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Chapter 1

Miranda Smith screeched her pretty little black jag to a stop smack dab in the middle of the long driveway leading to her house. It had been a long day, and she was so ready to get home, kick back and relax. She’d spent too many hours behind a desk, staring at a computer. 

She’d given her assistant, Michaela, who also happened to be her beloved husband Mike, a much earned day off, and she’d regretted it miserably. She could have gotten a temp. She should have gotten a temp. Mike, the loving and totally sensible man and husband that he is, told her as much, in fewer words. 

“You’ll work your butt off, without me to do the running for you, babe.”

He’d handed her rolodex to her. It was flipped open to the temp agency Miranda had used before she’d taken advantage of her poor little hubby to fill in as a temp for her, in full drag. 

Seeing him like that did things to her, very good things, sexy things, made her dripping wet and hot and so horny that she was always on the verge of harassing the help whenever they were at the office, and she was always ready to jump his bones when they got home. And, so, naturally, he’d had to stay on after that first day, indefinitely. Forever would suit her just fine, as she couldn’t imagine working with anyone else or even wanting to. 

Life just wouldn’t be the same without Michaela around, she was funny, she was sexy and she was a damn good personal assistant and secretary and plaything all rolled into one. Even better, she would never sue for harassment as she was more than happy to be harassed by her loving wife at any time, any where and anyplace possible. Miranda was pretty sure Michaela enjoyed things just the way they were at least as much as she did. If not even more. 

And so, when Michaela jokingly flashed her with the Rolodex, all Miranda could do was laugh. 

“Please,” she joked back. “I could never replace you, even for a day.” 

But, then, later she got to thinking about it over a rare few moments of down time and she realized Michaela hadn’t had a day off in…well… so long she couldn’t remember. And she’d caught her in a little bit of a melancholy funk more than once now that the weather was turning nice and the poor girl was stuck indoors, at a desk, almost just like the old days when she’d taught school. Ugh. 

But, unlike school days, lawyers, and their assistants did not get three day weekends every few weeks for holidays or snow days, or spring break, and of course, three lusciously long months of summer each and every year. And, she thought that just might be what the problem was. 

Michaela hadn’t wanted to complain, she was that good of an assistant, that good of a woman, and that good of a man and he was the best damn husband in the world and so of course the fact that he didn’t complain didn’t really come as a surprise. But, she damn well wasn’t about to ignore Mike’s needs, any of his needs, now that she’d figured it out. 

Why, she’d never been one to do that, hell , she’d even helped him discover a few new needs he hadn’t even known he’d had, like his need to wear ruffle panties that made his ass look so cute she just wanted to hike up his skirt and give it a good pinch whenever she saw him, knowing what was underneath. 

Oh my, but the waiting was hard…and so was he, so she knew the waiting was just as hard for him, too. That helped, a little, but it was still pure torture. The only good part is it always ended up being more than worth it. The sex was amazing, out of this freaking world amazing and so she waited, and tried not to watch the freaking clock too damn much. That always made the day go by even slower and it was bad enough anyway. Sometimes they could slip into her office, do nice naughty things on her big desk or maybe sneak into the girl’s room together for a quickie, panting together, hard and heavy leaning against the sink or maybe he’d sit her up on it and flip the skirt of his prim and proper lawyer’s suit skirt up and give it to her good and hard. 

But, not nearly often enough.


Chapter 2

Miranda glided around her car, trying to sneak up on Michaela who was still bent over, fiddling with something and appeared totally oblivious to her arrival. 

Must really be into that gardening stuff, Miranda thought with envy. She personally didn’t just lack a green thumb, she believed herself to actually have a black thumb, the thumb of death to any and all plant life she tried her hand at gardening on. She could only think of it that way, as something she did to the poor plant, somewhat akin to first degree murder. 

Thank goodness she had Michaela. That girl had two green thumbs, and, obviously enjoyed gardening quite a lot. 

When Miranda slid up behind Michaela, who had still not said Boo, about Miranda’s arrival, Miranda saw the line, the earphones, and saw Michaela give a little wiggle to her hips, so sexy, dancing to herself in her own little world of music. 

Miranda couldn’t help it, she strode right up and gave that bent over bootie a little love smack, which got Michaela’s undivided attention instantly. 

She turned, and a huge grin spread across her face, and she rubbed a hand over her ass. She yanked the earphones out. 

“Ow!” she began, but Miranda could tell she liked it…

“You don’t have to stop,” Michaela winked. 

“Uh, yes I do…” Miranda said, “We do have neighbors…” 

Michaela laughed. Miranda kissed her cheek. “We could always take it indoors.” 

