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“Head” Nurse

“Oh, my God, we’re all going to get fired!”

The moment Nurse Gina heard that, she rolled her big, chocolate-brown eyes.

Typical. Cindy always overreacted to things.

But in this particular instance, maybe Cindy wasn’t overreacting. She and the other nurses on the wing were gathered in the break room, and the mood was a lot tenser than normal.

“I can’t believe they’re doing this,” Cindy complained, wringing her fat hands. She was an overweight nurse in her mid-fifties, and her job at Mosby Care Clinic was the only one she’d had for the last fifteen years. “If they lay me off, what am I going to do?”

“What are you going to do?” Marsha complained. She was a pretty black woman in her mid-thirties, who had impressed everybody on the wing by her ability to type and open prescription bottles with those two-inch nails of hers. “I have three kids to feed! At least yours are all full-grown!”

“Yeah, well, Darrell still lives at home,” Cindy fired back. “And you’re young, Marsha. You’ll get another job more easily than I will.”

“Hey!”

Nurse Gina’s voice reverberated around the breakroom, and all six of the nurses in there turned to look at her.

At barely five feet tall, Gina was the smallest woman in the room – but she also had the biggest presence. Even though Marsha and Cindy towered over her, they shut the fuck up and listened as the wing’s head nurse addressed them.

“Nobody’s getting fired,” Gina growled, putting her hands on her curvy hips. “Not if I can help it.”

For a second there was silence, because when Gina said something, the other nurses tended to listen. But after a moment, Marsha snippily responded: “You can’t say that for sure, Gina.”

Gina turned her big, brown eyes towards Marsha, and the taller woman took a visible step back.

“Listen, here’s the situation,” Gina growled. “Michael’s got to decide whether or not to apply for that funding or not. He’s getting a lot of political pressure from the board not to, since they don’t want the hospital to be too reliant on public funds…”

“But if they don’t,” Cindy complained, “they’ll have to cut jobs!”

Gina’s burning eyes turned to Cindy, and the older woman shut up too.

“That’s true,” Gina admitted. “But the board made it very clear that it’s Michael’s decision – and they’ll support him whatever he decides.”

Michael Kelly was the director of the wing, and the man who made all the decisions for the unit that Gina and her colleagues worked at. A tall, handsome man in his mid-forties, Michael was generally pretty easy going – but things recently had been tense.

“All that asshole cares about is getting a promotion and a raise,” Marsha hissed. “He’s going to fuck all of us over, just so he can kiss the board’s ass.”

“Next year he’ll be driving a new BMW,” Cindy added, “while we’re out there collecting food stamps.” She shook her head. “God, he makes me sick.”

“Hold on,” Gina held up her hand. “Before we all hang, draw and quarter him – let me go and talk to Michael. I’m sure I can convince him to do the right thing.”

“Ha!” Marsha scoffed. “What could you possibly say to him to make him change his mind?”

The corner of Gina’s lips curled. She placed her hands on her curvy hips, and murmured:

“Oh, I don’t know, Marsha. I can be very persuasive sometimes.”

***

Gina rapped her knuckles on the door to Michael’s office, and heard his gruff voice through the thin wood: “Come in.”

The door creaked as Gina opened it. She let it click shut behind her.

Michael looked up from a desk overflowing with paperwork.

The normally polished, handsome man looked like a wreck. His salt-and-pepper hair was messy, he had two or more days of stubble on his chin, and his suit looked like it could do with a few spritzes of FeBreeze.

“What do you want, Gina?” Michael asked, reaching for what was presumably an ice-cold cup of black coffee, and running his fingers through his messy hair. “This isn’t a good time.”

Gina’s eyes narrowed.

She was pissed to be greeted like this, obviously. She deserved more respect than that.

But she was also worried about Michael. He was normally a happy, go-lucky man and never failed to greet his staff with smiles and polite questions about their family or health.

The man she was looking at today was a shadow of the Michael she knew and respected. He looked like a haggard, overwrought character from an Arthur Miller play. All that was missing was a cigarette hanging limply from his mouth – and if the hospital didn’t have a strict No Smoking policy, he probably would have been smoking one.

Gina just stood there, looking at him with concern, until Michael looked up and complained:

“Don’t give me any shit, Gina. I’m not in the mood.”

Gina narrowed her eyes even tighter.

“Why would you say that, Michael?”

Michael flopped back in his chair, and let out a bitter sigh.

“Because you shut the door, Gina. Whenever you come into my office and shut the door, I know you’re about to lecture me about something.”

Gina didn’t respond. Michael kind of had a point there.

“Look, I know what this is about,” Michael sighed. “I know all your nurses are flipping the fuck out, wondering what’s going to happen with this funding.”

He picked up a sheaf of papers from his overflowing desk – crumpled and stained with rings from his coffee cup.

“We’ve been applying for this funding for the last five years. It keeps us comfortably in the black all year round.” He took a deep breath. “But this year, the Chairman of the Board reached out to be and… requested that we don’t apply this year.”

