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I wasn’t a big fan of doctors, never
had been. I always preferred suffering through whatever was ailing
me until I got better. But, when your mom keeps calling and nagging
you about the need to go get checked because Cousin Vera was just
diagnosed with MS and they say it’s genetic and runs in families,
well, I had to make the appointment just to get her out of my
hair.

So, I asked my good friend and roommate
to recommend a doctor and she gave me the number of her guy. “He’s
incredible and the whole experience is so relaxing and comfortable
that you come out feeling great no matter what.”

I just nodded and took the number. I
wasn’t going to the doctor for myself after all. I was going to
satisfy my very sweet but nosy mother. So, I gave them a call and
set up an appointment for the next day.

I had to admit, when I
showed up, that I was impressed. The office was like the lush lobby
of a fancy hotel, with comfortable sofas and chairs and actual real
reading material in the form of classical books. After I finished
filling out all the forms, I settled in with a copy of
The Three Musketeers and
started enjoying my wait.

I was falling in love with Porthos all
over again when they called me to the back. I swear to God, I’d
never seen a doctor’s office like this. It was literally set up
like an old-fashioned hotel. When I asked the nurse about it, she
said that it had been a hotel back in the Forties, but it had been
renovated and turned into medical offices. All I could think was
that it was incredibly extravagant and I was beginning to really
appreciate full-coverage insurance.

The nurse took me to a room which
didn’t have a bed and a minibar like I suspected, but did have a
nice luxurious couch along one wall and a big portrait window that
let in beautiful sunlight. I was stunned. I’d never seen anything
like this. I was beginning to think that doctor’s visits were an
okay thing after all and that my friend had been right about this
place.

The nurse finished her preliminary
chart info and then handed me a paper gown. I looked at her and she
shrugged. “Not everything can be like the Hilton.”

I took the gown and undressed as she
closed the door behind her and then, I waited. But not for long. I
was shocked by how fast I heard the knock on the door. “Uh,
hello?”

The doctor walked in and, I promise
you, the guy looked like an old matinee stud. He was just beautiful
as any of the classic movie stars, and I was definitely seeing
images of a comfortable life with little baby doctors running on
the floor. I think I may have actually blushed as he crossed the
room and shook my hand. “You are Ms. Rossman?”

I nodded, feeling awkward as I stared
up at him from the sofa, wearing my paper robe. “You can call me
Emma.”

He smiled. “Well, you can call me Dr.
Porter, or just Doc, I suppose.” He laughed. It was a silly joke
but, God, his laugh just added to his charm. I was beginning to
feel hot.

He started the exam then, pulling a
foot stool over and sitting on it as he began checking my nose and
ears and throat and, well, you know the routine. Soon, though, he
had me lay down and he began to run his hands over my body, the
thin paper gown the only barrier between his fingers and my skin.
Then, there wasn’t even that barrier. Suddenly, he pushed up the
gown and exposed my body from my breasts downward. I lay there,
unsure what he was going to do but feeling very hopeful about what
it might be.

His hands began to travel over me
again, but this time without the paper gown. The feel of his
delicate fingers directly on my skin made me shiver and when they
traveled down to my legs and spread them on the couch so that one
foot fell off onto the floor, I moaned.

I couldn’t believe it! When had this
doctor’s visit turned into some strange reenactment of a Swing Era
seduction? His hands were massaging my thighs now and all I could
do was lay there and enjoy it and beg for more in my mind. He
obliged as if he had read my thoughts.

Leaving me lying on the couch, he stood
and soon, he’d taken off his doctor’s coat and shirt and pants. In
no time, he was standing before me in just his boxers. I could see
the slight bulge that was already forming there and I felt an
answering tingle in my pussy. Then, the boxers came off and he
knelt down in front of me, positioning his body between my legs. He
looked at me then with such lust in his eyes that I felt my pussy
spasm hard, making me moan again. And then, he leaned down and I
cried out.

