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    COME FOR THE NURSE 
 
    Charlie’s friend doesn’t believe him when claims he can get any woman to sleep with him. But Charlie’s determined to prove his buddy wrong. After Charlie winds up in a nasty car crash and finds himself stuck in a hospital for a few weeks, he sets his sights on his beautiful nurse. And he’s determined to get down and dirty with her to prove his friend wrong. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I didn’t believe my friend, Terry, so I went to the massage parlour to see for myself, but Terry was right, the masseuse (or as they prefer to be called, the registered massage therapist) was a knockout. She wore a tight shirt in an attempt to make her big rack look smaller and less distracting, but it was a failed attempt. She smelled like heaven, and she had the face of an angel. Her last name was Jones, which meant it was her mother who was from Sweden. She kept her long blonde hair tied up while she rubbed my back.  
 
    I knew she got hit on all the time because not only had Terry told me he’d hit on her, the man getting massaged while I waited in the waiting room was hitting on her. How could you not hit on her? She was beautiful. I tried a few of my best lines on her, and I’m pretty sure I made her blush (it was hard to tell because my face was pressed into that little hole in the massage table). She had a nice laugh, one I wanted to hear over and over again, and it was genuine. I made her laugh a few times, and I knew I had a chance. 
 
    My friend assured me that I had no chance, that masseuses, or registered massage therapists, hate being hit on, and that may have been true for most people, but I refused to let it be true of me. I was special. I wasn’t the most handsome, the most charming, or the most smooth man on the planet, but I had an unbreakable track record with women. I don’t know what it was, but I’d always been able to seduce any woman I wanted. I think it was a genetic thing—some sort of undetectable hormone in my blood. I’m sure if I’d let scientists probe around in my body for long enough, they would find out I had an excess of sexosterone or something like that. 
 
    When I showed up for my second massage the next week, and my beautiful half-Swedish masseuse remembered my name, I knew it wasn’t going to be a challenge. I slipped in a few more of my signature lines and a few subtle compliments. Then I told her I had some stiffness in my thighs, so she told me to flip over and I did. She started rubbing my thighs, her fingers getting awfully close to my cock, which was covered by nothing but a towel. “The pain is further up than that,” I said. I couldn’t keep the smirk from my face, and she noticed.  
 
    She rubbed higher up. The tips of her fingers touched the tip of my cock, and she said, “Oops, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said.  
 
    “I’m just going to move it out of the way,” she said, and then she reached under the towel, took my cock, and shifted it over against my other leg. She continued rubbing my thigh. The simple touch of my cock got my heart rate going. I was aroused, my cock began to throb and grow. It slipped out from where she’d put it and it hit her hand again. She went to move it again, and then paused when she realized it was getting hard.  
 
    “I’m so sorry about that,” I said with red cheeks, but I wasn’t really sorry. I knew she liked touching it, and I wanted her to surrender. It was inevitable, after all. No woman had ever resisted my beautiful rod. “It just doesn’t want to relax.” 
 
    She tried moving it again, but now it was hard, and it insisted on being in the way.  
 
    She moved away the towel. I watched as she bit her lip, staring down at it. I was probably bigger than anyone she’d ever been with, so I wasn’t surprised by the look on her face. It was only natural, after all. She was a woman with biological desires, and I was a man with more than she desired. “It might calm down if you give it a bit of a rub,” I said with a smirk. 
 
    She laughed, her face dark red. She’d probably heard similar propositions thousands of times throughout her masseuse career, but until now, she’d never considered indulging. She’d probably thought about it before, wondered what it would be like to get off one of her clients. Plus, the tip wouldn’t be so bad, either.  
 
    She carefully reached down, her hand trembling slightly. Her well-oiled fingers wrapped around my girth and then she stroked my length. “It’s so big,” she said, her voice low.  
 
    “It won’t bite,” I said. 
 
    She continued to stroke it, her hand moving up and down, her fingers teasing my bulging tip before sliding back down to the base of my thick throbber. My friend was wrong—I could get any woman I wanted, even the beautiful masseuse who was apparently off-limits. She jerked me off for a couple of minutes before bending over and slipping my dick into her warm, wet mouth. I just lay back with my head in my hands and a satisfied smile on my face. 
 
    Not only was I able to get some action from the beauty, it wasn’t even a challenge. It must have been true—there must have been an excess of sexosterone in my blood. I couldn’t think of any other reason why so many women were so willing to throw themselves at me. It couldn’t have been my words or my looks or even my wallet or status—all of which were average at best. It must have been something biological. 
 
    A few weeks later, I fucked the hot librarian in the back room, and I didn’t even have to say a word. I tried to slip in one of my signature phrases, but she shushed me. I asked her to show me to a book that I knew was in the back, and when we were back there, she was giving me that look that I was all too familiar with. She bent over to pull the book out from the bottom shelf, and then I stepped up behind her, slipping my hands onto her sides. She stayed down, letting out a soft sigh.  
 
    I think most women fantasize about being fucked at work. I’m sure dental assistants dream about being fucked by the dentist, pizza delivery girls dream of being fucked by the clients, and the ladies that work at the drop-in centre—well, I’m sure they have their kinky fantasies, too.  
 
    Terry didn’t believe me when I told him that I’d fucked the stunning masseuse. “You’re so full of shit,” he said, and there was no way for me to change his mind. I couldn’t exactly ask the masseuse to back my claims without having her deny it, making me look like an idiot. 
 
    “You really don’t believe that I fucked her?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t believe you’ve fucked anyone you say you have,” he said. “I think you’re a chronic liar.” I think he was just angry that I slept with his crush, but it really did seem like he didn’t believe me.  
 
    I wished there was some way to make him believe me. How could I make him believe that I had what can only be described as sexual-superpowers?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I never did go back to my beautiful half-Swedish masseuse. Once the thrill of the chase was over, I lost interest quickly. Maybe I had that ADHD thing doctors are always telling kids they have. I thought about going back to her with a small camera hidden in my backpack. During those few minutes they give you to get undressed, I could have positioned the bag on the chair in the corner to catch the whole act. It wouldn’t have been hard, and maybe I could have gotten my sweet masseuse to go all the way. I probably would have gone back to her and gotten that footage had it not been for the car accident. 
 
