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AN UNUSUAL JOB INTERVIEW

MF / Medical Exam / Fingering / Speculum / Anal / Vibrator

My palms felt slick against the leather portfolio in my lap. Liberty Hospital’s administrative wing hummed with quiet efficiency, all polished floors and the faint scent of antiseptic. I’d spent the morning filling out forms, my new nursing degree feeling both heavy and flimsy in the face of real employment. The salary listed for the open position was… staggering. Life-changing. The kind of number that could erase student debt in a few short years.

“Evelyn Granger? Dr. Hardwick will see you now.”

His office was nothing like I expected. No cluttered desk, no diplomas crowding the walls. It was sleek, modern, dominated by a large mahogany desk and two deep chairs facing it. He stood as I entered.

Dr. Richard Hardwick was younger than I’d imagined a department head would be, maybe mid-thirties. Dark hair, neatly styled. A tan that spoke of leisure time, not fluorescent lighting. His eyes were a deep, focused brown. He smiled, a quick flash of white, and gestured to a chair.

“Miss Granger. Please, sit.”

His voice was smooth, a low baritone that seemed to settle in the room. We went through the basics—my education, my clinical rotations. His questions were precise, intelligent. He listened with an intensity that made me feel like the only person in the world. Then, the shift was subtle, but undeniable.

“Your resume is impressive,” he said, leaning back, steepling his fingers. “But at Liberty, we believe in a holistic understanding of our staff. The mind and the body are intrinsically linked, especially in high-stress environments. I have a few… personal questions. To gauge your stress responses, your self-awareness.”

I nodded, my throat tight. “Of course.”

“Are you in a committed relationship?”

The question threw me. “I… no. Not currently.”

“Sexually active?”

A flush crept up my neck. “I’m sorry, is that relevant?”

“Completely.” His gaze held mine, unblinking. “A healthy, managed sexual outlet is a proven factor in resilience. Do you engage in self-pleasure frequently?”

The air grew warmer. I could hear my own heart. I needed this job. The number on the offer letter flashed in my mind. “I… yes. A normal amount, I suppose.”

“Define normal.” A slight, knowing tilt to his lips.

“A few times a week,” I whispered, the confession feeling both dangerous and strangely exhilarating.

He made a note on a pad I couldn’t see. “Ever experienced a partner bringing you to climax? Or is it primarily self-induced?”

“Both,” I said, the word rushing out. My face was on fire.

“Good. Honesty is essential here.” He set his pen down. “Now. The final step is a standard pre-employment physical. Hospital policy. Are you agreeable to that?”

A physical. My mind raced. It made a clinical sort of sense, but the timing, after those questions, felt… charged. The salary number loomed again, a siren’s call. I swallowed. “Yes. I am.”

“Excellent.” He stood, fluid and sure. “The exam room is just through here.”

It was a standard outpatient room. Exam table, stirrups, a tray of instruments, a sink. The door clicked shut behind us, sealing us in a space that suddenly felt incredibly small.

“Blood pressure first.” His fingers were cool, competent on the inside of my arm. The cuff tightened. “A little elevated,” he murmured, his eyes on the gauge. “Nerves are expected.”

He listened to my heart, his stethoscope a cold disc through my blouse. His proximity was a tangible thing—the clean, sharp scent of his soap, the heat radiating from his body. Each instruction was delivered in that same calm, professional tone.

“Now, for the full assessment, I’ll need you to disrobe completely and position yourself on the table. Feet in the stirrups, please.”

My fingers trembled on my buttons. The air was cool on my skin as I folded my clothes onto the chair, leaving me utterly exposed. I moved quickly, lying back, the paper sheet crinkling under me. I placed my feet in the cold metal stirrups, knees falling apart, hiding nothing. I stared at the acoustic tiles on the ceiling, my breath shallow.

He returned, having washed his hands. He stood at the end of the table, looking down at me. His expression was one of pure, analytical focus. “Just relax, Evelyn. This is routine.”

He didn’t use gloves.

The first touch of his fingers against my inner thigh was a jolt. So warm. So direct. He parted me, and a soft sound escaped my lips before I could catch it.

“Sensitive,” he noted, almost to himself.

Then his finger was there, sliding through my folds, which were already, betrayingly, damp. This was not a clinical check for swelling or lesions. This was a slow, exploring stroke, circling my entrance, then sliding up to find my clit. He pressed, a firm, knowing pressure, and my hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

“Good vascular response,” he said, his voice a low hum.

He reached for the speculum. The cold metal made me flinch as he guided it inside. The click of the mechanism opening me was loud in the quiet room. He was careful, but the sensation of being spread, exposed, was overwhelming. He peered inside, adjusting a small light.

“Healthy tissue.” He removed the instrument, the relief momentary.

Then his hand was back, a single finger tracing a slick path lower, past my entrance, to the tight ring of muscle behind. He pressed, just a suggestion of pressure. My whole body tensed.

“Rectal tone is part of the exam,” he explained, his voice steady. The finger pushed, slowly, inexorably, breaching that tightness. It was an invasion, sharp and strange, but it sent a confusing bolt of heat straight to my core. He moved the finger, a shallow in-and-out, and a broken gasp tore from my throat.

He withdrew, and I heard the soft buzz before I saw it. A sleek, black vibrator. He didn’t explain this time. He simply brought it to me, the rounded tip already humming, and pressed it directly against my clit.

My back arched off the table. A sharp, electric pleasure, blinding in its intensity, lanced through me. Oh god.

“I need to assess your sensitivity,” he said, his eyes locked on where the device met my flesh. He moved it in slow, deliberate circles, the vibration setting every nerve ending ablaze. The coiling tension in my belly was immediate, urgent. This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening. But the pleasure was real, a rising tsunami drowning every rational thought.

His other hand came to rest on my lower belly, holding me down, anchoring me. “Let me see your response, Evelyn.”

The command undid me. The orgasm ripped through me with violent suddenness, a white-hot burst of sensation that had me crying out, my body convulsing against the paper sheet. A hot rush gushed from me, hitting the table with a soft, wet sound. I pulsed around the emptiness, waves of aftershock making my legs shake in the stirrups.

For a moment, there was only the sound of my ragged breathing. Humiliation flooded me, hot and prickling. I’d just… on an exam table… in front of my potential boss.

Dr. Hardwick switched off the vibrator. The silence was profound. He didn’t look shocked or judgmental. He looked… satisfied. He reached for a towel and cleaned the table between my legs with a practiced, gentle motion.

“A powerful, healthy climax reflex,” he said, his tone as even as if he’d commented on my blood pressure. “Perfectly natural. In fact, it’s an excellent sign of a balanced nervous system.” He handed me the towel. “You can get dressed now.”

My movements were robotic. I dressed with my back to him, my skin still humming, the scent of my own release and antiseptic clinging to the air. When I turned, he was at the sink, washing his hands again. He dried them and walked back to his desk, sitting as if we’d just concluded a discussion about scheduling.

I stood before him, feeling completely unraveled.

He picked up a pen, scribbled something on a form, and slid it across the desk to me. It was a job offer. The start date was this coming Monday. His signature was already a bold slash at the bottom.

“Welcome to Liberty Hospital, Evelyn.”

MY FIRST DAY AT LIBERTY HOSPITAL

MMF / Age Gap / Blowjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The scent of bleach and floor wax hit me the moment I pushed through the glass doors of Liberty Hospital. My new scrubs—a pale, baby blue—felt crisp and unfamiliar against my skin. My stomach was a knot of nervous energy, a mix of first-day jitters and something deeper, a hum left over from that exam room. From Dr. Hardwick’s hands. I pushed the memory down, clutching the strap of my bag.

I found him in the same sleek office, already looking over charts. He glanced up, that same assessing gaze sweeping over me.

“Nurse Granger. Punctual. I appreciate that.” He gestured to the chair. “Sit. We have some orientation to cover before rounds.”

I sat back straight, trying to project a confidence I didn’t feel.

He leaned forward, his elbows on the desk, his fingers templed. “At Liberty, we operate under a unique philosophy. A progressive one.” His voice was calm, instructional. “Modern medicine recognizes the profound link between mental well-being and physical healing. Stress, repression, frustration… these are toxins. They slow recovery, weaken the immune response.”

I nodded, following along. It sounded reasonable, if a bit intense.

“We’ve found,” he continued, his eyes holding mine, “that the most effective treatment often involves direct, hands-on relief. For our patients, and for our staff. A release of tension. A… connection.”

A cold trickle of understanding began in my chest. “What kind of connection?”

“A physical one.” He said it so simply, as if discussing a new vitamin protocol. “Male patients, and indeed, male staff members, have certain needs. Needs that, when met, promote a state of relaxation and hormonal balance conducive to healing. Our nursing staff facilitates that.”

The room tilted slightly. “Facilitates?”

“You have a body, Evelyn. A healthy, responsive one, as your exam confirmed.” A faint, knowing smile touched his lips. “That body is now part of our therapeutic arsenal. The men here have free use of it, within reason, as prescribed. It’s part of your duties.”

My mouth went dry. Free use. The words echoed, horrible and thrilling all at once. Images flashed—the exam table, the vibrator, my own helpless climax. This was that, but magnified a thousand times.

“I… that’s not nursing,” I whispered.

“It’s a higher form of care.” His tone lost none of its smoothness. “And the compensation reflects that. Think of your student loans, Evelyn. Your rent. The freedom that salary provides.” He let that hang, a heavy, seductive weight. “The choice is yours, of course. You can walk out. But the job offer, at this salary… it’s contingent on your full participation in our methods.”

I felt the walls closing in. The numbers marched through my head—the debt, the bills, the grim studio apartment, the clunky car that needed new tires. The offer letter’s figure was a lifeline, the only one I had. Walking away meant drowning.

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was insane. Illegal. Wrong.

“I…” The word was a croak. I thought of his finger inside me, the shocking, shameful pleasure of it. A hidden part of me, one I’d never acknowledged, stirred at the memory of that loss of control. “I need the job.”

His smile widened, a flash of genuine warmth that didn’t reach his eyes. “Excellent. Then let’s begin.”

He stood, and I followed him, my legs moving on autopilot. We walked down a quiet hall, the squeak of my new sneakers loud in my ears. He stopped at a door, room 314.

“Mr. Robinson. Coronary bypass, four days post-op. Stable, but experiencing some discomfort.” Dr. Hardwick spoke in a low murmur outside the door. “Your task is to alleviate his pain by providing a pleasurable distraction.”

He opened the door without knocking.

The room was dim, the blinds half-closed. An older man, maybe in his sixties, with a thatch of gray hair and a weary face, lay propped up in the bed. He looked at Dr. Hardwick, then at me, confusion shifting to a dawning, hungry interest.

“Mr. Robinson, this is Nurse Granger. She’ll be assisting with your treatment today.”

Mr. Robinson’s eyes, a faded blue, traveled over my body in the scrubs. A slow smile spread. “Well, hello there.”

“Evelyn,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice dropping to that firm, instructive tone. “Proceed. Begin with oral stimulation.”

My face burned. Here? Now? With him watching? Mr. Robinson was already pushing the thin hospital blanket down, fumbling with the ties of his gown. He pulled the fabric aside.

His cock lay against his thigh, already half-hard. It was thick, veined, bigger than I’d expected for a man his age and condition.

“Nurse,” Dr. Hardwick prompted, a slight edge in his voice.

The financial numbers screamed in my skull. I moved to the bedside, my hands trembling. I could feel Dr. Hardwick’s gaze on my back, a physical pressure. Mr. Robinson watched me, his breathing a little quicker.

I bent over the bed rail. The smell of stale sleep and antiseptic filled my nose. I closed my eyes for a second, then opened them, focusing on the task. Just a procedure, I told myself. A clinical act.

I took him in my hand. He was warm, the skin loose. I leaned down and took the head into my mouth.

A low groan came from above me. “That’s it,” Mr. Robinson sighed.

I worked, using my tongue, my lips, trying to detach my mind. But sensation invaded. The salty taste of pre-cum. The heavy weight on my tongue. The way he grew harder, fuller, until my mouth strained to accommodate him. My own body betrayed me, a familiar, slick heat gathering between my legs. Shameful. Inexplicable.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Dr. Hardwick. He had leaned against the wall, his arms crossed. His right hand was down, moving slowly, rhythmically in the front of his trousers. He was stroking himself, watching me suck this old man’s cock. His expression was one of intense, cool study.

“Enough,” Dr. Hardwick said after a few minutes. His voice was a little thicker. “Mount him, Evelyn. Cowgirl position. Let him feel your warmth.”

I pulled back, my lips wet, my mind reeling. I stood on shaky legs. My fingers went to the hem of my scrub top. I pulled it over my head, dropping it to the floor. Then the pants. I stood naked at the bedside, the cool air raising goosebumps on my skin. Mr. Robinson’s eyes devoured me, lingering on my breasts, my hips, the blonde triangle of hair below.

“Get on the bed. Straddle him.”

I climbed onto the mattress, the springs groaning under my weight. I swung a leg over his hips, kneeling over him. His hands came up, groping my breasts, pinching my nipples. I gasped, the sensation sharp and direct. I reached down, took his cock, and guided it to my entrance.

I sank down.

The stretch was immediate, a burning fullness that stole my breath. He was big, and I wasn’t ready. I paused, impaled, my inner muscles fluttering around the intrusion.

“Move, Nurse,” Dr. Hardwick commanded softly.

