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I wasn’t a dealer. I wasn’t a junkie. I wasn’t trying to
help a dealer or a junkie. Frankie was my older brother. He was
twenty-three years old, and for a year and a half he’d been dealing
with debilitating pain because of an accident. The kicker was that
he wasn’t even in the accident. Two cars collided, and Frankie
pulled on driver out his burning vehicle. When he got to the other
vehicle, he helped that driver out and the burning car’s radiator
cap suddenly exploded off, sending a cloud of white-hot steam everywhere. The
steam made a passing car lose visibility. The driver panicked and
ran into Frankie. My brother definitely saved one life and probably
saved two. His reward was a back and shoulder injury that would
leave him in chronic pain for the rest of his life.

After a
year on opiate painkillers, his insurance company cut him off.
(They didn’t stop paying for all his medical bills; they just
stopped paying for the pills.) They thought they were cutting off a
junkie. While I’m sure Frankie was addicted by then, the addiction
was a necessary evil. If his pain ever disappeared, we’d work on
getting him off the drugs. In the meantime, he was in agony. His
doctors fought with the insurance company and were still fighting.
Before the pills were cut off, Frankie could function. He couldn’t
lift a lot, but he could sit at his desk and complete his graphic
design assignments from home. He’d had to adjust, but he and his
wife were going to be okay. After the pills were cut off, he
couldn’t function at all.

I had to
do something, so I went to Dr. Allen and pretended to be in pain
from a fall. I told them I’d twisted my ankle. They gave me a
week’s worth of pills and I brought them to Frankie. The next week,
I told Dr. Williams I’d fallen off a horse. (I’d never been on a
horse in my life.) Dr. Williams gave me the pills. The third week,
I called for an appointment and they were full. I begged the nurse,
and she told me she’d see what she could do. She called me back and
told me I could come in on Sunday. Even though the office was
closed, the doctor would be there for me.

I showed
up, I got halfway into my story for Dr. Allen, and Dr. Williams
walked in. They’d figured me out. Nonetheless, they gave me a very
thorough examination with blood samples and x-rays. When it was
over, they looked at me and said, “Josie, there’s nothing at all
wrong with you, and you know it.”

At
first, they thought I was an addict, but I explained about Frankie,
crying my eyes out, and they believed me. Dr. Allen called somebody
and left a message. (I guess it was an assistant or something
because he instructed the person to call Frank’s doctor and get
medical records.) Then Dr. Allen looked at me.

“Josie,
I appreciate your situation, but we can’t help you.” My heart sank,
and I tried to protest.

Dr.
Williams wave his hand, cutting me off. “Our medical licenses are
at risk, Josie; and you could go to jail. We’ll see what we can do
to help your brother, but we just can’t help you.”


“Listen,” I begged, “He’s in pain all the time. He’s just a
shadow of who he used to be. I need to—”

“I’m
sorry. It’s just too great a risk.” There was finality in the
statement, and I took a deep breath.

I knew
what I had to do, and I stood up and let the paper gown fall to the
floor. “Then I suppose we have to make the risk worthwhile,” I
said. I was naked in front of both of the doctors, and as the
realization of my proposal dawned on them, I watched them look at
each other and then at me. Bulges were already apparent between
their legs. As I watched them struggle out of their clothes, I
sighed in relief. In seconds, the two men were naked. Frankie was
going to get his drugs.

They
didn’t hesitate at all. Dr. Allen spread my legs and pushed right
into my pussy. It was such a sudden and immediate movement that I
cried out, and I reached down and gripped the edge of the table
just to give myself support. From behind, Dr. Williams leaned down
and took one of my breasts into his mouth, sucking hard at the
nipple. Allen moved quickly. He grabbed hold of my waist and began
pumping fast and hard. I cried out as his cock filled my pussy; he
was bigger than any man I’ve had before and it was stretching me to
my limit.

He moved
in and out while Dr. Williams tortured my nipples with his tongue
by licking them, sucking very hard, and biting on them. My body was
responding positively, but the way Williams treated my tits brought
me right to the edge of real pain and occasionally pushed me past
that line. They fucked me like that for a while, just an
overpowering quick and rough use of my body. Finally, Dr. Williams
backed up and Dr. Allen turned me over. I thought Dr. Allen was
going to push into my pussy while I was bent over the exam table,
but instead, he walked around to where I gripped the table with my
hands, resting on my elbows. He took my face in his hands and
pushed through my lips. His cock travelled over my tongue and to
the back of my mouth.

