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Chapter 1

Amy Andrews woke up with a start, and stared at the unfamiliar all white room surrounding her. She shook her head, trying to clear her mind, trying to focus, but clarity wouldn’t come. She’d been sleeping so deep, and, she remembered, dreaming deeply too, and although she couldn’t quite remember what her dream had been about, she did know that it was hot, smoking hot, enough that she slid a hand down between her legs, felt dampness there… 

Damn, why had she woken up, anyway, right now? She’d much rather have stayed there, in her dream, with her dream lover, just a little longer. Long enough to come, at least once, and alleviate the frustrated feeling she was left with now. 

She was not a woman used to being left wanting, needing, anything. She wasn’t a woman used to having to finish herself off, either, as she was young, rich, and attractive enough to have a bevy of men and even some women always at the ready, at her beck and call anytime of day or night that she might need someone…for a little something something. 

Where was her phone now and where the hell was she, anyway? She tried to sit up, shoving her elbows back into the fluffy pillows of the unfamiliar bed she was in and sent a sharp shooting pain through her head. What the hell?

The door, white like everything else in the room, burst open and a buxom blond babe in a short little nurse’s dress glided in with a file in her hands. 

“Miss Andrews… “ she made her way to the bed, stroked Amy’s head in a comforting move that was more like that of a lover, rather than the strictly platonic touch of say, a mother, or a nurse. 

Not that the woman was old, she was young, with ripe, full breasts that heaved with her breathing, and showed the tops plus a lot of cleavage over the low cut nurse’s dress, when she leaned down and took Amy’s hand in hers, which felt wonderful, warm and made Amy feel warm in other places, like her pussy that was already moist to begin with. She looked more like an Angel, instead of a nurse. Amy could imagine the wings now, and wondered what they would feel like caressing her body. 

What a weird thought, Amy realized, and decided that they must certainly have her on some good drugs now. She should be worried, but, somehow she wasn’t. Not really. Not with this hot little Angel nurse here to look after her, and to take care of her…

Suddenly Amy remembered touching herself down there, stroking her folds, thumbing her swollen clit…  just moments ago, and realized it was that hand the nurse had grasped, that hand which she now raised to her lips, inhaling deeply, with a mischievous grin on her lovely face. 

And then her nurse, her lovely Angel nurse brought her hand to her lips, kissing it, then poking her pink little tongue out and licking Amy’s fingers.  

“Oh!” Amy breathed, startled, aware she was out of her dream, was really awake now, but, however awake she was, she was certainly finding herself thrown into another dream. And she thought she liked this one even better… 

She wondered why she was here, where here was, and who this sexy nurse Angel was, but she wasn’t sure she needed answers now. No, right now all she needed was to get off. Fuck, she couldn’t even remember when she’d last come, let alone had a good, hard fucking, which, of course, this little nurse certainly wasn’t going to be able to do. 

Maybe they could call the doctor? Or maybe a handsome male intern? Somebody with a nice, long, hard cock that could put her out of her current misery with his piece. 

Sure, and maybe they had a Rolls Royce parked out front for her to drive home, free of charge, included with your stay. Why not? Maybe she was at one of those hospitals for the rich and famous.  Well, she had a decent amount of money, but she wouldn’t consider herself especially famous. She tried to keep a low profile, and all. 

Unable to make a lick of sense about anything , and unable to resist the perky little nurse who was now tracing a circle lazily on the inside of Amy’s palm which was driving her wild… she decided to simply hope that wherever she was, if it was a dream, that she wouldn’t wake up too soon… 

She lay back, made herself even more comfortable and just stared at the nurse… her angel. 


Chapter 2

“Oh my God, Miss Andrews, I am so sorry. I got carried away… where are my manners?” 

The nurse jutted her hip out, gave Amy a wink then smacked her cute round little butt cheek. 

“I am so naughty…” she grinned. 

Amy laughed, she had to.

“I can tell…”

How could you be mad, or stay mad at someone so cute, so funny, so sexy, and someone who kissed like this chick did? Amy was already imagining her giving other places attentions like she’d already given to Amy’s fingers. 

Oh my, she was down for that, anytime. 

“My name is Alessandria,” the nurse said, smiling brightly. 

“Alessandria at your service.” 

“I like the sound of that…” Amy began…

She tried to scoot herself over in the bed, make a little room for company… and managed to send another wave of pain through her skull. 

