
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Freeuse Daisy and the Doctors

        

        
        
          The ABCs of Free Town, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Jenny Snap

        

        
          Published by Jenny Snap, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FREEUSE DAISY AND THE DOCTORS

    

    
      First edition. June 12, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Jenny Snap.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227808257

    

    
    
      Written by Jenny Snap.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


I’ve been sitting in the doctor’s office for twenty minutes waiting for my doctor to arrive. Waiting in here is always annoying but I’m particularly on edge today.

I’m eight months pregnant which is also annoying, but neither their tardiness nor my ballooning body are the real cause of my crabbiness. Nor is being naked except for the dumb paper gown that doesn’t cover much of anything and is a nightmare to put on in my condition.

My problem is I’ve been horny as fuck for the last two weeks. My husband can’t even begin to keep up with me. He’s tried using his dick, his tongue, his fingers, and even his friends. We’ve gone through so many batteries in my vibrators that they could fill a landfill, but none of it has satiated my overwhelming desire. Every few minutes, the wave hits and if I don’t rub one out, I get so agitated I could scream or throw stuff around the house.

Damn, here comes the wave again. Fuck it. It’s not my fault he’s not on time. If he walks in now, he’ll have to wait for me which would serve him right.

I pump my finger into my pussy, my go-to opening move these days. I like being filled. There’s a big black dildo in my purse that I’ve been particularly keen on recently, but that seems a little over the top for the doctor’s office. Maybe if he’s another twenty minutes late.

My pussy is already wet. It’s always wet. Wet is understating it. My pussy is practically a fountain these days. So I quickly add two more fingers.

Oh, yeah. That’s the stuff. It’s not as good as a big dick, but when I curl my fingers just right, it hits that spot that men always have trouble finding.

Now comes the big decision: rub my clit or pinch my nipple.

I snake my hand inside the gown and cup my breast. Oh, definitely nipples this afternoon. I pinch one and roll it and give it a tug that sends jolts racing down to meet my other hand.

Not wanting to leave my other nipple out of the fun, I reach further into the gown and do the same. The tugging gets a little rough and I end up tearing the top of the gown, causing it to fall and expose my entire breast right when the doctor enters the tiny room.

“Good afternoon, Daisy. Sorry to keep you...well, you’re not exactly waiting, are you?”

He flashes a smile that likely convinces tons of women to follow him home from the bar, but I want to smack it off his face.

“Yeah, well. It’s been a rough few weeks, Dr. Carter.”

I keep pounding my fingers into my pussy because once I start, there’s no turning back.

He sits on his stool and wheels himself over to me, pressing his hands on my knees.

I spread them because he’s a doctor and will need to examine down there to figure out what’s going on.
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