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STORY ONE:

SEXY NURSES HELP ME OUT

I wake up.

Slowly rising from the bed, I put my hands to my skull tenderly, feeling as though I’ve gone a few rounds with a brick wall in a head butting contest.

That’s weird, I think to myself. I didn’t have anything to drink last night.

Ambling along at an old man’s pace, I shuffle into the kitchen to get some coffee brewing. The place is pretty clean, I’m single but always prepared for female company, finding that I do better at winning their affections when I don’t look like a slob.

Reaching across the bench my vision goes momentarily blurry and I knock a rack of cups to the tiled floor, creating a terrible smash and sharp mess for my feet to navigate.

Not panicking, but definitely becoming very aware of my situation, I think that it may be better to sit down but everything gets a lot worse rapidly, and I’m just able to grab my phone and call emergency services before I black out, my last memories being that of the operator saying hello as the phone slips from my hand and I plummet to the ground.

*   *   *

I wake up again, this time in a room that seems too bright, my eyes dazzled into squints. As they become accustomed to the all-penetrating whiteness I can open them enough to take stock of my surroundings. It appears I’m in some sort of hospital, everything looks clinical and sterile, my bed sheets crisp, with a frame underneath keeping them off my lower torso, giving the appearance I’m sleeping halfway in a blanket lined box.

Feeling a buzzer to call for a nurse has been left in my hand, I give it a squeeze, shocked and a little frightened at how much effort it took to do such a simple action, being answered quite quickly by an attractive looking woman, her uniform complementing her already nice physique.

“Ah, good. You’re awake, Mr Smith.” She chirps in a bubbly fashion, with the kind of infectious happiness that could make a terminally ill 90 year old want to get up and do a jig. “I’ll just go and get Doctor Freiberg.” And before I can even open my mouth, she’s disappeared.

About 5 minutes later a pleasant if somewhat plain looking man enters the room, his face a good example for budding poker players, his expression telling me nothing.

“Good morning Mr Smith, and may I say, congratulations on still being in the land of the living! We thought you had left us on quite a few occasions, over these past few days.” Speaks Dr Freiberg, adding more questions to the pile that I already had for him.

“Wha…what happened?” I slur, again shocked at how feeble I seem, tired already.

“Well, in layman’s terms, Mr Smith, your body simply tried to stop working, all at once. We have found the cause to be a very rare blood disorder you have, so rare you’re the first case in this state, in fact.” He explains, then, sitting on a chair next to me continues.

“Now, we were able to save you, and we believe that there is nothing stopping you from living a happy and healthy life for many more years to come. But, there was a complication.”

Even though he had just said happy healthy life, at the sound of complication my blood freezes.

“It…is a sensitive issue.” he continues, seeming momentarily lost for words. “We had to give you very large doses of certain medications to combat the virus your blood disorder had allowed to thrive, and while it succeeded in neutralising and then destroying said virus, it also caused some other changes in your blood.” He takes a breath and finishes: “Mr Smith, quite simply, your penis is fully erect and we believe that it will never go down again for the rest of your natural life.”

“You what?” I exclaim, unable to process what’s just been said.

“I can understand your consternation, Mr Smith. And what I’m about to say isn’t an excuse, it's simply the truth. It was this or death. I have a few pamphlets for you to read when you’re feeling a bit stronger, not many though, I’m afraid. I will leave you alone now to get accustomed to your new situation, and I’ll be back a little later to check up on you.” Then he rises from the chair and exits, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

The first thing I want to do is lift the blankets and see my supposed permanent hard on with my own two eyes but I’m far too weak to raise my arms let alone my blankets. Strangely enough, one of the next things I think about is my wardrobe, I’ll have to go buy lots of long shirts and jumpers to cover my erection when I’m out in public, I can't very well go jogging anymore in my tank top and short shorts!

My mind continues to wander and bounce from situation to situation, putting myself in everyday events and then adding a boner to see how it works. Just before I fall back to sleep I have an epiphany as I realise what the future entails. “ I’m going to be aroused all the time. Everywhere I go, I’ll have a hard on,” I think to myself, “So, I guess it's just like going through puberty again!” and I chuckle to myself as sleep takes over...

*   *   *

I’m woken up from the sound of movement around my bed, and lifting my heavy eyelids I see two nurses fluttering around, one pulling the curtains closed around my bed, the other wheeling in some sort of table with a basin of hot water and cleaning utensils on it.

The nurse pulling the curtain closed is of Asian background, with an impossibly skinny waist. She looks about 26, her tight uniform hugging her fine form, wrapping itself nicely to the curve of her ass, the white of her uniform contrasting vividly to the deep tanned colour of her skin, most likely her parents or herself coming from an asian country close to the equator. Her C cup breasts are generous looking on such a small figure, her long, jet black hair tied back in a basic ponytail, her round face set with beautiful large almond eyes, giving her a very sensual, exotic appearance. A round little nose and thick dark lips finishing her off nicely.

The nurse at the table is older, about 40 but still just as tight looking, caucasian with thick, wavy brown hair, a very pleasant face with a sexy smile and bright blue eyes, her breasts are much larger, almost wanting to pop the buttons on her uniform’s front. A real hourglass figure, I surmise, with her woman’s hips breaking loose from her skinny waist, giving a perfect frame for her full ass to hang on. Her long legs looking firm with sexy powerful thighs.

“Uh...hi, ladies.” I drawl, my speech still slow and ponderous.

“Hello Mr Smith,” says Blue Eyes, “I see you're awake today, you’ve slept through the previous three sponge baths.”

“Slept through...three you say?” I ask, wondering if that means these ladies have seen my hard wang already.

Blue eyes must be able to read my expression because she answers: “Don’t worry, Mr Smith, we do this many times everyday, you have nothing to be embarrassed about.”

“Umm, ok,” I reply, “But please, call me Brad.”

“Ok Brad. Well, I’m Shelly, and this is Mai,” she says, gesturing to the other nurse, who gives me a smile, “Now, first we’ll remove these blankets...”

Shelly and Mai stand either side of the bed and pull back the blankets, all the way to the frame, which they lift and remove, leaving me lying there, naked and red-faced.

I take this opportunity to finally get a glimpse of my hard on. Holy Shit! I yell in my mind, it’s freaking huge! Whatever meds they gave me have filled my cock with more blood than it's ever had, it's never looked so full, so ready to burst open. For a second I forget about the nurses while I admire my new manhood, feeling a surge of pride, watching it tick to my heartbeat.

I feel a soft sponge on my chest as Shelly begins to wash me gently, while Mai moves and massages my legs, trying to discourage bedsores and the like. Shelly’s cleaning abilities are very good and I feel lucky that I’m already aroused because otherwise I would be getting a boner right now. Her large tits are in my face as she washes, her cleavage looking like a very nice place to rub one's cock.

Mai’s massage goes up my leg a bit higher and I feel how horny I’m getting, if I had the energy, I’d be jerking off after the ladies were gone. But as it is I’ll just have to lie here and dream for a bit.

Shelly’s sponging gets down to my stomach, and cleaning it with a circular motion accidentally brushes her hand against my knob, causing me to give a loud involuntary gasp, so intense is the feeling.

