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Polly and Her Doctor

POLLY HATED GOING TO THE DOCTOR. The long waits, Dr. Wilkerson’s cold instruments, and brusque nurses made her dread every visit with the same loathing she usually reserved for math finals. Then there were all of the sick people—she was always afraid she was going to catch something and end up more sick than she was when she arrived. Last time she had come in to be treated for a UTI and managed to pick up a nasty strain of the flu that took her almost two weeks to get over. Of course she couldn’t prove that she got it at the clinic, but the timing was certainly right.

At least this time she wasn’t sick—she was just in for her annual pelvic exam. Not that it was anything to look forward to, either, and between her neighbor and her boss she had already had too many people poking around down there recently as it was. The memories of those encounters made her shudder—after all of that she was just lucky she was only there for a pelvic exam and not a prenatal visit.

“Priscilla Perkins?”

The nasally voice of the receptionist grated almost as much as the use of her hated first name. Polly dropped the magazine she had been leafing through and walked up to the main desk. Eyes like chips of flint peered dubiously up at her through black-rimmed glasses.

“Are you Priscilla Perkins?”

“Polly,” she corrected. “I go by my middle name, Pauline. Everyone calls me Polly except my brother. He still calls me Priscilla just because he knows I hate it. They were supposed to write it down on my file.”

She shifted nervously, knowing that she was over-explaining, but the receptionist ignored her chatter and pecked furiously at her keyboard.

“I need to see your insurance card, and your copay is thirty-five dollars.”

Polly handed over the card and two twenty dollar bills. The receptionist stared at the cash as though she had been handed a dead mouse then put it away and passed back the change and a receipt.

“Miss Perkins?”

A very pretty nurse in her late twenties beckoned to Polly and ushered her into one of the exam rooms. Working briskly she took down Polly’s weight, temperature, and blood pressure before proceeding with a basic questionnaire about her periods and general health. When she was satisfied the nurse handed over a folded gown made of light blue paper.

“Change into this, sweetie, and I’ll be back in a couple of minutes with the doctor.”

Polly changed quickly, not bothering to tie the gown in back, and was sitting on the edge of the exam table when the nurse returned. The doctor accompanying her wasn’t the grandfatherly Dr. Wilkerson, though, but a really cute younger man with sandy-blond hair and warm brown eyes and an air of self-assurance that Polly found disturbingly sexy.

“Where’s Dr. Wilkerson?” She winced at the nervous squeak in her voice.

“Out of town with a family emergency, so I’m seeing his patients while he’s away,” he told her. “It’s all right, though; I’ve been working as his understudy and I’m pretty sure I remember where all the parts are supposed to be.”

His grin sent a very naughty tingle through her, but a quick glance down at his left hand slammed that door shut. Why did the good ones all have to be married?

“So you go by Polly, right? I’m Dr. Stillman. Bobbie here tells me that you seem to be pretty healthy. No problems since you got over that UTI?”

“No, I feel fine.”

“OK, then. I want to start off with a breast exam. I know Dr. Wilkerson doesn’t always do that, but since we only do these exams once a year I like to be thorough. Bobbie, you want to help her with her gown?”

The pretty nurse slid the gown over Polly’s arms so the top half folded down below her breasts. When she was bare the nurse stepped back and let the doctor take her place. Without meaning to Polly stiffened and shrank back, still uncomfortable at having someone so close to her naked body.

“Just relax, Polly,” he said with a reassuring smile.

She was used to the bony chill of Dr. Wilkerson’s aged fingers, so the warmth of Dr. Stillman’s hands came as a shock. The fingers probing and touching her were much gentler as well, though they moved against her skin with perfect confidence. With each touch a little of the tension drained from her until her pent-up breath escaped in a long sigh. It was definitely time to change doctors. Dr. Wilkerson was an old sweetheart, but he just didn’t have Dr. Stillman’s touch. Not many men did. Maybe he wasn’t that married.

“Lift your arms over your head, please.”

