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Doctor Chris Martin shifted to the edge of his chair, his deep-set blue eyes frowning as he stared at Alan Burrows, the Director of Bareham Hospital.

"Don't worry - she won't come back!" he declared, leaning forward and resting his elbows on his desk.

"Won't she?" Alan asked, raising his eyebrows despairingly.

Grinning, Chris reclined in his chair.

"I know I made a foetal mistake by admitting the girl to the sex-ward but..."

"How you can joke at a time like this, I really don't know!" Alan returned irritably. "I can't think what made you do it, Chris! I mean, you've been running your sex ward for over a year now without a hitch, and then you go and admit an outsider! What if she does come back? What if you've roused her suspicion? And what if..."

"It's all what ifs, Alan," Chris argued, lurching forward to pitch his elbows onto the desk again. "What if this, what if that... As far as she's concerned, all I did was keep her in overnight and allow a few doctors to examine her fanny. All she had was abdominal pain, mild food poisoning - she won't come back. Anyway, being examined by doctors and nurses in a hospital ward is hardly likely to rouse her suspicion, is it?"

"No, I suppose not. But should she come back, for Christ's sake keep her well away from your sex-ward and send her to the main hospital."

"What, and have her telling people about the ward? I'd be shooting myself in the bollocks if I did that. God, I've got a bloody headache coming on."

"I don't know, I really don't," Alan sighed, holding his hand to his lined forehead. "I think headaches must be contagious! How the hell did she find the bloody ward, anyway? It's surrounded by trees, miles away from the main building... Oh well, all you can do is pray that you never see her again. At least that other business has been settled now."

"What other business?" Chris asked, lazily checking his watch.

"Your other major cock-up - that girl who had to endure your unorthodox gynaecological examination last week."

"Settled? Doesn't she want another internal, then? Shit, my watch must be wrong."

"Another examination? Hardly. Fortunately, her mother's not pressing charges - thanks to Richard's intervention."

"Thank God for that! Anyway, it would have been the girl's word against mine, so there wouldn't have been a problem."

"Of course there would have been a problem, Chris! You know only too well that you mustn't examine female patients without a nurse present."

"There were no nurses available."

"Yes, there were. You'd locked the bloody door! Nurse Mutton blew her top when she couldn't get in to see what you were up to. Anyway, she's really got it in for you now."

"Nurse bloody Mutton can stuff her head up her fanny as far as I'm concerned. God knows, it must be big enough! Look, I'd better get on - I've still got another patient to see. Don't worry about the girl, Alan."

"I do worry about her. I worry about you, Chris. Jeopardising your entire operation, your career - not to mention the members. If it ever came to light that MPs, solicitors, police inspectors... Can you imagine the uproar if this came out? And all because you couldn't keep your hands out of some little tart's pussy! Can't you confine your sexual activities to your ward?"

"I am a gynaecologist, Alan. All I did was have a grope between the girl's legs. Christ, she was tight!"

"A grope? From what I understand, you tried to shove your cock up her!"

"You'd have done the same if you'd seen her naked. God, the things I'd like to have done to her cunt."

"Shush! My secretary's in the next room! Anyway, you're the one who'll end up in the shit, Chris, not me. It's your business venture you're endangering."

"Yes, I know, I know. I've learned my lesson, so let's hope that's the end of it. We all live and learn, don't we?"

"Some of us do, Chris - some of us do."

"Look, I must go - I'll talk to you later."

Wandering down the corridor, Doctor Martin ran his fingers through his thick blond hair, worrying about the problematic girl, Angie Fields. Looking for casualty, she'd lost her way and stumbled upon his sex ward by mistake. He should never have admitted her but, given the opportunity to examine her exquisite body, his base desires had got the better of him. "She won't come back," he sighed affirmatively as he neared his consulting room.

"Doctor Martin." A middle-aged woman carrying a mop and bucket broke his reverie from down the corridor.

"Oh, Mrs Bungle," he acknowledged wearily on her approach. Dumping the bucket on the floor, the woman pulled her headscarf off, smiling eagerly as she patted her mousy hair with her palms.

"You must think I look a terrible mess," she giggled nervously, adjusting her yellow uniform.

Bloody awful. "No, not at all, Mrs Bungle. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have to..."

"I know that you're a busy man, doctor, but I'd still like to see you about the little problem I have, down there."

"As I said before, Mrs Bungle, you'll have to go to your GP and..."

"Oh, Doctor Martin, surely you could have a quick look at me when you've a minute or two to spare?"

"We've been through this a dozen times, Mrs Bungle - you must go to your GP. If he feels it necessary for you to see a gynaecologist, then he'll refer you to me. Now, I really must be going."

Leaving the disappointed woman clinging to her mop, Doctor Martin slipped into his consulting room where Nurse Mutton was gazing at a row of instruments neatly laid out on a glass-topped trolley.

"It's happened again!" the portly, grey woman complained. "There's a vaginal speculum missing."

Ever thought of having a brainectomy? "We've got two duckbill speculums and three Ferguson's speculums - so what's the problem, nurse?" the doctor asked impatiently.

"There's a duckbill speculum missing. There were three, now there are only two."

"Well, it must be here somewhere. I very much doubt that anyone's stolen a vaginal speculum, nurse!"

"It was here earlier. Apart from us, no one's been into this room."

"Are you suggesting that I've taken it?"

"Perhaps you mislaid it."

Perhaps you mislaid it - up your cavernous fanny! "Of course I didn't mislay it, nurse. And I can tell you that I didn't leave it stuck up some woman's..."

"My God, you're crude!"

"Only in context, nurse - only in context. Look, does it really matter about a cuntal speculum?"

"I have never come across anyone as debased as you, Doctor Martin!"

I very much doubt you've ever come across anyone at all. "Oh, thank you, nurse. It's good to know that you're your usual happy self today - full of compliments!"

"It does matter about the vaginal speculum, doctor. As you know, there's been a spate of petty thieving lately involving gynaecological instruments. So much has gone missing; you'd think someone was setting up a private..."

"I'm a busy man, nurse - I simply haven't got the time to go chasing around the hospital searching for a vaginal speculum. Besides, Mrs Bungle is lurking in the corridor. I wish Alan would get rid of her, she's nothing but a pain in the..."

"She likes you, doctor. She's obviously infatuated, although I can't for the life of me think why! Anyway, there are some other instruments missing. Where's the uterine sound?"

"Somewhere off The Antarctic, I think. Now, will you please show my last patient in? She's been waiting out there for a maternity."

"Don't you mean..."

"I know what I mean, thank you, nurse."