“Sorry Brad!” she says, genuine concern in her voice. “Did I hurt you?”

“No, it's all right,” I answer, “I just…can't believe how sensitive it is…down there.”

“Well, I don’t know if it’s particularly proper to tell you this, so to speak, but it is your
 penis after all so I will, but two days ago when I was cleaning you.” she says, pointing at my fat cock. “I only wiped it with the sponge a few times and you came! isn’t that right Mai?”

Mai nods her head. “Yes, you took Shelly quite by surprise, made her squeal a little!” she giggles, looking at my throbbing cock, then me.

“I only squealed because of the volume, Mai. I tell you Brad, I had to clean you all over again.” she says matter-of-factly, like she’s discussing the weather, not my explosive snake!

The way these two are able to joke and have a laugh while I lie here with a raging hard on tells me they’ve both probably seen a few things during their time in this hospital. For them, this really is just another day. I’m one of a dozen cocks they’ll probably see this shift. Perhaps the only one hard enough to bend steel around, but still. Their chatter while they clean me puts me at ease and I feel myself relaxing a little more.

In the back of my mind I’m getting the impression I could perhaps ask these girls to touch me there and that they’d oblige. But then again, maybe their mellow attitude and the way they’re making light of the situation is just to keep me relaxed, and I’ll end up with a slap or worse if I make an assumption on how easy they might be. But I’m so damn aroused, my cock is feeling painfully hard, I feel like I could nearly make myself cum just with willpower.

Summoning up the nerve, I look at Shelly with what I hope is an honest face, and ask her:

“Umm, Shelly, could you please give him…a good wash today? Please…don’t be angry, only…I have such pressure inside me…and it's very uncomfortable.”

Shelly looks at me then at Mai, who gives an almost imperceptible shrug of her shoulders, before answering, “Well, Brad, I would have washed him anyway, but since you asked so nicely, I think myself and Mai can give you a special wash, to help relieve you of your pain and suffering.”

Glad that I’m not getting a slap, I look on as Mai moves to the foot of the bed, grabs my legs and spreads them wide, giving her room to sit between them, which she does. She then takes a wet sponge from the table’s basin, and very lightly, wipes my upper inner thighs and then, to the sounds of my heavy breathing, my balls.

Such a simple action and yet so intense for me, I squeeze my eyes shut, trying not to bellow in ecstasy, my nuts filling me with the most extreme pleasure I’ve ever had, so concentrated its almost painful. It's similar in feeling to that jolt you get if a woman keeps jerking you off after you've come, especially if she teases the head, your whole body shuddering uncontrollably.

“Its ok, Brad.” Mai soothes,“ It will be over in just a moment, don’t worry.” her hand working the sponge over me, squeezing the sponge a little, causing a trickle of water to run down my scrotum, the feeling like a tickle going down my nuts.

“Ok Brad, I’m going to wash him now,” Shelly explains, “Don’t be embarrassed, just let it come out. We’ve both already seen him shooting, and you have nothing to be ashamed of, this isn’t your fault.”

“Mmm.” is about all I can say through clenched teeth, the feeling in my nuts stopping me from opening my mouth, for fear of yelling out in the hospital.

Re-dipping her sponge in the hot water, Shelly wipes my pelvis area, before looking at me and nodding, with a smile. She places the sponge at the base of my engorged shaft, filling it with heat from the hot water, hers and Mai’s squishing together.

My mouth clamped shut, I start breathing faster and faster through my nose as she delicately and teasingly runs the hot sponge up the length of my cock, filling my body with fire as it brushes again and again against my incredibly sensitive knob. Her hand taking it back to the base to do it all over again, Mai still wiping my balls.

On the fifth stroke I can't hold my mouth shut anymore and I gasp in total pleasure as my entire cock jerks and a thick rope of hot goo launches out, going up nearly a yard before splatting all over myself and Shelly, some even landing on Mai’s sponge hand, still rubbing as two more spurts erupt from my knob, adding to the sticky mess. My voice cracked as I moan, unable to move but seeing with astonishment the volume of my semen, just as Shelly had said.

With the smile of a job well done on her face, Shelly starts to wipe up all my come, off her arms and my stomach, Mai doing the same.

When I get my breath, I pant out a thank you to the ladies.

Getting clean sponges from the basin, Shelly tells me not to worry about it, as it’s all part of the job, before continuing with my ‘standard’ sponge-bath…….

After Shelly and Mai finish giving me my bath, they gently pat me dry with towels, then, after placing the frame back on the bed and draping my blankets back over it and myself, leave me alone and it's not long before I fall back to sleep, totally exhausted from my orgasm.

*    *   *

The next day at around the same time I’m roused from a semi-conscious state by Nurse Mai, who has walked in my room, wheeling the table with basin and sponges in front of her. Seeing me wake up, she gives me a smile, before turning around to grasp and start closing the curtains around my bed.

“How are we feeling today, Brad?” she asks as the curtains close, sealing us off from the outside world.

“I feel...great...but still can’t hardly...even lift a finger.” I tell her, every word still an effort.

“Well not to worry, going by your charts you’ll be fit as a fiddle in no time, and until then, we’re here to help you.” she says, starting to peel the blanket down and off the frame, once again exposing my throbbing cock to her.

Glancing at my manhood as she removed the frame that keeps the blanket off my midriff, she enquires: “Is is still hurting today down there? No better after yesterday’s help?”

“It was...much better, Nurse Mai, but...only for about 20 minutes...or so” I answer.

“Oh, that’s unfortunate, so you’ve been uncomfortable again all this time since I saw you yesterday?”

“Yeah, but after...a while you...almost get used to it.” I tell her. Her uniform isn’t helping me at all. It’s practically painted on it’s so tight, her petite but curvaceous body making my cock throb harder.

“No, that’s not good enough Brad, you shouldn't have to get used to it. We’re here to help you.” she says again, her eyes resting on my hard on for a few seconds, her hands grabbing a sponge and dipping it into the basin’s hot water.

From the sounds of it, Mai would have no problem with me requesting another ‘special’ sponge bath, and as soon as I ask, she nods her head and agrees happily.

Sponging my arms slowly, a thought seems to cross her mind.

“I wonder Brad, if giving you a better release would lead to you feeling better afterwards for longer?”

“Umm, I’m not sure I...know what you mean...Nurse Mai.” I answer.

“Well, from a medical point of view, it’s very interesting. Your penis is going to remain hard no matter the outcome, so perhaps it is the strength of the orgasm that will lead to relief?”

“You mean like...sponge me harder down there than...yesterday?” I ask, a small lump beginning to form in my throat.

“Possibly, that could be one test.” She says graciously before leaning in, her lips mere inches from my ear before continuing in a whisper, “But I was thinking about fucking you, actually”

In an instant my heartbeat quadruples and I find myself wishing I could move, so that I could grab this perfect looking Asian minx and bend her over right this moment and fuck her deep, my throbbing cock twitching in agreement.

Nurse Mai doesn’t miss this and chuckles quietly to herself. Her voice still low she speaks. “Oh my, look at him jerk about! I think he likes my suggestion, what about you, Mr Smith? Do I have your permission to come aboard?”

Unable to believe my luck I nod, then just to make sure say “Yes! Yes please!”