“I love what you’ve done here,” Miranda started, staring in awe at the floral beauty that was now lining the driveway, and appeared to lead all the way up to the house. 

“Thanks,” Michaela replied, standing, rubbing her knees. “I’ve been working on this all day, as a little surprise for you…” 

Miranda caught her in a hug, then, grinning from ear to ear. “How sweet!”

“Those Asters look wonderful,“ she continued, “but not nearly as sweet as that ass.” 

She gave the sweet ass in question a little pinch. 

Michaela squealed like a schoolgirl and broke into a gale of giggles. 

“If you keep that up, we are going inside, right now,” she threatened, and gave Miranda a sultry look from beneath her gardening hat. She took off a glove, ready to go. Then she looked down, saw the flowers still waiting to be planted, looked ruefully at Miranda and let her bottom lip poke out in a mock pout.

Miranda kissed that lip, drawing her tongue across it, nipping it lightly between her teeth, sucking it into her mouth, wished it was, something else, like maybe what Michaela was hiding underneath her sundress. She bet she was hard, too, and slid a hand across Michaela’s front as she stepped close to verify. 

Oh yeah, so sweet, and so very hard, and all for me. She couldn’t have asked for a better woman, not even if Michaela had been a real woman. She was real enough for Miranda, pretty as fuck, enough to make her dripping wet, and even better, she had all the equipment to fuck her good and proper anytime anyplace. 

Anytime, anyplace, except, maybe the driveway, in the middle of the afternoon. 
That might be a bit of a stretch. But, it sure as hell didn’t mean she wouldn’t have liked it right about now, loved it, actually. 

Damn rules. Damn, why hadn’t they gotten a little place out in the country where maybe they could get away with things like that? 

Well, maybe someday, she thought, with a wicked grin.

Maybe someday. 


Chapter 3

Michaela caught a breath as her lips moved away from Miranda’s finally. Damn that woman always made her breathless, in a very good way. 

“Baby,” she started, “just so you know, those aren’t Asters… they’re Marigolds. “ 

Miranda looked at the flowers, gave a slightly embarrassed shrug. 

“Well, you know me. I’m no Martha Stewart,” she tipped her head. “And, you knew that when you married me.” 

She had. Every time she’d bought Miranda a potted plant when they’d been dating, one of those cute little miniature rose bushes or something in a lovely shade of pink, or maybe some potted Lilies at Easter, she’d always overwater the poor thing. And then she’d forget it and kill it with draught. Giving Miranda a plant was like giving the plant a death sentence. 

But, Michaela had tried, thinking at first that it would be a better gift, at least sometimes, for a change, from cut flowers that always withered so fast. Those always looked so pretty in the vase, on the table, but they just didn’t last, and they died even faster in Miranda’s possession.

After a few failed attempts, Michaela went back to cut flowers exclusively. At least they were already dead, she figured. Miranda couldn’t do much to alter their fate any longer, except maybe speed up the dying process a little. 

She was no natural caregiver, that was for sure, at least not for plants. As far as Michaela was concerned, the woman was good at two things, in particular, knowing the fine points of the law like it was written on her own soul, and taking care of her, and all her varied needs, emotional, physical, and, sexual. Especially sexual. 

Somehow the damn woman seemed to know what she wanted, what she needed even before she did, sometimes, which was, although a little freaky, especially at first, had ended up being a huge relief as they got used to it, together, explored things  together, like her love for pretty things, and wearing them, being pretty, exploring their feminine sides together. It was just another thing to love her for. 

And, much as she wanted to go right in, jump Miranda’s hot and sexy bones right now, she looked so yummy in that pinstripe suit and she wanted to peel it right off her curvy body, maybe with her teeth, but she couldn’t. 

“Damn it, Miranda,” she moaned. 

“There’s only a couple more plants to go… and I don’t want them to get too hot out here, to dry out. “ 

Miranda stared at the plants in the little cups, stared at Michaela, then threw up her hands. 

“Rejected…and for a plant…of all things…” she groaned, rolling her eyes, and giving the plants a stern look. 

“Traitors,” she told them sternly, making a face, being silly, which was another one of those things Michaela loved so much about her. 

“They didn’t do anything to you…” Michaela laughed. “But, if we don’t do anything to them they might die.” 

“It wouldn’t be the first…” 

“I know, I know… or the last!” 

Miranda laughed, threw her arms around Michaela’s neck, planted a kiss on her lips. “You know me too well, sweetheart, way too well. “ 


Chapter 4

“All right then,” Miranda smiled, eying the tray of plants. “Let’s get these babies stuck in the ground so maybe you can get something stuck…in me!” 