Holding her arms up lifted her breasts and made them look even perkier, at the same time leaving Polly feeling even more exposed. She looked away in embarrassment and caught Bobbie, the nurse, watching her a little more closely than her chaperons usually did. Maybe she was a lesbian? But no, she had on a wedding ring, too—a big, expensive looking one.

“All right, Polly, I want you to lie back on the table with your hands behind your head.”

As his fingers softly probed her breasts a bubbling heat ignited within her, and to her horror Polly’s nipples slowly crinkled into hardness. A flush of crimson burned across her face at this unexpected reaction. What must poor Dr. Stillman think of her? Fingertips drew trails of fire across her aureolae and Polly bit the inside of her lip as they pressed around her sensitive nipples, sending little electric shocks sizzling into her.

“It’s okay, hon,” the nurse murmured. “He has that effect on all the girls.”

“Bobbie, behave,” the doctor told her sternly.

With a snort of laughter the nurse leaned back against the wall, but she kept any further comments to herself.

The doctor gave a satisfied nod and stepped back. “Very good, Polly. Why don’t you cover up, and then we’ll get started on the pelvic.”

Once she had secured the top half of the gown again, the nurse helped Polly get her feet into the stirrups and scooted her down until her bottom was right at the edge of the table. Somehow the thought of the handsome doctor examining her most private places embarrassed her far more than her previous times with Dr. Wilkerson ever had, and Polly had to struggle not to tense up all over again. Fortunately he moved quickly through the visual exam, talking calmly to her through the process and telling her in advance exactly what he was going to do. By the time he was finished she had almost forgotten that the worst part was yet to come.

“I know you hate this bit, Polly, but we’ll try to make it as easy as possible.”

Gloved fingers probed her entrance, pushing gently but firmly down towards her bottom to spread her open. She winced in anticipation, but the speculum slipped easily inside of her. Most surprisingly it wasn’t cold as ice—Dr. Wilkerson never remembered to warm the damned thing up before he stuck it in her. It still wasn’t pleasant by a long shot, but it beat all of her prior experiences hands down.

“Do we need to do a pap smear?” the doctor asked.

“Her chart says she had one last year, so she’s good until next time.”

When he had finished with that, Dr. Stillman replaced the speculum with two fingers, and Polly felt a twinge deep between her legs as his lubricated fingers rubbed against her inner wall. A mental image of the hot, young doctor fingering her to orgasm as they lay next to each other flitted through her mind, a brief moment of fantasy that fled as soon as his other hand began to press into her abdomen. The fingers withdrew and Polly sagged against the table. It was almost over.

But the part she hated most was coming next.

Bobbie peeled the glove off of Dr. Stillman’s right hand and replaced it with a fresh one, squirting a thick layer of lubricating gel on his fingers.

“Almost done, Polly. I just have to do the rectal exam.”

She jumped a little as his fingers brushed against her spread open bottom. One finger slid into her already-lubricated pussy while another pressed against the tight ring of her ass. She gasped as he pushed through, one slick knuckle penetrating her virgin hole. Nothing ever went in there and that was how she intended to keep it.

“I need you to bear down on my finger, Polly. Squeeze for me.”

Face locked in a grimace she did as he asked, and felt the intruding digit slide deeper past the grip of her sphincter. Oh, how she hated this part. It just wasn’t natural for anything to go in through there.

A knock at the door drew her attention away from the fingers inside of her. Bobbie cracked the door and listened intently for a moment to the low voice coming from the hall.

“Doctor?”

“I’m kind of busy here, Bobbie.”

“You need to get this.”

“Oh, for pity’s sake. I’m sorry, Polly. I’ll be back in just a second.”

She heard the plastic snap as he stripped off his gloves and then the door clicked shut behind him.

“Can I get you some water or anything, Polly?”

What she really wanted was her clothes back on and a couple of margaritas to settle her nerves, but she shook her head. “No, thanks. I’m fine.”

It seemed like forever stuck on her back with her legs spread and up in the air, but it was probably really only a couple of minutes before the doctor came back in.

“Well Polly, I’ve got good news and bad news,” he said as he looked down at her. “The good news is that everything seems to be in good working order. From what I can tell you’re a very healthy young lady. Which brings us to the bad news.”