Requested? When Michael said it like that, he didn’t make it sound like much of a request at all.

“Look, I’ve seen the books,” Gina admitted, her voice low so as not to carry through the thin office walls. “I know how much that funding means to the wing. If you don’t apply for it…”

“…then I’m going to have to cut jobs,” Michael nodded. “I know, Gina. Don’t you think that I know that?”

“Michael, we’re all working sixty-hour weeks as it is,” Gina replied coldly. “How do you think cutting jobs is going to help with that?”

“It’s not, Gina,” Michael looked exasperated. “I mean, it doesn’t even make any goddamn sense. The overtime for covering those shifts alone will cost more than the salary of the employees we have to cover for.”

“Then why are we doing it?”

Michael shook his head, and ran his fingers through his salt-and-pepper hair.

“I wish I could tell you, Tina.” He took a ragged breath. “All I can figure is that somehow the pencil-pushers up in finance and finagled the overheads to look better without the funding.” He looked up at Gina, and told her: “It’s something to do with the tax rates, and the margins, and how overtime is factored in compared to regular salary. Like, even if they pay more in overtime, it works out looking better on paper because that’s an irregular expense, whereas paying a full-time employee is a commitment.”

“It’s not an irregular expense when you have to do it every fucking week,” Gina hissed.

“You don’t think I know that?”

And as Tina looked down at the exhausted, frazzled man, she realized that he truly did. There was no point arguing about it – since Michael was very clearly on the same page Gina was.

She took a deep breath.

“Michael,” her tone of voice was close to the about-to-give-him-shit level that Michael warned her about, “we can’t keep working like this. We’re all exhausted enough as it is, and if you lay off any nurses, we’ll all just have to work more.”

“I know that, Gina.”

Gina took a step forward, her hands on her hips.

“Look, I know I complain about him a lot,” she admitted, “but I would like to see my husband from time to time.  But I’ve worked nearly fifty hours this week and it’s not even Thursday yet.”

Michael flopped back in his chair – the look of a man utterly, utterly defeated.

Looking up at Gina with red-rimmed eyes, he sadly admitted:

“What do you want me to do, Gina?”

Gina peered down at him sadly.

Normally she had the utmost respect for Michael – but now he was a shell of the man she knew and had worked with for the past five years.

“Okay,” she told him, taking a step closer to his desk. “I’ve heard that the Board told you to make the decision about the funding yourself. That they’d support you whatever you decided to do.”

Michael didn’t say anything. He just looked up at her, listening.

“If that’s the case… Why don’t you just decide to take the funding?”

Michael sighed again, and his shoulders slumped in defeat.

“Because they requested me not to.” He told her. “They requested it.”

“A request is different from an order,” Gina replied. “Like, when I come home from work, I request that my husband makes me scrambled eggs. I don’t order him to.”

“Yeah,” Michael nodded. “But there are consequences if you don’t comply with those requests.”

Gina thought about her husband and the scrambled eggs.

“I suppose that’s accurate,” she admitted.

“Listen,” Michael looked up. “Officially, the Board legally has to respect and support whatever decision I make. But if I do take the funding, they’re going to look very unkindly on my decision.”

He frowned.

“There’ll be consequences for that… And I was up for promotion next quarter.”

Gina narrowed her eyes even more – until they were barely slits.

“So, you’re telling me that you’re willing for Marsha and Cindy to lose their jobs, and for the rest of us to work ourselves half to death, just so you can keep your chances of getting a promotion?”

Michael pushed his chair back a couple of inches, seeing the look on Gina’s face.

“You… you make me sound like a dick, when you put it like that.”

“That’s the situation, Michael,” Gina hissed. “I’m not the one making you look like a dick.”

“Gina!” Michael’s voice reverberated around the office – and there was no doubt anybody passing in the corridor outside would have heard it, “you don’t understand my situation!”

Gina thought out Cindy’s situation, and Marsha’s. She thought about her own – and how much her feet hurt, after working a straight sixteen-hour shift.

But she was empathetic, if she was anything.

“Okay, Michael,” Gina said with more patience than he deserved. “Explain your situation to me.”

He looked up at her, not sure whether to be terrified, or grateful.

Taking a deep breath, he admitted: “I need this promotion, Gina.”

“You live in a four-bedroom in Princeton, Michael. You’re doing fine.”

“My wife lives in the four-bedroom, Gina. Or should I say my ex-wife. With her new boyfriend.”

Gina’s narrowed eyes widened.

“I-I’m sorry, Michael. I didn’t know that.”

Michael’s mouth narrowed into a thin line.

“I haven’t told anybody about it,” he admitted. “Happened a couple of weeks ago.” He took a deep breath. “She’s taking me to court for everything. I’m living in a Motel 6, but still paying the mortgage so she and her hipster douchebag boyfriend can watch the cable I pay for, on the 78-inch flatscreen I bought last Black Friday.”

He slumped back in his seat.