Michaela stared, and then a big cheesy grin began. “Wow.” 

She just stood there in shock for a minute, blinking. “Wow,” she said again. “Somebody must be horny…” 

“You bet, buster,” Miranda winked. She slid close, placing her body against Michaela’s. 

“You have no idea what it’s like working all day…without you.” 

Michaela smiled. “You missed me?” 

“You bet your sweet ass I did,” Miranda whispered, leaning in taking the chance to nibble an earlobe in the process.

Michaela grabbed her in a huge hug, grabbing a squeeze of Miranda’s luscious ass. She might be a girly girl, but she still appreciated a nice ass, and especially giving her baby’s perfect one a big squeeze. 

“You bet your sweet ass,“ Michaela laughed back.

Miranda squealed, as Michaela gave her cheeks another healthy squeeze and didn’t let up this time. 

“Oh, baby,” she moaned, but then she pulled away after a prolonged kiss, pointed to the plants again. 

“Don’t tell me you forgot about your precious plants?” 

“I’d never…well, maybe. When you’re around its kind of hard to concentrate, you know…”

Miranda spun around, grabbed the floral gardening gloves up off the ground, handed them to Michaela and watched expectantly while she regretfully slipped them on. 

“They look so you,“ Miranda said with a smile. “And they go with that dress.” 

She tipped her head, then, gave Michaela a sidelong look. “Maybe I’ll let you do me with them on, if you’re a good little girl…” 

“Oh, I’m good, all right, and you know how much of a girl I am…but I can’t say I’m little…” 

Miranda laughed, nodded. “Not at all, love, but I think you ought to show me.” 

“Show you?” 

Miranda nodded. 

Michaela went a shade paler, almost the shade she’d started out with before her recent stint of early spring sunshine and gardening. 

“You’re kidding, right?” 

Miranda’s gave her a stern look. “Would I kid about something…important like that?” 

Michaela looked sheepish. “I guess not…” 

“And if you don’t get with it quick, missy, you will lose your fucking me wearing the gardening gloves privileges… or maybe worse.” 

Michaela went another shade paler. “Fuck,” she breathed. 

She shrugged. “Ya, gotta do what ya gotta do, I guess,” she said, then, taking a quick glimpse in all directions, satisfying herself that there weren’t any prying eyes around, she flipped up her skirt, and showed Miranda her sunshine yellow silk panties she was wearing. You had to coordinate your look totally, didn’t you? At least Michaela thought you did, so she did, whenever she chose her own clothes. Of course she’d wear anything Miranda wanted her to wear. Miranda was a discriminating woman, and if she said wear leather tonight, you’d better be wearing leather tonight if you wanted a piece of that sweet ass pie. 

“I can’t see anything…” 

Oh, geez, yes she could… she could see the silky fabric, could see it bulge….how could you miss that?” 

“You’re not going to make me flash you and the entire neighborhood, are you?” 

“I don’t see anyone…” Miranda noted. “But, if you don’t want to…” 

Michaela laughed. She stuck her pretty gloved hand down the front of the pretty little panties, grabbed her hard cock, which was becoming even harder by the second. She brought the beast out, rubbed the head, felt the glistening drop of pre come, rubbed it around the head, circling it, wishing it was Miranda’s tongue instead of her finger, marveling at the rough but still kind of good, feel of the rough material on her swollen and tender flesh. 

It felt…really good, but not nearly as good as she was gonna feel real quick… not nearly as good as they were both gonna feel real quick… 


Chapter 5

Oooh she wanted to drag her pretty little thing into the bedroom right now, but dammit, Miranda just couldn’t do it. She knew how hard Michaela had been working all day, and so she wasn’t about to let the project go undone no matter how much her hormones were raging right now… 

She broke away, unwillingly, and bent down and swooped a plant in a little pot up; thrust it into Michaela’s hands. 

“You’d better do it,” she said with a wry grin. “I don’t trust myself…” 

“With the plants… or with me?” Michaela smirked. 

“Both,” Miranda laughed. “That’s about it, right?” 

Michaela shook her head sadly. “Not quite…” 

Miranda met her gaze, didn’t understand. “What do you mean?” 

Michaela tossed a glance over her shoulder towards the porch with two more big flat trays of plants still waiting to be planted. 

“Oh shit!” 

Michaela nodded. Then she gave a little shrug. “You came home early…it was supposed to be a surprise.” 

Of course. And it would all probably have been done in time for her to get home had she arrived at her normal time. Drat it anyway. But, she hadn’t had any appointments for the rest of the afternoon. It had been a busy morning, and, maybe, thinking about it now, maybe she had unconsciously scheduled everything that way just so she could sneak out early. 