Unprofessionally poised behind his desk, Doctor Martin grinned as the nurse showed a busty teenage girl into the room. "Ah, Miss Goodbody," he greeted the girl. "How lovely to see you again. Please, do strip... I mean, sit."

"Artnoon, doctor," the girl replied in her heavy yokel accent, brushing her auburn hair from her pretty face as she sat opposite him.

"Here are her notes, doctor," the nurse said stiffly, passing him a file. "I'd like to go and look for the missing speculum so, if you won't be needing me..."

"No, I won't be examining my patient so you can go, nurse. And mind you don't slip over! Mrs Bungle's washing the floor - we don't want you breaking your neck, do we? Now, Miss Goodbody, I'll just take a look through your notes."

As the nurse left the room, slamming the door behind her, Doctor Martin closed the file and gazed into the girl's big brown eyes. His insatiable thirst for leching over girls' bodies rising alarmingly, he pondered on her panties, speculating on the colour of the tight, bulging material. Red? Wet-red!

"On second thoughts, I think I'd better examine you," he smiled, giving in to his debased desires as he imagined the swollen knob of his penis throbbing in orgasm inside her pretty mouth, his sperm bathing her tongue. "If you'd go behind the curtain and slip your clothes off," he invited, lowering his gaze to her deep cleavage. Her large breasts were like buttocks, he mused, wondering whether she'd ever crushed a throbbing penis between them.

Eyeing the girl's long, slender legs, her rounded buttocks filling her tight, short skirt as she wiggled across the room, he sensed his tool twitch in anticipation. Impatiently, he paced the floor, images of her open pussy dripping with girl-come looming in his mind. Recalling the last time he'd explored her fresh pussy, his penis stiffened fully.

Of course, there was nothing wrong with the girl. But Chris Martin was a man who appreciated the intimate crevices, the fleshy hillocks of the female form to the extreme. He couldn't refuse himself the pleasure of slipping his fingers into her hot, wet, tight vagina during her regular weekly visits. He couldn't deny himself the pleasure of examining her exquisite breasts. A gynaecologist's perks, he reflected happily.

Moving the curtain aside to find the girl lying on the examination table, he gazed longingly at her naked glory. Her full breasts thrusting alluringly from her slender frame, the smooth skin taut in youth, they rose gently to their summits, their nipples standing invitingly erect from the darkening areolae. Below the creamy plateau of her stomach, her sparse black fur barely concealed her long, glistening fissure, her inner petals emerging from her sex valley. Butterfly wings, the doctor reflected. Pink, folded butterfly wings.

"Now, let's have you nearer the edge of the table, on your side, back to me, knees up to your chest," he instructed, pulling the curtain across. His voice was low, gentle, coaxing - professional. Gazing at her rubbery pussy lips nestling below the crevice between her rounded buttocks, ballooning between her shapely thighs as she tucked her knees beneath her breasts, he smiled as his penis strained for its freedom.

"I'm just going to give you an internal examination," he said softly, slipping his finger between her swollen pussy lips and locating the warm, moist entrance to her silky vagina. "Tell me, Miss Goodbody, are you still only having the vaginal spasms during intercourse, or do they occur at other times?"

Discreetly pulling his penis out through the gap in his white coat, he massaged his hard shaft. "Only when I'm 'avin' it off, doctor," the country-girl replied simply, coarsely, as he eased a second finger into her tightening sheath. Gazing at the pink inner petals clinging so eagerly to his glistening fingers, he moved his foreskin back and forth slowly over his purple knob.

"Can you describe the spasms to me?" he probed, slipping his fingers from her drenched hole and peeling her pouting outer labia apart.

"Well, it feels as if... as if everythin' down there tightens and then goes all limp - kind of in a rhythm, if you know what I mean. When the spasms come, I 'ave strange feelin's in me stomach an' I goes all dizzy like."

"Mmm, it doesn't sound too good to me," the medic murmured, moving closer to the girl's nakedness and tentatively rubbing the head of his solid penis between her glistening country cunny lips. Primeval. Base. Hot, wet, silky-smooth.

"I'm just going to shove a... insert a dilator into your vagina to determine your muscular reflex." Gently, unobtrusively, he pushed his knob between her open folds and into her wet sheath. "That's it, now, tighten your muscles for me," he breathed as his knob imbibed the heady heat of her private portal.

His heart pounding as her vagina gripped his silky glans, his climax came like a bolt from the blue. His sperm douching his patient's vulnerable pussy, he quickly slipped his throbbing shaft from her body and massaged his hard knob, wanking to bring out his milky sex-fluid.

"You all right, doctor?" the girl asked as he groaned, splattering his sperm over the white tiled floor.

"Everything's... Ah, God! Everything's fine!" he spluttered, finishing his masturbating and hurriedly concealing his ample penis in his trousers.

Assuming normality, his eyes rolling as he shuddered in the aftermath of his climax, Doctor Martin returned his attention to his patient. "Would you mind turning over and lying on your back, please?" Eyeing her huge, firm breasts, her nipples as she turned her naked body over, he took a deep breath. "Open your legs as wide as you can for me," he instructed huskily, his eyes transfixed between her suntanned thighs as her pussy-crack opened, revealing globules of male nectar clinging to her curled petals. "I'm just going to check the angle of your vagina," he advised her, slipping two fingers into her juicy furrow.

Parting her fleshy pussy lips, he eyed her rosebud clitoris as it emerged from beneath its protective hood. "Do you feel any pain there?" he asked concernedly, gently massaging her sensitive pleasure bud.

"No, I don't feel nothin'," the girl replied as he quickened his rhythm.

"The reason I'm doing this is to check for clitoral response," Doctor Martin enlightened his gullible patient. "You see, you should feel something when I rhythmically massage you there."

"Oh, yes, I can feel somethin' now!" the girl gasped as her vagina tightened, gripping the doctor's intruding fingers like a vice.

"Good, good! That proves that things are in order," he smiled, rubbing her swelling spot faster as he massaged the creamy walls of her saturating sheath.

"Oh, doctor! The spasms are comin' now!" Miss Goodbody cried as the nurse yanked the curtain aside, almost ripping the flowery material from its rail.

Relinquishing his fingers from Miss Goodbody as he jumped back, Doctor Martin grinned, his face reddening as he turned to the nurse. "I'd like a word with you, doctor - in private!" the miserable battleaxe scowled.

Returning his gaze to his patient, Doctor Martin smiled apologetically. "Get dressed, and I'll see you in a minute," he said softly before following the nurse through the curtain. Out of the patient's earshot, Nurse Mutton swung round on her heels and glared at the doctor, her massive breasts heaving beneath her near-bursting uniform.