With a hungry smile Nurse Mai drops the sponge in the basin and turns her back to me. Bending over she hitches up her tight nurses uniform until her ass is exposed, her two perfect cheeks covered in a pair of sexy black lingerie panties. Looking over her shoulder with a smokey look, she hooks her thumbs in her panties and pulls them slowly down, exposing her tiny asshole and dark pussylips.

Hopping up onto the bed, all I can do in my weakened state is watch. I want to grab her ass so badly but all I can do it stare. Seeing my distress she soothes me with a smile and tells me that I will feel much better very soon.

Her feet planted on either side of me, I look up at her pussy, a small triangle of black hair crowning her tight looking slit. Still watching in happy wonder, she reaches down and opens her pussy for me, showing off how pink she is on the inside, contrasting sexilly with her deeply tanned skin. Rubbing herself a little she spreads her self lubricant around her snatch, getting it ready for my aching hard on.

Nurse Mai lowers her pussy towards my prick with a squat, leaning forward a little to steady herself with her hands on my chest. One hand reaches down and grabs my shaft, her tiny hand unable to fully wrap around my girth. Guiding my cock with her hand, she lowers herself onto me, my knob entering her with some resistance, her slick juices helping it penetrate her.

We both let out a sigh as she lowers herself deeper onto me, her pussy is very tight and I can feel it gripping my shaft as she pushes down further, keen to have my entire length inside her.

Watching enraptured, unable to move but feeling everything, Mai lifts and lowers herself onto my fat cock, a wet slap happening every time her bum makes contact with my thighs. I can’t believe how well she’s taking my entire length, I swear in a woman of her size I must be going up as far as her bellybutton. But take me she does, her body slamming down onto my cock faster and faster as she works herself to orgasm.

Changing position slightly, she gets off her feet and onto her knees, me still inside her. She unties her ponytail and long dark hair flows down onto me. She leans forward and starts kissing me feverishly as she bucks against my cock, her kisses trailing down  my neck and onto my chest.

Fucking me harder, about to come at any second I only now notice that Shelly is watching Mai fuck me, her head poking through the curtain, a broad grin on her face. Is she a lookout? Was Mai’s intention always to fuck me? 

I’ve never had an audience before and the kinkiness of it drives me over the edge and without warning I start coming, great spurts of my semen filly Mai’s tight little hole. My grunts and groans seeming to send Mai over the edge as moments later she starts to shake and I literally feel her pussy squeeze my cock as she convulses in orgasm, gibberish coming out of her mouth as she kisses me all over, her pelvis bucking her clit against me as she finishes.

We lie there for a few moments (me with no choice) as Mai gets her breath back, a hand playing distractedly with one of my nipples. Eventually she sits up, with me still fully inside her and slowly, oh so slowly, slides off my everhard cock. A long rope of my come dribbles out of her and splats onto my dick and balls, her pussy gaping a little as it slowly regains its elasticity from the serious stretching my girth has apparently given it.

As Mai gets off the bed and puts her panties back on before pulling her uniform back down over her tingling snatch, I notice that Shelly has stopped smiling and is staring hard at my cock, a flush of colour through her face. Her heavy bosom is rising and falling deeply, and she’s taking large gulps of air.

“Umm, Nurse Shelly...are you alright?” I ask, thinking she may be light headed or something.

She lets out a long breath and answers me. “Yes Brad, I’m fine. It's just that seeing Mai being so filled has really turned me on, and your big, proud erection is still just standing there, throbbing like a great big snake, waiting to have another victim...” she seems to be working herself into a horny frenzy, the flush in her cheeks deepening in colour, her breasts rising and falling more rapidly than a moment ago. “I was just keeping lookout for Mai, and obviously I wanted to see that thing in action for the fun of it, but now...I think I want it, but I’m married.”

“Uh, I could always…..have another release, if you don’t mind?” I offer, very much liking the idea of this older hottie getting it on with me! “And it’s not really cheating...if it’s just you...doing your job to help a patient in need.” I finish, knowing how ridiculous what I’m saying is, but she looks like she wants to be convinced and I don’t think it will take much to sway her onto my pole.

“Yes, I suppose you could use another release, but strictly for your benefit, not mine.” She answers with a sly grin and a wink, coming in through the curtain and standing next to Mai, both of them staring appreciatively at my manhood.

Her mind made up, she reaches under her uniform and a moment later has slipped out of her panties, simple white cotton ones, but sexy in an innocent kind of way…like what a ‘good girl’ would only wear.

“You’re going to have fun, Shelly.” Mai tells her, sitting next to me to enjoy the oncoming show, a gentle hand stroking my hair.

Shelly smiles knowingly as she mounts the bed and unbuttons her uniform slowly, watching my eyes, putting on this show for me. Obviously if she’s going to cheat to wants to make it worth it, I assume. Her uniform comes undone and she tosses it to the floor, her body as tasty as I imagined, her thick thighs smooth and her belly taut, leading to a completely smooth pussy. I would have guessed that Shelly would have a little hair down there, but her glistening lips are bare, puffy with lust and wet. Next she frees her large boobs, springing out of her brassiere with a fullness great for her age, her dark nipples engorged and erect.

“Mmm, Nurse Shelly, you’re very sexy...this patient looks forward to his release.” I tease playfully.

“Sigh, a Nurses job is never done.” She replies mock exasperated.

Our exchange over, she lowers herself down to my waiting pole, squatting over it, her swollen pussy lips looking in need of a good fucking. A trickle of her juices dribble from her sex and drip onto my eager knob.

Myself and Mai watch, wide eyed, as Shelly begins to impale herself on my massive tool, bobbing her body, to work herself down further and further onto my pole. The sensations of her silky slit buzzing my cock, sending deep pleasure throughout my entire body, I don’t think this is going to last too long, my cock tells me, my nuts wanting to tighten to fill her with my goo.

After a minute of working it in, my whole length is inside her, the tight feeling all around my dick implying that her pussy is quite full. My knob throbs deep inside her, wanting to blast her insides.

Shelly’s eyes wide, she looks at Mai and Mai smiles back, saying “It fills you, doesn’t it?”

Shelly nods happily, then starts to piston up and down my pole, the sucking feeling from the tightness feeling more like a deep throat blowjob than a fuck from a vagina, it’s so tight and intense.

I watch her large boobs bounce as she fucks me, their fullness giving them a very seductive way of moving, round and round almost, her swirling nipples trying to hypnotise me. Her pussy sucking on my cock with every upward thrust, all the way up, until it seems my knob will pop out of her wet snatch, but then down again, all the way down, my entire cock swallowed by her pussy, feeling its warmth from all angles.

Mai gets up from next to me and crawls up onto the bed behind Shelly, and a moment later I feel a delicate hand rubbing my balls while Shelly fucks me. Mai looks at me from over SHelly’s shoulder and smiles. Still watching me, her other hand wraps around Shelly, and slowly moves up to her pendulous breasts.

“If you could move your hands,” asks Mai, “Would you be playing with her boobs right now, like I am?” She says as she fondles Shelly’s huge mounds, pulling her nipples and tweaking them, Shelly sighing as she does so.