She wouldn’t put it past herself. Damn she missed her baby. Was that such a surprise?  They’d only started working together a short while ago, but it already felt good, felt like forever, and so she really missed having Miranda around all the time, well, almost all the time. 

And, so, today she just couldn’t stay away…but, damn, now she was still going to have to wait to get what she wanted, to get who she wanted all alone, all to herself. And so, the only thing to do now was get this stuff done now and get to the good part…

“No problem… I can fetch you the rest…”

Miranda smiled. “And lend you moral support.” 

Immoral support was more like it, because all she could think about was her sweetie who was already getting down on her knees again, just like she liked her, and she figured she’d cop herself a squeeze or two while she had such a great opportunity. Paybacks were a bitch, huh? 

Miranda spun on her heel, tossing a kiss over her shoulder for Michaela, who caught it in the air with a big grin and held it to her heart.

“Be right back, sweetheart,” she said.

She gave Michaela a quick wink over her shoulder and then she took off towards the house breaking into a light jog. 

“Oh, hey, can you grab the purple ones first, “ Michaela called. 

Miranda turned to look at her…and stumbled right into a row of holes that had already been dug, waiting to be filled, hitting the ground hard, landing on her ankle at a funny angle. 

The pain was immediate and intense. 

“Fuck!” she screamed. 

And Michaela was already there, kneeling beside her, pulling her into her arms, stroking her hair, her cheek, her face.

“Oh shit, baby. That does not look good at all…”

She pointed at Miranda’s ankle. “Can you stand?” 

Miranda tried, aided by Michaela, and almost screamed again, but bit it back somehow. 

“Not without you…” she said, with a moan. “And I can’t put my weight on it.” 

“You’re getting it looked at…now.” 

“It’ll be ok, baby. If it’s not better tomorrow I can go see the doctor tomorrow.” 

“Yeah, right, the hell you will.” 

Michaela was firm and loving and she wasn’t putting up with any shit about this now. 

She ignored Miranda’s glare and walked her to the car, put her in the passenger’s seat and slid behind the wheel. 

“We’re going to the emergency room, now. Sorry, you can spank me later for disobeying, but right now, we’re going to make sure you’re ok.” 

Miranda tried to glare through the pain, but found she wanted to cry instead. Of course she wouldn’t. She was a big, strong woman, and besides, she would smear her makeup, and so she had that to consider. She sat in silence, and about halfway to the hospital she saw Michaela turn and study her while waiting at a red light. 

The look of concern, and fright, and mostly the painfully obvious love she saw there had her feeling better, at least a little bit better, and when Michaela dropped a hand onto her thigh, rubbed it soothingly, giving her a smile, she started to feel just a little bit better. 

“Thank you, baby,” she said softly.

“I guess you are probably right…I probably ought to get this looked at…” 

Michaela winked. Rubbed her leg again, smiled. “I know, baby, I know. “ 

“I love you, you know,” Miranda said. And Michaela nodded. 

She knew, all right, but it was always good to hear, too. 

“Here we are,” she said, taking a left into the hospital driveway, taking another towards the emergency room entrance. 

“Great.” Miranda grumbled, but she took Michaela’s offered hand to help her out. 

“This better not take long…” she flashed Michaela a mock glare. 

“I’m hungry…”  

“Dinner can wait till we get back… “ 

“That’s not all I was hungry for…” 

“That can wait, too, baby, really.

Miranda pouted, which made Michaela laugh. 

“ Sheesh. You are incorrigible,” she managed. 

Michaela blushed, but a pleased smile was on her face. 

Miranda managed a smile, too. 

“That’s why you love me, isn’t it?” 

“One reason,” Michaela said, stroking her arm, dropping an arm around her shoulders to help her walk. 

“Just one of many, many reasons.”


Chapter 6 

Michaela rolled her eyes as Miranda made a face at the doctor after she went out, shutting the door behind her. 

“Too bad I’m not feeling up to a quickie,” she quipped, making Michaela roll her eyes again. 

“Yeah, and we’d get caught because Dr. Aimes is gonna be right back, to finish your cast!” 

“Oh, fine,“ Miranda pouted, pooching her bottom lip out just a little too seductively for someone in as much pain as she ought to be in. Then again, maybe the pain pill she’d taken was kicking in already. 

Still, Michaela found herself wanting to kiss it… if she was gonna stick it out and all. Hell, she would kiss some other things, too, if Miranda wanted to stick them out… 

Ooh, now she’d gotten her thinking about sex, too, and it wasn’t like she wasn’t thinking about it most of the time, anyway. She was still a man, after all, no matter how beautiful of one she happened to be. 