"I thought you said that you weren't going to examine her!" the fishwife hissed angrily, her fat arms akimbo on her broad hips.

I lied. "I had a change of mind. She was complaining of..."

"After the incident last week, I'm surprised that you dare to examine a patient without a nurse present. You know full well that it's against the..."

"The incident last week was..."

"The incident last week was despicable! I'm not in the least surprised that the girl's mother is pressing charges!"

"It's the girl's word against mine."

"Had I been present during the examination... Anyway, no doubt the judge will decide who's lying."

"You'll be pleased to hear that the charges have been dropped, nurse."

"Dropped? But, how on earth..."

"The mother saw sense and dropped the charges. She realized that, my being a competent and highly qualified gynaecologist, her daughter was perfectly safe in my hands."

"I don't understand it. After what you did to that woman's poor daughter..."

"What I allegedly did, nurse."

"Anyway, what were you doing to that girl just now? It looked as if you were..."

"I was examining my patient, nurse! Now, if you don't mind, I really must get on."

"I'll have to report this to Alan Burrows, you do realize that, don't you?"

"Report what? That I was doing my job, examining a patient? I am a gynaecologist, nurse."

"That's not all you are!"

"What would you suggest I do with a woman who's complaining of vaginal problems - examine her feet?"

"I'm going straight to Alan!" the woman stormed as she flounced from the room.

Fuck off, you inorgasmic, asexual old rat-bag!

Returning to his desk as the girl slipped through the curtain, Doctor Martin asked her to make an appointment for the following week. "Next Tuesday," he smiled, his penis bulging again at the prospect of surveying her taut spheres, her lush nether-lands.

"But, doctor - I've been comin' 'ere every Tuesday for six weeks now! Are you sure that you need to see me again?"

"I'm quite sure, Miss Goodbody. If I'm to help you with your problem, I'll need to see you again."

"All right," the girl sighed despondently as she opened the door. "I'll get meself another appointment."

Opening his desk drawer, Doctor Martin pulled out a bottle of scotch and unscrewed the cap. That was fifteen pussies he'd fingered today, he reflected. Old ones, young ones, slack ones, tight ones. Taking a swig from the bottle as the phone rang, he swallowed hard and grabbed the receiver.

"Chris Martin here."

"Chris, it's me - Alan."

"Hi, Alan."

"I've just had Nurse Mutton..."

"That must have been nice for you."

"This is serious, Chris. She said you'd examined a girl without a nurse present again."

"Christ, I only took a quick look at her cunt!"

"You must be more careful, Chris. I've told you to confine your unorthodox gynaecological practices to..."

"I was only examining..."

"I can guess what you were only doing. Christ, is there no stopping you? You know that the old witch has already got it in for you. Anyway, you'll be pleased to hear that I'm having her transferred to men's geriatric. But she won't rest until you're struck off, I know that."

"Struck off? Christ, can't you sack her?"

"What for? She's a bloody good staff-nurse. She's been here for thirty-odd years - I can't just sack her for no reason."

"She's too fat."

"That's not a good enough reason."

"No, I suppose not. What's she going to do?"

"She thinks that I'm going to deal with you. The trouble is, she wants me to hold an enquiry into your, and I quote, unethical and depraved behaviour. She isn't going to let this rest, Chris. I really don't know what to do. Anyway, I'll find you a replacement as soon as I can."

"That's a relief! And, Alan - please get me someone younger this time. Someone fresh, pretty, sensual... And preferably a nymphomaniac!"

"I'll do my best. Talking of sex, as you usually do, are you on the ward tonight?"

"Yes, why?"

"I have a gentleman who wants to join your private health care plan - Judge Barrington. I've fully vetted him so, if it's OK with you, I'll bring him along this evening."

"A judge? That could come in very useful! I'll look forward to meeting him."

"I'll bring him to the ward as soon as I've finished here. Anyway, I'd better go, it's getting late."

"Before you go, Alan, will you do me a favour? Will you sack that cleaning woman, Mrs Bungle, for me?"

"Why should I sack her?"

"She's still hounding me."

"She's only been here for a couple of months."

"She's been after me since the day she arrived."

"I reckon the poor woman's in love with you. You know I can't sack people willy-nilly. Anyway, I'll see you later - and for God's sake, do be careful, Chris."

"Yes, yes, I will."

Taking another swig from the bottle, the doctor checked his watch. "Christ, six-thirty - better get going," he breathed, replacing the bottle in the desk drawer as he stood up.

Leaving the main building, he made his way through the hospital grounds and headed towards a secluded wooded area. Stealing through the trees, he slipped through the swing doors of a near-derelict Victorian building to be greeted by a young nurse standing in the foyer.

"Hi, Chris!" she beamed, her ridiculously short uniform exposing her black-lace stocking-tops.

"Hi, Hazel - how are things?" he asked, surveying the bands of milk-white flesh above the fish-net stockings.

"Warm, wet and tight!" she giggled, brushing her golden locks from her pretty face. "Had a good day?"

"No, I haven't. I'm not having a good life! Anyway, there's a newcomer joining us this evening - a Judge Barrington, so... Is anyone else here yet?"

"Only me and my pussy, I'm afraid. Julia's going to be late, she had to help out in casualty - some girl was rushed in with a bloody great candle lodged up her fanny!"

"God, the things people get up to."

"You can talk."

"Yes, well... You'll have to entertain the judge on your own. Look, he'll be here soon, so can you get yourself ready?"

"OK. What does he know about the ward? What does he expect?"

"I don't know. Presumably, Alan's filled him in. Play the game, as usual, and things will be OK."

Following Hazel into the fully-equipped gynaecological ward, Doctor Martin made for the drugs cabinet and poured himself a large Bell's as the girl pulled a curtain round one of the neatly-made empty beds.

"Evening, Chris!" Alan called as he led his elderly visitor across the ward. "Sorry we're rather early."

"Hi, Alan. And you must be Mr Justice Barrington? I'm Chris Martin - pleased to meet you."

"Pleased to meet you, Chris - and, please, call me John," the man replied, shaking the doctor's hand.

"I'll leave you to it," Alan said, turning to go. "Look after him, won't you Chris?"

"Of course! See you later. Now, John, this is our secret ward - the sex-ward, as we affectionately call it! We've a full range of equipment, some of it rather unusual. As you'll discover later, we have vibrators, handcuffs, chains, whips, dildos - you name it, we've got it."

"I'm rather partial to bondage - tying pretty things up and humiliating them. Do you cater for that?" the judge asked with a wicked glint in his eye.

