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Patient Menage


Naughty Excerpt from “Patient Menage”

I seized the knob and thrust the door open, walking in with confidence. “Hi, Rita. I'm Dr. Pauler.”

“Hi, Doctor,” a nervous, young woman with curly brown hair said as she sat on the exam table. She wore a white gown decorated with pink flowers, her feet bare and her cute toes curling as she shifted her feet.

“So this is your first exam?” I asked as I walked over to the sink.

“Yeah.” She shifted.

I turned on the water and thoroughly washed my hands. “I'm glad you've come in. Most young women think this is unnecessary, but even at your age problems can develop, particularly if you don’t practice safe sex.”

Rita's cheeks blushed. I shifted my hips and squeezed my thighs. Oh, I wanted to molest her.

“I...I've only had sex a few times. With my ex-boyfriend.”

“And did you use condoms?” I dried my hands and pulled on my latex gloves.

“Mostly,” she answered. “Once we...didn't. It was just after my period, so...”

“You thought you were safe. And how long ago was that?” I moved to the table.

“A few months ago.”

“And you haven't missed any periods?”

She shook her head. “I'm not pregnant.”

“Good. Now I'm going to do a basic exam.” I grabbed my stethoscope and pressed it to her chest. “Breathe in.”

Her breathing sounded fine and her heart steadily beat. I examined her ears, eyes, and mouth. It took a few minutes and it was always best to check the basic stuff. “Okay. I'm going to open the front of your gown and do a breast examination.”

I didn't need to do this on a patient as young as Rita; I just wanted to feel her breasts.

“Yes, doctor,” she blushed.

I opened the front of her gown. Her breasts were small, perky, still forming. She was a late bloomer. Her nipples were a soft pink. I squeezed her right breast, kneading the firm flesh. My thumb brushed her nipple, bringing a gasp as the nub hardened and rose from her areola.

Rita's blush deepened.

“Perfectly natural,” I assured her as I pressed my crotch against the edge of the bed, rubbing my hard clit on the frame. I fought the urge to moan. “You're a sexual being, Rita. So don't be surprised if you grow aroused during the exam. It happens. It's just your body reacting in a healthy way, okay?”

“Yes, doctor.”

I grabbed her other breast and squeezed. I wish I wasn't wearing the latex gloves. I kneaded her breasts, pretending to look for lumps. I licked my lips. Her nipples were so hard and inviting. I could just lean over and suck one into my mouth.

I ripped my hands away. “Okay. You can close your gown up. Everything feels healthy.”

“Good,” she whispered, squirming on the table.

Was her little pussy hot? I breathed in, hoping to catch a whiff of her musk. I discovered spicy aroma perfuming the air. Delicious.

“Now turn and put your legs on the stirrups,” I ordered her as I sat down on my stool. She obeyed, her gown slipping up her thighs as she spread her legs. I turned on my penlight and shined it between her legs. Her naked pussy came into view, glistening with her excitement. She had a neatly-trimmed, brown bush covering her tight slit. Her clit peaked out, pink and throbbing.

I grabbed the speculum, covering the ends in lube. “Now this will feel cold. Let me know if there is any discomfort.”

“Yes, doctor.”

I pressed the ends of the speculum against her pussy lips. She shuddered as the cold brushed her. I licked my lips in excitement. I squirmed on the stool. It was time to see all her delicious treasures. I spread the speculum open.

Her pink pussy lips widened, forced apart by the arms of the speculum. Her pink tunnel was revealed, covered in the milky juices of her excitement. The walls of her pussy spasmed as she clenched around the speculum.

“Relax, Rita. I'm not going to hurt you,” I purred.

I licked my lips as I leaned in. I shone my penlight around. Her scent was intoxicating, wafting into my nose with every breath. Her labia were dark and engorged and her vulva flushed. She was aroused. Her toes curled as I stared at her delicious pussy.

I wanted to bury my face in and tongue her twat. I had never been with a woman. I preferred men outside of the hospital. Well, I preferred a nice, hard cock cumming in my depths, my hot pussy milking their shaft.

But in here, I wanted to devour hot cunt.

And Rita had a hot cunt.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Patient Menage

Paperwork was not my favorite activity in the world. It's certainly not why I became a gynecologist. Every patient I examined had a file. And their file had to be updated with every fact I observed, medical issue I discovered, or medicines I prescribed. It was all digital. My practice had a clunky database that liked to lag my brand new computers.

I ground my teeth as I waited for the screen to refresh. A loose strand of my red hair tumbled out and brushed my cheek. I pushed it back behind my ear. I crossed my stocking-clad legs, shifting in the uncomfortable computer chair.

Paperwork was definitely not why I became a doctor. I had just finished examining Edith Miller. She was on Medicare, so that added an extra layer of paperwork on top of everything else. Every year, it became worse and worse. I wanted to be in my exam room with my patients. That's why I became a gynecologist.

And it wasn't to help them, though that was satisfying. There was just something so...arousing about a woman in the stirrups, her pussy spread open by the speculum, all helpless, just begging to be touched and examined. My own pussy grew hot just picturing it. I pressed my thighs together, rubbing at my itching clit.