“Mrs. Smith…” Dr. Aimes had snuck up somehow, slipping in through the door like a ghost, silently. 

“Yes?” 

“This is going to take a while. Would you like to call your husband? Maybe have him come and sit with you?” 

Miranda looked shocked, turning to Michaela. Her husband was right here, already. And then it dawned on them both at once. The doctor thought Michaela was…someone else…a friend…neighbor, sister, even, maybe, who knew? But, the one thing she’d never guess was that Michaela was Miranda’s husband. 

Well, maybe not. Same sex marriages were becoming more popular, and more accepted everyday, no matter what anyone thought about it. So, maybe it wouldn’t be a big stretch, but, still, Miranda’s paperwork said she was married to one Michael Smith and right now she was sure she didn’t look at all like that guy. 

She almost laughed, and turning to Miranda, Michaela saw she was on the verge as well. She put a hand on Miranda’s knee, the one on her non-injured leg and gave it a good squeeze. One that to anyone else ought to look like a token of reassurance, but, they both knew it meant don’t you dare laugh! 

“Besides, the insurance paperwork doesn’t seem to be correct…can you maybe get ahold of Mr. Smith to at least get his signature on the new forms? 

Miranda was covered through Mike’s insurance, and they’d kept his insurance policy even after he quit, because he hadn’t wanted to switch doctors, fill out stacks of forms again. Damn. 

And then he remembered, damn it. The policy had been bought out by a different carrier. There were probably new forms to sign. Why hadn’t he gotten them in the mail? 

“I’m afraid he doesn’t have his phone on him,” Miranda said, holding up her phone. 

No one knew it was hers, except Michaela. What in the heck was she up to? 

Were the drugs hitting her that hard, making her loopy or something? Well, that could come in handy, maybe, later, getting her into bed…

Michaela nearly laughed at that thought. She’d never take advantage of her woman even if she did have too many drugs in her system, and she sure as heck didn’t need drugs to get Miranda into bed, ever. 

Then she noticed Miranda glance her way, saw an evil glint in her eye. Oh, shit, she was up to something… and she knew damn well what she was doing…but what?


Chapter 7

Miranda choked back a giggle. She turned to Michaela, grabbed her arm, tugged it. 

“Michaela darling, would you pretty please be a dear and run by the house, tell Mike to grab the insurance paperwork he has and swing by? I believe he was working outside today, in the yard.” 

Michaela just blinked. 

“I’m sure he’s probably a little dirty, but…” she shrugged as if to say, what can you do?

Oh yes, he was a little dirty, all right, but not as dirty as this little trick she was playing on him. He had a notion to give the other knee a squeeze, but, of course, he wouldn’t. 

Oh, no, but he would get her back, someday, somehow. Oh yeah. 

But, for now, he had to be the good little woman, the good little friend… didn’t he? 

He smiled his brightest smile, turned to blast Miranda with its cheery glare. 

“Why, certainly, dearest. I’ll just go get him and send him your way. “ 

“You’re such a dear,” Miranda grinned, patting her hand. 

“Did I say I love you?” 

“Many times, dear, many times… but not today…” 

She smiled then, “and I love you, too.” 

“Laters,“ she said, giving a little wave. 

She made for the door with a just little too much wiggle in her walk, knowing Miranda would be watching, would be wanting…her!

Two could play this game. If Miranda wanted to make her suffer, make her do silly things just to prove how much she loved her, she would certainly do it, no problem, but there was no way she was going to be the only one suffering. 

And then she remembered that Miranda was already suffering…remembered her injury, and felt just a tiny bit bad. 

She’d tease her a little, but when they got home, she’d be more than willing to kiss and make up… she was already ready to kiss and make up…anywhere and anyplace that needed kissing. 

Then, she had a thought…suddenly, from nowhere; she thought she knew what brought all this on. 

She’d said no to a seemingly impossible quickie in the doctor’s office…. But she’d had a damn good reason to do so. Why, if they’d have gotten caught, who knew what would have happened. What if they got kicked out of this hospital forever?

They’d have to drive further, all across town to another one, and maybe next time they would be in need of even more immediate attention. Who knew? You sure didn’t want to take chances like that. Michaela didn’t, anyway. Could hospitals ban patients? She wasn’t sure. But, she was damn well certainly going to find out. 

And then, it dawned on her… Miranda must know, hell, she’s a lawyer. She would have to, wouldn’t she? 

And if Miranda wasn’t worried about it, then she probably didn’t need to worry either. It must be safe… and so, therefore, she’d said no to some playful fun for no reason…

Oops. Well, you could never be too safe, could you? 

