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Seduced By The Doctor

As a
registered OB/GYN, I had spent years in training to develop my
career to the point where I had my own private surgery. In addition
to my general medical degree, I had undergone a rigorous residency
program and completed my post graduate training in the specialist
field of obstetrics and gynaecology. It was an intensive period of
study and although it was extremely demanding on my time, it was a
field I’d always felt passionate about, having lost my mother to
cervical cancer some years earlier. As well as the wealth of
medical and scientific study I had to complete, a significant
emphasis was placed on the care of patients and the responsibility
for those in my care. I had been a practicing gynaecologist for
over eight years and was well into my 30s, although, thanks to a
strict regimen of vitamins and minerals, eating healthily, and
regularly attending the local gym, I’d managed to retain much of my
youthful good looks. Ever since I’d blossomed in my later high
school years, I had been the subject of attraction for practically
every man I’d come into contact with. My long, dark wavy hair and
huge pupils were like crack to them, and when combined with my
impressive bust, I was the target of every single man (and some
married ones) in every room I entered.

However, not to be too coarse, I could honestly say that
sausage was not my preferred taste – pastrami was more my flavour,
if you get my meaning. All my life I had remained a strongly
closeted lesbian, never feeling anywhere near confident enough to
reveal my true sexual nature for fear of being branded
unprofessional. How could I have my
fingers inside so many women and not be thought of as a
pervert, I thought. I had always maintained
an absolutely professional work ethic, though, never once allowing
my hidden feelings to affect my work. For the most part, I was able
to suppress my sexuality, and was successful in viewing my patients
with a purely clinical eye. They would come in for a variety of
reasons, most of which involved me exploring their orifices for
health problems. I won’t go into too many icky details, but suffice
to say, the potential for arousal on my part was not nearly as
strong as you might imagine. That’s not to say that all of my
clients were old or unattractive women. On the contrary, I enjoyed
a higher than usual percentage of young, affluent patients, thanks
in no small part to my clinic’s proximity to a nearby university
campus and residential halls. I would often have nervous young
women coming to visit me for all sorts of reasons, although
primarily, they stemmed from the same causes – the hard partying
lifestyle of a youngster that I so longed for and missed about my
own university years.

Still, I
reaped in the rewards of my fortuitous placement and enjoyed a
constant stream of appointments, rarely having a session to myself.
However, there was one girl who came in one day for a regular
check-up, who really got under my skin. She was a foreign student
from Hungary, with a gorgeous head of silky blonde hair and
incredible sparkling green eyes. She had a pointy, pixie-like nose
that wiggled slightly when she smiled and her beautifully tanned
skin glistened under the glow of the clinic’s fluorescent lighting.
It was her first time visiting a gynaecologist, let alone visiting
my surgery, and was visibly nervous about the whole experience. I
used my training to reassure her that it was a sensible decision
and that she was right to follow the advice of her friends to come
and book an appointment with me. Still, I could tell that she
wasn’t going to completely relax until she was out of the door with
the results of the pap smear. So I guided her from the waiting room
toward the examination room further down the corridor, opposite my
consultancy office.

“There’s
really nothing to be worried about...” I said, smiling
reassuringly. “I just need to perform a few routine examinations
and then you can go about your business.”

“Okay.”
she replied softly, barely able to make eye contact with me as I
led her inside. I closed the door and locked it, a standard
procedure to ensure that we had the maximum possible level of
privacy during the exam. I waved vaguely in the direction of an
opaque curtain that stood in the corner of the room.

“If you
could disrobe behind here, then put on this surgical gown...” I
explained.


“Surgical?” she repeated in her strong eastern European
accent.