I had discovered my perversity as an intern performing my first OB/GYN rotation. I walked into an exam room and there was this eighteen-year-old girl on the table, trembling at her first exam. Her legs were parted, her pussy lips sealed virginally tight. A hot wash had rushed through me. My nipples harden. My pussy soaked my panties. I had never seen anything more arousing in my life.

I almost fainted. It had taken all my self-control not to masturbate right in front of her.

I had no idea what turned me on so much about women in stirrups. Maybe it was the knowledge that I was touching their intimate flesh. Or maybe it was that they were helpless to stop me. I could finger their snatches and play with their hard clits and make them cum.

I never did. I feared the consequences. But I yearned to have the courage to molest my patient. Every year it grew harder and harder to resist.

I bit my lip. I needed to concentrate and enter in Edith's exam results to the database. I typed up my notes and hit save, praying the database wouldn't crash and lose all my progress. It didn't. I moved onto the Medicare paperwork. Those were done by hand. I printed them off, filled them out as my wrist cramped up from writing.

A soft knock tapped my door. “Doctor, Rita is ready in Exam 3,” Liza Miller, my petite nurse, said through the door.

Rita? I couldn't remember a patient named Rita. Was she new? That might mean someone young. A hot flush ran through me. The young patients were the best, though having a hot MILF or a pretty wife on my exam table was also exciting. I love plundering a married pussy, sticking my fingers into her husband's hole. It was so...powerful. I ached to make them cum harder than their husbands could.

“Calm down,” I whispered to myself as I signed the Medicare form. “Remember, acting like that gets doctors in a lot of trouble.”

Just last month, a male gynecologist was discovered filming his exams. That hadn't surprised me. There was a reason men got into the field of gynecology. And for some reason, there were women that actually preferred a male doctor down there. Maybe they were secretly turned on by having a hunky doctor play with their pussies.

We humans were such kinky creatures in our cores. We all tried to hide it. The world would probably be better if we were just open with our sexual desires.

I pushed back my chair and stood. I stretched my back and shook my hips. I glanced at a mirror. I still looked fresh. I smoothed the gray, silk miniskirt I wore and made sure my red blouse was still tucked in. I grabbed my doctor's coat and slung it on. Dr. Sally Pauler was stitched in blue letters across the right breast.

I exited my office. There were three exam rooms at my clinic, though we rarely used more than two at a time. I was the only doctor at the practice. My partner had retired last year and I hadn't bothered to find a replacement yet. I should though.

Exam Room 3 had a chart hanging on it. I snagged it and read through the patient's file. My eyes knew exactly where to look. Rita was eighteen and only had one sexual partner. This was her first gynecological exam.

My pussy clenched in delight.

I seized the knob and thrust the door open, walking in with confidence. “Hi, Rita. I'm Dr. Pauler.”

“Hi, Doctor,” a nervous, young woman with curly brown hair said as she sat on the exam table. She wore a white gown decorated with pink flowers, her feet bare and her cute toes curling as she shifted her feet.

“So this is your first exam?” I asked as I walked over to the sink.

“Yeah.” She shifted.

I turned on the water and thoroughly washed my hands. “I'm glad you've come in. Most young women think this is unnecessary, but even at your age problems can develop, particularly if you don’t practice safe sex.”

Rita's cheeks blushed. I shifted my hips and squeezed my thighs. Oh, I wanted to molest her.

“I...I've only had sex a few times. With my ex-boyfriend.”

“And did you use condoms?” I dried my hands and pulled on my latex gloves.

“Mostly,” she answered. “Once we...didn't. It was just after my period, so...”

“You thought you were safe. And how long ago was that?” I moved to the table.

“A few months ago.”

“And you haven't missed any periods?”

She shook her head. “I'm not pregnant.”

“Good. Now I'm going to do a basic exam.” I grabbed my stethoscope and pressed it to her chest. “Breathe in.”

Her breathing sounded fine and her heart steadily beat. I examined her ears, eyes, and mouth. It took a few minutes and it was always best to check the basic stuff. “Okay. I'm going to open the front of your gown and do a breast examination.”

I didn't need to do this on a patient as young as Rita; I just wanted to feel her breasts.

“Yes, doctor,” she blushed.

I opened the front of her gown. Her breasts were small, perky, still forming. She was a late bloomer. Her nipples were a soft pink. I squeezed her right breast, kneading the firm flesh. My thumb brushed her nipple, bringing a gasp as the nub hardened and rose from her areola.

Rita's blush deepened.

“Perfectly natural,” I assured her as I pressed my crotch against the edge of the bed, rubbing my hard clit on the frame. I fought the urge to moan. “You're a sexual being, Rita. So don't be surprised if you grow aroused during the exam. It happens. It's just your body reacting in a healthy way, okay?”

“Yes, doctor.”

I grabbed her other breast and squeezed. I wish I wasn't wearing the latex gloves. I kneaded her breasts, pretending to look for lumps. I licked my lips. Her nipples were so hard and inviting. I could just lean over and suck one into my mouth.

I ripped my hands away. “Okay. You can close your gown up. Everything feels healthy.”

“Good,” she whispered, squirming on the table.

Was her little pussy hot? I breathed in, hoping to catch a whiff of her musk. I discovered spicy aroma perfuming the air. Delicious.