I began to rock, a tentative up-and-down motion. The friction sparked, a live wire in my core. My own wetness made the slide easier, a lewd, slick sound filling the room. Pleasure, unwanted and fierce, began to coil deep inside me. My hips found a rhythm, riding him faster, taking him deeper. The bed frame knocked softly against the wall.

Mr. Robinson grunted, his hands grabbing my hips, his fingers digging in. “Yeah… oh, fuck, yeah…”

I was losing myself in it. The sheer, physical mechanics of it. The feel of him filling me, the slap of skin, the building tension in my own belly. I rode him hard, my breasts bouncing, sweat sheening my skin. The clinical pretense evaporated. This was raw, animal sex, and my body was all for it.

The orgasm took me by surprise. It wasn’t the sharp, electric burst from the vibrator, but a deep, rolling wave that started in my core and radiated outward. My back arched, a silent scream on my lips as I convulsed around him, milking his cock with my contractions.

My climax triggered his. With a choked shout, he bucked beneath me, his hold on my hips turning bruising. I felt the hot, pulsing rush as he came inside me, jet after jet, flooding my depths. I collapsed forward onto his chest, spent, panting, his release leaking out of me onto the sheets.

For a moment, there was only the sound of our ragged breathing.

Then, Dr. Hardwick’s voice, closer now. “Well done. Off, please.”

I pushed myself up, disengaging from Mr. Robinson’s softening cock with a wet, soft sound. I climbed off the bed, unsteady on my feet. Cum trickled down my inner thigh.

“Bend over that cabinet,” Dr. Hardwick said, nodding toward a low, wide storage unit against the wall.

My mind was foggy, submissive. I obeyed, walking on trembling legs to the cabinet. I bent at the waist, placing my palms flat on the cool laminate surface. My ass was exposed to the room, to Mr. Robinson’s gaze, to Dr. Hardwick.

I heard the rustle of clothing, the zip of his fly. Then he was behind me, his body pressing close. His hands gripped my hips, possessive and firm. The broad, blunt head of his cock nudged at my slick, used entrance.

He pushed in.

He was thicker than Mr. Robinson. The stretch was different, more demanding. He filled me completely, a deep, penetrating invasion. He didn’t wait, didn’t gentle. He pulled back and thrust, a hard, smooth stroke that drove a moan from my throat.

“Yes,” he hissed behind me, his rhythm establishing fast and deep.

This was nothing like the ride on Mr. Robinson. This was being taken, used. His thrusts were powerful, precise, each one jolting me forward on the cabinet. His fingers bit into the flesh of my hips. The sound of skin slapping skin was louder, sharper. The mix of their cum inside me made the glide obscenely wet.

Mr. Robinson watched, his hand moving under the sheets, stroking himself again as he witnessed Dr. Hardwick claiming me.

The pleasure was overwhelming, a dark tide pulling me under. Each deep drive brushed a spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. My earlier climax had just primed me; this one built faster, hotter, a pressure threatening to shatter me.

“You feel that?” Dr. Hardwick grunted, his pace relentless. “You feel how well you’re being used? This is your job now.”

His words, degrading and true, pushed me over. Another orgasm tore through me, violent and consuming. I cried out, my body clamping around him in vicious pulses. He groaned, a raw, unfiltered sound, and his thrusts lost their precision, becoming frantic. He buried himself to the hilt and held there, his own release pumping into me, hot and endless, mixing with what was already there.

We stayed like that for a long moment, joined, panting. Then he slid out. A gush of warm fluid followed, dripping down my legs onto the floor.

I stayed bent over, trying to catch my breath, my mind blank and humming.

“Get dressed,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice back to its normal, composed baritone. I heard him fixing his clothes.

I pushed myself upright, my legs shaky. I picked up my scrubs from the floor, pulled them on. The fabric felt rough against my sensitive skin. I didn’t look at Mr. Robinson. I couldn’t.

Dr. Hardwick checked the patient’s vitals monitor, made a note on the chart at the foot of the bed. He turned to me. A sheen of sweat glistened at his temple. He looked… energized.

“You did great, Evelyn. Truly. A natural.” He stepped closer, his voice for me alone. “This is just the beginning. There’s much more work to be done.”

MRS. BROWN’S BREAST AUGMENTATION

MFF / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering / PIV Sex

Dr. Hardwick’s hand was a firm pressure on my back, guiding me away from room 314 and down another corridor. My body still hummed from the double filling, a slick reminder between my thighs. My mind felt scraped raw, swinging between shame and a strange, floating detachment.

“Mrs. Eleanor Brown,” he said, his voice cutting through my haze. “Forty-eight. Status-post augmentation mammoplasty and abdominoplasty. Five days out. Healing well, but circulation to the new tissue is paramount.” He glanced at me, his brown eyes sharp. “You’ll assist.”

We entered the room.

The room was different. Larger. Flowers filled every surface, their cloying sweetness mixing with the hospital smell. The woman in the bed looked like a magazine photo recovering from a shoot. Sleek, dark hair fanned over the pillow. Her face was carefully made-up, her expression one of bored expectation.

“Eleanor, this is Nurse Granger.”

Mrs. Brown’s eyes, a cool hazel, appraised me. A smile touched her lips. “Fresh meat. How lovely.”

Dr. Hardwick moved to the bedside with a familiar, effortless authority. “Just need to check your incisions, Eleanor. The healing is excellent.” He didn’t ask her to disrobe. He simply pulled the sheet and gown down, exposing her chest.

Her breasts were high, round, artificially perfect. The faint red lines beneath them were neat, almost artistic. Her skin was pale and looked soft. My mouth went dry for a different reason now. She was beautiful in a daunting, polished way.

He leaned close, his fingers gently probing the flesh around the implants. “No swelling. No heat. Excellent.” His touch was clinical, but Mrs. Brown’s breath hitched, her back arching slightly into his hand. “Sensitivity is returning, I see.”

“Yes, they’re very sensitive,” she murmured, her gaze sliding to me.

“Understood.” Dr. Hardwick straightened. “Nurse Granger.” He turned to me. “Lactation simulation. Suckling encourages blood flow, promotes lymphatic drainage.”

My pulse jumped. Suckling?

“Go on,” Mrs. Brown said, her voice a low purr. “I don’t bite.”

Dr. Hardwick gave a slight, imperceptible nod.

I stepped forward, my legs unsteady. The space between the bed and me felt vast. I leaned over her, the scent of her perfume—something floral and expensive—filling my senses. Her nipple, a pale pink, was already pebbled tight.

I lowered my head and took it into my mouth.

A sharp gasp from above me. Her hand came up, her fingers threading into my hair, not guiding, but holding. I closed my lips around the firm bud, my tongue circling. The taste was clean skin and a faint saltiness. I suckled, gently at first, then with more pressure.

“Yes,” she hissed, her hips shifting on the bed. Her other hand came up to cradle her other breast, her thumb stroking the nipple. “The other one. Don’t neglect it.”

I switched, my mouth latching onto her left breast. I sucked, my cheeks hollowing. The sensation was oddly meditative, the pull and release. Her breathing grew ragged. Her grip in my hair tightened, pushing me deeper against her. Heat radiated from her skin. My own nipples tightened, a sympathetic ache blooming in my core. I was becoming wet again, the scrubs fabric rubbing faintly against me with each small movement.

“Good,” Dr. Hardwick observed. I could feel him watching, a constant presence. “Now, Eleanor needs deeper relaxation. Evelyn, you’ll perform oral stimulation.”

I pulled back, my lips wet, a string of saliva breaking between my mouth and her glistening nipple. Mrs. Brown was already moving, hiking the thin hospital gown up around her waist. She scooted to the very edge of the bed, spreading her legs. She was completely bare, her pubic hair neatly trimmed. Her folds were already flushed, glistening.

“Kneel,” Dr. Hardwick instructed, his voice devoid of inflection.

I sank to my knees on the cool linoleum. The position was submissive, utterly exposed. Her scent, musky and rich, washed over me. I looked up the length of her body to see her watching me, her head propped on a pillow, a look of avid curiosity on her face.

I leaned in.

My tongue found her center, a slow, flat stroke from bottom to top. She jolted, a low moan vibrating in her chest. Her taste was stronger, more complex than Mr. Robinson’s clean saltiness. I circled her clit, then dipped lower, pushing my tongue into her opening. She was hot, silken.

“Use your fingers,” Dr. Hardwick said. “Open her.”

I brought my hand up, two fingers sliding easily into her wetness. I curled them, searching, as my mouth returned to her clit, sucking gently. Her hips began to rock against my face, finding a rhythm. My own arousal was a demanding throb, ignored but persistent. The sounds were obscene—wet, sucking noises, her sharp gasps, the rustle of sheets.

“I’m close,” she panted. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I worked her with my mouth and fingers, losing myself in the mechanics, in the feedback of her trembling thighs, the clutch of her inner muscles around my fingers. Her moans climbed in pitch.

Her orgasm hit suddenly. Her back bowed off the bed, a choked cry tearing from her throat. A hot, tangy rush flooded my mouth, more liquid than I expected, spilling over my lips and chin. I swallowed instinctively, keeping my mouth sealed to her, feeling her pulse and quiver against my tongue until the waves subsided.

I pulled back, breathing hard, wiping my chin with the back of my hand. She lay boneless, a satisfied smile on her face.

Dr. Hardwick moved then. I heard his zipper. “She requires more treatment. I’ll take over now.”

Mrs. Brown rolled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him over the edge of the mattress. She looked back at him, eyes heavy-lidded. “By all means, Doctor.”

He positioned himself behind her. I watched, still on my knees, as he guided his thick, erect cock to her slick entrance. He pushed forward, sinking into her in one smooth, deep thrust.

“God,” she groaned, her head dropping.

He set a ruthless pace from the start, his hips pistoning, his hands gripping her hips. The slap of his skin against hers filled the room. My own body clenched in empty sympathy. I could see everything—the way he stretched her, the glistening evidence of my work on him, the furious concentration on his face.

Mrs. Brown met each thrust, pushing back against him. “Yes… right there… don’t stop!”

Her second climax seemed to wrench itself from her. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound, her body shaking violently.

Dr. Hardwick’s rhythm became a frantic, driving force, his breath hitching into guttural growls that filled the flower-scented room. With one final, devastatingly deep thrust, he groaned, his body going rigid as he found his own release inside her. The room was silent, save for the sound of labored breathing and the distant hum of hospital machinery. He slowly withdrew, his expression returning to its mask of clinical detachedness as he adjusted his clothing.

“Excellent response, Eleanor,” he murmured, patting her hip with a professional finality. “Nurse Granger, clean up and then report to the station. Your shift is concluded.”

I stood on shaky legs, my knees clicking on the linoleum. Using a basin and a soft cloth, I wiped the evidence of the "treatment" from Mrs. Brown’s thighs and my own face, my movements mechanical. Mrs. Brown watched me through heavy-lidded eyes, a small, triumphant smirk playing on her lips.

The drive home was a blur of streetlights and neon signs. The interior of my car felt small, the air conditioning doing little to cool the flush that still burned on my skin. My body felt heavy, used, and impossibly sensitive; the simple friction of my scrubs against my thighs felt like an intimate caress. I could still smell it—the scent of Dr. Hardwick’s musk, Mrs. Brown’s perfume, and the salty, metallic tang of the day’s various encounters.

I pulled into my apartment complex and sat in the dark for a long moment, my hands still gripping the steering wheel. I should have been horrified. I should have quit. The student loans, the car payment, the rent—they were all valid excuses, but I knew they weren't the whole truth.

A dark, electric thrill hummed deep in my core, an echo of the surrender I’d felt under Hardwick’s command. For the first time in my life, I didn't have to be the one in control. I was a tool, a vessel, a “free use” nurse, and the sheer, degrading simplicity of it was the most arousing thing I had ever experienced.

As I climbed out of the car, a slow, secret smile touched my lips. Monday was over, but Tuesday was coming, and I found myself wondering exactly which room Dr. Hardwick would lead me into next.

STAFF ORIENTATION

MMMFFF / Group Sex / Orgy / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Collar

The pale blue scrubs felt different on my second day. Not crisp and new, but like a second skin, a uniform that already knew the shape of my shame. My body still hummed with the memory of yesterday—Mr. Robinson’s rough hands, the deep fullness, the shocking, undeniable pleasure of being used. And Dr. Hardwick, taking me right after, claiming what was already claimed. I walked through the hospital doors with a strange mix of dread and a low, simmering anticipation.

Dr. Hardwick was waiting for me near the nurses' station. He looked up from a chart, his dark eyes capturing mine instantly. “Nurse Granger. Good. You’re with me. Staff orientation this morning.”

Orientation. The word sounded normal, bureaucratic. A flicker of hope sparked—maybe today would be about paperwork, protocols, something sterile and safe. I fell into step beside him, my sneakers whispering on the linoleum.

He led me not to a lecture hall, but to a small, windowless meeting room on the administrative floor. The lights were bright, clinical. A long, polished table dominated the space. Two men in white coats were already there, standing by a projector that wasn’t turned on. They looked up as we entered.

“Doctors, this is Nurse Evelyn Granger,” Dr. Hardwick said, his hand a light press on my lower back, guiding me forward. “Evelyn, Dr. Blackwell, and Dr. Moss.”

