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The ICU at Miami General was a sterile purgatory, a realm of flickering fluorescent lights and the relentless pulse of monitors, their beeps weaving a tense symphony with the soft hum of ventilators. Maeve Delaney, a night nurse with a cascade of copper-red hair that shimmered like molten fire, glided through the ward with a quiet intensity, her movements precise yet heavy with unspoken longing. Her emerald-green eyes, framed by thick, dark lashes, shimmered with a mix of duty and devotion to her catholic faith. Her pale, lightly freckled skin, dusted across high cheekbones and a delicate nose, glowed ethereally, a canvas of innocence that belied the voluptuous curves straining her teal scrubs. At 5’8”, her body, built for temptation, was a contradiction to her strict upbringing—DD breasts that pushed against the fabric, their fullness impossible to conceal, a flat stomach with toned abs honed by disciplined workouts, and hips that flared into a heart-shaped ass that swayed with each step, drawing eyes she tried to ignore. A silver cross necklace hung heavy around her neck, its cold weight a constant reminder of her faith, while rosary beads in her pocket were her shield against the temptations that haunted her dreams. Raised in a small, all white Midwestern town, she was still navigating the vibrant, racially diverse pulse of South Florida, her prejudices a lingering shadow. Tonight, she faced a new challenge: her first black patient, a man in a coma after a devastating motorcycle accident.
Stan Ellison lay motionless, a dark colossus against the crisp white sheets, his 6’3” muscular frame a testament to raw power even in its broken state. Both arms and one leg were encased in plaster, the latter slung high in traction, immobilizing him like a fallen titan. Blue tribal tattoos snaked across his broad shoulders, their intricate patterns hinting at extensions beneath the casts, a silent story of his past. His shaved head bore a bandage, his flat nose and strong African features stark against his deep black skin, exuding a primal strength that intimidated Maeve. To her, he was a stereotype—a thug, a gangbanger, a criminal whose size and race loomed threateningly in her mind. His chart revealed he was sixty, and she assumed a long criminal record, her biases painting him as dangerous despite his unconscious state. She stood over him, her gloved hands clutching a sponge and basin, her breath shallow, her heart pounding with a mix of fear and curiosity.
She pulled his gown down, revealing a chiseled chest and rippling abs that made her pause, her breath catching at the sheer physicality of him, impressive even for his age. In spots, his dark black skin was purplish, bruises from his accident. The sponge glided over his glistening black skin, the contrast against her pale, latex-covered hands striking, almost hypnotic. But as she lifted the gown up his legs, her eyes widened, her pulse quickening. The large, bulbous head of his penis appeared as the fabric passed his knees, lying heavy across his thigh, a dark, veined monolith thicker than her wrist, even flaccid. It had to be trauma-induced, she told herself, her cheeks flushing with shame as her gaze lingered, unable to look away. She’d seen a few patients penises since starting her job and none came close to Mr. Ellison’s size. She dipped the sponge in warm water, her hands trembling as she wrapped it around his shaft, the girth unyielding, the texture of the veins palpable even through the latex. As she cleaned him, the beast stirred, extending, expanding, rising off his leg, hardening to a 14-inch colossus that seemed to defy reality. The plum-sized head, a deep purplish-black, glistened with a bead of precum, its size nearly three times that of her husband Tom’s meager five-inch erection. Beneath it hung two giant, hairy testicles, their obscene size more suited to a bull than a man, swaying slightly with the motion of her hands.
Her gloved hand tightened around the sponge, squeezing against his girth, soapy water running down the ebon length in slow, glistening rivulets that caught the fluorescent light. She stroked, her movements mechanical, telling herself it was clinical, just part of her duties, but the shaft pulsed, its heat seeping through the latex, igniting a spark in her core that she couldn’t extinguish. Her breath hitched, her eyes locked on the throbbing vein that snaked along his cock, its rhythm hypnotic, commanding her attention. Stan groaned in his coma, a low, guttural sound that reverberated through her, sending a shiver down her spine, her thighs clenching involuntarily. The beeping on his vital signs monitor increased as her hand stroked him faster. His hips bucked weakly, thrusting his penis through her fist, the motion primal, instinctual, as if his body knew what his mind could not. The thing expanded, the head turning purple black and swelling even larger. Suddenly, it erupted, thick ropes of cum spurting up some six to eight inches from the head, arcing onto the bunched-up gown, splattering his hard stomach, coating her glove with an obscene volume that seemed impossible, the musky, primal scent filling her nostrils, it’s manliness overwhelming her senses. Maeve froze, her heart pounding, her cross burning against her skin like a brand, a silent rebuke for the wetness soaking her panties.
She cleaned the mess with mechanical precision, her hands shaking as she wiped the cum from his skin, the gown, her glove, each motion a battle against the desire coursing through her. She returned to her station, her fingers fumbling with the rosary in her pocket, the beads smooth and cool against her trembling skin, but offering no solace. Her mind replayed the moment—the weight of his phallus, the heat, the scent, the sheer power of it—each detail etching itself into her thoughts, refusing to fade. She whispered a prayer, her lips moving silently, but the words felt hollow, her body betraying her faith with every pulse of arousal that throbbed through her.
At home with the sun just coming up, Maeve caught Tom toweling off after a shower, his lean, pale frame familiar but his shriveled two-inch penis pathetic, hanging limply over a compact scrotum, utterly dwarfed by the black monolith she’d handled. She imagined Stan’s cock in its place, swinging heavily, its dark girth obliterating Tom’s pitiful manhood, the thought making her pussy clench, her cheeks flushing with shame. She stripped off her clothes, her DD breasts bouncing free, their large pink areolas topped with dark, sensitive nipples that hardened in the cool air. Her toned abs flexed as she pulled a nightgown on that molded to her figure, tightly hugging her jiggling breasts, the fabric clinging to her flared hips, and her heart-shaped ass. Climbing into bed, she clutched her rosary beads tightly, their weight a lifeline to her faith. Tom kissed her goodbye as he left for his early shift, oblivious to the sin his wife had just committed.
Sleep brought a vivid, sinful dream: her kneeling before Stan, hands raised in prayer, his penis between her palms, its heat searing her skin. Her cross swayed as she stroked him, thick cum splattering her face, coating her lips, dripping onto her breasts, the musky scent enveloping her. She woke with a gasp, her thighs slick with arousal, hips slowly rising and falling on the bed. She slid off the bed, pulling her nightgown over her head as she opened her underwear drawer, reaching into the back. Her fingers trembling as they wrapped around her 6-inch dildo, its extra inch and vibrations the only thing that could make her climax despite how hard Tom tried. She laid nude on the bed, legs spread with her knees bent as she lowered the sex toy towards her wet vagina. She flicked it on, the dildo jumping in her hand, and brought the head down between her vaginal lips, slowly inserting it. Her vagina clenched around it, her hips writhing on the bed. Maeve moaned, moving her hands up to squeeze and maul her breasts, her hands making their way to her erect nipples, squeezing and tugging her sensitive nubs as she felt the pressure in her womb grow. Maeve cried out as waves of pleasure crashed through her, the orgasm intense but fleeting, normally it would satisfy her needs, but today it left her craving more. She spent the next fifteen minutes kneeling nude by the bed, praying for forgiveness, cross clenched in her fists, forehead pressing against her hands. Her use of the dildo a sin she couldn’t relinquish, its allure too powerful, her faith losing to its satisfaction of her carnal needs. “Amen,” she muttered, raising her head. Her dildo sat shining, leaning against the pillow, tempting her with another round. Maeve stood and took the dildo to the bathroom, rinsing it off under the sink and returning it to her hiding place where it would remain until tomorrow afternoon when she’d use it again. She turned and headed to the shower to get ready for work.
**********
At the hospital, after most of the staff had left, Maeve’s resolve wavered, her curiosity overpowering her guilt. She checked on Stan during a quiet moment, her heart racing as she approached his bed, the monitors casting a soft glow over his still form. She pulled his gown up, her breath catching as she confirmed his penis was still swollen from the accident, as massive as she remembered, its dark girth lying heavy across his thigh, intimidating yet mesmerizing. With gloved hands, she touched it, the latex a flimsy barrier to her sin, her fingers tracing the thick vein as it hardened under her strokes, the heat searing through, the musky scent filling her senses. She jerked him off, using gel to lubricate it, abandoning the sponge, her hand moving faster, the rhythm instinctive, her eyes locked on the plum-sized head as it glistened with precum. The beeps of his monitor came faster as she increased speed, feeling him swell again. His cock pulsed, cum erupting in thick, white ropes, splattering her gloves, the sheets, his stomach, the volume obscene, the scent intoxicating. His heart signs slowly returned to normal as his giant penis slowly lost its steel. She cleaned him, her pussy throbbing, her rosary a futile shield as she whispered a prayer, her panties soaked, her body trembling with need.
Maeve’s obsession deepened, a dangerous infatuation taking root. She returned to Stan’s room over the next two nights, her hands trembling as she lifted his gown, her eyes drinking in the sight of his penis, its size and power a fixation she couldn’t escape. She stroked it with gloved hands, the latex slick with sweat, the shaft hardening instantly, the vein throbbing under her fingers, the heat searing her palms. Her strokes were deliberate, slow at first, savoring the weight, the texture, the forbidden allure of it. She quickened her pace, her breath shallow, her thighs clenching as his penis pulsed, cum erupting in a torrent, coating her gloves, the sheets, his hard abs, the musky scent overwhelming, her vagina dripping with arousal. She cleaned him, her hands shaking, her mind consumed by the memory of his erupting black penis, its dominance over her thoughts absolute. She had started using her dildo twice a day now, picturing Mr. Ellison’s penis as it was making her cum.  She made up for it by praying twice as long, her cross a silent rebuke, rosary beads wrapped around her clenched fists, her prayers empty against the desire consuming her. 