“It’s
not as gruesome as it sounds.” I laughed, trying my best to settle
her nerves with a welcoming smile. She took the gown from my hands
and disappeared behind the curtain for a few minutes, and as she
clattered around with the belt of her jeans and stripped away the
tight denim from her legs and the soft cotton of her white crop
top, I prepared the small selection of tools and supplies I would
be needing, like an artist carefully arranging her brushes ready to
paint a masterpiece. She finally stepped out, with her clothes and
underwear draped neatly over the top of the metal rail. I should
have explained that she needn’t take off all her clothes, as I
would only be needing access to the lower half of her body, but I
felt that she might feel embarrassed or stupid if I corrected her
at that point. It was strange because I could clearly see the
pointy indentations of her nipples poking through the slightly
translucent gown, not to mention the wonderful curves of her small,
young breasts. Despite every ounce of professionalism in my body, I
couldn’t help but feel a little turned on by the sight of her
nervously trembling, almost naked body.

“Like
this...” I said, encouraging her to sit in the exam chair. I helped
her into it and pressed my fingers on her shoulders to push her
back to recline against the seat.

“Now, if
you could place each ankle in one of these stirrups...” I
continued, cycling the leg holders around from the side of the
chair and holding them in place as she timidly rose up each foot,
one at a time. I helped them into the stirrups, making sure to
swathe the bottom of her gown down over her crotch to preserve her
dignity. She couldn’t have been in a more compromised position, and
even though I was fighting every urge in my body, the tingle of
excitement around my clitoris was too prominent to ignore. She was
stunningly beautiful and my pussy knew it. The sight of her in my
chair and at my mercy with her legs spread wide open for me was
giving me an uneasy sense of arousal, which I partly tried to
ignore but secretly embraced. I pulled up my stool and perched
myself between her parted thighs.

“Okay,
first, I’m going to perform a standard vaginal check.” I explained.
She nodded quietly, scanning every corner of the room to avoid eye
contact with me. I’d met some shy girls in my time but she was in a
class of her own. I stretched a thin surgical glove around my hand
and applied a pea-sized droplet of lubricant jelly to my middle
finger, smearing it around for good coverage. Then, I pulled the
bottom of the gown up and rested it over her waist, revealing her
gorgeous little pussy. Her labia were incredibly slim and the
immaculate pink flesh was glistening with a layer of her sweet
juices. She had a thin strip of blonde pubic hair just above her
clitoris, but otherwise, her pussy was cleanly waxed and utterly
smooth. I realised I didn’t have to apply any lube to my finger as
she was already as wet as a fish. Not only that, but her vaginal
muscles were clearly contracting as I peeled her labia apart and
pressed my finger up to her exposed vulva. To my shame, I had
decided to embrace the excited throb that was pummelling my
clitoris, and as I slid my finger slowly up inside her pussy, I
could feel the juices rushing to my own. She gasped softly but
remained firmly seated as I began to check the insides of her
vaginal cavity for the regular signs of health problems – tearing,
signs of infection, strange lumps, etc.

However,
with every new inch of slimy inner tissue that I covered, the more
noticeable her moaning became. I could feel her pussy contracting
around my finger, gripping it as if I was pleasuring her. I knew I
shouldn’t encourage it, but I was so turned on and enraptured by
her youthful beauty that I wasn’t thinking clearly. I rolled the
tip of my finger up to the ceiling of her pussy and stroked it over
the spongy area of tissue of her g-spot, instantly amplifying her
wavering sighs to shuddering groans of satisfaction. She loved it,
and worse still, so did I. I continued to massage it, growing
firmer with every stroke and then tugging back on it with my finger
shaped like a hook. Her nipples were still poking through the gown
and her fingernails were digging into the arms of the chair as the
intense pleasure surged throughout her body. She thrust her hips up
gently, adding extra pressure to her g-spot as I shamefully
continued rubbing it. I knew exactly why she was so worried about
visiting me – she knew that she wouldn’t be able to resist her
broiling sexuality. Her pussy was fully engorged and her clitoris
was poking out firmly above her labia, beckoning me to touch it.
Suddenly, an imaginary wash of ice cold water splashed across my
face, bringing me to my senses.

“All is
clear on that front...” I said, blushing almost as much as she was
as I retracted my finger. “Now there is just the small matter of
the rectal examination.”

“Okay.”
she replied, fanning herself with the palm of her hand to dispel
the droplets of perspiration that had formed across her
forehead.