Dr. Blackwell was older, with silver threads in his dark hair and a sharp, discerning gaze. Dr. Moss was younger, maybe late twenties, with an athletic build and a friendly, open face that felt at odds with the setting. Both looked me over with a professional interest that quickly warmed into something more.

Two other women were already seated at the table. They stood as we approached. One had red hair pulled into a neat bun, her green eyes wide and anxious. The other was a brunette with a curvier figure, her lips pressed into a thin line.

“These are your fellow new hires,” Dr. Hardwick continued. “Nurse Sarah Chapman,” he indicated the redhead, “and Nurse Chloe Rhodes.” The brunette gave a tight nod.

“Please, everyone, sit,” Dr. Hardwick said, taking his place at the head of the table. We all sat, the chairs scraping softly. The air felt charged, thick.

“Welcome to Liberty Hospital,” Dr. Hardwick began, folding his hands on the table. His voice was calm, authoritative, the same tone he’d used to explain a diagnosis. “You’ve all passed your individual assessments. You understand our unique, progressive philosophy. Today’s orientation is about internal culture. We believe staff morale is not just a peripheral concern—it is the bedrock of effective patient treatment. A stressed, frustrated, or unfulfilled caregiver cannot provide true healing.”

I kept my eyes on the grain of the wood table. My pulse was a quick drum in my ears.

“Here at Liberty,” Dr. Hardwick went on, “we practice what we preach. We care for each other. We… service each other. It fosters a profound sense of unity.”

My throat closed. I glanced at Sarah and Chloe. Sarah’s knuckles were white where she gripped the table edge. Chloe stared straight ahead, her expression unreadable.

“The senior medical staff bear the greatest burdens,” Dr. Blackwell said, his voice a smooth baritone. “Our need for release is, consequently, the most acute.”

Dr. Moss nodded, a casual, agreeable motion. “It’s about mutual benefit. You alleviate our stress, we ensure your environment is supportive, your compensation generous.” He smiled, and it was almost convincing.

Dr. Hardwick stood. “Consider this your first official team-building exercise.” His gaze swept over the three of us. “Nurses. Your senior colleagues require attention. You will provide it. Now.”

The command hung in the air, absolute.

Then, moving in unison, the three doctors undid their belts, the clicks of the buckles loud as gunshots in the quiet room. Zippers lowered. They pushed their trousers and briefs down just enough, freeing themselves.

Three cocks, already thickening under the fluorescent lights. Dr. Hardwick’s was familiar—long, thick, a prominent vein tracing its length. Dr. Blackwell’s was slightly shorter but impressively girthy. Dr. Moss’s was like the rest of him—athletic, straight, flushed with blood.

“Knees,” Dr. Hardwick said, the word soft and final.

A sob caught in Sarah’s throat, but she slid from her chair onto the floor. Chloe followed, her movements stiff. My own body acted before my mind could fully protest, the training from yesterday already ingrained. I sank to my knees on the cool tile, positioning myself between Dr. Hardwick’s spread legs.

The musky, masculine scent of him filled my senses. I looked up. He looked down, his expression calm, expectant. This is your function now. His words from yesterday echoed. My hands trembled as I reached out, taking his hard length in my fingers. The skin was smooth, hot. I leaned forward, opened my mouth, and took him in.

A low, satisfied sigh floated above me. I heard similar sounds from around the table—soft gasps, wet noises. Chloe was working on Dr. Blackwell, her head bobbing. Sarah had Dr. Moss’s cock in her mouth, her eyes squeezed shut.

I focused on the weight on my tongue, the salty pre-cum beading at the tip. I swirled my tongue, sucked, taking him deeper. My jaw ached, but a familiar heat was pooling in my belly, a traitorous ache between my own legs. The humiliation of doing this in a room with others, of being watched, somehow fed the fire. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked harder, a wanton, eager rhythm.

Dr. Hardwick’s hand came to rest on the back of my head, not forcing, just guiding. “Good,” he murmured. “Very good, Evelyn.”

From my periphery, I saw Dr. Blackwell fisting a hand in Chloe’s bun, holding her still as he pushed deeper into her throat. Dr. Moss had his hands on Sarah’s shoulders, his hips pumping in short, shallow thrusts against her face. The room filled with the sounds of it—gags, slurps, ragged breathing.

After a few minutes, Dr. Hardwick’s grip tightened. “Enough. Stand up. All of you. Remove your scrubs.”

We pulled away, strings of saliva breaking. We stood on shaky legs. My fingers went to the hem of my scrub top. Sarah’s makeup was smudged, mascara ran down her cheeks. Her red lipstick was smeared. She undressed slowly, a look of uncertainty on her face. Chloe’s face was a stony mask, but her hands were quick, almost frantic. We let the fabric fall, a pile of pale blue at our feet. The air was cool on my naked skin. I felt wildly exposed, three women standing bare before three fully clothed, erect men.

Dr. Hardwick sat back in his chair, spreading his legs wider. “Evelyn. Here.”

I moved to him, my heart hammering. He guided me onto his lap, my back to his chest. I straddled him, feeling the hard press of his cock against my inner thigh. His hands settled on my hips, lifting me. I reached between us, positioning him, and then sank down.

The penetration was slow, deep, an exquisite, burning stretch that made me gasp. He filled me perfectly. I was still slick from sucking him, from my own arousal. He let me set the pace at first, my hands braced on his thighs as I began to move, rising and falling. The chair creaked beneath us.

“Look at your teammates,” he whispered in my ear, his breath hot. “Learn from each other.”

I turned my head. Dr. Blackwell had bent Chloe over the polished table. He stood behind her, one hand splayed on her back, the other guiding his cock into her from behind. He shoved forward, and Chloe cried out, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the slick surface. Dr. Moss had Sarah pinned against the wall, her hands flat against it as he drove into her with hard, rhythmic thrusts. Her cries were muffled against her arm.

The sight of them, the raw carnality of it, sent a new shock of heat through me. My rhythm on Dr. Hardwick’s lap became more desperate, more hungry. I rode him faster, the slap of our bodies joining the chorus of other slaps and moans. His fingers dug into my hips, taking over, driving me up and down on his shaft with forceful lifts.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “Use that pretty body. Serve your purpose.”

Pleasure coiled, tight and urgent. The friction of him sliding in and out of my soaked channel, the visual feast of the other couplings, the sheer deviance of it all—it coalesced into a tidal wave. My orgasm slammed into me, a violent, clenching shock that ripped a sharp cry from my throat. I convulsed around him, my inner muscles milking his cock in frantic pulses.

My climax triggered his. With a harsh groan, he slammed me down, burying himself to the hilt. I felt the hot, sudden flood as he emptied inside me, jet after jet, his own hips bucking up into mine. We stayed locked together, panting, as the waves subsided.

Across the room, the others were finishing. Dr. Blackwell roared as he came into Chloe, his body shuddering. Dr. Moss pinned Sarah to the wall, his release pumping into her with a series of sharp, final thrusts.

Slowly, the room settled into a heavy, post-coital silence, broken only by ragged breaths. The doctors gently disengaged. Cum leaked down my thigh as I stood, unsteady. Sarah slid down the wall to sit on the floor, her face buried in her knees. Chloe remained bent over the table, her shoulders shaking.

Dr. Hardwick stood, tucking himself back into his trousers with practiced ease. Dr. Blackwell and Dr. Moss did the same, their professionalism returning as swiftly as it had vanished. They looked… relaxed. Satisfied.

Dr. Hardwick walked to a small cabinet I hadn’t noticed and opened it. He pulled out three objects that gleamed under the lights. He turned to face us.

“Stand, please. Line up.”

We obeyed, moving like sleepwalkers. We stood naked before him—Sarah, me, Chloe.

“Today, you became part of the Liberty family,” Dr. Hardwick said. His voice held a ceremonial weight. “This is a commitment we take seriously.”

He held up one of the objects. It was a collar. Sleek, black leather, maybe an inch wide. A small, silver lock dangled from a D-ring at the front.

“This is a symbol of your dedication. Of your place here. It will be worn at all times on hospital premises.”

My breath caught. A collar. Like property. Like a pet.

Dr. Hardwick stepped to Sarah first. She flinched as he brought the leather around her throat. The click of the lock engaging was a small, definitive sound. He moved to me. The leather was cool, supple. He fastened it, the lock resting just above my sternum. It felt heavy. Real. Then he collared Chloe.

We stood there, marked.

“These are a reminder of our shared bond,” Dr. Moss said with a faint, wry smile. “Do not attempt to remove them. The keys are kept secure.”

Dr. Hardwick surveyed us, a proud, possessive glint in his eyes. “Welcome to the team, nurses. You may get dressed.”

He turned and left the room with the other doctors, leaving the three of us alone, standing in the wreckage of the orientation, the new weights around our necks still cool against our skin.

THE SPECIALIZED EQUIPMENT ROOM

MMF / Medical Exam / Sex Machine / Bondage / Group Sex / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Dr. Hardwick led me down a corridor I hadn’t seen before. The usual hospital hum faded, replaced by the deeper silence of a secured wing. My legs still felt loose, my insides tender and wet from the morning’s… work.

“Your adaptability is impressive, Evelyn,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice echoing slightly off the tiled walls. “But practical patient care is only one facet of your role. Quality control is paramount.”

He stopped before a door marked ‘SR-7: Specialized Equipment & Calibration’. A keycard swipe, a soft beep, and the door sighed open.

The room inside was a stark contrast to the rest of the hospital. It looked less like a medical space and more like a laboratory from a futuristic film. Sleek consoles glowed with readouts. Racks held devices of polished chrome and black silicone that I couldn’t immediately identify. And in the center, under a bank of cool, white LED lights, stood a table.

It was an exam table, but evolved. Reinforced straps dangled from its sides. Articulating arms with clamps and probes were folded neatly against its base. A large screen above it displayed a wireframe model of a human body.

Another man stood beside it, reviewing a tablet. I recognized him immediately from the staff orientation.

“Ah, Evelyn, you’ve met Dr. Blackwell,” Dr. Hardwick said, ushering me in. “He oversees our biomedical engineering and therapeutic device development.”

Dr. Blackwell gave a curt nod. “Good to see you again, Evelyn.” He set the tablet down. “We’ve just finished calibrating the somatic response table. It requires a live-stress test with a compatible subject. You’ll do.”

The words were so clinical, so matter-of-fact. A compatible subject.

“I… what does that mean?” I asked, my voice small in the high-tech space.

Dr. Hardwick stepped closer, his tone dropping into that familiar, persuasive register. “Every piece of equipment at Liberty must be certified for patient safety and therapeutic efficacy. This table monitors neurological, cardiovascular, and muscular responses during… stimulation. We need to ensure the sensors are accurate, the calibrations correct. It’s a vital part of your duties.”

Dr. Blackwell was already moving, powering on the console. The screen flickered to life, showing a series of zeroed-out graphs. “Disrobe and assume position on the table, please. Central alignment is critical.”

My heart started a frantic rhythm against my ribs. This was different. The room with Mr. Robinson had the veneer of patient care, however twisted. This was pure, cold testing. I stood frozen, my eyes tracing the thick leather straps.

“Evelyn,” Dr. Hardwick said, softer now. He moved to stand in front of me, blocking my view of the table, forcing me to look at him. His brown eyes held mine. “That salary. The freedom it buys. Think of it. This is just another step. A necessary one. And…” A faint, knowing smile touched his lips. “Your body enjoys the work. We have the data to prove it.”

Shame and a dark, curling thrill twisted together in my gut. He was right. The humiliation of the exam, the shocking pleasure of being used by a patient and then by him—my body had sung through it all. It had craved it.

My fingers went to the tie of my scrub top. I didn’t look at either man as I undressed, letting the soft blue fabric pool at my feet. The air in the room was cool, raising goosebumps on my bare skin. I walked to the table on legs that felt like wood. The surface was padded but unyielding, chilling against my back.

“Arms at your sides, legs spread to the markers,” Dr. Blackwell instructed, his voice all business.

I complied, lying back, placing my heels on the indicated pads. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat.

Dr. Hardwick moved first. He took a wide, padded strap and secured it across my thighs, just above my knees. The buckle clicked with finality. Another went across my hips, pinning my pelvis to the table. Two more straps cinched my wrists to the side rails. I was spread, open, utterly immobilized.

Dr. Blackwell approached with a tray of small, adhesive sensors. His touch was efficient, detached. He placed one on the inside of each wrist, one over my heart, two on my abdomen. The last few he placed with precise care: one on the sensitive skin of my inner thigh, and two more, small and circular, on either side of my pubic bone, just above my mound.

A wireless module was clipped to the strap at my hip. Instantly, the screen above me lit up with vibrant, jumping lines. A steady, rapid beep-beep-beep filled the room—my heart rate, displayed for them in real time.

“Elevated sinus rhythm. Expected,” Dr. Blackwell murmured, making a note on his tablet.

Dr. Hardwick picked up a small, wicked-looking device from a tray. It was a clamp, but delicate, made of brushed metal with a soft silicone lining. He leaned over me, his face close to my breast. His breath was warm on my skin.

“Nipple clamps,” he explained, his voice a low hum just for me. “To measure localized vasoconstriction.”

The touch of the cold metal made me flinch. He positioned the first clamp over my right nipple, the silicone cups gentle but firm. A click, and a subtle, biting pressure began, sharp and sweet. He repeated the process on the left. The sensation was immediate and intense—a focused ache that seemed to pull a thread of heat straight down to my core. On the screen, one of the graph lines spiked.

