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Chapter 1


The alarm buzzed at 4:45 AM, a brutal, electronic shriek in the dark. Sarah Vallen’s hand slapped the button, her heart already hammering. She lay there for a full minute, staring at the ceiling, the reality of the day settling into her bones. St. Hartswell Hospital. Her first day. A real nurse.

She’d laid out her scrubs the night before on the chair by her closet. They were a soft, pale blue, the fabric still crisp from the package, the St. Hartswell crest embroidered neatly over the left breast. They were a size too large. She’d ordered them online, guessing, terrified of anything too tight, too revealing. Now, standing before her bathroom mirror, she saw a girl playing dress-up. The pants pooled slightly over her sneakers. The top hung loose around her slender frame, the V-neck revealing nothing but a shadow of her collarbones. She tucked a strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear, then untucked it, then tucked it again. Her hazel eyes looked back at her, wide and earnest.

The hospital at 6:00 AM was a cathedral of quiet intensity. The lobby lights were harsh, gleaming off polished floors that smelled of lemon disinfectant and underlying anxiety. She clutched her new employee folder to her chest, following the signs for the General Surgical floor. Her sneakers squeaked, a mortifyingly loud sound in the hushed corridor. Every person in scrubs looked like they belonged, moving with a purpose she could only mimic.

Her orientation supervisor was a tired-looking man with a kind smile. He gave her a quick tour of the unit—the nurses’ station, a hive of low-voiced chatter and clicking keyboards; the patient rooms with their beeping monitors and drawn curtains; the supply rooms, the medication carts. He showed her how to log into the computer system, her fingers clumsy on the keyboard. “Just watch today,” he said. “Follow one of the experienced nurses. Get the rhythm.”

She was assigned to shadow Chloe Dawson. Sarah spotted her from across the nurses’ station. A riot of strawberry-blonde curls fought against a bright blue claw clip. Her scrubs were dotted with smiling cartoon germs. She was talking to an older nurse, her hands moving in animated circles, a laugh bursting from her that was loud and genuine and made several people look up and smile. She radiated a kind of easy, buoyant competence that Sarah immediately envied.

“You must be Sarah!” Chloe turned, her freckled face breaking into a wide grin. She reached out and touched Sarah’s arm, a quick, warm pressure. “I’m Sunny. Well, Chloe, but everyone calls me Sunny. Ready to dive into the deep end?”

The morning was a blur of controlled chaos. Sunny moved like a whirlwind, but she explained everything as she went. Checking vitals, administering morning meds, helping a post-op patient to the bathroom, charting with rapid-fire efficiency. Sarah trailed behind, absorbing it all, her notebook filling with shorthand. Sunny’s cheerfulness was a constant, reassuring soundtrack. “Okay, so Mr. Jenkins in 304, his blood pressure med is at eight, but he likes his apple juice first, don’t ask me why. Mrs. Laroque needs her dressing changed, I’ll show you the sterile technique. And for the love of God, avoid Room 312 before ten, the surgeon does rounds and he’s a grumpy bastard before coffee.”

Sarah tried to mirror Sunny’s confidence. She spoke to patients in her soft, measured voice, her hands careful and gentle as she took a blood pressure cuff off a frail wrist. She felt useful. The theoretical knowledge from school clicked into place with the tangible reality of a human in a bed, needing care. By 11:30, the initial, paralyzing terror had subsided into a buzzing, exhausted exhilaration.

The staff lounge was a small, windowless room that smelled overwhelmingly of old coffee and microwave popcorn. A mismatched collection of chairs surrounded a laminate table littered with magazines and a wilting potted plant. Sunny commandeered two spots, pulling Sarah down beside her as other nurses filtered in.

Lunch was a quiet affair of sandwiches and yogurt. The conversation was easy, shop talk about difficult patients and scheduling. Sarah listened, nodding, feeling a fragile thread of belonging start to weave itself around her. These were her people now. This was her life.

Somehow, the topic shifted. An older nurse named Gail was complaining about her husband’s complete lack of romantic initiative. “Twenty years, and I still have to plan the anniversary dinner myself,” she sighed, stirring her soup.

“You have to train them, Gail,” Sunny said, winking. “Like puppies. Positive reinforcement.”

Laughter rippled around the table. Someone asked Sunny about a date she’d had over the weekend. She launched into a hilarious, slightly raunchy story about a guy who’d tried to impress her by quoting medical textbooks he’d clearly just Googled. The table erupted. Sarah laughed too, a real laugh that surprised her with its ease.

Then Gail turned to her. “How about you, Sarah? Anyone special waiting at home to hear about your first day?”

The question was kindly meant. Innocent. All eyes shifted to her. Sarah felt the familiar heat bloom across her cheeks. She looked down at her half-eaten sandwich. “Oh, no. Not really.”

“Not really?” Sunny nudged her playfully. “That’s a very nurse-like answer. Vague and non-committal. Come on, spill. Dating anyone?”

The words were in her throat. She could have lied. Could have made up a boyfriend from college. But the earnestness in her, the need to be honest with these women who were letting her into their world, pushed them out. Her voice was barely above a whisper, but the lounge had gone quiet to hear the new girl. “I’ve never… I mean, there’s no one. I haven’t actually… dated. At all.”

A beat of silence. Then Sunny’s smile, usually so bright and quick, changed. It didn’t fade. It deepened, slowed. Her head tilted slightly. Her bright blue eyes, which had been sparkling with laughter, seemed to darken, to focus. “Wait,” she said, her voice dropping an octave, losing its perky edge. “Are you saying you’re a virgin?”

The word hung in the coffee-scented air. It felt huge, clinical, and utterly exposing. Sarah’s face burned. She couldn’t look at anyone. She gave the smallest, most imperceptible nod, her gaze fixed on a stain on the table.

Someone murmured, “Oh, honey.” Another nurse chuckled softly, not unkindly. The conversation tried to move on, to spare her. But Sarah felt Sunny’s eyes on her for the rest of the lunch break. A steady, warm, knowing weight.

The afternoon passed in a haze. Sarah focused on tasks, on charting, on the safe, procedural steps of nursing. But her skin felt hyper-aware. Every time Sunny brushed past her to grab a chart, every time she leaned over Sarah’s shoulder to point something out on the computer screen, Sarah felt a jolt. It was different now. The friendly touch felt charged.

At 3 PM, Sunny handed her a clipboard. “Need you to do a stock check in Supply Room B, off the west corridor. It’s quiet over there. Good task for a first day. List is on the clipboard. Just count what’s on the shelves, note what we’re low on.”

Sarah took the clipboard like a lifeline. A solitary task. A chance to breathe. “Sure.”

“I’ll come find you after,” Sunny said. Her smile was back to its normal, sunny brilliance. But her eyes held that same dark, knowing glint.

Supply Room B was a long, narrow room lined floor-to-ceiling with cool metal shelves. The air was sharp and clean, smelling of antiseptic and the faint, papery scent of sterile packaging. Gauze rolls, bandages, IV saline bags, catheter kits—everything in its precise, labeled place. The fluorescent light hummed overhead, casting a stark, shadowless glow. It was the quietest place she’d been all day.

She started at the far end, methodically counting packages of 4x4 gauze squares, her pen ticking the clipboard. The silence was a relief. She could almost pretend the confession in the lounge hadn’t happened. That she was just a nurse, doing a job.

The soft click of the door closing made her jump. She turned.

Sunny stood with her back against the door, blocking it. Her cartoon-germ scrubs looked absurdly cheerful in the sterile space. She wasn’t smiling. Her expression was intense, focused entirely on Sarah.

“Hey,” Sarah said, her voice too high.