She’d explain everything, later, when they were home, and Miranda would have to forgive her, wouldn’t she? 


Chapter 8

Miranda sped to the house, dropped her keys on the table by the door and tore through the house looking for something she rarely looked for, or had need for, anymore. Man clothes. 

Where the fuck were they? 

She looked in her closet, shoving aside handfuls of pretty dresses, skirts, tops and blouses that were absolutely to die for and which would have made any diva jealous as fuck. Then there were the shoes… rows and rows in every color and style to go with every outfit she owned and then some. 

What could she say? Her woman made good money and took good care of her, as was obvious right about now. 

Damn, she was certainly a well kept woman, all right. Her woman did love her, a lot, if you counted love in amount of money spent or pretty clothes bought… none of which meant a thing without love, which Miranda also gave her in equal abundance. 

Not to mention sex. Oh, the sex. Now that made her feel like a natural woman, all right. But, right now she was a natural woman in terrible need of a man… of his clothes anyway… 

She threw the closet doors closed, and stomped around the room angrily. Where the fuck? 

And then, she remembered the attic. Remembered Miranda’s hope chest there, the one that had belonged to Miranda’s great grandmother and had, until recently housed only items of clothing they never used, like great grandma’s wedding dress. The thing was so old it would probably fall to dust if someone took it out of the chest, let alone tried to wear it. 

Michaela tore upstairs, up to the attic, threw the lid of the chest open… and saw… a big pile of man clothes. Probably something Miranda planned never to use again, hopefully, anyway, but, of course there were always occasions where she’d have to be a man… like family gatherings, work related acquaintance’s who might drop in looking to speak with Mike…who knew. 

It was just like Miranda to want to get rid of this stuff, especially knowing how much Michaela hated it, but it was also just like her to know they couldn’t really get rid of it completely. She was so smart, and considerate. Mike decided he owed her a big kiss…and an apology just as soon as he could manage one. 

He threw on pants…and they felt weird as fuck. He’d somehow gotten used to dresses, slinky skirts, nylons, the whole nine yards, somehow become comfortable in them. 

He sighed, throwing on a red polo shirt that looked so masculine he wanted to scream. Oh well, he thought, he’d do what he had to do, to make Miranda smile, make her happy. If this was what it took, he’d do it and do it with a smile on his face. 

He left his pretty pink panties on. No one was going to see them, and dammit, they were his one bit of sanity left, his one bit of pretty to hold onto. His one reminder that all this man shit was just…temporary. A temporary evil, that was all it was. 

This too will pass, he thought with a grin, and decided to man up and be a man about it all. He could survive this. He could survive anything to make Miranda happy. What was a little inconvenience in the big scheme of things? Not much, and Miranda was definitely worth it.

He sped back to the hospital in full man gear. And when the nurse’s assistant showed him to the room, he saw that Miranda was the proud owner of a neon pink cast and she about burst into a fit of giggles when she saw him. 

“Baby,” she said. “It’s so good to see you.” 

“Oh, sweetheart…what happened?” 

He’d be a good, concerned hubby, he’d play along. He’d even give it to her good like a good husband should just as soon as they got home… if she was up to it… God, he hoped she was up to it, because he sure was… he felt the familiar feeling of arousal, which now felt uncomfortable as fuck with his big hard cock growing bigger and harder by the moment and all cramped up in these freaking pants. 

Damn, Miranda should have burned these bitches, and if she wouldn’t he sure would, just as soon as they got home. He didn’t need this shit. Being a man was hard enough sometimes. 


Chapter 9

Michaela walked along as the nurse wheeled Miranda to the car in a loaner wheelchair. 

The young woman was wearing white scrubs and looked very professional, but the outfit made Michaela think naughty thoughts. The outfit made her a little jealous, too. But, she wouldn’t want pants. She had issues with pants. Screw bra burning, she was gonna have herself a pants burning party one of these days. 

She wanted a pretty white nurse outfit, not scrubs, but the kind with a little white skirt and low cut cleavage. The kind from every man’s fantasy picture of what a sexy nurse ought to look like. Not these practical modern nurses. 

Probably nurses had never really dressed that sexy, and if they had, Michaela sure wished he’d have been around hurting himself at that time, because that would have been awesome, especially to him as a young man…one who wanted, at that time, anyway, nothing more than to be a wholesome young man.

A young man with a normal sex drive and a normal sex life and a normal fantasy life, even if he didn’t get to indulge in everything he could dream up in his real life. You couldn’t blame a man for dreaming, or for trying… and Michaela decided it was about time to make another one of her dreams come true. 

