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It was only the second time in my life
I’d been to the emergency room. The first time was when I was
twelve and I had broken my arm after falling out of a tree. This
time, I wasn’t even the person who was hurt. It had all happened
kind of strangely. I was walking out of a coffee shop, coffee in
hand, when a young man on a motorcycle crashed right in front of
me. When he hit the ground, he rolled across the pavement; it
looked awful. Because my car just happened to be there, I helped
him in and drove directly to the hospital. I figured I was doing my
good deed for the day and karma would smile down on me.

So there I was in the emergency room.
He’d been admitted and I was on my way out when I heard a lilting
voice call me, “Excuse me, ma’am?” I turned around. It was a lovely
young nurse. I put her at twenty-three or twenty-four; it was sort
of strange to see her, too, because this was one of those
traditional hospitals and she still had the nurse’s coif and the
white dress. Somehow with her straw-yellow hair that hung down
straight from her head and the blue expressive eyes on her
pixie-like face, the effect was alluring rather than the
comforting, maternal kind of feelings that most nurses are supposed
to provide.

“Are you Myra Alexander?” I was
perplexed and I looked at her. She said, “Are you the one who
brought the motorcycle accident in?” I nodded. She asked me to come
with her. I shrugged; I didn’t know what they needed. I knew
absolutely nothing about the guy. All he had done in my car was
groan with the pain and thank me for my kindness. The nurse brought
me into a small office, asked me to have a seat and then
disappeared. In a few minutes she was back with a man in doctor’s
scrubs. And where she was alluring because of her beautiful
innocence, he was exactly the kind of dark, tall and handsome that
gets women in trouble.

He smiled at me. “You’re a hero, young
lady.”

I shook my head, “No, I’m not a hero.
He was just banged up a little bit and since it probably would have
taken less to get in my car then to call an ambulance, I drove him
here.”

“I don’t think you understand,” the
doctor smiled at me as he spoke; “there was internal damage that
would’ve killed him if we hadn’t gotten right to it. If you had
called an ambulance instead, he probably would’ve been dead by the
time they got there, much less by the time they got him here.” I
was shocked, but I have to admit a sense of pride flushed through
me and I think I blushed a little bit.

The nurse walked up to me and put her
hand on my shoulder. She smiled and said, “I’ve been working here
for six months and I haven’t saved a single life!” I didn’t know
what to do with the praise. I sat there feeling both joyous and
uncomfortable at the same time. I realized after about thirty
seconds of no one speaking that the nurse hadn’t taken her hand
from my shoulder. I was about to say something, but she did
something that made me even more uncertain about the situation. She
leaned down and suddenly put her mouth on mine.

I think I was in shock. I sat there
rigid as her tongue began to push past my lips, wriggling in and
gently exploring my mouth. I don’t know why I didn’t resist or push
her away. I’d never been with a woman before and the feeling was
strange and exciting at the same time. She kissed me, her hand
squeezing my shoulder now, and her other hand coming up to caress
my cheek as her mouth worked on me. When she finally broke the kiss
away, I sighed a long, soft sigh. I couldn’t believe how hot my
body had become; I was almost feverish.

I looked at her with a stunned,
confused expression then I turned and looked at the doctor and got
an even bigger surprise. While she kissed me, he’d stripped and now
he stood naked. His very long and very thick cock was erect and
pointed directly at us. I started to say, “I don’t understand,” but
I only got to, “I don’t—”before her mouth was on me again, kissing
me. This time she was more aggressive, bringing a hand up to hold
my head tightly as she kissed me and pushed her tongue in more
forcefully, almost using it like a little dick to fuck my
mouth.

She held me there for a little while,
kissing intently, and I realized about halfway in that I had
brought my hand up to her back as she kissed me. When she broke
away this time, I was determined to put a stop to it so I looked
straight at her and started to say something, but I felt the
doctor’s hands on my head. He turned me, and suddenly his cock was
at my lips, pushing in right in the middle of my “Hey, wait a
minute” sentence.