**********
The following evening, Maeve arrived at the ICU, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her morning climax. Today, Stan Ellison had visitors, so many they were overflowing his room. Stan’s room was filled with Black Panthers in leather jackets, the snarling panther emblem bold on their backs, their masculine presence overwhelming, a stark contrast to the sterile hospital environment. Maeve brushed past the large muscular black men, dark eyes falling on her fair skin and large breasts. Her body reacted, nipples pushing out through her bra. Stan was awake, his dark eyes locking onto hers, his grin magnetic, exuding a primal charisma that made her pulse race, her thighs clenching involuntarily. “Brothers, I swear it was an angel brought me back,” he rumbled, his voice a deep growl that reverberated in her core, sending shivers down her spine, her panties growing damp. “Felt her tugging and tugging, pullin’ me outta the dark and back into the light.”
Maeve forced a smile, her voice trembling, her emerald eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. “I’m Nurse Delaney. Glad you’re awake, Mr. Ellison,” she said, her tone professional but strained, her heart pounding. She turned to the group, her voice firm despite the heat pooling in her core, the scent of leather and masculinity overwhelming. “Visiting hours are almost over and we don’t want to excite Mr. Ellison too much. He needs rest.”
“I been resting for seven days, nurse, but if you want me all to yourself then you heard the lady, brothers. Panthers Ride!”
“Panthers Ride,” they mumbled, coming forward, each touching Stan Ellison on one shoulder, giving words of encouragement before turning and filing out past Maeve.
The men’s eyes raked over her, their gazes hungry, their appreciation bold and unapologetic, making her skin prickle with a mix of embarrassment and forbidden thrill. A wiry man in his 70s, with a grizzled beard and a commanding presence, held up Stan’s leather jacket, the panther emblem glaring. “Brought this, Alpha Prime,” he said, draping it over a chair, the embroidered beast seeming to watch her with piercing eyes. The others, exuding arrogance and self-confidence, smirked, their whispers about her “fine white ass” and “big ol’ white titties” drifting to her ears, making her flush, her cheeks burning with shame, her pussy clenching despite her outrage at the black thugs.
As visiting hours ended, a white redheaded woman raced past the nurse’s station, her urgency palpable, her heels clicking on the linoleum. Maeve followed, her curiosity piqued, and found the woman leaning over Stan, leaving a card adorned with crayon hearts and “We miss you, Mr. Ellison!”  The woman kissed his lips, a lingering, intimate gesture that sent a pang of jealousy through Maeve, surprising her with its intensity. The woman brushed past her with a relieved smile, her green eyes welling up with tears. “Sorry, I raced here after school as soon as I heard Principal Ellison had woken up. We were all so worried about him,” she said, staring at Stan affectionately. “I’ll come back when there’s more time,” she told Stan.
“Thanks Helen,” he said, back with a nod of his head, the fingers in one cast wiggling good bye.
“Helen, one of my teachers,” Stan informed her, staring out the door at Helen’s retreating ass. “I’m the principal at South Miami Elementary.”
“And do all your teachers kiss you like that, Mr. Ellison?” she snapped, her eyebrow raised, her tone sharper than intended.
“Only the pretty ones,” he said, “but I’ve been thinking about moving on to nurses.” His eyes dropping to her chest, her nipples hardening under his gaze, pressing against her scrubs, her cross feeling useless, a flimsy shield against the heat surging in her core, the musky memory of his cock lingering in her mind.
Maeve’s pulse quickened, his words stirring a dangerous longing as she adjusted his IV, her hands trembling, the needle glinting under the fluorescent light. She hated his arrogance, hated how her body betrayed her faith, her vows, her identity. But she couldn’t deny the truth: she wanted to see that huge black penis again, to feel its weight, its power, its forbidden allure, her hand slipped into her pocket, fingering her rosary beads, praying for strength.
Maeve got her wish later that night. “Nurse, I need to piss,” he told her the next time she checked up on him.
“Of course, Mr. Ellison.” Maeve walked over to the table and pulled out two blue gloves, pulling them on her hands before retrieving the bedpan. “How are you doing, Mr. Ellison?”
“Well, I gotta itch under my cast, I can’t walk, feed myself, or hold my cock to take a piss, but as good as can be expected.”
“I’m sorry,” said Maeve, pulling up the bottom of his gown while positioning the bedpan between his legs. “But you’ll get there, Mr. Ellison.”
“With your help Nurse Delaney, I will,” he said, staring at her face as his long black penis came into view. Her eyes widened and her breathing increased. “I sure appreciate this.”
“All part of the job,” she replied, grabbing the thick floppy penis and raising the head so that it rested in the bedpan. “Try to relax and let go,” she informed him, even as his penis pulsed, jerked and a steady stream of urine shot out, striking the bedpan.
Stan sighed with relief. “Been holding it awhile. Now you’re holding it. We should probably be on a first name basis. Stan.”
“Maeve,” she replied, slightly lifting the shaft to keep the head of his penis out of the growing pool of urine. 
“Pretty name for a pretty woman. Tell me Maeve, you ever hold a black cock before?”
Maeve gasped. “Please, Mr. Ellison. I’m a married woman and there’s no need to be crass.”
“Just curious, Maeve. So have you?”
“Just yours, Mr. Ellison.”
“Good, I like being a white woman’s first black cock.”
“Watch your language, please.”
Stan chuckled. “Squeeze it forward and shake it,” he ordered.
Maeve did as she was told, watching a small squirt of urine shoot out and several drops flying as she shook it. 
She shook it a little too much. It expanded, the gap between her fingers grew as his penis swelled, extending, the floppiness disappearing as it straightened out. Maeve quickly let go, but it was too late, his huge penis rose until it was sticking out and then it fell on his stomach. She grabbed the bedpan and took it to the bathroom to pour out.
Maeve came back into the room, his penis was still hard, bobbing slightly above his stomach. “Anything else I can do for you, Mr. Ellison?” she asked, regretting her words the second they came out.
He groaned. “Yes nurse, my cock. I need you to make me cum.”
“I warned you about being crass, Mr. Ellison.” She came over beside the bed and pulled his gown up, pulling it down over his cock. The huge shaft creating a large tent beneath it.
“No,” he said. “You don’t understand. It hurts when it gets like this and it won’t go down until I nut. I need to cum at least once a day or the pain in my balls just keeps getting worse.”
“I’m sorry, Mr. Ellison,” she said, staring at the bulging tent, rising and falling. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth.
“Please,” he begged. “I can’t do it myself and… you’re the reason it’s like this.” Maeve turned and walked towards the door. “Please. Please Maeve,” he called. 
Maeve peered out the door. The floor was mostly empty for the night and short staffed at that. She closed the door, leaving it open a crack. She turned and walked back over to her patient.
Stan looked at her expectantly. “Thank god,” he sighed, letting his bandaged head fall back on the pillow. “Think of it as physical therapy. You’re helping me recover.”
“Fine, Mr. Ellison,” she said, “but I don’t want you staring at me. We’ll keep this clinical and only because it’s so badly swollen. I assume you must be in pain.”
“Of course, Maeve. I appreciate this.”
Maeve retrieved the lube and squirted some on the palm of one gloved hand, reversing it and squirting it in her other palm. She pinched the hem of his gown and raised it, freeing the huge black penis, the head rising several inches off his abdomen and bobbing slightly. She grabbed the base, raising the shaft up, staring at it.
“Big, isn’t it?”
“Clinical, Mr. Ellison, but yes, it’s quite large.” She ran her hand up the shaft, twisting it, rubbing the lubrication in, adding her other hand, slowly pumping the shaft up and down.
“Oh, that’s good, Maeve,” he moaned. “So, tell me, how long you been married?”
“Kind of personal, but just under a year.”
“Just trying to take your mind off things,” he said, bucking his hips up through her hands. Maeve responded by pumping down each time, he thrust up. “Fuck yeah,” he moaned.
Maeve gasped, looking up at him. He was smiling, eyes closed. “Damn this thing’s big,” she hissed, trying to stroke him faster from the head to the base. “How big is it?”
Stan raised his head, looking down at her. “It’s around fourteen inches.” 
“I can see that, but how big is it normally?”
“That is normal, nurse,” he said, with a smirk.
“You mean it isn’t swollen?” she stared at it in disbelief, taking one hand off and sliding the other down to the base.
“Of course it’s swollen,” he chuckled. 
“But not from your accident?”
“No nurse, that’s fourteen inches of big nig- black cock in your hand.”
“But how?”
“Baby, I was just born this way. The panthers only take alphas in the club and I’m one of the biggest, most of the brothers are only around a foot long.”
“Only a foot!” she gasped in shock. “I don’t believe it, Tom’s only…”
“Work it, Maeve. It ain’t gonna cum on its own.” He waited, nodding when she started sliding her hands up and down his shaft, staring at it in awe. “Tom yo husband? He’s only what, Maeve?” he asked.
“Tom’s penis is only… it’s under six inches… five inches, I think. Maybe as thick as your thumb?” He wiggled the thumb sticking out of the cast. “Your penis is three times his size.”
“That look like a penis to you, nurse?” he asked, she slowed her stroking, staring at the shiny dark black shaft. “That ain’t no little white boy penis, that’s a cock, a big nigger cock.”
Maeve gasped, but her hands picked up speed. “Don’t say that word,” she hissed through her teeth.
“Fine, a big black cock than. It’s bigger and blacker than a penis. What’s that you’re jerking off?”
“Please?” she begged. “Keep it clinical. I’m just giving you a hand.”
“A hand job, giving me a hand job. Say it!”
“I’m jerking off your big black cock,” she gasped, pumping the thick black shaft even faster. Comparing Tom’s penis to Mr. Ellison’s huge black cock, they were so different, it only made sense that she call them by two different names. 
“Good, nurse. Now keep pumping them hands. I can feel my nut coming.”
“Yes, Mr. Ellison.”
“That little white boy dick, ever make you cum?”
“Please, sir,” she begged, her vagina was drooling arousal down her thigh. 