Miranda had already made so many of them come true. It was lucky they seemed to like, to dream about, so many of the same things, or at least complimentary things, or Michaela was sure she would have already been feeling like a selfish little bitch, but no… it wasn’t like that. It wasn’t like that at all. 

And, luck was on her side in this case, at least. She almost did a fist pump, going around the car to the driver’s side, but she held herself back. That would have been too manly of a gesture, wouldn’t it? 

Belatedly, she realized she was a man, at least for now. 

She grinned at Miranda as she slid into the car, slammed the car door closed, away from the eyes and ears of the nurse who had already trotted halfway back across the parking lot to the emergency room door, presumably to take care of other patients or her next one. The life of an ER nurse must be hectic, Michaela thought and didn’t envy the woman her job one little bit. 

Maybe she wanted to be a nurse, a naughty little nurse, at that, but she only had eyes and hands…not to mention the rest of her… for one patient…

And, Miranda was certainly going to need some nursing. Mike’s grin was broad, and his voice was gentle but left no room for discussion.

“Two weeks on bed rest…” He smiled big.

“It looks like we’ll have to hire a temporary nurse.” 

“I don’t need a nurse…” Miranda pouted. 

“I can take care of myself just fine. I can work from home, too.” 

“You’ll do as the doctor said, if you know what’s good for you, young lady, with no arguments. Unless you want to end up with Nurse Ratchet taking care of you…” 

“You wouldn’t!” 

Mike laughed. “No, I wouldn’t…but, I do have someone else in mind…” 

“Oh?” 

“And she’s damn sexy, too…” 

Miranda’s eyes grew big, and her lips curved up into a smile. “Oooh.” 

“In that case, I just might need three weeks of bed rest…” 


Chapter 10

Michaela came home from her shopping trip excited and carrying two big shopping bags, one in each hand. She peeked first into the bedroom, saw her patient was sleeping and made for the kitchen to put away the groceries and then to the bedroom to put on her new outfit. 

She looked in the mirror, smiling, spinning, making the apron of the nurse outfit spin out. It had a big red cross on it and could be removed. The crotch less lace panty that had come with the outfit was smoothed out flat, mostly covering her cock, but Michaela knew that just seeing Miranda, being around her, would make that thing stand at attention, would make it pop up and right out that slit probably, and she didn’t mind one bit. 

She liked the idea of being able to sink it into Miranda’s hot little hole, any of them that she pleased, without even having to bother taking the panties off, first, besides, it would feel kind of neat doing it with the lace on, touching her skin. Rubbing, rubbing Michaela’s skin, too.

It might turn her on, too, like she needed anything to turn her on more, though. It probably would, actually. And that would be fun. It would all be very cool…and hot!

She also had a bag of goodies, stuff they needed, stuff to play with… they would have a lot of time to spend together, in bed, and so she’d stocked up, not wanting her patient to get bored, or to want for anything. 

But, first things first, she slipped into the kitchen and flitted around the big roomy kitchen making a pot of homemade chicken noodle soup. She knew Miranda wasn’t actually sick, but chicken noodle soup was good for everything, wasn’t it? And it tasted damn good, especially Michaela’s chicken noodle soup which had been passed down in her family for two generations now. 

She’d added a splash of white wine to make the stuff even that much better, thinking it wouldn’t hurt to add it to fortify her patient a little…plus, they could share the bottle later…in bed. 

The soup was bubbling and the house smelled wonderful when Michaela heard a noise that startled her. She dropped her potholder down along with the spoon she’d been stirring the soup with and made for the bedroom. 

Miranda was sitting on the edge of the bed, grabbing for the bookshelf beside it. 

By all intensive purposes it looked like she’d been about to try to get up, and all by herself, and that was a big no, no. Even Miranda knew that. 

Sheesh, what was she thinking? 

“What are you doing, sweetie?” Michaela said from the door, and smiled a satisfied smile as Miranda looked up, shocked at getting caught, but even more shocked at seeing Michaela… in her nurse outfit…

And the look of shock turned almost instantly into a look of admiration…and then very swiftly after that it dissolved into a wolfish look of pure lust… 

She looked like she wanted to eat her little nurse all up and right now. 

“Something smells good enough to eat, “ she grinned. 

“That would be your favorite, chicken noodle soup.” 

Miranda smiled. “And something looks good enough to eat…” 

Michaela giggled, slid onto the bed and into her patient’s arms… 

“That would be…me!” She grinned, and laughed as Miranda’s hands ran up and down the length of her torso, down her legs, slipping up under the little skirt to toy with the skimpy little panty underneath. 