"We cater for everything, believe me. In fact, we're having a bondage evening tomorrow. We try to please everyone, you see. There are lesbian evenings, spanking evenings, orgies - hopefully, something for all tastes."

"How delightful!"

"It is indeed. Now, the membership fee is ten thousand a year, payable in advance, of course. Membership entitles you to visit the ward whenever you wish, but there's an extra charge of fifty pounds per visit, just to cover the girls' fees, you understand."

"Excellent! I'll write you a cheque now."

"Oh, good - make it out to me, C. Martin. When you've done that, you'll find the necessary clothing through that door. When you're ready, your first patient will be waiting for you in the bed behind the curtain. Do whatever you wish with her - basically, her body is yours for the taking. I've one or two things to be getting on with, so I'll leave you to it."

"Thanks. I'll see you before I go, won't I?" the judge asked, handing over his cheque.

"Yes, I'll be in the office, through the blue door there. Good luck - and enjoy yourself."

"I'm sure I will."

Donning a white coat and hanging a stethoscope around his neck, the judge returned to the ward and slipped through the curtain to find Hazel in bed. Her long blonde hair fanning out across the pillow, her full, red lips curled into an inviting smile as she asked the 'doctor' whether he was going to examine her.

"Indeed, I am! Now, I'll just pull the bedclothes back," he replied enthusiastically, grinning as her pert breasts came into view.

"It's my vagina, doctor," the young nurse explained as Judge Barrington tweaked each erect nipple in turn. "I'm getting a funny feeling down there, a sort of urgent need."

"I see," the High Court quack murmured pensively as he pulled the covers down to her feet and gazed longingly at her sparsely covered pussy-slit, seemingly smiling at him, provocatively extruding its little pink tongue.

"Tell me, my dear, do you masturbate?" he asked, slipping his finger between the nurse's pouting vaginal lips.

"Yes, I wank myself off every day, doctor," she sighed as his digit slipped deeper into her creamy hole.

"Every day?" he echoed, surprised.

"Yes, several times a day, in fact."

Peeling her fleshy cunny lips apart, the judge gazed at the girl's pink inner folds, her cunt milk oozing, bathing his intruding fingers. Her clitoris visibly swelling, she asked him whether masturbating too often could cause the strange feelings deep within her pothole.

"Indeed, it could," His Lordship assented, examining her clitoris. "I'd like you to masturbate for me now, so that I can see exactly what happens," he suggested, slipping his finger from her hot orifice.

"Certainly, doctor," Hazel smiled, reaching to the bedside cabinet and pulling a huge vibrator from the drawer.

Kicking the bedclothes onto the floor, she placed two pillows beneath her taut buttocks and allowed her legs to hang down either side of the bed, her pussy-slit becoming cavernous as she reclined. Switching the vibrator on, she presented the buzzing tip to her erect clitoris and gasped.

"I vibrate my clitty whenever I can, doctor. I masturbate several times a day."

"And do you enjoy having your clitty rubbed?"

"Oh yes - it's heavenly!"

"Here, allow me to help you," Judge Barrington smiled, taking the pink phallus and driving it deep into the girl's trembling body.

"Ah, yes - fuck me with it, doctor!" she cried as he rammed the plastic shaft in and out of her tightening cunt. "Ah, yes, that's good! She... she used to lick my hairless crack and suck my clitty into her hot mouth and make me come!"

"Are you still in contact with her?"

"Oh, yes. Ah, that's nice! Do it harder! I'll introduce you to her one day. I'll get her to show you how she licks my cunny and then we'll both drink your spunk."

"I'd like that very much. Now, just relax and I'll make you come, my horny little angel."

Writhing on the bed, Hazel arched her back as her orgasm welled from the depths of her contracting womb and exploded in her throbbing clitoris. Vibrating her fingers between her swollen girl-lips, she sustained her climax as the judge continued his thrusting, taking her to incredible heights of sexual ecstasy.

"God, that was good!" she gasped as her pleasure subsided gently and her quivering body stilled.

"Now I need to examine your bottom." Rolling the nurse over and parting her long legs, the grinning judge splayed her taut buttocks to expose her small brown hole. "I'm going to finger your little bottom-hole," he laughed, licking his finger before gently slipping it into her anal-sheath. "Have you had a finger in there before?"

"Yes, lots of times. And men's lovely cocks. Ah, yes, that's nice," she gasped as he massaged her inner flesh. "Ah, God, keep doing that!"

"You can have my cock in there later, my horny little tart!" the judge cried, reaching beneath the nurse's body with his other hand and groping for her vaginal entrance. "I'll fuck your bottom for you; you'd like that, wouldn't you?"

"Yes, sperm up my tight bottom-hole!"

Eavesdropping on the lewd conversation from behind the curtain, Doctor Martin's heart leaped as he noticed a pretty young blonde enter the ward - Angie Fields! "Can I help you?" he smiled, concealing his agitation as he hurriedly made his way over to her.

"I'm still getting stomach cramps," the girl complained. "I'm sure that something's very wrong."

"You'll have to go to casualty," the doctor returned firmly, taking her arm and leading her towards the door.

"But I can hardly walk, doctor," the young woman protested, pulling away and perching herself on the edge of a bed.

"Look, I'm on my way home and there's no staff on this ward tonight. The place is closing, so you'll have to go to casualty."

"It sounds as if you've got another patient over there, so I don't see why I..." The girl's words tailed off as she rolled her eyes in distress.

Reclining on the bed, she clutched her stomach, moaning as she rolled onto her side, her short skirt revealing her tight, red panties bulging between her thighs.

"All right, then. Slip your undies off and I'll take a quick look at you," Doctor Martin acquiesced resignedly - urgently pulling the curtain around the bed.

"God, it hurts!" the girl wailed, kicking her shoes off and tugging her skirt and panties down. Removing her top, she unclipped her bra, displaying her rounded breasts as she sat naked on the bed.

"Get into the bed," the doctor ordered, slipping her cunny-stained panties into his pocket before pulling the covers back. "Where does it hurt, exactly?" he asked as she lay back, opening her legs wide.

"Down there," Angie groaned, pointing to her lower abdomen.

Praying that Hazel and the judge wouldn't cry out in orgasm, Doctor Martin pressed his fingers into her smooth belly. "Does that hurt?" he enquired lazily.

"No, it's lower down," she replied, her blue eyes gazing up at him as he leaned over her naked body. "I also have back ache," she added, brushing her golden locks from her angelic face.