“No, I’m sure it hasn’t. Bet you got a dildo to take care of that needy pussy. Well do you, Maeve?”
Maeve trembled, blushing, still jerking his shaft. 
“I’ll take your silence as a yes. A body like yours, nurse, it ain’t never gonna get off with a little white boy penis. It was built for big black cock. Let me get my nigga cock all up in that white pussy and I’ll show you what a good cum feels like.”
“Oh god,” she pleaded, her vagina… pussy muscles were spasming like it relished the thought.
“Here comes my nut, Maeve. Watch out I cum a lot.”
“I know,” she replied.
“And how do you know that?”
“Um… well, you’re a.. testicles are so large, I just assumed.”
Stan chuckled. “Talk dirty, Maeve. Tell me you want it.”
“I want it,” she gasped, his cock swelling again, the purple head expanding.
“Want what?”
“Your nut. I want your big black cock to cum.”
Stan grunted, bucking his hips up through her hands and his cock exploded a geyser of thick white semen, several more geysers following, flowing down, coating his hard black shaft and her gloved hands. 
She jerked the last of his seed out, milking the shaft with her hands, staring lustfully as semen continued dribbling out of the head, running down his shaft. “So much cum,” she gasped, staring at it, the scent filling her nostrils.
“More than last time?”
Maeve looked up at him in alarm. “What do you mean?”
“I know you gave me a hand job, Maeve.” He lowered his head. “I wasn’t in a coma; I had catatonia from hitting my head. I was aware of everything you did.”
“Oh god,” she whimpered. She’d molested the man. She could lose her job or worse, go to jail. “You can’t tell anyone, Mr. Ellison.”
Stan leered at her. “Just keep up the physical therapy and we good. Stan’s body relaxed back on the bed with a sigh. Maeve disappeared, washing the semen off her gloves in the bathroom. She returned with some towels to clean up the mess. His cock had gone limp, laying over one strong thigh, still drooling semen. He raised his head watching her clean up his ejaculate. “You really did save me, Maeve. Those hand jobs pulled me back into the light. You were the angel that saved me. Thank you.”
“You’re welcome, Mr. Ellison.” She tossed the sticky wet towels in the waste bin. “I’d better get on my rounds.”
“One more thing, nurse. I have to piss again.”
**********
The sun was barely cresting the horizon when Maeve stumbled into her modest Miami apartment, the weight of her night shift—and her transgression—pressing down on her. The air was thick with the scent of Tom’s cheap cologne, his lean, pale frame brushing his teeth in the bathroom as he prepared for his early shift at the warehouse. 
“Maeve, you’re home,” Tom said, his voice warm but oblivious, his blue eyes crinkling with a smile. He stepped closer, wrapping his arms around her, his penis swelling, pressing against her thigh through his boxers. “Missed you, babe.”
Her body responded before her mind could, her pussy throbbing, desperate for release after hours of suppressed arousal. “Missed you too,” she murmured, her voice trembling, her cross burning as she pulled him toward the bedroom, her scrubs falling to the floor, revealing her pale, freckled skin, her DD breasts bouncing free, large pink areolas tightening, dark nipples hardening in the cool air. Her toned abs flexed, her hips flaring, her heart-shaped ass a vision of sin as she climbed onto the bed, legs spread, her red pubic hair a fiery patch above her glistening pussy. She reached under his pillow and pulled a condom out, tossing it to him.
Tom followed, his boxers discarded, his five-inch erection bobbing, woefully inadequate as he rolled the rubber down it. He climbed over her, his lips kissing her neck, his hands squeezing her breasts, his fingers fumbling, lacking the confidence of Stan’s imagined touch. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his cock nudging her entrance, slipping inside with little resistance, her pussy barely registering his presence. She moaned, faking pleasure, her hips rocking to meet his thrusts, but her mind was elsewhere—Stan’s throbbing vein, his musky scent, his obscene cum flooding her senses. Tom’s thrusts were quick, erratic, his breath hitching as he came, a meager dribble spilling inside the condom, leaving her unsatisfied, her pussy aching, her cross a silent rebuke.
“Love you,” Tom panted, rolling off, oblivious to her frustration. He showered and dressed quickly, kissing her forehead before heading out, running late, the door clicking shut behind him.
Maeve lay there, her pussy throbbing, her body trembling with need, her cross burning against her skin like a brand. “Forgive me, Lord,” she whispered, tears pricking her eyes as she slid off the bed, her naked body gleaming in the dawn light. She opened her underwear drawer, fingers trembling as they closed around her 6-inch dildo, its sleek surface a poor substitute for Stan’s monolith but her only solace. She knelt by the bed, rosary beads clutched in one hand, the dildo in the other, her breath shallow as she prayed, “Hail Mary, full of grace…” But the words faltered, her pussy dripping, her thighs clenching, the temptation too strong.
She lay back, legs spread, her knees bent, the dildo humming to life, its vibrations sending shocks through her. She pressed it against her slick folds, the head slipping inside, her pussy clenching, her hips writhing on the sheets. Her free hand mauled her breasts, fingers tugging her erect nipples, the pain mingling with pleasure, her moans echoing in the empty apartment. She was taking longer to cum with the dildo now, afraid she was overusing it. She pictured Stan’s cock, its dark girth pulsing, its cum spurting, coating her gloves, her cross defiled. Her pussy throbbed, her thighs trembled, her breath hitched as the orgasm crashed through her, intense but fleeting, leaving her craving more, her rosary falling to the floor, beads scattering like her faith. “Amen,” she gasped, tears streaming down her face, the dildo glistening with her arousal, a sin she couldn’t relinquish, her soul torn between salvation and surrender.
As the first week of Stan’s consciousness unfolded, he summoned Maeve nightly to his dimly lit room, the monitors casting a soft blue glow over his still form, his voice a low, commanding growl that brooked no refusal: “Nurse Delaney, I need my physical therapy.” The hospital’s understaffed night shift left the halls quiet, the other nurses too busy to notice her prolonged absences, their footsteps echoing faintly in the distance. Her rosary and cross weighed heavy with guilt, their presence a constant reminder of the sin she was committing, but Stan’s deep voice, soothing yet authoritative, chipped away at her resolve. “I need your help, Maeve,” he said, his dark eyes piercing her, his lips curling into a slight, knowing smile. “Helps ease my pain, my stress, keeps me healin’. You’re savin’ me, Nurse.” His words were a balm to her conscience, a justification she clung to as she approached his bed, her gloved hands trembling, the latex a barrier to her sin, though it did little to dull the heat radiating from his body.
She pulled back the sheet, her breath catching as his 14-inch cock lay exposed, semi-erect, its dark girth a stark contrast against the white sheets, the thick vein snaking along its length already pulsing faintly. She wrapped her gloved fingers around it, the latex slick with sweat, the shaft hardening instantly under her touch, its heat searing through, the musky scent of his arousal filling her nostrils, intoxicating her senses. Her strokes were slow at first, tentative, her eyes locked on the plum-sized head as it glistened with precum, the bead catching the light, mesmerizing her. The weight of his cock was immense, the girth stretching her fingers, the texture of the veins palpable even through the gloves, each ridge a reminder of its power. She quickened her pace, her hand gliding up and down, the latex squeaking faintly, the rhythm hypnotic, her thighs clenching as her panties grew damp, her pussy throbbing with a need she couldn’t acknowledge. Stan groaned, a deep, primal sound that vibrated through her, his hips twitching slightly despite the traction, his cock pulsing harder, the vein throbbing under her fingers.
“Look at that big black cock, Maeve,” he murmured, his voice low, the words carrying a hint of something provocative, a subtle challenge that made her cheeks flush. “You want it, don’t you? That white pussy is begging for some dark meat.”
“Don’t talk like that,” she snapped, her voice trembling, her emerald eyes flashing with indignation, though her hand never stopped, her strokes growing faster, more desperate. “It’s just… medical,” she insisted, her words weak, her pussy clenching at the forbidden thrill of his words, the heat of his cock searing through the latex, her cross burning against her skin.
His cock erupted, thick ropes of cum arcing through the air, splattering the sheets, his hard stomach, her gloves, the volume obscene, the musky scent overwhelming, filling the room with its primal intensity. Maeve froze, her heart pounding, her breath shallow, the sight of his cum glistening on the latex transfixing her, a forbidden allure that made her thighs quiver. She cleaned him with shaking hands, wiping the cum from his skin, the sheets, her gloves, each motion a battle against the desire coursing through her, her panties soaked, her rosary a silent rebuke. Each night, the ritual repeated, her gloved hands stroking his cock, the heat, the weight, the scent consuming her, his cum splattering her gloves, the sheets, and finally, he told her to pull his cock down just as he came, covering her scrubs in dark spots and globs of white semen. She couldn’t get the stains out and finally changed into a fresh pair. 
A few days later, Stan wanted his PT and she found the glove box empty, the day nurse hadn’t replaced it. Stan’s demands grew bolder, “Bare hands, Maeve. Rather feel you, not that rubber.” Her hands trembled, her pale fingers closing around his shaft, touching his skin for the first time, his cock felt hotter, the thick vein pulsing under her touch, the musky scent intoxicating, her pussy clenching with need. The sensation was overwhelming, the direct contact igniting a fire in her core, her breath hitching as she stroked him, the weight of his cock filling her palms, the texture of the veins sending shocks through her.
“Feels better, doesn’t it, Maeve,” he said, his voice low, a faint edge of provocation in his tone, the words carrying a subtle racial undertone that made her flinch, her cheeks burning with shame. “You like having your white hands on that big black cock.”
“Don’t talk like that, Stan,” she whispered, her voice trembling, her emerald eyes pleading, though her hands kept moving, her strokes slow and deliberate, savoring the heat, the power, her pussy soaking her panties, her cross reflecting the light. He chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound, but didn’t push further, his eyes gleaming with patience, as if he knew she’d come around.