“Now turn and put your legs on the stirrups,” I ordered her as I sat down on my stool. She obeyed, her gown slipping up her thighs as she spread her legs. I turned on my penlight and shined it between her legs. Her naked pussy came into view, glistening with her excitement. She had a neatly-trimmed, brown bush covering her tight slit. Her clit peaked out, pink and throbbing.

I grabbed the speculum, covering the ends in lube. “Now this will feel cold. Let me know if there is any discomfort.”

“Yes, doctor.”

I pressed the ends of the speculum against her pussy lips. She shuddered as the cold brushed her. I licked my lips in excitement. I squirmed on the stool. It was time to see all her delicious treasures. I spread the speculum open.

Her pink pussy lips widened, forced apart by the arms of the speculum. Her pink tunnel was revealed, covered in the milky juices of her excitement. The walls of her pussy spasmed as she clenched around the speculum.

“Relax, Rita. I'm not going to hurt you,” I purred.

I licked my lips as I leaned in. I shone my penlight around. Her scent was intoxicating, wafting into my nose with every breath. Her labia were dark and engorged and her vulva flushed. She was aroused. Her toes curled as I stared at her delicious pussy.

I wanted to bury my face in and tongue her twat. I had never been with a woman. I preferred men outside of the hospital. Well, I preferred a nice, hard cock cumming in my depths, my hot pussy milking their shaft.

But in here, I wanted to devour hot cunt.

And Rita had a hot cunt.

“Everything looks good,” I reported as I removed the speculum. “I'm going to do the bimanual exam. I'll insert a pair of fingers into your vaginal canal while pressing on your pubic mound from the outside. I'll be looking for any problems with your vagina, uterus, and ovaries.”

“Yes, Doctor.”

“If you feel any arousal, don't be embarrassed. That's natural, remember.”

She nodded her head.

I pushed my fingers into her pussy's depths. She was warm. Her walls clenched down on my latex-covered fingers. I worked my fingers out a few times, coming close to outright fingering the young woman before I caught myself. I began the exam, feeling around inside her.

“Oh, wow, Doctor,” she gasped and shuddered.

My depraved fantasies burned through me. I could just lean over and devour her pussy. I could tongue her clit and finger her to a hard orgasm. Maybe I could lie and claim I have to make her orgasm as part of the exam. She was young and naive. She would believe me.

No. I would lose everything if I gave in and satiated my lusts. I would lose my medical license and maybe even go to jail. It wasn't worth a few fleeting moments of pleasure. Right? But Rita was so juicy. She smelled so heavenly. Her pussy clenched on my fingers. She gasped and sighed, fighting her arousal. A few licks and she would explode.

“Okay,” I said, pulling my fingers out. My cheeks burned. My pussy was a hot mess in my panties. “We're all set once I take the pap smear. Everything felt...” Amazing. “...good. No abnormalities. You're a healthy, young woman.”

“Thank you, doctor.”

I took the pap smear and pulled off my gloves, tossing them in the garbage. “You can get dressed, please see Liza on your way out to schedule a follow-up for your pap.”

I trembled as I walked out of the room clutching her chart. I headed straight towards my office. I closed the door and locked it. My body was on fire. I threw her chart down on the desk. The paperwork could wait. My poor pussy was on fire.

My doctor's coat fell to the floor. I hurriedly unbuttoned my blouse. My breasts were contained in a gray demi-bra that fastened in the front. I preferred that style. It made masturbation so much easier. I sat down on my computer chair and leaned back. My fingers played with my round tits and hard nipples as I imagined Rita.

Oh, doctor, what are you doing? she moaned in my fantasy.

“Just making you feel good,” I panted.

I pulled on my nipple as I fantasized latching my lips onto Rita's small, pink nub. I would suck and lick her, bringing sharp gasps from her lips. I would nibble and nuzzle at her firm breasts. My mouth would go back and forth, my lips kissing across her smooth flesh.

You're making me feel so hot, Doctor.

“Where, Rita?” I moaned, squeezing my thighs together.

Down there. Between my legs. Fantasy-Rita blushed crimson as her doe eyes looked down at her crotch. Her slim legs squirmed beneath the gown. Her spicy musk would fill my nose. I don't know what's wrong, doctor.

“Then we should examine you,” I gasped.

My own pussy was on fire, begging for attention. My right hand slid down my naked stomach to the hem of my skirt. I pulled up the material, exposing the top of my thigh-high stockings. I loved stockings. They made me feel so sexy at work.

I exposed my gray panties. A dark spot stained the crotch. I was so wet. I pulled my panties tight, letting the silk dig into my pussy. My shaved lips appeared, wrapping around the fabric while my clit ached in delight.

Please, Doctor. Help me. My pussy is so hot!

“I will, Rita.”

I imagined kneeling down before the exam table. My hands, not covered in latex gloves, pushed up her hospital gown. I parted her slim thighs, exposing that tight, virginal slit covered by the dark curls of her bush. My mouth watered.

I could still smell her excitement. I savored that memory as I imagined licking up her smooth thigh, tasting the salt of her skin as I neared her spicy musk. Rita squirmed, moaning with need as my tongue teased up to her pussy.

My fingers stroked my thighs. I had abandoned my breasts. My right hand still pulled at my panties while my left caressed my inner thigh. Tingles rushed up to my pussy. I squirmed and moaned, the anticipation building.

Please, Doctor! Help me! I'm on fire! I need to feel it go away!