She gulped. “Bad news?”

“Your insurance was canceled back in July. They didn’t cover any of the visits you’ve made since then.” He flipped through the stack of forms in his hand. “You were in three times in July and August for a recurring UTI. That’s three office visits, an ultrasound, and a bolus of Cipro. Since those are sixty days past due you don’t qualify for a cash discount. Then there’s today’s exam. Added together, you owe us one thousand one hundred fifty-two dollars and forty-eight cents.”

“Full payment is due at the time of service,” Bobbie piped up from her other side.

The walls seemed to be closing in and Polly tried to sit up, but her feet were still in the stirrups and she slipped back so that her head thudded into the padded table.

“That can’t be right. There must be some kind of mistake.”

“I’m afraid not. We called the insurance company and they assured us that the policy had been canceled for non-payment after it went three months past due.”

Polly’s heart raced. Eleven hundred dollars. That was more than what she made in a month working part-time as a transcriptionist. There was no way she could afford eleven hundred dollars.

“I can’t pay that,” she protested. “I don’t make that kind of money. My dad was supposed to pay for that insurance until I graduated.”

Dr. Stillman shrugged. “You’ll have to take that up with him. In the meantime, though, you need to make payment arrangements before you leave today.”

“But I don’t have that kind of money!”

Bobbie leaned against the edge of the table and looked down at her with cool green eyes. “The office is getting tough on deadbeats. No more grace periods—they send you straight to a collection agency. They’ll harass you with phone calls day and night and completely trash your credit rating.”

“Please don’t do that. It wasn’t my fault!”

The two of them traded looks over her.

“Well…” Dr. Stillman said hesitantly, biting his lip.

One corner of Bobbie’s mouth quirked up and she gave him an almost imperceptible nod.

“Maybe we could work something out,” the doctor continued.

His fingertips softly brushed the inside of her thigh and Polly squeezed her eyes shut. Not again. Why did these things keep happening to her? But what other choice did she really have? There was no other way she could pay the bills she owed them. Her parents certainly wouldn’t help.

“All right,” she whispered.

*          *          *

As her husband’s hands gently caressed the young blonde girl, a quiver awakened deep inside Bobbie Stillman’s cunt. She had already given him the go-ahead and was dying to see his cock buried in the lovely little pussy spread bare before them. For some reason watching him fuck other women had always gotten her hot, and she loved sucking their juices off of his still-hard cock after he came inside them. Not that she didn’t enjoy playing, too. The sight of Polly’s creamy, round tits earlier had her mouth watering, and there was an air of sweet innocence about the girl that made the thought of doing incredibly naughty things to her even more exciting.

Blue eyes wide with panic locked onto her beseechingly. Having Polly afraid of them wouldn’t do; she needed to be calmed down before they continued. Slowly Bobbie bent over the young girl, fingers running soothingly through the long, blonde hair splayed back across the padded surface.

“It’s all right, sweetie,” she whispered. “Just relax.”

She couldn’t help herself. Bending further down she brushed the pouty bow of the girl’s lips with her own, the taste of Polly’s strawberry flavored lip balm like the flavor of innocence itself. Soft, sweet kisses inflamed her until her nipples crinkled and swelled and the ache between her legs begged for her husband’s cock. Polly’s eyes closed of their own accord, and Bobbie let the tip of her tongue rove lightly across the girl’s lips before pressing on, thrusting forward with firm insistence until Polly relented and let her inside. The girl gave a low whimper as their tongues met, but she didn’t pull away and soon she was returning Bobbie’s embrace as though she kissed nurses every day.

When Bobbie finally pulled free her pulse was singing. This was going to be even better than she had dreamed.

*          *          *

Dr. Gregory Stillman didn’t make a habit out of screwing his patients. Over the years he had learned to turn off the part of his brain that looked at their exposed bodies as anything sexual during an exam, and in fact he was usually utterly professional. Every once in a while, though, Bobbie would nudge him towards some hot little piece of ass that caught her eye. For whatever reason, it usually didn’t take much urging to get the girl to let him fuck her silly right there on the exam table while his wife watched. Lots of women were attracted to young doctors, and he figured that Bobbie just had a knack for picking up on their reactions to him.