The moment his tongue hit my pussy, I
gasped. It was amazing. He didn’t lick deeply at all; instead he
put his tongue right on my clit and just licked softly. But it
wasn’t completely gentle because immediately, he plunged two of his
fingers right inside of me. It was such an amazing feeling to
suddenly be full. His tongue was barely moving, just slightly and
teasingly sliding over my clit as his fingers worked on me, but
then he pulled his fingers out and his tongue went to action. He
plunged it inside of me and began fucking my pussy with it just
like it was a little cock.

It was amazing. He moved it in and out,
pressing his face completely against me and I shuddered at his
touch and moaned. That seemed to encourage him and he began to move
even faster. He moved his tongue deeper and I felt his nose
brushing against my clit. Then he moved lower, running his tongue
over that small, sensitive skin right above my ass and below my
pussy. Then he moved even lower and I felt his tongue at my little
asshole. It was such a strange and erotic feeling; no one had ever
touched me there before, and nobody had ever licked me there
before.

But he put his hands on my thighs,
spreading me wider and plunged his tongue inside my tiniest hole.
It was an incredible feeling and because he was pressed up against
me so hard, his nose and his upper lip were against my pussy while
his tongue pushed in past that little, resistant opening. He
wiggled it and I felt myself growing incredibly aroused. I couldn’t
believe it! Of course, there were a number of boyfriends that had
wanted me to give in to anal sex and I’d always said no. With the
doctor’s tongue there working on me, I was amazed at how wonderful
it felt and how turned on I was getting.

He kept his mouth working between my
legs, pushing his tongue into my ass. He moved upward and sucked on
my clit and then, moved back to my ass. His fingers occasionally
pushed into my pussy and he was driving me wild. I think if he
would keep that up, in just a few more minutes, I would have cum;
but he finally backed away and climbed up on to the sofa. I didn’t
let him get all the way up before I was bending forward. He was
still on his knees when I put my mouth on him.

His cock was beautiful. Now that I got
a close up look at his dick, I realized just how big he was. I put
my hand on his shaft and began working my mouth and hand together
and never going very deep, just about an inch below the head, as I
moved my hand up and down and I followed it with my lips. It was so
hot. I felt him moaning and then, I felt his hand on the back of my
head, stroking my hair as I moved my mouth. I backed away a little
bit and I began rubbing his cock and stroking it, looking up at
him. He moaned and kept his hand on my head, running his fingers
through my hair as I went back down.

I reached my hand around and rubbed at
his balls and put it between his legs and spread my fingers,
squeezing his ass as I moved my mouth. I still didn’t go very deep.
I enjoyed the idea that I was not only turning him on, but also
driving him crazy and make him want more. When he got a little
aggressive, trying to push in deeper, I moved my hand back to his
shaft and began rubbing it. He was going crazy by this time and so,
I finally gave in and went a little bit deeper. I moved my hand
away from his shaft and plunged about halfway down.

He groaned. I figured I’d put on a show
as well. So I leaned over to my side, keeping my mouth on him as I
did. I lifted a hand to my breasts and squeezed the nipples so he
could see me touching them as I sucked on him. Then, I spread my
legs wide and began rubbing myself, my hand working over my clit. I
was amazed at how turned on I was; how just a touch of my
fingertips accentuated what he’d done with his mouth earlier, and
how it heightened what I was doing to his dick.

It was wonderful as his cock travelled
past my lips, over my tongue and then, pressed against the back of
my mouth. I rubbed myself. I knew that he was watching and that
everything he was seeing was turning him on. I knew it thrilled
him; the way my breasts bounced, the way my hand moved in circles
over my clit, the way that my full lips wrapped around his shaft,
the way my hair hung down and shook as I moved. He was groaning,
moaning uncontrollably. But it got to be too much for me, the
feeling of my hand on my clit, his cock in my mouth, the whole
situation; I needed him in my pussy.