“I'll take care of you,” I purred. “Just relax. You'll remember this day for the rest of your life.”

My fingers stroked up my thigh as I pushed the gusset of my panties to the side, fully exposing my pussy. In my fantasy, my lips kissed around Rita's pussy, her curly pubic hairs tickling my cheeks. She squirmed and humped, eager to feel my tongue on her hot sex.

I shuddered as I stroked my pussy and imagined taking my first lick up Rita's shaft. The girl moaned in my mind, her hot flesh engulfing my tongue. She tasted so spicy. I savored the silk of her pussy lips on my mouth as I nuzzled and licked.

Yes, yes! Doctor! Oh, yes! That's what I need! Keep treating my pussy! Oh, yes! Your tongue is amazing! Keep licking me! Oh, thank you, Doctor! You're so wonderful! You're the best doctor in the world!

“Rita!” I panted as my fingers stroked faster up and down the slit of my pussy. My sheath clenched. I pushed a pair of my fingers into her depths, pretending I was fingering Rita's hot snatch.

In my fantasy, Rita squirmed and bucked as I fingered her. I licked and nuzzled at her clit as the young woman writhed her hips against my lips. Her fingers found her hard nipples, pinching and pulling at them as I built the pleasure inside her.

Doctor! Oh, wow! You are amazing! Keep fingering me! Something's happening! I...I...feel amazing!

“You're going to cum, slut!” I hissed, pumping the fingers faster and faster inside my own sopping pussy. “You're going to cum so hard! You're my slut. My cute patient slut!”

Yes, yes! I'm yours doctor!

“You'll let me molest you whenever I want!”

I will, Doctor! Molest my young cunt! Make me cum! Oh, yes! I love it!

Her hips humped harder against my lips. My tongue licked the air, pretending it was her pussy. I could almost taste her spicy musk. My chair creaked as I frigged my clit and fingered my pussy. The pleasure swelled through me. My toes curled my heels.

“You wonderful slut, Rita!” I gasped as my orgasm neared. I rubbed harder, frantic for my release.

Doctor! Oh, yes! Keep fingering me! Please! I'm gonna cum!

“Cum with me, slut!” I hissed.

My body convulsed. My fantasy Rita howled her pleasure in my mind. We came together.

The chair creaked as the fires burned through my body. My breasts heaved as I gasped and moaned. My pussy clenched about my fingers. My tart arousal filled my nose. I pulled my fingers out of my pussy and brought them to my mouth. I sucked on my juices, savoring the flavor as my body rippled in bliss.

“Yes,” I panted. “Rita, you sweet slut.”

Thank you for making me cum, Doctor.

“You're welcome,” I sighed, opening my eyes. A smile graced my lips. I sucked in a deep breath. My heart hammered, pumping the bliss through my body. I just wanted to—

Nurse Liza knocked at my door. “Charlize is waiting in Exam 2, doctor.”

My stomach clenched. I bolted upright, fear hammering at my heart before I remembered I had locked my office door. I shuddered and answered, “I'll be there in a few minutes.”

“Yes, Doctor,” she answered. “I'm going on my lunch.”

I nodded, “Okay. Enjoy.”

I stood up and pulled down my skirt and buttoned up my blouse. I was a sweaty, satiated mess. I spritzed some perfume on before I headed to the bathroom to clean up. I washed my hands and used paper towels to clean up the pussy juices staining my thighs. I combed my hair and touched up my makeup.

I looked professional, if a little red in the face, and ready to face my next patient. Charlize was another unfamiliar name. Another new patient? Could I have a second, young woman to evaluate in one day? Would I be able to contain myself?

I took a few deep breaths. I had to. I couldn't let myself get carried away. I had a reputation to uphold. My practice. I had too much to lose to just indulge on a few moments of sexual gratification. No matter how hot it would be.

An itch formed in my pussy. I had just cum, and already I was growing aroused at just the thought of another young woman to molest. My hands crept down my stomach, itching to play with my naughty pussy.

“Stop that, Sally,” I admonished myself. “You are going to be professional. You will not molest her no matter how pretty and sexy she is.”

I nodded to myself in the mirror.

I stepped out of the bathroom and walked down the hallway to Exam Room 2. The chart hung from the door like with Rita. I pulled it off and scanned through it. Charlize was eighteen—my pussy flooded my panties—and had twenty sexual partners in the last year. My eyes blinked at that number.

Under medical conditions, she had written: “Former man. Had sex change to woman.”

My excitement vanished. Transgendered women were never as fun to examine as real women. At some level, I knew I was really staring at an inverted cock and not a real pussy. They always looked...mutilated down there. But I was a doctor. I was here to help her.

And I didn't have to worry about losing control of my desires.

I threw open the door. “Hi, Charlize, I'm Doctor Pauler and...” There were two women in the room, one in an exam gown and the other in regular clothes. They were both gorgeous, but the young woman sitting on the chair, her sleek legs crossed caught my attention. She was petite with black hair gathered in a pair of pigtails and a cute face. Glasses perched on her small nose. She didn't have large breasts, but her low-cut tank top molded to her small mounds. She was just gorgeous.

“Hi, Doctor,” Charlize said, pulling my attention from the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.