“Fuck!” 

“Oh,” Alessandria screwed up her pretty pink glossed lips into a frown. 

“It must be time for another injection…” 

“I got carried away… you must be hurting terribly.” 

“I’m starting to…” Amy said, frowning herself. 

And she was, her head was starting to throb and hurt like a major bitch. It felt like the morning after her last three day birthday celebration had ended. 

And, even worse, the pain wasn’t coming in shooting spurts now, it was coming and staying… 

It hurt so bad right now that she wasn’t even sure that sex, really good sex even, could alleviate it. Hell, she was having a hard time even thinking about sex, even with this living breathing sex goddess right here … one who looked more than willing to do her bidding. 

And, not thinking about sex wasn’t something that happened like ever for Amy. With regard to sex, thinking about it, fantasizing about it, and doing it whenever she possibly could, Amy figured she was a hell of a lot more like a man than a woman, because she swore she could do it any time anyplace almost. 

But, this was the worst headache, the worst pain Amy had ever felt, and because of that, she still thought about fucking this pretty little thing, but she thought maybe, just maybe, she ought to let her give her the injection first. Sex could wait…until after…until the effects of the drug, whatever they were giving her, kicked in, at least a little. 

Damn, she felt like a wuss, even thinking such a thing. And, of course, for letting the pain get to her. In her family, “suck it up buttercup” was a way of life. She imagined Alessandria between her parted legs, sucking her clit and the thought made her squirm…in delight. 

But, now she’d let this terrible headache distract her from hitting on this heavenly creature in front of her who obviously wanted her, too. What an embarrassment to man and womankind she was!

She would make sure no one ever knew. It could be between Alessandria and her alone. It could be their dirty little secret…and she was more than willing to get down and dirty with her…soon…very soon. But, maybe she could let Alessandria give her that little shot first…her head was freaking killing her.

She rubbed her head, and felt her stomach lurch. The pain was making her slightly nauseous. That was all she needed, to lose her lunch now, how totally embarrassing. She imagined Alessandria having to clean her up, but, when she got to imagining the part about her little nurse stripping her down, rubbing her down… she decided maybe it wouldn’t be so bad, after all. 

Ugh. Yeah, well, at least she was getting a bit of her old libido back, thank God, 

Still, what a messy way to get some, she thought, and had to stifle a giggle. 

“What are you laughing about? “

Amy couldn’t seem to form words she was hurting too much…both from her headache and now from unreleased sexual tension.

Finally her mouth began to work, of it’s own accord. 

“Nothing… “ was all she could make out. And then she got the giggles again. Crap. What a time to go all sophomoric? Sheesh. 

Alessandria  was now standing over her, with her legs spread and her hands curled on her hips. 

Alessandria, apparently, wasn’t about to let that lie stand.          

“Are you in pain or not?” 

She leaned over her patient, their lips so close they almost touched and Amy could smell cinnamon on her breath. 

She wanted a taste, of those lips, of that soft mouth, but she didn’t dare. 

Her nurse looked just a little bit pissed off and you sure didn’t want to piss off a chick with a needle. 

One that she’d be poking into you soon…


Chapter 3

“Please…Alessandria…I’m sorry. I do really hurt…bad. What happened to me?” 

“We can discuss that later, if you still want to…” 

Why wouldn’t she still want to? But, Amy only nodded, the good and docile patient, the accommodating lover, or wanna be lover, anyway, because being this close to Alessandria’s pouty lips and soft curves was making Amy just a little bit crazy…ok, a lot…

And then, somehow, the last dose of the drug must have kicked in, what there was left in her system…she’d use that excuse…

Amy used every bit of strength she could muster then, and ignoring the blinding pain and gnawing feeling inside her that begged to be filled. She forced herself forward, caught her sexy nurse’s bottom lip between her teeth, tugged, wanting more. Amy slid her moistened tongue across the woman’s lips, licking them for her… and felt her body tremble when Alessandria slipped her own tongue in Amy’s mouth, toying, teasing and tasting her.

Oh, she was so hungry for this… and she wanted so badly to be filled. She snaked a hand down, stroked herself, her nurse watching avidly with a half smile on her face.  Her pussy needed attention, stat. 