“Why don’t you take your scrubs off? We don’t want no more accidents, do we?” His logic practical yet laced with intent: “Seeing more of that white body will help me cum quicker.” Her hands shook as she unbuttoned her top, revealing a plain white bra, her DD breasts straining the fabric, large pink areolas faintly visible through the cotton, their dark nipples hardening under his gaze. She slid off her pants, standing in matching panties, her red pubic hair a faint shadow through the fabric, her pale skin glowing under the fluorescent lights, freckles dusting her shoulders and cleavage like a constellation, her toned abs flexing with each nervous breath, her hips flaring into a perfect hourglass, her heart-shaped ass a vision of sin. “Damn gurl, you look good, but my grandma had sexier underwear than that.” Maeve looked down, suddenly embarrassed by her plain white bra and panties. 
Finally, she squirted the lube in her palm and stroked him, her bare hands slick with precum, the heat making her thighs clench, her panties soaked, his cum splattering her bra, dripping onto her cross, the musky scent overwhelming, her pussy throbbing with need.
The next afternoon, Maeve left home early, her body humming with need, her cross dangling against her chest, she drove to the Sunset Palms Mall, near the hospital, where a Spicy lingerie store was located. The neon sign flickering in the fading light. The store was dirtier, more hardcore than a regular lingerie store, catering heavily to Maimi’s large stripper population. The good thing about that was that the lingerie leaned towards large busted women and it was easier to find something that could fit her bosom. She chose a lacy green sheer bra and matching thong, the fabric translucent, her rosy nipples visible, her red pubic hair a fiery tuft beneath. At work, she changed in the locker room, the lace clinging to her jiggling breasts, her toned abs flexing, her heart-shaped ass barely covered, her pale skin luminous, freckles a constellation of sin. Stan was still in casts, but his arms were out of traction and he could hold a buzzer to call the nurse’s desk. She entered Stan’s room when he summoned her, her breath shallow, her pussy throbbing with a desire to please this powerful man. She stood before him, slowly pulling her scrubs off revealing her new lingerie to her patient. Her DD breasts spilled over the cups, their creamy fullness accentuated by the delicate lace, her pale skin luminous, freckles trailing from her collarbone to the tops of her breasts. Her toned abs glistened with a faint sheen of sweat, her hips flaring into a heart-shaped ass that the thong barely covered, the string disappearing between her firm cheeks, her long legs trembling as she stood before him, her beauty a weapon she wielded unconsciously. He held one white plaster encased arm up, finger extended and made twirling motions with the finger, wincing from the effort. Maeve found herself arching her back, thrusting her breasts out, and slowly turning around, displaying her body for his approval.
“Fuck, Maeve, now that’s what I’m talkin’ about,” Stan rumbled, his voice thick with approval, his dark eyes raking over her, his cock hardening instantly. “Them pink nipples and red bush is makin’ my black cock hard. Them panties barely covers that bush.”
Maeve looked down, embarrassed. “I would have trimmed it if I had the time.”
“Don’t you dare,” said Stan. “That red bush makes it look like your pussy’s on fire. I love it.”
Her cheeks flushed with pride at his approval, her pussy clenching as she lubed her hands, stroking his 14-inch cock, the heat searing, the vein throbbing, the musky scent overwhelming. His cum erupted, splattering her chest, her breasts, the green lace ruined, thick ropes dripping onto her cross, the volume obscene, the scent intoxicating. She cleaned herself in his bathroom, globs oof semen running down the slopes of her breasts. She could feel his semen soaking through her new bra, caressing her nipples. It was ruined, forever marked by his seed.
**********
She pulled into the lot the next evening, a new bag from Spicy sitting on the passenger seat. It held three new sets of underwear, a blue one, another green one to replace the stained bra from yesterday, and an even sexier black one, complete with garter belt and stockings. The later, bought for Tom’s birthday. She was buying sexy lingerie for Stan Ellison, her patient, a black man, old enough to be her grandfather when she had never done the same for Tom. Her husband was lucky she even let him see her nude and she hadn’t stood fully nude before him until their wedding night. Unfortunately, he’d been so overwhelmed, it had led to six months of premature ejaculation. Stamina wasn’t one of his strong suits, even making love in the dark when he couldn’t see her, she’d even considered doubling up his condoms. Buying something to surprise Tom with would help alleviate the guilt over what she was doing with Mr. Ellison. The old black man needed her “physical therapy” but she’d be lying to herself if she said she wasn’t enjoying jerking off Mr. Ellison’s big black cock. She’d taken to stopping at church on the way home each morning and kneeling in prayer, begging god’s forgiveness, arriving home after Tom had left for work.
She quickly changed her mind in the locker room, finding herself wondering what Mr. Ellison would think of Tom’s birthday lingerie set. When she changed, she found herself, pulling the black nylons up her legs and hooking them to the garter belt. 
She checked up on him when her shift started. “Good afternoon, Nurse Delaney,” he said grinning at her.
She grinned back. “Your making progress,” she told him, looking him up and down. The bandage around his head was off, revealing several scars with freshly removed stitches across his scalp, gray stubble growing around his pate. More importantly one of his arm casts was off. The arm was whiter than the rest of his skin, dead skin flaking off. The other arm, still in a cast was covered in crayon drawn messages from young children. The freed arm was his right arm and she wondered how long it would be before he could jerk himself off without her help. “Looks like you’re healing quite quickly.”
“Couldn’t do it without you, nurse Delaney.”
“I have some other patients, but I’ll check in with you later.” 
“I’ll buzz when I’m ready for my physical therapy. Oh nurse, one favor?” She paused. “Check the pocket of my jacket, on the inside.”
She pulled a piece of cloth out of the pocket. “What’s this?”
“My do-rag. Can you put it on my head, please?”
She leaned over, opening the skull cap. Mr. Ellison turned his head into her bosom, breathing in through his flat nose, but she didn’t mind. She stepped back. The do-rag made him look more like a criminal gang member than a high school principal. “Good?”
“Great, thanks.”
“See you later, Mr. Ellison,” she told him with a wink.
“I always look forward to it.” He turned his attention to his TV. A remote was near his free arm.
Maeve went about her duties. The hospital was slow, she chatted with some of the other nurses and an orderly, ate a salad at her nurse’s station while reading her pocket bible. 
Mathew 26:41: Watch and pray that you may not undergo the test. The spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak.
“The flesh is weak,” she mumbled. There was no doubt her body craved Stan Ellison’s big black cock, it aroused her to no end, consumed her thoughts. The way the old black man slipped into dirty talk at some point during his “physical therapy” made her white pussy drool… her vagina wet. All her life experiences hadn’t trained her for a man like Stan Ellison. Thankfully, her dildo was keeping her satisfied, a sin, but a lesser sin. As much as her flesh seemed to crave Mr. Ellison’s big cock, her mind could resist the temptation. It was a good thing, he was healing so well and would soon be able to satisfy his own sins of the flesh.
Another sin was consuming her Catholic guilt. Ellison’s big black cock was consuming her thoughts. She pictured it ejaculating while using her vibrator, she dreamed about it, she saw herself kneeling before it, hands raised, caressing the shaft. She was slipping into idolatry. 
Idolatry consists of divinizing what is not God!
You shall not have other gods beside me. You shall not make for yourself an idol... You shall not bow down before them or serve them.
For the source of wantonness is the divinizing of idols.
Yet the bible said a lot about helping the sick and the needy. It was the reason she became a nurse. And Stan needed her. Giving in to the temptation of his giant black cock had brought him back from the brink. She was going to help the needy and as long as Mr. Ellison needed her, she would continue his “physical therapy.” 
Maeve closed her eyes, reaching one hand into her pocket to finger her rosary and raised the other hand to the cross around her neck. She prayed, but her brain kept picturing Stan’s 14” black cock, her white hands reaching out for the ebon shaft…
BUZZ!
Maeve jumped from her daydream. Stan Ellison was buzzing her. She looked up at the clock. It was after midnight, his usual time. The start of the slow night when the staff was minimal and there was less chance of getting caught. She stood up, her thighs already damp.
Maeve stripped outside his door. “Did you need something, Mr. Ellison?” she asked, stepping into his room and setting her scrubs down in a chair.
Stan’s eyebrows shot up, scanning her body up and down. “Lordy, lordy, my angel of mercy has arrived,” he muttered, staring at her. “Is that for me?” His gown was bulging up between his legs.
Maeve flushed, suddenly feeling ashamed. “For my husband’s birthday,” she said, stepping closer. “But I thought I’d model it for you, first. I bought a couple before work including a replacement for the one you… stained yesterday.” Now it was Maeve’s turn to raise her eyebrows. Mr. Ellison’s big black cock was rising fast, the thin gown conformed around its shape, sliding back off the shaft as it turned hard.
“Looks like my big ol’ nigger cock likes Tom’s present.”
“Mr. Ellison, please,” she scolded. “Don’t use that word.” She stepped closer, her stockinged feet sliding on the floor, and grabbed his black cock just under the head, touching it made her pussy quiver. “Time for your physical therapy.”
“Let’s try something, nurse Delaney. Sit me up.”
“Okay,” she said, releasing his shaft. She leaning over him, wrapping her arms around his chest, just under his arms. She squeezed, her big breasts pressing his gown into his chest. Her hands wrapped around the back of his neck, touching his bare back and lifted. The old man rubbed his stubbled cheek against hers. He sniffed her neck, turning his lips pressing into her neck as she heaved him up.
She sat him on the side of the bed, untying the gown behind his neck and pulling it off his body leaving Mr. Ellison nude except for the casts and the do-rag. The leg cast was below his knee so it could dangle over the side. The arm still in its cast rested on his side. The newly freed arm’s hand rested weakly on the mattress trying to balance him, but without the strength to hold him up. His cock reared up and out between his legs. 
Maeve turned and opened the drawer on the counter. “You got a great ass, Nurse Delaney.” She smiled as she pulled out the HR lubricating jelly. The lacy black panty barely covered her pale blemish free heart-shaped rear end. She turned, flipping the lid on the cap.