Her fingers found the split, and she raised the skirt, giving her nurse a kiss there…

“Nice…” she murmured, between kisses, very nice. “

She kissed her way along Michaela’s thigh, along the curve of her ass, stroking her fingers gently along her thighs, up her ribcage, to her chest. Feeling, rubbing, stroking everywhere, while her mouth teased everything down below Michaela’s waist, making her thighs quiver with excitement and making her cock jump to attention, wanting more, needing more… 

And then she opened her pretty lips, gave more, took all of Michaela’s hard rod inside her dainty little mouth, swirling her tongue along the shaft, tickling the head, making Michaela moan and arch her body like a madwoman. 

“More baby, more… don’t stop!” 

Miranda had no intention of stopping, and she held Michaela in an iron grip. Her little nurse couldn’t have squirmed away if she’d have wanted to…of course, she didn’t…

Getting away was the furthest thing on her mind, actually, getting off, now that was another matter altogether… 

But, no, she couldn’t do that… but her body pumped forward, and she groaned as she almost shot her load right then… But, she couldn’t. She had to hold back, had to give Miranda some satisfaction first… sink in inside her, give her a couple of orgasms maybe, and then she could come with a clean conscience. 

And so, she tried to hold back, tried to pull away, but Miranda’s mouth was just too much for her and she couldn’t get away…and, as her body synched with Miranda’s hot, wet, mouth she found she didn’t really want to, anyway… all she wanted right now was…this…

And when she came, she tried to stop herself from shoving her cock down Miranda’s throat so hard, with each spasoming thrust…but it was impossible to even try, and so she went with it, and Miranda was taking it like a trooper, not seeming to mind a bit… and that made her happy… knowing she was big, and knowing she could have choked the poor girl… but Miranda was ready, and she was an expert at this…Michaela knew that from experience. Still, she always worried, at least until her body took over and gave her mind a damn break. 

And her body did take over…and it was freaking awesome. 

When she’d shot all her come she had, Michaela looked at her love, found Miranda looking at her with a look of adoration on her pretty face. 

Damn, her face was pretty now. It was always pretty; she always looked even prettier somehow when, in the throes of passion, her cheeks were pink, when her body sweated… when they melted together… 

Then was when Miranda looked the most beautiful. It made Michaela jealous, just a little bit, thinking about it. She would never be that beautiful. She could never be that beautiful. Could she? Not even with all the makeup in the world, all the tricks. Could she? 

 But, somehow the way Miranda was looking at her said different, the look she was getting right now said way different. It said she was beautiful. 

“That nurse outfit does things to me…” Miranda grinned, as soon as she could form words again. “Really great things. Don’t ever take it off…” 

She gave Michaela a stern look. “Ever.” 

“I’ll have to take it off sometime…” Michaela joked. “Besides, we got it all sticky,” 

“I don’t care!” Miranda pouted. 

Michaela leaned close again, enjoying the feel of skin on skin, hot and sweaty and absolutely perfect. 

“I have more…” Michaela kissed her. 

Then she gave her a big smile and pointed to the bag she’d brought home from her shopping trip.

“I got a black one….for when I want to be a really naughty nurse…” 

“Naughtier than this?” Miranda laughed. “I’m in.” 

Michaela giggled. 

“I have a pretty pink candy striper one…” 

“I can seduce my little innocent girl on those days…” Michaela gave her an evil wink. 

“That you can definitely do.” 

“I even have a red latex number in there that I think will make you feel a lot better quick.” 

She batted her lashes, making Miranda smile, take her hand. 

“I feel better already, baby, so much better…because you’re here with me.” 

“Really?” 

“Of course,” Miranda grinned. “How else am I going to get up all by myself and get that soup that smells so fabulous?” 

“Oh, you need me now, do you?” Michaela grinned. 

Then she turned, put a hand on her hip, cocked her head at her patient. 

“I see now… you’re just using me aren’t you? For my soup.” 

Miranda shook her head. “Never, baby.” 

She winked. “For your soup and…sex!” 

Michaela laughed. 

“Well, then, you can use me anytime you want, darling, absolutely anytime at all.” 

“You maybe shouldn’t make such promises when you’re gonna be stuck with me for two weeks…in bed!” 

Michaela grinned back mischievously, “the way I reckon, that’s the best time to make such promises…” 

Miranda grabbed her then, tried to pull her back into the bed, but Michaela pushed her away lightly. 

“Soup first, then sex,” she said, sternly. 

“Doctor’s orders.” 

“The doctor did not say that,” Miranda pouted. 

“Your nurse did, and you’d better mind her.” 

Miranda laughed, but she lay back on the bed resigned to do whatever her naughty little nurse wanted her to do. 
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