 

I pulled away and took both of my hands
and put them on his waist and the moment he was leaning back on the
couch, I positioned him so that his legs were off of the side. He
was sitting down right on the edge. I pushed his chest until he was
lying flat and then I climbed on top of him in a reverse cowgirl
position. I wanted him to see my ass moving as I got on top of him.
I reached down and positioned his cock right up against my pussy
and sat down on it, gasping as I did.

It was so big. I’d never had a cock
that large in my pussy. I rubbed my clit furiously as he pushed in.
He began to get very aggressive, grabbing on to my hips and pushing
hard and fast so that I had to lean back on my hands and I couldn’t
rub myself anymore. “Oh fuck!” I said, “Oh fuck!” He began pumping
up fast and every thrust was driving me crazy. I knew that if he
kept it up, I was going to cum hard, harder than I ever had before.
His hands squeezed at my hips, not quite painful, but definitely
firm. My hands were shaking as they tried to keep me upright while
that cock assaulted my pussy.

Finally, he gripped me hard and started
to fuck me so fast I knew it wouldn’t be long. I balanced as best I
could, lifted a hand, and began rubbing my clit again. It was
amazing to feel it as his cock pushed in and out, faster and
faster. I got so damned close that I cried out, “Oh shit! Oh fuck,
I’m going to cum! This is so good!” He groaned and grunted a little
bit and then I felt his hands underneath me, holding on to my ass
as he lifted me up again. I moaned in disappointment. I kept
rubbing my clit as I felt his cock leave my throbbing pussy. Then,
I felt him positioning that massive cock up against the tiny,
virgin opening of my ass.

I was just about to protest, having his
tongue in there earlier had felt wonderful. Still, a tiny wet pink
wriggling thing is a hell of a lot different than a massive prick!
I didn’t want that giant thing shoved in to me. I’d heard about how
painful anal sex could be and I wasn’t willing to try it at the
moment. Before I had a chance to say anything, though, he was
pushing in and the moment the head of his cock entered that little
resistant opening, I lost all ability to speak. Pain rocketed
through my body, instantly eliminating all the excitement and the
arousal that I previously felt.

Not seeming to notice my pain, he held
me and pushed in deeper so that, in two quick thrusts he was all
the way in and suddenly, I was sitting down on him; his enormous
shaft splitting me wide open. I was paralyzed. My hand was still at
my clit but I couldn’t even move it. I was desperately trying to
find my voice so that I could tell him to take it out. But there
was no way that I could form words. He held on to my ass and began
fucking in and out just as hard and fast as he had fucked my pussy.
Each thrust upward sent shocks of pain and agony through my
body.

Still, he continued to fuck me hard.
Then something strange happened. In the process of fucking me,
pushing up into my ass, he bounced me around so that my hand
brushed over my clit. When it did, there was an electric thrill of
pleasure that just overcame me. All of a sudden, it wasn’t as
painful as it had been. It was still uncomfortable and there was
this astounding feeling of fullness that I couldn’t get over. But
what my hand was doing to my clit was sending such pleasure through
me that my mind was confused.

I think my body was confused, too. I
couldn’t decide between pain and pleasure and eventually, the two
sensations mixed together so that a thrust upward into my ass would
send sensation through me and I couldn’t distinguish if it was good
or bad. Eventually, every sensation my body felt was good. I moaned
and then, I started moving. I couldn’t believe it, but I was
actually pushing myself down onto his cock as he fucked me. I kept
rubbing my clit furiously and then I noticed emptiness. My pussy so
desperately wanted to be filled.

I reached down to grab his cock. My
intention was to pull it out of my ass and push it into my pussy,
but his hand pushed mine away and then, he plunged two fingers into
my pussy as his cock continued to fuck my ass and that was all it
took. I cried out “Oh fuck, I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” That seemed
to encourage him. He began slamming hard into my ass from below and
simultaneously, he was fucking me so fast with his fingers that
everything seemed to blur.