His survival instinct fighting his baser desires, the doctor drew in a decisive breath. "It's ovulation pains," he concluded briskly. "Go home and take some Paracetemol, and you'll be fine."

"But I can barely walk, doctor."

"Look, the ward's closing for the night."

"Who will be here to look after your other patient, then?"

"Er... She's about to have a discharge. Discharge from the ward, I mean."

"But I can't move! What sort of doctor are you? I'm obviously in great pain, and you tell me to go home and take Paracetemol! I'll report you for..."

"All right, I'll try to find a nurse to stay overnight with you. Wait there, I won't be a moment."

Walking nervously down the ward, Doctor Martin recalled Alan Burrow's terrifying words - jeopardising your entire operation. Turning, he looked at the girl, wondering whether she was faking her pains or not. There didn't appear to be anything wrong with her. Perhaps he had roused her suspicion and she'd returned for evidence.

His heart thumping hard against his chest, he smiled as the judge staggered through the garish curtain, his shirt hanging out of his trousers, his tie askew, his red face grinning as he noticed the new patient lying in her bed.

"Two pretty little playthings," he enthused, heading for the girl like a drunk making for the bar.

"No, no, she's... she's not one of the..." Doctor Martin stammered awkwardly.

"But I've paid my membership fees. Why can't I..."

"She's not one of my girls," the doctor explained patiently, holding his head. "She's a real patient. I'm going to transfer her to the main hospital later."

"What's she doing in here, then?" the judge argued in his sexual intoxication, shrewdly edging his way towards the girl.

"She found this place by accident. Please, John, you can't examine her."

Frowning, Angie pulled the bedclothes round her neck as she gazed at the aging judge, straightening his tie as he lurched towards her, his white coat open, his shirt still reckless.

"I'm Doctor Barrington," smiled the unruly quack, standing by the bed. "Doctor Martin has asked me for a second opinion so, if you'll allow me to examine you," he added authoritatively, hurriedly pulling the covers down to gaze hungrily at the girl's firm breasts, her long brown nipples.

"I'm pretty sure it's ovulation pains," Doctor Martin intervened lamely. "There's... there's no need for..."

"To be on the safe side, I'd like to give her an internal examination," the judge insisted, slipping his finger between the soft cushions of girl-flesh below her smooth stomach. "Ah, yes," he breathed, his eyes lighting. "I do believe that you're right, Doctor Martin."

"Yes, I thought I was. Now, shall we go, Doctor Barrington?"

"Yes, yes, one moment," the judge procrastinated, pushing a second finger into the girl's hot vaginal sheath. Parting her swollen pussy lips, he gazed feverishly at her clitoris. Rhythmically massaging her cumbud, he asked her if she felt any pain there.

"No, not there I don't!" she returned angrily, closing her legs and rolling onto her side. "Why the hell should I feel pain there?"

"You see..." Doctor Martin began hesitantly as he pulled the judge away. "Ovulation problems can often cause... During ovulation... Er... Doctor Barrington, might I have a word with you - in my office?"

"Oh, yes, of course," the grinning judge replied, smiling down at the girl as she covered her naked body.

Leading the errant judge into a small room at the end of the ward as Hazel emerged through the curtain, Doctor Martin turned to her and pointed to Angie. "We've a slight problem," he whispered.

"Slight!" she gasped, instantly recognising the girl.

"I'll be with you in a minute," he told her, raising his eyebrows despairingly as he almost pushed the horny judge into the office and closed the door.

Seating his sex-crazed client, Doctor Martin moved behind the desk and rubbed his forehead. "I didn't want you to touch that girl, John!" he admonished angrily. "She's not involved in the set up here. I just hope that she doesn't become suspicious and..."

"It's all right," the judge interrupted, rising to his feet and tucking his shirt in. "I look like a doctor, don't I? Why would she think otherwise?" he demanded, slipping his white coat off.

Because you look more like a drunken judge. "It's just that... We have to be extremely careful, John. If word gets out about the sex-ward, we'll all end up in court - and you won't be the presiding judge, I can tell you that. Anyway, you had a good time with Hazel, I hope?"

"Oh, yes - marvellous! I'll be a regular visitor, you can be sure of that!"

A regular bloody nuisance. "Good. Well, I'd better sort this girl out, if I can."

"Right, I'll be off, then. Until tomorrow night, Chris. And thanks for everything."

"You're more than welcome, John," Doctor Martin smiled, opening his appointments book. "As I said earlier, we're having a bondage evening tomorrow. So that everyone doesn't turn up at once, we space the visits out. If you'd like to come along, we can fit you in at nine."

"Excellent! I'll be here at nine."

"Right, until tomorrow, then," the doctor smiled, ushering his client out.

Watching the judge amble through the ward, he prayed that he wouldn't go near Angie again. Wondering why the old git hadn't understood the severity of the situation, he began to think that it might not be such a good idea after all to have him as a member. Breathing a sigh of relief as His Lordship finally left the ward, the doctor joined Hazel at Angie's bedside.

"Ovulation pains," he announced, winking at Hazel as he caught her eye.

"And you're keeping her in for that?"

"No. You'll have to go home, Miss Fields," he said sternly. "As I told you, the ward's closing now, so..."

"You can't send me home, doctor. Transfer me, if the ward's closing, but you can't send me home!"

"Have you checked for pelvic misalignment?" Hazel asked.

"What?" Doctor Martin replied, his blue eyes frowning.

"We were talking about it in nursing school the other day. If her pelvis is slightly out of alignment, then she would suffer considerably from ovulation pains."

"That's extremely rare, nurse." So rare it doesn't exist.

"Yes, but it's worth looking into, doctor - if you know what I mean?"

"Oh, yes, I see. Er... May I take another look at you, Miss Fields?" he asked, pulling the bedclothes down. Frowning at Hazel again, he grabbed his patient's hips. "Her iliac crests seem to be symmetrical," he surmised. "Now, can you bring your knees up to your chest for me, Miss Fields?"

Slipping his finger into the girl's tight pussy-sheath as her furry majora bulged between her thighs, he looked at the nurse again. "Yes, there is a slight misalignment," he concluded, pressing his finger against the hardness of her pubic bone through the creamy walls of her vagina. "Her symphysis pubis seems rather low."

"Traction!" Hazel suggested, barely concealing her excitement. "Traction will help to ease the pain and bring the pelvis into alignment, don't you agree, doctor?"

"Traction?" echoed Doctor Martin, making an odd facial expression at the nurse as he slipped his finger from his patient's tight vagina.

"Yes, legs high up, to ease the pain and..."