Polly was different.

He wasn’t sure what it was about her that had piqued Bobbie’s interest, but it was obvious that she wasn’t panting after him like the little sluts they normally fooled around with. From the exam he had just done on her he knew that she wasn’t exactly a blushing virgin, but based on the questionnaire she had filled out and her reactions during the exam she wasn’t very active or experienced sexually, either. She might very well be the next best thing to a virgin.

Which was probably what had caught Bobbie’s attention. The opportunity to corrupt a sweet, little almost-virgin would have had his wife wet and throbbing before Polly even started taking her clothes off. She had teased him before about girls that they knew had never been with a man, reminded him of their fresh, untouched curves and untasted sweetness while she rode him hard. Remember that girl from this morning? Wouldn’t you love to be her first? Can you imagine how tight she must be?

He allowed himself a pleased little smile as his fingers glided up the satin skin of the girl’s inner thigh. There was certainly no faulting Bobbie’s taste in women; Polly was perfect from the silky fall of her pale blond mane down to her manicured pink toenails. He felt her shiver when his fingertips grazed the sensitive skin next to her clit, but Bobbie had the girl pressed down onto the table with her tongue down her throat so she couldn’t protest. Watching them kiss while he slowly rubbed her hard little nub set his cock twitching inside his slacks, and by the time Bobbie broke their kiss he was hard enough to pound nails.

*          *          *

“Lift up, honey.”

Head still reeling from the shock of their kiss, Polly did as the nurse asked. She was hardly even aware of it when the gown was stripped from her, leaving her completely naked before these two strangers. The fire of their kiss had shaken her sensibilities, and the young doctor’s fingers were doing things to her clit that made it almost impossible to think straight. When the nurse’s tongue slithered across her nipple Polly jumped in surprise, but small hands held her firmly back while a steady barrage of licks and nibbles made her cherry gumdrops darken and swell until her breasts ached. The nurse was an expert with her mouth, teasing Polly’s flesh with unmerciful pleasure that made her moan and arch her back in response. Now sucking, now licking, the older woman sent waves of crackling heat racing down Polly’s middle to merge with the hot pulses the doctor was setting off in her lower body. The thrill of this dual assault was almost unbearable, and she felt the last of her objections slipping away into the clouds of bliss rising to fog her mind.

Beneath her the doctor’s hands abandoned her clit, and Polly heard the rustling of his clothes as he stripped down until he was as naked as she was. A little sigh escaped her at the sight of him. While not bulked up like a gym rat, every muscle on the doctor’s body was perfectly toned and they rippled deliciously under his smooth, tanned skin with every movement. As her eyes slid downward her sigh turned into a startled gasp as she saw his manhood jutting proudly from his hips. He wasn’t porn star huge or anything, but he was at least as big as Mr. Evans so that even sopping wet she was going to have to stretch to fit him. That thought sent little thrills of anticipation crawling up through her belly.

And what was the nurse going to do while the doctor was fucking Polly?

The answer to that question wasn’t long in coming. As soon as she saw the doctor was naked, the other woman stripped quickly and unselfconsciously out of her scrubs. A little shorter and curvier than Polly and with bigger boobs, she had the same toned body as the doctor and took up a position to his side, one hand cupped under Polly’s thigh to hold the leg steady while the other snaked around between Polly’s spread legs and wandered down to her smooth-shaven mound. With the ease of much practice her fingers found the pearl hidden at the root of Polly’s furrow to pick up where the doctor had left off.

Pleasure blasted through Polly like an explosion in a fireworks factory. She was wet now and getting wetter by the second, and somewhere deep below her belly the walls of her pussy had started to tremble in a way that made her stretch her legs open even wider in invitation to the doctor. She was past trying to deny even to herself that she wasn’t enjoying this.

“Do it, Greg,” the nurse urged. “Can’t you see she’s ready?”