“If you
could just shuffle slightly forward...” I said, gripping the sides
of her ass to guide her an inch or so lower into the chair. With
her cheeks almost dangling off the edge of the cushion, I replaced
my surgical glove with a fresh one and applied a large dollop of
lube to my middle finger.

“This
might feel a little cold at first, but I’ll be gentle.” I said,
admiring the perfectly clean rim of her ass hole for a moment
before pressing my finger up to it. She shivered as the chilly lube
touched her anus, and then gripped the chair tightly with her
fingers once again as I slid it through the tight ring of wrinkly
pink flesh. A long, deep wavering sigh poured out from between her
lips as she closed her eyes and knocked her head back on the seat.
I pushed my finger deeper inside her ass, and at first, I was
intent on merely doing my job and checking for genuine health
problems. It was taking every ounce of my strength, but I was
desperately trying to suppress my own desires. However, as my
finger worked slowly around inside her rectum, she began to moan
excitedly once again. Watching her asshole expanding around my
finger as I slid it in and out was making the tingle of my own
clitoris impossible to ignore, making me lower my free hand down
between my legs to inconspicuously nudge it. Her anus was
constricting around my finger, hugging it as I fingered her, having
finished the exam already. There was no reason for me to keep my
finger inside her, and yet I couldn’t bring myself to withdraw it.
She began to thrust her hips forward again, pushing my finger
deeper until my knuckle was pressing against the rim of her ass
hole. I wriggled it around inside her ass, feeling every inch of
the inner walls of her rectum as she squirmed ecstatically in the
seat.

Her
clitoris was still fully exposed and the muscles of her vagina were
contracting even more energetically than before. Despite all my
training and professionalism, I finally allowed myself to be
consumed by my lusty desires, and while my finger continued to
plunge deep into her ass hole, I raised my latex covered thumb and
began to massage it over her throbbing clitoris. She began to moan
noisily and raised one of her hands up to her chest to fondle her
breasts, pinching her erect nipples through the gown as I fingered
her ass as fast and as deep as I could reach. There was no doubt in
my mind that she wanted it, and the burning frenzy inside my own
panties had convinced me that it was okay to keep going. Deep down,
I knew that it was wrong, but the naughtiness of the situation just
made me that much hornier, leading me to lean in to lick my tongue
over her clit. I clamped my lips down around the hood, perfectly
positioning my tongue to stroke repeatedly across the exposed
little pink granule with my saliva drooling down over her moist
pussy lips. This definitely wasn’t on the check list of procedures
to perform, but neither she nor I cared one bit. We were both in
that room for a very different reason altogether, and we weren’t
leaving until we’d achieved it. I lapped away at her clitoris,
flicking it in every direction as she moaned and tensed up her
diaphragm. Her whole body was trembling on the seat as I played
with her two holes, pushing my forefinger up inside her pussy while
my middle finger worked at her asshole. I kept my mouth firmly
wrapped around her clit, allowing me to suck and lick on it as she
ground her hips against my mouth. She loved it, and every moan that
emanated from her delicious lips sent a fresh trickle of moisture
to my own pussy.

I stood
up and moved around beside the chair, watching her up close as she
writhed with the deep touch of my fingers. I kept them pinned
firmly inside her, feeling every inch of the insides of her
slippery, puckering orifices as I leaned in to kiss the delicate
skin of her neck. As soon as she felt my breath streaming over her
chest, she extended her neck to allow me closer, sighing
ecstatically as I pressed my lips to her collar bone. I kissed my
way up over the side of her neck to her ear lobe and started to
roll the tip of my tongue around it, toying with her before
gripping it between my lips and sucking on her ear. She finally
turned her head toward me and gazed into my eyes, and we stared
into each other’s souls for a minute or two as her eyes lilted with
the surges of pleasure rolling across her body. I leaned closer and
pressed my lips to hers, kissing her and allowing my tongue to
slither inside her mouth as we embraced passionately. She was
clenching her ass to squeeze every drop of pleasure from my
wandering fingers as she could, causing the metal stands of the
stirrups to jangle under the movement of her legs. The room was
practically sound proof from the outside, though, so I didn’t care
how much noise she made and continued to plunge my finger in and
out of her gaping ass hole as we kissed.