    I was driving home from a friend’s house late one Thursday night when I was sidelined by a truck running a red light. I didn’t see it coming, so when I felt the force of the impact and heard the loud bang, I screamed, and I didn’t stop screaming until the car was done rolling through the intersection and scraping along the pavement and sending sparks flying into the air. The truck hit the passenger side and caved that whole side of my car in. Had anyone been sitting there, they would have been killed on impact, no doubt about it.  
 
    They had to use the Jaws of Life to get me out of the car. I would have been able to crawl through the broken window had both of my arms not been broken, as well as one of my legs, three of my ribs, and my collarbone. It hurt like hell all over. I remember the firemen trying to pry the door off before I lost consciousness. I lost quite a bit of blood. 
 
    Supposedly, the driver who hit me didn’t have a bruise on him, but he did end up at the police station, blowing into a breathalyser. He got off with a DUI. I was told that I could sue him, but I didn’t see the point. I saw the guy briefly—he looked like his life was shitty enough as it was. Besides, it didn’t look to me like he had any money to sue for anyway.  
 
    When I woke up from my blackout, I expected to open my eyes and see my bedroom, feeling no pain, realizing it was all just a bad nightmare. Instead, I woke up in a hospital gown, in a little space with curtain walls. I was hooked up to an IV and a plethora of other medical monitoring equipment. My heart started racing—which I knew because the amount of beeping increased—as I realized the accident had really happened. The pain started to creep back into me.  
 
    And then, for a moment, I thought I was slipping away—dying. Everything became bright and then an angel walked into my little curtain-enclosed space. She was wearing all white and her hair was so blonde, it was almost white. She came right up next to me and looked down into my eyes. Her eyes were a bluish-white colour and they glowed like heaven itself. And then the pain started to subside and I felt like I was floating. Was this death? Was this my entrance into the afterlife? If so, it wasn’t so bad. It was actually quite pleasant. I was actually looking forward to seeing what was beyond the bright white veil.  
 
    “Is everything alright?” a male voice called out from the other side of the curtain. Everything was just fine—perfect even. I’d always been afraid of dying, but now I was excited. If I’d known dying felt this good, I probably would have offed myself years ago… 
 
    “It’s fine. His morphine drip was tangled. It’s all fine now,” the angel said, and I realized she wasn’t an angel at all, but a nurse. “His vitals are stabilizing.”  
 
    I looked up into her eyes and said, “I love you.” She smiled back at me, touched my hand, and then everything went dark again.  
 
    She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, and I’m pretty sure that wasn’t just the morphine talking. Her platinum hair looked so incredibly soft, her lips were so plump, her eyes glowed with such warmth, and her skin felt like pure satin. That last one may have been the morphine, but still—she was the epitome of grace and beauty. I couldn’t believe how happy I was to be shattered and immobile in a hospital.  
 
    When I woke up in the morning, the pain was gone and I still felt like I was floating. The morphine certainly wasn’t blocked, but unfortunately, it wasn’t running quite as potent as the night before. I was able to lift my head enough to see my body, despite my neck brace. Both of my arms were in casts, along with one of my legs. The other leg was bandaged up and there was a bit of crimson seeping through one of the bandages near my upper thigh. It hurt to move my one exposed leg too much to try, and I was completely incapable of moving any of my other limbs—the plaster was too strong. Had it not been for the morphine drip, I probably would have been going insane. Being unable to move had always been a serious phobia of mine. One time my older brother put a kitchen chair down on me while I was laying down on the floor. The legs of the chair pinched my arms to my sides, and when he sat down on the chair, I was completely stuck. I screamed and screamed until my mom came into the room and told my brother to bugger off. I remember crying for a while. Thanks to the morphine, that wasn’t the case now. 
 
    I looked around my little space. It wasn’t terribly interesting: white curtains all around me, a few beeping machines, plenty of wires, and a few tubes. There were drawers next to me that I’m sure were filled with crap that wouldn’t interest me. I stared up at the ceiling and counted the ceiling tiles. That got boring quickly, so I started looking around for other ways to kill the time. I realized the controls from my hospital bed were within finger-reach. I strained one of my fingers and managed to push down on a little switch that made me sit up slowly.  
 
    Once I was sitting, I could see out from my little room, across the hall, and into the nurse’s office, and the nurse was in. 
 
    It was the woman from the night before, with her blonde hair and her immaculately clean white outfit. She was sitting back in a chair, a clipboard in her hand, with her legs up on her little desk. She was humming softly, which I had to strain to hear. She sounded like an angel, and I still wasn’t completely convinced she wasn’t. Had she been turned just five degrees to the right, I would have been able to see up her skirt. God, I wish she would have been turned five degrees to the right.  
 
    She looked up from her clipboard at me and the cutest smile crossed her face. She brought her feet to the ground and then she brought herself to her feet. She came over to me. “You’re awake. How are you feeling?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m okay now that you’re here,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and shook her head. “Well that’s good, you were in quite the accident last night. You’re lucky to be alive.” 
 
    “Are you sure I’m alive? It sure feels like I’ve died and gone to heaven. Is that your hair’s natural colour?” I asked.  
 
    She smiled again with a little laugh, and then said, “You’ll probably be stuck here for a few weeks—longer if you don’t get your rest. Can I get you something to drink?” 
 
    “Sure.” She left to get me a water. I watched her perfect tush bouncing ever-so-slightly as she walked. What on earth was she doing working in a hospital? Wasn’t there some modelling agency she should be working at? Some movie set that needed a leading lady? It seemed like such a shame to keep her immaculate beauty hidden away from the world, kept within the walls of a small town hospital.  
 
    She brought me my water, with a long straw. She held the cup next to my face so I could get a drink. “If you need anything, just press that button by your hand there,” she said. “It’s probably best to keep your bed flat until the doctor says it’s okay to sit up.” 
 
    “But if I’m down flat, how can I see you?” I said. 
 