Sunny didn’t answer. She just pushed off the door and walked toward her, her steps slow, deliberate. The squeak of her sneakers on the linoleum was the only sound. She stopped a foot away, well inside Sarah’s personal space. Sarah could smell her now—a hint of citrus shampoo under the hospital smell.

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” Sunny whispered. The perky lilt was gone. Her voice was low, rough at the edges.

Sarah’s breath caught. The clipboard felt heavy in her hands. “About what?”

“What you said.” Sunny’s eyes traveled over Sarah’s face, down to the loose neck of her scrub top, then back up. “That you’re untouched. That no one’s ever been with you.” She took another half-step closer. Her body was a warm line, not quite touching Sarah’s, but Sarah could feel the heat radiating from her. “It’s all I’ve been thinking about since lunch.”

Sarah’s mouth went dry. She should step back. She should make an excuse, laugh it off. She didn’t move. The stark light, the shelves of medical supplies, the utter silence—it all felt surreal, like a dream. “Sunny, I…”

“Shhh.” Sunny reached out. She didn’t grab, didn’t pull. Her fingertips, capable and sure, brushed a stray strand of hair from Sarah’s cheek, tucking it behind her ear. The touch was electric. It lingered, her thumb stroking the sensitive skin just below Sarah’s earlobe. “It’s so rare. So… clean. It makes me feel…” She leaned in, her lips close to Sarah’s ear. Her breath was warm. “It makes me feel hungry.”

Then she kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was firm, immediate, claiming. Sunny’s mouth was soft but insistent, moving against Sarah’s with a confidence that stole the air from her lungs. Sarah froze, her eyes wide open, staring at the shelf of sterile saline bags over Sunny’s shoulder. Her mind screamed a dozen warnings. This was her coworker. This was a supply room. This was her first day.

But her body… her body betrayed her completely. A low, helpless sound escaped her throat. Her eyes fluttered shut. Her lips, clumsy and inexperienced, began to move in answer. The clipboard slipped from her numb fingers, clattering to the floor between them, the sound shockingly loud in the small room.

The noise broke the spell for a second. Sunny pulled back, just an inch. She searched Sarah’s face. Her own cheeks were flushed, her freckles standing out in stark contrast. Her lips were slick, slightly parted. “Tell me to stop,” she breathed, her voice husky.

Sarah couldn’t speak. She shook her head, a tiny, desperate movement. No. Don’t stop.

That was all the permission Sunny needed. She kissed her again, deeper this time. Her hands came up, not to Sarah’s face, but to her hips. She pulled Sarah firmly against her, closing the last inch of space between them. Sarah felt the softness of Sunny’s breasts through their scrub tops, the firm line of her stomach. One of Sunny’s hands slid up Sarah’s back, pressing her closer, while the other stayed anchored on her hip, holding her in place.

Sarah’s hands, which had been hanging uselessly at her sides, finally rose. They landed tentatively on Sunny’s shoulders, feeling the strong muscle beneath the soft cotton. She was kissing back now, trying to match Sunny’s rhythm, her inexperience making it messy, all clashing teeth and too-soft pressure. Sunny didn’t seem to mind. She guided her, slowing the kiss, sucking gently on Sarah’s lower lip until Sarah gasped, then sweeping her tongue inside.

The taste was coffee and mint gum and something uniquely, intimately Sunny. The sensation was overwhelming. The wet slide, the heat, the sheer intimacy of another person’s tongue in her mouth. Sarah’s knees went weak. She clung to Sunny’s shoulders for balance.

Sunny broke the kiss, both of them breathing hard. She didn’t go far. She rested her forehead against Sarah’s, her eyes closed. “God,” she whispered. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

Then she kissed her again, and again, shorter, hotter kisses along Sarah’s jaw, down the column of her throat. Sarah’s head fell back, a moan trapped in her chest. Sunny’s mouth was on her skin, just above the collar of her scrub top. Her hands slid around from Sarah’s back to her front, palms flattening against Sarah’s stomach through the thick fabric.

They stayed like that for a long moment, kissing in the humming silence of the supply room, Sunny’s hands resting possessively on Sarah’s abdomen. It was everything and nothing all at once. A threshold. A door swinging open onto a corridor Sarah had never dared to walk down.

Finally, Sunny pulled away. She was breathing heavily, her curls escaping from her clip. She looked at Sarah—really looked—at her swollen lips, her dazed eyes, the furious blush that covered her throat and chest. A slow, real smile spread across Sunny’s face, not the perky work-smile, but something private, satisfied.

She bent down and picked up the fallen clipboard. She smoothed the crumpled checklist and pressed it back into Sarah’s limp hands. Her fingers brushed Sarah’s, a final, deliberate contact.

“Finish the count,” Sunny said, her voice almost back to normal, though still a little breathless. “I’ll see you back at the station.”

She turned and walked to the door. She paused with her hand on the handle, looked back over her shoulder, and winked. The same wink she’d given Gail at lunch. But now, it held a universe of meaning. Then she was gone, the door sighing shut behind her.

Sarah stood alone. The sterile air felt cold on her heated skin. She could still feel the pressure of Sunny’s mouth, the warmth of her hands through the scrubs. Her own lips felt bruised, sensitive. She raised a trembling hand and touched them.

She looked down at the clipboard in her hands. The checklist. Gauze, saline, catheter kits. The mundane reality of her job. She looked around at the shelves, the orderly packages, the humming light.

Nothing in the room had changed. Everything had changed.

Her first day was over. Something else had just begun.


Chapter 2


The rest of Sarah’s first shift passed in a blur of beeping monitors, chart updates, and the careful, methodical rhythm of tasks she could just manage. The sterile air of the supply room, the taste of Sunny’s mouth, the pressure of her hands—it all sat in Sarah’s chest like a second, secret heartbeat beneath her scrubs. She moved through the afternoon with a new, hyper-awareness of her own body, of the brush of fabric against her skin, of the way her lips felt slightly swollen. She caught Sunny’s eye once across the nurses’ station; Sunny just winked, cheerful and predatory, before turning back to her computer. The normalcy was a lie Sarah now lived inside.

At shift change, as Sarah was gathering her things from her temporary locker, Sunny appeared beside her, leaning against the cool metal. “You survived,” she said, her voice a low purr in the quiet hallway. “Impressive.”

Sarah’s hands fumbled with the lock. “Yeah. I think so.”

“We’re short on night shift this week. Pediatrics. It’s quieter. Good for getting your feet wet without drowning.” Sunny’s gaze was direct, knowing. “You should take a slot. Time-and-a-half. And the night crew… they’re a different breed. You’ll learn a lot.”

The offer hung there. Sarah knew it wasn’t just about overtime. It was an invitation into a different world, the one Sunny had opened the door to. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She thought of the empty apartment waiting for her, the silence, the way she’d just sit there touching her own mouth, trying to understand what had happened. Here, in the humming, fluorescent light of the hospital, things happened. “Okay,” Sarah said, the word leaving her in a soft exhale. “I’ll do it.”

Sunny’s smile was slow, satisfied. “Tomorrow. Seven PM. I’ll let them know you’re coming.” She pushed off the lockers and walked away, her sneakers squeaking on the polished floor. Sarah stood there, the key cold in her palm.

She returned the next day at quarter past six, the hospital transformed. The day’s frantic energy had bled away, leaving electronic sighs of machinery and quiet chatter of visiting family winding dowm. The pediatric wing was a softer world of pastel walls and nightlights, the usual sharp scent of antiseptic undercut with the faint, sweet smell of baby shampoo. Her new scrubs fit a little better.

The charge nurse was a tired-looking woman with kind eyes who gave Sarah a quick report—mostly sleeping patients, one post-op obs, vitals every four hours. “You’ll be with Cyrus tonight. He’s around here somewhere. Good nurse. A bit… much. But you’ll be fine.”

