lips as she stared at the stirrups. She was frozen to the spot and
almost jumped at the touch on her arm.

 


“You need to get on the table to get the
examination started,” Dr. Bradley encouraged her.

 


“Oh yeah, sure,” she agreed, although at that
exact moment, getting on the table was the last thing in the world
she wanted to do.

 


She moved to sit on the edge and held the
gown down as she swung her legs up. Dr. Bradley watched as she lay
back and moved around to get herself in position. She continued to
hold the gown down and was building the courage to lift her feet to
the stirrups when his voice stopped her.

 


“Do you know how to check your breasts?” he
asked.



Sally stared at him.

 


“Well, no, not really,” she admitted.

 


“Let’s start there, then,” he went on.

 


The breath stuck in Sally’s throat as he
moved level with her chest and reached out to the button-down flap
in the gown. She froze as the buttons were undone and the covering
material lifted to expose her breasts.

 


“Take hold and I’ll show you,” Dr. Bradley
told her.

 


Sally’s hands shook as she brought them to
her breasts. Her embarrassment welled up as the doctor’s hands
covered her own and he started to show her how to check her
breasts. She closed her eyes as her fingers were made to dig in her
soft flesh and there was no holding in the growing humiliation as
her nipples began to stiffen. When she opened her eyes again, she
glanced at Dr. Bradley and saw the way his gaze was fixed on her
breasts.

 


“That’s excellent,” he said as he made her
fondle and grope her tits in something that seemed more than an
examination to her.

 


Sally tried to convince herself of his
professional integrity and that he wouldn’t take advantage of her
naivety, but something didn’t seem quite right about the way he was
staring and making her touch herself. She wanted to tell him to
stop, but couldn’t bring herself to question him and waited until
he took his hands away before letting go and dragging the flap back
over her breasts. The material rubbed on her erect nipples and she
squirmed.

 


“If you put your feet up on then stirrups
now,” Dr. Bradley went on.

 


Sally’s mouth was dry and she tried to
swallow as she lifted first one leg then the other into place. The
touch of a strap being tightened around her right ankle startled
her and the slight panic erupted in her mind.

 


“Is that necessary?” she asked.

 


“It’s just to stop your feet slipping off,”
Dr. Bradley replied. “We don’t want any accidents.”

 


He walked around the bottom of the table and
Sally saw him glance towards her naked pussy as he moved to strap
her other ankle down. He then grabbed a wheeled chair and rolled it
into position between her spread open legs.

 


“Since you’re a virgin,” he went on. “I’ll
just need to check that you are not too tight for the
speculum.”

 


Sally’s panic heightened.

 


“How…, how will you do that?” she asked.

 


He said nothing at first as he dropped to the
chair and moved right between her thighs. His voice was quiet when
he did speak.

 


“You shaved it nice for me.”

 


Sally froze as his fingers stroked across her
bare skin. What was happening definitely didn’t seem professional
and she squirmed as the gentle touch brushed across her pussy
lips.

 


“This isn’t right,” she let out in a strained
voice.

 


“Helps to get you wet, so I can check how
tight you are,” Dr. Bradley went on.

 


Sally squirmed more as fingertips slid up and
down her exposed slit. The touch felt good, but she knew it was
wrong.

 


“You can’t do this,” she exclaimed and sat
up.

 


“Yes, I can,” the doctor answered sharply.
“You signed up for it.”

 


“I did not,” Sally complained.

 


Dr. Bradley got to his feet and took a
document from the pocket of his white coat.

 


“Do you want me to read the form you signed?”
he asked. “I, Sally Cooper, give permission to Dr. John Bradley to
use my body as…”

 


“You tricked me,” she accused him.

 


“Yeah,” he replied. “But it’s my word against
yours and the onus would be on you to prove that this is false. In
short, it’s basically an agreement that we will enjoy some medical
play together and I’m sure your parents would be happy to see your
signature on it.”

 


“No,” Sally exclaimed. “I don’t want them to
see it.”

 


“And they won’t,” he went on in a soothing
voice. “Just as long as you let me have my fun.”

 


The breath rasped out between her lips as
they stared at each other. There was no doubt that what was
happening was wrong, but she could still make out the tingle of
pleasure on her skin from the touch that stroked across it.

 


“I can’t,” she let out in a desperate
voice.

 


“Sure you can,” he told her. “Doesn’t this
feel good?”

 


Sally shuddered as the touch of fingertips
grazed gently across her shaved skin again.

 


“Please,” she begged.

 


“Just lie back like a good girl,” Dr. Bradley
told her.