I was so damn full! His cock would be
inside my ass as his fingers were out of my pussy and then his cock
was out of my ass while his fingers were in my pussy. He did it
over and over and over again while I cried out, unable to function
or think. I could only take what he was giving, but I loved every
bit of it. He continued to fuck me harder and harder as the
pleasure rolled over me and then he grunted, shoving up really hard
so that I yelped from both pain and pleasure. He lifted me up and
the next thing I knew, he was forcing my head down to his
cock.

I already had my mouth open and was
about half way down his cock when he started spurting and I
realized that I had just taken into my mouth a cock that had been
in my ass. I started to pull up and away but his hands were on the
back of my head. He continued to pump what seemed like a river of
semen into my mouth. My cheeks filled up and I could taste his hot
and salty load as he continued to cum until, finally, I just gave
in and started sucking, increasing the pressure on him.

I got about halfway down and began
rolling my tongue around as his load pumped into mouth. Finally, I
swallowed the last drop down. He held me there for a few more
seconds and finally, let me go. I stumbled back onto my sore ass
and sat there, gasping. Then, he reached down and pulled me up onto
the couch next to him.

As I sat there, panting, he stood up
and began to get dressed. I watched him wordlessly as he pulled on
his shirt and buttoned it up over that gorgeous muscled chest and
then, reached down and pulled on his boxers and his pants, hiding
that incredible cock from view. My mind was still swirling when he
finally pulled on his coat and then, grabbed my chart and began
filling it in. A moment later, he smiled down at me. “Well, there
doesn’t seem to be anything physically wrong with you from initial
observation but, I’m going to go ahead and call for some blood work
and we’ll make sure there’s nothing lurking there we can’t
see.”

I was absolutely flabbergasted by his
sudden professional demeanor after he’d fucked me like that. But I
just smiled. “Um, okay, sounds good. Uh, thank you.”

He nodded. “Sure thing. Oh, before I
go,” He suddenly bent down and gave me a deep kiss. Then, he broke
away and smiled at me again. “Next time, don’t wait so long to come
see your doctor, okay?”

I sat there, naked and stunned. “Okay.”
I said it in a tiny little voice and then, winced as a spasm made
my pussy clench. Seeming to understand his effect, he grinned and
turned and walked out.

When I finally made it back to my
apartment later that afternoon, my roommate asked me how it went. I
might have been mistaken about the gleam in her eye when she asked
the question, but I was pretty sure I saw something. I looked at
her. “It was very, uh, relaxing.”

She nodded. “Yeah, Dr. Grand is a great
guy. He’s been my doctor since I was little.”

“I didn’t see a Dr. Grand today,” I
said, “I saw a Dr. Porter.”

It took a while to sort it out but,
eventually, we figured out that I’d gone to the wrong building in
the medical complex. Her doctor had been in the building across the
street. She laughed. “Oh well, me and my bad handwriting. I guess
it all worked out okay in the end, right?”

I nodded. “Oh yeah. In
fact, I go back next week for some follow-up work. You know, with
the illness in my family, I want to cover all the bases.”
Or holes, I thought as I
grabbed a beer from the fridge. “Yep, I really plan to be healthy
this year.”

She agreed it was a good resolution to
make, and once I told my mom that I was through avoiding the doctor
at all costs, she left me alone about it. I was a believer in the
power of modern medicine for sure, now.









Did you like this story? Do you like
your erotica explicit and hardcore? Are you more interested in
getting down to business than doing market analysis? You can be
sure that my stories are all about the sex and how the lovely girls
involved react to it. My very explicit romance stories can be found
on Amazon, but you can also connect with me on Facebook and learn
about upcoming releases and special deals.

When you subscribe to my
page, I’ll send you a story exclusive to my Facebook fans. Go ahead
and click here to subscribe: 
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Nancy-Brockton/450689558329605.

You can bet I’ll appreciate it, and
I’ll make sure those stories keep coming!
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