She
lowered her hand down off the side of the chair and slipped it up
beneath my white doctor’s jacket. She began to stroke her fingers
around my ass, caressing my cheeks through the fabric of my black
skirt and feeling the indentation of my lacy panties. She wanted
me, and it only took a few brief moments of her feeling my ass to
persuade me to take things further. I removed my fingers from her
holes and snapped the glove away from my hand, discarding it in the
nearby open disposal box. I slipped my jacket down off my shoulders
and began to unbutton my blouse, slowly revealing my juggling
cleavage to her. She gripped the zip of my skirt and rolled it down
to my knees, allowing it to fall to the floor and leaving me
standing by her side in only my bra and black French panties. I
kicked my shoes away and then released the clasps from between the
two cups of my bra, pulling them apart to reveal my bare breasts to
her. Her eyes bulged at the sight of my heaving breasts and perky
nipples, and I could tell she wanted to suck on them. I gripped the
sides of my panties and peeled them down over my thighs, giving her
a glimpse of my bare and shaven pussy. I helped her legs out of the
stirrups and pushed my fingers against her stomach, nudging her to
shuffle further back into the seat as I climbed onto her
lap.

I was
completely naked, but she was still wearing the translucent
surgical gown. So I pulled it up over her head and threw it to the
floor, finally affording me the look at her breasts that I’d been
yearning for ever since she had appeared from behind the curtain. I
straddled her thighs and shuffled closer until my pussy was just
inches above hers with my legs clamped around her sides. I leaned
closer, squashing my breasts against hers as we kissed again,
rolling our tongues together as I ground my horny hips on her
waist. She groped my ass cheeks, digging her nails into them and
running her fingers up and down my crack, over the smooth rim of my
asshole. I reached over to the side of the chair and released the
catch allowing it to recline much further back. I pushed on the
back cushion until she was lying flat on her back underneath me,
and then crawled up to her head to sit on her face. She seemed all
too willing to eat me out, and moved her hands down to her crotch
to play with herself while her tongue lapped at my aching clitoris.
I pressed my pussy firmly down onto her mouth, allowing her head no
room to move as I ground my crotch on her face. The touch of her
taste buds massaging over my clit and sliding up between my soft
pussy lips was incredible, and I found myself groaning ecstatically
on top of her face. I kept one hand pressed down on her forehead,
as if the pressure of my clammy thighs and the weight of my entire
body wasn’t already pinning her to the chair.

She ate
my pussy for a good few minutes as the world around me disappeared
and was replaced with an orgy of terrible thoughts and fantasies. I
flipped my legs around to face down toward her pussy, and watched
as she masturbated with her legs still spread wide open. I moved
slightly forward, positioning my asshole over her hungry mouth and
spreading my cheeks apart with my fingers as I pinned it down onto
her mouth. She couldn’t wait to eat my ass and instantly began to
lick passionately at my rim, slowly working her tongue through the
tight hole and licking the first inch or two of my rectum. It was
intensely arousing and caused me to flick my clitoris with the back
of my fingernail so that I could manage the pleasure that was
streaming through my veins. I leaned down, pressing my breasts to
her stomach and hers to mine. We began to eat each other out,
lashing our tongues over each other’s clits and sliding our fingers
up inside our pussies to stroke and rub our g-spots. Our bodies
writhed in ecstasy as our sweat combined in a thin, glimmering
layer that coated our silky flesh. The curves of our muscles and
breasts were highlighted by the soft shadows cast across our bodies
by the brilliant lighting overhead, making our skin shimmer as we
squirmed together on the chair. Her tongue was better than any sex
toy I’d ever tried, and there had been a fair few. That said, there
was still another way we could amp up the filthy scenario just a
little further.