“Hold up, nurse,” he said, staring at the lube in her hand. He ran his eyes down her body again. “As much as I love the outfit, you should take your top off.”
Maeve gasped, her hand coming up to cover her mouth before she lowered it. She felt her nipples swell, scraping the back of her bra. “Really Mr. Ellison, that wouldn’t be appropriate.” She flushed again, feeling foolish saying that while standing before him wearing garters and skimpy lingerie. “It doesn’t help with your physical therapy.”
“It would, nurse. Staring at that stacked white body helps get me off quicker.”
“Sorry, Mr. Ellison, I’m not showing you my bosom.” She shook her head scoldingly.
“Trust me nurse, you lookin’ fine in that outfit, but we don’t want to stain, Tom’s birthday present, do we?”
Maeve’s brow furrowed. “No, we don’t,” she muttered.
“Besides, that green bra was so sheer, I could see everything through it.”
“True,” she muttered.
“It’s up to you, Maeve, but I’m warnin’ ya, my big ol’ black balls are feelin’ pretty full today.”
Maeve gulped. Stan’s scrotum was hanging over the side of the bed beneath his rearing shaft. His testicles were always huge, but they did look bigger today. Maeve sat the bottle down on the counter and reached behind her. She unhooked the bra, feeling the constraints on her breasts immediately loosen. She held the top against her bosom as the straps fell to the sides. She moved her arm to cover her chest, pulling the bra out and setting it on the counter. His dark eyes stared at her in anticipation. She moved her arm, holding her palms over the ends of her breasts.
“Show me,” he demanded. Maeve lowered her hands, her breasts dropped slightly, but despite their size, they were proud and firm. The A/C’s cold air caressed her swollen nipples. 
Stan slowly whistled. His big black cock jerked. “Look at them big white titties,” he said, the lust in his eyes. “I love me some thick pink nipples. They hard for me?”
“It’s cold in here,” she lied. She could feel the strain in her nipples, pulling her areola off the ends of her breasts.
“Dayumn white gurl, you may be an angel, but you built like a stripper.”
“Please, Mr. Ellison,” she begged, turning red. Spicy catered heavily to strippers and the kind of women parading on Miami Beach in tiny bikinis with their big fake tits bouncing. The fact that she had to shop there for a bra and panties that fit her body confirmed what he was saying. “Stop appraising me.” She grabbed the bottle and squirted the lube in her hand, reversing and filling her other hand. “Let’s get this over.”
He spread his legs and balanced his body as she stepped closer, moving her hips between his knees. She reached out with both hands, grabbing his thick black shaft, her womb aching the second she touched it. She starred down at it in fascination, her hands gliding up and down the shaft, precum dribbling constantly from the plum-sized head of his cock.
Stan leaned slightly left, raising his arm. His black hand reached out and caressed her breast.
Maeve gasped, staring down at the large black hand against the pale flesh of her breast. “Mr. Ellison, what are you doing?” Her hands continued twisting and gliding along his cock. 
“More physical therapy,” he muttered, weakly squeezing and kneading her breast. 
He was treating her breast like it was a stress ball, working it to build up strength in his grip. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth, eyes lidded, lips parted, moaning slightly. His hand felt good, the only thing missing was his other hand kneading her right breast. She gasped, her nipple squeezing out between two fingers, tugging it slightly. She’d never been this aroused, this horny. She might skip church on her way home and jump Tom before he went to work. “Oh, Mr. Ellison, she moaned, lustfully.
“Come here,” he demanded.
She looked up at him, moving her head closer, turning to meet his flat black lips. They pressed hard, her lips parting as his tongue slipped into her mouth. Her tongue pushed back, dueling with his, she moaned against his lips, her groaned with lust as they kissed more passionately than she’d ever kissed Tom. He worked her swollen nipple between his finger and thumb, twirling and pinching it.
He broke the kiss, gently biting her lower lip while staring into her emerald green eyes. His dark eyes were dominant, the eyes of a man that got what he wanted.  “Wrap them big white titties around my big black nigger cock, Maeve,” he growled, the race play bold, sudden, his voice dripping with a command she couldn’t resist.
“Don’t talk like that,” she whispered, her voice weak, her pussy throbbing, her arousal betraying her as she slid down his body, her nipples scraping his chest, her hands guiding his shaft between her breasts, his precum smearing the freckles on her chest, the thick vein pulsing against her nipples, sending shocks through her. Fully embraced, she moved, her breasts bouncing, squeezing his girth, the rhythm hypnotic, her pussy clenching, her cross hanging down. Stan’s huge cock head slid under her necklace, her cross falling down his shaft as she sat straightened her back, her necklace trapping his cock against her chest. Her cross dangled just under his cock head and she wouldn’t have been surprised to see smoke rising from his skin wear it touched him. She squeezed her tits, bouncing them faster, her own fingers squeezing her nipples.
“Titty fuck that black cock, gurl,” he ordered.
She stared up at him, unable to look away from his dominant commanding eyes, bouncing her tits faster over his dark shaft. Her back was starting to hurt squatting as she was, but she didn’t care. All she wanted was to please, Mr. Ellison.
“Look down, Maeve,” he ordered, his voice thick, his cock pulsing, swelling, the head purplish-black. She obeyed, her emerald eyes locking onto the plum-sized head rising like it was about to punch her in the nose, just as it erupted, thick ropes of cum spurting, coating her nostrils, her lips, her chin, her bare breasts, the volume obscene, the musky scent clogging her senses, overwhelming her. She released her breasts, standing, the black man’s hot seed spurting on her chest, down the valley of her breasts, finally splattering her stomach. She froze, her mouth clamped shut, his cum dripping down her face, her chest, her cross defiled, embedded in a pudding thick wad of his cum.
She stumbled to the bathroom, her hands shaking, the semen’s warmth lingering, its scent clogging her nose, a primal manliness that made her pussy drip. Her nose clogged, she gasped for breath, the semen coating her lips entering her mouth, the salty tang surprising her, forbidden, intoxicating. Her tongue darted out, tasting more, a slow, deliberate lick along her rosy lips, her pussy clenching as she savored him, the flavor rich, musky, addictive. She scooped globs from her breasts, thick ropes running down their slopes, bringing her fingers to her mouth, licking them clean. 
She stared at her reflection, not recognizing herself anymore, watching a thick wad of semen sliding off the cross around her neck. 
**********
The next morning, Maeve stood in her bathroom, the steam rising thick and heavy as she stepped into the shower, naked except for the silver cross that hung heavy above her DD breasts, its cold weight a stark reminder of her weakness. The hot water cascaded over her pale, freckled skin, her copper-red hair clinging to her shoulders, trailing down her back like a fiery river, the strands slick and heavy, curling slightly at the ends. She poured body wash of the tops of her breasts the viscous liquid reminding her of the black man’s seed. She worked it into her skin, running her soapy hands over her nipples and down her toned stomach. She’d done a good job cleaning herself in the hospital but wasn’t surprised, given the sheer volume, to find flakes of dried semen in various spots on her skin, under her earlobe, inside her bellybutton, were just a few spots. Her toned abs flexed as she tilted her head back, letting the water sluice over the curves of her figure, her large pink areolas tightening under the heat, her nipples hardening into tight, aching peaks, their sensitivity heightened by her constant arousal. Her hips flared, her heart-shaped ass glistening as water streamed down her body, the droplets catching the light like tiny prisms, pooling at her feet on the tiled floor. She clutched her cross, cleansed of Mr. Ellison’s seed and raised it to her lips to kiss, as she whispered a prayer to wash away the sin that clung to her like the old black man’s cum. The water could cleanse her body, but not her sinful spirit.
Her body betrayed her, as it always did. The pounding water was a relentless caress, each droplet a reminder of the heat of Stan’s cock, the weight of it in her hands, the musky scent that she wanted to submit to. She closed her eyes, her breath hitching as she imagined his 14-inch length throbbing, the plum-sized head glistening with precum, its dark purple hue a stark contrast to her pale fingers. Her free hand trailed down her stomach, brushing her red pubic hair, the coarse curls slick with lathered jasmine scented body wash, her fingers slipping between her slick folds, finding her clit swollen and sensitive. She moaned softly, the sound echoing in the tiled enclosure, her cross swaying between her breasts, its cold metal brushing her skin as her fingers circled her clit, the hot water amplifying every sensation, making her skin hypersensitive, her pussy throbbing with need. She pictured Stan’s cum splattering her breasts, coating her, coating her cross, a second baptism, the warm, sticky liquid a mark of her surrender, its musky scent still in her nostrils. Her pussy clenched, a shuddering orgasm ripping through her, her knees buckling as she leaned against the cool tile wall, panting, her fingers still between her legs, still panting as she whispered, “Forgive me, Lord.”
But it wasn’t enough.
“Forgive me, Lord,” she whispered again, still wet, lying on her bed as she switched her vibrator on, slowly inserting it. “Forgive me… LORD!” she screamed, cumming hard, five minutes later.
**********
That night at Miami General, Stan buzzed Maeve at the usual time, “Need my PT, Nurse Delaney.” Her heart raced, her pussy throbbing as she entered his room, the gown pulled down his chest. the monitors casting a blue glow over his 6’3” muscular frame, his dark skin gleaming, his tribal tattoos borderline pagan blasphemous. She still couldn’t believe this black man was a school principal. She stripped to her new sheer blue bra and panties, his gown tenting up as he watched her reveal her body. She felt proud her body had that effect on him. Pride, another sin. She opened the drawer and pulled out the bottle of lubrication, squirting some in her palm before turning and approaching. “Free them big white titties, Maeve,” he told her, staring at her constrained breasts. “Don’t want my jizz ruinin’ that bra.”
Stan watched as she unhooked her bra. He reached down, pulling his gown up and over his cock. It was full length, but not fully hard, rising up from the base, but bent down in the middle, creating an arch. Her tongue licked her lips as she stared at it, noticing Stan’s tongue flicker out as her nipples appeared. 