    There was that smile again. “Get some sleep,” she said, and then she made a little adjustment on my IV drip, and moments later, I was as high as a kite and lethargic. I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to close my eyes for a few minutes… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    She haunted my morphine-induced dreams. In one dream, I was getting a massage, and when I rolled over, it was her. She ran her oiled hands down my whole body, her hair hanging down and tickling my skin. She kept running her hands over my bare cock, but she wasn’t going any further. “How’s about a happy ending?” I said, but she just kept rubbing my whole body as if she couldn’t hear me. She got my cock rock-hard, throbbing desperately for some attention, but she never gave it any attention. She just kept teasing it, running her fingers over it for just long enough to drive me absolutely mental. I wanted to reach down and just finish myself off—I needed to get off more than I’d ever needed anything before in my life, but I couldn’t move my arms. My head was spinning—why was she being so cruel?  
 
    In another dream, I was on an exam table in a large, empty operating theatre. She was standing over me, the way aliens stand over abductees in scary movies. She was inspecting my cock—lifting it up, looking under it, scanning every inch of my ball sack. I don’t know what she was looking for, but it felt nice, every time she pulled my foreskin back to inspect my tip. Again, she got me rock-hard, but she did nothing about it. She just kept on with her careful inspection, looking over the same spots over and over again. “Do you like what you see?” I asked, but just like in every other dream, she acted as if she couldn’t hear me, and maybe she couldn’t.  
 
    I woke up with a huge erection. It was pushing my blanket up like a rogue tent pole, but I could do nothing about it. I tried squirming to get it to lay flat, but it refused to budge. While I was squirming, I accidentally pressed the button by my finger, calling her in.  
 
    She came within a few seconds. “What’s up?” she said, and then she noticed the large bulge at my crotch.  
 
    I felt blood rushing into my cheeks. “Nothing,” I said. “I didn’t mean to press the button.”  
 
    She looked at my tall-standing cock again. “Are you sure you don’t need help with anything?” she said, and then I paused. Was she referring to my cock? Was she offering to get me off?  
 
    “I mean, well—what do you mean?”  
 
    She rolled her eyes. “You don’t need a blanket or more water? Are you hungry?”  
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Alright. Well, you know how to get me if you want me,” she said, and I read into that sentence too. I know how to get her if I want her? My God, I want her so badly! And I’m sure I would get her before leaving that hospital.  
 
    I decided I had to sleep with her, but given my state, it wasn’t going to be easy. I wasn’t exactly at my most attractive physically, and I wasn’t going to be able to woo her with my touch. I was going to have to rely on my words, and for the first time since I was a young teenager, I felt at a loss for words around her. I couldn’t seem to remember any of my signature lines or catchphrases, and when I did remember them, they didn’t seem to get the usual response. It was just like in my dreams, where she couldn’t hear me. She would come into my curtain space, tinker around with the dangling instruments, and she would leave as if I’d said nothing to her at all, occasionally looking at me with a smile.  
 
    I figured the morphine was messing with my brain, making me forget the little details of my game. I was worried the accident had messed with my mojo, or maybe my sexosterone levels. But despite my initial unsuccessfulness, I didn’t give up. I was determined to maintain my track record, regardless of whether anyone believed it or not.  
 
    After my third day in the hospital, my nurse goddess left for the weekend, and I got stuck with an older woman who worked the weekend shift. She wasn’t very friendly with me and I definitely had no intentions of sleeping with her, though she did give me the look one evening when she was changing out my bandages. It was the look I’d seen so many times before. I won’t lie—I considered it. She was older, but she wasn’t ancient, and she was in pretty good shape considering. I’m almost certain she started coming into my curtain cubicle with her top buttoned down, and her cleavage was pretty fantastic, though I could clearly see it was being helped by a push-up bra.  
 
    Whenever she needed something from across my bed, instead of walking around, she would lean over me to grab it, and she would always do it slowly and methodically. One time she even got her warm, bare cleavage right in my face. She smelled nice. 
 
    But I didn’t try to fuck her. I kept my composure. It didn’t seem right, as if by lusting after another woman, I was somehow being unfaithful to a woman who I wasn’t even in a relationship with. 
 
    The weekend away from my angel nurse gave me some time to think about a strategy—to gather my composure and get myself together. I was going to sleep with her—it was my new mission in life—and I was going to do it before I was released from the hospital.  
 
    My friend, Terry, came to visit me on the evening before my nurse returned from her two days off. He brought me a small stack of books and my laptop computer. “I got these from your place. You left your door unlocked, so I locked it.” 
 
    “You locked it? I don’t have a key to get in,” I said. 
 
    “Shit, then you’re going to need a locksmith. My bad.” He took a seat in the corner chair and he threw one foot onto his knee. “Nice place you’ve got here. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “I feel great, now that I have a bunch of books I can’t read and a laptop I can’t use.” I watched his face turn red. “Whatever. I’ll survive. You should see the nurse. She’s a bombshell. She makes your masseuse look like Ayn Rand,” I said, and then he got up and peered out the curtain at the older woman sitting in the nurse’s office.  
 
    “Um,” he said. 
 
    “No, not her. That’s the weekend nurse. The real nurse comes in tomorrow. You need to come down and see her.”  
 
    “Let me guess, you fucked her,” he said, already rolling his eyes, already not believing me. I still found it frustrating that he didn’t believe I’d ever slept with any of the women I told him I slept with. It wouldn’t have made me so angry if I’d had any other accomplishments to boast about. My grades in school sucked, I had a shit job (which I was probably going to lose because I never told them about the accident), and I’d always been terrible at sports. Aside from a few participation ribbons in my mother’s garage, I had no accolades whatsoever. At least I had my impeccable record with women. Without it, I was just some average nobody—nothing remarkable about me at all.  
 
    “I slept with that masseuse, you know,” I said. “If I could prove it, I would.”  
 
    “But you can’t because it didn’t happen,” he said. He was apparently still upset about the whole thing. Him being upset gave me some peace of mind. Maybe he did believe me but he was just trying to hurt my feelings to make himself feel better. At least that’s what I told myself to make myself feel better.  
 
    “Whatever,” I said. “I haven’t slept with the nurse yet, but I’m going to. Mark my words,” I said. “If I could only sleep with one more woman in my life, it would be her.” 
 
    “What’s her name?” he asked. 
 
