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It was a horrible comedy of errors. I
promised Grayson an incredible blowjob when he got home from work,
and he had to work late. When he got home at nearly midnight, he
was dead tired and I wasn’t up for it anyway. The next morning, I
put my mouth on him, and he got an emergency call from the hospital
and had to rush in for a thoracic surgery that nobody else could
handle. That night, my sister got in a car accident, and though she
was okay, I ended up at her house overnight. I called him when I
got home in the morning and said, “I don’t care what happens, your
cock and my tongue have an appointment tonight.”

It didn’t happen. My daughter showed up
home from college crying over her latest breakup, and Grayson
shrugged and took her out for ice cream and French fries. She came
home and cried some more, and Grayson didn’t want her making the
two hour drive back to the college herself, so I drove her and he
followed. On the trip home, I could barely keep my eyes open, so
there was no meeting of the mouth that night either.

 It
was insane and this went on for four days until finally; I called
him at work and told him he was taking an hour and meeting me at a
motel. He told me he’d be right there, and hung up. I hopped in the
car, excited about finally getting it to happen. I had visions of
Grayson’s cock in my mind as I drove, and that might be why I
didn’t see the car veer from the opposite direction into my lane.
When I did see it, the sight only lasted for about two seconds
before I didn’t see anything else at all.

I woke up in Grayson’s hospital. He
told me I had a concussion, a bunch of bruises, and if he showed me
a picture of the car, I’d realize how lucky I was to be alive. I
was woozy, barely able to think, and when I got something out, it
was “blowjob.” Grayson shook his head and smiled, and I was
suddenly terrified that someone else was in the room, but when I
whipped my head around to look, I got completely dizzy and almost
blacked out. My husband cradled my head in his hands and kissed my
forehead.

“Shhhhhh, Elaine. It’s okay. Nobody
else is here. I have a quick consultation and will be gone for
about an hour.” He reached up and pressed the nurse’s call button.
“Let me get Tabby in here to sit with you while I’m
away.”

I nodded, or at least I nodded as well
as I could with the way my head felt and closed my eyes. “Thank
you, Grayson. I love you so much.”

“Sweetie, Dr. Clark has been gone for
twenty minutes.” The voice was young and alluring, and I opened my
eyes. A stunning beautiful girl with creamy milk chocolate skin and
the most beautiful brown eyes I had ever seen sat next to the bed.
She wore a pink smock with teddy bears printed on it. When she
noticed I stared at it, she said, “Dr. Clark called me up here. I
usually work in the children’s ward.”

I was still groggy, but I was coming
around. “Why didn’t he get someone from this floor?”

She smiled. “Because there aren’t any
nurses on this floor who owe him their brother’s life. He’s a
police officer and was shot. Everyone said he wouldn’t survive the
surgery. Everyone but Dr. Clark. I was outside of the trauma room
crying and he lifted up my chin, looked into my eyes, and asked my
name. I told him and he said, ‘Tabitha, I’ll do the surgery myself
and make sure Andrew pulls through.’ That’s what he said.” I
couldn’t help but notice again how beautiful the girl was. “And he
did it, too. That’s three years of getting to hold his wife and
play with his kids so far, not to mention dealing with his
irritating little sister. When I got my nursing degree a year ago,
he got me this job, and told me the only condition was to be
available if he really needed me.”

I wondered why he didn’t tell me about
it, but I knew the answer. He never bragged, never talked about how
many lives he had saved. I think it was his way of never having to
talk about the ones he couldn’t save. “I hope he doesn’t run you
ragged, Tabby.”

She smiled tenderly. “You’re the first
patient that was important enough to him to call me.”

I felt a rush of warmth when she said
it, and I smiled. Then, and I guess it was the drugs, I told her
about the hilarious way the world seemed intent on keeping me from
blowing my man. She laughed and giggled and when I was done, she
asked me not to try as soon as I was released or there might be an
earthquake or something. Just like that, we were fast friends. I
liked her, though she had to be at least twenty years younger,
maybe twenty two or twenty three years old, only a year or two
older than my daughter. Strangely, and I blame the drugs again, I
asked her, “Do you like giving blowjobs?”

She hesitated for only a moment before
she said, “I really love it. It makes me feel so sexy and
powerful.”

“Me, too.”

She lifted my arm and checked my pulse.
When she was done, she said, “I’ll tell you what I really like to
do. I like start off really slow and soft, and then I gradually
speed up. I move my tongue a lot while it’s in my mouth, and as I
get faster, I like to move up to just past the head and suck hard
while I lick and jack it off. What I really like is when the guy
just really loses control it’s—”

“Total control.” As I said it, I could
feel myself getting aroused. Really smart when I was knocked flat
on my ass.

She smiled, “Yeah. And then when he
comes, I either go real deep so he’s in my throat and it shoots
right down or go to the very tip, and suck just like his cock is a
straw.” She breathed out sharply and fanned her face. “That’s
enough of that, Mrs. Elaine Clark! You’ve got me all hot and
bothered, now.”

 

I smiled and we continued to talk of
other things. Between my legs, though, I was thinking about nothing
other than Tabby’s lips moving up and down on a penis. She was so
beautiful and exotic looking. It was interesting to think about her
on a dark cock like her own skin, pushing over it. It was also
incredible to think of her cocoa color next to a white dick pushing
past her lips. I tried to listen to the other things she was
saying, but it was the flood of images that kept me occupied. A
devilish plan formed in my mind. Listen, I’ve kept myself up pretty
well. I had two adult kids and was forty one years old. I still
looked like I was in my late twenties or early thirties. I knew I
was enough for Grayson.