A mewl of desire escaped Polly’s lips as the doctor ran the thick, meaty head of his cock along her slit, and she squirmed her hips even closer to the edge of the table while the muscles in her legs went taut in anticipation. Part of her wanted him to just jam it inside of her, however much it might hurt at first, to quell the insistent, hollow ache in her cunt. Back and forth he rubbed himself against her, until his cockhead grew slippery with her juices and glided smoothly along between her nether lips. Without warning his head popped inside her entrance. Polly’s breath caught and her hands gripped the edges of the table as the first part of his shaft shot firmly into her, stretching her wide and forcing its way down her tight tunnel. The doctor was careful not to go too fast, so the worst Polly felt was an occasional twinge; mostly what she felt was wonderfully stuffed, a sensation that spread slow ripples of warmth through her lower body.

While the doctor pushed deeper, the nurse never let up her gentle strokes on Polly’s clit. Every nerve in her body seemed tied up somehow in that tight little knot, its thrumming pulses filling each part of her with a warm, contented buzz like a cat’s purr. Her eyelids drooped and with a deep sigh she let her head sank slowly back against the padded tabletop.

*          *          *

Bobbie watched with fascination as her husband’s cock disappeared into the girl’s soaking pussy. For some reason he always looked so much bigger that way, with a little cunt stretched tightly around him. Her own pussy gave a twinge in response, and she shifted so she could fit the fingers of her left hand down to give her own poor clit some attention. Breath hissed through her teeth as her dancing fingertips caressed her flesh even as her husband sank to the root into Polly. The wet slurping sound his cock made as he began pumping in and out sent juices dripping down Bobbie’s thighs.

“Oh fuck, that is so hot,” she breathed. “You look so good fucking her, Greg. Ram it into her. Fuck that little slut hard, babe.”

The girl’s pussy was so tight that when Greg drew back it clung onto his cock, so that it looked as though Polly was trying to drag him back inside of her. It was better than the best porn movie Bobbie had ever seen, with the action so close she could have reached out her fingers just a little and touched her husband’s manhood where it disappeared into Polly’s dripping, pink hole.

“Do you like my husband’s cock, Polly?” she asked, the fingers of both hands flying.

“Mmm, hmm,” the girl moaned.

“Do you like the way he stretches out your pussy?”

Polly moaned again, her hips rocking back against Greg to swallow every millimeter of his rigid pole.

Between Bobbie’s legs the fluttering walls of her own pussy left her craving more than just her fingers. She wanted a cock of her own, wanted her husband to slam his steely spear straight into her until she screamed and came so hard she blacked out.

But if she couldn’t get a cock, a tongue would do.

Carefully she climbed up onto the table beside Polly, facing back towards her husband, and then lifted one leg over the girl so she was straddling her. Easing back slowly, Bobbie glanced over her shoulder and saw Polly’s eyes pop open in surprise. Dying for relief, she held her aching cunt just above the blonde girl’s face.

“Lick me, Polly,” she begged. 

*          *          *

Polly had never seen another woman’s pussy in real life before, much less had one hovering only inches above her face. Though clean-shaven like her own, it looked different, and as little as Polly liked to admit it the nurse’s might even be prettier than hers. Narrow pink lips glistened with dew and the smell of her arousal wafted down like some intoxicating drug. A couple of experimental kisses years and years ago hadn’t prepared her for this. She wasn’t a lesbian—she wasn’t even bisexual as far as she knew—but she lifted her head up anyway. Maybe it was the heat of the moment, or maybe she was just mesmerized by that hot, musky smell of the other woman’s sex. Either way, suddenly she wanted to know what the nurse tasted like, wanted to lick and tease her clit the way Polly enjoyed it herself.

Her tongue flickered tentatively across the nurse’s lips at first, still unsure of what to expect. The bitter tang wasn’t unpleasant, though, and after a little while she discovered that she actually liked it. With an eagerness she never would have believed possible she licked and sucked every inch of the other woman’s cunt, from the engorged knob of her clit down to the sopping entrance to her pussy. Bare, wet flesh quivered from her attentions, and every moan set off an answering tingle in Polly’s own pussy.