    And then it dawned on me that I had no idea. The morphine really was messing with my brain—I hadn’t even asked my angel of a nurse for her name! No wonder I wasn’t making any ground with her; I wasn’t showing any interest in her. I was too concerned over my end goal that I hadn’t been properly laying the groundwork. “I don’t know, but I’ll find out tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    “Right, well, when you sleep with her, let me know. I want to hear all about it,” he said, heavy sarcasm seeping into his voice as he rolled his eyes. He didn’t realize that he was only making me more determined to bag the beautiful nurse. It was probably just jealousy that made him act like such a jerk. But in the off-chance that he really didn’t believe a word I’d ever said to him concerning my mystical sexosterone powers, I needed to prove him wrong.  
 
    “I have an idea,” I said. “My dad’s got a bunch of trail cameras in his garage. Go to his place and grab one for me. We’ll set it up in here, in a bag with a hole cut in it, and we’ll get it on tape.” 
 
    “What’s a trail camera?” he asked, so I had to explain it to him. My dad was an avid hunter. One of his buddies owned a bunch of land up in Canada, and he would go almost every month for week-long hunting trips. They set cameras up all over the place that could record for two weeks straight, and their phones would alert them whenever there was an unusual amount of activity. You could even watch the trail camera footage directly on your phone or tablet, live.  
 
    “Okay, fine. And I’ll bet you one-hundred dollars that you get no action from that nurse of yours.” 
 
    “You’re on,” I said. “Easiest hundred bucks I’ve ever made.” 
 
    “We’ll see about that,” he said, and then he left for my dad’s house to fetch the trail camera and an old backpack to slip it into. I couldn’t wait to shove that footage in his face. In fact, I was so excited to prove him wrong that I didn’t even care that he would probably end up seeing the nurse changing my bedpan, changing my bandages, or cleaning my body with a sponge. It was a small humiliation to endure for a greater prize, so I wasn’t too worried about it.  
 
    Terry returned that night with a black backpack. I had to walk him through setting up the trail camera. He managed to get the lens through a hole and against a piece of mesh, so the shine of the glass wouldn’t catch any attention. He adjusted it carefully, using his phone to check the image. Then, he turned his phone to me. It was a dark image because of the mesh covering the lens, but it was enough.  
 
    “Just keep in mind when you’re watching me fuck that nurse that I can’t move with all of these casts on, so she’ll be doing all the work.” 
 
    “I’ll be sure to keep that in mind, buddy,” he said, rolling his eyes once again. He said his goodbye and then he took off for the night.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It was early Monday morning when I woke up to the doctor, an older man with a neatly trimmed grey beard, standing over my bed. It was the sound of his pen against his clipboard that brought me out from my sleep and it was the sight of his big eyes, magnified by his glasses, that really woke me up. He said nothing to me as he looked at various parts of my body and at the little meters on all of the little instruments. He took lots of notes and then left. He didn’t look concerned, so I wasn’t too concerned, though I didn’t end up falling back asleep because I knew it was the day in which my lovely nurse would be returning to grace the hospital with her presence.  
 
    I saw that doctor pass my opened curtain door a number of times that morning. He seemed busy, but nothing he was doing seemed important, so I called him into my room. “What is it?” he said. 
 
    “I need to ask you a question, it’s very important,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    “The nurse that works the day shift here. What’s her name?” 
 
    “That would be Nurse Wilder,” he said.  
 
    “What’s her first name?” 
 
    He stared at me curiously for a moment. “Why do you ask?”  
 
    “I guess you could say curiosity.”  
 
    “Her name is Elle. She transferred here from San Francisco last year.”  
 
    “Is she single? What kind of flowers does she like?”  
 
    He stared at me for a moment and then forced a smile. “I suggest you focus on getting lots of rest and recovering. Studies show that stress can really slow down the recovery process, so try not to stress too much over the nurse.” He left it at that and then he left me alone. 
 
    I got the vibe that I was treading on his crush. I wouldn’t have been surprised to find out that every guy at that hospital was swooning over Nurse Elle, the beautiful, stunning angel of a nurse. And it wasn’t just her looks that made her so appealing—there was something else about her, maybe something much like my theorized sexosterone. She was different than the other girls, but I couldn’t figure out why.  
 
    I felt like a child on Christmas Eve. I couldn’t wait for Elle to come into work. I tried to will myself to sleep, to speed up the process. When I was young, I would go to sleep right after dinner on Christmas Eve, so the present-opening would come sooner. But like when I was young, I couldn’t will myself to sleep over my excitement. I kept running through scenarios in my head—silently practicing lines and imagining her falling into my broken arms and kissing every inch of my body.  
 
    It was going to be especially difficult to sleep with her with the curtain walls. I had neighbours just feet from me on either side, and the curtains did nothing to stop sound from travelling. I could hear the old man next to me constantly sipping water, so they would probably hear the slurping of Nurse Elle’s tongue up and down my hard shaft. Maybe I could convince her to bring me a radio, and we could fuck quietly while the radio drowned out the sound of her perfect ass slapping against my lap.  
 
    It was around noon when she came in. I heard her gentle steps down the hall, and I listened as she turned into her office. Somehow I knew those steps belonged to her, like there was no way they could belong to anyone else. Even the sound of her footsteps had a certain beauty to them. I pressed down on the switch of my bed, moving myself into sitting position. And there she was, bending over her desk, flicking through pages of who cares what. When she bent over, the skirt of her dress rode up nearly to the point that I could see her ass. I bet she was wearing a thong. She seemed like the thong type. And once again, had she just swivelled five degrees to her right, I probably would have been able to see right up her skirt, right at the sweet bulge of her pussy in her panties. She must have known she was teasing me to no end. 
 
    When she stood up, she closed her eyes and stretched her back. It was the ultimate picture of beauty. When she finished stretching, she looked over at me and her expression dropped as if she was less than excited to see me, as if she’d forgotten I was there when she woke up happy that morning. Perhaps I’d come on a little bit too strong during my first few days in the hospital. In my defence, I was all hopped up on morphine and my brain was still fresh out of a car accident.  
 
    She went to go check on other patients, and then eventually made her way to me. “How are we doing today?” she asked. 
 