Sarah found him in the medication room, counting pills under the bright, unforgiving light. Cyrus was tall, built like he lifted something heavier than patients, with dark, close-cropped hair and a shadow of stubble across a strong jaw. He looked up, and his eyes—a clear, assessing blue—scanned her from her sensible shoes to her honey-blonde ponytail. A slow grin spread across his face. It wasn’t like Sunny’s. Sunny’s grin was a trap. Cyrus’s was a claim.

“You must be Sarah,” he said, his voice a deep, warm rumble. He finished pouring the pills, capped the cup, and leaned back against the counter, crossing his arms. The movement stretched his scrubs across his chest. “Sunny said you were green. Didn’t say you were this pretty.”

A blush heated Sarah’s cheeks instantly. She looked down at the chart in her hands. “I’m just here to help.”

“Oh, you’ll help,” he said, pushing off the counter. He moved past her, close enough that she caught the clean, soapy scent of him. “Come on. Let’s do rounds. And don’t worry. I’ll take good care of you.”

The night unfolded in a strange, suspended rhythm. Cyrus was a capable nurse, efficient and gentle with the sleeping children. But his attention was a constant, low-grade current aimed at Sarah. He explained procedures, his hand sometimes brushing hers as he handed her a syringe. He stood close behind her at a computer terminal, his breath stirring the hair at her temple as he pointed to something on the screen. His compliments were casual, relentless. “Nice stick,” he’d murmur as she took a blood pressure. “You’ve got steady hands.” Later, in a patient’s dim room, watching a child’s chest rise and fall: “You’re quiet. I like that. Most new grads are all nervous chatter. You just… observe.”

During their break, he brought two coffees to the small pediatric nurses’ station and slid one to her. “Cream, no sugar. Sunny mentioned that too.”

Sarah wrapped her hands around the warm cup. “She seems to have mentioned a lot.”

Cyrus took a sip, watching her over the rim. “She mentioned the important thing.” He let the silence stretch, the hum of the floor the only sound. “Said you were untouched. A virgin.” He said the word plainly, without smirk or judgment, just stating a fascinating fact. “That true?”

The coffee tasted like ash. Sarah’s throat tightened. She gave a small, almost imperceptible nod, her eyes fixed on the dark liquid in her cup.

Cyrus let out a low, thoughtful breath. “Huh.” He set his cup down. “Explains the vibe.”

“What vibe?”

“Like everything’s new. Like you’re feeling every single thing for the first time.” He leaned forward, elbows on the counter, bringing his face closer to hers. His voice dropped. “Must be intense. All these sensations. All this… potential. Just sitting there. Waiting.”

Sarah couldn’t move. His words wrapped around her, warmer than the coffee, sinking deep. He saw it. He saw exactly what was happening inside her, the awakening Sunny had started, the hungry, curious ache that had taken root where her nervousness used to live.

He didn’t press further. Just finished his coffee and stood. “Room 412 needs his neuro checks. Let’s go.”

The final hours of the shift were a slow, deliberate torture. Every incidental contact felt charged. When his shoulder bumped hers in a narrow hallway, the heat lingered. When he handed her a blanket, his fingers brushed her wrist, and she felt the touch like a brand. He watched her constantly, his blue eyes missing nothing—the flutter of her pulse in her throat, the way she bit her lip when concentrating, the slight tremble in her hands as she straightened a bedsheet.

At 6:15 AM, the day shift began to trickle in, bringing with them the noise and light of morning. The spell of the quiet night broke. Cyrus finished his documentation and nodded toward the hall. “Come on. Help me restock the lounge before we bail. It’s a mess.”

The staff lounge on the pediatric floor was small, a windowless box with a couch, a fridge, and a counter littered with empty coffee pods and crumpled napkins. The door sighed shut behind them, muffling the emerging day-shift chatter. Cyrus didn’t move toward the supply cabinet. He turned and leaned against the counter, his arms crossed again, blocking the only exit with his body.

Sarah stood in the center of the small room, the air suddenly too thick to breathe.

“You did good tonight,” he said. His voice was quiet in the enclosed space.

“Thank you.”

“You’re not like the others.”

“Others?”

“New nurses. They’re all theory, no instinct. You’ve got instinct. You feel the room. You feel… everything.” He pushed off the counter and took a single step toward her. The space between them shrank, charged and humming. “I’ve been thinking about it all night. What that must be like. To feel everything for the first time.”

Sarah’s back was to the couch. She had nowhere to go. She didn’t want to go. Her body was alive, every nerve ending screaming. The memory of Sunny’s kiss, the rough pressure of her hands, was a blueprint. This was different. Cyrus was bigger, his presence more solid, his desire a palpable heat radiating from him.

“Sunny got a taste,” he murmured, his eyes dropping to her mouth. “I could see it on you. The shock of it. But she left you hungry, didn’t she?”

Sarah’s breath hitched. She couldn’t deny it. The hunger was a hollow, aching thing in her belly.

Cyrus closed the final distance. He didn’t touch her, just stood so close she could feel the warmth of his chest through both their layers of scrubs. His gaze was intense, searching. “I want to feel it with you. That first.”

“What?” The word was a whisper.

“Your first real touch. Inside.” His voice was gravel-rough now. “Let me finger you, Sarah. Right here. Let me feel how wet you are for me.”

The crude, direct words shot through her, a bolt of pure, shocking heat. It was nothing like the whispered confessions in movies. It was a clinical, carnal request. It made her knees weak. Her mind was a blank, white static. All that existed was the ache between her legs, a throbbing, insistent pulse that had been building for hours under his watchful eyes.

She looked up at him, at the stark want in his blue eyes, at the hard line of his jaw. This was the threshold. The door Sunny had unlocked. She could step back. She could say no. The professional part of her, the new graduate nurse, screamed to do just that.

But the virgin, the curious, awakened woman who had been kissed senseless in a supply closet and then flirted with all night by a man who saw her hunger—that woman leaned forward.

Sarah nodded.

A low sound escaped Cyrus, part groan, part triumph. His hands came up, not to her face, but to her hips. His grip was firm, possessive, anchoring her. “Turn around,” he said, his voice a command that brooked no hesitation. “Bend over the back of the couch.”

She turned, her movements clumsy, her heart hammering against her sternum. The cheap, upholstered couch back was in front of her. She placed her hands on it, the fabric rough under her palms, and bent forward, presenting herself to him. The position was submissive, vulnerable. She felt the cool air of the room on the backs of her thighs as her scrubs tightened.

She heard the rustle of his clothes behind her. Then his body pressed against her, his front to her back, hard and warm. One hand splayed across her lower belly, holding her steady against him. His other hand slid down, over the curve of her hip, down the seam of her scrub pants. He cupped her through the fabric, a firm, knowing pressure right over her aching core.

Sarah gasped, her head dropping forward. A jolt of pure sensation, bright and sharp, arced through her.

“Yeah,” Cyrus breathed into her ear, his voice thick. “There it is.” He rubbed his palm against her, a slow, circular grind through the cotton. The friction was maddening, not enough, too much. She could feel the heat and dampness already seeping through her underwear, through the scrub material. “You’re soaking these. For me.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. His fingers found the drawstring of her pants, tugged it loose. He didn’t pull them down, just slid his hand inside, under the elastic waistband of her plain cotton panties. The touch of his bare, warm fingers on her bare skin was an electric shock.

Sarah whimpered, pressing her forehead into the couch back.