But, damn, as much as she was attracted to Alessandria, and other women in the past, Amy wondered just how she could ever go fully lesbian. She loved women, loved kissing them, loved playing with them…but, damn she just needed a cock sometimes. Didn’t everyone? A real, honest to God, cock, too, not one of those fake numbers. 

During one of her attempts at lesbianism Amy had toyed with a woman whom she cared about a lot, she wasn’t as freaking fantastically orgasmic looking as Alessandria was, so maybe this could work. Amy didn’t know, but she knew she sure wouldn’t mind trying, wouldn’t mind playing, not one little bit. 

She was more than ready to be this babe’s girl toy, at least for the moment, until sense settled back in, until the drug wore off and she realized that she couldn’t live without a man of some sort in her life, filling her hot wet hole. 

That really was about all most of them were good for. Damn lot of them weren’t even good at that, although why would she even be thinking about one of those losers. She sure as hell wasn’t. 

She thought of her ex, the lesbian chick and how hard the woman had tried. She’d even bought one of those fake cocks, the strap on kind in Amy’s favorite color, purple, with which to fuck her…but, it just hadn’t been the same.

Nothing feels like real, hot, hard, cock sliding into you, filling you. Amy sighed. Maybe she should just back off now, not get this poor little nurse’s hopes up…not get her hopes up, when things were bound not to work. 

How could they?                   

She backed away, leaving Alessandria looking at her questioningly. 

“Are you…ok?” she asked, tipping her head to one side in a concerned gesture. God, she really was adorable. 

Maybe she should just go for it. And then Amy had an idea. She knew how to solve two of her little problems, maybe, hopefully, all at once. Booyah! 

She turned to Alessandria, with a smile in her heart and a grimace on her face. 

“Baby, “ she said, reaching out and catching a strand of Alessandria’s hair between her forefinger and thumb, marveling how silky it felt, looking at her beautiful face which was now smiling warmly at her…wondering if the woman had hair…down there. 

She took the bit of hair and tucked it behind her nurse’s ear, exposing her tender earlobe, stroking it, wanting to kiss it, nibble on it, be kissed and nibbled back… wanting to find a way to fill and fulfill both of their needs…

But, first…first things first! 

“Baby…” she began again, determined not to be distracted by her errant needs…her desires… 

Determined to stay focused. She had a plan to make both their dreams come true and she wasn’t going to let herself be distracted…not this time…

“…I really want you…” 

There, she’d said it, as if her actions hadn’t already made her intentions clear, but, she didn’t want to leave her lover…would be lover… in the dark about what she wanted…

She wanted her, any way she could have her, but, of course she wasn’t about  to say that, not yet, anyway. She didn’t want to seem too easy, or too pussy whipped, already. Just because this chick was a total ten, a twelve, really…a knockout… didn’t mean she had to act like a little lost puppy following her around at her feet… totally adoring… 

No, not unless she was ready to commit to something more. For now, she was just …fun... right? It was all just for fun, now, no matter where it might lead…and Amy found herself wishing more and more that it would lead to something…lasting. 

She loved the way Alessandria looked at her, touched her. She’d never been looked at or touched in such a way before. It was rather mind-blowing, and she already knew she didn’t want to give that up…

Maybe forever. Was that even possible, given her predicament? After all, no matter how absolutely perfect this woman was, she was still…a woman. 

Shit! 

Don’t think about it, her mind pleaded. Just go with this. Why should she, she didn’t know, but damn she knew she wanted to.  

“…I hurt…so bad…can you please give me the injection now?” 

Why that would take her mind off her inhibitions… let her enjoy the moment a bit, and she found herself wanting the drug now, so it would let her do what she wanted to do, almost as much as she wanted sexual relief… she needed to come, and bad. She didn’t suppose Alessandria happened to have a strap on handy? Oh, probably not.

And now, she realized that even if the hospital were full of handsome as hell Johnny Depp lookalike doctors she didn’t want any of them. She didn’t want anyone but Alessandria right now, even if that meant she couldn’t have the fulfillment she truly desired. 

It would only be fair, anyway, she supposed. Surely she couldn’t give the other woman what she truly wanted, what she longed for, and desired most, either. A nice hard, throbbing cock buried deep inside you feeling so good you want to scream and you do and you come together feeling your lover’s come shoot deep into you at the moment they come, and your own orgasm rippling waves through your body, clenching tight around that lovely cock, milking it of every drop of love juice. 