Charlize was beautiful, as well, but she didn't pull my eyes like her friend did. Charlize had large breasts swelling her hospital gown and a smile on her sultry lips. Sandy-blonde hair fell about her shoulders. She didn't appear to be a transgendered woman. You could almost always tell in the face and shoulders.

“Wow, you had great work done, Charlize,” I smiled as I walked to the sink. “Your doctor's plastic surgery skills are excellent.”

Charlize giggled. “She is definitely excellent.”

My eyes drifted to the stunning beauty. “And who's your friend?”

“Gwen. My girlfriend.” Charlize answered. “She's my moral support. It's my first time having a gynecological exam. I'm a bit more use to the 'turn your head and cough' exam.”

As I washed my hands, I asked, “On your chart, you say you've had twenty partners in the last year.”

“Last month,” Charlize grinned. “Since I became a woman, I've been very active. Lots of cocks.”

My cheeks burned. “I bet.”

“I love to be fucked by a nice, hard cock,” she continued. “I had no idea. Gwen showed me.”

Her voice grew breathy when she mentioned Gwen's name.

“Just showing you what real pleasure is,” Gwen answered. The pair exchanged those looks that only young people in love can share.

“And are you using protection?”

“We used condoms in that gangbang,” Charlize answered. “But that was really to get samples of the futas' cum.”

“What?” I frowned. “What was a futa? Is that some slang?”

Gwen giggled. “Yeah. It's slang.”

I definitely felt like I was missing something.

“You really should use protection. Especially with that many partners. You don't want to be transmitting or receiving STDs.”

“All the futas are clean,” Gwen answered. “Aphrodite protects us.”

“I...are you two apart of some...” I searched for a polite way to say cult. “Religion?”

“Yep. The Aphrodite Sisterhood,” Gwen answered.

“I'm not a part of it,” Charlize quickly added. “I'm a former man. Futas-only in the Sisterhood.”

There was that word again.

“Well, okay. Let's start the exam.” I quickly checked Charlize's breathing, heartbeat, ears, eyes, and throat. “Now let's do a breast exam to check for lumps.”

“Sure,” Charlize grinned and opened up her gown. Her breasts were large and round. They weren't implants. They looked like natural breasts. I squeezed one, lifting it up and searching for the faint scar line at the base a boob job would have left.

“You're not a man,” I gasped. “These are natural breasts.”

“Oh, I was a man,” Charlize grinned. “It was magic that swapped my gender.”

I squeezed her breast. Was she delusional? Her breasts felt very real. Her nipples were fat and already hard. Her tit was pliant and firm with youth. She shuddered as I brushed my thumb across her nipple.

“I do have a question,” Gwen said. “Why would you give a transgendered woman a breast exam?”

I froze. “It's just a habit,” I answered. “Besides, your friend has real breasts. She is at risk.”

“Maybe she just wanted to play with my big titties,” Charlize moaned. “Mmm, because she has a nice touch. She's making me wet.”

My cheeks burned.

“You get wet so easily,” laughed Gwen. “You're such a slut, Charlize.”

“Oh, yes!” Charlize groaned. “Keep squeezing my tits, Doctor. Mmm, you are making me hot.”

I had never had an exam like this. These girls were something else. Charlize's blue eyes twinkled behind her glasses. Her thighs clenched and she licked her lush lips. They were such kissable lips. My pussy was on fire. I had never been so horny.

“Maybe she likes big tits,” Gwen suggested. “I know I do.”

“Mmm, she does, Doctor,” Charlize purred. “Gwen loves to suck my nipples. Would you like to, Doctor?”

“I bet the doctor is dying to suck your titties, Charlize.”

I jerked my hands away. “Now listen, young ladies, this is inappropriate.”

“We're just having fun, Doctor,” purred Gwen. “Don't you want to have fun with us?”

I glanced over at her. She leaned back, her legs parted and her short skirt rising up, teasing me with a glimpse of her panties. I wanted to see what was between her thighs. Her nipples were hard, dimpling her tank top and her cheeks flushed.

They were vixens. Maybe I could have fun with them...

No. I need to be professional. They're just goofing off. They were in college. I acted wild in college, particularly when I was with my friends. It was like we egged each other on to act sluttier and sluttier. That's all this was. They were just seeing how far they could push things.

“Okay, you've had your fun,” I said. “Charlize, put your legs in the stirrups, okay.”

“So you can look at my new, juicy pussy?” the blonde moaned.

“This really is inappropriate,” I groaned.

“Oh, you love it, Doctor,” moaned Gwen. “I can see it in the way you shift your hips.” She spread her legs wider, her skirt creeping up. I caught a glimpse of a shaved-bare twat, lips virginal tight. “Are you as wet as we are?”

“I'm soaked,” laughed Charlize. “Gwen and I were fooling around before we came in.”

My eyes were locked on Gwen's pussy. I wanted her in the stirrups, not Charlize. I wanted to shove my speculum in and bury my face between her thighs. I bet she tasted fantastic. I would lick and suck and nibble until she erupted on my face.

“I know my girlfriend has a delicious snatch,” Charlize groaned. “But you really need to be professional, Doctor.”

“Yes, it's very inappropriate for you to look at my naked pussy when you're supposed to be looking at Charlize's twat. She's so excited to have her first gynecologist examine her.”