“I’ve got so many bills coming in… I need this promotion.”

Gina took a step forward, and perched herself on the edge of Michael’s desk – looking down at him with sympathetic brown eyes.

He looked up at her, and the look in Michael’s face was the same look Gina’s patients gave her, when she gave them back a little piece of the soul that being caught up in a medical environment can rob them of.

“You don’t need this promotion, Michael,” she told him, reaching over to pat Michael’s arm. “The more money you make, the more she’s going to squeeze out of you. In fact, you not getting this promotion would be a nice, fat middle finger to your ex-wife.”

“Ha!” Michael snorted. “A nice, fat middle finger she can go and fuck herself on.”

“Exactly.”

For a moment, Michael seemed to contemplate what she’d just told him. But then he looked up at Gina and sighed:

“But the Board…”

“Fuck the Board,” Gina squeezed his arm. “They can’t make you refuse the funding. And, you know what?” She leaned in closer, and watched as Michael’s eyes widened at the proximity of her large breasts. “Maybe it’s time to stop thinking of what’s right for the Board, and start thinking of what’s right for you – and your team.”

Michael looked up into Gina’s huge, chocolate-brown eyes.

They were intimately close now. Perched on the edge of the couch, Gina was practically sitting in Michael’s lap – and her large breasts were directly eye-level with Michael’s face.

He squirmed in his seat, and Gina could tell that he was a little… uncomfortable.

“Listen, Michael,” Gina reached over and placed her palm on Michael’s stubbled cheek. “You’ve got to worry less about what the Board thinks you should do, and more about what you think you should do.”

She stroked his cheek, listening to the rasp of his stubble against her palm.

“What sort of man are you, Michael? Are the man who does whatever the Board tells him to? Or do you make decisions for yourself?”

Michael gulped dryly. He reached up and loosened his tie.

“I… I don’t know…”

Gina’s voice was almost musical, the way it was so soothing.

“Michael, every morning you’re going to have to get up, and look at that handsome face in the mirror…”

Again, Michael gulped the moment she said ‘handsome.’

“You have to decide who you want staring back at you. A man who’ll do whatever some faceless bureaucrats tell him to…”

Michael shuddered.

“…or a man who is willing to make sacrifices for the best of his team, and does what it takes to make sure the patients they look after receive the best care possible.”

Gina looked into Michael’s eyes, challenging him.

“What kind of man are you, Michael?”

For a second, he sat there, looking up at her with huge, puppy-dog eyes. The nearness of Gina’s large breasts, and the intoxicating scent of her perfume, was clearly having an impact on him…

But then he reached up and pulled her palm from his cheek.

“G-Gina,” he admitted. “I don’t know what kind of man I am.” And then he turned away from her, cheeks burning. “I… I don’t even know if I even feel like a man anymore.”

He couldn’t make eye contact with her. He looked away, shivering.

Finally, after taking a ragged breath, Michael found the courage to look at her again.

Gazing up at Tina, he admitted:

“I… I don’t feel like much of a man, Gina.” Tears welled in his eyes. “My wife of twenty years has left me for a fucking tattoo artist who’s half my age.” He gulped dryly. “My kids are barely speaking to me. I’m living in a fucking motel.” He looked around his messy office. “Shit, I’ve been here eighty hours this week. I haven’t slept in two days.” And then the kicker. “Fuck, I haven’t even been laid in six months.”

“Woah,” Gina breathed.

“Heh,” Michael allowed himself a cynical half smile. Looking up at her, he confessed to Gina: “Yeah. Some fucking man I am.” He shook his head. “Six months… No wonder I can’t make a fucking decision when it’s been that long.”

Gina looked down at Michael for a long, long time. She silently drank in his handsome, but stubbled face – and the lean, but defeated musculature of his broad shoulders.

And then she made a decision.

Gina slid off the edge of Michael’s desk, and her heels make a clack as she landed on the Linoleum tiles. She immediately turned around, and started heading for the door.

Michael flopped back in his seat, looking very disappointed to see her leave…

But Gina didn’t leave.

She walked over to the door and clicked the latch – locking it shut.

Michael sat up a in his chair.

“W-what are you doing?”

Gina turned around, and placed her hands on her hips.

“Well, Michael,” she said sternly. “You have a big decision to make, and I suppose I can’t allow you to make it in a…” She rolled her eyes. “…a compromised state.”

Michael stared at her blankly.

“W-what do you mean.”

Gina just smiled.

She was a tiny, compact little woman – but even though she was practically only eye-level with Michael – even while he was sitting down – she still seemed to tower over him by sheer presence alone.

Michael was sitting upright in his chair, looking at her in complete confusion…

…that confusion only grew, as Gina reached up and started unbuttoning the buttons of her blouse.

“G-Gina..?”

Gina might have been short, but she was a deliciously curvy woman – and even before she’d reached up to pop the top button of her blouse, the front of the tight cotton shirt had practically been bursting open.