His hand delved lower, through the soft thatch of curls, and found her. His touch wasn’t tentative. He knew what he was looking for. A thick finger slid through her folds, gathering the wetness there, a slick, hot glide that made her entire body jolt. He made a hungry, approving sound. “Fuck. You’re dripping.”

He circled her entrance, applying a teasing, torturous pressure. Sarah’s hips pushed back against his hand involuntarily, a silent plea. Her breath came in short, ragged pants. This was it. The first touch. It was overwhelming. The intimacy of it, the sheer physical reality of a man’s finger there, where she’d only ever touched herself in shy, secret moments.

“Please,” she heard herself beg, the word torn from her.

Cyrus shifted behind her, his own breathing harsh. “My good girl,” he murmured. And he pushed a single, thick finger inside her.

The stretch was immediate, a burning, full sensation that stole the air from her lungs. She was tight, impossibly tight, and his finger filled her completely. He went slow, letting her body adjust, his own groan vibrating against her back. “Christ, Sarah… you’re so fucking tight.” He held himself there, buried to the knuckle, letting her feel the full, invasive reality of him inside her. The ache was profound, a deep, radiating pulse that echoed the frantic beat of her heart.

Then he moved. A slow, deliberate withdrawal, then a push back in. The wet sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. The friction was exquisite, a rough-smooth glide that sparked something low and desperate in her belly. He set a rhythm, deep and measured, each stroke stoking the fire higher. His other hand tightened on her belly, holding her in place for his thrusting finger.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his voice ragged. “Take it. Feel it. Your first.”

Sarah was lost in the sensation. The stretch, the fullness, the hot slide of him in and out. It was nothing like her own timid explorations. This was claiming. This was being known. Her inner muscles fluttered around his invading finger, clenching helplessly. A coil of tension was winding tighter and tighter in her core, a pressure building toward something she’d never felt.

Cyrus added a second finger alongside the first.

The new stretch was sharper, a bright flash of pain that melted instantly into a deeper, more consuming fullness. She cried out, a muffled sound against the couch. He stilled, letting her adjust, his fingers buried deep inside her, stretching her open. “Shhh,” he soothed, but it was a rough sound, edged with his own need. “You can take it. I know you can.”

He began to move again, two fingers now, pumping into her with more purpose. The heel of his hand ground against her clit with every thrust, a dual assault of sensation—the deep, filling stretch and the sharp, focused friction on the most sensitive part of her. The world narrowed to the meeting of their bodies in that hidden, wet heat. The smell of her own arousal, musky and sweet, filled the air. The sound of skin on skin, of wetness, of their ragged breathing.

Sarah was trembling, her legs shaking with the effort to hold herself up. The coil was a white-hot knot, tightening to the point of breaking. Her moans were continuous now, soft, desperate sounds she didn’t recognize as her own. She was close. Hovering on the edge of a cliff she’d never seen.

Cyrus felt it. His rhythm became relentless, his fingers curling inside her, searching. He found a spot that made her scream, a soft, internal place that sent shockwaves through her entire body. “There,” he growled, hammering that spot with brutal precision. “Come on. Come on my fingers. Let me feel you come for the first time.”

The command shattered her. The tension snapped. A wave of pleasure, violent and total, crashed through her. It ripped a raw, broken cry from her throat. Her body convulsed around his fingers, clenching and fluttering, milking them as the waves of her orgasm rolled through her, endless, blinding. She saw white behind her eyelids, her senses short-circuiting one by one until there was only the pulsing, consuming release.

He worked her through it, his strokes gentling, drawing out every last shudder. Finally, she went limp, held up only by his hand on her belly and the couch in front of her. Spent. Hollowed out. Shaking.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew his fingers. The sensation of emptiness was acute, shocking. She felt exposed, wet, utterly used. He brought his hand up between them. Sarah, dazed, turned her head just enough to see. His fingers glistened in the fluorescent light, slick with her.

Cyrus brought them to his mouth and sucked them clean, his eyes locked on hers. He tasted her, a long, deliberate pull. “Perfect,” he said, his voice husky with satisfaction. He lowered his hand, tucked her gently back into her panties, and retied her scrub pants with a nurse’s efficient knot.

He stepped back, giving her space. Sarah straightened on trembling legs, her face flaming, her body humming with aftershocks. She couldn’t look at him.

Cyrus checked his watch, the gesture jarringly normal. “Shift’s over,” he said, his voice back to its professional rumble, though his eyes were still dark with possession. “Get some sleep, Sarah.” He walked to the door, opened it, and paused. He glanced back at her, a faint, knowing smile on his lips. “See you next night shift.”

He left, closing the door softly behind him.

Sarah stood alone in the staff lounge, the scent of sex and coffee hanging in the air. Her body felt fundamentally different. Altered. The untouched girl was gone. In her place was a woman who knew the feel of a man’s fingers inside her, who knew the taste of her own pleasure on his tongue. The hunger was gone, temporarily sated, but in its wake was a deeper, more terrifying knowledge: this was only the beginning.


Chapter 3


The page for Dr. Marcus Abersham was crisp and specific. Sarah read it twice, her thumb smoothing the edge of the printout. He was the new attending assigned to the unit for the week, and he wanted to see her in Room 312 at 1400 hours for a CPR skills assessment. A flutter moved through her stomach, a different kind than the one Cyrus had left there. This was professional. Official. She checked her watch, tucked the strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear, and headed for the empty wing.

Room 312 was cleaned and turned over, waiting for its next occupant. The bed was made with tight, sterile corners. The only light came from the gray afternoon filtering through the blinds. Dr. Abersham stood by the window, his back to her, a silhouette in a white coat. A CPR training dummy lay on the floor at the foot of the bed, its plastic face blank and expectant.

“Nurse Vallen.” He turned. His voice was low, a controlled baritone that didn’t ask for the room’s attention—it simply took it. He was younger than she’d pictured from his credentials, maybe mid-thirties, with dark hair silvering at the temples and sharp grey eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. He looked at her, and the look was an assessment that had nothing to do with CPR. “Close the door.”

Sarah pushed the door shut. The click echoed. The hum of the hospital faded to a distant thrum. “You wanted to see my CPR, Doctor?”

“I did.” He didn’t move from the window. His gaze traveled from her face, down the front of her slightly-too-large scrubs, to her shoes, and back up. It was slow. Deliberate. “I heard a interesting piece of information this morning. During rounds. A rumor, really.”

Her breath caught. She knew. The air in the room felt thin.

“They say you’re a virgin.” He said the word like a clinical term, but his eyes were anything but clinical. They were hot. Possessive. “Twenty-two years old. A nursing graduate. And utterly untouched. Is that rumor true, Sarah?”

She couldn’t lie. Her honesty was a reflex, a part of her she didn’t know how to switch off. She nodded, once. Her hands felt cold.

“Say it.”

“It’s true.” The words were a whisper.

Dr. Abersham pushed off from the window and took two steps toward her. He stopped just outside her personal space, close enough that she could smell the antiseptic soap on his skin and the darker note of his cologne. “I don’t give a fuck about your CPR skills.” He nodded toward the dummy. “That’s for the door. In case anyone walks by. This is what I want.” His hand came up, not to touch her, but to gesture between them. “You’re going to get on your knees and put that innocent little mouth of yours to use. You’re going to suck my cock until I’m satisfied. And you’re going to do it because I asked. Because I want to see if the rumor tastes as sweet as it sounds.”

Sarah’s heart hammered against her ribs. This was different from Sunny’s hungry kiss, different from Cyrus’s commanding fingers. This was a transaction stated plainly, a demand from a man used to being obeyed. The authority in his voice vibrated in her bones. She felt a treacherous, slick heat bloom between her legs. She was terrified. She was aroused. She was nodding again.