“Yes...I would. So hot!” Is all I can manage. The sensations in my cock and the sexyness of watching one woman fondle another taking all my brain power.

“Mmm, yes, I bet you would, you monster cocked stud.” Mai purrs, kissing Shelly’s neck and shoulders, all the while looking me in the eyes, driving me closer to the edge.

Shelly fucks me for only another minute before I can feel my come preparing to launch, Mai seems to be able to sense this because she sees my breathing getting faster, so she rubs my balls more vigorously, encouraging me to come nice and hard inside Shelly.

“I’m going to blow...” I tell them, Shelly’s pistoning on my pole getting faster and faster with each passing second.

“Ooh…give me…20 more seconds...Brad, and we can…come together...” she gasps, her eyes screwed shut, her own orgasm pending.

Wanting to come with her, I hold on as long as I can, but then unable to hold any longer I let out a loud grunt as I blow deep inside her, pasting her inner walls with hot semen, my whole body on fire as my orgasm tears through me, my cock twitching violently as I spurt length after length of hot semen inside her….

Shelly’s now fucking me as hard as she can, she pistons herself like crazy, her pussy slurping and slopping now that its full of my seed, dribbles of it leaking out, lubing her already soaking wet snatch even more so, I feel her pussy contract around my thick member and she impales herself as deeply as she can on my pole and holds it there, grinding her pussy and clit against me as her orgasm opens its gates and floods her with pleasure, Mai playing with her boobs the whole time.

“OHHH, FUUUUCK! Oh, oh, oh, fuck!” she lets out as wave after wave goes through her swollen pussy, “Oh Brad! Fuck! Oh, Oh.” her pussy drenching my crotch in juice, she squirts, my cock feeling her pussy wash it in warm female orgasm.

Her orgasm finally over, she slumps against me for a moment, a contented purr escaping her throat.

“I told you you’d have fun.” Mai observes with a cheeky grin, her hand finally stops its teasing of my balls and she gets down off the bed.

“Mmm.” Shelly and myself both murmur at the same time.

As with Mai, I’m still deep inside Shelly, my inability to move meaning my cock leaves her when she chooses. Looking at me with a grin like a Cheshire cat, she kisses me deeply and I return it, our tongues flicking against one another. She starts moving up and down on my cock, grunting into my mouth as she does so, her grunts rapidly increasing until just 30 seconds later she’s coming again, her hips bucking as she comes, her mouth still locked with mine, her arms wrapped around me while she finishes herself off on me.

Next to the bed, I hear Mai give a small giggle. “Haha, holy shit, Shelly!”

Her second orgasm over, Shelly’s lips unclasp from mine and she looks at me approvingly. “You magnificent bastard.” She coo’s. I think it might be a movie reference or something.

Regaining her breath, Shelly dismounts and slowly puts her clothes back on, her legs a little unsteady, and her face a lot flushed. Looking over my sticky crotch, she quips: “I think we’re going to have to give you a sponge bath again Brad!” she says, seeing all the juices over my body.

Mai agrees and reaches for a sponge.

This time they are able to sponge my (obviously) still hard cock clean without it going off, progress! Once cleaned, dried and covered back up in frame and warm blankets, they sit on the bed on either side of me, all smiles and stroking my hands.

“I’m sure you understand Brad,” Says Shelly, “That it would be best for all of us if this didn’t go any further than the three of us?”

“Of course...Shelly. My lips...are sealed.” I tell her, truthfully. Why would I want to get these two angels in trouble after what they’ve done for me?

“And I see no reason why this couldn’t happen again, when possible.” says Mai, looking at Shelly after saying this. Shelly nods in agreement.

“Going by your charts, you might be our guest for at least a few weeks,” Says Shelly, “And I’d certainly like to have my cobwebs cleaned out again by your monster cock, if you can promise to keep this a secret. I have a husband that really doesn’t need to know about a man I just fucked with a cock twice the size of his!”

“That sort of thing...could put a strain...on things, certainly.” I joke ironically, but in slow motion because of my lack of strength.

“I know it’s wrong but who can pass up this sort of opportunity?” Shelly asks, but more to herself, her hand waving in my cocks general direction. Then, looking at Mai, “And don’t think I didn’t notice you playing with my tits while I was in the heat of the moment, you whore!” but she says this with a smile and I can see that these two are good friends, although maybe the younger Mia has been thinking of Shelly at a deeper level than Shelly has been of her.

“What can I say Shelly? I’ve wanted to see what boobs that big would feel like since I first saw them! Sorry not sorry.” She answers, also with a smile.

“You have very soft hands, Mia.” Shelly replies, their eyes looking deep into one another while I watch this budding lesbian romance happen before my eyes. My cock approving with a twitch.

“Anyway Brad, we’d better get on with our shifts, but play it right and we’ll see you again tomorrow for your sponge bath, and hopefully more.” Mai says, giving my hand a gentle squeeze. Then both her and Shelly lean in a give me a kiss on the cheek, Shelly then quickly locking lips with me one more time.

Getting up off the bed, the two of them put on their Nurse faces and open the curtains, collecting the sponges and wheeling the table/basin out of the room, giving me one last wink and a smile as they go.

Exhausted but very satisfied, I lie there (duh) and replay the ‘sponge bath’ over in my head, amazed at how good it was and already getting excited for tomorrow. Not being able to move sucks, but if this is the universe's way of evening up the scales, I think I’ll be coming out of this ahead!

END

--------------------------------------------

STORY 2:

NURSE NEEDS A SAMPLE

Previously:

Brad, our protagonist has a rare blood disease and recently nearly died, but Doctors were able to save him in the nick of time. However, a side effect of their treatment is that Brad now has a permanent erection, and according to all the science so far, it looks like it will never go down. At the moment he is also unable to move, although he can feel everything. So far he has already found himself at the receiving end of the gentle attentions of two Nurses, Shelly and Mai, who had been sponge bathing him each day and eventually gave in to temptation and each took a ride on the permanent erection that Brad now sports. This is a secret between the three of them as Shelly is married and both ladies don't want to lose their jobs. And now, a few days later...

*   *   *

Today is turning out to be pretty much like yesterday, and the day before it. Unable to move I find myself staring at the TV, drifting in and out of sleep every hour or so. I still feel incredibly weak although yesterday afternoon I was finally able to wiggle my fingers a little bit. It's a tiny amount of progress but it is progress nonetheless. Still unable to do anything as drastic as lift my hands, but at least now I can press the button on the remote to change channels, although even doing that drains me after a few presses.

Every now and then someone will come in to check up on me, check the chart, add to the chart, and leave. For the last two days a burly male nurse has been moving my legs and such to keep my body moving and to prevent bedsores, and also administering my sponge baths, making me miss Shelly and Mai and their much more...thorough cleaning of my body. I haven't seen them since Tuesday, I guess it's their weekends or something.

Thinking about nothing much and staring at a show about repossessing dogs or training bounty hunters how to eat politely, I don't know, I fall back into a deeper sleep...

