
© May 2016 Gia Maria Marquez

Doctor Futa Treats Her Patient

Futanari Fantasies

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system.

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older.

This book is for sale to ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be access by minors.

Cover © 2016 Gia Maria Marquez

First Edition 2016

Appears in the anthology Futanari Fantasies.

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal.


Table of Contents

Disclaimer

Doctor Futa Treats Her Patient

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sign up for Gia Maria Marquez's Mailing List

Also By Gia Maria Marquez

Doctor Futa Treats Her Patient

––––––––

Futanari Fantasies

By Gia Maria Marquez

––––––––

Stella leaned back on the padded bench and set both feet in stirrups.  “It’s been aching night and day, Doctor.  Please... tell me what’s wrong!”

Dr. Futa stood between Stella’s legs, snapping on latex gloves.  “Where exactly is this ache?”

“Down there,” Stella said quickly, hoping she wouldn’t have to explain any more than that.

Wearing only a paper gown and no panties, Stella felt totally exposed. She’d never let anyone look between her legs. 

Not even a doctor.

But if she was going to let anyone look down there, at least it was a pretty doctor.  Dr. Futa had honey-brown skin and long black hair that shone like the jewels embedded in her gold necklace.  Dr. Futa wasn’t very tall and definitely wasn’t thin.  She had luscious curves and big breasts that were amply visible thanks to a low-cut neckline.

Most of the other doctors in this facility wore scrubs.  The nurses all did.  But Dr. Futa had on a slinky black dress dotted with a subtle tan pattern.  If it wasn’t for the white lab coat and the stethoscope around her neck you’d never know she was a doctor at all.

“According to your notes,” the doctor said, “You’ve never been in for a pelvic exam.”

“I’m sorry,” Stella said.

Dr. Futa’s smile warmed her heart.  “No need to feel sorry, my dear. I only wonder why.  By your age, most young women have come to see me at least once.”

“I didn’t think it was necessary.”  

“Why not?”

Stella stared at the ceiling, feeling her cheeks go red.  “Because I’ve never had sex.”

“Ahhh.  So you’ve only come in today because of... the ache?”

Tears pricked Stella’s eyes as she nodded.  “It won’t go away. It never goes away.  I’m in college now, Dr. Futa. I go to lectures and the ache is there. I go to the library and the ache comes with me. I come home to my dorm room and the ache is inside me. What can I do?”

With the toe of her shoe, Dr. Futa wheeled over a stool and sat between Stella’s parted legs.  “Your labia appear quite glossy and engorged.  I’m going to touch them with my finger. Tell me if you feel any pain.”

When Dr. Futa gently touched Stella’s lower lips, the sensation was too much to bear. It was the same feeling she got when she pressed her thighs together too hard or when she yanked on her panties with too much zeal. Electrical pulses shot through her, making her cry out.

“Oh Doctor,” she said.  “What can I do?”

“You feel pain when I press here?” the doctor asked, touching her again.

Who says lightning doesn’t strike twice? It did for Stella, sending those same bursts of electricity through her veins.  She bit her bottom lip so she wouldn’t scream.

“Describe it,” Dr. Futa said.  “Describe your pain.”

She did it again, and Stella said, “Feels like someone poked me with a cattle prod!”

“And this?” the doctor asked, pressing one finger at the apex of Stella’s aching lips.

If the other had felt like being poked with a cattle prod, this was like being hooked up to a car battery. Or sitting on an electric fence!  Stella had never felt anything so powerful.  She gripped the padded bench and pressed her stocking feet into the stirrups.

Dr. Futa rose from her stool to ask, “Stella, my dear, I must ask you a personal question.”

“Okay.”  Stella stared at the ceiling.

“You are not sexually active?”

“No!  I’m not married yet.”

“You are a virgin?”

“Yes, of course!”

“And tell me honestly, Stella: do you ever touch yourself?”

Stella felt the colour drain from her cheeks.  “You mean... down there?”

“Yes, my dear. Self-love. Self-pleasure.  Masturbation.”

That word embarrassed Stella so badly she almost choked.  “I would never do a thing like that. It’s sinful and wrong.”

She could feel the doctor staring at her, but Stella didn’t look back.  Not even when Dr. Futa said, “I believe I know the cause of your ache.”

“That’s a relief. What’s wrong with me, Doctor?”

Stella made the mistake of glancing into Dr. Futa’s eyes in time for her to say, “You are an extremely sexually frustrated young woman.”

“No! Sex is bad! It’s wrong!”  Tears spilled from Stella’s eyes, racing to her temples and disappearing into her hair.  “Please, Doctor. There must be another explanation.”

“I’m afraid not, young Stella.  If you don’t want to live with your ache, there is a very simple solution.”

When Stella adjusted her position on the padded bench, the paper sheet crackled beneath her.  “You don’t mean...”

“It’s something you can do on your own, with no cost to you.”

“No. I can’t. I’ll take a pill instead.  What can you prescribe, Doctor?”

“I can only prescribe self-love, my dear. It’s very simple.”

Stella’s little heart tremored.  “But I can’t, Dr. Futa.  It’s wrong. It’s bad.”

“To touch yourself is wrong and bad?”

“Yes!”

Dr. Futa could obviously see that she wouldn’t get anywhere with this approach. Stella was set in her convictions.  So she said, “What if your ache is resolved by another’s hand?”

Stella felt a familiar throbbing sensation between her legs.  “But whose?”

“Do you have a special friend?” the doctor asked.