“Good girl.” The praise was a low rumble. He reached for the waistband of his scrubs. “On your knees. Now.”

She sank down, the cool linoleum firm through her pants. He pushed his scrubs and boxer briefs down just enough to free himself. His cock sprang out, already thick and hard, the head flushed a deep red. It curved slightly upward, veins standing in relief. It looked nothing like the diagrams in her textbooks. It looked alive. Demanding.

“Look at it,” he commanded, his hand wrapping around the base. “That’s what you’re going to take. Your first. Open.”

Sarah leaned forward, her mind a blank hum. She opened her mouth. The tip pressed against her lips, hot and smooth. She tasted salt and clean skin. He didn’t push. He waited, letting her feel the weight of him on her tongue.

“Wider.”

She obeyed, her jaw aching slightly. He fed himself into her mouth, an inch, then two. The stretch was immediate, unfamiliar. She felt him hit the back of her throat and she gagged, pulling back with a wet sound.

“Easy.” His other hand came to cradle the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. Not yanking. Guiding. “Breathe through your nose. Just take what you can. Use your tongue.”

She tried again, focusing on the part she could manage. She flattened her tongue against the underside, feeling the thick vein throb against it. She sucked tentatively, and a low groan came from above her. The sound went straight to her core, making her clench.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “That’s it. Just like that.”

He began to move, a shallow, patient rhythm, letting her adjust. Her mouth filled with the taste of him, the musk of his arousal, the precome that beaded at the tip and slicked her tongue. She learned the shape of him, the smooth head, the ridge, the heavy shaft. Her own need became a throbbing, distracting pulse between her legs. She was wet, soaking through her underwear, and the knowledge that he could probably smell it made her cheeks burn.

His control began to fray. His thrusts deepened. The hand in her hair tightened, not enough to hurt, but enough to claim. “Take it, Sarah. All of it. Good girl. Such a good fucking girl for me.”

His dirty praise washed over her, each filthy word stoking the fire in her belly. She relaxed her throat, letting him slide deeper, feeling him nudge the entrance. Tears pricked her eyes from the strain, but she didn’t pull away. She wanted to please him. She wanted to be the good girl he named her.

He fucked her mouth in earnest now, a steady, driving pace. The wet sounds were obscene in the quiet room. His breathing grew ragged. “Gonna come down that virgin throat,” he grunted. “You want that? You want to swallow it?”

She couldn’t speak, couldn’t nod. She just moaned around him, the vibration making his hips stutter. It was answer enough.

His release was sudden, a hot, pulsing flood against the back of her tongue. She swallowed instinctively, again and again, the taste bitter and salty and profoundly intimate. He held himself there, shuddering, until he was spent.

Slowly, he pulled out. Sarah knelt, panting, her lips swollen and slick. He looked down at her, his grey eyes dark with satisfaction. He tucked himself away, then reached down, his thumb wiping a stray drop from her chin. “Stand up.”

Her legs were weak. She used the edge of the bed to steady herself. He was already moving, his hands going to the tie of her scrub pants. “My turn.”

He undid the knot with efficient tugs and pushed both her pants and underwear down to her ankles. “Step out.” The cool air of the room hit her bare skin. He guided her backward until the backs of her knees hit the mattress. “Lie down.”

She obeyed, scooting up the starched sheet until her head found the pillow. The bed smelled of industrial laundry soap. He pushed her scrub top up, exposing her plain white bra. He didn’t remove it. He just looked at her, sprawled on the hospital bed, half-dressed and completely exposed.

“Legs open.”

She let them fall apart, a blush heating her entire body. He stood between them, his gaze fixed on the thatch of blonde curls, already glistening. “Soaked,” he murmured, almost to himself. “For me. Look at that.”

He got onto the bed on his knees, pushing her thighs wider. Then he bent his head.

The first touch of his mouth was a shock. Soft. Seeking. His tongue traced a long, slow stripe from her entrance up to her clit. Sarah cried out, her back arching off the bed. No one had ever touched her there with their mouth. It was too much. It was everything.

He ate her with the same focused intensity he’d commanded her. He was not gentle. He was thorough. His tongue speared inside her, fucking her with it, tasting her deeply before swirling back to her clit. He sucked the sensitive bud into his mouth, applying a steady, relentless pressure that had her fists clutching the sheets.

“Doctor—” she gasped.

“Marcus,” he growled against her, the vibration making her jerk. “Say my name when I make you come.”

He licked and sucked, his hands pinning her hips to the bed. The orgasm built faster than it had with Cyrus, a terrifying wave gathering force. She was babbling, pleading, “Please, Marcus, please—”

He added a finger, sliding it inside her, curling it up to stroke a spot that made her see white. “Come,” he ordered, his mouth sealed over her.

She shattered. The climax ripped through her, violent and consuming, her body bowing off the bed as a broken cry tore from her throat. He didn’t stop, licking her through the tremors, drinking every pulse until she was limp and oversensitive, pushing weakly at his head.

He finally lifted his head, his lips and chin shining with her. He looked utterly debauched, a respected surgeon on his knees between a nurse’s thighs. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, his eyes never leaving hers.

“That,” he said, his voice rough, “was for being such a good girl.” He climbed off the bed, pulling her scrubs back up her legs, retying her pants with swift, practiced motions. He was putting her back together, but nothing was the same.

He helped her sit up. She was trembling, her body humming, her mind empty. He cupped her face, forcing her to look at him. “Listen to me. You’re going to meet me. Tomorrow night. After my last consult. Room 407. It’s an OR on this wing, closed for maintenance.”

She stared at him, dazed.

“I am going to claim that virgin cunt,” he said, each word precise and hot. “I am going to be the first thing you feel inside you. Do you understand?”

Sarah’s core clenched around the emptiness he’d left there. She felt the ghost of his tongue, the promise of his cock. She was ruined for anything else. She nodded.

“Say it.”

“I’ll meet you,” she whispered.

“Good girl.” He released her, straightened his white coat, and became Dr. Abersham again. He picked up the CPR dummy from the floor. “Your technique needs work, Nurse Vallen. I expect to see improvement.” He walked to the door, opened it, and was gone.

Sarah sat on the edge of the sterile bed, the scent of sex and antiseptic clinging to her skin. Outside the door, she heard the squeak of his shoes fading down the hall. She brought a hand to her tender mouth, then lower, to the throbbing ache between her legs. A promise lived there now. A destination.


Chapter 4


The operating room was a cathedral of cold light and polished steel, and Sarah stood at its center, a small figure in pale blue scrubs. The air hummed with a sterile silence, broken only by the distant, rhythmic beep of a monitor from some other wing. She had followed his command, arriving precisely at the appointed hour, the memory of his mouth on her and his promise in her ears a tangible weight in her stomach. The door hissed shut behind her with a sound of finality.

Dr. Marcus Abersham stood beside the central operating table, his back to her, arranging instruments on a tray with a surgeon’s meticulous care. He didn’t turn. “Lock the door, Nurse Vallen.”

Her hands were cold. She fumbled with the deadbolt, the click echoing sharply. When she turned back, he was looking at her over the rim of his glasses, his grey eyes assessing. He had changed into fresh scrubs, the green fabric stark against his lean frame. “Come here.”

She crossed the tile, her sneakers squeaking faintly. He didn’t touch her. He simply watched her approach, his gaze a physical pressure. “On the table. Supine position.”

It wasn’t a request. It was protocol. Sarah obeyed, the cold vinyl of the table seeping through her thin scrubs as she lay back. The overhead lights were blinding. She blinked up at them, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs.