A soft, involuntary sound escaped my lips.

Dr. Blackwell watched the screens, nodding. “Physiological response is clear. Proceed to the primary tactile stimulator.”

Dr. Hardwick exchanged a look with him, then selected a different device. It was a vibrator, but unlike any I’d seen. Sleek, contoured, with a broad, flat tip. He flicked a switch on its base, and a deep, resonant hum filled the air, vibrating in my bones before it even touched me.

He didn’t tease. He brought it directly to my clit.

The effect was electric, brutal in its precision. The vibration wasn’t a surface buzz; it was a penetrating thrum that shook my entire pelvic floor. My back arched off the table as much as the straps would allow. A choked cry tore from my throat. The graphs on the screen went wild, lines jagging upward.

“Heartrate is increasing. Respiration is accelerating,” Dr. Blackwell noted, his eyes fixed on the data.

Dr. Hardwick held the device steady, his other hand resting on my lower belly, feeling the muscles jump and quiver beneath his palm. The pleasure was unbearable, a coil of white-hot wire tightening to breaking point. Just as I felt myself tipping over the edge, he pulled the vibrator away.

The loss was a physical pain. I whimpered, my hips straining against the straps, seeking the vanished stimulation.

“Not yet,” Dr. Hardwick interjected, his voice heavy with a clinical focus that mirrored my own desperation. He pressed a command on the interface, and the table’s articulated arm hissed as it unfolded with robotic precision.

He opened a cabinet, selecting two instruments—long, tapered, and crafted from a dull, flesh-like material. Dildos. One was substantial, a daunting weight in his hand; the other was even larger, a broad, intimidating length. Without a word, Dr. Hardwick clicked both into the mounting brackets of the articulated arm, the mechanical locks snapping into place with a terrifying, final sound.

My breath came in short, sharp pants. The screen showed my heart rate climbing into a red zone.

Dr. Hardwick coated the first one generously with clear gel from a dispenser. He positioned the dildo between my strapped-down legs. His eyes met mine, holding my gaze as he pressed the broad, rounded tip against my entrance.

“Initiate penetration sequence. Record depth and resistance,” Dr. Blackwell intoned from his console.

Dr. Hardwick pushed.

The stretch was immense, a slow, burning invasion that made me gasp. He worked it into me with steady, inexorable pressure, inch by impossible inch, until the entire device was buried inside me. I was so full, stretched to a breathtaking limit. The feeling of being filled, owned by an object, under their watchful eyes, sent a violent tremor through me.

Before I could adjust, Dr. Hardwick grabbed the second dildo. He slicked it, his movements calm and methodical. His fingers brushed against the sensitive pucker of my ass, spreading the gel. The touch there, so intimate, so clinical, made my whole body clench around the intrusion in my pussy.

“Anal insertion. Sequential,” Dr. Blackwell said.

The pressure at my back entrance was a blunt, impossible demand. I shook my head, a silent no, but the word wouldn’t form. Dr. Hardwick leaned his weight into it.

The breach was a sharp, stunning shock of pain that melted almost instantly into a deep, overwhelming fullness. He pushed it in, slowly, until both devices were buried to the base inside me. I was packed, stretched in both channels, immobile and impaled. The feeling was beyond anything I’d ever known—a consuming, devouring fullness that stole the air from my lungs.

“Activate dual-motion protocol,” Dr. Blackwell said.

A motor purred to life. The dildos inside me began to move.

They began to thrust with a relentless, mechanical precision. The articulated arm drove them in and out, the movements perfectly synchronized to maximize the internal stretch. One would plunge deep, bottoming out against my cervix, while the other retreated only a fraction before surging forward again, creating a maddening, ceaseless friction.

The sensations blurred together—the rhythmic thud of the dual penetration, the sharp bite of the clamps on my nipples, and the ghost-echo of the vibrator’s torment on my oversensitive clit. Every inch of me was occupied, governed by a machine that didn't tire and didn't care for my pleas.

My world shrank to the table, to the sensations, to the two men observing my destruction. Pleasure, sharp and jagged, built upon itself, a wave with no crest. I was babbling, begging, though I don’t know what I was asking for. Stop. More. Please.

Dr. Hardwick watched my face, his own expression one of intense, scientific fascination. “Look at the somatic readouts. She’s approaching systemic overload.”

The coiled spring inside me snapped.

My climax wasn’t a wave; it was a detonation. It ripped through me with a violence that made my vision whiten. My body seized against the straps, back bowing, a raw, shattered scream tearing from my throat. A hot gush of fluid erupted from me, soaking the table beneath me, the sound obscenely loud in the sterile room. The thrusting devices milked the orgasm, prolonging it into an agony of pleasure that felt endless. I convulsed, the graphs on the screen spiking into flat, chaotic lines.

Slowly, so slowly, the motions ceased. The devices stilled inside me. The world swam back into focus.

Dr. Hardwick was smiling, a real, full smile. “The efficacy of the apparatus is absolute. Remarkable.” He began undoing the straps. The release of pressure was its own profound sensation. Dr. Blackwell came over and peeled the sensors from my skin, his touch brisk.

The devices were withdrawn, one after the other, leaving me feeling hollowed out and used. The clamps were removed, the sudden rush of blood back to my nipples a sharp, bright pain. I lay there, trembling violently, covered in a sheen of sweat and my own release.

“You can get dressed, Evelyn,” Dr. Hardwick said, as if dismissing me from a tutoring session.

I pushed myself up, my arms weak. I gathered my scrubs, my movements clumsy. As I pulled the soft fabric over my sensitive skin, I looked at the table, at the wet spot I’d left behind, at the sophisticated machines that had just mapped my ruin.

This was the job. Not nursing. Not therapy. This. I had my freedom bought and paid for. And as I fastened my pants with trembling fingers, the ghost of that double-filled, shattering climax still echoing in every nerve, one thought screamed louder than the shame or the fear.

What in god’s name is next?

THE VIP WING

MF / Age Gap / Spanking / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Rimming / PIV Sex / Anal

The morning light felt different as I walked into Liberty Hospital. Less like an institution, more like the entrance to a theater where I was both stagehand and star. My body still hummed with the phantom vibrations from the calibration table, a constant, low-grade reminder of what I was now. Dr. Hardwick met me not at the nurses’ station, but by a private elevator with a keypad.

“Today is important, Evelyn,” he said, his voice holding a new, keen edge. He tapped the code. The doors slid open silently. “You’re being assigned to our VIP wing. Our most generous benefactors reside here. Their comfort, and their continued patronage, is our highest priority.”

The elevator rose smoothly. When it opened, the world changed.

Plush, cream-colored carpet replaced linoleum. The air smelled of lavender and money, not bleach. Soft, ambient music played from hidden speakers. The hallway looked like a boutique hotel, with oil paintings and tasteful sconces.

“Mr. Alexander Sterling,” Dr. Hardwick said as we walked. “Hedge fund titan. In for a minor cardiac scare, more preventative than critical. He finds hospital stays… tedious. He requires around-the-clock engagement.” He stopped before a set of double mahogany doors. “His annual donation potential is in the eight-figure range. The board is… invested in his satisfaction.”

He looked at me, his intense brown eyes pinning me in place. “Go above and beyond, Evelyn. Be imaginative. Be… thorough. Secure his commitment. The hospital is counting on you.”

He gave my shoulder a firm, proprietary squeeze, then turned and walked away, leaving me alone before the imposing doors.

I took a breath, smoothed my pale blue scrubs, and knocked.

“Enter.” The voice was a confident baritone, used to command.

I pushed the door open. The room wasn’t a room; it was a suite. A wall of windows overlooked the city. A sitting area with a leather sofa and a large flat-screen TV occupied one corner. The bed was king-sized, with a padded headboard and high-thread-count linens. In it, propped against a mountain of pillows, was Mr. Sterling.

He was younger than I expected, maybe late fifties, with a full head of silver hair and a strong, clean-shaven jaw. He wore silk pajamas, open at the collar. He watched me with the assessing, predatory gaze of a man who bought and sold empires before lunch.

“You’re the new diversion,” he stated, setting aside a tablet. “Hardwick’s latest.”

“I’m Nurse Granger,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

“I know what you are.” A slow smile spread. “Take off the uniform. I want to see the merchandise.”

The directness was a slap, but a thrilling one. This wasn’t a confused patient or a clinical test. This was a transaction, pure and simple. My value was my body, and he was a discerning buyer. A strange calm settled over me. I was good at this. The data proved it.

I pulled my scrub top over my head. It landed on the carpet. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the pants, pushed them down my hips, stepped out. I stood before him, naked, my skin glowing in the morning light filtering through the windows.

He looked his fill, his eyes traveling from my face, down my neck, over my breasts, my stomach, the blonde triangle below, my legs. His expression was one of cool appraisal. “Acceptable. Turn around.”

I turned, feeling his gaze on my back, the curve of my ass.

“Come here.”

I walked to the bedside. Before I could process his movement, his hand shot out and grasped my wrist, pulling me off-balance. I tumbled across his lap, my stomach over his thighs, my ass presented to the air. The position was sudden, childish, utterly dominant.

His palm came down on my right cheek.

The smack was crisp, loud in the quiet suite. A sharp sting bloomed, followed by a spreading heat.

Again.

Left cheek. Another jolt.

He spanked me in a slow, methodical rhythm, each slap landing on fresh, sensitized skin. The pain was bright, clean, and with each impact, a corresponding burst of heat flooded my core. I gasped into the silk of his pajama leg, my body tensing, then melting. This wasn’t punishment. It was preparation. He was lighting up my nerves, waking my flesh for his use. A soft, needy sound escaped me.

He stopped. His hand, now hot, rubbed the warmed flesh of my ass. “Good.” He shifted beneath me. I heard the rustle of fabric. Then his free hand guided my head, turning it, pushing me down.

His cock sprang free, thick and already hard, the head a flushed purple. He didn’t ask. He placed it against my lips.

I opened my mouth.

I took him in, the weight and taste of him, salty and musky. He let me set the pace for a few seconds, then his hand fisted in my hair, holding me still. He began to fuck my mouth with short, controlled thrusts, setting a rhythm that was all his own. I relaxed my throat, letting him use me, the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat with each push. My saliva spilled, slicking his length. The sounds were obscene, wet, greedy. I could feel his thighs tense under me, hear his breathing grow ragged above the sloppy noise.

With a grunt, he pulled my hair, yanking me off him. “Bend over the bed. Ass in the air.”

I scrambled off his lap, my ass still burning, and got on my knees where he pointed. He stood, his pajama pants pooling around his ankles. He walked behind me. His hands gripped my hips, lifting me, positioning me until I was bent over, my hands flat on the mattress, my ass raised high, utterly exposed.

Then his face was there.

His tongue, broad and firm, licked a slow, wet stripe up my slit. I cried out, my fingers clutching the duvet. He didn’t tease. He ate me with a single-minded intensity, his tongue circling my clit, then plunging deep inside my pussy, then retreating to lap at my asshole. He alternated between the two holes with a filthy, focused dedication. The dual sensation was maddening—the soft, wet friction on my clit, the shocking, intimate intrusion there. He pressed his tongue into my ass, and my whole body shuddered, a bolt of pure, electric pleasure shooting up my spine. I was babbling, pushing back against his face, my hips moving of their own accord.

“Please… oh god…”

He gave my ass cheek a sharp slap. “Stay still.”

I forced myself to freeze, trembling, as he continued his feast. The buildup was relentless. I felt my orgasm coiling, a tight spring in my belly, fed by the sting of the spanking, the fullness of his mouth, the utter degradation of the position.

Just as I was about to break, he stopped.

I felt the broad, blunt head of his cock, wet from my mouth and his saliva, press against my soaked entrance. He pushed in with one smooth, powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

I screamed, the stretch a perfect, burning fullness.

He didn’t pause. He set a brutal, driving pace from the start, his hips pistoning, his hands locked on my hips for leverage. The bed rocked with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the luxury suite. Each deep drive brushed that spot inside me, the one the machines had found, and sparks flew behind my clenched eyelids.

One of his hands left my hip. I felt his thumb, slick with my wetness, press against my asshole again. He circled it, then pushed a single finger in, alongside his cock.

The double penetration made me see white. I was stuffed, stretched beyond reason, a vessel for his pleasure. He fucked me like that, his cock in my pussy, his finger in my ass, his rhythm never faltering.

“This,” he grunted, his voice strained with effort, “is what I pay for.”

He withdrew his finger. Before I could mourn the loss, I felt the thick head of his cock, dripping with our mixed fluids, nudge against that now-loosened ring of muscle.

“No, wait—” The protest was instinctive, swallowed by a gasp as he pressed forward.

The breach was shocking, a burst of intense pressure that melted into a deep, impossible fullness as he slid his cock into my ass. He filled me there, a different, more profound invasion. He groaned above me, a sound of pure carnal satisfaction.

He started to move again, slower now, each thrust a deliberate conquest. The friction was exquisite, a sharp, sweet burn that ignited every nerve. My earlier climax, held at bay, detonated. It ripped through me without warning, a violent, clenching wave that made my ass muscles spasm and grip his cock in rhythmic pulses. I sobbed into the mattress, my body convulsing around him.

My climax triggered his. With a shout, he hammered into me one last time, buried himself deep, and held. I felt the hot, pulsing jets of his release filling my ass, each pump a claiming stamp. We stayed locked like that for an eternity, both of us panting, spent.