She stepped up to the bed, reaching out for Stan’s cock, the head already rising up. She felt it swell as she ran her hand up the shaft, coating it with jelly. She started stroking him. His free hand reached for her breast, kneading weakly, his grip tentative but growing firmer, her pussy clenching as she noticed his strength returning. “Use dem titties, gurl,” he ordered.
She leaned over, pressing his 14-inch cock between her breasts, his oily cock coating the canyon between her giant breasts, his precum smearing her freckles. She moved, her breasts squeezing him, the rhythm hypnotic. Stan hit the button raising the back of the bed higher, his black hand reaching out for her pale white shoulder, running down the curve of her back. He leaned in, his hand slipping under the back of her panty, fingers sliding over the large arch of her heart shaped ass. “Tiity fuck that big black nigger cock, white gurl,” he said, squeezing and kneading her ass cheek like he had her breast earlier. 
“Why do you have to talk like that, Mr. Ellison?” she asked. 
He chuckled. “I think you like it, white gurl.” He squeezed her ass cheek, finger tips sliding down her crack, reaching lower, her hefted her bottom, gripping it as tight as his weak hands would allow. He pulled her ass towards him. “Let’s find out.”
Maeve gulped, she was now facing his knees, bent over, bouncing her titties… her breasts faster over his shaft. His hand slipped lower feeling her wet thighs. She squeezed the sides of her breasts tighter, the swelling of his cock pushing back against the softness of her tit flesh, nearly punching her in the chin. “Please?” she begged, feeling her arousal running down over his fingers. Move away. Close your thighs. She spread her legs wider.
Mr. Ellison’s fingers slid along her slit. Maeve jumped slightly, pushing back, trembling. “Why Maeve, you do like it. Thought so.” He chuckled again, working two finger tips inside her. “Does my big nigger cock make you wet, Maeve?” She mewled. “Answer me, white gurl.”
“Yesss,” she hissed, feeling a tightness in her womb. Mr. Ellison could only work the ends of his fingers inside her up to the knuckle, but it was going to be enough. The old man was going to make her cum.
“My dirty talk make you horny, Maeve?” He worked his fingers faster.
“Yes,” she admitted, several tears of shame running down her cheeks.
“You like me finger fucking that white pussy?”
“YESSS!” she cried, humping back into his fingers, cumming hard. She paused gasping for air. 
“Good white gurl,” he said, wiggling his fingers. “Now thank me by giving the head of my cock a kiss.”
She bent her head down, the bulbous crowned head pushing up and down through her breasts, she kissed the head, showing her respect for his huge cock, precum squirting on her lips. She squeezed tighter, raising her breasts up, staring down at his cock, the long urethra ready to open at any moment to spew his hot seed over her face. A part of her wanted it, another part fought the desire. “Please don’t cum on me again,” she whispered, not even sure he could hear her over the squelching noise. 
His hand slipped back out from beneath her. She could feel how wet his fingers were on her ass cheek. He squeezed her cheek, reassuringly. “My nut is close. Wrap your lips around the head, gurl,” he growled, his voice intense. She hesitated, her cross dangling against the side of his cock, but leaned down, her lips stretching around the plum-sized head, the musky taste flooding her senses, delicious, addictive. Her tongue licked along the underside. He came, filling her mouth, the volume overwhelming, thick ropes dribbling down her chin. She pulled back, a powerful blast of semen plastering her face, her breasts, her cross, before she clamped her lips tight, gulping another mouthful down her throat, more coating her tongue with his delicious seed. She dropped her breasts, grabbing his slick cock and jerking his shaft with both hands, milking the last of his semen into her mouth, swallowing eagerly, her pussy throbbing, missing his finger, her body trembling with forbidden thrill.
Maeve pulled back, his cock head slowly exiting her mouth, her lips sliding along it, puckering kissing it again. She stood, turning as she slid her fingers along her breasts, scooping up wads of his seed and licking it off her fingers, looking at the old black man. He was staring back, licking her cum off his fingers. She flushed with shame, hurrying to his bathroom, out of his sight, she hefted one breast, bending her head as she brought it up, licking his cum off her sensitive nipple. She dropped her breast and cleaned herself off.
Maeve came out dressing, constraining her breasts in the tight bra before stepping into her scrubs and pulling them up over her hips. “Why can’t I quit you, Mr. Ellison?”
He smiled. “Because you don’t want to, Maeve,” he said, truthfully, pulling his gown down over his incredible black cock. Maeve was sorry to see him cover it. “Tomorrow, I want to see how good a cocksucker you are.” 
Maeve gasped, she turned walking away, her hand coming up to hold her cross. 
At home, Tom noticed Maeve’s flushed cheeks, her distracted gaze, her tighter scrubs accentuating her curves. She looked dazed, distant. “You’re… different, Maeve,” he said, his blue eyes narrowing with suspicion. 
“Work’s just intense,” she lied, another sin committed, waiting for him to leave so she could use her vibrator.
The next night, Maeve returned to Stan’s room, stripping to her panties, rubbing his cock over her breasts, the heat searing, the vein pulsing, her nipples aching. She sucked the head, her lips stretching, the musky taste consuming her. “Suck that big black cock, Maeve, like a good white slut,” he growled, his voice dominant, the race play bold, her pussy clenching, her cheeks flushing with shame and arousal. 
“Don’t say that, Mr. Ellison,” she whispered, grabbing his shaft and rubbing the head all over her lips and cheeks, almost rapturously.
“Suck it, slut,” he ordered.
She did. Maeve wrapped her lips back around the head. She leaned over the bed, fighting off her gag reflex as the head began to push down her throat. It was horrible, her mouth was stretched, her jaw ached. It was hard not to gag. Yet, the moans coming from her own throat were lustful, wishing she could do better, filled with a desire to please this man. She paused, stroking and kissing the plum-sized head. “I haven’t even sucked Tom’s penis.”
“I love being the first black cock past a white girl’s lips, but if you’re feeling guilty, give that white boy a blow job. He had his birthday yet?” Her lips were already wrapped around his cock, bobbing her head over his glans. She shook her head without stopping. “Blow out that boy’s birthday candle then.” Maeve nodded her head in agreement.
She grabbed the shaft with both hands jerking it while bobbing her rapidly. She felt the giant black cock throb, swelling with power. She sucked faster, ready for it this time. Still, the initial explosion of ejaculate caught her off guard, her cheeks bulged out, semen poured down her lower lip. Maeve gulped and gulped again, unable to get enough of his seed. She pulled her head back, moaning as semen splattered her face, forcefully bending his reluctant cock down to splatter more cum on her chest, her hand pumping the shaft, trying to get every drop out of his balls.
Maeve let go, his cock springing up. She ran her hand through the splatter on her chest, rubbing his semen into her skin.
Footsteps echoed in the hall, a nurse’s voice calling, “Maeve? You here?” It was Sarah, a nurse from the other wing, her shadow in the cracked door. Maeve gasped, cum dripping from her chin. She bolted to the bathroom, grabbing her clothes on the way, closing the door softly, her heart pounding. She wiped her face, the musky scent clogging her nose, as Sarah peeked in, just as Stan yanked his gown down over his drooping cock. “Have you seen Nurse Delaney,” she asked.
“I’m in here,” she called out.
“She’s cleaning out my bedpan,” said Stan. “I made a bit of a mess.”
Sarah nodded. “Meet me at the nurse’s desk when you’re cleaned up.”
“Will do,” yelled Maeve through the door. Maeve exhaled, the close call bringing her back down to reality. Maeve cleaned herself up and dressed. 
“Close one,” said Stan when she came out. She stood, staring at him defeatedly. “What?” he asked.
“We can’t do this anymore,” she said, unable to look him in the eye, her heart pounding in her chest. “I’m risking my job, my marriage, and my faith.” As she so often did, her hand came up to hold the cross around her neck. “We’re done.” She froze, waiting for him to explode, his dominant side to take over refusing to take no for an answer. What he said was worse.
“You’re right,” said Stan, sighing. “We did get a bit carried away. I don’t think I could have gotten through this ordeal without you, Nurse Delaney. You’ve truly been my angel of mercy and I thank you.”
“Just doing my job…” she clamped her mouth shut. “Well, I guess I went a little above and beyond, but I thank you, Mr. Ellison. I’ll check in on you later.” Maeve turned to leave, then paused, bending down to kiss him on the cheek. She stood, smiling, but feeling broken, like she’d just broken up with a boyfriend. “If there’s anything else I can do for you, Mr. Ellison…”
“Call me Stan and there is one thing you can do for me. It’s kind of a big favor.”
“Anything, Mr… Stan,” she said.
The old black man’s smile dropped. “I need my physical therapy, nurse and I’m not quite there to take care of it myself.”
“Stan, I can’t keep doing that…”
“Not you, Maeve, Helen. I just need you to close my door and keep anyone out while Helen gives me my PT. Now that slut can suck the black off my dick,” he said, slowly smiling and staring off into space. 
“I… I don’t know,” said Maeve, suddenly shocked, the pit of her stomach dropping, a dagger of jealousy twisting in her gut. “I’ll see what I can do.”  She was in a state of shock when she left the room to speak with Sarah.
Tom’s suspicion grew, noticing Maeve’s new lingerie in the laundry—green lace, sheer, uncharacteristic of her modest taste. “Since when do you wear this?” he asked, holding up the bra, his tone sharp. 
“Just… trying something new.”
“I’ve been begging you to wear something sexy for years. If I didn’t know you better, I’d start thinking you were having an affair.” She left Tom hanging. “Maeve? You’re not… cheating on me, are you?”
“Hang on a moment,” she called from the bathroom. She opened the door and posed in the arch wearing the sexy black lace and garter set. “Whose got time for an affair when I’m always at work.”
Tom’s jaw hit the floor. “Holy crap!” His little penis was already trying to burst through his trousers. “My god, Maeve, you look amazing.”
“You ruined your birthday present, I hope you’re happy. I bought this for you and a few extra sexier pieces to go with it.”