I think I might be some kind of a slut.
When I said it was my first time with a woman, don’t take that to
mean that I wasn’t experienced with sex. It wasn’t the first cock
that had ever been in my mouth. In fact, it wasn’t even the
fiftieth cock that had ever been in my mouth. So the moment the
head pushed over my tongue, I reacted instinctively and began
sucking, drawing my lips tight around him and flicking my tongue at
the tip before I even knew what I was doing.

He groaned and began moving in and out
of my mouth, never pulling completely out but pushing deeply so
that his cock pressed up against the opening of my throat. Again,
acting on instinct, I relaxed my throat so I wouldn’t gag.
Everything seemed so surreal, like it wasn’t even happening. My
mind hadn’t caught up to my body yet and I swirled my tongue around
his cock. I’ve always loved giving blowjobs. Sometimes they get me
so turned on that with just the barest touch of my own finger on my
clit, I cum hard while I’m sucking on one of my
boyfriends.

This time was no different; I felt the
familiar warmth between my legs, the growing urgency. I didn’t even
know the name of the man whose cock I sucked but my body reacted
far faster than my mind and I continued to lick and flick at him. I
moved my mouth back and forth as he pushed in and out.

I was just about to come to my senses
and realize what I was doing when I felt the nurse’s hands on me. I
had worn a very thin cotton blouse and in moments her deft fingers
had unbuttoned it and I felt her hands over my breasts. I hadn’t
worn a bra – I hadn’t intended to go out that day at all and had
simply run to the coffee shop to pick up my morning wake-me-up. I
had assumed I would be heading right back home. So when her hands
went inside of my blouse, they found my bare breasts and she began
immediately caressing and rubbing them. I felt her fingers on my
nipples and I moaned around the cock in my mouth.

Again, my mind reached that foggy,
cloudy place where it was in hibernation while my body was active.
She rubbed my breasts while the doctor pushed the blouse over my
shoulders and off. He continued pushing in and out of my mouth
while the nurse went lower, her hands reaching my waist and
fumbling with the button on my shorts. That woke me up a little bit
and I started to struggle but then her mouth found my nipple. She
closed her lips around it and began to flick at it with her
tongue.

 

I moaned again around the doctor’s
cock; her tongue flicked and moved over my nipple making me breathe
in sharply with arousal. It made a whistling sound around the
doctor’s dick. The doctor groaned and began to get a little more
forceful. It made me gag a bit but my body was beyond the point of
caring at all.

The nurse had unbuttoned my shorts now
and I felt her wiggling them over my hips, over my ass and down.
Again, I hadn’t worn underwear. I’d expected a fifteen minute trip,
tops, just going to the coffee shop, ordering my coffee, and
driving back home. I hadn’t planned on being anywhere or doing
anything; so once she pulled them down to my ankles and then off, I
was naked except for my sandals. She made quick work of those as
well. With the doctor’s cock pushing in and out of my mouth, I was
on the couch without a stitch of clothing on when she knelt in
front of me and put her mouth on my pussy.

I already mentioned that I loved giving
blowjobs. I also found that it’s generally easier to get my mouth
on somebody than it is to get a mouth on me. So while I wasn’t a
complete stranger to having a tongue down there, it didn’t happen
often enough that it wasn’t a thrilling and wonderful surprise. I
think the nurse was an expert at it too, because when her tongue
began to explore my folds, I felt myself melting. For the past few
minutes, I’d been moving in and out of resistance. When I’d come to
my senses and become a little reluctant, my mind would fight with
my body and try to stop what was happening. The moment that nurse’s
tongue was wriggling inside of me, there was no resistance at
all.

I moaned and thrust my hips up toward
her. She began pushing her tongue in and out of me the same way she
had her mouth, it was incredible. It felt like my entire body
ignited in pleasure as her tongue worked on me. She continued to
lick that way, pushing in and out of me until finally, the doctor
pulled his cock out of my mouth. I gasped as I saw his cock, wet
and dripping with my saliva.

The nurse backed away. The
doctor lifted me up and sat down where I had been and then pulled
me back onto him. The nurse spread my legs as he eased me down on
his cock and then suddenly my pussy was filled with that massive
thing. I groaned as he began moving. He was big, much bigger than any man I’d
had before and as he pushed up and into me, I felt myself on the
verge of a tremendous orgasm.