Nope, lesbians can’t enjoy that, but, hell, it’s a nice dream. It can be a nice fantasy… if that’s all you can have it’s certainly better than nothing. It was sad, but damn if she didn’t want this woman enough to give it a shot. Wasn’t that just the shit? Wasn’t that just her luck? 


Chapter 4

Suddenly, Amy’s tummy rumbled, it too wanted to be filled. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d eaten or what it had been, but she knew flat out what she wanted to taste, to eat at this very moment…

She felt just a little bit embarrassed, but Alessandria fortunately didn’t seem to notice. She hoped mealtime was coming soon, but first, she wanted to make a meal of her nurse… 

She wanted more of Alessandria’s sweet, sweet mouth, her lips. She wanted to shove the top of the dress down, take those creamy breasts in her hands, fondle and grope them just as much as any teenage boy might dream of doing. 

She wanted to lick and pinch and squeeze them and make her lover squeal in delight as she herself felt that awesome doing those things to herself or having them done to her. 

One good point about being a woman is you had a damn good idea of what it took to please one from your many years of experience, by yourself and with others… 

“Come on, baby,” Amy told her, “give me the shot and then get your ass in this bed with me…now!” 

She reached for Alessandria’s breast, meaning to grab it, missing, and aiming between her lovely legs which were parted just enough…

Alessandria’s pulled back immediately, as if Amy had meant to strike her, perhaps, or something.  Her face flushed, she looked away, signaling that it was, perhaps embarrassment, and not simply sexual excitement that had brought the beautiful pink stain to her cheeks. 

They almost matched her lips now, or what her cute little tushy would look like after a nice hard spanking, Amy thought. Over my knee, of course! 

Oh, the thought was so enticing, she went with it. Amy couldn’t help it. In her heart, amongst other places, she was a true horn dog, through and through. 

She wanted to make Alessandria hers forever, make her into her little love slave. Alessandria could be her naughty nurse to wait on Amy hand and foot, maybe give her a nice breast massage/check… ha! 

She’d check those babies…on her little nurse…with her tongue and her lips. She’d suck those perky nipples until Alessandria was putty in her hands and melting in her arms. 

Oh, yeah, she could do this lesbian thing, totally, as long as it was this gorgeous creature. Amy just knew it… she thought so anyway, and for now, she was more than willing to give it her best shot. 

But, she couldn’t let the woman pull away from her, not now, not like this. 

Fuck! 

What had she done? 

“Oh, dear…” Alessandria said, backing away. 

This was not the direction Amy had wanted this thing to take… well, she’d never imagined this happening, not in a million years, but now that it was happening , she wanted it to keep happening. 

“I…I don’t think I was totally clear with you…” Alessandria said, backing further way still. 

“Come back here,” Amy told her, sternly, hoping to force her into submission with the tone in her voice because her body certainly wasn’t cooperating right now. She felt even more tired, probably from the exertion of her sexual advances, from her nerve-wracking emotional state, too, probably, and her head felt like it was about to explode.

“Fine, “ she said, relenting as the other woman looked about to dart toward the door and right out it. 

“Do whatever you want…” she said, disheartened,  flopping back onto her pillows and wearing a sullen, sulky look on her face which quickly became a pout as soon as Alessandria looked towards her, turned, took a step back towards the bed…

She’d reel this fish in after all, Amy thought, smugly, and didn’t feel an ounce of remorse. Get me all hot and bothered and leave me? I don’t think so, she thought, and she would have this woman, if she had to get out of this bed herself and catch her. Why was she being so flighty now, when she’d been so…receptive before?

Women! You just never could tell with them sometimes. No wonder it was better, usually, to be with men. At least you always knew what they were thinking. And, fortunately, it was the exact same thing Amy was usually thinking…and what she was thinking right now…hard! 


Chapter 5

“Please… just tell me what’s wrong…” Amy pleaded making a pouty face that she knew no mere mortal could resist…and she smiled to see that Alessandria was no different. 

In less than a minute the beauty was back at her bedside, perched enticingly close on the edge of the bed, within arms reach, within kissing reach, but Amy gave her some space, some breathing room. Maybe she had things in her life to sort out, too. Didn’t we all? 

In a relationship it was never all about you, unless, of course, you are an asshole, in which case you ought not even be in a relationship and hopefully the poor girl in one with you will smarten up soon and find herself a real lover, someone who loves you. Not just a sex toy. 