As Michael stared, open-mouthed, Gina slowly popped each button of her blouse, one after the other.

Her large breasts popped open her blouse, and from beneath the stiff white cotton emerged a deep, beautiful canyon of tanned flesh.

Michael’s eyes shot open, and he sat bolt-upright in his seat.

“G-Gina… What are you doing?”

She ignored the question, and instead explained: “My husband is always droning on about an old boss of his… But he had a saying I think you might find appropriate at this time…”

As she spoke, she continued to unbutton her blouse.

“He told my husband that ‘You’ll never regret doing the right thing.’”

She unbuttoned the final button, and then untucked the hem of her blouse from her tight, pencil skit.

The blouse burst open.

Gina’s big, pendulous breasts were barely contained by the black bra she was wearing underneath

Michael’s jaw literally fell. He sat there, slack-jawed, staring at the beautiful pair of beasts that Gina had just revealed to him.

And then, with a calm look on her face, Gina reached up and unclasped the front of her bra.

Her big, heavy breasts erupted out of the cups of her bra, and Michael suddenly found himself eye-to-nipple with her huge, gorgeous boobs.

He gulped, barely able to breath.

Gina stood there, with her breasts erupting out of her blouse, and smiled at what the sight of her magnificent boobs was doing to her boss.

“So, Michael,” she purred, as she stood there with her big breasts exposed. “Do you think you’ve got it in you to do the right thing?”

Michael’s jaw moved up and down, but no words emerged from his mouth.

Gina’s lips curled.

She stepped forward, until she was standing right in front of him – between his spread knees.

Her breasts were directly in Michael’s face – and as he sat there rigidly, she reached down and grabbed his wrists.

Michael didn’t protest, as she lifted his hands upwards… and then placed one of his palms on each of her exposed breasts.

“Oh, fuuuuck….” Michael groaned, at the feel of her soft, warm flesh in his hands.

Gina shivered, as she felt his big hands gently squeeze her large, supple breasts. He was kneading them, like a kitten does. At the same time, Michael was looking up at her with a look she’d seen all too often in men before – a look of wanton need, and drunken arousal.

But that was exactly what she wanted.

Gina looked down at her boss, as he squeezed and kneaded her breasts.

“Michael,” she said soothingly, “right now you have to decide who you are. Are you the man who does right by his colleagues? Or a man who does whatever the people in charge tell him to do?”

Michael looked up, and his mouth opened…

…no words came out.

But Gina was used to that.

She reached down and placed her warm palm against Michael’s stubbled cheek.

“Michael, baby,” she murmured. “I know this is a lot for you to decide right now…”

“I….” Michael blinked, but never stopped squeezing her bare breasts. “I… I don’t know what the right thing to do is.”

Gina smiled at him, and kept her palm pressed to his cheek.

“Yes, you do.”

He gulped dryly.

“Michael,” Gina repeated, as Michael’s thumb and forefingers began to squeeze her nipples, “if you didn’t know what the right thing to do was, you wouldn’t have locked yourself in the office for the last three days, agonizing over it…”

Michael exhaled softly.

“Listen, hun,” she smiled at her boss, and pressed her palm against his cheek. “How about I do a little something for you… Make you feel like a man again…”

Gina winked at her boss.

“…and maybe then you’ll know what it is a man would do in this situation.”

Michael looked up at her, his eyes as wide as saucers.

“W-what are you…” He gulped dryly. “What are you suggesting?”

“Ssssh,” Gina pressed her finger against her lips. “You’ll figure it out.”

And then, slowly, she started to sink to her knees in front of him.

Michael sat frozen in his chair, shivering. As Gina sunk to her knees, he reluctantly had to let go of her big, beautiful breasts and instead gripped the armrests of his chair.

His knuckles were white – like he was about to ride the rollercoaster on the pier at Seaside Heights.

“G-Gina…” Michael stammered. “I-I don’t know about this…”

“Ssssh, honey,” Gina was on her knees now, and she placed her hands on Michael’s thighs, rubbing up and down over the starchy material of his dress pants. “Just sit back and relax.”

“But… But this is highly inappropriate…”

Gina’s slender fingers slid up Michael’s thighs, and lightly brushed the very obvious bulge in the front of his pants. He damn near leapt off the chair at the sensation.

“I’ve read the Code of Conduct cover to cover,” Gina explained, managing to sound both flirtatious and matter-of-fact at the same time. “There’s nothing prohibited about… ahem… Manager and coworker interaction of this sort.”

As she said that, Gina’s fingers reached Michael’s belt buckle. She unbuckled his Jos. A Bank leather belt with one hand, while she slowly pulled down the zipper of his fly with the other.

“Oh, fuuuck…” Michael groaned in sweet release as his pants burst open – and the growing pressure within them got some respite.

As the flies of Michael’s pants burst open, a tent reared out from inside – straining against the cotton of his Haynes boxer shorts.