    “Fantastic now that you’re here,” I said, and she forced a smile, as if disturbed by the compliment. She had the strangest immunity to my natural charm, or maybe she was just putting up defences. Maybe she’d been hurt before and now she was trying to protect herself from further pain. I’d found that lots of ladies put up barriers, especially ones who were just out of long-term relationships. “I think I need to apologize about the way I talked to you last week. Between the car accident and the morphine, I wasn’t feeling quite right. I hope I didn’t offend you,” I said. 
 
    She smiled, this time genuinely. “No harm done. It was nothing I don’t hear all the time.”  
 
    “I’m not surprised. You’re quite possibly the most beautiful person I’ve ever seen,” I said. It felt awkward, throwing out compliments while laying immobilized in a hospital bed, my arms and leg elevated in plaster casts. 
 
    Her smile disappeared when my compliment found her ears. “You know the drill. If you need anything, just press the button,” she said, and then she turned to leave. 
 
    “Wait,” I said, and she turned around. “What did I say? Most girls would have said thank you for the compliment. I meant it, you know—I wasn’t being sarcastic.” 
 
    “I’m sure you weren’t,” she said. 
 
    “I wasn’t. You really are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever met. Elle, is it? Can I call you Elle?” 
 
    “You can call me Nurse Wilder,” she said. 
 
    “I’d much sooner call you Elle. It’s a beautiful name,” I said. 
 
    There was that forced smile again. I was bombing, but I couldn’t figure out why. Sure, I was maybe still coming on too strong, but that was no reason for her unimpressed reaction. My weekend nurse would have already been sucking my cock at this point. 
 
    I hoped Terry wasn’t watching the trail camera footage right now, seeing me bombing. Had I ever bombed before? I racked my brain, trying to remember. I couldn’t think of any instances. Nurse Elle was quite possibly my first bomb. At least that made her my first something. But I was still determined to make it work. I still had at least another week in that hospital and I wasn’t going to let Terry think that I’d been lying about my entire sexual history. Not to mention, I didn’t even have one-hundred bucks to give him, so it was the financially responsible thing to do, to continue my pursuit of the beautiful angel of a nurse. 
 
    She left without telling me whether or not I could call her Elle. 
 
    I laid my head back and I started to fantasize about her. If I was successful in my mission, it would be the single greatest accomplishment of my life. 
 
    I imagined her standing over my bed, unbuttoning that white top, her breasts nearly unbuttoning it for her. She’s wearing a red bra, lace, and it barely covers her nipples. Her skin is impeccably smooth and it looks so soft—I want to reach out and touch it, but I can’t. She leans over me to grab something from a drawer on the other side of my bed. Her breasts just skim my bare skin. They’re warm and plump. God, I want to grab them and squeeze them. 
 
    She grabs a bottle of lubricant. She squirts a healthy dab into the palm of her hand and then she rubs her hands together, spreading the lube, warming it up. Then, she reaches down and lifts up my blue gown, revealing my bare cock. She smiles at the sight of it, taking a big, deep breath in to keep herself composed. She reaches down and begins working it with both hands, getting every inch of my shaft and balls coated in the medical-strength lubricant. It feels nice. I’m relaxed. 
 
    I start getting hard. She pulls up on my shaft with one hand and then with the other, over and over, until I’m rock hard. I’ve hardly been stiff for a few seconds and I’m already about to come. It’s been a long time since I last came—since before the accident. My cock hasn’t even been touched since before the accident. My God, is it ready to burst! 
 
    She places one hand against my pelvis, holding my cock in place, and with the other hand, she strokes, up and down and up and down, quickly, as if getting my cum out of my dick is some sort of medical procedure. Maybe they need it for a test or something, or maybe she just feels bad that I don’t have the means to masturbate. Regardless, she’s going at it like she wants it, and I want to give it to her. Just lean your face in a bit closer, sweet Elle. Take it on the chin. I know how badly you want it. 
 
    “Okay, It’s time to change your bandages,” she said, in real life, waking me up from my daydream. She was standing in the curtain opening with a small pile of fresh bandages in her hands. She walked over to me.  
 
    My cock was rock-hard from my fantasizing, and when she pulled away my gown, she was going to see it. “Right now?” I said, feeling the warmth rushing into my cheeks. 
 
    “Right now,” she said in a plain voice. Shit. She was about to see my erection—how embarrassing! Though maybe it wouldn’t be so embarrassing. Maybe she would see it and get turned on. If I saw a woman’s wet pussy, I would be turned on, so it only made sense to think that a woman would be turned on by a hard dick—right?  
 
    She placed the fresh bandages on my abdomen and then she reached down for the edge of my gown. Slowly, she pulled the gown up, revealing my hard dick. “Oh, I’m sorry. Should I come back?” she said. She stared at it for a few seconds before looking away—I’m sure of it. She obviously liked what she saw, otherwise she would have looked away immediately. Right?  
 
    “It’s okay. Just do it now,” I said. 
 
    She looked at me with narrowed eyes, as if I’d planned the whole thing. 
 
    She reached for a bandage and started to work away. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get my cock to settle. It was just throbbing there, between my legs, inches from her face, right in the open. I couldn’t tell if she was looking at it—I couldn’t even see it myself, given the fact I was stuck in laying position, trapped in an immobilizing neck brace.  
 
    “Nurse?” I said. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “This is going to sound terribly awkward, but I’ve been here for what—a week now? I haven’t been able to move my arms for a whole week, and—well—I have needs that I’m just not able to tend to,” I said.  
 
    “And what needs are those?” she said in that familiar plain voice. 
 
    “Well, they say a man can go crazy if he doesn’t—you know—get things flowing every once in a while.” 
 
    “What are you asking me?” she said, but she knew damn-well what I was asking. Had I been able to see her face, I could have gauged what she was thinking, whether she was getting into the idea or if she was repulsed. I’d never seen a girl repulsed by the idea of getting it on with me before, but Nurse Elle had surprised me a few times.  
 
    “Maybe you could just, you know, get me off quickly,” I said, and then her silence made a coldness fill my body. “Just quickly. It would probably only take a few quick strokes. You’d be doing my sanity a huge favour.”  
 