But Grayson was a forty-five year old
hot shot surgeon who had been on the cover of medical magazines,
been on the news fifteen or twenty times and been a guest on a
score of daytime talk shows. You can read that last sentence as
“Grayson was the most desirable man on the planet.” For a week, I’d
been giving him a hard on that never turned into an orgasm. You
just don’t do that to a man. Add to that all of the images in my
head, and, well…I had an idea. I was pretty sure Tabby would go for
it. She’d probably wanted to do it for years. And if Grayson
didn’t, well…that’s the great thing about being able to blame the
drugs.

Grayson came in about ten minutes later
and Tabby gave him a quick update on my pulse and vitals. He
nodded, and she stood up to leave. She turned and asked, “Is there
anything I can do for you before I leave, Elaine?”

I nodded. “You can suck my husband’s
dick, Tabby. I want him to get that blowjob I promised him.” Tabby
looked shocked at first, but then a smile spread across her face.
Grayson just looked shocked, but it was like magic had happened
because his scrubs poked out from his crotch almost immediately. He
started to say my name, but Tabby pressed a button on my bed,
raising my back up. He didn’t know why she did that, but I knew.
She was making sure I could see. Then, she leaned right across my
knees and grabbed the bulge in his pants. He started to protest,
but I said, “Hush up, Grayson.” Tabby pulled down his scrubs and
then his boxers and my husband’s big white dick came out, hard as a
rock.

She did just what she said she would
do; she started slow. I can’t begin to describe what it was like
when she opened her mouth wide and slowly slipped it over the pink
head of his cock. She moved down, mouth still wide, tongue flat
against the bottom of his shaft and only closed her lips around it
when she got halfway to the base. She brought her hand up to cup
his balls and I was struck by the contrast in color, his familiar
pink skin against her dark and creamy skin. She moaned as she moved
back upward, and she looked at me as she did. It was electric. I
watched as she got to the head and then pushed down again, gently
massaging his balls and always moaning like she had him in her
pussy and not her mouth.

What I really loved is that she looked
my direction every time she moved back up. She’d open wide, slowly
move downward like the first time, close her lips, and suck back up
with her eyes on me. She did it over and over, and I desperately
wanted her to move faster. I couldn’t imagine how crazy it must
have been driving Grayson. Just at the point when I was ready to
say move faster, she pushed all the way down to the base of his
cock until her nose was buried in his pubic hair and his cupped
balls were against her chin. She gagged just a little bit and then
went crazy.

She held the base of his cock, circling
just her thumb and forefinger, pushing hard against him, exposing
more of his shaft. Then, she started plunging down with abandon.
She kept up the moaning, but now it was punctuated with gagging and
gurgling sounds every time she got deep. She didn’t slow down for
four or five minutes, and I desperately wanted to touch myself, but
I was too weak to even move my arms. I watched her beautiful face
move up and down my husband’s shaft, and I could tell he was
getting close. I was disappointed because I wanted it to
last.

I think she saw the expression on my
face because she suddenly pulled off and pushed her face up against
his balls and began sucking and licking them while she very softly
stroked his cock. I watched her tongue run over them as though she
were licking candies, and my pussy was driving me crazy! Her lips
opened wide, her flat tongue licked him, and she brought her lips
together in a half suck and half kiss over and over. All the while,
she kept her eyes on me. Finally, when Grayson was groaning
uncontrollably, she pulled away. She looked at me first and winked,
and the wink might as well have been a finger rubbing my clit the
way it shot a thrill through me.

She began stroking him faster. She
looked up at him and said, “Are you gonna cum for me, Dr. Clark?
Are you gonna cum for me? I want you to cum in my mouth! I need
your cum, Dr. Clark.” God! There was nothing on earth I wanted more
than for my husband to cum in her mouth. She put her lips on him
and began moving her mouth and her hand together, but not in the
same direction. She moved her hand up from the base and her head
down from the tip and met in the middle. Then, her hand moved down
while her mouth moved up. It was beautiful and sexy and
amazing.

Grayson groaned. I knew that groan. It
was his orgasm groan, and I watched Tabby’s eyes close halfway as
she slowed down, still moving, but at about half of the speed. She
hadn’t plunged down when he came and hadn’t move to the top to suck
on him like a straw, and as alluring as it was to watch her
continue to make her lips and her fingers meet in the middle of his
dick, I wondered about it. She kept it up for about a minute,
getting slower and slower until she finally pulled off. Then I
understood because she turned to me and opened her mouth for the
briefest moment so I could see her tongue coated with his semen.
She swallowed, licked her lips, and then primly pulled Grayson’s
boxers up over his cock and then his scrubs.

Of course, Grayson was barely
functional, but he finally got his composure and said, “Um…uh,
thanks.” That got both Tabby and I giggling, and he shook his head,
leaned down and kissed my cheek. “Elaine, I’m gonna have a lot of
fun making you pay for this when you’re all better. In the
meantime, I’ve got a surgery that will carry me well into the
night. I’ll check in when I can.”

Tabby said, “I’ll stay with her for a
while longer, Dr. Clark.”

“After what just happened, Tabby, I
think you can start calling me Grayson.”

She laughed. “If Elaine says I can. Now
scoot.”

He walked out, and Elaine shut the door
behind him. I smiled at her and said, “Thanks for sitting with me a
while longer.”

She shook her head. “I said I’d stay
with you. I didn’t say I’d sit. I saw the way you watched me. I
know exactly what you need.”

Then, while I did my best to avoid any
sudden movements that would make me dizzy, she leaned down, lifted
up my gown, and showed me that she knew ways to use her mouth that
had nothing to do with a cock.
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