Slowly, he pulled out. A trickle of his cum leaked down my thigh.

I collapsed forward onto the bed, my body a wrung-out, used thing. I heard him moving.

A moment later, a crisp hundred-dollar bill was placed on the mattress next to my face. “For your… exemplary service, Nurse.”

I didn’t touch it. I just lay there, feeling the deep, throbbing ache in my ass, the slick mess between my legs.

“Tell Hardwick,” Mr. Sterling said, his voice back to its cool, commanding ease, “that his new program has my full endorsement. My assistant will draft the donation paperwork before I’m discharged.” He paused. “And tell him I’ll be requesting you for my follow-up consultations.”

NIGHT SHIFT

MMF / Group Sex / Blowjob / Bondage / PIV Sex

The fluorescent lights hummed a lower, sleepier tune on the night shift. The usual daytime bustle was gone, replaced by long stretches of hollow quiet, broken only by the distant beep of a monitor or the squeak of a solitary cart wheel. My own footsteps on the linoleum sounded too loud. I was making my way back from checking vitals in the cardiac wing, the pale blue scrubs feeling like a costume in the empty hallway.

A hand shot out from a half-open doorway, fingers wrapping around my upper arm with surprising strength. I was yanked off-balance, pulled into the dim room before I could even gasp. The door clicked shut behind me.

Dr. Moss stood there, his athletic frame blocking the exit. His friendly face held a different expression now—focused, intent, his eyes dark in the low light from the monitors. He was in scrubs too, but his top was untied, hanging open to reveal a toned chest.

“Nurse Granger,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Right on time.”

“Dr. Moss, I—”

“The ‘Free Use’ policy is round-the-clock,” he interrupted, his gaze dropping to my lips. “But nights… nights are for the staff. Fewer interruptions.”

His hands went to the drawstring of his scrub pants. He didn’t fumble. He simply untied them, pushed them down over his hips. His cock sprang free, already thick and hard, curving slightly upward against his stomach. He took a step closer, the heat of his body washing over me.

“You know what to do.”

My heart hammered, but it wasn’t fear. It was a sharp, immediate recognition. This was the job, and I knew I had to perform. The quiet hallways weren’t empty; they were pregnant with this expectation. I dropped to my knees on the cool floor, the position feeling as natural as taking a blood pressure.

I leaned forward, taking the head of his cock into my mouth. He was already leaking, the taste salty and musky. I swirled my tongue around the ridge, then took him deeper, relaxing my throat. A low groan echoed above me. His hands came to rest on my head, not forcing, just guiding. I set a rhythm, sucking him deep, then pulling back to lick along the thick vein underneath. My own arousal was a sudden, wet heat between my legs, soaking through my cotton underwear. The sheer audacity of it—kneeling in a patient room, sucking a doctor’s cock while the hospital slept—sent a thrill through me that made my fingers tremble.

The door swung open.

Light from the hallway spilled in, outlining a broad figure in a security uniform. Clint. His eyes adjusted, taking in the scene: me on my knees, Dr. Moss’s cock buried in my mouth.

“Everything okay in here?” Clint’s voice was deep, calm. He didn’t sound surprised.

Dr. Moss didn’t stop my motion. “Just fine, Clint. Nurse Granger is… assisting with some tension relief.”

Clint stepped fully into the room, letting the door close. His eyes were on me, watching my lips stretch around Dr. Moss’s girth. I saw his own interest stir, a bulge growing rapidly behind his uniform zipper. “Looks like she’s got her hands full.”

“There’s always room for more,” Dr. Moss said, a thread of amusement in his voice.

That was all the invitation Clint needed. He unbuttoned his uniform pants, freed his own erection. It was bigger than Dr. Moss’s, thicker, with a pronounced head. He stepped to my side.

Without a word, I pulled off Dr. Moss with a wet pop and turned my head, taking Clint into my mouth. He was hotter, his skin smoother. I sucked him greedily, my hand reaching up to stroke Dr. Moss, who was still wet from my mouth. I jerked him off in a firm, steady rhythm as I bobbed my head on Clint.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Clint breathed, his hips pushing forward slightly.

I switched again, going back to Dr. Moss, taking him deep while my hand now worked Clint’s heavy length. Back and forth. The room filled with the slick, wet sounds of my mouth, their ragged breaths, the rustle of clothing. My jaw ached, but the ache was good. My whole world narrowed to the two cocks, the taste of them, the weight on my tongue, the feel of their velvety skin under my palm.

“Enough,” Dr. Moss growled, his control fraying. He pulled back. Clint did the same.

Hands were on me then, not rough, but insistent. They pulled my scrub top over my head, undid my pants, yanked them down my legs. I stood naked and exposed between them for a second before they guided me toward the empty hospital bed. Dr. Moss pulled a roll of elastic bandage from a supply cart.

“Hold out your wrists.”

I did. He wrapped the bandage quickly, efficiently, around my left wrist, then looped it around the cold metal rail of the bed head, securing it. He repeated the process with my right. Then he moved to my ankles, spreading my legs, tying each one to the lower bed rails. I was spread-eagled on the thin mattress, completely open, my heart pounding against my ribs.

Dr. Moss climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between my thighs. The head of his cock nudged my soaked entrance. He looked down at me, his friendly face now fierce with hunger.

“This is what you need, isn’t it?” he muttered, not really asking. Then he shoved forward, burying himself inside me in one hard thrust.

I cried out, the sudden fullness a shock. He didn’t wait for me to adjust. He set a punishing pace, his hips slamming into mine, the bed rattling against the wall with each drive. His hands gripped my hips, holding me in place for his assault. The stretch was exquisite, the friction burning away every thought. I could only feel—the slap of his skin on mine, the deep, internal rub of him, the bite of the bandages on my wrists.

“Gonna fill you up,” he grunted, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic. With a final, deep plunge, he ground himself against me and let go. I felt the hot pulse of his release flooding into me, jet after jet. He collapsed forward for a moment, breathing hard against my neck.

As he pulled out, wet and spent, Clint was already there, pushing his thicker cock against my swollen, used opening. Dr. Moss’s cum made a slick, obscene sound as Clint pushed in.

“Christ, she’s tight,” Clint hissed, his eyes rolling back as he sheathed himself fully.

He was bigger. So much bigger. The stretch was immense, a glorious, burning pressure that made me gasp. He didn’t fuck me with Dr. Moss’s driven intensity; he pounded me. Each thrust was a deep, resonating impact that shook my entire body. He leaned over, his uniform shirt rough against my breasts, his breath hot in my ear.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take all of it.”

The combination of the overwhelming fullness, the ruthless rhythm, and the sheer animal force of him shattered my control. My climax tore through me without warning, a raw, clenching wave that ripped a scream from my throat. My back arched off the bed as far as the bonds allowed, my pussy clamping down around his invading length in violent spasms.

Feeling me convulse around him sent Clint over the edge. He drove into me one last time, buried himself to the root, and held. A guttural roar tore from his chest as he came. I felt the hot rush of his seed joining Dr. Moss’s inside me, a second, claiming flood that left me impossibly full.

He stayed there, panting, for a long moment before slowly pulling out. A messy trickle of their combined release leaked down my thigh onto the white sheet.

Dr. Moss, having caught his breath, moved to the bonds. He unwrapped the bandages from my ankles, then my wrists. The blood rushed back with a prickling heat. Neither man spoke. They just straightened their clothes, a sense of casual completion in their movements.

Dr. Moss gave my bare shoulder a light, almost collegial pat. “Good work, Nurse Granger.”

Then they walked out, leaving the door slightly ajar. I lay there on the rumpled bed, my body humming, stretched, and thoroughly used. The cool air of the room kissed my sweat-slicked skin. I was full of their cum, my muscles loose and satisfied.

The quiet of the night shift settled back around me, but I knew that at any moment, in any darkened room or quiet station, I remained subject to immediate, unscheduled free use.

AN ACCIDENTAL EXPOSURE

MFF / Arousal Drug / Bondage / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The next shift blurred into a haze of routine tasks and low-level dread. My body felt like a tapped wire, still humming from the night before. I was restocking a crash cart in the cardiology supply room when the vial slipped.

It wasn’t mine. It must have been left on the shelf from some previous, unlogged procedure. A small glass ampoule, unlabeled, filled with a clear, slightly viscous fluid. It shattered against the metal cart edge, and a fine, pearlescent mist sprayed up, hitting me square in the face.

I coughed, waving a hand in front of my nose. The scent was strange—ozone and something sweet, like overripe fruit. For a second, nothing. Then a warmth bloomed in my chest, a sudden, intense flush that spread down my arms, up my neck, and settled with a heavy, throbbing pull between my legs.

Oh.

It wasn’t just warmth. It was a demand. My clit pulsed, a sharp, aching beat that echoed in my suddenly tight nipples. My breath shortened. The fabric of my scrubs against my skin felt like sandpaper, then like a lover’s touch, then like torture. I gripped the edge of the cart, my knuckles white. A slick, hot rush of wetness soaked through my underwear. Too fast. This is too fast.

The door swung open. Dr. Hardwick stood there, his eyes narrowing as he took me in—flushed, trembling, pupils blown wide.

“What happened?” His voice was sharp, clinical.

“A… a vial broke,” I managed, my voice a shaky whisper. “It sprayed…”

He was at my side in two strides, his fingers going to my wrist. His touch was like a brand. A jolt shot straight from his skin to my core, and I moaned, my hips jerking forward of their own accord.

“Elevated heart rate. One-forty. Respiration rapid.” He pulled a penlight, flashed it in my eyes. I flinched. “Pupils non-reactive. Dilation consistent with autonomic overload.” He sniffed the air, his expression hardening. “SR-9. Experimental somatic amplifier. Aerosolized.” He looked at me, and for the first time, I saw genuine concern beneath the professional mask. “You’ve taken a dangerously high dose, Evelyn. This is a medical emergency. Your system could overload.”

The words were terrifying, but my body didn’t care. It burned. It wept. It ached. I felt another gush of wetness, and my knees buckled.

He caught me, his arm strong around my waist. “Chloe! Sarah! To room four, now!” he barked down the hall.

He half-carried, half-dragged me out of the supply room. Every step, every brush of his body against mine, sent fresh waves of desperate need crashing through me. I was panting, little whimpers escaping with each exhale. The nurses fell in step behind us, their faces a mix of curiosity and apprehension.

Room four was a standard patient room, dim and quiet. Dr. Hardwick guided me to the bed. “Strip. Now.”

My fingers fumbled at the hem of my scrub top. The command cut through the hormonal fog. This was treatment. This was necessary. I peeled the damp fabric away, let my pants fall. I stood naked before the three of them, my skin glowing with a feverish pink, my breasts heaving.

“On the bed. On your back.” His voice left no room for hesitation.

I lay back. The sheets were cool, a brief relief against my burning skin. He produced wide, padded restraints from a drawer, securing my wrists to the bed rails, then my ankles to the foot. The helplessness, the exposure, should have fueled my panic. Instead, it sharpened the need. I was presented, offered. A problem to be solved.

Dr. Hardwick attached a pulse oximeter to my finger. The monitor beeped a frantic, steady rhythm. “Heart rate climbing. One-fifty. Chloe.” He didn’t look at the brunette nurse. “Your mouth on her. Now. Focus on the clitoris. We need to induce an orgasm. It’s the only way to reduce the effects of the drug.”

Chloe’s green eyes met mine. There was a flicker of something—reluctance, pity—before her professional mask slid into place. She moved to the end of the bed, her curvy figure bending over me. Her hands slid under my thighs, lifting my hips. Then her breath, warm and soft, ghosted over my soaked folds.

Her tongue touched my clit.

A sound tore from my throat, half-sob, half-scream. It wasn’t gentle. It was purposeful, skilled, and relentless. She laved me with broad, flat strokes, then zeroed in with pinpoint flicks. The sensation was a lightning rod for the drug raging in my veins. Pleasure, raw and electric, jackknifed through me. My back arched off the bed, the restraints biting into my wrists. I was climbing, fast, too fast.

“First peak,” Dr. Hardwick announced, watching the monitor. “But her vitals are still spiking. Continue.”

Chloe didn’t let up. She added a finger, then two, sliding deep into my drenched channel, curling upwards. The dual sensation—the relentless suction and flicking of her tongue, the deep, filling thrust of her fingers—pushed me over the edge in under a minute.

My orgasm was a seizure of pleasure, a blinding whiteout that made my vision crackle. I convulsed against the straps, a gush of fluid soaking Chloe’s chin and the sheets beneath me. The monitor screamed a frantic alarm as my heart rate hit one-seventy.

As the waves subsided, the drug’s fire didn’t. It roared back, stronger, hungrier. I was sobbing, my body begging for a relief that wouldn’t come. “Please… more… it’s not enough…”

Chloe pulled back, breathing hard, wiping her mouth. “I’m getting tired.”

“Sarah.” Dr. Hardwick’s voice was granite.

The red-haired nurse stepped forward, replacing Chloe. Her touch was different—softer, more exploratory. She kissed my inner thighs, nuzzled my mound, before her mouth found my swollen, oversensitive flesh. Her technique was slower, more intimate, but no less devastating. She used her lips to suck, her tongue to trace intricate, maddening patterns. Her fingers joined, but she focused on a different rhythm, shallower, teasing the entrance, spreading my own wetness.

She built me up again, a slower, more tortuous ascent. I came again, a shuddering, clenched release that felt like it drained my bones. And still, the need pounded in my blood. My pulse, according to the relentless beep, refused to settle.