    She stood up. “Are you asking me to jerk you off?” 
 
    I was silent for a moment, staring into her narrowed eyes. She didn’t look like she was so into the idea. “Is that a possibility?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s not, and you should feel ashamed for asking,” she said.  
 
    “Oh c’mon, you want it. Just admit that you want it. No one will ever find out about it. I promise I won’t tell,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me for a moment, and then turned around and closed the curtain. She stepped closer to me and leaned down. “You promise you won’t tell anyone?” she said quietly. My heart started racing. Her eyes drifted up to the bag in the corner for a split second—or maybe that was just in my head.  
 
    “Not a soul—I promise on my mother’s grave.”  
 
    She reached down and pulled away my gown again, revealing my hard, throbbing erection, which was begging for a stroke. She gently placed the tip of her pointer finger on my sternum and she ran it down my body, towards my cock. My God, I still had it! I could still seduce any woman I wanted. I was still the undisputed champion of the— 
 
    “In your dreams, buddy,” she said, and then she turned around and left me alone, leaving the curtain door open, and leaving my gown flipped onto my stomach, so that everyone who walked by could see my blue balls and my throbbing boner.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Bagging Nurse Elle wasn’t going to be as easy as I thought. After she left work for the night, I started thinking of new lines I could try out on her. I’d already used some of my best lines, but they weren’t cutting it. She needed special lines—special lines for a special girl. 
 
    I wasn’t entirely convinced my signature lines weren’t working on her. I’d managed to convince myself that she was just playing hard to get, or doing her best to remain professional. I would break through to her sooner or later. It was bound to happen eventually. No girl had ever been able to resist me forever. 
 
    I tried my new lines on her the next day, and all I got back were some eye rolls and some forced smiles. I was pretty sure she was just playing hard to get. She came in wearing makeup for the first time, and I was almost certain she had her top buttoned down one more button than usual. She got extra close to me whenever she came in to check the multitude of little instruments, and I could tell she’d started to wear a hint of perfume. Her perfume was slightly floral with a trace of vanilla. It made me want to fuck her even more.  
 
    But I got nothing out of her. 
 
    So I decided to play her game the next day—my own little game of hard to get. I ignored her completely, which wasn’t easy. Whenever she came in to check on me, and she asked, “Is everything okay?” I would just say, “Yeah, why?” I did my best not to make any eye-contact. As a stroke of luck, one of my friends came to visit me, who just so happened to be a very attractive girl (we’d dated in high school, but she was married to some other guy now).  
 
    “How are you feeling? I heard about the accident. My God,” she said.  
 
    “Do you mind just coming a bit closer? I can’t quite hear you. I think the accident affected my hearing,” I said. I wanted it to look like we were having an intimate conversation. I could see Nurse Elle peering in through the corner of my eyes from time to time. Whenever I could hear her coming, I would ask my pretty little friend, “Can you brush the hair off of my forehead? Is there an eyelash in my eye?” She would lean over, gently brush my face, and stare into my eyes. I’m sure it looked terribly convincing and immensely intimate.  
 
    After my friend left, Nurse Elle came in and asked in a casual voice, “Who was that?” 
 
    “Oh, just a friend,” I said, but I made sure to say it as if I was withholding the full truth. She looked at me with a curious smirk. It wasn’t the reaction I was expecting, and I had no idea what it meant. Did she know I was lying? Did my plan work? What the hell did that smirk mean? 
 
    I stuck to my plan the next day, playing hard to get, ignoring her whenever possible and brushing her off the rest of the time. When she wasn’t looking my way, I would sneak in a good glance, checking out that sweet tush of hers and those long, beautiful legs.  
 
    I felt like my semen was building up inside of me with each passing day, constantly begging to be released and becoming restless. In the middle of the night, while I was plagued with insomnia, I tried to think of ways I could get myself off. If I had two long sticks, I could probably fabricate some kind of long-ranged masturbation device, but I had nothing within reach. I was just stuck there, festering in my fantasies, my cock throbbing and begging for the slightest touch. At that point, that was all I needed—a couple of gentle pumps and warm cum would have been billowing out of my cock. But how would I clean it up? 
 
    I couldn’t take it any longer the next day when Nurse Elle was in my little room, checking on the instruments above my head. There’s no better view of a woman than the view just below her tits. “Can we talk honestly for a minute?” I said. 
 
    She looked down at me, her face between her majestic rack. “Sure,” she said with a heart-warming smile.  
 
    “I know you want me, and I want you, so let’s just stop messing around, okay?” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “You don’t give up, do you?” she said. 
 
    “I don’t give up, no. I need to be with you, and don’t act like you don’t feel the same way. I know that you do.” 
 
    “I don’t want to disappoint you, but I don’t feel that way, sweetie. Now get some rest so that you can—” 
 
    “—Let me guess—you’re recently out of a long-term relationship. The guy you were with cheated on you and you didn’t see it coming. Now you want nothing to do with men. Look, Elle, I won’t do that to you. If you’ll have me, I’ll be yours forever. I’ll even find the guy. What’s his name? I’ll beat him up—even with these casts on, I’ll kick his ass.” 
 
    “That’s very sweet of you, but there’s no guy.”  
 
    She was playing hard-ball. “Just sleep with me and I guarantee you I will change your mind about all of this. It can be meaningless or it can mean everything—it’s your call.”  
 
    Her eyes drifted over to that bag in the corner again, the bag containing the trail camera. She couldn’t possibly see the lens, right? There was no way she knew that bag was recording our every move and our every word, right? She looked back at me. “I’m not interested in being your trophy,” she said. 
 
    “I’ll be your trophy, baby. Think about it,” I said. 
 
    She smiled, looking into my eyes and my soul, and then she said, “I’ll think about it.” She looked like she was trying not to laugh. In that moment, I realized that I was, for the first time ever, failing with a woman. I was being rejected, and it hurt. I’d never felt rejection before. Goddamnit, it was horrible. And to make matters worse, now I owed Terry one-hundred dollars, and he had footage of me being humiliated. Not to mention, he would now definitely not believe a word I ever said about getting with a chick.  
 