“Maeve, I’m sorry… I don’t know what to say.”
“I thought I’d give you another present.”
“What’s that?”
Maeve dropped to her knees, looking up at her husband. She fumbled with his belt, loosening it.
He stared down at her wide-eyed. “Maeve, I need to get to work.”
His little penis stuck out, bobbing. Maeve licked up the underside of his tiny penis, staring up at him. When her tongue flickered over the grape-sized head of his prick, she parted her lips and swallowed his dick. It was easy. Her lips almost immediately pressed into his pubic hair. She sucked back and down. She didn’t feel the need to gag at all.
“Work can waittttttt!” he squealed, penis twitching, spewing his weak seed inside her mouth. Maeve pulled back, a pearl of semen touching her tongue, her brain registering how vile and runny Tom’s semen tasted. She pulled her mouth off his penis, spitting into her hand, trying to get the horrible taste out of her mouth. “Wow,” he said, dazed, his penis already shrinking into his scrotum. He checked the time. “Shit, gotta go. Maybe, we can do that again on my actual birthday?”
“Yech, no,” she said, her face crinkled in disgust.
“Sorry, guess I should have warned you.” Tom left her on her knees, trying to spit his semen into her hand.
**********
“Afternoon, Mr. Ellison,” said Maeve checking in on him. “Can I get you anything?”
“You give any thought to my request? I need my physical therapy.”
“Sorry, Mr. Ellison, I can’t risk sneaking your friend past hospital security.”
“I need my physical therapy.”
“Buzz me when you’re ready,” she said, trembling.
“I was hoping you’d change your mind, nurse Delaney.” He smiled. His cock was already starting to lift his gown up in anticipation. “And Maeve, handjobs ain’t good enough anymore, I need my cock sucked.
She nodded and left the smug black man sitting up on the bed.
He buzzed at the usual time. 
Maeve did a sweep of the floor, her patients were asleep, Sarah was down in her wing, busy with work.
She entered Mr. Ellison’s room. He was sitting up on the bed. “Gotta piss, nurse,” he said. “Help me to the bathroom.”
Maeve was thrilled for the old man. She wrapped her arms around him and helped him up. He was a little unsteady when he stood. He leaned heavily on her as they hobbled to the bathroom. “When you’re ready to try this on your own, Mr. Ellison, I can get you a walker or a crutch.”
“A crutch will work.”
“I’ll need to be in the room to make sure you don’t fall.”
“Fine. Getting sick of bedpans.”
They stood in front of the toilet. Stan used his good hand to pull his gown up. Maeve stared down at his plump cock, dangling down like a spoiled banana, the head nearly reached his knee. Soft it was still between 10 to 12 inches long. “I’ll hold your gown up,” she said.
“No, feeling weak and my arthritis is bothering me. You grab my cock and hold it.” She hesitated and he added, “Hurry, it’s coming.”
Maeve grabbed his floppy shaft, raising his cock up. Urine burst from the head, striking the bowl, she moved it, aiming for the water. She could feel the fluid coursing through Ellison’s shaft as she held it, keeping his aim true. He relaxed, the stream slackening, his cock jerking as several more shorts bursts of urine shot from the head.
“Shake it,” he ordered.
Maeve shook the soft cock, drops of piss flying off the head. Stan’s huge penis flopped around like a limp noodle for a second before the gap between her fingers started growing. His black cock extended, swelling, the head slowly rising up. Maeve shook it harder as it continued to grow, her hand starting to slide along an unbendable shaft, she stared down watching her soft white hand glide along Stan’s massive black cock.
“Get me to the chair, Maeve,” he said. He dropped the gown, it caught on the base of the shaft, his cock sticking out before him as they turned and hobbled towards the visitor’s chair. Stan reached up and untied the back of his gown. It fell down as he turned and she lowered him into the chair. The old black man was naked except for the silly looking hospital socks. He spread his legs, grabbing his shaft, slowly stroking his huge cock as he stared at her. “Strip,” he ordered.
Maeve pulled the top of her scrubs off, her tits bouncing down as her top cleared her head. She was wearing the sheer green bra today, rosy nipples visible through the material nipples already hard. “Arthritis better, I see,” she said, sarcastically, watching his grip on his shaft. He grinned back while she pulled her pants down her legs and stepped out. Maeve reached behind her, unhooking her bra, sighing as her breasts sprang free of their constraints.
“Damn nurse Delaney, that body of yours belongs on the pole.”
Maeve frowned, not sure what he met by that. She stepped forward.
“Nah, not yet. Lose the panties.”
Maeve paused, her eyes hypnotized by his hand slowly gliding up and down his thick black shaft. She reached down and grabbed the hem of her panties, bending forward and sliding them down her toned legs. She stepped out of them, standing before Mr. Ellison, nude but for her sneakers, her cross, and her wedding ring. 
Maeve took a step closer, falling to her knees before the powerfully built old black man. Stan slid his hand down to the base of his shaft, bending his cock forward, so that the swollen crowned head was aimed at her. A sticky pearl of precum was dangling from his urethra.
Maeve reached out for his knees, balancing herself as she walked on her knees between his legs. She stared at him as she leaned forward and pressed her lips against the dark black glans at the tip of his cock. She parted her lips and ran her tongue around the head. 
Stan’s dark eyes gleamed, his grin triumphant. “Suck that big black cock like a good white girl.” 
The race play was bold, his voice dripping with dominance, her pussy clenching, her cheeks flushing with shame and arousal. “Don’t talk like that,” she murmured, her voice weak, large pink areolas tightening, dark nipples hardening, her cross dangling against her freckled chest.
He snorted. “You love it, white girl. I knew you couldn’t resist coming back, that you’d be the one on your knees sucking this big nigger cock, not Helen.”
Maeve mewled, her body shuddering, arousal running down her thighs, her lips stretching around the plum-sized head, the musky taste flooding her senses, delicious, addictive. Her tongue swirled the thick vein, the heat searing her mouth, her throat stretching as she took him deeper, her hands cupping his giant testicles, their coarse hair tickling her palms, their weight obscene. She bobbed, her lips sliding down, her gag reflex fading, her moans lustful, her pussy dripping onto the floor. 
“Fuck, angel, you’re a natural cocksucker,” he growled, his voice crass, horrifying her, arousing her, her pussy throbbing.”
Please don’t call me that, she thought, even as she began sucking harder, her lips around his cock, her throat stretching as the head pushed deep. She managed half, her hand stroking the rest, wedding ring shining in the light, her dangling cross slapping against his huge balls.
Stan Ellison groaned, encouraging her, she sucked faster, her head bobbing in his lap. His cock head swelled down her throat, fearing she’d choke, she pulled back, his cum flooding her mouth, the volume overwhelming, dribbling down her chin, splattering her breasts, her cross defiled once again with his seed. She swallowed eagerly, the taste addictive, boldly staring into his dark eyes, her fingers scooping cum from her chest, licking them clean, her pussy clenching, her body trembling with forbidden thrill. 
He nodded his approval. “Stand,” he ordered.
Maeve stood, trembling between Mr. Ellison’s legs. He ran his good hand through the fiery tufts of her pubes, reaching beneath to cup her wet pussy. She gasped as his thick finger pushed inside her, working in to the knuckle. He leaned in kissing her bellybutton, licking it with his tongue. 
She moaned, humping his fingers, leaning over him, his lips and tongue moving up to the giant breasts mashing him in the face. Stan sucked her erect nipple between his lips, working another finger deep in her pussy, rapidly running the tips around her insides. She gasped, pulling his head against her breast, her fingers running through the gray hair making its recovery on his shaved head. She came hard. As strong as any orgasm she’d had with her vibrator. She caught her breath, holding his head to her chest while Stan nuzzled her breasts, kissing them gently. “God, I needed that,” she gasped.
“Guess my physical therapy works both ways,” he chuckled.
Meave laughed back, suddenly becoming alarmed when she heard the creak of a cart in the hall. The cleaning crew was making it’s rounds. She quickly washed up in the bathroom and got dressed, helping Mr. Ellison get his gown back on and in the bed just as the crew was mopping past his door.
Maeve’s blowjobs deepened, her throat stretching, her lips kissing Stan’s pubes, her brain craving the musky scent of his cock, the taste of his voluminous cum. Sucking Stan’s cock was like assisting a doctor, intubating a patient with a 14-inch endotracheal tube, her precision clinical yet sinful. His other arm cast came off, his strength returning, his dominance intensifying as his fingers slipped through her copper-red hair, holding her head and guiding her up and down his cock until he filled her mouth and belly with his delicious seed.
**********
Maeve sat at her station. She was horny, squirming in her seat. Mr. Ellison hadn’t touched her pussy in several days. She was still using her dildo to get off, but the old black man’s fingers were very skilled. She was alone, the second nurse having left a few minutes ago. He should be summoning her…
BUZZ!
She jumped, a smile spreading across her face when she saw it was Mr. Ellison’s room. Her stomach suddenly growled, hungry for his seed, just as wet spot began spreading on the bottom of her panties. She sprang to her feet, her arousal growing with each step she took towards Stan’s room. She hoped he’d touch her again, wanting his fingers inside her as much as she looked forward to sucking his cock. If he didn’t touch her again, she was planning on working up the courage to ask him to finger her, but wasn’t sure she could.
Stan Ellison had other plans.
He was already naked. The gown bunched up beside his pillow. His cock was already hard, waiting for her, his large black hand tugging it. He raised it when she entered, the monstrous black shaft immediately drawing her eyes. “I want to try something new, Maeve,” he said.
Maeve nodded, staring spellbound by his shaft, wondering if she’d ever get used to seeing it. “Yes, Mr. Ellison,” she said, raising her top over her head. Her breasts bounced down, encased by another new bra. This one was red and squeezed her tits tightly enhancing her already impressive cleavage. Hints of white tit flesh were visible through the lace.