I snapped my head away. My cheeks were on fire. These girls were going to get me in so much trouble. I sat down on my stool and rolled between Charlize's spread thighs. My eyes widened. Her pussy gaped open, raw from being freshly fucked. Cum trickled out, a thick line that trickled down to her ass.

“That's my cum,” Gwen whispered. I hadn't heard her move up behind me. “I fucked her with my big, thick cock.”

I shuddered. “What? I saw your pussy. You don't have one.”

“Oh, she does,” moaned Charlize. “She's a futa. She can grow one.”

Gwen leaned over and nuzzled at my ear. “I fucked her hard. She's such a slut for my cock. Her pussy spasmed about my shaft and milked me. I shot my load so deep into her. She's had to clench her pussy tight to hold it in for you.”

I swallowed. A fiery rush shot through me as I pictured Gwen with a cock thrusting from her body. My pussy clenched, soaking my panties. I sucked in deep breaths, unable to look away from Charlize's well-fucked pussy.

This had to be a prank. A woman couldn't grow a cock.

“Shouldn't you start your exam?” purred Gwen.

My trembling hand reached out for the speculum. I didn't need to lube it. Charlize was drenched. The young woman shuddered as I inserted the metal into her pussy. I spread her open, more cum pooling along the bottom of her tunnel. A salty scent mixed with Charlize's fresh pussy. I licked my lips.

“Isn't she just gorgeous?” Gwen purred. Her lips were close to my ear. She brushed back my red hair and her tongue licked up my neck to my lobe, her teeth nibbling.

I shuddered as I shined my penlight around Charlize's pussy. It was clearly real. She couldn't have been a man. The blonde squirmed, her pussy clenching against the speculum spreading her open. My hand reached out. I had to touch her.

“Gloves off,” Gwen moaned. “My girlfriend deserves your intimate touch. She hates latex.”

“So much!” Charlize moaned.

My hands trembled as I pulled off my gloves. My fantasies were coming true. I stroked up Charlize's flesh. The blonde trembled as I drew closer and closer to her pussy. I reached her folds and stroked her.

“Oh, yes!” she moaned, her thighs spasming.

My naked finger reached her pussy. I stroked the edges of her labia around the speculum. She was so hot and sticky. My fingers moved across the cold speculum and pushed into her pussy. The cum and her juices coated my fingers. I pushed into her depths, caressing her walls. With her pussy spread open, I could watch my fingers touch and caress her.

“Oh, that's wonderful, Doctor,” Charlize moaned, her thighs spasming. “Oh, wow.”

“See if you can find her G-spot,” Gwen moaned as her hands reached around my body. “The little slut loves to be touched there.”

“Yes,” I moaned. I was lost to the moment. I didn't care what happened after this. I had my naked fingers in a patient's twat, stroking her hot flesh.

Gwen unbuttoned my blouse. Her fingers were deft, working down my body as she rubbed against me from behind. Her breasts were firm mounds and her nipples were hard. Had she taken off her top? My blouse fell loose and Gwen's fingers stroked my belly. I moaned and squirmed.

“You're a hot doctor,” Gwen moaned. “Your pussy must be on fire.”

“Uh-huh!” I groaned as I worked my fingers through Charlize's gaping pussy.

I stroked along the blonde's walls, searching for the bundle of nerves that would make her explode with pleasure—her G-spot. Charlize gasped and moaned as I teased her. The blonde had seized her breasts, pulling on her hard nipples as I pleasured her while Gwen's fingers stroked up to my bra.

“It clasps in the front,” Gwen chortled. “You naughty woman.”

Something hard pressed on my back, swelling from Gwen's crotch. Did she really have a cock? Was that possible? She ground against my ass as her fingers unsnapped my bra. My breasts sprang out and her hands found them, kneading and pinching my nipples. Her cock—it had to be a dick—pressed had on my ass. She was huge.

“That's it!” Charlize suddenly gasped, her body bucking. “That's my G-spot! Holy shit! Keep playing with that! Oh, damn! I'm gonna cum so fucking hard!”

I pressed with my fingers, my eyes glued to the walls of her pussy. They twitched as she gasped louder. I leaned forward, entranced by the sight. The contractions grew stronger, her cervix clenching as she climaxed.

“Fuck, yes, Doctor!” Charlize screamed. “Oh, fuck! You're so good. Oh, damn! I'm cumming so hard!”

“I can see everything,” moaned Gwen. “Your pussy walls are clenching and spasming, honey. It must be intense.” Gwen ground harder against my ass, clearly excited by what she witnessed.

Pussy juices flooded out, trickling down to her ass. I licked my lips and leaned over. My tongue licked up Charlize's taint, gathering the mix of fresh juices and salty cum. The flavor exploded on my mouth.

I had to taste her fully. I had to eater her pussy out.

I ripped out the speculum from Charlize's cunt, fell to my knees, and buried my mouth into her pussy. Her hot pussy pressed against my cheeks as I buried my lips deep into her folds. My tongue flailed out, gathering cum and pussy cream. I savored the mix. I loved it.

“Oh, yes!” Charlize moaned. “Oh, Doctor! Make me cum again! Fuck, you're sexy!”

“Yes, she is,” Gwen moaned. Cloth rustled behind me, like a skirt sliding down a young woman's hips and falling to the floor.

“Fuck her with your big, thick cock!” groaned Charlize. “Make her pussy explode!”

