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I didn’t think it would work, but I
went back to my hospital room and stripped as instructed. Leland
stayed behind to talk with the doctor for almost a half hour. When
he got back, he didn’t strip. He folded my clothes neatly as I sat
on the chair. “Do you think this will work, Honey?” I guess I had a
lot of hope in my voice because he looked at me with a lot of
sympathy and smiled.

“We’ll have to see, Baby, but I love
you no matter what.”

That was sweet of him, but I just
didn’t feel like a woman at all. For almost three years, I’d lost
all interest in sex. Doctors started out saying it was physical and
tested me left and right. Then, doctors said it was psychological
and that didn’t work either. Finally, I saw a commercial on TV
about a hospital that specialized in sexual disorders. Of course, I
thought it would be a Viagra factory, but when I called on the
phone, a nice woman explained that thirty percent of the patients
were women.

I set an appointment for three weeks
out, and I was very impressed right away because the doctor who saw
me had a full understanding of my history. He reviewed my file,
didn’t ask all the questions others had asked, and told me he
wanted to look at my eyes and do some other tests. A nurse came in,
hooked up a blood pressure machine, a device that attached to my
finger to check my heart rate, and pushed a thermometer into my
mouth. The doctor started talking. It was uncomfortable as he just
started spouting out embarrassing statements.

Taste of semen. Tongue on asshole. Warm
clit. Soaked Panties. Slapped face. Whip marks. Cock in ass. Abused
teen. Sucking a nipple. He must have said a thousand things like
that while he watched my eyes and the nurse took notes. When it was
over, he sat me down and had the nurse bring Leland and I coffee.
He looked at the notes and the figures and finally said, “Tammi, I
think you should stay here tonight, go to your hospital room, and
I’ll send you a nurse.”

It was a different nurse who returned
with the coffee. She was small and beautiful. She had slightly
Asian features, but it was really hard to tell. She demurely handed
each of us our cups and then walked out, and I couldn’t help but
stare at her ass as I did. The doctor noticed the stare and called
out, “Luanne, you’ll be with these two tonight.”

She nodded and left without another
word. Leland looked at the doctor. “What’s going on, Doctor? What’s
your idea?”

The doctor looked up at Leland. “We’re
going to wake your wife’s libido up, Mr. Conner. The bottom line is
this. Of all the tests we did, it’s clear that what her body
responds to is the idea of watching a young woman endure very rough
sex. That, combined with fairly intense lesbian curiosity ought to
do it.”

I leaned forward. “I don’t
understand.”

The doctor looked at me. “I would like
you to stay overnight. Nurse Luanne will come to your room and
Leland will be very, very rough with her.” He looked at Leland.
“Don’t worry about Luanne, she’ll handle it.” He turned back to me.
“Maybe you’ll also get a chance to interact with her.” I was fully
prepared to yell at the doctor and call him a quack, but I couldn’t
deny that I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long time,
desire.

That was how we ended up opening the
door to her a few hours later. She didn’t say a word. She just
walked to the center of the room and stripped. Naked in front of
us, she folded her clothes and put it on the bed. Then, again
silent, she got on her knees.

She looked so delicate, so perfect. I
would say she looked like a porcelain doll, but her skin wasn’t
white. It was just a very soft, light olive color and, as she knelt
in front of Leland, I was amazed by her beauty. I sat on the chair
watching her and watching him. She was kneeling, her beautiful
tiny, perfect apple-cheeked, no, wait, that wasn’t the right word.
For her, it should be little plums. The little plums of her ass
cheeks were resting on her heels, and her feet looked so small. Her
calves pressed against her thighs were lovely and her waist, it
looked so impossibly small. Her breasts were small as well, but
somehow perfectly proportioned to her body so that they looked
larger than they were, round and firm, and she knelt with her head
bowed slightly and her eyes looking down.

It wasn’t sadness or any kind of
downcast attitude that made her keep her eyes lowered, it was, in
that moment, more like reverence, and I imagined her as some kind
of a geisha or concubine or part of a harem as she knelt. Leland
reached down and cupped her chin, lifting her face to meet his. I
could see her eyes widen when they met his. “What will I do with
you?” he said.

She never took her gaze off his face
when she said, “Of course, you may do with me whatever you
like.”

He smiled and then, he backed away and,
in one quick movement, he pulled the drawstring on his pajama
bottoms so they fell on the floor and his cock sprang into view.
Watching his cock jump loose was a shock for me, but I didn’t know
quite why. I’d seen it many times before, hell it’d been inside me
many times before but, in front of her, it looked gigantic. It
looked impossibly large.