"Er... Yes, I see. Will you excuse me for a moment, Miss Fields, only I have to prepare the necessary equipment? There's nothing to worry about," he added, wiping his sticky fingers on his white coat as he led Hazel to the office.

Closing the door, Doctor Martin held his head again, his worried eyes gazing at the pretty nurse. "Traction?" he cried. "Christ, we can't put her in bloody traction!"

"It's the only way to make sure she doesn't go wandering around the fucking ward, Chris. That's why I suggested it, so that the bitch can't leave her bed. There are vibrators in every bedside cabinet, not to mention the handcuffs, dildos, speculums, whips..."

"Good point. Yes, actually, that's a bloody good idea. Christ, this is a mess! I wish I'd never set eyes on the bitch. We'll keep her in for tonight and... I suppose I'll have to stay here with her. I can't leave her alone all bloody night."

"I'll stay, too. It's my day off tomorrow, so..."

"OK. Look, if you sort her out, get her legs strung up, I'll go and get us a bite to eat. I don't know what we do if any members turn up this evening. That reminds me, where the hell's Julia got to?"

"I don't know, she shouldn't be too long. I'll keep the curtain drawn around the patient's bed and, once she's tied up, she won't be a problem."

"Right, I'll see you later then."

Smiling at Angie as Doctor Martin left the ward, Hazel wheeled a large contraption across the floor and centred it over the end of her bed, explaining that she was going to place the girl's feet in slings and raise her legs.

"The idea is that your pelvis will be brought back into alignment," she expounded, pulling the bedclothes away from the girl's legs and placing her feet in the slings hanging from the metal frame. "Now, I turn this handle, and your legs will rise." And your juicy cunt will open.

The girl's legs leaving the bed, Hazel grinned as her thighs parted to reveal her bulging pussy lips. Adjusting the contraption, Hazel moved the two metal arms to part the girl's legs and gazed intently as her swollen pussy-flesh opened to reveal her inner femininity.

"There we are!" she smiled triumphantly, her panties wetting. "Are you comfortable?"

"Yes, I think so," Angie murmured, trying to cover her exposed vulva with the covers.

"I'll do that," Hazel offered, adjusting the sheets, careful to leave the girl's pussy exposed. "I'll bring you some tea in a while. But first, I have to write up my notes."

"Have you worked here for long?" Angie asked.

"Er... A few years now."

"Why are there no other patients, apart from the one over there?" she enquired, gazing at the curtain concealing Hazel's bed of sex - the stained sheets, the discarded vibrator.

"They... We're having a quiet time this week, it seems. No doubt all the beds will be taken before long."

"That older doctor seemed strange, he..."

"Strange?" Hazel echoed. Strangely perverted.

"Yes, he didn't look like a doctor at all."

"Doctors come in all shapes and sizes."

"What are those leather straps for?"

"Leather straps?"

"Over there," Angie replied, pointing to the far wall.

"They're for... for restraining patients. Er... I think I'll go and make some tea."

Julia breezed into the office as Hazel sat at the large wooden desk browsing through a magazine, toying with her nipples and wondering how long Chris would be.

"At last!" Hazel cried, closing the magazine.

"Sorry I'm so late," the girl replied, dumping her bag on the table. "I was stuck in casualty for ages! We had a hell of a job getting the candle out of that girl's fanny. Where's Chris?"

"Gone to get us something to eat. We've a problem, I'm afraid."

"Oh, what's that?"

Julia held her hand to her mouth in horror as Hazel revealed that Angie Fields had returned - and been admitted. "Christ! What the hell is Chris going to do with her?" she asked, her brown eyes wide as she brushed her long chestnut hair behind her ears.

"Keep her in overnight. She's really something! I'd love to give her cunt a good licking."

"You get worse, Hazel."

"I get better! The thing is, I'm suspicious. She keeps asking questions. I've put her in traction to make sure she doesn't wander off."

"Traction? Bloody hell! What if she recognizes one of the members?"

"She won't be meeting any of them. Anyway, it doesn't look as if anyone's coming this evening."

"You're forgetting, Hazel - Simon Taylor's coming."

"Suck my clit - so he is. Chris must have forgotten, too."

"She'll recognize the mayor, that's for sure."

"She won't see him. Anyway, she's new to the area so I doubt very much that she'd recognize him. My cunt feels very wet. How about a quick wank while we're waiting for Chris?"

"Sixty-nine on top of the desk?"

"Why not? I could do with a good licking."

Opening the door, Doctor Martin grinned to find Julia with her wet panties round her knees. "You made it," he observed, dumping a bag of Chinese takeaways on the desk.

"About to," Julia admitted despondently, pulling her panties up as she peered into the bag. "Hazel and I were just about to... Is there enough for me? I'm starving."

"Yes, there's plenty - help yourself. By the way, Miss bloody Fields is showing the first signs! I crept past her bed and heard her rabbiting away to herself. We've got a bloody nut-case on our hands."

"I have to hear this," Hazel laughed. "Leave some nosh for me, won't you? And keep my supper warm, Julia."

Creeping along the ward, Hazel almost had a heart attack as she heard a male voice emanating from behind Angie's curtain. Pulling the curtain aside, she was stunned to find a distinguished looking middle-aged man in a smart navy suit sitting on the edge of the bed talking to the patient.

"Simon!" she gasped.

"Hazel, how are you?" the man replied tenderly, his dark eyes gazing up at her.

"Er... I'm fine, doctor. Can I have a word with you in the office?"

"Of course. Excuse me, Angie - I won't be a minute."

Hurrying towards the office, Hazel asked Simon Taylor what he'd said to Angie. "Nothing much," he replied nonchalantly. "She was just telling me about her complaint. She's a good patient, isn't she? I'd like to..."

"Did you tell her that you're a doctor?"

"Yes, of course I did. That's part of the game, isn't it? You look worried, what's the problem?"

"What did she say, exactly?"

"Just that she was in traction as her pelvis is out of alignment. I love the way you've strung her up, by the way. Her fanny's wide open!"

"Did you touch her?"

"I was just about to slip a finger into her pussy when you came in. What's wrong, Hazel? What's this all about?"

"Rolling bollocks! She's not one of us!"

"What do you mean? Isn't she a new girl?"

"No - she's a real patient. She's an outsider."

"But... I don't get it."

"It's a long story, Simon. If she finds out that you're the fucking mayor, then..."

"I told her I'm the mayor."

"Suck my juices!"

"I thought she... It's no secret; we all know each other's... Oh, God - what have I done?"

Leading the way into the office, Hazel garbled the devastating news to the boss. OK, grab a white coat and stethoscope," he instructed calmly, gazing at Simon. "Then go and tell Angie that the mayor bit was a joke."