Out of the corner of my eyes, I witnessed a big, thick dick jutting from her pussy right where her clit should be. I moaned into Charlize's pussy as Gwen stroked her big, throbbing cock. My pussy clenched. I needed that in me.

“Fuck me!” I moaned.

“Fuck her with your futa-cock!” panted Charlize. “I love it when you fuck a woman who's eating my pussy!”

“It is hot,” Gwen grinned.

Gwen knelt behind me, her hard cock prodding my ass through my skirt and panties. I licked harder at Charlize, my tongue flailing through her folds, as Gwen hiked up my skirt over my panty-covered ass.

“Mmm, she's wearing thigh-high stockings,” Gwen purred, her finger playing with the top of my nylon. Warm thrills rushed up to my pussy. “And she wore her panties over the garter belt. Naughty slut, she wants to be ready to have fun.”

“Maybe she molests all her patients,” groaned Charlize.

“If she doesn't, she will after today,” promised Gwen.

Her slim fingers hooked the waistband of my panties. Gwen pulled them off my ass, her breath hot on my cheeks. She nipped my ass with her teeth while her fingers stroked my shaved pussy. I groaned into Charlize's sweet snatch, wiggling my hips.

Gwen's tongue moved down, and she nuzzled between my thighs. I groaned as her tongue swiped through me. I thrust my tongue deep into Charlize's pussy as Gwen took slow, languor swipes through my cunt, savoring my tart flavor.

“Mmm, delicious,” Gwen panted. “Are you ready to be fucked by a futa's big, thick cock?”

“Yes!” I screamed. “I'm so ready! Fuck me! I need it!”

Gwen's hands stroked up my hips. Her hard cock slid up my thigh leaving a streak of cooling precum. My pussy clenched and my hips wiggled. I needed to be fucked so badly by her girl-cock. I couldn't believe this was happening. It was like a strange dream.

“Fuck the whore!” moaned Charlize as she ground her pussy on my face.

Gwen slammed into my pussy.

I screamed my bliss into Charlize's cunt. Gwen was so thick. She spread me open. I shuddered on her shaft. She was thick. Far thicker than any man that had fucked me. My pussy spasmed as she stretched me open. I shuddered in bliss, savoring every thrust of her hard cock into my depths.

“Damn, she's a tight doctor,” Gwen groaned as she slammed into my depths.

It was different than being fucked by a guy. Her hands were soft and slim on my ass and no heavy balls slapped into my body. My pussy clenched down on her girth as I humped back into her thrusts. Ripples of bliss shuddered through my body.

“How does it feel to be fucked by a woman?” Gwen asked.

“Amazing!” I moaned between licks.

“I know!” groaned Charlize. “She popped my cherry!”

“She was my first fuck,” Gwen giggled. “I made her into a woman and then broke in her new pussy!”

“Yes!” Charlize moaned. “I don't miss being a man! I love being a woman! I love having a pussy and a hot woman eating my snatch!”

Gwen fucked faster. If she could have a cock, then Charlize could have been a man. We were in the realm of magic. My lusts burned too hot for me to care what was going on. I just need to be fucked. I needed to cum on her wonderful shaft.

“Suck on my clit!” moaned Charlize. “I'm so close to cumming again.”

My lips moved up. I found Charlize's hard clit. I sucked and nibbled on it. My tongue swirled about it. I nibbled and sucked. Charlize's moans grew louder. Her hips rocked and the exam table creaked.

Gwen fucked me faster as Charlize seized my red hair. The blonde slut held my face tight against her pussy as her body spasmed. Another orgasm washed through her. She let out a wordless scream as she came so hard fresh juices squirted into my mouth.

Female ejaculations were real. I drank down the fluids, savoring them as my own body tensed.

A hot swell burst inside me. My pussy writhed about Gwen's thrusting cock. I moaned into Charlize's pussy as I came. The pleasure filled my body. I felt every inch of Gwen's dick burying in and out of me. I threw my head back.

“Cum in me!” I begged as the pleasure washed through me.

“Do it!” hissed Charlize. “I want to eat your cum out of her cunt.”

“Fuck!” Gwen moaned. “You always say the hottest things!”

“That's why you love me!” Charlize panted.

Gwen slammed into me. Her cock erupted. Hot girl-cum flooded my depths. I savored the warmth as the buzzing bliss of my orgasm shuddered through me. I milked her cock. Gwen moaned and panted. She drew back and slammed in one last time before withdrawing.”

“Now it's time to join the sisterhood,” Gwen said as she helped me stand, her cum leaking out of my pussy.

“Sisterhood?” I gasped.

“You're going to become a futa-gynecologist,” grinned Charlize as she slipped off the table.

I hopped up and Charlize knelt on the floor and buried her face into my pussy, licking up Gwen's cum from my depths. I shuddered. Her tongue was skilled. She devoured me, searching for every drop as Gwen smiled on.

“Do you want to be a futa?” Gwen asked, stroking her hard cock.

“I...”

“No woman would ever resist you,” Gwen purred. “Futa's exude pheromones. You felt it when you entered the room. You were drawn to me.”

“I was,” I groaned. “I couldn't resist you.”

Gwen nodded. “With pheromones,” she grinned, “you could molest all your patients.”

I shuddered, my eyes shooting wide. “Yes!” I screamed.