What feels like about an hour later I wake up, partially, hearing voices beside my bed. Opening my eyes a little I can see Dr Freiberg, the man who first told me of my permanent erection, speaking with a nurse I don’t recognise, though whom I instantly register in my mind as 'Blonde Model'. About 28 years old, I‘d guess, with slender, long tanned legs leading to a body with the dimensions of a swimsuit model. Thin, but not unattractively skinny, her breasts of a similar size to Mai’s C cups. Long straight blonde hair and a pretty face with large eyes and pouty red lips. She stands nodding to the Doctors instructions, a small medical carry bag held in her fine-boned hands.

Still groggy, I don’t catch all of what they are saying, although I do hear the word 'sample' a couple of times. The good Doctor finishes talking and leaves the room, leaving me with Blonde Model.

"Mr Smith?...Mr Smith?” she says, her small hand lightly patting my shoulder. “Can I talk to you for a moment, please?”

Seeing her name tag, I reply, "Yes, Sarah?”

“I’m sorry about this intrusion, but Doctor Freiberg requires that you give a semen sample, so I’m here to give you a few utensils to help and to take the sample to the Doctor.” she explains, opening her carry bag.

Sarah then hands me (well, places into my limp hand) a small container with screw on lid, presumably for the ‘sample’ and after moving the TV remote, a small tube of lubricant in the other hand, then places a couple of porn magazines on the bedside table. Closing the curtains around my bed, she tells me she will wait on the other side until I am finished.

She steps outside of the curtain while I lay there for a minute, trying to summon the energy to lift the container, and get my other hand under the blankets to my pulsing cock, but I’m still too weak to do either.

“Uhh…Nurse? Sarah?” I say, wondering how to describe my situation to her.

“Yes, Mr Smith?” she chirps, poking her head through the curtain and frowning when she sees I haven’t moved at all.

“Sorry, but I can't move my arms…or anything else for that matter.” I tell her.

“Oh,” she says, walking to the front of my bed and looking at my charts and paperwork, “Oh, of course, How thoughtless of me, I really should have checked these first. I do apologise Mr Smith”

“You don’t...have to apologise. I guess you’ll have to come back…in a few days when I can move...under my own steam again.” I say.

No, no, we can't wait. Doctor Freiberg needs the sample today for some tests, and to help them try and isolate what exactly caused this condition.” she tells me.

If I could I’d be giving a shrug to say I can’t help, but I can’t even shrug. “Sounds urgent.” I say in my missing shrug’s place.

“Well, I think that because your condition is so rare, you’re going to be a bit of a guinea pig, actually.” She says, openly.

“Umm, so what now then?” I ask, seeing where this could be going and liking it. Very much.

“Well,” She starts but then falters, before continuing, “In reality, you’re going to need to be ‘milked’, Mr Smith.” she finishes, biting her bottom lip, and if I’m not mistaken, growing a little bit of her blush on her cheeks.

“Err, do you mean what I think you mean?” I say, deciding to approach this from the angle of innocent ignorance.

“I’m afraid so, Mr Smith.” Sarah answers, seemingly now having trouble looking me in the eyes. Her blush goes a few shades darker.

She stands there for a few seconds quietly, seemingly lost in her own thoughts, before she lifts her head, her internal monologue, whatever it is, having come to a decision. Squaring her shoulders she makes her way to the foot of my bed.

“I do apologise Mr Smith, this must be very uncomfortable for you.” She says, her hands resting on the blanket near my unmoving feet.

“Honestly...don’t worry about it. If this is what’s...needed to help me get better...then so be it. And please...call me Brad.” I tell her, acting all understanding and sensible about the situation when inside all I can think is, basically: Yippee!

“Ok then, Brad. I’ll get started now if you don’t mind.” She says, finally looking me in the eye, if only for a moment.

Lifting up and folding over the blankets at the foot of the bed over the frame, Sarah exposes my lower torso to herself but not to me, all I can see is a big square of cloth before me with Sarah’s chest, shoulders and head poking above it. Although she tries to be subtle, I hear her take in a small sharp breath as she is greeted by my pulsing manhood for the first time. I don’t blame her, he’s a pretty full specimen nowadays. The side effects have created a real monster between my legs. I can only imagine him twitching at her right now, as I find myself watching her attractive face react to his length and girth. Once again, she starts biting her lower lip.

She grabs the container and tube of lube from my unmoving hands and I feel but don’t see her rest the container on my stomach. Reaching into her bag she comes out with some thin rubber gloves and puts them on, the classic snap as she lets go of the glove’s sleeve reminding me of many films of the past. This done, she grabs the lubricant and squeezes a generous amount of the slippery substance into her right palm.

“Would you like me to open up one of those magazines and lean it against the frame, so you can look at it while I do this?” she asks, nodding towards the porno mags.

“No thank you,” I reply, “If I may be so bold…I wont need them, with you touching me, you’re...very attractive. Actually…I think you could be a…model.” As I say this I wonder if it's totally appropriate or not, but what the hell, she’s about to jerk me off anyway, if I can't be blunt now then when?

Sarah looks at me blinking for a few seconds before her face opens up into a wide grin. Tossing her hair over her shoulder with a flick of her head she speaks, her blush spreading down to the top of her chest, and presumably lower, but her uniform stops me from knowing for sure.

“You’re a very smooth man, Brad. I’m sure you did very well for yourself with the ladies before this.”

And with that, her lubed hand grasps my shaft and I breathe out long and slow as she gently massages my girth, her eyes watching me watching her.

Stroking me slowly, working the lube around my entire manhood. She asks: “I’m not hurting you am I? It’s not too intense?”

“No...no...it’s fine, absolutely...fine.” I let out, watching her boobs shake a little as she pumps my cock up and down.

Speeding up, the only sounds being that of her slippery hand as it pistons on my length, I can feel myself already wanting to come. Her grip is perfect, her hand job skills amazing.

“Please make sure you warn me when you’re going to achieve climax, Brad.” She tells he, her eyes feasting, I assume, on my cock as she works it.

“Actually...pretty close already.” I pant, my balls rising and my crotch beginning to become the center of my universe, my brain unable to think about or feel anything else.

“Ok, Brad.” she says, then her left hand grabs the container and holds it over my knob, to catch it when it erupts with jizz. Her right hand speeds up even more and I find myself getting lightheaded from the pleasure she’s able to coax in my with just a hand.

Involuntarily I screw my eyes shut as my come blasts out of me, my cock jerking wildly in Sarah’s firm grip as more semen than the container can hold exits my shaft in pulsing gushes, causing a sticky mess of come all over my crotch and her hands.

“Oh! Oh my!...Oh!” she exclaims, trying to stay professional as each squirt of my hot white liquid launches from my cock, taking her by surprise with its volume.

Screwing the cap on the full container, semen all over its outside as well, she looks at me, flushed but smiling. “Wow, Brad, I must say I had no idea so much semen could come from one orgasm!”

“Neither...did I,” I rasp, “You...did very well. Haha.” And with that I give her a slow wink.

Smiling and looking away, Nurse Sarah comes over all professional again, grabbing paper towels and cleaning my cock and balls, and all the splashes of come that made it out of the container and smeared my belly and crotch. Grabbing more paper towels, she wipes the outside of the container and her hands, before finally taking off the rubber gloves and putting them and the now somewhat soggy paper towels into a trashcan.