He walked in front of her, his cock
already hard, and her eyes followed him. When he reached down and
grabbed the back of her head and used his other hand to guide his
cock toward her mouth, she opened, without a word, and I watched
the head disappear past her lips. I was once again struck by how
large it seemed in comparison to her tiny mouth. For her to have
that cock there was like me sucking on a two by four. She was just
so small and delicate, but he pushed in and I watched his cock
slide in even further.

I thought that at any moment, his cock
would hit the back of her throat and when he paused, I thought that
had to be the reason. She gagged a bit, but he just adjusted
himself a little bit downward and then continued shoving into her
throat. It was astounding. I watched her throat expanding even as
she gagged, and I could see it spasming around him. But he just
kept pushing until her nose was pushed up against his pubic hair
and his balls were on her chin. His hand held her there, not giving
her any room to move. He was obeying the rough part of the doctor’s
orders, and I felt something between my legs.

I could see that she was struggling.
Her eyes grew wide and then squeezed shut and then opened wide
again. I saw a single tear roll down out of the corner of her eye.
She was gagging even harder now, her whole body was shaking with it
but, astoundingly, she never took her hands from behind her back
where they were clasped together, the knuckles turning
white.

 

He held her there tightly and then, he
began to move, slowly in and out, in and out. Every time he would
get the head of his cock out of her mouth, she would gasp, but then
he would push right back in, thrusting all the way in while she
gagged and her throat spasmed around his thick shaft. Never once,
though, no matter how deep or fast or slow he went; never once did
she bring her hands up to stop him.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.
He was forcing that huge cock in and out of her throat over and
over and over. I couldn’t take any more. I reached down, pushed
between my legs and began rubbing at myself and, as I watched her
throat expand, watched her gag and watched her sputter, I rubbed my
clit furiously. It was incredible to watch her little mouth and
small throat take Leland’s giant shaft again and again and again.
Amazingly, I was already on the verge of coming from watching
it.

It went on for about twenty or thirty
long thrusts before he pulled out completely and just turned to
walk into the restroom. I watched her and was surprised. Had it
been me, I would’ve been on the floor, gasping and shaking after
such rough treatment, but she stayed right where she was, the only
evidence of what had just happened the streaks of tears on her
cheeks.

Leland came back. He held something in
his hands. It was a ball gag. It was like the one he had bought two
years ago and we’d experimented with it to see if it would bring me
back. It didn’t, but the idea of that thing on her was incredible.
I watched as he took the ball and put it against her lips. She
opened wide but, even as wide as she opened, Leland had to work to
get it to fit, tapping it with the heel of his hand to force it in
the last little bit. Then, it was in and she couldn’t close her
mouth over it. Leland pulled the strap on over her head, which, to
me, seemed like a useless gesture since it seemed impossible that
she would be able to get the thing out of her mouth
anyway.

Once the gag was in place, he reached
under her arms and lifted her to her feet and she stood there, her
eyes still wide but appearing completely passive, ready to take
anything Leland wanted to give her. He walked her over to me and I
started to panic a little bit. My hand had still been moving
furiously on my clit and I took it away, but Leland reached forward
and took my hand and put it back on my clit and I started
tentatively rubbing it again, feeling suddenly awkward with the her
standing right in front of me. But then, he lifted her up onto me
so that her legs were on either arm of the chair and he pushed her
forward until her pussy was in my mouth.

Slowly, I put my tongue out and tasted
her. She was so sweet and musky and it was strange because she had
this tiny patch of manicured hair, almost like a triangle but it
was curved a bit like one half of a yin and yang symbol. She was so
small that the hair there was a wonderful reminder that she was a
woman and not a girl. I began to move my tongue on her and she made
squealing half-moans, the only small noises she could make through
the gag.

As I pushed my tongue up into her, I
suddenly had a desperate need to make her grab at my head or in
some other way react, to break her calm passiveness. So, I reached
up and gripped her ass with my hands tightly, pulling her down on
me as I licked even more furiously at her. She squealed and moaned
more, but her hands stayed right where they were. Determined to get
some reaction, I began licking her harder and harder, using my
tongue like a little cock and thrusting up into her pussy over and
over.

Then, suddenly, I was filled as Leland
pushed his cock into me. It felt incredible and I knew, as I
continued to lick her that I was on the verge of a tremendous
orgasm. I hadn’t even had a disappointing orgasm for three years! I
was right there and I sensed I’d be coming at any minute. Leland
pushed hard in and out, in and out, his balls slapping against my
ass as his cock filled me over and over. I stuck my tongue in,
licked around, wiggled it and then, moved it up to her clit and
sucked on it hard, all while Leland was driving me crazy with his
furious pounding. It was so remarkable, but she still hadn’t moved
her hands.