Although, with the lovely woman this close it was killing Amy not to have her as both… and killing her even more to think that they might not ever… depending on what the problem was… 

Would it be something they could fix, work out, work around, work through, together? God she hoped so. 

Please let it be so. 

Amy stretched out a hand, felt for Alessandria’s hand and was pleased when the other woman let her hold it, didn’t yank her hand back or anything. It was a good start, right? 

“I…I don’t know where to begin…” 

“At the beginning?”  

Amy met the woman’s eyes and saw laughter in them. 

“If it were only that easy,” she said. 

She let go of Amy’s hand suddenly, but with some remorse, like she, too, didn’t want to break the contact… 

Alessandria hopped up quickly then, turning to Amy. “Let me go grab your chart, maybe that might make all of this a little easier to explain…” 

Amy nodded. “Go for it.” 

Thank goodness. Anything that would make this easier would be a blessing, for real. 

She tapped her fingers on the taunt bed sheet while she waited. Drumming a tune to pass the time. 

Why didn’t they have a TV in the room? Amy wondered, looking around. 

The furnishings were extremely lavish for a hospital room, ornate white wood bed stand and table and sitting chair. Everything matched the bed which also had lovely gleaming polished brass knobs and an ornate headboard that gleamed. The bed didn’t even look like a hospital bed and was much bigger and a hell of a lot more comfortable. 

She’d have watched the boob tube if there had been one.. .but no such luck. She grinned when she thought of one possible reason for the omission of the electronic babysitter. 

She had a much better real babysitter… her lovely nurse who’d kept her company since the moment she’d woken up, never leaving her side, or never leaving her room, at least, until now. 

Amy felt a loss without Alessandria here, already, Damn she was whipped. But, somehow the thought didn’t bother her. 

After what seemed like an eternity Amy started to worry, started to wonder if the pretty nurse was even coming back at all…

“Alessandria?” she called, holding her breath, waiting, hoping for an answer. 

None came. 

Amy looked around, didn’t even see a call button to call her nurse back, hell, any nurse. Her head was hurting even more now and she hadn’t gotten her drugs. Why even go to the hospital if you couldn’t at least have a nice legal drug experience? 

She laughed out loud at that one, the sound echoing in the cavernous room that seemed even emptier now. 

Maybe she was still dreaming? Amy reached down, pinched herself, hard, and let out a squeal, feeling relieved all the same. 

The door slammed open again and in came Alessandria.

“I heard a noise… are you…ok?” 

Amy nodded, and felt confusion when she saw the huge book like file in Alessandria’s hands. 

What the hell? She hadn’t been here that long, hadn’t been here long enough to have a file that huge. 

“There must be some mistake…” Amy stammered. Her eyes growing wide. 

“That can’t be…my file…” 


Chapter 6

Amy saw Alessandria’s lips curve into a merry smile, saw her chest begin to heave, saw the laughter even before she heard it… or was it all in her head? How could the woman be laughing at a time like this? 

Alessandria sat down on the edge of the bed again, and turned to Amy, taking her hand and setting the file down beside her.

Then, she kicked off her sexy as fuck white fuck me heels that Amy just noticed. Freaking drugs. How had she missed so much, and what else had she missed? What else was she missing? But, damn, she wanted more, now, to ease her headache… 

But, why would a nurse be wearing heels like that? Shit, that would have to kill your feet wearing them all day doing rounds, taking care of patients… Alessandria did have other patients, didn’t she? She must…

Oh, but she looked so sexy…and then Alessandria poked her, grinning, and Amy looked up with a start, torn out of a naughty daydream that was just beginning to play in her head…

Figures, she thought, sulkily. Just when things are starting to get good again, in my imagination anyway… 

“Scoot over,” Alessandria said, smiling. 

She lay down on the bed, on her tummy, her legs in the air, swishing as she pointed then flexed those lovely little feet which looked even more delectable out of the heels. 

She rested a hand on Amy’s arm, looked up, met her eyes. 

“We don’t even really need that file…” she began. “Not really…”

Amy gaped at her. “So that is my file?” 

Alessandria nodded. 

“All of it?” Amy was stunned. 

Alessandria nodded again, gave a little grin. 

“It’s not that bad,” she said. “Not nearly as bad as most…” 

“I’m not that sick,” Amy said, louder now, beginning to get agitated.