"OK," Simon agreed. "I'll tell her that I'm Doctor Smith or something - and then I'm off."

"Sorry about this, Simon. It's all my fault."

"Nothing's happened, so there can't be any trouble - not involving me, anyway. I'll see you all tomorrow evening, perhaps," Simon replied nervously as he buttoned the white coat and left the office.

"Hang on, Simon," Doctor Martin called after him, checking his appointments book. "It's bondage night tomorrow. If you're coming, it'll have to be at eight - it's the only free slot left."

"Eight it is, then. Bye."

"I think I'll go, too," Julia decided, her brown eyes mirroring her concern.

"OK, and I think you'd better join her, Hazel," the doctor smiled. "I'll stay here for the night. And first thing tomorrow morning, Miss bloody Fields is leaving - for good!"
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Chapter Two
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Taking Angie a cup of tea the following morning, Doctor Martin smiled to find her still sleeping. Gazing between her indignantly opened thighs at her exposed hole, he gently stroked her soft inner labia, imagining tasting her there, drinking her rich pussy-cream.

She was an attractive girl, he reflected - and a bloody nuisance! Running his finger round the open entrance to her wet vagina, his penis bulged in his trousers. Her golden hair shrouding her pretty face, she roused as he pushed his finger between her inner petals, deep into her rose garden, stirring the sweet nectar within its soft, silken walls. As she slowly opened her eyes, he slipped his finger from her body and grinned.

"Sleep well?" he asked innocently.

"Not bad, considering my position," she yawned, stretching her arms above her head.

"There's a cup of tea on the bedside cabinet. You do like early morning tea, don't you?"

"Yes, thank you."

"I'll just give you a quick check over, and then you can go home," he smiled, sitting on the edge of her bed and delicately peeling her swollen pussy lips apart. His heart pounded as he surveyed her open love hole, milky sex-globules clinging to her inner petals. "I want to check the angle of your pubic bone to make sure that the traction has worked."

"Oh, God! I'm hardly awake and you want to examine me again?"

I want to fuck you. "I'm sorry, but it has to be done," he smiled reassuringly. "We all have to do things that we don't want to at times."

Slipping his finger into her hot vagina, he massaged her inner flesh, his penis now solid, aching for relief as he watched her moist inner lips clinging like a sea anemone to his intruding digit. Her pussy-hole was tight, hot, slippery - its full, furry overcoat cosy. He imagined his penis gliding through the puffy flesh pads, shafting deep into her beautiful sex-duct, ramming her to orgasm.

"Everything all right?" he asked nonchalantly, admiring her pretty face as she relaxed on the pillow.

"How do you mean?"

"You don't mind me doing this to you?"

"Just get it over with so that I can go home."

"Do you live alone?"

"Yes, I do."

"No boyfriend, then?"

"Well, no, not at the moment - why do you ask?"

"I just wondered. I'm the inquisitive type. That's what my mother used to tell me, anyway. You're an extremely attractive girl; I'm surprised you haven't got dozens of men after you." And women.

"I do have men after me, but I'm not interested in any of them."

A lesbian.

Slipping a second finger into her honeypot, he wondered whether she masturbated or not. But curbing a rampant desire to ask her, and to slip his solid cock into her slippery roost, he extricated his sticky fingers abruptly and stood up.

"Good, everything seems to be in order, but I want to take some x-rays of your pelvis," he smiled, wheeling a small machine towards the bed. "In order to prepare you, I'm going to insert this instrument into your vagina," he added, taking a metal device from the top of the machine. "It vibrates, thereby completely relaxing your pelvic muscles, which will allow the x-rays deeper penetration." And bring you off while I watch.

Slipping the metal device into the girl's vagina, the doctor adjusted it, pressing a thick rubber extension piece against her clitoris before switching it on. Humming softly, the vibrations played on her small bud, penetrating deep into her body, rousing her womb.

"Is that all right?" Doctor Martin enquired, pressing the rubber attachment harder against her clitoris.

"It feels strange," the girl replied, her eyes wide as the vibrations stirred her cumbud, juiced her cunt.

"I'll only need to do this for a few minutes, and then I'll take the x-rays," he said softly.

Watching the girl's clitoris swell and her stomach rhythmically rise and fall, Doctor Martin knew that she wouldn't have the power to halt her impending orgasm. Turning her face, she closed her eyes, her breathing becoming heavy as the sensations toyed with the sensitive nerve endings between her swollen girl-lips, permeated her very being. Increasing the vibrations, the doctor grinned as her clitoris visibly throbbed, sending its electrifying pulses of pleasure through her quivering body. Stifling her gasps, she turned her head further, pressing her face into the pillow to conceal her pleasure, whimpering in the grip of her climax as her pussy spasmed and her cunt milk flowed, pooling on the sheet.

As the girl relaxed, her body calming, her breathing slowing, Doctor Martin slipped the device from her pulsating vagina, gazing at her drenched inner lips as they curled to conceal the entrance to her tight pleasure tunnel.

"This won't take long," he assured her as she shuddered in her orgasmic aftermath. Lining the x-ray machine up with her open pussy, his eyes caught hers. "Try not to move, just lie perfectly still. There'll be a flash accompanying each shot," he smiled, his organ now straining within his trousers. "This equipment is the latest in x-ray technology - no plates or cumbersome bits and pieces." Just a built-in camera.

Taking several shots of his patient's splayed pussy lips, her juices flowing from her open hole and trickling down between her taut buttocks, he adjusted the traction equipment, lifting her legs higher and opening them to capacity. What reason could he conjure to shave her blonde pubes, to expose her intimacy completely?

"Argh! That hurts!" Angie complained as her vaginal entrance opened fully, her inner petals unfurling to reveal her sheath to his amorous gaze.

"Just a couple more shots," he smiled, stretching her cunny open to its limits with his fingers, exposing the remnants of her hymen as he clicked the camera.

"Why hold my... why hold me open for an x-ray?" she quavered, her suspicion obviously rising.

"Er... Too much flesh in the way blurs the pictures. I want your pubic bone and your sacrum clearly defined."

"Oh, I see. Isn't it odd that I'm the only patient here? And I haven't seen a single nurse this morning. Hospital wards are usually teeming with nurses and cleaning women - where is everyone?"

Don't mention cleaning women. "Life can be odd at times. As I explained, the ward was supposed to be closed for the night. I had to stay on, seeing as you insisted on remaining here and I couldn't find an available nurse."