He moved then, his steps quiet. He picked up a set of wide, padded leather straps from a secondary tray. “For stability,” he said, his voice devoid of its earlier heat, purely clinical. He fastened the first strap across her thighs, just above her knees. The leather was cool and firm, cinching tight enough to hold, not to hurt. He secured another across her abdomen, then each of her wrists to the armboards, spreading her arms wide. The buckles clicked with a terrible, precise sound. When he was done, she was pinned, utterly exposed under the glare, her chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths.

“Now,” he said, standing at the foot of the table between her strapped legs. “The inspection.”

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her scrub pants and her underwear in one motion and pulled them down her legs and off, discarding them on the floor. The cold air of the OR hit her bare skin, raising goosebumps. He didn’t speak as he lifted her left foot, then her right, placing each in a padded metal stirrup attached to the table. He ratcheted them open, widening her stance until she was spread obscenely open to the light and to his gaze. A soft, helpless sound escaped her throat.

“Quiet,” he murmured, not unkindly, as he pulled on a pair of sterile gloves. The snap of latex against his wrists was deafening. He adjusted the overhead surgical light, focusing the beam directly on her exposed sex.

Sarah squeezed her eyes shut, humiliation burning her cheeks. She felt the cool touch of his gloved fingers first, parting her. He was methodical, thorough. A thumb pressed gently, exploring her outer lips. Then one finger, slicked with something cool and wet from a bottle, traced her entrance. He pressed inward, just the tip. There was a slight, sharp resistance—the barrier. He applied more steady pressure, his other hand splayed on her inner thigh to keep her still. The stretch was unfamiliar, a dull ache. He pushed past it, his finger sliding fully inside her, and she gasped, her back arching off the table against the straps.

“Confirmed,” he stated, his voice flat. He withdrew his finger, holding it up to the light. It was clean. No blood. Yet. He stripped the gloves off with a sharp snap and let them fall. “An intact Virgin, you were saving this cunt just for me Nurse Vallen weren’t you.”

He moved to the side of the table, his hips level with her face. His scent—antiseptic and that dark cologne—filled her senses. He looked down at her, his expression unreadable. “You understand I’m going to take your virgin cunt, don’t you?”

She nodded, her mouth dry.

“Verbal confirmation, Nurse.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes, what?”

She swallowed. “Yes, Doctor.”

He undid the tie of his scrub pants, then the button and zipper beneath. He pushed the fabric down just enough to free his erection. His cock was already fully hard, thick and flushed, the head dark and wet. He gripped himself at the base, holding it steady before her lips. “Good girl, but first your going to suck me in that thight hot mouth of yours.”

Sarah turned her head, her cheek against the cold vinyl. She opened her mouth. The first touch of him against her lips was searing heat. She took the head inside, her tongue flattening against the smooth, salty skin. He let out a slow breath above her.

“Deeper.”

She obeyed, taking more of him, her jaw stretching. He didn’t thrust. He let her work, her inexperience evident in the clumsy slide of her tongue, the unsure suction. He watched, his hand coming to rest on the side of her head, not forcing, just guiding. “Use your tongue on the underside. There.”

She focused, tracing the prominent vein she found there. He pulsed in her mouth. A bead of bitter fluid leaked onto her tongue. She swallowed it, the act of submission sending a shocking bolt of heat straight to her own aching core, still throbbing from his inspection.

“Good girl,” he said, the praise rough. His fingers twined in her hair, tightening. He began to move then, a shallow, controlled rocking of his hips, feeding himself deeper into her throat with each slow push. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes. He paused, letting her adjust, his thumb stroking her temple. “Breathe through your nose.”

She tried, her nostrils flaring. He resumed, setting a relentless, deep rhythm. The sounds were obscene in the silent OR: her choked breaths, the wet slide of her mouth on him, his low, gratified groans. She was adrift in the sensation, the weight of him on her tongue, the stretch of her lips, the complete vulnerability of being bound and used. Her own body was betraying her, a slick heat gathering between her spread legs, an empty, clenching need.

He pulled out suddenly, his cock glistening with her saliva. “Enough.”

He was breathing harder now, his clinical composure cracked. He walked back to the foot of the table, his scrubs pooling around his ankles. He stepped out of them, naked now except for his surgical top. His eyes were dark, possessive, fixed on where she lay open for him. He climbed onto the table, kneeling between her thighs, his hands pushing her knees wider apart despite the straps. The cold steel of the stirrups pressed against the backs of her legs.

He leaned over her, bracing himself on his arms, his face inches from hers. His breath was hot. “Look at me.”

She opened her eyes, meeting his intense grey gaze. In it, she saw the surgeon’s focus, but beneath it, a raw, claiming hunger that made her shiver.

“This will hurt,” he stated, no apology, just fact. He reached between them, his hand wrapping around his cock, guiding the broad, slick head to her entrance. She felt the pressure, a blunt, impossible demand against her untouched flesh. She was wet, but it wasn’t enough. She knew it. He knew it.

“Breathe out,” he commanded.

She exhaled a shaky breath. He pushed.

The pain was a bright, sharp tear. She cried out, her body straining against the leather straps, her fingers curling into helpless fists. He held still, buried to the hilt inside her, his jaw clenched, a sheen of sweat on his forehead. The feeling of fullness was overwhelming, a brutal invasion that stretched and burned. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, tracking into her hairline.

He lowered his head, his lips brushing her ear. “It’s done,” he murmured, the words a rough vibration against her skin. “You’re mine now.”

Then he began to move.

“Look at me,” he growled, his hips pulling back and then driving into her again, a hard, deep stroke that punched the air from her lungs. The pain was a bright, searing line inside her, but beneath it, a shocking, slick heat spread with each brutal thrust. “Look at me and know who’s inside you.”

Sarah’s eyes, blurred with tears, found his. His grey gaze was locked on hers, intense and unblinking, the surgeon’s focus narrowed to a single point: her submission. Sweat beaded along his hairline, dampening the dark strands. His breath came in controlled, hot gusts against her face.

“That’s my virgin cunt,” he said, the words filthy and precise. He pistoned into her, the wet slap of their joining echoing off the sterile tiles. “Tight. Untouched. Mine.” Each declaration was punctuated by a deeper, claiming thrust. “You saved it. You kept it clean and empty. For me.”

She whimpered, her head thrashing against the table. The sensations were a storm—the burn of the stretch, the cold steel against her splayed thighs, the overwhelming fullness of him, the hot pulse of her own traitorous blood answering each drive. Her body was learning a brutal new geometry.

“You feel that?” he demanded, slowing to a grinding, circular roll of his hips that made her gasp. He was buried so deep she felt him in her throat. “That’s where you end and I begin. There’s no going back from that, Nurse Vallen.”

He shifted his weight, bracing himself on one elbow beside her head. His free hand came down, his thumb finding her clit, already swollen and exposed from how he’d spread her. He pressed, a rough, deliberate circle. A jolt of pure, electric sensation shot through the pain, and she cried out, a broken, surprised sound.

“There it is,” he murmured, a dark satisfaction in his voice. He kept the pressure steady, his thumb working her in time with his deep, relentless strokes. “Your body knows. It knows what it’s for now. To take me. To come on my cock.”

The dual assault was unraveling her. The pain was receding, transforming into a deep, aching pressure that built with every inward thrust. Her hips, against all reason, tried to lift to meet him, but the straps held her fast, forcing her to simply receive. Her breaths became ragged sobs.

“Please,” she gasped, not knowing what she was begging for—stop, more, harder, mercy.

“Please, what?” His voice was a rough scrape. He increased his pace, pounding into her now, the table creaking softly with the force. His thumb moved faster, more insistent.

“I… I can’t…”

“You can. You will.” His face was inches from hers, his eyes burning. “Come for me. Come on your doctor’s cock. Show me what I’ve made you.”