Taking hold of my blankets, she lowers them back down over the frame and my legs, covering up my currently satisfied but still fully engorged cock. Opening up the curtains that gave us privacy before picking up her bag and the sample container, she gives me a nod and a smile before making her way out of the room. 

Well, I think to myself, that was something! The afterglow of my orgasm still buzzing through me, I go back to half heartedly watching the TV, although Sarah has left the remote out of my hand and I’m still unable to move my hand enough to grab it. Luckily the program that’s on isn’t too bad and I pass about an hour watching it. As the credits roll I feel my eyelids getting heavy and a minute later I’m falling back to sleep.

*   *   *

I wake up a short while later to the gentle sound of the curtain being drawn around my bed. Looking at who is doing it, I see that it’s Nurse Sarah. She looks over her shoulder to see that I’ve awoken and gives me a wicked grin as the curtain fully encloses us in our own little world together.

“Another...sample?” I ask her, assuming they need more of my baby batter.

“That’s correct, Brad.” She answers, pulling down my blankets. But this time she removes the blankets completely, folding them up and sitting them on the chair next to my bed. Drinking in the sight of my exposed cock with her hungry eyes, she then lifts the frame that keeps the blankets from rubbing against my shaft off the bed and places it quietly on the floor.

Now lying on the bed completely exposed and helpless and can’t help but notice that Sarah doesn’t have her little bag this time, although I do see her pull a small tube of lube out of her uniform’s pocket.

She’s just standing there, next to my bed, staring at my throbbing manhood. She reaches out one hand and places it on my lower leg, then slowly her fingertips trail up, running over my thigh and brushing over my balls, making me shiver in a good way.

“Can you keep a secret, Brad?” She asks, her fingertips slowly tracing along my shaft. Up and down. Up and down.

If only you knew, I think to myself, remembering my fun with Nurses Shelly and Mai, “Sure.” I answer.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about your dick since I got that sample,” she admits, “And knowing that the whole time I’ve been out there working, it’s still just sitting there, hard as ever between your legs. It’s so big and fat, such a shame to waste.”

“I’d be lying if I said...that I hadn’t also thought...about you, Sarah,” I flirt, “You’re the hottest...Nurse I’ve ever seen!”

“Would you like me to unbutton my uniform a little, Brad?” She asks, her free hand already on her top button, toying with it.

“Very much!” I reply.

Biting her lip again, she undoes the top three buttons of her uniform, the last button letting her boobs push free of her tight outfit, a sexy black and lacy brassiere holding them together, giving her ample cleavage.

Watching me stare at her perfect tits, she squeezes a dollop of lube into her palm and starts to rub her hands together, to warm it up. She’s not wearing gloves this time, I notice. The lubricant suitably heated, she grasps my shaft with one hand and starts jerking me off softly, her other hand fondling my full balls as she does so.

“I can’t believe how hard you are,” She whispers, to me or my cock though, I’m not sure.

Watching her hand as it makes its way up and down my shaft, I follow her other hand with my eyes as it leaves my balls and goes to her uniform, where it starts to undo the rest of her buttons. Moments later her dress falls open and I see Sarah is wearing matching sexy panties to go with her brassiere. They are very small, barely enough to cover her lips and any hair, if she has any.

“Do you like that, Brad?” She asks, her undressing hand going back to my balls, “Do you like seeing my underwear?”

“Mmm, yes.” I tell her, my cock sending me buzz after buzz of pleasure from her oiled hands.

“Would you like to see my breasts?”

“Yes, Sarah.”

Once again taking her hand from my balls, Sarah reaches under her open uniform and behind herself to unclasp her bra. Unclasped , she lifts her bra up over her breasts, exposing her pink and erect nipples to me. They’re standing straight out and look hard enough to hang your keys on!

Seeing me ogle, she smiles wider, sensing the lust in me, albeit lust I can’t do much about, immobile as I am.

“Would you like to kiss them, Brad?” She asks me, breathless with her own lust, her hand never stopping its pumping of my shaft.

“Mmm, yes.” I repeat.

Leaning down, bringing her chest close to my face, my lips grab a nipple and I kiss it, before sucking it deeply, my tongue swirling around it. Sarah moans at this and eggs me on to suck harder which I do. Her cock jerking becomes a little more urgent as I lightly graze her nipple with my teeth, teasing her.

“Mmm, that feels so good, Brad,” She whispers close to my ear, before standing back up, “Do you want to see how wet you make me?”

“Yes,” I croak, my excitement building even higher, ‘“Show it to me.”

Sarah reaches down and with a little movement, pulls her panties to one side, exposing her sex to me. She’s completely bald, her pussy lips puffy and enflamed, her labia minora visible. The entire area is slick with her juices, and even as I watch I see a small drop form and start slowly hanging from her, before her fingers collect it and she smears it over her pussy, rubbing herself wildly while I watch, enraptured with the display.

“Do you like it, Brad?” She asks.

“It looks...so tasty, Sarah,” I tell her, “I wish...I could get my mouth...on it”

In a flash Sarah is climbing on the bed, her knees on either side of me, her face close to my cock and her swollen pussy above my face, glistening at me.

Wordlessy, she takes my cock in her mouth and starts sucking my fat head, loud slurping noises accompanying her efforts. A moment later, she lowers her pussy onto my face, coating me in her slippery self lubricant. It’s all I can do to lick her pussy as she grinds herself against my mouth, pressing hard against me with her pelvis. My entire face is covered with her sex and I can’t move, but I’ve never been happier. I’m not eating her out, she’s fucking my face!

Her mouth disengages from my cock and she sits up, still on my face. She bucks a few times before lifting herself just enough for me to take a breath, which I gratefully do. Lowering herself back onto my face she starts grinding and bucking wildly, really fucking my mouth with her pussy.

“You like that, Brad? You like me fucking your face with my pussy?” She asks, through what sounds like clenched teeth.

“Mmm!” is all I can answer, my tongue lashing her lips as they slide back and forth over my mouth.

“Oh, fuck!” Sarah gasps, and she grabs at my cock desperately and squeezes the shaft as her orgasm hits, her pelvis shuddering uncontrollably on my face, her pussy exploding a fresh salvo of juices on and in my mouth. I can actually feel her twitching pussy on my tongue as she tenses her ass cheeks and grinds out her orgasm on me, treating my face like it was some pillow she was humping.

Her orgasm over, Sarah leaves her wet pussy resting on my face, her delicious musk filling my world, while she regains her breath. I can see it pulsing from this close up, it’s so sexy.

“Ooh, you’re a very well behaved patient, Brad,” She says, sounding very relaxed now, “I think you should be rewarded, don’t you agree?”

“Mmm.” I once again reply into her pussy, unable to do much else.

Getting up off my face, Sarah turns around. Then she’s back on top of me, her breasts resting on my chest and her gorgeous face close to mine, her legs open and partially wrapping around mine. I feel her questing hand grab my knob and guide my manhood into her as she pushes herself onto my cock, a deep moan escaping her as she does so. I close my eyes and enjoy the feeling as her tight snatch gobbles up my manhood.

Working her pelvis round and round she begins to fuck herself on my pole, her juices smearing themselves all over my aching crotch. We start to kiss and she wraps her arms around me too, again using me like I’m a large pillow for her to wrap herself around and grind against for her pleasure.