“Oh, great Goddess!” chanted Gwen, her face transformed into worship. “Light of womanhood, the most beautiful, perfect being in all creation, one comes before you desiring to join your Sisterhood. I fervently wish that you would grant your divine gift and ask that you judge Doctor Pauler worthy and choose her to be your disciple! Grant her admittance into your sacred sisterhood, Goddess of Love and Beauty!”

The lights flicked off. Energy buzzed through the room. Charlize's mouth latched onto my clit as a disturbance rippled through the air. My eyes widened. The Goddess Aphrodite strode towards me, something hard jutting from her crotch.

A cock.

I swallowed.

Her loving, hot energy flowed into me as the Goddess came. I moaned. The heat filled me, transforming every bit of my flesh. The energy moved down to my clit, gathering, growing stronger. I moaned as my cock sprouted into Charlize's lips. The blonde groaned, her mouth stretching wide open as I filled her.

I came. The pleasure exploded out of me in powerful blasts right into Charlize's mouth. She swallowed my cum as I bucked on the table. The pleasure was intense, different than cumming as a woman.

The lights flicked on. The Goddess was gone.

“Welcome to the Sisterhood,” grinned Gwen as Charlize popped her mouth off my new cock, my cum dripping from her lips.

I shuddered as I stroked my new cock. I couldn't wait for my next patient.
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Sneak Preview of “Shopping with the Futa”

It was still early. I walked to the door, all too aware of my new tits jiggling in front of me, and cracked it open. The sorority house was quiet. Everyone was still sleeping in. It had been a late night for most of the sisters. The bathroom on the first floor was just a few doors down.

I could make it if I was quick.

I drew in a breath, and padded down the hallway. I seized the doorknob and opened the bathroom door. I winced as it creaked, listening for any women coming to investigate. No one came. It was so strange to be naked in the halls. Even if I was a guy, I'd be feeling so self-conscious, and having tits and a pussy made me all too aware that I had more naughty bits to conceal.

I closed the door behind me—there wasn't a lock—and sat on the toilet seat. It was cold. I relaxed my bladder and sighed as the urine streamed out. It didn't feel much different than peeing as a guy. Though it was so strange to sit and pee.

“I guess I have to wipe,” I muttered when I finished. “I stood up, grabbing a wad of toilet paper and swiping it through my pussy. I shuddered as I caressed my new folds.

A pussy was so much more interesting than a cock. There was a lot more to it. My cock had a shaft and a sensitive tip, but there wasn't really much else to it. I caressed the tip, usually with my pumping fist, and it would erupt.

But the pussy had all these folds and nooks, each covered in nerves. And the clit. I brushed the little nub peeking out of its hood and shuddered. It was as intense as touching my cock's tip when I was fully aroused. My nipples hardened—they were far thicker now—and my other hand slid up to my breasts, squeezing them.

“This is nice,” I panted, my fingers exploring my pussy as I groped my own tits. My breasts were pliant and firm, my finger sinking in. And my nipples were sensitive. When I brushed them, a tingle shot through me right to my pussy.

I spread my legs wider, leaning back on the toilet. My fingers dug into my pussy, sliding in and out of the slippery walls. It wasn't as intense as Gwen's cock, but it did feel nice. My thumb brushed my clit, shooting a spasm of pleasure through me.

“This is nice,” I whispered, my fingers rolling my nipples as my other hand masturbated my pussy.

I always liked to start the morning with a jerk off. Now that I was a woman, I needed a nice jill every morning.

I pumped my fingers in and out faster. A wet, sloshing sound echoed in the bathroom. My juices were pouring out as I squirmed on the toilet. I moaned louder, my toes arching as a growing pressure of bliss grew in my very core.

“Yes,” I moaned.

I needed more sensations in my pussy.

The hand on my breast drifted down. I pumped two fingers faster in my pussy, curling them and delighting in all the new places I brushed inside me. My other hand found my clit, pinching it between my fingers.

I bucked, the pleasure was intense. My breath escaped my lungs in ragged gasps. My nerves were all tingling in anticipation. My eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure swelled inside me. I finger-fucked myself harder.

“Gwen!” I gasped as the pleasure burst inside me.

When I came as a guy, it was this intense, erupting pleasure that shot through my body from the tip of my cock. For a few moments, I experienced ecstasy as my cum squirted out. As a woman, the pleasure was gentler, surging through my entire body in waves of bliss that lasted far longer. It was diffused and wonderful. My entire pussy and clit tingled and buzzed.

My fingers curled inside me and brushed this amazing spot. The pleasure was so intense, my hips bucked off the toilet seat. A second, even stronger, orgasm burst from my pussy, surging into the lingering waves of the first.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I panted as my pussy convulsed about my fingers.

“Did you just have a multi-orgasm?”

I let out a squeak, jumping on the toilet. Gwen stood in the open doorway, an inquisitive look in her eye. Her futa-cock rose from her shaved pussy, growing from where her clit had been. She stroked it slowly with one hand, the other pushing up her glasses.

“Gwen!”

“Did you have a multi-orgasm?” she repeated, stepping in and closing the door behind her.

“Yes,” I flushed.

“Fascinating,” she smiled. “You are a woman in every way. I can't wait to get into the lab on Monday to run tests on us.”
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