“We’re almost there,” Dr. Hardwick said, his own composure beginning to fray. A sheen of sweat glistened on his forehead. He’d been watching, clinically, but the tight set of his jaw, the bulge straining against his trousers, told another story. The room smelled of sex and desperation. “She needs more. She needs deeper stimulation.”

He moved to the side of the bed, his hands going to his belt. My eyes, bleary with tears and pleasure, tracked the movement. “Penetrative intercourse will be necessary.”

He freed himself. He was fully erect, thick and flushed. He didn’t ask. He positioned himself at my entrance, which wept and clenched around nothing. He looked down at me, his intense eyes holding mine. “This will work, Evelyn. Let it.”

He pushed inside.

The fullness was a shock, a glorious, brutal answer to the screaming emptiness. He filled me completely, stretching the tender, over-sensitized tissues. A broken cry ripped from my throat. He didn’t start slow. He set a deep, hard, driving pace immediately, his hips hammering into mine, the bed frame slamming against the wall with each thrust.

It was exactly what my poisoned body craved. The intense friction, the profound fullness, the sheer physical dominance of his rhythm. Each deep plunge seemed to punch through the chemical haze, grounding me in raw, animal sensation. A third orgasm gathered, then broke over me, a rolling, continuous wave that made me clamp around him like a vise. He groaned, his control slipping.

“Again,” he gritted out, his pace becoming erratic, frantic. “Cum for me again.”

The command, the relentless pounding, the sight of his focused, possessive face above me—it triggered a fourth. This one was different, deeper, a whole-body surrender that felt like a system reboot. I screamed, my body bowing against the restraints.

With a final, guttural shout, he drove in to the hilt and held. I felt the hot, pulsing flood of his release jetting deep inside me, a scalding claim that seemed to finally, finally, douse the inner fire. He collapsed over me, his weight a comforting anchor.

Slowly, the frantic beeping of the monitor began to slow. One-forty. One-thirty. One-twenty.

The terrible, clawing need receded, leaving behind a profound, liquid exhaustion. My limbs felt like lead. My mind was a quiet, blank space.

Dr. Hardwick pulled out, breathing heavily. He undid the restraints with practiced efficiency. The freed blood flow was a prickling rush. He looked at the monitor, then at my limp, sweat-slicked form.

“Vitals stabilizing,” he said, his voice regaining its usual calm authority. He pulled a blanket over me. “The crisis is passed.” He turned to the nurses. “Clean her up. See she gets home.” He looked back at me, his gaze inscrutable. “Take the rest of the day off, Evelyn. You’ve… endured enough.”

TRAINING THE NEW RESIDENT

MF / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Dr. Hardwick’s summons came over the intercom just as my shift was ending. The words were neutral, but the tone held a familiar, expectant edge. Another task. My body still felt soft and used from the SR-9 incident, a lingering echo of sensation, but a different kind of energy buzzed beneath my skin. I walked to his office, the pale blue scrubs feeling less like a uniform and more like a second skin.

He wasn’t alone.

A man leaned against the windowsill, arms crossed, surveying the office with a look of open skepticism. He was younger than Dr. Hardwick, maybe late twenties, with sharp features, close-cropped dark hair, and an athletic build evident even beneath his white coat. His eyes, a cool blue, flicked to me as I entered, appraising.

“Ah, Evelyn. This is Dr. Jordan, our newest resident in cardiology. He comes highly recommended from Stanford.” Dr. Hardwick’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. It was a hunter’s smile. “He has… reservations about our integrated therapeutic model. Finds our ‘Hands-On’ approach… unorthodox.”

Dr. Jordan pushed off the sill, his posture stiff. “I find it medically dubious. We’re a hospital, not a… brothel.” His voice was crisp, confident, and utterly dismissive.

“Understanding is the first step toward acceptance,” Dr. Hardwick said smoothly, his gaze shifting to me. “Evelyn, would you be so kind as to show Dr. Jordan to exam room three? A practical demonstration of our techniques, focusing on… stress alleviation, might clarify our success metrics.” He paused, his intense brown eyes locking onto mine. “Convince him.”

Dr. Jordan snorted. “This is absurd.”

“Indulge me,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice dropping to a low, undeniable register. “Or your residency review next month will be remarkably unfavorable.”

A muscle twitched in Dr. Jordan’s jaw. He looked from Hardwick to me, his arrogant expression faltering into confusion, then a dawning, wary curiosity. He gave a tight, stiff nod.

“This way, Doctor,” I said, my voice calm. I turned and walked out, not checking to see if he followed. I knew he would. The sound of his reluctant footsteps trailed behind me down the quiet hall to exam room three.

The room was cold, sterile. The exam table gleamed under the fluorescent lights. I closed the door, the click echoing in the silence.

He stood just inside, arms crossed again, a wall of doubt. “So? What’s the demonstration? A PowerPoint on endorphin release?”

I walked toward him, stopping just inside his personal space. I could smell his cologne, something clean and expensive, overlaid with the sterile hospital scent. His eyes widened slightly.

“The demonstration,” I said, my fingers going to the buttons of his white coat, “is empirical.”

I unbuttoned it and pushed it off his shoulders. It fell to the floor with a soft whump. His breath caught—not a hitched breath, but a sharp, surprised intake. My hands went to his belt. He didn’t move. His chest rose and fell faster. I unbuckled it, the metal clasp cold in my fingers. I unbuttoned his trousers, pulled down the zipper.

My hand slipped inside, past the soft cotton of his boxer-briefs. I found him. He was already half-hard, a betraying heat and weight in my palm. A flush crept up his neck. So much for skepticism.

I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and stroked, once, slowly, from base to tip. He was thick, his skin silken over rigid flesh. He jerked as if shocked, a small gasp escaping his lips.

“This… this is unprofessional,” he stammered, his voice losing its edge.

“Do you want me to stop?” I asked, working my hand over him in a firm, steady rhythm.

His cock hardened fully, straining against my grip. “No,” he gritted out. “Keep going.”

Pre-cum beaded at the slit, and I smoothed it down his length with my thumb, making my strokes slick, effortless. His hips began to move in tiny, involuntary thrusts, meeting my hand. His arrogant mask was gone, replaced by raw, hungry focus. His eyes were glued to my moving hand, then to my face.

I dropped to my knees.

The linoleum was unforgiving, but I barely felt it. His cock stood before my face, flushed and leaking. I looked up at him, held his gaze for a heated second, then leaned forward.

I didn’t tease. I took the head into my mouth, my tongue circling the sensitive ridge. His knees buckled. A choked groan echoed above me. I sucked him deeper, relaxing my throat, taking him in until my nose brushed the coarse hair at his base. I held him there for a moment, feeling him pulse on my tongue, then pulled back with a wet, hollow sound.

I repeated the motion, establishing a deep, rhythmic pace. My mouth was a warm, wet channel, and he filled it perfectly. One of his hands came down, tangling in my blonde hair, not forcing, just holding on. His other hand braced against the wall. His breathing was ragged, harsh pants that filled the quiet room.

“Jesus… fucking…” he muttered, his hips beginning to thrust in time with my bobs.

I increased my speed, adding my hand to the base, twisting on the upstroke. The sounds were obscenely loud—wet sucks, his grunts, the soft slap of skin. I felt his tension coiling, the telltale tightening in his balls under my fingers.

Just before he could tip over, I released him with a final, loud pop.

I stood up on shaky legs, my own core throbbing in sync with the pulse I’d felt in his cock. Without a word, I turned my back to him. I untied my scrub pants, pushed them down past my hips, letting them pool around my ankles. I bent forward over the cold, padded exam table, my palms flat on the crackling paper. I presented my ass to him, high and open, completely exposed.

For a second, there was only the sound of his heavy breathing. Then, the rustle of clothing. A moment later, I felt the broad, slick head of his cock nudge against my soaked entrance.

He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

He entered me in one long, relentless stroke, burying himself to the hilt. I cried out, the sudden, perfect stretch stealing my breath. He filled me completely, a burning, glorious fullness that drove every last shred of doubt from the room.

His hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging in possessively. He pulled back and slammed home.

Again.

And again.

He fucked me with a frantic, eager hunger, his earlier arrogance transformed into pure, driving need. Each thrust was a deep, punishing impact that shook the table and sent waves of pleasure radiating from my core. The clinical setting made it filthier—the smell of antiseptic, the sight of medical cabinets, the cold metal under my palms, all contrasted with the hot, wet slap of our bodies joining.

“Is this… part of the… therapy?” he grunted between thrusts, his voice strained.

“The most… effective part,” I gasped, pushing back against him, meeting his drives.

My climax built fast, a tight coil springing from the base of my spine. The friction, the fullness, the sheer audacity of fucking this arrogant resident in an exam room to prove a point—it all combusted at once. It tore through me, violent and clenching. I screamed, my internal muscles spasming around his invading length, milking him.

Feeling me convulse shattered his control. With a guttural shout, he pulled all the way out. His hand wrapped around his own cock, stroking fiercely. Hot, thick stripes of his release splashed across my lower back, my ass, a scalding, claiming paint. Each jet pulsed with the force of his surrender.

We stayed there, frozen in the aftermath—him panting behind me, me bent over the table, marked by his cum. The only sound was our ragged breathing slowly calming.

Slowly, he pulled a tissue from a box on the counter. He wiped himself clean, then tossed it in the biohazard bin. He handed me a few. The gesture was almost gentle. I cleaned my back, the silence stretching.

He helped me straighten, his hands surprisingly steady as he pulled my scrubs back up. I turned to face him. His expression was different. The skepticism was gone, replaced by a dazed, satiated awe.

“I think I understand the methodology now,” he said finally, his voice quiet.

I just nodded, retying my pants.

We walked back to Dr. Hardwick’s office in silence. Dr. Jordan walked beside me, his posture no longer stiff, but loose, almost contemplative.

Dr. Hardwick looked up as we entered. He took in Dr. Jordan’s rumpled appearance, my flushed face, and a slow, satisfied smile spread across his face.

“Well, Doctor?”

Dr. Jordan cleared his throat. “A… compelling demonstration. I withdraw my objections. The approach appears… sound.”

“Excellent.” Dr. Hardwick’s eyes shifted to me, gleaming with approval. “Thank you, Evelyn. That was handled with your usual… professionalism.” He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a private murmur meant for my ears alone. “Keep up this standard of work, and a promotion to Head Nurse won’t be far off. Think about what that could mean for you.”

THE AWARDS GALA
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The chandeliers in the Liberty Memorial Ballroom scattered light like shattered diamonds across the polished marble floor. I stood near the edge of the crowd, a flute of champagne dangling from my fingers, feeling the unfamiliar slide of silk against my skin. The gown Dr. Hardwick’s office had provided was a column of emerald green, backless, clinging to every curve. My hair was swept up, a few blonde tendrils artfully escaping. I looked the part. Yet, I didn’t feel it.

The speeches droned on, praising innovation, recovery rates, donor generosity. Then Dr. Hardwick took the podium. His eyes, dark and intense, scanned the glittering room before landing on me.

“And tonight,” his smooth voice carried, amplified, “we recognize not just a methodology, but the individuals who embody it. For exceptional dedication and… integrated patient care, I am proud to present the Liberty Star Award to Nurse Evelyn Granger.”

A spotlight, hot and blinding, found me. A polite, knowing applause rippled through the assembled doctors, administrators, and wealthy patrons. My face burned. I walked to the podium on legs that felt like water. Dr. Hardwick handed me a heavy crystal obelisk. His fingers brushed mine, a spark of familiar electricity.

“Well done,” he murmured, for me alone. His smile was genuine, proud. It sent a warm flush through my chest that had nothing to do with the spotlight.

I returned to the periphery, clutching the award, its weight both alien and affirming. The music swelled—a live jazz quartet—and the dancing began. Dr. Moss found me first, his friendly face handsome in a tailored tuxedo.

“May I?” he asked, already guiding me onto the floor.

His hand was warm on the bare skin of my back. We moved easily. “Quite the honor,” he said, his breath tickling my ear. “Deserved, of course. Your work has been… comprehensive.”

“Thank you,” I managed, my voice thin.

Next was Dr. Jordan. He held me with a new respect, his earlier arrogance softened into a focused intensity. “The demonstration was… enlightening,” he said quietly as we turned. “I’ve reviewed the files. The data is irrefutable.”

Then Dr. Hardwick cut in, a silent, commanding presence. Dr. Jordan yielded with a nod. As Dr. Hardwick’s arms came around me, the world narrowed. His scent—spice and clean linen—enveloped me. We danced, a slow, intimate circle amidst the crowd.

“You see?” he said, his voice a low vibration against my temple. “This is your place. This recognition, this room… it’s all because of your willingness to embrace our truth. I am very proud of you, Evelyn.”

His words sank into me, warm and potent as liquor. The ambition, the hunger for success that had driven me here, twisted together with the secret thrill of all I’d done. They weren’t separate paths anymore. They were the same road. The music, the lights, the approving eyes—it was all a celebration of me, of this.

His hand slid lower on my back, possessive. “The night is still young. And our staff… believes in celebrating all successes.”

As the song ended, he didn’t release me. He kept one arm around my waist and with the other, reached for the champagne flute I still held. He took it from my numb fingers and placed it on a passing waiter’s tray. His eyes never left mine.