The seal of her pussy, tight around my shaft, milks me like crazy and I know it won't take long for my load to want to come out. Her lips locked to mine, she’s pressing against me all over, grinding her entire body against me. She smells and feels so good, her little moans, made deep in her throat, driving me wild.

“Gonna...come soon.” I warn her, my mouth breaking away from hers for just a moment.

“Of course! I told you I needed another sample didn’t I, Brad? Just deposit it straight inside me.” she pants in answer.

Hearing her say that drives me over the edge and I my cock starts to jerk, my load moments away, my balls rising and my head swimming.

“I’m coming!” I grunt as the first spurt of my load exits my cock and pastes the inside of Sarah’s pussy. My cock twitching again and again as ropes of come shoot out of me, my entire shaft buried deep in Sarah, her gripping sex coaxing every last drop out of my cock as, even finished, still pulses inside her.

Still trying to catch my breath, Sarah’s mouth locks back onto mine and starts kissing me ferociously and she redoubles her efforts on my cock with her body. I may have come but he’s not going down and she knows it, intending to have an orgasm of her own, not on my mouth this time, but with my girth inside her.

Bouncing on my cock, pressing against it, her ass flexing and unflexing like crazy as she squeezes herself on my pole, her arms grab me even tighter and suddenly she’s grunting into my mouth as she comes again, her whole body shaking, her pussy trembling around my cock as her climax flows through her. Her body going stiff as it rolls out, she then turns to jelly on top of me.

A long slow exhale follows, her lips once again finally unlocked from mine. Her sex still impaled on my length, she puts her chin in one hand, looking down at me with a sloppy grin. I smile back and flex my cock a couple of times, enjoying watching her eyes widen as her entire pussy feels my twitching member inside her.

After a full minute of just lying there and enjoying our after sex glow, Sarah slides off my cock with a sigh and straightens up her undwear, before buttoning up her uniform again. Sitting on the side of the bed she pats my leg and rubs it, seemingly still very relaxed from her orgasm and not really wanting to go back to work just yet.

“That was...so fucking good.” I tell her, to break the silence.

“Mmm, I know, I could just curl up next to you and go to sleep for a while now, Brad.” She answers with a purr in her voice.

“I wouldn’t mind.” I tell her with a wink.

“Ha! If only…” she says, trailing off, “Right!” she exclaims, getting up and grabbing the frame, “Time to make you presentable, Mr Smith.”

And with that Nurse Sarah puts my frame back on, before neatly placing the blankets back over me, but not before giving my cock one last playful pump with her soft hand. Tucking me in, she leans close and says: “I might need more samples from you in the future, Mr Smith.” finishing with a wink.

“Of course,” I reply, “Anything to help the lovely staff here do their job.”

Coming a little closer, Sarah gives me one final kiss, lingering and warm, before opening the curtains, and with a wave, leaving me alone again.

Almost unable to believe my luck, I lick my lips, and get the sexy flavor of Sarah’s pussy juice back on my tongue. Yep, it was real all right.

END

--------------------------------------------

STORY 3:

ROOKIE NURSE GETS A HANDFUL

Previously:

Brad, our protagonist has a rare blood disease and recently nearly died, but Doctors were able to save him in the nick of time. However, a side effect of their treatment is that Brad now has a permanent erection, and according to all the science so far, it looks like it will never go down. He was also unable to move, although he can feel everything. So far he has found himself at the receiving end of the gentle attentions of two Nurses, Shelly and Mai, who had been sponge bathing him each day and eventually gave in to temptation and each took a ride on the permanent erection that Brad now sports. This is a secret between the three of them as Shelly is married and both ladies don't want to lose their jobs. Then, a few days later, a nurse by the name of Sarah was required to extract a sperm sample from Brad, only to come back a short while later and have her way with him, her libido inflamed after tugging on Brad’s permanent and impressively proportioned cock. And now, with Brad’s ability to move his limbs slowly returning, we join him the next morning...

*   *   *

I wake up the next morning feeling refreshed and stronger. I don’t realise just how much stronger until it hits me that I’m scratching my face. I look at my hand and flex it: it’s slow, but it's working again!

The next thing that hits me is how full my bladder is. I assume with my returning strength I’ll get to the toilet under my own steam, so I pull the blankets down off my body, saying good morning to my ever hard cock, but cant lift my body off the bed, no matter how much I try. It seems I still have a way to go before I’ll be jogging and the suchlike again.

At least I can relieve myself now without help I think to myself as I scan around for the pee bottle, feeling around with my hands over the bed but unable to locate it anywhere...after a moment I conclude that it’s probably not to be found due to the fact that the whole time I’ve been here I’ve needed assistance, so the nurses wouldn’t leave one handy.

I stop looking for the bottle and grab the help buzzer instead, giving it a press. A minute or so later a beautiful young lady in the basic uniform of a trainee nurse walks into the room, gasping a little when she sees my massive cock standing to attention in plain view as I didn’t put the blankets back over it. She tries very hard not to look at it as she comes to my bedside, but I see her make more than one fleeting glance at it.

“Umm, yes Mr Smith, can I be of assistance?” she asks, her eyes firmly on my left ear.

I read her name tag before answering, “Yes, Angie. I really need to use the bathroom, so to speak, could you please bring me one of those pee bottle things?”

“Certainly, Mr Smith.” she answers and turns to go, her eyes flitting over my cock, my eyes on her shapely ass as she leaves.

While I wait I think about the pretty girl whose fetching my pee bottle. She looks very fresh faced, she can't be older than nineteen. Her skin is flawless and the colour of dark chocolate, and her breasts look promising (man I love these uniforms). Her body has the natural litheness of a true teenager, her long legs ending with a round rump that looks as tasty as it is firm.

Soon Angie returns with my bottle, asking if I’ll need help as she reads on my chart that I’m unable to move. I tell her I’ve regained a little strength as I hold out my arms to demonstrate, and she gives me the bottle. I put the opening of the bottle over my knob and get ready to piss, but it's awkward because at this angle its going to run back out as soon as it’s a quarter full. I can move my arms but my crotch is still ignoring my commands, I need to move my pelvis a little to the side. Seeing my frustrations, Angie again offers assistance.

“Yes please, Angie. Could you kind of tilt my lower half a little onto its side?” I reply and ask.

She nods, and still trying to keep her eyes averted from my cock, goes to the other side of the bed and lifts me slightly under my butt, keeping it propped up with a couple of spare pillows. It’s a bit better but I’ll need both hands to hold the bottle, it's going to get heavy and I’m still pretty weak in the arms, I need to get my cock to point downwards towards the mattress a little, not straight at my belly button as it appears to now always want to do.

“Angie, could you please point my penis down more into the bottle? I can't I’m afraid.”

She doesn’t vocalise an answer but a second later I feel it as she climbs onto the bed behind my butt, leaning over my pelvic area to reach down and gingerly grab my cock with a soft hand, pushing it down so I can piss.

I can see her face over my shoulder. She has her eyes closed, and her mouth is also pursed shut, breathing through her nose. Her hand holding my dick very lightly, and her breath is getting deeper and longer. Her actions are telling me she’s probably not had much contact sexually with men yet.