 


The shudders grew stronger as the tingling
heat erupted on her skin and her breath came out in a quiet gasp.
She knew she should leave and suspected that if she really kicked
up a fuss, she wouldn’t be stopped. At the same time, she was
experiencing something that she’d fantasized about a lot, but was
too shy to let happen. There was no worry about her shyness now.
All she needed to do was lie back and let an older man teach her
what she wanted to know. It was wrong and she was tricked into it,
but the longing grew in her mind and she finally threw herself back
to lie down again. She knew she was giving the green light for a
man to use her, but she couldn’t stop herself.

 


She wriggled around as the touch between her
thighs became more insistent and there was no stopping the wetness
of her desire coming out. Her teeth sank in her bottom lip to hold
in a groan and she shut her eyes as tightly as she could. Her
breathing grew ever more rapid as Dr. Bradley’s finger pressed
against her now slick opening and her body bucked up as it slid
inside.

 


“Oh yeah,” he let out. “Virgin pussy is
always so tight. How often do you finger fuck yourself?”

 


Sally tensed and her back arched as his
finger slid deeper into her wet hole. She masturbated occasionally,
but wasn’t about to admit as much to Dr. Bradley and didn’t answer
his question.

 


“I think this pretty little hole could take
something bigger,” he went on as started to pump his finger in and
out.

 


Sally couldn’t hold in the groan any more as
she was finger fucked by a man for the first time in her life. The
swell of pure delight was better than she ever imagined and her
butt squirmed around on the table as her pussy was used.

 


“What are you going to do?” she asked
nervously when his finger slid back out.

 


Dr. Bradley swung the chair around and
reached for the speculum on the table behind him. He also picked up
a tube of lubricating gel and held them up for her to see when he
turned back.

 


“Time for that internal examination,” he
said.

 


Sally raised her head and watched as he
opened the tube and spread the lube on the tip of the medical
instrument. He then took more on his fingers and she squealed as he
worked it in and around her pussy entrance. She pressed her head
back and every muscle in her body tensed as the tip of the speculum
touched on her.

 


“Try to relax,” Dr. Bradley said.

 


It was the last thing she could do and she
tensed even more as she was opened up. Her pussy was slowly
stretched wider as the prongs of the device were eased inside. She
arched up again and her ankles strained against the straps holding
her down as the speculum was slid all the way in her pussy. Her
body was shaking as the mechanism was activated and squealed as the
prongs sprang open to spread her tight, virgin hole even wider.

 


“Fucking hell,” she cursed through gritted
teeth, then sucked in her breath.

 


Thoughts of the earlier conversation with her
friend came back to her and the weirdness that being spread open by
a medical instrument was bringing out her desire wasn’t lost on
her. Blair was never going to believe the story, but Sally
suspected there was a lot more of it to come before she was allowed
to get down from the table. She knew she was right when the kiss
touched on her shaved skin. Dr. Bradley didn’t seem to mind the gel
and worked his tongue around her stretched pussy entrance. She
gripped the edges of the table and her knuckles whitened as the
rush of heat erupted between her thighs.

 


It burned hotter still when Dr. Bradley’s
tongue snaked inside her pussy and she writhed around as he licked
at her slick inner skin. She was being used, there was no doubt
about that, and the way she was losing her virginity was as far
removed as she could think from the romantic fantasy that often
played in her mind. Sally was certain that the man between her
thighs wasn’t going to stop at just licking her out. He wanted to
go all the way with an innocent girl and was simply getting her
ready to be fucked.

 


The shame flared in her mind that she was
letting herself be used in such a way, but she also knew she didn’t
want it to stop. She was giving it up to the doctor and he was
going to take full advantage. Her breathing was ragged as the
arousal swept through her and she groaned as an eager tongue
slipped deeper and lashed around. Her head rolled from side to side
and her grip tightened even more as the temperature rose. Her body
was alight and she could feel herself being taken towards a climax
that she wanted.

 


When Dr. Bradley finally worked his tongue
free of her pussy he immediately got up and rolled the chair back.
Sally raised her head and watched as he reached for the buttons of
his white coat and loosened them. When he took it off, she could
see the way his raging erection was already straining at the front
of his pants. It scared and excited her in equal measure and she
brought her gaze up to his face when he started talking.

 


“Is your hot little hole stretched wide
enough for me now?” he asked as their eyes met. “Are you going to
give up your virginity to me like a good girl? Is this what you
want, huh?”

 


He seemed to be talking himself into more of
a sexual frenzy and the crude talk showed his desperation to fuck
her. This scared her even more, but her exhilaration mounted that
she was turning on a man so much. She dropped her gaze as he
dragged his pants down and the breath stuck in her throat as she
laid eyes on the way his underwear bulged. She couldn’t pull her
gaze away as he yanked his boxer shorts down to reveal how erect
having her tied down on the table was making him.