The nurse moved down and put her tongue
on me, licking at my clit as his shaft pushed into me over and
over. It was incredible. I cried out and came immediately, my whole
body tensing and releasing as he moved inside of me and the nurse
kept up her assault on my clit. I moaned, “Oh God, yes! Fuck me,
fuck me! Oh fuck me!” and the doctor obliged. He held my waist
tightly and slammed into me, over and over, up and down.

I finally got enough strength to take
my hands and push the nurse away from my far too sensitive clit.
She backed away and I saw her smile at me before I closed my eyes
to enjoy the pleasures of the doctor fucking me. My climax sent
waves of pleasure through me. If I was feverish before it happened,
I was aflame now. My whole body felt hot, electric, and
overwhelmed. I got lost in the overpowering sensations that coursed
through me and showed no sign of slowing.

When I noticed the nurse again, it was
because she was suddenly standing in front of me. She was naked now
and I saw her perfectly smooth, shaved pussy right in front of my
face. I’d never been with a woman, never really seriously
considered it although I’d found certain women attractive enough to
have brief images of them run through my mind. But there she was,
standing balanced above the doctor and me, her slit just inches
away from my mouth. She grabbed my head and pulled me to her as I
bounced up and down on the doctor’s cock.

Even though I had never had a cunt that
close to my face, I knew what to do. I pushed out my tongue
tentatively. The movement of the doctor beneath me added urgency to
what I was doing; and as I pushed my tongue up into her and tasted
her exotic and musky flavor she squealed and pulled me tighter to
her.

I tried to mimic what she had done
earlier with me, pushing in and out, but she took my head and
positioned it so that my tongue was right above her clit. So
instead, I attacked her hard little button, sucking as fiercely as
I could and flicking at it as the doctor continued to pound me. It
didn’t take long. Almost before I knew what was happening, she
cried out, “Oh God! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum!” I licked her
more eagerly, wanting to taste her juices, “Oh fuck! I’m
cumming!”

She held my face there as she came and
then backed away, shoving two of her own fingers into herself right
in front of me, so that I could watch. She pushed in and out, in
and out, almost putting on a show for me. That brought my own
orgasm back to full and I cried out, screaming as the doctor
continued to pound me.

Finally, just at the point when I
thought I couldn’t do anymore, the doctor groaned and pushed up
hard. Suddenly I was empty; he lifted me up and the nurse seemed to
magically fall to her knees, taking his cock in her mouth. I
watched as she sucked him and watched as he groaned and suddenly
her face blew up like a balloon. Her cheeks puffed up completely
and I knew that he was cumming into her mouth.

She sucked, gently stroking his balls
as he groaned beneath her. He was lifting me up so that I was on
his abdomen; it was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.
Eventually, she pulled her mouth away and then she stood, leaning
forward to kiss me and flooding my mouth with the doctor’s semen.
It was maybe the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me. Her
tongue explored my mouth and my tongue explored hers, and cum
filled me until I swallowed it down. We stayed that way for a
minute or two, just kissing.

The doctor’s breathing slowly returning
to normal, and a moment later the nurse pulled her mouth away and
kissed me softly on the cheek. The doctor lifted me up and put me
back down gently and then the two began to dress as if nothing had
happened. I sat there in complete and utter shock. The doctor left
but the nurse stayed with me and helped me get my clothes back
on.

When it was done, I stood dressed and
didn’t know what to say. She gave me a hug and another kiss on the
cheek, leaning forward to whisper in my ear, “I always wanted to
sleep with a hero.” I felt myself flush again with pride and a
little embarrassment. But more than that, there was a growing
arousal. I reached into the back pocket of my shorts and found my
little wallet. I pulled out one of my business cards and handed it
to her. She took it with a quizzical look on her face. I smiled at
her and said, “I’m going to spend the rest of the day trying to
find things to be heroic about. Once I’ve done something, I’m going
to give you a call.” She giggled softly, took me by the hand and
led me back out into the emergency waiting room.
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