The command coiled tight in her belly. The friction, the fullness, the relentless stimulation of his thumb—it gathered into a single, intolerable point of tension. She was shaking, her muscles taut against the leather, a high, thin sound escaping her clenched teeth.

“That’s it,” he urged, his own control fraying, his thrusts becoming erratic, deeper, harder. “Give it to me. Let go.”

It broke over her like a wave, a convulsive, shocking release that tore a scream from her throat. Her back arched as much as the straps allowed, her inner muscles clamping down around him in rhythmic, pulsing spasms. The pain was gone, utterly consumed by a blinding, white-hot pleasure that radiated from her core out to her fingertips, leaving her trembling and boneless.

He watched her come apart, his jaw tight, a vein throbbing in his temple. He didn’t stop. He fucked her through the climax, his movements turning brutal, possessive, driving into the clutching, sensitive flesh, prolonging the shocks until she was sobbing from overstimulation.

“Mine,” he grunted, the word a final, guttural claim. With a last, deep plunge, he went rigid above her. She felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release inside her, a flooding warmth that marked the deepest part of her where the pain had been. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, his body shuddering with the force of his own orgasm.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the steady, indifferent beep of a forgotten monitor in the corner. The harsh light gleamed on the sweat slicking his chest, on the tears drying on her face.

Slowly, he softened inside her. He withdrew, the movement making her flinch, a fresh, slick ache left in his wake. He stayed kneeling between her thighs, looking down at the evidence of her lost virginity smeared on his cock, on her skin. He reached to the instrument tray and picked up a sterile white gauze pad.

With a clinical tenderness that was more shocking than the violence, he cleaned himself first, then gently dabbed between her legs. She winced at the touch, raw and oversensitive. He examined the gauze, holding it up to the light. A small, bright smear of blood stood out against the white.

He showed it to her. “Proof,” he said quietly, his voice returning to its detached, professional register. He dropped the gauze into a stainless steel basin. It landed with a soft, final sound.

He climbed off the table, his movements steady, as if he’d just finished a routine procedure. He retrieved his scrubs from the floor and stepped into them, tying the waist with efficient tugs. He walked to the head of the table and began unbuckling her restraints, starting with her wrists.

The blood rushed back into her hands with a painful tingling. She couldn’t move them. She lay there, staring at the ceiling, feeling the cold air dry the sweat on her skin, feeling the profound, throbbing emptiness between her legs.

He freed her ankles from the stirrups, his hands impersonal as he lowered her legs. They felt like they didn’t belong to her. He gathered her discarded scrub pants and underwear from the floor.

“Sit up,” he said.

It took two tries. Her body felt shattered, reassembled wrong. He helped her, a firm hand under her elbow, and then, to her shock, he knelt and guided her feet into her underwear, then her pants, pulling them up her legs as if she were a child. He retied the drawstring snugly at her waist.

He stood, looking down at her. His glasses were back on, his expression impassive. The doctor was fully restored. Only the damp hair at his temples and the faint scent of sex in the sterile air betrayed what had happened.

“You performed adequately,” he stated. “The bleeding was minimal. The pain will subside.” He turned and began wiping down the leather straps with another antiseptic pad, erasing any trace. “You are dismissed, Nurse Vallen.”

Sarah slid off the table, her legs buckling. She caught herself on the cold steel edge. She stood there, swaying, the reality of the room—the lights, the machines, the smell of bleach—crashing back in. She was different. The girl who had walked in here was gone.

She didn’t look at him again. She turned and walked on unsteady legs to the OR door. Her hand trembled as she reached for the handle.

“Nurse.”

She froze, her back to him.

“My office. Tomorrow night. Ten PM.” His voice carried across the room, calm and absolute. “We will assess your recovery.”

It wasn’t a request. It was the next step in the protocol. She pulled the heavy door open and stepped out into the silent, dim hallway, leaving the blinding light and the scent of her own violation behind.


Chapter 5


The door to Dr. Abersham’s office was ajar, a sliver of warm light cutting into the sterile hallway. Sarah’s hand trembled as she pushed it open. The command had been absolute. Report to his office. She expected him alone. She expected more clinical detachment, more instructions, more of the cold violation that had left her legs weak and her mind blank.

He was not alone.

Dr. Abersham stood behind his wide, polished desk, his white coat gone, dressed in dark slacks and a crisp, unbuttoned dress shirt. His grey eyes tracked her entrance, impassive. Leaning against the front of the desk, one hip cocked, was Sunny. Her strawberry-blonde curls were loose around her shoulders, her cartoon-decorated scrubs replaced by a simple black tank top and tight jeans. She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips brimming with her buoyant cheer and pure, focused hunger. And seated in one of the visitor’s chairs, looking utterly at ease, was Cyrus. He gave Sarah a lazy, familiar wink.

“Right on time, Nurse Vallen,” Dr. Abersham said, his voice a low rumble that filled the quiet room. “Close the door.”

Sarah obeyed, the click of the latch final. The air in the office was different—warm, charged, smelling of Marcus’s cologne and something else, something anticipatory. She stood just inside the door, her hands clasped in front of her, waiting, ready for whatever was coming next.

Sunny pushed off the desk and walked toward her. The perky energy was merged with by a predatory grace. She stopped inches away, her freckled nose almost brushing Sarah’s. “Look at you,” Sunny whispered, her breath warm against Sarah’s lips. “All used up and still so untouched somewhere, aren’t you?” Her hand came up, fingertips tracing the line of Sarah’s jaw. “We’ve been talking about you.”

“We have plans,” Cyrus said from his chair, his voice a low drawl. He stood, stretching, his gaze roaming over Sarah’s body with a possessiveness that made her skin flush. “Seems a shame to let the doctor have all the firsts.”

Dr. Abersham didn’t move from behind the desk. “Approach, Sarah.”

She walked forward on unsteady legs, stopping before the desk. Sunny circled behind her, a warm, persistent presence. Cyrus came to her side.

“The scrubs,” Marcus said, a simple command.

Cyrus’s hands were efficient. He untied the drawstring at her waist, his knuckles brushing her stomach. He pushed the top over her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Then the pants, guiding them down her legs until she stood naked in the center of the office, the clinical overhead light exposing every inch of her. She kept her eyes on the polished wood of the desk, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Sunny’s hands settled on her bare hips from behind. “So pretty,” she murmured, her lips against Sarah’s shoulder blade. “All soft and new.” Her hands slid around to Sarah’s stomach, pulling her back flush against her own body. Sarah could feel the soft cotton of Sunny’s tank top, the hard points of her nipples beneath it.

“On the desk, Sarah,” Dr. Abersham said. He hadn’t moved, a statue of controlled intent. “On your back.”

Cyrus helped her, his grip firm under her elbow as she hoisted herself onto the cool, smooth surface. The leather desk blotter was cold against her skin. She lay back, staring at the acoustic tiles of the ceiling, exposed.

Sunny didn’t hesitate. She moved between Sarah’s splayed legs, her hands sliding up the insides of Sarah’s thighs, pushing them wider. “Let’s see what he left for me,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. She bent her head.

The first touch of Sunny’s tongue was a flat, wet stripe from her opening to her clit. Sarah gasped, her back arching off the desk. It was different from Cyrus’s fingers, different from Marcus’s clinical ministrations. This was worshipful, hungry exploration. Sunny’s tongue circled her clit, soft and persistent, then dipped lower, tasting her deeply. She moaned against Sarah’s flesh, the vibration shooting straight up Sarah’s spine. Sunny’s hands held her hips down, pinning her to the desk as she ate her with a slow, thorough relish. She licked into her, drank from her, her nose nudging Sarah’s clit with every deep stroke. The wet, slick sounds filled the quiet office.