 

While I gagged and tried to relax my throat, Williams went
behind me and shoved into my pussy. So, now my mouth was
full and my pussy was full. I had never been with two people at
once, and though I suppose when one was on my tits and one inside
of me it counted; it was the moment that two holes were filled that
really brought the issue home for me. I was fucking two men! No,
that wasn’t entirely accurate. A better way to put it was
two men were
fucking me! All I’d wanted was prescription pain killer. All I’d wanted
was something to help with my brother’s pain, and I sure as hell
was paying for it. Hold on, though. I wouldn’t want to make it seem
as though I wasn’t enjoying it. It was far rougher than I was used
to, but it was also incredible. I was bent over the table pleasing
two cocks, and I loved it.

They
continued to push into me. There was an impressive urgency to what
they did. If any of my boyfriends fucked me like that, it was
always a quickie. If this had happened at my apartment, my
boyfriend would already have cum and I would already be watching TV
or reading a book. The doctor’s fucked me with the same speed and
urgency, but they’d already kept it up for fifteen minutes or so,
and they showed no sign of stopping. It was strange for me. I’m a
pretty easy girl to get to cum. Even when my boyfriends fucked me
for four or five minutes, I could usually get off. The roughness
with the doctors, though, did something. It kept me on the verge
for a long time. Just when I thought I’d finally cum, a
particularly rough thrust, a pinch on my nipple, or a scary choking
gag would push the orgasm back down. So, it was a sweet and
delicious torture, and with each time I reached the edge, the
coming climax seemed more powerful. When I finally did cum, it
would be explosive.

There
was very little regard for my comfort as Dr. Allen took my mouth.
He held the back of my head and moved rapidly in my mouth. Often,
he’d go in deep enough that it would hit my throat and I would gag.
Dr. Williams didn’t seem to care about how I felt either. He fucked
hard at my pussy, and I could actually hear his thighs slapping
against mine. It was like I was just some kind of a sex doll. It
was alarming but it was actually an incredible feeling. Dr. Allen
backed out of my mouth and guided my face to his balls. I licked
and sucked on them as Dr. Williams continued to fuck me hard. I
couldn’t believe I was doing this with them and I couldn’t believe
that I was enjoying it. In fact, I felt a little humiliated and
very slutty that the rough treatment was enjoyable. It wasn’t
enough to stop, though, and I sucked and licked and I moaned and
they continued to fuck me.

Dr.
Allen finally got tired of standing and he climbed on to the table
next to me and laid down right in front of my face. I reached my
hand out and I grabbed his cock and I began sucking on it and
stroking at the same time. Dr. Williams just kept fucking hard and
every time he’d thrust, it would push me against the table. When
I’d adjusted myself to suck on Allen, it put me in position so that
each thrust from Williams pushed my clit against the corner of the
table, sending new sensations through me and driving me crazy. I
was getting fucked hard and I loved it. I also loved that the new
position with my mouth put me in control of that part of things. Of
course, the control didn’t last. Allen’s hand went to the back of
my head and he started forcing me deeper as I sucked. The strange
thing about it was that when he took control away from me again, I
jumped right up to the edge of orgasm again.

That was
when Dr. Williams started smacking my ass as he fucked me. The
first spank made me yelp around Allen’s cock and pushed the orgasm
back again. It was torture! I had never been so close to cumming
for so long. I could feel myself getting ready to explode. It was
amazing and frustrating and maddening and terrible and wonderful!
They moved faster and harder against me and I groaned around the
cock in my mouth. As they moved, it felt like they wouldn’t be able
to push the next time down. I was approaching an explosive orgasm
that wasn’t going to wait much longer to arrive. That was when Dr.
Williams stopped fucking me and my pussy was suddenly
empty.

When he
pulled out, I was confused. My pussy was aching for his cock’s
return, but he didn’t push back in. Instead, he lifted me up and
put me on top of the exam table. I got my legs positioned and then,
Dr. Allen guided his cock up into my pussy. That was all it took.
The moment my pussy was filled, I came instantly. I cried out, “Oh
fuck! Oh fuck! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Dr. Allen grabbed hold of
my waist and moved even faster. It was wonderful, and all the pent
up frustration of the many times they’d led me right to the edge
only to keep me from coming made the orgasm powerful. I felt
pleasure flush over me like a tidal wave whipping me back and
forth. I shook on top of Allen and screamed and moaned.

Then, I
felt something. I felt Dr. Williams and the head of his cock up
against the tiny, virgin opening of my asshole. I started to
struggle. But from below, Dr. Allen reached up, grabbed my
shoulders and pulled me close to himself. Dr. Williams took my
waist, and even though I tried to wiggle away, he held me tight and
thrust in hard. I screamed out, “Oh fuck! Oh God, oh
fuck!”