“Certainly not. I’m concentrating on my studies.”

“I see.”

Taking a deep breath, Stella asked, “Can you do it, Doctor?”

Dr. Futa’s eyes widened.  “It would be most unusual.”

“But you’re a medical professional,” Stella reasoned.  “So if you do it, it’s a medical procedure just like surgery or anything else. Then it won’t be wrong and I won’t have to feel bad about it.”

The doctor seemed reluctant to resolve her problem this way, and asked, “Are you certain this is what you wish?”

Stella nodded.  “I can’t go on like this, doctor.  My body aches every second of the day.  I need you to help me. Please?”

The doctor gazed down at her hands in skin-tight latex gloves.  She sighed.  “If you’re sure this is what you want.”

“I can’t live with the ache, Doctor.  I can’t concentrate in class. I can’t even read a book. The words blur before my eyes.  Please, you have to help me!”

Dr. Futa nodded solemnly.  “Very well, Stella.  I will do my utmost to resolve your ache.”

Stella closed her eyes, preparing herself for the procedure.  She could feel the doctor’s warm hand against the inside of one of her thighs. Even that slight sensation made her heart storm. 

“I’m afraid I’ll have to ask a nurse to prepare the site,” Dr. Futa said.  Kicking the stool away, she stepped back, took off one of her gloves and dialled the phone on her desk.

Moments later, a pretty young nurse with dark skin and sparkling eyes entered the room, wheeling a stainless steel tray. On it was a metal bowl full of soapy water, shaving cream, a regular razor like you’d get in a drug store, and also an electric razor like they use for buzz cuts.

“What’s going on?” Stella asked.

Her heart pounded as the friendly young nurse plugged the electric razor into the wall.  “We just need to prepare the site so the doctor can carry out her procedure.”

Dr. Futa smiled kindly.

As soon as the nurse turned on the electric razor, Stella jumped.  She dug her nails into the sides of the padded bench, because she suspected that as soon as that buzzing contraption touched her skin she’d lose it.

Thank goodness the razor made so much noise. It drowned out the sounds of her pleasured cries as the nurse slid it between her legs.  

The nurse started with her inner thighs, and the doctor kicked a wastepaper bin underneath to catch the falling hair.  Stella couldn’t see what was happening down there because her gown was in the way, but she could feel that razor buzzing all around her most sensitive spot. It came so close to her ache that she cried out repeatedly.  The void kept clenching, like it was trying to lock down on something that wasn’t there.  Again and again it clamped and released, and Stella had to bite down on her forearm to keep from screaming.

When the nurse had finished with the electric razor, she picked up the regular one and swished it around in the water. She left it there on the tray while she picked up the shaving cream canister. She squirted some onto her hand and the smell wafted up to Stella’s nose.  

It smelled like lemons.

The nurse rubbed the shaving cream between Stella’s legs while Dr. Futa watched.  She seemed to be avoiding the slick and aching parts of Stella’s body in favour of the surrounding areas. That was a bit of a tease, and it even made Stella squirm to try to get the nurse’s fingers to “accidentally” brush her pink, engorged flesh.

While the doctor looked on, the nurse shaved between Stella’s legs in quick, precise strokes. The whole procedure made Stella very nervous. She didn’t budge for fear of being cut.

Luckily, that part was over soon enough. The nurse pressed a warm cloth between Stella’s legs, and the heat made her moan.

“Too hot?” the nurse asked.

Stella whimpered.  “It’s fine. Keep going.”

As the nurse washed away errant bits of hair, Stella whined like a puppy.  She kept thinking naughty thoughts and wanting to say naughty things. But she didn’t allow herself to say anything at all.  It would be too wrong.

Dr. Futa thanked the young nurse, who smiled at Stella and left, closing the door behind her.

The doctor pressed the lock on the handle, and then put on a fresh glove.  “We’re ready to begin.”

“Good,” Stella said.  “I feel like I’m going to explode. The ache is worse than it’s ever been.”

“We’ll have it resolved soon enough,” the doctor said, stepping between Stella’s legs and pressing her palm against Stella’s smoothly shaved mound.

“Oh my sweet lord,” Stella said.  “Oh, I’m sorry for taking the lord’s name in vain. It won’t happen again.”

“Say whatever you wish,” the doctor told her.  “I won’t hold it against you.”

Dr. Futa cupped her hand around Stella’s mound and mashed the outer lips around the inner ones, squeezing.

“Oh, Doctor!” Stella whimpered.  “Oh, I can’t tell you how amazing that feels.”

“Good,” the doctor replied as she released her grip.  “Nothing wrong with your reflexes.”

Stella swallowed hard.  “Was that the procedure?  I don’t think it worked.”

“Oh, my dear girl,” the doctor said.  “We haven’t even started.”

Dr. Futa traced her gloved fingers up from the base of Stella’s slick slit, up toward the throbbing bud at the top.  When she reached that dangerous spot, she started to rub it in slow circles.

“Oh, Doctor!  Oh, the ache is getting worse!”

“It has to get worse before it gets better,” the doctor said.  

“When will I be cured?” Stella asked as she squirmed on the paper.

“You’ll know,” the doctor assured her.  “You’ll feel your body releasing the ache and it will be like nothing you’ve ever experienced.”

In a way, Stella hoped that wouldn’t happen soon.  She hated to admit it, even to herself, but she was enjoying the doctor’s delicate touch. She liked the way Dr. Futa circled her fingers around and
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