Then, without breaking his gaze, his free hand went to his own trousers. He unbuttoned the fly. The sound was obscenely loud in my head. He didn’t look around. He didn’t need to. This was the unspoken heart of the gala.

He pushed the fabric aside and drew himself out. He was already fully erect, thick and flushed against the dark wool of his tuxedo pants. My breath caught in my throat, not in fear, but in a sharp, breathtaking recognition.

“Your award isn’t the only thing you’ll be receiving tonight,” he said, his voice a velvet command. He guided me down, a firm pressure on my shoulder.

I sank to my knees on the cool marble, the silk of my gown pooling around me. The music played on. Conversations continued. But in our little circle, the world had changed. I leaned forward, my lips parting. I took the head of his cock into my mouth, tasting the clean, salty skin. A low, approving hum came from above me. My tongue swirled, and I took him deeper, my jaw stretching to accommodate his girth. One of his hands came to rest on the back of my head, fingers threading through my upswept hair.

I lost myself in the rhythm, in the weight and heat on my tongue, in the public privacy of the act. The applause from minutes ago echoed in my mind, merging with the wet, sucking sounds I made.

After a minute, he pulled back. “Stand.”

I rose, my legs trembling. His hands went to the thin straps of my gown. He pushed them down my shoulders. The emerald silk whispered over my breasts, my hips, and fell in a puddle at my feet. I stood naked in the ballroom, the chandelier light painting my skin gold. A shiver raced through me, part chill, part exhilaration.

He turned, surveying the room. His eyes landed on a long, polished banquet table, cleared of food, now holding only empty champagne flutes and floral arrangements. He swept an arm across it, sending crystal and orchids crashing to the floor. The sound drew glances, but no one intervened. Only smiles.

He lifted me as if I weighed nothing, placing me on the cool, hard surface of the table. The contrast of the cold wood against my heated skin was a shock. He pushed my thighs apart, his head dipping between them.

His mouth on me was not the clinical, targeted application of the SR-9 incident. This was hungry, possessive. His tongue lapped at my folds, then speared inside me before zeroing in on my clit with devastating precision. A moan tore from my throat, loud and unbidden. I threw my head back, my fingers scrambling for purchase on the slick wood.

Through the haze of pleasure, I forced my eyes open. The ballroom swam into view. Across the dance floor, near a potted palm, I saw Nurse Chloe. Her red hair was a fiery cascade down her back. Dr. Jordan had her bent over a plush velvet ottoman, her gown rucked up around her waist. He was driving into her from behind, his tuxedo jacket straining with each thrust. Her mouth was open in a silent cry.

To the left, near the bar, Nurse Sarah was on her knees. Dr. Blackwell leaned against the polished mahogany, his silver-streaked hair impeccable, his expression one of detached pleasure as Sarah took his cock into her mouth, her head bobbing earnestly.

My observation shattered as Dr. Hardwick added two fingers inside me, curling upwards. The dual sensation pushed me to the edge. I was panting, my hips rolling against his face.

Then a new warmth touched my breast. Dr. Moss had appeared beside the table. He leaned down, capturing my nipple in his mouth, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. The sensation was a lightning bolt to my core. I cried out, a broken, desperate sound.

“Look at her,” Dr. Hardwick said, lifting his glistening mouth from me for a moment. “Our star performer.”

The words, the dual attentions, tipped me over. My orgasm ripped through me, a sharp, clenching wave that made my back arch off the table. I shook, seeing stars among the chandeliers.

Before the last tremor faded, strong hands were turning me. Dr. Hardwick helped me off the table, guiding me to my hands and knees on the floor. The marble was unforgiving against my knees and palms. He positioned himself behind me.

“Open,” Dr. Moss said, kneeling in front of me. He held his cock, stroking it, presenting it to my lips.

I took him in, the stretch of my jaw a familiar ache. At the same moment, Dr. Hardwick pushed into me from behind. The feeling of being filled at both ends was overwhelming, complete. A guttural, choked sound vibrated around Dr. Moss’s cock.

Dr. Hardwick maintained a brutal, deep pace, his hips slamming against mine with a clinical ferocity. Each thrust drove me forward, a rhythmic force that compelled me to take Dr. Moss even deeper into my throat. Dr. Moss gripped my hair, his hips pumping in a sharp counterpoint to Dr. Hardwick’s heavy drives. I was a living conduit between them, lost in a haze of moaning and gagging, with strings of slick drool coating my chin.

The ballroom around us had descended into a scene of organized, high-society depravity. On the velvet chaises and across the polished marble floor, the "Gala" had dissolved into a massive, tangled orgy of lace, silk, and naked skin. The air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume and raw musk. The surreal soundtrack of the evening—the refined swell of the string quartet and the occasional clink of champagne glasses—mingled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of flesh on flesh and the collective gasps of the hospital’s elite.

I was just one of many. Every guest was either taking or being taken. As I watched the blur of moving bodies, the sheer, public scale of my surrender only made the ache in my core more desperate.

I felt Dr. Hardwick’s rhythm falter, his thrusts becoming jagged, urgent. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself inside me and held. A hot, pulsing flood erupted into my core, jet after jet, marking me from the inside. He groaned, a sound of pure release, his body shuddering against mine.

He pulled out slowly, leaving me feeling empty and dripping.

Dr. Moss withdrew from my mouth. “My turn,” he breathed, his face flushed.

He sat back in a nearby high-backed chair, spreading his legs. He guided me, my body moving on autopilot, to straddle him. I lowered myself onto his erection, sheathing him inside me in one slow, exquisite slide. I was so wet, so stretched from Hardwick’s cum, that he slid in with shocking ease.

My arms went around his shoulders. I began to move, riding him, finding a rhythm that was mine. Up and down, grinding my clit against the base of his shaft. The friction was electric, amplified by the residue of my first climax and the fresh, claiming feel of Dr. Hardwick’s seed inside me. I looked over Dr. Moss’s shoulder. Dr. Hardwick stood watching, tucking himself back into his trousers, his eyes dark with satisfaction.

My pace increased. Pleasure coiled, tighter and hotter. Dr. Moss’s hands gripped my hips, helping me, his breath coming in short gasps against my neck. “That’s it… take it… take your award.”

The words, the feel of him, the sight of the debauched ballroom, it all fused into a single point of white-hot need. My third orgasm of the night detonated, a rolling, convulsive wave that clenched around him, milking him desperately. I screamed, my head falling back.

Feeling me convulse, Dr. Moss thrust up once, twice, and then stilled, his own release joining the mess inside me. A hot, fresh flood added to the cocktail already there. He held me tight as we both shuddered through the aftershocks.

Slowly, the world seeped back in. The music had switched to something slower, sultrier. I became aware of the sticky dampness between my thighs, the ache in my muscles, the cool air on my sweat-slicked skin.

Dr. Moss gently lifted me off him. I stood, swaying. My makeup, I knew, was smeared. My body was a map of the night—trembling limbs, used holes, skin marked by grasping hands. I looked down. Streaks of cum glistened on my inner thighs.

Dr. Hardwick approached. He didn’t hand me my gown. Instead, he picked up the heavy crystal obelisk of my Liberty Star Award from where it had been placed on the table. He pressed the cool, smooth glass into my hands.

“A night to remember,” he said, his thumb stroking over my knuckles. “You were magnificent.”

EARNING A PROMOTION

MMMF / Flogging / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Anal Beads / Vibrator / Dildo

The week after the gala passed in a strange, suspended haze. The Liberty Star Award sat on my dresser, catching the morning light—a beautiful paperweight for a life that felt less real each day.

When Dr. Hardwick’s voice crackled over the department intercom, summoning me to his office immediately, that held breath finally released. I wasn’t scared. A low, familiar current of anticipation hummed in my veins as I smoothed my scrubs and headed toward the executive wing.

He stood by his window, silhouetted against the gray afternoon sky. He didn’t turn as I entered. “Close the door, Evelyn.”

I did. The click was final.

“Your work has been exceptional,” he began, his voice measured. “The Liberty Star Award was well deserved. It’s time to discuss the next step in your career here at Liberty.”

He finally turned. His intense eyes held a flicker of something I hadn’t seen before—a predatory appraisal. “The position of Head Nurse for the Integrated Therapy Wing is opening. It’s more than a title. It’s authority. A significant increase in salary. A seat at certain planning tables.” He paused, letting the image form in my mind. “You are a candidate.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. Head Nurse. It was everything I’d wanted when I first walked through these doors. The culmination of my ambition.

“There is, of course, a final assessment,” he said, walking around his desk towards me. “A practical exam. To ensure your comprehension of our methods is not just theoretical, but visceral. To see if you can not only endure, but… excel under the most demanding conditions.” He stopped in front of me. “Are you interested?”

The question wasn’t really a question. It was a doorway. I knew what lay through it. Pain. Pleasure. Humiliation. Triumph. All mixed together until they were the same substance. My modest background, the years of balancing ledgers and swallowing pride, rose up in me. This was the shortcut, the secret ladder. All I had to do was climb it.

“Yes,” I said, my voice clear. “I’m interested.”

A slow smile touched his lips. “Good. Follow me.”

He led me not to a patient room, but back to the secured wing, to a different door marked CALIBRATION & ASSESSMENT. He keyed in a code. The door hissed open.

The room was larger than the others, dominated by a central, padded table under a constellation of adjustable surgical lights. And two men were already there, waiting.

Dr. Moss leaned against a counter, his arms crossed over his scrubs, his usual friendly expression replaced by a focused, intent look. Dr. Blackwell stood near a tray of instruments, his silver-streaked hair perfect, his gaze sharp and discerning.

My steps faltered for a second. Three of them. This was the committee.

“The exam is in three parts,” Dr. Hardwick announced, his tone shifting to pure instruction. “Discipline. Service. Endurance. You will be graded on compliance, technique, and somatic response.” He gestured to the center of the room. “Strip. Now. Then assume position over the table.”

My fingers went to the tie of my scrubs. The air was cool, smelling of antiseptic and clean leather. I let the top fall, then pushed the pants down my legs. I stepped out of them, naked. I felt their eyes on me—Moss’s appreciative, Blackwell’s analytical, Hardwick’s possessive. I walked to the table, the floor cold under my bare feet. I bent forward, planting my palms on the padded edge, presenting my back and ass to the room.

“Arch your spine,” Dr. Hardwick said. “Present yourself.”

I obeyed, pushing my hips back, feeling the stretch in my hamstrings, the vulnerable exposure of my most private flesh.

I heard a drawer open, a soft clatter of leather. Dr. Hardwick moved into my peripheral vision. In his hand was a flogger, its falls made of thick, soft black leather. Dr. Moss picked up an identical one. Dr. Blackwell selected a third with slightly narrower tails.

They fanned out around me.

“The purpose of discipline is not merely punishment,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice calm behind me. “It is to break the surface tension of the mind. To allow deeper connection. To blur the line between pain and pleasure until the body accepts both as gifts. Do not hold back your vocalizations. We are monitoring your physiological honesty.”

The first strike came from my left. Dr. Moss.

Thwack.

It landed across the swell of my right buttock. A bright, stinging shock that bloomed into heat. I gasped.

Before it faded, a strike from the right. Dr. Blackwell.

Thwack.

This one was sharper, more precise, biting across my left cheek. I jerked, a small yelp escaping my lips.

Then, from directly behind, Dr. Hardwick.

Thwack.

This was heavier, thudding deeper into the muscle. The pain was profound, a resonant ache that vibrated through my pelvis. A moan, low and involuntary, rumbled in my chest.

They began a rhythm. Not synchronized, but overlapping. A relentless, staccato rain of leather on my skin. Thwack. Thwack. Thwack. Strikes crossed my shoulders, my lower back, the sensitive crease where ass met thigh. The initial sharp bites of pain began to melt, transforming into a radiating warmth that seeped into my flesh. Each impact sent a jolt through me, and in the wake of the sting, a flush of pleasure began to pulse in time with my racing heart.

I was panting now, my knuckles white where I gripped the table. Sounds spilled from me—sharp yelps, breathy moans, guttural cries. My skin screamed, but my core was weeping, growing slick and hot. The pain wasn’t pushing pleasure away; it was carving a channel for it, making the nerve endings sing the same frantic song.

“Excellent vasodilation,” Dr. Blackwell noted coolly from somewhere to my right.

“She’s taking it quite well,” Dr. Moss added, his voice closer.

Dr. Hardwick’s flogger landed a series of rapid, stinging blows right across my ass. The sensation was so intense, so perfectly balanced between agony and ecstasy, that my legs trembled. A fresh gush of wetness soaked my inner thighs.

“Enough,” Dr. Hardwick said.

The rain stopped. The silence was loud, filled only with my ragged breathing. My entire backside throbbed with a live, glowing heat. I was floating on it.

“Part two,” he said. “Service.”

I heard the rustle of clothing, zippers. I forced my head to turn.

All three had freed their cocks. Dr. Hardwick’s was thick and rigid, a familiar sight. Dr. Moss’s was long and straight, bobbing eagerly. Dr. Blackwell’s was impressive, heavy-looking, with a pronounced curve. They stood in a loose semi-circle around my kneeling form.

“You will tend to each of us,” Dr. Hardwick instructed. “Demonstrate your focus, your attentiveness. Your ability to prioritize the needs of the staff.”

I shifted from the table, my sore muscles protesting, and sank to my knees on the floor. I looked up at them, at the three imposing erections framed against the bright lights. This wasn’t about my pleasure. This was about my skill. My submission. My ambition.