 


Sally gasped as he reached for the speculum
and slowly withdrew it. Her back arched up from the padded surface
as her body trembled and she only dropped down again when the
device was free of her pussy. She knew there was no escape and her
trembling grew worse as Dr. Bradley moved forward. It wasn’t a
medical device that was going to be used on her now and she stared
at the bulging veins of an erect cock.

 


“Do you like being tied down and used,” he
rasped in a hoarse voice as he grabbed hold of his erection and
spanked it on her slick, shaved skin.

 


“Yes,” Sally mumbled under her breath.

 


“Fucking tell me louder,” he ordered her as
he stepped right up between her thighs and rubbed the tip of his
cock along her swollen lips.

 


“Yes, I like it,” she responded and the red
of embarrassment flushed on her cheeks when she heard his quiet
laugh.

 


“I knew you would,” he went on. “The minute
you came in my examination room, I knew you were a naughty
girl.”

 


Sally pressed her head back on the table as
erotic spasms made her legs jerk around. The touch of Dr. Bradley’s
erection rubbing along her pussy was so good and she wanted more.
He moved forward and pressed his entire length against her to make
it spread her pussy lips open and she couldn’t stop her back
arching up again as the tension gripped her muscles. She was about
to have her virginity taken and there was no shyness as she let out
desperate groans.

 


She glanced down her body when Dr. Bradley
backed off and grabbed his stiff shaft to bring the thick head to
her pussy entrance. Her chest heaved up and down as he worked his
hips forward to slowly open her up.

 


“Nice and tight,” he let out crudely as he
slid his cock in virgin pussy and didn’t stop until he was buried
all the way inside.

 


He grabbed hold of Sally’s thighs as he
ground his hips against her to stir his cock around in her wet
cunt. She squirmed and wriggled as the burst of arousal swept
through her body and the sound of her whimpering groans filled the
room as the penetrative sex took her innocence. The grip tightened
on her thighs as Dr. Bradley prepared himself for more. The touch
of tight, soft pussy surrounding his cock was binging out his
animal lust and he started to rock his body.

 


Sally’s ankles strained against the bonds
holding them down as his erection began to stroke in and out of her
pussy. Her breathing grew increasingly ragged and trickles of sweat
ran across her skin as Dr. Bradley’s body crashed against hers. In
a matter of seconds, he launched a full out onslaught as he went
after his own pleasure. His grunts of desire grew louder as he
threw himself forward to defile a pretty teenager and show her just
how good sex was.

 


Sally writhed around on the table as hot,
hard flesh slammed into her drenched hole and took her ever nearer
to a climax. Her head rolled around as her exhilaration was brought
to a peak by the crashing thrusts and her body tensed, then lifted
up as her muscles went taut. It held her on the verge of losing
control for a brief instant before the shuddering tremors ripped
through her body as she was tipped over the edge.

 


Dr. Bradley plunged deep in pussy and groaned
as the rippling spasms erupted around his cock. He held on tight to
Sally’s thighs as she thrashed around in the throes of a massive
orgasm. Her gasping cries became desperate as the flare of heat
between her thighs spread out to engulf her body and carry her up
towards the peak of her passion.

 


Her first lover was thrusting inside her
again before the pure bliss of the climax faded from her body and
he threw himself to frantic efforts as the pressure grew in his
balls until he was unable to hold it back. He fucked his cock deep
again and convulsed as he lost control. His rasping cry was loud as
the first streaming rush of cum flooded virgin pussy and his body
bucked and shuddered as it was followed by more. Sally lay in a
limp heap as the virginity was fucked from her and she grimaced
when the doctor’s fingers dug in her thighs as the ecstasy of the
moment overwhelmed him.

 


When his shudders died down, she could feel
the soft throbbing of his dying erection as he continued to hold it
inside her. She was breathing heavily and just remained still as
she waited for him to back off.

 


“Untie me,” she pleaded when he did.

 


She couldn’t look at him as he loosened the
straps and she quickly got down from the table then went to the
chair in the corner of the room. The trickle of cum slid down her
inner thigh and she wiped it away with her panties before pulling
them on. When she was dressed, she turned and headed for the door.
All she wanted was to get out.

 


“I have to go,” she muttered as she walked
past Dr. Bradley.

 


“Same time next week,” he said after her.

 


Sally stopped for an instant and was going to
look back, but forced herself not to. She opened the door and left
without saying any more. As she exited the building and walked
away, she vowed not to go back, but knew she was lying to herself.
The hunger for more was already in her mind and she knew she would
return.

 


“Not so fucking naïve now are you,” she
chided herself, but a smile flashed across her face as she headed
for home.

***********
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