Gina giggles, and gently stroked the throbbing bulge. Michael’s groan was so loud, she was sure anybody walking past outside would have been able to hear him.

“B-but…” Michael’s protests were getting a lot less enthused. “But… you’re married.”

“Oh, Michael,” Gina looked up at him with her big, sexy brown eyes. “My husband and I have an… agreement when it comes to this sort of thing.”

As she spoke, she ran her fingertips over the cotton-covered bulge tenting out of the front of Michael’s pants. He shuddered.

“Besides,” Gina licked her full, soft lips – leaving them gleaming. “In all honesty, he’d probably cum in his pants if he knew I was doing this right now, the dirty little bastard.”

Michael opened his mouth to speak, but no words emerged.

Gina knelt there, gently stroking Michael’s bulge.

“Now, listen,” she said, very seriously. “Do you want this? Or not?” Her fingers curled around Michael’s shaft, through the thin cotton. He moaned. “Because I don’t want to make you do anything you don’t want to. “

And as she said that, Gina’s thumb and forefinger reached the tip of Michael’s cotton-covered shaft, and she gently began to stroke it.

Michael practically melted into the chair.

“Oh fuuuuck, Gina,” he moaned. “I want it so fucking bad…”

The stern look on Gina’s face evaporated. A smile spread across her beautiful face, and her eyes flashed mischievously.

“Well then,” she purred. “It’s been six months. Let’s not keep you waiting any longer, shall we?”

And then she released Michael’s boxer-buried cock, and reached up to curl her fingers around the waist of his pants instead.

With one hard tug, she yanked his pants down around Michael’s hips. He got the idea at that point, and lifted his ass off the vinyl seat enough to left her wrench down his pants the rest of the way the second time she tugged.

Michael’s pants and boxer shorts slid down to his knees, and then flopped down around his ankles.

Sproing!

Freed from its cotton cage, Michael’s cock sprung up like an angry viper.

“Oh, my,” Gina’s eyes widened when she saw it. “It has been a long time…”

Her slender fingers stretched forward, and Michael groaned as she wrapped them around his straining shaft.

“You poor baby,” she cooed, stroking the soft skin of Michael’s throbbing cock. “It’s so hard.”

“Oh, God,” Michael’s head flopped back in his seat, as he felt the delicious sensation of Gina’s warm, soft fingers caressing him. “It’s been soooo long. I need this sooo badly.”

“I can see that,” Gina nodded. As she stroked his throbbing cock with the fingers of one hand, she reached with the other to caress his heavy, egg-sized balls. “Oh, baby. Feel these.”

She squeezed gently, and Michael shuddered. “They’re just full, aren’t they? You know, it’s not healthy to keep yourself all pent up like that…”

Again, Gina managed to both sound clinical and nurse-like, at the same time she was being flirtatious. As she stroked Michael’s cock and balls, she reflected: “I don’t know how you’ve been able to even think straight, with your poor balls all full and swollen like this.”

“Oh, God, I haven’t,” Michael groaned, squirming in his seat as Gina caressed him. “Oh, fuck… It’s been so long… I thought I was going to lose my goddamn mind…”

“You poor baby,” Gina purred, and gently rubbed the tip of her thumb under the swollen head of Michael’s cock.

“Oh, God,” he groaned.

A fat dollop of glistening pre-cum emerged from the tip of his cock, and gently dribbled down the shaft. Without missing a beat, Gina leaned forward, and lapped it up with her long, wet tongue.

The moment Michael felt Gina’s tongue on his cock, he damn near exploded. He had to grip the sides of his chair like he was about to be launched out of it, and it took every ounce of willpower he had not to instinctively thrust his hips upwards.

Gina smiled as she saw his reaction.

Never pausing from her stroking and caressing, she looked up at Michael from her knees, and licked the bead of pre-cum from her lips.

“How badly do you want this, Michael?”

“I-I don’t want this, Gina,” he groaned, knuckles white as he gripped the armrests of his chair. “I fucking need it.”

“And will this help you make the right decision about the funding?”

“Oh, fuuuck, yes,” Michael groaned, head flopping back. “W-whatever you want, Gina…”

And that’s when she paused.

Michael groaned in disappointment.

Lifting his head, he looked down and saw that Gina had stopped stroking his cock, and was now merely cupping his heavy balls, instead of gently massaging them.

He mewled in frustration.

Gina looked up at him as seriously as a girl can with a set of cock and balls in her hands.

“It’s not what I want, Michael,” she said, very seriously. “It’s what you want. You have to make that decision for yourself – and live with it.”

And then, gently, she began to stroke his cock again, and gently squeeze his balls.

Michael groaned in pleasure.

“I’m not doing this to bribe you into making the right decision,” she purred, as Michael squirmed at her teasing touch. “I’m just helping you clear your head, so you can decide for yourself.”

“Uh-huh,” Michael nodded eagerly. “I… I get it.”

Gina continued stroking.