    Maybe the sexosterone really had vanished with my car accident. Maybe when I banged my head on the back of my seat, it knocked something out of place and now I was doomed to be sexless for the rest of my life.  
 
    “Hit the button if you need anything,” Nurse Elle said, and then she left me alone, rejected, heartbroken, and defeated.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I spent the rest of that long, hot day accepting defeat. 
 
    And it was damn hot. The nurses went room to room, opening up windows. I think the air-conditioner must have broke down. Every nurse and patient that walked by was glistening with sweat, and the guy in the curtain cubicle next to me kept hollering to the nurses, “Nurse! It’s too hot! Nurse! I need some ice water! What do you mean there’s no ice? I can’t live like this?” It was uncomfortable, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as he was making it out to be.  
 
    Nurse Elle looked especially beautiful with that warm glisten. I watched her take a seat in her little office, grab a little towel, and dab the sweat off of her hot body. She unbuttoned her shirt a few buttons and dabbed her breasts. My God, it was almost enough to make me come.  
 
    She went room to room delivering waters, constantly refilling drinks like an overworked waitress. I got to see her twice as often as usual, which I hated because it was a constant reminder that I’d been brutally rejected. I didn’t want to see her face, but whenever she came by, I couldn’t help but stare into those stunning eyes. There was no woman on the planet more beautiful than she. I would have quit my womanizing ways just for her. I would have given up everything for her.  
 
    When she wasn’t around, I couldn’t get the image of Terry out of my head, watching me through that camera, laughing at me as I lay there immobilized, getting rejected. I wondered if he saw my rejected erection. I cringed at the thought.  
 
    Elle came to me near the end of the day and said, “I just spoke with the doctor. Looks like you’ll be going home this weekend. You’ll be on full bed rest for the next two weeks, maybe three. The doctor’s going to come talk to you tomorrow about it.” It was Thursday, which meant I only had one more day with Elle, and then I would probably never see her again. 
 
    “Sleep with me,” I said, trying one last time, skipping the formality of sweet talk and catch phrases.  
 
    “Get some rest,” she said, and she left. It was my final rejection. I closed my eyes and did my best to fall asleep. 
 
    It was the middle of the night when I woke up to a gentle tapping on my arm. It was her, holding her pointer finger up to her lips to shush me. I stared at her for a moment, her whitish-blonde hair glowing in the faint moonlight from the window. The hospital was completely silent, save for the beeping of the many instruments in the many curtain cubicles. She had a sly smile on her face.  
 
    I thought it was a dream. It was remarkably similar to the dreams I’d been having constantly since arriving at the hospital, except this was far more realistic. And when you’re dreaming, you don’t consider the thought that you’re dreaming without waking yourself up. 
 
    She bent over and nearly touched her lips to my ear. “So you want to be my trophy, huh?” she said.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “If you think you can handle me, baby.” My heart was racing. I wanted to pinch myself, to test whether I really was dreaming or not, but I couldn’t move.  
 
    She walked around me and pulled open a drawer. She pulled out a little bottle of lubricant and squirted a big dab into the palm of her hand. Everything about the act was eerily similar to my dream. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t wake myself up—because it was real. It must have been real.  
 
    If it was real, then Terry’s phone would be buzzing right now, alerting him that there was unusual activity happening before the trail cam. Was it enough to wake him? Would he watch the act live, or would I have to show him the recording later? At least I had the trail camera to prove whether I was dreaming or not. Hell, maybe I’d dreamed every single romp I’d ever had with a woman. Maybe I’d fallen asleep on that massage table and I just dreamed about getting head from the beautiful masseuse.  
 
    Elle lifted up my gown and she smiled at the sight of my cock. I was already hard. My cock had been desperate for a tug for almost two weeks, and it knew it was about to get one, finally. “If I don’t last long, it’s because it’s been a while,” I warned her, and her smile grew bigger. 
 
    “I don’t care about how long you last,” she said. She clutched my cock gently in her hand and she began to smear the warm lubricant all over my package, just like in my dream. She stared into my eyes while she worked away. I would have slipped my fingers into her hair and pulled her close to me so I could kiss her, but I couldn’t move. I was stuck letting her do all the work.  
 
    She started stroking my long, hard rod. “You’re big,” she said.  
 
    “You like it?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged. “Maybe,” she said. I loved the feeling of her tight grip sliding around the tip of my cock. It was a miracle I hadn’t already come everywhere. “Want to see my tits?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    She unbuttoned her top and pulled her coat over her shoulders, leaving her in just her red bra. Then, she reached around back and unclasped the bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her tits were the definition of perfection. She cupped them in her hands and gave them a firm squeeze. “Should I smile for the camera?” she asked, and then my heart stopped beating. 
 
    Smile for the camera? How did she know about the camera? I could feel the colour draining from my face. “Huh?” I managed to say. 
 
    “The camera, in your bag. It’s recording, right?” she said, looking over at it. Now I hoped I was dreaming. I was suddenly terrified, worried about what she was going to do. Was this some kind of trap? Some kind of blackmail?  
 
    Her lubricated hand slid down to my butt, and she slipped a finger in between my butt cheeks, massaging my asshole gently. “What are you doing?” I asked, but she didn’t respond; she just kept running her finger up and down, spreading that lube around my tight little hole. Then she slipped the finger in. “Hey! What are you doing?” I said. 
 
    “Shh!” she said. “Keep your voice down. You wouldn’t want to wake everyone up, would you?” she said. I didn’t want to wake everyone up. This was still my only chance to get with the most beautiful woman on the planet. I let her carry on, sliding her finger up my asshole, almost reaching her knuckle. It was an uncomfortable feeling, but it didn’t hurt. It was just a finger, after all.  
 
    She reached down below the hospital bed and she flicked a switch, lowering my down. She stopped the switch once I was at her hip-height. “Be sure to keep your voice down,” she said, and then she lifted up her skirt and pulled down her panties. A long, throbbing cock sprung out. She was neatly shaved and her veins were pulsing visibly. I would have screamed had I been capable.  
 
    It didn’t make any sense. She was a man? A tranny? It must have been a dream—a nightmare, even. There was no way I’d been attracted to a tranny this whole time! I liked girls. I loved girls. I didn’t like dicks. I wanted pussy, not a long, throbbing erection. “Wait,” I managed to say. “There’s been a mistake.” 
 