“Oh, that’s it, sweetie,” the nurse sighed. “Just like that.”

She swirled the tip of her tongue around the nurse’s clit until it got even harder, like a little marble buried under the skin, then licked slowly down to her hot, juicy hole. Stiffening her tongue she plunged it in, probing deep and lapping up hot cream until Polly’s face was smeared and sticky all over. With louder moans the nurse ground her slit back against Polly, wiggling down close against her as the girl’s tongue thrust and twisted inside her slick tunnel. It wasn’t enough; Polly wanted more, and buried her face deep into the damp heat of the other woman’s pussy until she could barely breathe. Breathing didn’t matter—nothing did except licking up more of that exquisite honey while the doctor’s thick cock pounded her from below.

With a loud, whimpering cry the nurse thrust backwards, smothering Polly in her wet folds. A gush of liquid filled the girl’s mouth, then another, and she licked and swallowed frantically to get as much of it as she could before it spilled. When the flood finally stopped Polly pulled her head away, gasping for air and pushing up on the backs of the nurse’s thighs to try to give herself some room.

The nurse shifted her weight forward, and after a minute she slid off the table. Eyes gleaming, she bent over and kissed Polly again, sucking her own juices from the girl’s lips and licking away the smears from her chin and cheeks before thrusting deep into her mouth to taste herself there on Polly’s tongue. To Polly that was somehow even more intensely exciting than having her tongue buried in the woman’s pussy, and as their tongues twined together hot drops leaked from around the doctor’s cock to trickle down the crack of her ass.

*          *          *

Bobbie hadn’t had an orgasm that intense for months. Her thigh and stomach muscles were still tight and shaking from the after shocks, and a soft, warm fog fuzzed her mind. Even so, there was still an unquenched ache within her. What was it about this girl that turned her on this way? Whatever it was, Bobbie wasn’t finished with her yet. One orgasm just wasn’t going to get Polly out of her system.

The taste of herself on Polly’s tongue made her nipples hard all over again, and briefly she wished that she could slide between the girl’s legs and lick her until she screamed. Greg was still busy down there, though, and he deserved his own fun. Still, she was determined to have that second orgasm, and maybe she could liven things up a little for her husband while she was at it.

Reluctantly she let Polly’s tongue slide from her lips and stepped back to her husband. He was fucking the girl in a steady rhythm that she knew he could keep up for a long time. Unfortunately he had other patients and they couldn’t stay locked in here with Polly all day.

At least not this time.

Running her hands down his stomach and side, Bobbie knelt beside Greg and slowly turned him away from Polly until his cock sprang free and bobbed right in front of her. One hand wrapped around the base of his shaft and the other cupped his balls as she swooped down on him. Her lips enfolded his head, her tongue dancing across his slick flesh to taste the sweet honey Polly had left on him. A twinge shot through her clit and she shoved herself wildly down her husband’s cock, well past her usual limit until his head pushed into her throat. The craving between her legs was eating her alive. She wanted to bury her tongue in Polly’s tight little cunt while her husband pounded her from behind, fucking her mercilessly until she came and came. For now, though, this would have to suffice.

Greg’s fingers clenched in her hair as she sucked hard on his thick meat. He loved fucking her mouth, and he would be just as happy to come that way as any other. But poor Polly was still on the table waiting for her own turn and Bobbie just couldn’t be that greedy.

Slowly she let the long rod slide from her mouth, squeezing it with a last stroke of her small fist as the head popped from between her lips.

“Turn her over, Greg. I want to watch you fuck her from behind.”

With a slightly dazed expression her husband slid the blonde girl’s feet down from the stirrups and rolled her over on the table. When she was face down he tugged on her hips to get them over the edge, her long, slender legs spread wide with him between them. Bobbie shivered as he reached down and grabbed Polly’s ass, spreading her wide open for both of them to see.