“So, you decide whichever way you feel you have to,” her eyes looked down, towards the work she was doing with her talented fingers. “Just know that I’ll be very disappointed if you turn out not to be the man I thought you were.”

“I-I won’t let you down, Gina…” Michael groaned.

Gina seemed satisfied with that.

“That’s all I can ask.”

And then, before he could respond, the beautiful nurse leaned forward and stretched open her beautiful lips.

Mouth wide, she enveloped the straining head of Michael’s needy cock.

“Oh, holy shit!” Michael groaned, as he felt the incredible sensation of Gina’s warm, wet, sucking mouth embrace his straining shaft. As he sat there, Gina’s eager mouth sunk deeper and deeper on his throbbing cock, and her tongue swirled around the head of it. He nearly passed out from the deliciousness of it all.

Head flopping back in his chair, Michael melted into a puddle of pure pleasure. He was shivering, and butterflies were churning in his stomach, and his cock was so hard and throbbing he honestly thought it would burst.

On her knees, at Michael’s feet, Gina began to slowly bob her head – slurping and sucking on Michael’s engorged cock, exploring it with her swirling, probing tongue.

Saliva drooled down his shaft, and puddled in Gina’s palm, as she continued to knead and massage his swollen, cum-filled balls. With her other hand, she reached up blindly – and Michael wasted no time in snatching at it, and entwining his fingers in hers.

Michael squeezed Gina’s hand, as she lovingly sucked his straining cock.

“Oh, God,” Michael looked down in awe. “Oh, fuuuuck…”

All he could see was this tumbledown bundle of sleek, black hair bobbing in his lap, as Gina lovingly slurped and sucked on his throbbing dick. As he squeezed Gina’s fingers with his right hand, he lifted his left, and slid his fingers into her sleek, soft hair.

Gina let out a little mumbled moan, and started to bob her head a little faster.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Michael’s hand found the back of her head, and he gently encouraged Gina to sink lower on each down-stroke. “Oh my God, this is the best ever…”

…and it was.

As he looked down, he saw one of the most beautiful women he’d ever known sucking, and slurping, and licking and tongue-bathing his straining cock like it was the most delicious soft-serve ice cream she’d ever tasted in her life – and she hadn’t eaten for a month.

“Oh, fuck, you’re sooo beautiful,” Michael groaned, as the wet sound of sucking and slurping echoed around his cramped little office. “Oh, God, that feels amazing… Don’t stop.”

“Mmmpgh,” Gina mumbled, saliva drooling down her chin. “Mmmpgh.”

It was impossible to tell what she was saying, with every inch of Michael’s cock buried up to her tonsils, but he got the general idea. She didn’t plan on stopping any time soon.

So he flopped back in the chair, and gazed sightlessly up at the ceiling, and just melted…

Between his spread legs, Gina’s head bobbed up and down, and she kneaded and massaged Michael’s balls, and drove him closer and closer to a point there was no turning back from.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” he squeezed her hand tightly. “Oh, God… Gina…”

“Mmpgh,” she nodded, bobbing her head even faster.

There was no stopping it now. As the butterflies churned in Michaels’ stomach, he felt an inexorable tingling in his balls – a pressure growing more and more intense with every lap of Gina’s talented tongue and squeeze of her agile fingers.

He felt the seat beneath him getting wet, as Gina continued her sloppy, drooling blowjob, and that just turned him on more.

God, he’d never had anybody suck him like this…

This was… This was…

This was enough to even make him forget his ex-wife’s name for a moment or too…

“Mmmpgh,” Gina mumbled, and her tongue swirled around the head of his cock. With her free hand, she reached up and slapped her palm on top of the hand Michael had pressed against the back of her head.

It didn’t take a rocket surgeon to figure out what she wanted him to do.

Guided by the pressure of her hand, he started forcing her head up and down in his lap – tightening his grip on Gina’s hair, and using it almost like a handle to wrench her mouth up and down on his straining cock.

“Mmmmmmmpgh,” Gina groaned in drooling satisfaction, as Michael forced her head down further and further on each stroke. God, she was liking that…

And that much was obvious from the moment Gina released his hand – because as he continued to force her head up and down, Gina snaked her own hand down between her legs, and under the hem of her black pencil skirt…

...Michael couldn’t see it from his angle, but looking down at her, he knew what Gina was doing.

She had her hand buried in her panties, and her fingers furiously rubbing her pussy.

“Oh, shiiit.”

The very notion that Gina was as turned on by this as he was made the experience even more intense.

His balls were churning now, and his cock was throbbing like a fire hose. Snarling in desire, Michael started forcing Gina’s head up and down even more aggressively – practically choking her with his cock, and making her mumble and splutter every time she came up for air.

The sound of slurping, and sucking, and Gina’s mumbled moans echoed around the little office. Michael’s chair squeaked and creaked as he forced her head up and down in his lap, practically fucking that sweetly sucking mouth of hers.

Just as he approached the point of no return, he heard Gina mumble, and moan, and the hand she had buried between her thighs worked furiously, driving herself closer and closer to the same destination.