I
reached across to the moveable tray containing my gynaecological
tools and picked up my shiny silver speculum. It was a tool used to
separate the walls of a woman’s vagina or anus, allowing me to see
inside her pussy for closer inspection when finger based
exploration wasn’t enough. She had no idea what was about to happen
to her, but my inner pervert couldn’t resist the opportunity to try
something I’d wanted to do for a long time. I smeared the metallic
shaft with the juices from her pussy, which had accumulated on my
fingers. Then, I held it horizontally in front of her pussy,
pressing the tip between her labia and pushing it through her
dripping wet vaginal cavity. She groaned again as it passed inside
her, splitting her pussy wide open and I hadn’t even started to
operate it yet. Once it was fully lodged inside her, I began to
click the notches on the side, gradually causing it to open and
parting the walls of her vagina sideways to reveal the
indescribably beautiful cavern of her pussy. The pink tissue was
contracting around the two metal halves of the shaft, and I could
see her delightfully round cervix at the furthest point. The
pressure on her pussy had sent her into overdrive, and she began to
lick my clit as firmly as her tongue could manage while her fingers
rolled around over my asshole, spreading her saliva around my
contracting rim.

Then, as
she nervously pushed her middle finger through the slippery ring of
my asshole and began to slide it in and out repeatedly, a very
twisted notion entered my mind. I could barely concentrate because
of the intense licking of my pussy and then the finger that was
being plunged deeper and deeper into my spit covered asshole, but I
could just about formulate an idea. I coated my own middle finger
in plenty of juices from her pussy and pulled her legs back even
further at my sides, exposing her puckering asshole to me. It was
already smothered in lubricant from the rectal exam, so my finger
glided easily inside her ass and allowed me to push it in and out
with hardly any resistance at all. Her tight hole gripped my finger
as best as it could, but the lube was so slippery that I could
finger her as hard and as fast as I liked. I watched closely,
peering into her gaping pussy as I poked the insides of her rectum,
forming an indentation on the slimy pink walls of her vagina. It
was almost too much for me to handle, and because I’d got what I
wanted from the tool, I slipped it back out of her pussy and placed
it on the tray. With my finger still wedged deep in her asshole, I
pinned my mouth to her clit, mirroring what she was doing to me. We
thrashed together on the chair, which was now more of a bed, and
ground our hips slowly but surely toward an orgasm.

She
wrapped her legs around the back of my head, clutching me closer
with her crossed knees and giving me no choice but to continue
lathering her clit with my saliva. Her body hadn’t stopped
trembling ever since she’d taken a seat, and now that she was in
the throes of orgasmic bliss, she was shaking violently beneath me.
I, too, was shuddering tensely as the pleasure overwhelmed my
senses, sending both of us head first into a searing climax that
almost knocked me unconscious. It was a good job the room was sound
proofed because we both entered a fit of loud groaning and heavy
panting as we came together, our sweaty skin slapping together as
we writhed and thrashed on the chair. Then, completely out of the
blue, I noticed her pussy contracting much more wildly than normal.
Suddenly, a jet of clear, hot fluid ejected from her urethra as she
reached the absolute pinnacle of her orgasm, and for a few seconds,
she didn’t breathe. The gush shot out and splashed across the seat
and down over the floor, finally culminating in an ear-splitting
squeal of unadulterated bliss. I couldn’t help but chuckle softly
as I collapsed on top of her, having not realised she was a
squirter. It took a minute or so for us to regain our breath, but
after such an explosive climax, I couldn’t blame her for needing a
moment to recover. Her nerves seemed to have disappeared, and
although I didn’t know if she had booked the appointment with that
in mind, or if it was simply a welcome bonus, but I knew for sure
it was the hottest sex I’d ever had.

“I
recommend regular check-ups...” I joked as she got dressed. She
nodded and smiled.

“Do you
do home visits?” she asked.

“Not
normally, but in your case, I’ll make an exception!” I
replied.

“Good.”
she replied, “My housemate could do with a check-up,
too!”

THE
END

Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “Seduced By The Doctor” so
I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.
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