The deep pink of her wet pussy was apparently more than Greg could take. With a grunt he stepped forward and drove himself into her to the hilt. Polly whimpered as he speared into her, penetrating her more deeply from this angle. That was all the encouragement Greg needed. His hands gripped her pale hips and he went to work in earnest, pounding his pelvis into her ass with a loud smack at every thrust.

Eyes glued to the action, Bobbie sank into one of the chairs and rubbed her clit in the same fast, hard way her husband was taking the girl before her. Already she could feel herself getting wet inside again, and her nipples and clit throbbed to the beat of the pulse drumming through her veins. On the table Polly began to moan again, and Bobbie bit her lip as she removed her fingers from her clit and thrust them deep inside her quavering pussy.

*          *          *

Polly’s cheek pressed down onto the cool vinyl padding of the table, her breath coming in ragged gasps as billows of swirling heat filled her lower body and electric tingles flowed in a molten mass through her core to simmer inside her clit and tits. All of it centered around Dr. Stillman’s cock where it churned inside her, stuffing her with his thick rod until she floated high on a fountain of pure bliss. Slowly the pressure built, spreading out from her clit and knotting the tension in her belly until she whimpered with her craving for release.

Deep strokes, over and over, touched her innermost places, and the muscles in her ass and the back of her thighs clenched as the intensity growing in her bottom grew unbearable. Breath caught; the glowing knot tore asunder and burst, flooding her with exquisite pleasure. Each beat of her pulse echoed it until her whole body rang like a bell.

Whimpering, she shook, her muscles wracked with spasms, and then a cry tore itself from her throat. One only, and then the nurse was there again, an arm wrapped warm around her, lips covering hers to swallow the cries and moans that followed. Hands soothed and held Polly as she shuddered and trembled and finally sank drained against the table.

*          *          *

Bobbie was a great fuck, but this girl was tighter than anyone Greg had been inside since his days as an intern. When he stroked inside of her it felt as though she was squeezing his entire cock in a tight, velvety fist, and with each thrust he crammed every bit of his iron pole inside her. Between Polly’s moans and the sloshing sounds of his wife’s fingers thrusting into her own pussy as she watched them from her chair, his balls were buzzing with a hot prickling that told him he was about to explode. He clenched his teeth, willing the inevitable to hold off just a bit longer, savoring each movement inside the girl’s slick tunnel.

Just a few moments more. He could feel her juices flowing against his cock, feel the way she pulsed inside as he pierced her. She was close, so close.

He felt it—the walls of her pussy clamping down and locking him within her—a fraction of a second before she cried out. Before he could react Bobbie had jumped up and silenced the girl with a deep kiss. That, even more than the sensational feel of being balls-deep in Polly’s steamy little hole, was what finally sent him over the edge. His fingers left red marks on the creamy flesh of her ass as he slammed himself into her one last time and jetted spurt after spurt of his hot cum far into her still-quivering tunnel.

Above the hoarse rasping of his own breath he heard Bobbie’s low moans as her fingers launched her into her second orgasm, her tongue still tangled with Polly’s while she frantically rubbed her clit.

*          *          *

A few minutes later when they had cleaned up and dressed Bobbie handed Polly a stack of papers. Each was a bill that had been marked Paid in Full. The girl stared blankly at them for a moment, then folded them and tucked them into her purse. The doctor watched with amusement as his wife stretched up and whispered something in Polly’s ear and then kissed her on the mouth. The girl blushed, but she kissed Bobbie back with passion enough to get his cock twitching in his pants all over again.

After the girl had walked out he stopped his wife with a hand on her arm.

“What did you tell her?”

“I told her I had already scheduled her next annual visit, and not to worry if she didn’t have insurance. We’d be happy to take care of it.”

Greg sighed, thinking of that perfect little ass bent over before him. “Maybe she’ll come down with something before then.”

Bobbie’s fingers brushed lightly against the growing bulge in his pants. “God, I certainly hope so.”

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at the next installment, Polly and Her Preacher. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Or get the complete set of all four stories at once for less!
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Sneak Peek: Polly and Her Preacher

POLLY COULDN’T STOP THINKING ABOUT SEX.