“Oh, fuck,” Michael’s head flopped back. “Oh, God… Here it comes… I can’t… I can’t hold out any longer…”

But Gina didn’t want him to. In fact, she doubled her efforts, sucking his straining cock even deeper down her throat – so far that she could even tongue his balls on the down stroke.

And, at the same time, she pleasured herself with her fingers so relentlessly that it was like she was trying to start a fire between her legs…

….which wasn’t entirely inaccurate.

“Oh, God,” Michael groaned. He felt his balls tighten. His cock throbbed, and swelled, and practically doubled in size inside Gina’s eager mouth…

…and then he exploded.

“Fuuuuuuck!”

Like a fire hose erupting, Michael spurted six months of pent-up sexual frustration into Gina’s eagerly sucking mouth.

“Mmmmmph!” Gina never stopped sucking, and started to eagerly gulp down each salty gush, as they each burst across her tongue and flooded her mouth. “Mmmpgh!”

And even as she gulped down Michael’s scalding cum, Gina squeezed shut her eyes, and her relentless fingers drove herself to an explosive orgasm all of her own.

If anybody had been walking in the corridor outside Michael’s office, there would have been no way they could have failed to hear it. Michael’s bear-like groan of release, and Gina’s mumbled, muffled moans of ecstasy.

In the office, Michael felt his balls tighten, as they emptied themselves into Gina’s mouth one massive spurt at a time…

…and she never missed a beat – gulping each one down with practiced ease.

Finally, eventually, Michael was drained of even his six months’ worth of pent-up cum…

…and Gina didn’t stop sucking.

“Oh, God, mercy,” he groaned, tightening his grip on Gina’s hair, and pulling her face from his lap. “Oh my God, woman – you’re going to kill me.”

He literally had to pry her off of him. With a wet-sounding ‘pop’, Michael’s drained cock slithered from Gina’s mouth, and for the first time in six or seven heavenly minutes, her face turned upwards to face him.

God, she looked sexy.

Gina knelt on the floor between Michael’s legs, and grinned mischievously.

Her hair was a mussed-up, tumble-down bird’s nest. Her cheeks were flushed and pink. Sweat beaded on her brow, and her huge, brown eyes were glistening…

And her mouth.

Gina’s lips were pink, and swollen, and bruised. Cum and saliva were drooling down her chin, gleaming in the light. As Michael watched, she sucked up a stray, pearlescent strand from her lips, and gulped it down effortlessly.

She looked beautiful.

“Wow.” Gina was breathless, panting as she knelt there. “That was…” She thought about it for a second. “Fun.”

As she said that, she pulled her hand from her panties, and brushed down the front of her skirt.

Michael couldn’t think of anything to say, so he just squeezed Gina’s fingers one last time, and flopped back in his seat – absolutely drained…

Giggling, Gina clambered to her feet.

Her beautiful breasts were still hanging from her open blouse – dripping with the saliva and cum that had drooled down from her chin.

Her skirt was creased and riled up – and her thigh-high stockings were practically down around her knees.

Just one look at this beautiful, sexy woman made it abundantly clear what she’d just been doing.

“Got any tissues?”

The incredible intimacy of a few moments ago evaporated. As Gina grabbed the box of Kleenex that Michael passed her, she slowly transformed herself back into the poised, sassy head nurse he’d known and respected for all these years.

She wiped the cum from her breasts, and then gently lifted and deposited each heavy globe back into her hard-working bra. Then she buttoned her blouse in a much more business-like manner than she’d unbuttoned it.

A moment later, after wiping her chin and reapplying her lip gloss, Gina had returned almost to her normal level of put-togetherness.

In fact, as she turned to Michael and looked at him in that business-like way she had, perhaps the only clue that she’d just had a wet, messy, intense orgasm while kneeling on the floor of his office was the slight flush to her cheeks, and her slightly out-of-breath demeanor.

Michael looked up at her in awe.

“So, Michael,” dabbing at her lips one last time with a Kleenex, Gina looked down at him and murmured sternly: “You’ve got a decision to make.”

Sitting there, bare-assed in a puddle of saliva and cum, Michael nodded.

“But,” Gina warned, “you might want to get cleaned up a little first.”

Still completely in awe of what had just happened, Michael simply nodded dumbly again.

That seemed to satisfy Gina, and so she span on her heel, walked to the door, and unlocked it calmly.

Michael scooted his chair back behind his desk as she swung the door open – and it was probably a good job too…

…because the moment Gina opened his office door, a bunch of nursing staff scurried away from it, like cockroaches do when you switch on the light in the middle of the night.

The sound of their giggling and whispering left no illusion – they’d been listening in to what Michael and Gina had been doing in the locked office.

But if Gina realized that, she didn’t seem to care. She just smiled at Michael one last time, and then left his office – letting the door click shut behind her.

Completely awestruck, Michael just sat there, with his pants still around his ankles.