Stan whistled softly, dark eyes raking over her as she grabbed the waist band of her scrubs and slid them down over her hips, the matching panties appearing, red pubic hair smashed against the lace. “Goddamn, Maeve, that body of yours is smoking hot. That hair, bush, and lingerie is on fire. The heat coming off that white pussy is making my black cock sweat.” He wagged his cock at her, precum dribbling down the head like it was perspiring.
Maeve stepped out of scrubs around her ankles; her hands frozen on the hem of her panties. A flush crept up her freckled chest as her cross caught the light burning brightly for a second. “That heats more likely hellfire, Mr. Ellison,” she replied sadly, believing it, but unable to quit her addiction to the older black man. She wiggled the panties down her thighs, tufts of red hair sticking out from her pubic mound like flames as her panties slid down her legs. She reached behind her and unhooked the bra, his eyes staring hungrily at her tits as she dropped the bra. “And what sin are we committing today, Mr. Ellison?”
“Put the rails down.”
Maeve walked over beside his bed, his hand coming up to caress her tit as she lowered the side rail. She moved over to do the second rail and Stan hit the button lowering his head until the bed was flat. 
“Climb up here, Maeve. I’m gonna return the favor.”
Maeve’s pulse thrummed in her ears as she climbed onto the hospital bed, her breath catching in her throat. The sterile air felt too thin, too sharp, as her emerald eyes darted between Stan’s dark, tattooed frame and the silver cross dangling against her freckled chest. It pressed into her skin, cold and unyielding, a silent accusation as her body burned with forbidden want. “Is this for me?” she asked, reaching out to grab his cock, stroking it slowly.
Stan grinned. “Turn around and straddle me.”
She straddled him, her copper-red hair spilling over her shoulders, brushing his chiseled chest as she hovered above his groin. She blushed thinking of the view she was giving Mr. Ellison. No man had ever seen her genitals that close. His 14-inch cock loomed before her, thick and veined, the glistening head beckoning her lips. She gripped its base, her pale hands dwarfed by its heat, and lowered her mouth, stretching wide to take him in. The musky taste hit her tongue—raw, earthy, overwhelming—and she sucked, her throat tightening around his girth, her breath stuttering.
Stan’s hands seized her hips, pulling her down until her dripping pussy hung just above his face. His breath grazed her, hot and teasing, before his tongue struck—warm, wet, impossibly skilled. It parted her folds with a slow, deliberate swipe, tasting her slickness, and Maeve’s body jolted. The sensation was electric, his tongue tracing every curve, lapping at her entrance, then flicking her clit with a precision that made her head spin. She tried to focus, to slide her lips along his shaft, but the pleasure shattered her rhythm, her moans vibrating against his cock as his tongue danced inside her, feeling better than Tom’s penis ever had, better even than her dildo.
Stan’s tongue was relentless, a hot, wriggling force that plunged deeper into her pussy, curling against her walls, igniting every nerve. It felt too good—too warm, too wet, too alive—swirling inside her, then retreating to tease her clit with quick, wicked flicks. Her hips bucked against his face, her thighs trembling as she ground into him, chasing the bliss. The cross swung down against the base of his shaft, tangling itself in his curly black pubic hairs, unable to anchor her. Not now. Not with his tongue sucking her clit between his lips, the wet heat pulling her apart.
“Stan… so dirty… oh God,” she gasped around his cock, her voice breaking, her lips faltering, unable to suck him, she ran his bulbous cock head around her cheeks, planting kisses of gratitude all over the swollen head. The pleasure was a tidal wave, crashing through her, drowning her focus. Her pussy clenched, her clit throbbed, and she came hard, her cries muffled by his shaft as her body shook above him. The orgasm ripped through her, her mind blanking, her mouth slackening as she trembled, unable to focus. His tongue lapped at her quivering folds, drinking her release, and she was lost, adrift in the sensation.
Stan’s tongue stilled, his hands loosening on her hips as her shaking subsided. Maeve pulled off his cock, her chest heaving, her lips slick with saliva and his precum. She gasped for air, her face flushed, her cross swaying as she steadied herself. “Stan… thank you,” she panted, her voice raw, her thighs still twitching from the aftershocks. He ran his hands over her rear end, caressing and squeezing her firm well-rounded cheeks. He planted a kiss on her slick thigh. The musky scent of him lingered on her tongue, her pussy still pulsing, and the guilt clawed at her chest—but the ache between her legs begged her to keep going.
With a shaky breath, Maeve leaned down again, her resolve hardening. She wrapped her lips around his cock, attacking it with desperate hunger. Her head bobbed fast, her tongue swirling the thick vein, her hands stroking the base as she took him deeper, her throat stretching to its limit. The heat of him seared her mouth, the taste flooding her senses, and she poured everything into it, determined to please him despite the chaos in her soul. She put everything she had into pleasing him, desperate to repay him for the pleasure he had given her. 
Stan groaned beneath her, his hands tightening on her hips again, and she felt him swell, his cock growing harder, hotter. She sucked harder, her lips sliding up and down, her tongue working the sensitive head, coaxing him toward the edge.
Just as Stan’s cock throbbed with impending release, his tongue came alive again. It flicked her clit, light and teasing at first, then pressed harder, circling the swollen bud with a rhythm that matched her sucking. Maeve’s body tensed, the pleasure surging back, her focus splintering. His tongue wiggled into her pussy again, hot and slick, probing deep, and she moaned around his shaft, her rhythm faltering once more.
Then it happened—his tongue slid upward, tracing a wet, daring line from her pussy to her anus. The sensation was a shock, a jolt of unexpected pleasure as he teased the tight rim, his tongue warm and insistent. “Stan!” she cried, pulling off his cock in a gasp, her voice raw with surprise and ecstasy. But the moment her lips left him, he erupted. A thick blast of cum hit her face, splattering her cheeks, her lips, her chin, the warm, sticky mess dripping down her freckled skin.
Stunned but ravenous, she dove back, clamping her lips around the head as he kept cumming. Thick ropes filled her mouth, the volume overwhelming, and she swallowed hard, gulp after gulp, the musky taste coating her tongue. Her hands milked his shaft, drawing out every drop, her pussy clenching with need as his tongue lingered on her anus, sending aftershocks through her core. When it finally stopped, she pulled back, her face streaked with cum, her breath ragged, her cross defiled. Stan kissed her pussy, pushing his tongue back in before pulling back. “Worth the hellfire, angel?” he rumbled. 
Maeve burned with shame and satisfaction, the weight of her fall heavier than ever. “Yes, it was, Mr. Ellison.”
**********
Maeve had off the next day for Tom’s birthday. They went out to a fancy Italian restaurant. “I can’t take my eyes off of you,” he said, staring at her. She’d dressed up for him, a short green dress, showing a daring amount of cleavage. She’d even caught the host’s eyes falling on the valley between her milky white tits as he held the chair for her. Her hair was up and she wore more makeup that usual. “You’re so beautiful.”
“Thank you,” she replied. Maeve was finding it difficult to concentrate. Her mind kept drifting to Mr. Ellison. She’d forgotten to tell him she was off today and pictured him lying on the bed, stroking his cock when her fill-in walked in after Stan buzzed for his physical therapy. They’d both be shocked. She didn’t know Franklin well, but he struck her as the kind of guy that might be willing to help out a well-hung man with his PT. Mr. Ellison probably wouldn’t be too pleased. 
Their dinner bread was a long round piece of brown bread. She reached out for it, picturing it a darker brown with a large tubular head. Her hand wanted to stroke the bread. “I’ll cut you a slice,” said Tom, noticing her attention.
Tom placed his hand over her knee, rubbing the black nylon. “Is this that sexy garter ensemble?” he asked, with a smug grin.
“You’ll find out later, Mr. Delaney,” she said, leaning in for a kiss, but the waiter interrupted with their dessert. Maeve sat back, looking down at her Panna Cotta. Tom had ordered chocolate cannoli’s, brown tubes with a bit of crème on the ends. “That looks good,” she said, staring at the chocolate shaft.
Tom bit one. “They are good.” He watched her scoop up the berries on top her Panna Cotta, slipping them into her mouth. She lowered the spoon down, staring at her dessert. “You okay, you seem distracted tonight.”
“Fine,” she said, staring at the white pudding-like dessert, the texture reminding her of Mr. Ellison’s cum. She scooped some up with her spoon and swallowed it, pretending… wishing it was Mr. Ellison’s cum. “Just thinking about work,” she added. 
“Do you mind?” Tom asked, leaning over and dipping one brown chocolate cannoli into her Panna Cotta. He raised it, the white cream threatening to drip from the tip as he brought it to his mouth. “Mmmm,” he moaned. “Try this.” He dipped his last cannoli into her dish, scooping up a generous dollop of cream and raised it to her mouth. Maeve leaned forward, mouth open, red lips closing around the tip of the brown tube, the cream filling her mouth. “Good?”
“So good,” she moaned, her tongue flicking out to lick a small dollop of crème hanging off her lower lip. 
“There’s more where that came from,” said Mr. Ellison, his cocky smirk spreading across his face. He stood, unbuttoning his trousers, reaching in to pull his mighty cock out. It fell with a thud across the dinner table.
Maeve jerked out of her daydream to find Tom staring at her suspiciously. “I know you’re dedicated Maeve, but try not to take work home with you.”
Back at home Tom moved between her legs. She’d lost the bra and panties, but the garter and nylons were still on. Tom’s tiny penis wiggled up and down, looking like it might explode at any moment. She spread her legs wide as he moved between them. Her hand slid under his pillow, fumbling for a condom packet. “Tom?” she asked.
“I’m all out. Maeve, you look… incredible,” he gasped, little penis twitching. “Let’s make a baby,” 
Her eyes widened. She wrapped her legs around his waist, his penis pushing inside her. He moaned as all five inches slid inside. So did she. Bareback felt better somehow. Tom made several thrusts, groaning, trying to hold off. She wished she’d turned off the lights. He couldn’t handle her sexy body.
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