"Oh, I'm sorry, doctor - but the pain was bad. Anyway, I feel fine now. That Doctor Smith was strange - he told me that he was the mayor!"

"He's a joker - a good doctor, but a joker. The other day he told a patient that he was a part-time taxi driver. She believed him and asked for a lift home when he discharged her! Anyway, I'm just going to insert a dilator into your vagina for the next few shots," he continued, discreetly taking a huge rubber penis from a shelf beneath the machine. "I want to make sure that the x-rays are perfectly clear."

Gently slipping the phallus deep into her pussy-hole, he smiled, gazing at her rubicund majora tightly encompassing the thick rubber shaft. Clicking the camera again, he wondered how many prints to have developed. No doubt the judge would like a set, he mused, slipping the wet shaft from the girl's creamy cunt.

"There, all done. When you've finished your tea, you can go," he smiled, lowering her legs and removing the slings from her feet. "Don't worry about the cup, I'll wash it up later."

"Why are the windows blacked out?" she asked curiously, covering her inflamed intimacy with the sheets.

So the world can't see me. "I really have no idea. Perhaps it was done during the war."

"You'd think the patients would like some daylight."

"Yes, I suppose they would," he replied indifferently. "Anyway, I'll leave you to get dressed."

Wheeling the machine into the office, the doctor removed the roll of film from the camera and placed it in a drawer. The girl was highly suspicious, he knew, but he couldn't think how to convince her of normality. As he sat at the desk sipping his coffee, wondering whether this was the last time he'd have the pleasure of seeing Miss Angie Fields, she popped her head round the door to say goodbye.

"Take care," he smiled as he stood up.

"What's that used for?" the girl asked, her eyes frowning as she entered the office. Following her gaze, his heart leaped to see a leather whip standing in the corner of the room.

"It... it belongs to one of the nurses - she's into horse riding, I believe." Buttock whipping!

"Horse riding? You mean, she uses a huge whip with leather tails for horse riding?"

"I really can't say, I'm afraid. I know nothing about her personal life. Anyway, goodbye, Angie."

"By the way," the girl smiled, licking her full, red lips. "It's the wrong time of the month for me to be ovulating. I just thought I'd mention it. Bye!"

Oh, shit!

Breathing a sigh of relief as she left the office, the doctor watched her walk down the ward and slip through the far door. "Fuck it!" he cursed, emerging from the office, positive now that she suspected him. But suspected what? he rationalised. After all, she'd come to him, a doctor, for help. And all he'd done was to help her - help himself.

Making the girl's bed up, he took one last look around the ward and was about to leave when Hazel breezed in, her long blonde hair alluring, windswept, tangled - au naturel. Her blue eyes sparkling, her full lips smiling, she tossed her hair over her shoulder as she skipped up to him.

"Hi, Chris - how was your night?" she asked, sitting on the bed and crossing her long legs.

"I've had better nights," he sighed, eyeing her pink, suede microskirt, her shapely thighs. "These beds aren't exactly made for comfort. Anyway, what are you doing here? I thought it was your day off."

"It is. I just came to see how you are. Where's the girl?"

"She's just gone, thank God! She suspects something, I know it."

"I'm not surprised! Do you think she'll be back?"

"It's more than likely. People like her always come back to pry."

"If we're not careful, she could cause us hellish bloody problems, Chris!"

"You've no need to tell me that. God, why the hell did I admit her in the first place?"

"Because you're a rampant sex-maniac, I suppose. Anyway, are you working today?"

"I'm not going in - I really can't face work. As it happens, I've no patients to see today. Besides, I haven't got a nurse at the moment. Alan has transferred that miserable battleaxe, Nurse Mutton, to men's geriatric, thank God. I hope she strangulates herself on a catheter tube!"

"You're all wound up, Chris - want me to relax you?"

"That would be nice - what did you have in mind, a blowjob?"

"Slip your trousers off and get onto the bed, and I'll show you."

Grinning, Doctor Martin followed the girl's instructions, slipping his trousers off and lying full length on the bed, his penis already pointing skywards, twitching in anticipation. Leaning over him, Hazel hooked her golden tresses behind her ears and gently squeezed his solid shaft, pulling his foreskin back to expose his swollen knob to her wide eyes. Pushing her tongue out, she licked his salty glans, breathing heavily as she closed her hot mouth to engulf his hardness.

"That's nice," he gasped as she snaked her tongue round his knob and kneaded his heavy balls. "Ah, God, I really need to come!"

"So do I," Hazel grinned as she slipped his plum from her mouth and stood up.

Pulling her top off, she unclipped her red lace bra, peeling the thin material from her pert breasts. Her nipples stiffening, she tugged her skirt down to her ankles, kicking it aside as she ran her hands over her inner thighs.

"You can pull my panties down, if you want to," she grinned wickedly.

"A pleasure!" the doctor beamed, reaching out and yanking the flimsy garment down the nurse's long legs.

Her sparse pubic curls springing to life, her full pussy lips opening as the doctor ran his finger up and down her creamy slit, Hazel shuddered and sighed with pleasure. "I want your tongue up me," she whispered urgently. "Tongue my cunt."

Climbing onto the bed, kneeling astride the doctor's head, she slowly lowered the open centre of her body over his hungry mouth. Gazing down at him, she smiled, running her fingers through his hair as he parted her cunny lips and snaked his tongue round the open entrance to her saturated vaginal sheath.

"Ah, that's good!" she gasped as his tongue found its way into her open hole. "Ah, yes, juice my cunt up ready for your lovely cock. You do want to slide your massive cock into my wet cunt, don't you?"

"God, yes! Make more juice for me - I want to drink from your cunt!"

"Ah, that's heavenly! Ah, yes! I want you to tie me down and spank me after we've fucked! I want to spend all day being spanked and fucked!"

Lunging to the bedside cabinet, Hazel pulled a vibrator from the drawer and switched it on as Chris splayed her pussy lips and continued his tantalising tongue-fucking. Massaging her swelling clitoris with the vibrator, she gasped, her sex honey decanting from the inner nectaries of her ravenous cunt, sating the doctor's thirsty mouth.

"God, I'm coming!" she cried as her womb fluttered and her clitoris swelled and throbbed. "Coming!" Grinding her open flesh into Chris's hot mouth, Hazel shuddered in the grip of her exquisite climax. "Fuck me with your tongue!" she screamed as her muscles locked, her eyes rolling, her head lolled back.

Holding her breath as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure coursed through her naked body, she finally fell limp. "God, that was incredible," she gasped, switching the vibrator off. "I thought I'd never stop coming."

"So did I," Chris laughed. "I could hardly breathe!"
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