It took him a long, few minutes to come to terms with what had just happened… but eventually, reality came calling and he reluctantly had to take the call.

He pulled up his pants, wiped down his seat, and then flopped back into it with a satisfied groan.

By the time he picked up that funding application – the one he’d been agonizing about almost all of that week – he knew almost instantly what he had to do.

He closed his eyes, and remembered the soft, ripe firmness of Gina’s big, beautiful breasts in his hands…

Then he remembered the incredible sensation of her warm, wet, sucking mouth on his straining cock.

Finally, he remembered the unbelievable moment when he’d spurted six months of sexual frustration into her eager mouth, and she’d swallowed every drop like nectar.

Now, for the first time in as long as he could remember, he felt satisfied… Clear-headed…

He felt like a man again.

And he remembered what Gina had challenged him with: What kind of a man are you?

He wanted to be the kind of a man who deserved having a beautiful, sexy woman like Gina get down on her knees for.

So, without hesitation, he spread the funding application down on his desk, and signed it with a flourish.

***

“Okay, attention, people,” Michael announced, stepping into the break room. “Quick team meeting. I have an announcement.”

There was a grumble from the assembled nurses and staff. At the back of the room, Cindy elbowed Marsha in the ribs, and hissed: “Oh, here it comes. Get your resumes brushed up.”

Marsha shook her head too.

“Gutless bastard. He’d bend over and take anything the Board try to fuck him with.”

But at the very back of the room, arms crossed and with a satisfied smile on her face, Nurse Gina just stood and listened.

Every eye in the room turned to Michael, as he stepped into the little break room.

He was still looking rough – in his crumpled suit, with three days of stubble and mussed-up hair.

But there was a brightness to his eyes, and a straightness to his spine, that nobody had seen for a while.

“Okay people, listen up,” Michael addressed the crowd. “As you know, the Board of Directors has been pressuring me hard not to fill in this year’s funding application…”

“Very hard,” Marsha hissed into Cindy’s ear. “D’you think they even used lube?”

“…but after some very careful consideration – and some expert consultation,” Michael glanced at Gina when he said that part, and she winked at him, “I’ve decided not to comply with the Board’s request, and apply for the funding regardless.”

There was an awestruck hush in the break room.

“Listen,” Michael looked up, and shrugged, “I know I’m going to get a lot of shit for it. Things might be very tense between this unit and the Board of Director for a while…” But then a smile spread across his face. “But I don’t think we can afford to lose any of you, and I think this decision is what’s best for our patients – and they’re the ones who really matter.”

Again, complete silence. In fact, for nearly thirty seconds, nobody said anything until Marsha broke the hush by whispering into Cindy’s ear: “Damn. Didn’t think the good-looking bastard had it in him.”

Upon hearing that, one of the orderlies started clapping. And then the nurses joined in. Finally, even Marsha and Cindy gave Michael a round of applause, and the manager’s cheeks turned red as he had to stand there and listen to it.

All the while, Gina just stood at the back of the room and smiled.

As the applause died down, the nurses and orderlies returned to work. One of them passed Michael and gave him a friendly punch on the arm, murmuring: “Thanks, man. You’re lookin’ out for us.”

A few moments later, it was just Michael and Gina standing in the break room.

Gina walked up to Michael, and reached out to briefly squeeze his hand.

Looking up at him, she smiled and said: “I knew you had it in you.”

Michael snorted, and the corner of his lips curled.

“Well, you gave me a taste of what it’s like to be a man,” he admitted.

Gina giggled, and wiped a non-existent smear from her lips.

“Funny… You gave me a taste yourself, a little earlier.”

Michael blushed furiously.

With a giggle, Gina patted Michael’s crotch, and then headed for the door.

“I’m about to head home,” she said, paused in the doorway. “I just wanted to say that I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks.”

“I mean it. And next time you find your thinking… ahem… compromised…” She winked at him, and licked her lips, “…maybe I can help you with that.”

And with that, she walked out of the doorway, and left Michael there with the sweet memory of her lips forefront in his mind… and a brand-new erection tenting out the front of his pants.

He followed her out into the lobby, and saw Gina sauntering over to a handsome man by the reception desk. Her husband, here to pick her up after a long shift.

For a moment, Michael felt a stab of jealousy – as he watched that beautiful woman embrace a man whose place he could never take.

But then he watched her kiss him, with the same lips that she’d had wrapped around Michael’s cock less than an hour earlier.

“Mmm, you taste good,” Gina’s husband told her obviously, patting his wife’s curvy bottom. “How was work?”

“Oh, we had a bit of a situation to deal with,” Gina murmured back, wrapping her arm around her husband’s waist, “but you know me: When things get hard, I’m not afraid to suck it up.”

And as she headed to the door, arm in arm with her husband, Gina turned to look over her shoulder, and give Michael a lingering, flirty wink.

Michael watched her go, and thought to himself that for all the shit he was going to get from the Board of Directors, making the right decision really did have its rewards.

The End
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