Why wasn’t Alessandria, or someone, anyone telling her what was going on? There must be other people here, too, doctors, other nurses, the Johnny Depp lookalike orderlies? Where the fuck were all of them? 

Why wouldn’t someone tell her what was going on? Was she that bad off? Was she dying? She felt fine, all except for the headache, which seemed to have let up now, seemed to let up whenever Alessandria was near, for some reason. 

Amy had just thought she was distracted by her desires… but maybe it was something else? 

And, to prove her suspicions correct, Alessandria reached out, stroked Amy’s head, and laid her lips on it making it tingly warm, and releasing all the pain almost instantly. 

Weird. Weird as hell. If she could do that, why, this chick ought to be a doctor, not just a nurse. She didn’t even have to give her an injection at all. 

“Don’t I need the shot?” Amy asked? 

Alessandria shook her head. “I’ll give you that…later,” she said, mysteriously. And Amy didn’t question her. After all, she sure as hell wasn’t hurting now.

Then, all of a sudden, Amy had a somewhat silly, but rather unsettling thought. What if Alessandria wasn’t a nurse, after all? She’d never actually said she was a nurse, and she very well could be a doctor, or something, one of those natural healers, one that wasn’t a lark. One that could really heal people… 

Oh, shit, this was getting too weird for words, or even thoughts. 

Alessandria stroked Amy’s cheek, smiling. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t just come right out with this…but it’s kind of a difficult subject…and I’m kind of new at this, too… “ 

Amy felt dread, not knowing what the hell was going on, but Alessandria’s presence soothed her somehow. 

That’s a blessing, all right, Amy thought, with a smile. She took Alessandria’s hand, tentatively, waiting. 

“It’s like this…you’re…not in the hospital… exactly, although we did fix you…”

Alessandria giggled at her joke, although Amy didn’t quite get it. 

“You were pretty fine, already, though…” Alessandria smiled, squeezing Amy’s hand in hers.

“Where am I then?”  It was the million dollar question all right, and a damn good one. One that deserved an answer. 

Amy found Alessandria’s eyes, held them. Wouldn’t let her slide away, distract her, put off coming right out with it right now, not again. She needed to know and she needed to know now. 

“Well, you’re in heaven, my dear,” Alessandria said it with a straight face, too, and Amy almost believed her. Shit, she needed some more of those drugs now because she was starting to think she was crazy. 

Alessandria patted her hand. “There, there, dear, you’re not crazy.” 

She’d read her mind. Fuck! Oh, even worse,  did that mean she’d possibly read Amy’s other thoughts… 

She did not want to go there… and if so, why was she here, if she was dead, she ought to be in the other place, shouldn’t she? For having such naughty thoughts? 

“Sex doesn’t make you bad, darling.” Alessandria cooed. “It makes you interesting…and fun if you’re good at it. That’s all. It’s just another way to show…love…and that’s what we’re all about here. “ 

Amy was glad, at least, that she was already dead because she would have died right then and there hearing that. 

It was such a shock, but a good one, huh? 

“So, you’re not… my nurse, then?” 

“Oh, no, dear, I’m your…” the poor little thing flushed beet red again. 

“What?” Amy demanded, not angry, just needing to know…


Chapter 7

“…I’m your guardian angel, dearest…” 

No shit? Amy almost laughed. Oh, she got a smoking hot guardian angel, all right. How lucky was that? She must have been better than she’d thought. 

But then a sudden thought occurred to her…

“Hey, “ she poked Alessandria, who despite still being pink with embarrassment, giggled with girlish glee that set Amy’s heart on fire and made her wet in other places…

“…so if you’re my guardian angel…how did I end up…dead?” 

“Do you really want to know?” Alessandria squished up her face, frowning. 

“If it’s that bad…then no, I guess it really doesn’t matter now, does it?” 

Alessandria shrugged. “Nope, not if it doesn’t matter to you.” 

Amy poked her again…”I meant… I don’t need to know what happened to me… what I do want to know is how I ended up dead if you were supposed to protect me….

Alessandria shrugged, looking terribly embarrassed. “I…I…Like I said, I’m new to this… I let myself get distracted…” 

Amy grinned, thinking of all the distractions she’d had since meeting Alessandria, all good ones, but, still… she could totally see how such a thing could happen… and, hell, she was here now, with Alessandria, so it had all worked out in the end. She was in a good place, a lot better place than she’d been in before…

Alessandria hesitated, then finally spoke again. 