I leaned forward to Dr. Hardwick first. I took his head into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the crown, tasting his clean, musky salt. I sank down, taking him deep into my throat, my eyes watering. I held him there, my nose pressed to his skin, before pulling back with a wet, hollow sound. A low groan rumbled above me.

I turned to Dr. Moss next. I used my hand on his base, stroking firmly, while my mouth worked over the head, sucking and licking with deliberate, swirling motions. He whispered a curse, his fingers tangling gently in my hair.

Then Dr. Blackwell. His curved cock required a different angle. I took him into my mouth, following the curve with my tongue, applying pressure to the sensitive underside. His hand came to rest on the back of my head, not pushing, but guiding, setting a slow, deep pace. He was quiet, but his breathing hitched.

I rotated between them, a relentless, wet circuit. My jaw ached. My throat felt stretched and used. I lost myself in the mechanics—the suction, the flick of my tongue, the twist of my wrist. In the sounds they made, the tightening of their stomachs, the pulsing heat under my lips.

Dr. Moss was the first to break. “I’m… close,” he gritted out.

I redoubled my efforts on him, taking him fully, humming around his shaft.

“Not in your mouth,” he rasped. “On you.” He stroked himself quickly, his fist a blur. The first thick rope of cum splashed across my cheek. The next streaked over my collarbone. Another hit my breast, sliding down my nipple.

As he softened, I turned back to Dr. Blackwell, whose rhythm had grown frantic. I worked him with my hand and mouth, feeling his tension reach a breaking point. With a stifled, shuddering gasp, he pulled back just in time. I watched, breathless, as his release landed on my face in a hot, copious rush. The thick, bitter heat coated my cheeks and forehead, stinging my eyes and slicking my chin. I didn't look away, letting the heavy evidence of his climax mask my skin as a final, visible mark of my service.

Finally, Dr. Hardwick. His eyes were black with lust. I took him back into my mouth, worshipping him with my tongue, my throat, my complete attention. He watched me, his control a visible, trembling thing. Then he pulled himself from my lips. He stroked himself quickly, his fist a blur. The first thick rope of cum splashed across my cheek. The next streaked over my collarbone. Another hit my breast, sliding down my nipple.

I knelt there, panting, painted in their white, drying claims. The smell of sex and salt filled my nose.

“Part three,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice rough. “Endurance. On the table. On your back.”

I rose, my body trembling with exertion and adrenaline, and climbed onto the padded surface. Dr. Hardwick produced heavy, wide leather straps, securing my wrists and ankles to the rails, spreading me open. I was utterly helpless, displayed, a canvas of reddened skin and glistening cum.

From the instrument tray, Dr. Hardwick picked up a string of large, smooth anal beads, each one bigger than the last. He coated them in clear gel.

“This measures your ability to endure intense stimulation,” he explained, his clinical tone at odds with the intimate act. He pressed the first, smallest bead against my tight rear entrance. “Relax.”

I exhaled, pushing out as he pushed in. The cool, slick sphere popped inside. A low groan escaped me. The stretch was immediate, foreign. He didn’t pause. The second bead followed, wider, filling me more. I clenched around the intrusion, a mix of burning fullness and shocking sensitivity. The third bead made me cry out, my hips straining against the straps.

“Good,” he murmured, working the fourth bead in. I was panting, my ass stretched to a breathtaking degree, a constant, deep pressure that seemed to radiate straight to my clit.

As the fifth and largest bead popped past my rim with a soft, wet sound, Dr. Moss stepped forward. In his hand was a powerful, wand-style vibrator. He clicked it on. A deep, insistent buzz filled the air. He pressed the broad head directly against my clit.

The sensation was seismic. The vibration tore through me, a direct current to every nerve ending. I shrieked, my body bowing off the table. The intense pleasure from the front collided with the deep, stretching pressure from behind. My mind fractured. I was a conduit for sensation, raw and overwhelming.

Before I could adjust, Dr. Blackwell moved to the foot of the table. He held a massive, dual-density dildo, easily as thick as Dr. Hardwick’s cock. He guided it to my soaked, desperate opening.

“No… it’s too much…” I sobbed, but it was a plea without meaning. My body was already yielding.

He pushed. The fat, silicone head stretched me even wider than the beads. I felt impossibly full, stuffed at both ends, my insides rearranging around the dual invasion. He began a slow, relentless fucking, the dildo plunging deep, dragging against my inner walls with exquisite friction.

The vibrator roared on my clit. The beads stuffed my ass. The dildo filled my pussy. Sensation overloaded every circuit. Pleasure became a kind of agony, a screaming need for release that was held just out of reach by the sheer volume of input. I was sobbing, begging, my voice hoarse.

“Now,” Dr. Hardwick said, his hand closing around the base of the bead string.

As Dr. Moss held the vibrator steady and Dr. Blackwell thrust the dildo deep, Dr. Hardwick pulled.

He drew the beads out, one by one, in a slow, deliberate drag.

The feeling was unimaginable. Each bead stretching my rim again on its way out, a reverse penetration that rubbed every hypersensitive nerve. The combined sensations—the buzzing, the fucking, the unrelenting pull—shattered me.

My orgasm didn’t crest; it exploded. It was a full-body detonation, a white-hot nova that obliterated thought. I screamed, a raw, endless sound. My back arched so violently the straps creaked. I convulsed, my internal muscles clamping down on the dildo, fluttering around the empty space the beads left behind. Pleasure, pain, pressure, release—it all fused into a single, cataclysmic wave that washed through me, leaving me twitching and boneless.

The vibrator stopped. The dildo was withdrawn. I lay there, gasping, tears streaming down my temples into my hair. My body felt used, wrecked, glorious.

Dr. Hardwick unstrapped me. The freed blood flow was a painful, tingling rush. He helped me to sit up, his hands surprisingly steady on my trembling shoulders.

I looked at him, my vision blurred.

“A… a rigorous performance,” he said, his own breathing not entirely even. His dark eyes scanned my face, my marked body. “I am quite pleased.”

Hope, sharp and desperate, cut through the haze. “The promotion?”

He smoothed a strand of damp hair from my cheek. “I will need to discuss your results with the committee. The decision isn’t mine alone.” He gestured to Dr. Moss and Dr. Blackwell, who were quietly cleaning up, their expressions unreadable. “But your work tonight… it was persuasive. Wait for my call.”

HEAD NURSE EVELYN

MFF / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The gold trim on my new collar caught the fluorescent light as I straightened my posture. It felt heavy in a way I now craved—a constant, comforting weight. The last student loan payment had cleared two months ago. The new car sat in the staff parking lot, sleek and impersonal. None of it mattered anymore. The money was just a side effect. The real currency was this: the secured wing, the scent of antiseptic and arousal, the expectant gleam in Dr. Hardwick’s eyes.

And now, the chance to share it.

Caroline sat across from us in Dr. Hardwick’s office, her hands clasped tight in her lap. She was young, fresh out of her program like I’d been. Her nerves were a visible vibration in the air. I remembered that taste—the metallic fear, the desperate hope.

Dr. Hardwick’s questions were a familiar melody. Academic qualifications. Clinical hours. Then, the turn.

“Stress management is critical here, Caroline,” he said, his voice smooth as oil. “How do you… unwind? Are you in a relationship? Sexually active?”

Her cheeks flamed. She stammered about a boyfriend back home, about how she was focused on her career. My lips curved in a faint smile I didn’t try to hide. Oh, sweetheart.

He stood. “Standard protocol. A physical assessment before we proceed. Nurse Granger will assist.”

I rose with him, my movements fluid, assured. “This way,” I said, my voice calm, inviting.

Caroline’s wide blue eyes flicked between us. She saw my uniform, the ornate collar, my lack of hesitation. She followed.

The exam room was the same. The table, the stirrups, the bright lights. It felt like a homecoming.

Dr. Hardwick closed the door. The lock clicked with finality. He turned, his dark eyes on Caroline. “Remove your clothes, please. And stand here.”

Her breath caught. She looked at me, seeking… what? Reassurance? A way out?

I gave her a slow, steady nod. “It’s alright. This is just the beginning. We all start here.”

My words, my calm, seemed to decide her. With trembling fingers, she unbuttoned her blouse, slid her slacks down her legs. Soon she stood naked, hugging herself, skin pebbled in the cool air.

Dr. Hardwick didn’t touch her. He simply undid his own trousers, pushing them down just enough. His cock sprang free, already thick and fully erect, a dark, imposing sight against his white coat.

Caroline’s gasp was sharp.

“Kneel,” I instructed, my voice gentle but leaving no room for debate. I moved behind her, placing my hands on her slender shoulders. “He needs to assess your… compliance. Your willingness to serve.”

I applied soft pressure. Caroline sank to her knees on the tile floor, her gaze level with his hardness. The musk of him filled the space between them.

“Open your mouth,” Dr. Hardwick said, his tone clinical yet dripping with intent.

She did, lips parting in a small ‘o’. He stepped forward, guiding himself with one hand. The broad, plum-colored head pushed past her lips. She made a muffled sound, her eyes watering instantly.

“Good,” I murmured, kneeling beside her, my own uniform crisp and official. “Now take him deeper. Show him you can handle it.”

I placed a hand on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding. She choked as he slid further into her throat, her body tensing. “Relax your jaw,” I coached, my voice close to her ear. “Let him in. This is what we do here.”

Her throat worked around him, a tight, fluttering sheath. Dr. Hardwick’s breath hitched, a soft, approving sound. He began a shallow rhythm, feeding her his length, watching her struggle and adapt.

A current of pure power surged through me. This was different from being the one on her knees. This was creation. I was sculpting her, just as I’d been sculpted.

I leaned in, my own lips finding the base of his shaft where it met Caroline’s mouth. I licked a long, slow stripe up his rigid length, tasting salt and skin, before taking his heavy balls into my mouth, sucking gently. Dr. Hardwick groaned, his hips stuttering.

Caroline watched me from the corner of her watering eye, a dazed confusion mixing with a dawning, awful understanding.

I stood up, my fingers going to the buttons of my gold-trimmed tunic. “She’s doing well, Doctor,” I said, shrugging the fabric off my shoulders. I let it fall, then stepped out of my skirt. I stood naked before them, my body no longer a source of shame but a tool, a testament. My skin still carried the faint memory of floggers, a map of my journey.

I climbed onto the exam table, the paper crinkling under me. I leaned back, spread my legs wide, and hooked my feet in the stirrups, presenting myself without a shred of hesitation.

“Caroline,” I said, my voice taking on a husky, instructional tone. “Your oral assessment is adequate. Now, demonstrate your attentiveness to senior staff.”

She pulled off Dr. Hardwick’s cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva bridging her lips to his glistening skin. She looked from his face to my exposed core, flushed and already damp with anticipation.

Caroline crawled the short distance to the table. Her breath was hot on my inner thighs. Then her tongue touched me—a tentative, flat stroke through my folds.

A sigh escaped me. “Yes. Like that. But be precise. Find the center.”

Her mouth grew bolder, her lips closing around my clit, sucking with a novice’s eager pressure. It was clumsy, desperate, and utterly perfect. Moans tumbled from my throat. I tangled a hand in her hair, holding her to me, showing her the rhythm. “There. Right there.”

As she ate me out, her tongue spearing and circling, Dr. Hardwick remained a constant, voyeuristic presence at the edge of the table. He didn't touch her; he simply stood back with his arms crossed, his sharp eyes tracking every movement of her mouth against my skin. He leaned in slightly, his shadow falling over us.

“Now for the practical integration,” Dr. Hardwick stated, his voice a cool blade cutting through the heavy air. “Bend over the exam table, both of you.”

The command left no room for hesitation. We moved in unison. Caroline, her face flushed and dazed, braced herself against the padded vinyl beside me. I assumed the same position, our bodies parallel, our spines arched and our asses raised in a stark, submissive offering.

Dr. Hardwick moved to Caroline first, driving back into her from behind. Her choked cries were muffled against the table paper. He fucked her hard, his control fraying. After a dozen deep, pounding strokes, he withdrew, glistening with her wetness.

Then he was at my entrance. I pushed back against him, needing it. He plunged into my soaked, ready heat in one glorious, claiming stroke. I was so much looser, so much more knowing than Caroline. He groaned, his hands gripping my gold-trimmed collar like a leash.

“This,” he grunted, pounding into me, “is what you are training for. This is the pinnacle.”

His words, his perfect, brutal fullness, shattered me. My orgasm tore through my core, clenching around his invading length, a silent scream locking in my throat. I convulsed, my vision whiting out.

Feeling me clamp down, he lost his rhythm. With a raw, guttural shout, he slammed deep and held. I felt the hot, pulsing flood of his release jetting inside me, filling me, marking his Head Nurse once more. He trembled against me, his weight a comforting pressure.

When he pulled out, his seed trickled down my inner thigh. I stayed bent over, catching my breath, a serene smile on my lips. I turned my head to see Caroline watching, her expression a chaotic blend of shock, awe, and a flicker of nascent hunger.

Dr. Hardwick tucked himself away, his demeanor settling back into calm authority. “The position is yours, Caroline. Welcome to Liberty.”

I finally stood, my body humming, sticky, complete. I walked to Caroline and took her hand, helping her up. Her skin was cold. “The first time is the hardest,” I said, squeezing her fingers. “It gets better. I think you’ll enjoy working here.”
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