Sarah’s hands fisted at her sides. Her head rolled to the side. Cyrus was watching, his eyes dark, one hand stroking lazily over the bulge in his jeans. Dr. Abersham remained standing, his gaze fixed on the scene, his expression unreadable.

“She’s so sweet, Marcus,” Sunny moaned, lifting her head for a moment, her chin glistening. “Clean. Perfect.” She dove back in, her tongue fucking into Sarah with a rhythm that was relentless. Sarah’s hips began to move, meeting that wet heat, a low whine building in her throat. The orgasm built quickly, a tight coil in her belly, amplified by the eyes on her, by the public ruin of her on this desk. Sunny felt it, sucking her clit between her lips, applying a firm, rhythmic pressure.

Sarah came with a choked cry, her body bowing, her heels digging into the small of Sunny’s back. Sunny rode it out, gentling her tongue until Sarah collapsed back onto the desk, trembling and slick.

Sunny stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, a satisfied gleam in her eye. “Your turn, boys.”

Cyrus was already undressing, his jeans and boxers shoved down. His cock sprang free, thick and fully hard. He moved to the desk, his hands rough on Sarah’s thighs as he positioned himself between them. The blunt, hot head of him nudged at her entrance, still throbbing and sensitive from Sunny’s mouth. He didn’t ask. He pushed inside.

Sarah cried out—a sharp, full sound. He was bigger than Marcus, stretching her differently, filling her in a deep, claiming slide. He buried himself to the hilt, his hips flush against hers, and held there, letting her adjust. His eyes locked on hers. “Remember this?” he grunted, referring to his fingers in the lounge. “This is better.”

He began to move. Slow, deep pulls almost all the way out, then hard, driving thrusts back in. The slap of his skin against hers was loud in the room. He fucked her with a steady, possessive rhythm, one hand braced on the desk by her head, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. Sarah could only take it, her body jolting with every inward drive, her breasts shaking. The overstimulation from her orgasm melted into a new, deeper ache, a fullness that demanded more.

Dr. Abersham moved then. He came around the desk, a bottle of lubricant in his hand. His expression was focused, clinical. He squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers. Cyrus, understanding, shifted his angle, pulling Sarah’s hips up higher, driving into her deeper.

Marcus’s slick, cool fingers found the tight pucker of her ass. He circled it, once, twice, applying pressure. “Breathe, Sarah,” Marcus commanded, his voice low. He pushed one finger inside.

The burn was sharp, alien. She gasped, her body clamping down around the intrusion. Cyrus didn’t stop fucking her cunt, his pace becoming rougher, as if to distract her. Marcus worked his finger slowly, in and out, coating the tight channel. Then a second finger, stretching her unbearably. The dual sensations overloaded her—the deep, familiar fullness in front, the sharp, claiming invasion behind.

Marcus withdrew his fingers. She heard the tear of a foil packet, the slick sound of him sheathing himself. The broad, lubed head of his cock pressed where his fingers had been. He placed a firm, unyielding hand on the small of her back, holding her in place for Cyrus. “Now,” he said, the word leaving no room for refusal.

He pushed.

The stretch was seismic. A white-hot burst of pain that stole her breath. She screamed, the sound muffled by the wood beneath her. He pushed past the resistance, a slow, inexorable invasion, until he was fully seated inside her, his hips pressed against her ass. She was split open, utterly filled, impaled between the two men. The pain crested, then began to recede, replaced by a shocking, overwhelming fullness. She could feel every inch of both of them, Cyrus moving in her cunt, Marcus a solid, burning presence in her ass.

They found a rhythm. Cyrus would pull back, and as he drove forward, Marcus would retreat, then follow him back in. A brutal, alternating piston motion that left no part of her untouched. The desk creaked. Their grunts, her ragged sobs, the wet, filthy sounds of their joining filled the room. Sarah’s world narrowed to the slam of their bodies into hers, the heat, the stretch, the degrading, perfect fullness.

Sunny climbed onto the desk beside Sarah’s head. She straddled Sarah’s shoulders, facing her, her jeans gone, her own wetness gleaming on her thighs. She gripped Sarah’s hair, guiding her head forward. “My turn,” Sunny breathed, lowering herself onto Sarah’s mouth.

The musky, salty taste of her flooded Sarah’s senses. Sarah’s tongue moved instinctively, lapping at Sunny’s folds, probing her entrance as she was probed. She ate Sunny with a desperate, mirrored hunger, her moans vibrating against Sunny’s flesh. Sunny rocked against her face, her fingers tightening in Sarah’s hair, her own cries joining the chorus of grunts and slaps.

Sarah was the center of a storm. Cyrus pounding into her from below, Marcus claiming her from behind, Sunny grinding against her mouth. She was a vessel, being used in every possible way, her innocence not just taken but shared, divided, consumed. The pain had melted into a pervasive, shocking pleasure, a sense of being so completely occupied she ceased to be a person and became pure sensation.

Cyrus’s thrusts grew erratic, his rhythm breaking. “Fuck, I’m gonna—” he snarled, and he slammed into her one last time, his body stiffening as he came deep inside her cunt, his release hot and pulsing. He collapsed over her for a moment, his weight heavy, before pulling out with a wet sound.

The sudden emptiness was brief. Marcus took over, his thrusts into her ass becoming harder, deeper, now unimpeded. The friction was intense, almost too much. Sarah whimpered against Sunny, who was shuddering toward her own climax, riding Sarah’s tongue frantically.

“Look at me, Sarah,” Marcus commanded, his voice strained with effort.

Sarah forced her eyes open, pulling her mouth from Sunny to turn her head. She met his intense grey gaze. Sweat beaded on his forehead. He was fully in control, even here, even like this. He fucked her with precise, devastating strokes, his eyes holding hers, claiming this part of her too. With a final, deep grind, he stilled, his body rigid. She felt the hot flood of his release inside her, filling the tight channel he’d conquered. He held there, buried to the hilt, for a long moment, before slowly pulling out.

Sunny came a second later, crying out, her body convulsing as she ground herself against Sarah’s cheek, her release wet and hot.

Then, silence. Broken only by ragged breathing.

The men withdrew. Sarah lay spent on the desk, a mess of sweat and come and lube, trembling uncontrollably, feeling completely satisfied for the first time in her life. Sunny slid off the desk, her legs unsteady, and began to gather her clothes.

Dr. Abersham disposed of the condom, cleaned himself methodically at a small sink in the corner. He redid his trousers, buttoned his shirt. When he turned back, he was the composed doctor again.

Marcus picked up Sarah’s scrubs from the floor. He approached the desk. “Sit up,” he said.

She pushed herself up, her arms shaking. He dressed her with the same clinical efficiency he’d used after the OR, pulling up her pants, tying the drawstring, slipping the top over her head. His hands were impersonal, his touch brief.

“Report to the neurology ward for the night shift,” he said, as if giving a standard rotation order. “Nurse Dawson will show you the way.”

Sunny, now dressed, nodded, her perky smile a few watts brighter than when she arrived. “Come on, sweet Sarah.”

Sarah slid off the desk. Her legs held. Barely. She followed Sunny to the door without looking back at the men. The hallway outside was cold, silent, empty.

Sunny linked an arm through hers, a thoroughly sisterly gesture. “You did good, Sarah,” she said softly, as they began to walk. Her voice held only warmth. “We love breaking in the virgins with Marcus. You’re one of us now, you’ll never want for anything.”

Sarah walked, her body a map of fresh pleasure and aches, her mind a perfect, hollow blank. The echo of the word us bounced inside the emptiness, finding a home in her chest. She was one of them, and she would always be.
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