“Are you very mad at me?”

Amy looked at her, smiled a genuine smile, realized her head didn’t hurt at all, not the least little bit, and shook her head. 

“I could never be mad at you… you tried, didn’t you? “ 

The girl nodded her head vigorously, making her ample breasts jiggle enticingly. Perfect, and, no wonder. This was heaven, after all. 

“You’ll stay with me, won’t you?” Amy hated to ask, but she had to know…

“Of course, always.”  Nice, very nice, Amy thought. Heaven was definitely the place for her. 

Amy thought of something then, grabbed Alessandria’s arm, pulling her close. 

She stroked the girl’s chin, relishing the feel of the soft, smooth skin there, wanting to kiss there, but first, she mustn’t get distracted, she had a question…

“So, why did you pull away from me, before? You acted like I was poison or something.” 

Amy laughed. “A girl could get a complex, if too many people start acting like that…you know?” 

Alessandria winked. “Well, where we are wasn’t the only secret I was hiding… for your best interest, mind you… I also had another tiny little thing… “ 

Then she laughed, low and throaty, the musical sound ringing through the beautiful and heavenly room. That sound really did make it sound like heaven here, Amy thought. She’d always figured it would be the sound of angel’s harps she would hear in heaven, but this was so much better. The sound of this angel’s laughter was the most perfect thing in the world. 

“Out with it,” Amy prodded. “No more secrets.” 

Alessandria prodded her back, giggling. She covered Amy’s lips with her long fingertips, hushing her. 

“This one I have to show you…” 


Chapter 8

Alessandria pushed Amy back on the bed, throwing her leg over her charge, pinning her underneath her body, between her creamy thighs. Amy smiled, liking this position already, though any would be lovely with this lovely woman… any at all! 

Then Alessandria came down, rubbing herself teasingly against Amy, which was really odd because Amy felt a bulge where a woman’s wet pussy ought to be… a very big bulge…which was getting bigger by the moment…

What the hell? Amy’s eyes flew open and found Alessandria’s laughing ones. 

“I kind of forgot to mention…that…” she said, with a wicked little girl grin. 

“What the hell is it?” Amy was beyond shocked. 

“It’s…what you wanted…I think…” Alessandria said, losing just a bit of her confidence. 

“What I hope you wanted…” 

She grinned wickedly then, “And…it’s the injection I was going to give you…”

“Huh?” Amy didn’t have a clue what she meant by that! 

Then Alessandria pulled up her skirt, revealing a sexy white lace panty with a huge something in the front of it. 

Amy found herself mesmerized by it, just as she’d been mesmerized by everything about Alessandria ever since the moment she’d first seen her. Her hands grabbed for the panty, tugging frantically at the sides, trying to pull it down… her hands and her nerves wouldn’t cooperate and her heart rate, was way too fast, or so it seemed. It was a good thing she was already dead, she supposed… 

And then, she managed to loop the strings at the sides, pulled the damnable bit of fabric off, which had been keeping her away from her one true desire all along… and revealed the biggest, most gorgeous cock known to man or womankind. The thing was stunning in all its glory. It was something the angels would truly sing Hallelujah about. No exaggeration there whatsoever. 

“Like?” Alessandria smiled, somewhat shyly.

Amy couldn’t speak, she was so utterly astounded, and so utterly pleased… 

Oh, wow, that was what she wanted to stick in me before? Hell… that would have taken all the pain away, now wouldn’t it? Especially, recalling how just the mere touch of her Angel’s hand had made her feel. 

But, Amy just couldn’t get over that thing. Wow. And she couldn’t wait to get under it, either, and on top of it…and she could already feel it in her mouth, making her mouth water…

She shook her head, still dazed, with a huge grin on her face. 

This freaking rocked! 

“You should,” her angel said sweetly, “it was made just for you…” 

Hot damn, Amy thought. Hell, I should have died a long time ago.

She leaned Alessandria back, lowering her to the bed, moved her own wet, swollen mound above her, spread her lips and found Alessandria’s magnificent cock already glistening with a bead of precum, just for her. 

“You must like, too…” she grinned. 

Alessandria nodded. “Of course, you were made just for me, too, silly…” 

And then Amy mounted the monster Angel cock and started her slow ascent into… a higher realm of heaven… 

In Alessandria’s arms…
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