    “There’s no mistake. You said you wanted to be my trophy, now you get to be my trophy.” 
 
    “But—But you look like a woman,” I said. 
 
    “I am a woman,” she said, raising her eyebrows as if I’d said something offensive. 
 
    “You know what I meant.” 
 
    “I don’t think I do. Explain it to me,” she said. 
 
    “You have—you have a cock.”  
 
    “So do you. So what? Now just try to relax. Don’t worry—you’ll get off, too.” 
 
    I managed to turn my head enough to see the backpack in the corner. I could see the lens but it was obstructed enough that I wouldn’t have known what I was looking at if I didn’t know it was there. Or maybe I was just being naïve. Obviously I was being naïve, if Elle could tell.  
 
    She gripped her cock with her lubricated hand and she slid her hand up and down the length of her rod, making it shine in the faint moonlight. “Are you ready?” she asked. 
 
    I tried to say no, but I couldn’t push the simple syllable past the lump in my throat. She pressed the tip of her dick up to my tight hole. I wanted to scream, to protest, to shout, to make her stop, but I couldn’t move—not even my lips or my tongue. I was completely frozen, as if she’d slipped me something while I was asleep, though all she was slipping me was her cock. 
 
    She pushed in, without much effort at all thanks to the industrial-strength lubricant. The most embarrassing part of it all was that I was fully erect, my cock throbbing on my belly. I didn’t want to be erect, but I couldn’t help it. Her tits were out, and they were perfect, and her face was still beautiful, even though I knew it belonged to a biological man. How was it even possible? How could a man be so beautiful? Or did this mean I was gay? No—it couldn’t mean I was gay. She looked and sounded like a woman. It wasn’t my fault she had a dick. 
 
    She started thrusting in and out of me, and it felt good. Now that was concerning: the fact that it felt so nice. Did that mean I was gay? The thought of being with a man still repulsed me, but I had no issues looking up at Elle while her tits bounced and she rammed me with her cock. It wasn’t fair—she was too convincing. It was confusing. 
 
    She kept pushing in deeper with every thrust. It started hurting a bit once her ball sack was pressing up against my bum, but there was nothing I could do about it. Now I didn’t want to shout. I didn’t want anyone to see me getting fucked, even though I knew Terry was quite possibly watching on the trail camera. I bit down on my tongue.  
 
    I hated that it felt so good. I hated that I didn’t want it to end. But I couldn’t help it—it wasn’t fair. Her cock was pressing up against some magical spot, making my legs tremble, filling my whole body with warm pulses of euphoria energy. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. “You like it, huh?” she whispered. “You’re coming all over yourself.” 
 
    I managed to tilt my head enough to see that she wasn’t lying: my cock was oozing a constant stream of thick, white cum onto my belly, and that little pool was growing quickly. Where was all that cum coming from? Was it really two-weeks’ worth, saved up and unloading all at once? And what was making me come? She wasn’t even touching my cock. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I moaned, out of my control.  
 
    She reached down and ran her grip firmly up the length of my rod, making it suddenly spew warm cum all over my chest, as if it had been waiting the whole time for her to do that. “You really did need to get off,” she said. I was in too much pleasure to respond. My whole body was trembling now. 
 
    “You want me to come in your ass?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Come in my ass. Please—I want your cum so badly.”  
 
    She gripped the sides of my ass tight, her nails digging into my skin slightly. She groaned and slammed down, pressing her big ball sack into my bum, and then I felt it: her warm goo filling me up deep. Fuck, did it feel good, but my God, was it embarrassing. Somehow I knew Terry was watching. Somehow I knew my best friend had just watched me being fucked my a transgendered nurse. 
 
    She pulled her long cock out from my tight hole, walked around my bed, and planted a kiss on my lips. “Let’s get you cleaned up,” she said, and then she started to wipe the cum off of my body. 
 
    I thought I would never see her again after I was dismissed from the hospital, so naturally I was excited when my mom knocked on my door and said, “There’s a nurse here from the hospital. She wants to check on you and make sure everything’s alright.” When Elle walked into my bedroom, my eyes lit up and I couldn’t fight the smile from my face.  
 
    “I’ll just be a few minutes,” she said to my mother, and then she closed the door. She turned to me and smiled. “How are you feeling?” she asked. 
 
    I was feeling fine, though still slightly embarrassed. I won the bet with Terry: he watched me getting fucked by Elle. “Well, you were right, she is hot,” he said to me, “But I’m never letting you live this down.” He never told anyone, but he had a good laugh about it.  
 
    The most embarrassing part of it all was the fact that I didn’t feel all that embarrassed. It was a strange loop. I was happy that I fucked Elle—or I should say, that she fucked me. In a strange way, she made me realize that there was more to sex than just the prize—more than just a notch on a record.  
 
    “When was the last time you got off?” she asked me in my bedroom.  
 
    “It’s been about a week,” I said. 
 
    “Well, we’d better make sure everything’s running properly,” she said, and then she flipped up my gown.  
 
    Was it bad that I couldn’t wait to get injured again so I could spend another few weeks in the hospital? Probably. Elle was the first girl who I wanted to see even more after fucking her. I’d forgotten every other girl I’d ever slept with within days of fucking them, but not Elle. She was different. 
 
    She started stroking my cock.  
 
    In fact, I wanted to fuck Elle so badly, I couldn’t even think about fucking anyone else. Even the hot little cleaning lady my parents had hired while I was bed ridden, I had no interest in fucking her—even though I was pretty sure she wanted it every time she came into my room. My womanizing days were over. 
 
    “You may need weekly check-ups,” Elle said to me. “This may be very serious.” 
 
    “For how long?” I asked. 
 
    “Indefinitely,” she said. “Maybe two check-ups a week if things go well. And dinner at least once a week.” She looked into my eyes and smiled. “Nurses orders.”  
 
    My womanizing days were over, but I knew I hadn’t lost that undetectable charm of mine. I could still have gotten any woman I wanted—but the only woman I wanted was Elle, and her big, hard cock.  
 
    THE END 
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