Every night dreams of her encounter with her doctor and his nurse haunted her with images of Bobbie’s glistening, pink sex bared before her and the sensation of Dr. Stillman’s cock filling her until she awoke in a sweaty tangle of sheets with her pussy drenched and throbbing. During the day flashbacks of her boss bending her over his desk left her clit so swollen and hard that it took all of her willpower not to slide her hand beneath her desk to soothe the desperate ache, and in the evenings when she went home the temptation to go across the street and beg her neighbor, Josh, for the relief she craved grew more overwhelming every day. The erotic desires which had been awakened inside her threatened to drown her in humiliation, and guilt haunted her like a malignant shadow.

It was bad enough that she kept using sex to get herself out of trouble like some little whore, but did she have to enjoy the way all these people had used her? What was wrong with her that she still dreamed about it, craved it? Any normal person would have been horrified, wouldn’t they? Yet whenever she turned her memories loose and relived those scenes her pussy trembled and her clit ached until she was ready to scream. It wasn’t right, couldn’t be right, and she hated herself each time she gave in and rubbed herself to an explosion of pleasure that was the only way to quiet the burning urge between her legs—at least for a while.

But of course it never satisfied her for long, and by the time a week had passed after her visit to the clinic Polly found herself considering going back and claiming she didn’t feel well in hopes that Dr. Stillman and Bobbie would be able to work her into their no doubt busy schedule. That was just crazy, though, and she simply couldn’t go on this way—too desperate to function or think straight and ready to put out any time that she got in a jam. There had to be an answer, a way out—something that would help her to say no and keep her hormones firmly under control.

She thought about it all day Saturday, ruthlessly suppressing every thought of sex that popped into her head so that she could concentrate, but nothing came to her and she began to worry that there simply wasn’t an answer and that this was going to be her life from now on. It wasn’t as though she had anyone she could talk to about her problem, either. She had no friends who were close enough that she would feel comfortable unburdening herself about something like this—her friends from high school had drifted away after graduation, work was very competitive and it was hard to get to know people when everyone spent their days with their headphones on, and she had been far too busy with work and studying to make any real friends at school. While there was always the option of seeking professional help, given what had happened the last time she saw a doctor the idea didn’t hold much appeal.

Her parents would certainly be no help. Even if they had been more available it wasn’t something she could possibly take to them. Who could possibly discuss such a thing with their parents, especially if they were staidly religious and viewed sex as something to be endured rather than enjoyed? Perhaps her Aunt Kate might have understood—she was younger and had been more like a big sister to Polly, up until she had gotten into a falling-out with Polly’s parents a few years back. They hadn’t appreciated her more laid back approach to life and religion and didn’t want her corrupting their daughter with her sinful ways, so they had forbidden any further contact. Then Aunt Kate had moved away while Polly was in high school and Polly had no idea what had become of her. The one person she might have gone to was lost to her.

Polly sank back against the couch with a sigh of despair and let her eyelids drop. In the darkness of her mind a pair of serene blue eyes looked back at her. With a start she sat up. Maybe that was it. Thinking about Aunt Kate had jogged her memory of going to church with her aunt and parents back when she was still in high school. She hadn’t gone more than a couple of times since she started college, because Sunday was her only free day and she used it to catch up on sleep and homework, but she still remembered the preacher.

Robert Prescott was the extremely popular pastor of the Friendship Heights Fellowship Church. He was a kind, patient man with a deep, melodious voice that could deftly guide the children through Sunday school or shake the rafters of the church when he delivered a fire-and-brimstone sermon to his congregation. Universally liked and respected, he was young enough that he seemed to have a good handle on the trials and tribulations of the adolescent members of his flock, and there had always been a steady stream of twenty-something parishioners going to him with their problems after the service ended. Aunt Kate had thought the world of him, and Polly knew that she had gone to him for guidance with her own issues on numerous occasions.

Could he be the answer to her problem?

Continue reading Polly and Her Preacher…
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, which makes me one of the oldest erotica authors still around! Check out my blog for the latest and greatest, and if you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.
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