When Leland pulled out, I wanted to cry
because I so desperately wanted to come and I was so close. But
when he climbed up onto the chair and I felt his legs on either
side of me, he bent her forward so that her pussy was positioned in
front of his massive cock. I almost came without another touch. I
watched him push in and it was the most astounding thing. He was so
big and she was so small and yet, he pushed in over and over until
he was buried completely inside of her.

Now, as they moved above me, I brought
my hands back down to my clit and began moving my fingers
frantically over myself while I reached down with my other hand and
pushed two fingers inside my pussy. I watched Leland fuck her
harder and faster until, finally, her hands came from behind her
back and reached down to grab behind my shoulders at the chair to
steady herself. I moved up and again began licking at her and at
him, stroking his shaft and his balls and her musky lips with my
tongue as Leland thrust in and out of her tight pussy.

He kept fucking her so hard that I
thought there was no way she could take it, but the image of that
huge thing moving inside of her was just amazing. The squeals were
coming more frequently but, really, there wasn’t much noise that
could escape past the ball gag. I just licked and licked as my
fingers kept busy on my clit and Leland kept fucking her above me
with his huge shaft. I kept watching it slide in and out of that
tiny slit and I thought that she would split in two if he kept it
up. I couldn’t control myself. “Is she tight, Baby, is she
tight?”

Leland growled an answer. “Oh yeah, God
she is.” And I kept licking and licking, my tongue running over
both of them.

 I
heard a loud smack and I realized that Leland was spanking her, and
it turned me on beyond belief. I heard another smack and, this
time, I heard a little yelp through the ball gag and that was even
better. I continued to lick furiously at the two of them as he
pounded into her pussy and began spanking her ass without absolute
abandon. I was just about to come and I knew it and an evil thought
crossed my mind. So, I pushed my tongue onto her clit one more time
and then, I lifted my head away and said, “Push into her ass,
Leland; shove into her ass.”

For the briefest of moments, I thought
she would lose composure and struggle but, after just one twitch,
she didn’t move. Leland pulled out of her pussy and I shoved my
tongue into her and then, pulled it out and sucked on her clit.
Then, Leland put his cock against the tiny rosebud opening of her
ass and without any pretense or warning at all, he shoved forward
hard. I came and my pussy squeezed my fingers so hard, I could
barely move them. As my body shook, I heard Luanne screaming around
the ball gag in her mouth, but she didn’t move her hands, she just
gripped the back of the chair tightly.

I was rubbing and pushing in and out of
myself furiously and I sucked on her clit as hard as I could. I so
desperately wanted to see that huge shaft moving in and out of her
tight hole, but I couldn’t. All I could see was her belly, her body
shaking above me in response to his shaft assaulting her tightest
hole. Still, as I sucked her clit, I noticed her responding to it
and then, her body was moving backwards a little with each thrust,
until she was moving just as hard and fast as Leland and her
screams had become moans and then, she was coming. I watched her
whole body tense and I could feel her shaking around me. I could
only imagine what her ass was doing to Leland’s cock as she came.
It ramped up my orgasm right back up to the breaking point and
pleasure crashed over me again as Leland pounded her ass hard and I
continued to suck on her clit.

Finally, she couldn’t take anymore and
reached down and pulled my head away and I felt a dramatic sense of
victory that made my fingers move quickly again over my own clit.
Then, Leland groaned and I felt him push hard into her and I knew
that he was filling her ass with his load. I continued to shudder
from my own orgasm and finally, Leland pulled out. He staggered
back off of the chair and then, he reached up and helped her down.
I saw him fiddling with the gag and pulling the strap off her head
and then, reaching in to remove the ball from her mouth. It wasn’t
easy to do and he had to almost pry it from her mouth. When it came
out, I expected her to gasp, but she didn’t. She simply stood,
passively, her hands behind her back and asked if we needed
anything else.

Leland thanked her and said we were
fine. She nodded, gathered her clothes, and walked out of the room
without even putting them on. I looked at Leland. I had just come
harder than I ever had in my life and I wanted to fuck him again
right then. I jumped on him and pushed him to the bed. That was
just the beginning. We slept with each other three times that
night, once in the morning, and then the moment we got back to the
house. I fucked him when he left for work in the morning. I fucked
him when he got home. I fucked him when we went to bed. Sometimes I
showed up at his work just to fuck him in his office.

Did I mention Leland’s a
multi-millionaire? He had a net worth of eleven million dollars
when we drove home from the hospital. After six months, our net
worth dropped to nine million, and the hospital began construction
on a new wing. When they wanted to name it after us, we refused and
made them name it after Nurse Luanne.
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