And it
wasn’t until I had screamed about six or seven sentences that I
realized it didn’t hurt. Instead, I had this astoundingly full
feeling. My ass was full, my pussy was full and both men began
moving so that my screams changed from “Oh God! Take it out! Oh
fuck! Oh God, take it out, take it out!” to “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck
me!” The men obliged. Dr. Williams moved furiously in my ass and it
was the most incredible feeling because at the same time Dr. Allen
thrust up from below. Like I said, it didn’t hurt at all, but my
orgasm was scary as hell. They were erratic, so I would have
dramatic pleasure that overpowered me and then a little softer
pleasure and then an explosion. Sometimes, Dr. Allen would be all
the way inside of me and Dr. Williams would be mostly out, and then
the reverse would happen. But sometimes they’d both be mostly out
and sometimes, they’d both be all the way in stuffing me so
completely that I didn’t think I could stand it.

I leaned
back and I looked at Dr. Williams. “Oh God! Fuck my ass, Dr.
Williams! Fuck my ass, fuck my ass!” He smiled at me as he
continued to pound into me. He began spanking my ass again. Instead
of driving back the orgasm, this time every spank sent new thrills
through me. From below, the cock pushing in and out of my pussy was
overwhelming. I felt my pussy spasming, gripping tight; and it was
getting to be too much, as though any more stimulation would make
me pass out. But the men kept fucking me. I was literally seeing
stars! I mean it. My vision started to blur and flashes of bright
white light sparkled in my head. I guess it was the endorphins
flooding my brain.

The
suddenly, I was half empty and the cock that had been there was up
against my lips. I opened my mouth and as he pushed in, I realized
that it had just come from my ass. I tried to pull away but he
grabbed the back of my head and shoved in. I felt him exploding,
his hot, salty load filling me, splashing over my tongue and making
my cheeks expand and still, he held me there. From below, Dr. Allen
said, “Swallow it.” I had never swallowed any man’s cum before.
Then again I’d never had a cock in my ass before and certainly
never had one in my ass while there was one in my pussy. So I did
what he said, and it was strange because when I did, it sent a new
thrill through me that accentuated my orgasm. I cried out again
with his cock still in my mouth. He finally pulled out, and I
gasped for air. Dr. Allen pulled out as well.

He
lifted me up and turned me back around so I was bent over the table
again. He got behind me, pushed into my pussy again that way and
fucked me furiously. My orgasm was overwhelming. I finally cried
out, “I can’t take anymore! I can’t take anymore!” He pulled out
and I sighed in relief. But it was only so that he could put his
cock against the opening of my ass. I started to struggle again
because he was much bigger than Williams and it scared me; but he
held my waist tightly and rammed in. It was amazing. The second I
was filled back there, my orgasm came back in a shattering way. It
overpowered me and I cried out, “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” as tears ran
down my face. They weren’t tears of pain or tears of sadness; they
were just flowing, like when I would laugh too hard or when I was
completely happy.

It only
lasted for about another minute. The tightness of my ass and the
way I was wiggling underneath him was too much for Dr. Allen and he
finally cried out, gripped my hips hard and slammed in, filling me
with his load. I shuddered as I lay over the table. I felt an
ecstasy so exquisite that I couldn’t stand it. I couldn’t think and
couldn’t stop the tears. I wasn’t crying. I was leaking. I was also
desperate to get my pussy back under control. So, it was with
profound relief that I sighed when the doctor pulled his dick out
of my ass.

They
left me on the exam table for quite a while, and I finally started
looking around for the paper gown. When I found it, I realized my
clothes were in the examination room, so it didn’t make sense to
wear the flimsy thing. It took a long time for me to get dressed. I
was shaking, and every piece of clothing threatened to bring the
orgasm back. My bra set my nipples on fire. My panties tortured me.
Even pulling on my shirt and my pants sent sensations through me.
It was torture to put on my socks and shoes. I was still cumming a
little bit, and—fuck! Even breathing was keeping me going. When the
doctors came back, they noticed me shaking and they were suddenly
on me, taking my blood pressure, checking my pulse, looking into my
eyes and everything like that. They ended up giving me a pill which
finally calmed me down.

Dr.
Williams pulled out his script pad and told me he’d write a
two-week prescription for me. He said he’d do his best to find a
way to get Frankie into a pain management clinic he had some pull
with, but that could take a month or two. I nodded and thanked him.
I took the script and made my way out to my car. I sat in the
driver’s seat for a while. I was safe to drive. The pill they’d
given me was a very mild sedative. I sat there because I realized I
only had a two week supply for my brother. If it took two months
for him to get into the pain program, that meant three more
appointments. My pussy spasmed a bit at the thought and I smiled.
On the way home, I had to concentrate on driving far more than
normal. The vibrations from the engine did a real number on my
over-sensitive clit and my sore ass.
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