I finally start to piss, her hand reflexively tightening around my shaft as it shakes with the release. I hold the bottle but my eyes are staying on her, she seems quite embarrassed to be doing this. It’s a bit of a turn on, seeing a young woman unable to look at my cock, although her grip on my pole is getting tighter. I think she’s daydreaming, her eyes closed and her mind wandering, I wonder what she’s thinking right now?

I want to get her talking, mainly about cocks, to see if I can get her interested in a bit of fun with me, so to lighten the mood I make a quip, “I bet you didn’t think you would be doing this when you woke up today, eh Angie?”

Angie coughs a little as I rouse her from her daydream, “Uh, no Mr Smith.”

“Please, call me Brad. If you can hold my penis, I’m sure we can be on a first name basis with each other.” I say.

Angie nods but doesn’t open her eyes.

“Don’t be embarrassed Angie, look at it from my perspective. Can you guess how many people have touched him in the last few days? Its flabbergasting!”

Angie mouth opens a crack as she laughs a little and finally lets her eyes open and drop to my cock, still peeing slowly. “Yes, I suppose you would of received quite a lot of attention lately.” she says, her fingers moving ever so slightly on my pole.

Seeing a potential chance I press on: “Tell me Angie, honestly now, what do you think of him?”

Angie’s breathing increases but her eyes don’t leave my cock. It appears now that she has my blessing to look at it, she’s not going to waste the opportunity. “Um...Brad, I’m only eighteen so I haven’t really seen any...umm...you know, in real life, to compare...but it’s the biggest I’ve ever seen including the internet and stuff.” She answers.

My piss coming to an end, I ask her to get the last few drops out but she looks at me quizzically, and I realise she really is quite inexperienced with cocks, probably had a few 3 second wonders crawl on top of her at parties, but never had a chance to really play with a fat shaft. I explain to her that to get the last few drops out you need to ‘squeeze’ the remaining urine out.

Angie’s grip on my cock tightens and she begins to stroke me, slowly from base to bottle edge, I let her continue, well after all the pee is gone, enjoying the look of studious student on her face, after a full minute she looks at me and asks if that was correct.

“Angie, that was excellent, but if I may be blunt, you were more jerking me off than anything.” I answer, stepping it up a notch.

“Oh, I’m sorry. It’s just you didn’t say stop.” She answers.

I notice that Angie’s hand is still wrapped around my pole, squeezing it. I don’t think she even realises what she’s doing. Very carefully I put the bottle on the ground, reaching down over the bed.

After a moment or two Angie realises where her hand is, and with a gasp quickly draws it away, embarrassed.

“Don’t be embarrassed Angie.” I say, wanting to soothe her. “ It's not surprising you’re intrigued by my penis, they’re still a strange object to you I’m guessing, just like when I first saw a naked woman, I didn’t ever want to stop looking!”

Angie smiles at this and replies, “I must admit, it's very interesting to see one up close, it's so hard and hot to touch...but this isn’t a professional attitude, I must be neutral if I want to become a full nurse one day.”

“See one up close? So you’ve really never been intimate with a man before?” I ask her, making sure to use a safe word like ‘intimate’.

“No, my every waking moment is studying.”

“That’s very admirable of you. I wasn’t anywhere near as controlled when I was eighteen.” I reply with a grin.

“Not that I don’t want have fun with my friends…” She trails off, almost a little sadly.

“Well, I tell you what, Angie. If you want, you can play and learn with my penis and it will be our little secret, no one needs to know.” I tell her, thinking that she doesn’t need to know about the ‘professional’ attitude of half the staff here!

She purses her lips slightly while her mind thinks about my proposition. Not wanting to lose the initiative, I press on, “Think of it as on the job training. You need to learn about anatomy at some point, so what could be better than a happy and willy patient? You can do whatever you want, take your time, touch it, stroke it, or anything else you think of...go on Angie, feel my balls.”

She looks at me for a moment, then makes her decision, her hand sliding down to my balls and cupping them, weighing them in her hand, an inquisitive little smile on her face as her thumb gently rolls over them. Still kneeling behind my butt, her other hand reaches over me also and, tentatively at first, wraps around my cock, her palm soft and warm.

It’s so hot.” she says with a flourish. “And I can feel it beating, like a heartbeat.” she continues, genuine surprise in her voice.

Her naiveness towards a cock is quite a turn on, seeing her face, so enraptured with my pole, watching and looking at every little detail, her lower torso now pressing against my butt where she’s kneeling against me, her pelvis grinding on me, her own sexual urges apparently rising too. The hand on my shaft begins to pump, slowly but steadily, her grip firm and lustful.

I can feel her pubic mound rubbing against my butt, the heat apparent even through knickers and uniform, her teenage hormones probably making her cunny absolutely saturated in her sweet juices.

Her shaft hand pumping, now the hand on my balls gently massages, one ball at a time, rubbing the scrotal skin, her face showing deep interest at the ‘bizarre’ way it moves around under her roving fingers.

My own sexual urges high again on my chart of things to feel, My arms mobile again, I want to grab her firm looking ass, my hand snakes out and gropes her ass cheek, squeezing it a little to test its firmness, a test it passes with flying colours. I push her grinding body against me a bit harder, her pubic mound gyrating against my butt more frantically by the minute. Angie’s jerking off of my cock, though amateur, is doing a good job of getting me more and more aroused. At least in mind, as it's about as long and hard as it could ever be, ever.

“You can put your hand under my uniform, Brad, if you want.” she tells me, her firm ass tensing every few seconds with her forward grinds.

Needing no second invitation, my hand slides down to her uniforms end, then back up her smooth thigh, only this time, underneath the fabric, my fingers easing over the crease where her ass meets her leg to cup the cheek in question, squeezing and holding, relishing its supple firmness, her skin feels flawless, no blemishes of any sort, just pure smooth butt-cheek.

Angie continues her grinding against me but stops the jerking off, her hand now roving over my body, running over my chest, my face. The hand that was kneading my balls now feeling my thighs, both inner and all over, her right hand on my stomach, she braces herself against me as her vaginal rubbings go up a notch, basically holding me against her, keeping herself steady with my body as she dry fucks against me.

My hand on her ass slides down a little, to her cleft, then slips a couple of fingers beneath her tiny underwear and moves to her snatch. It's absolutely drenched, her panties totally soaked through with pussy juice, her swollen pussy lips so slippery my fingers go in to the first knuckle without even trying, just pushed inside her by the tight panties.

Angie’s face all ablush, her skin seeming to glow, looks at me hungrily saying, “I want to see it coming, Brad, I want to see this big dick spurting!” her pelvis hard against me.

Enjoying the rapid change from embarrassed teenager to horny young woman, I nod my head, a finger surreptitiously sliding in and out of her, burning in her cunny’s heat.

Angie holds herself against me, flexing her pussy around my finger, squeezing it, her hungry look increasing. “ How will I make you come Brad?” she asks.

“However you want, Angie. It's your toy to play with.” I answer with a grin.

Getting down off the bed, Angie starts to undress quickly, seemingly unable to get out of her clothes fast enough. I watch quietly as she removes every stitch of clothing, dropping each item on the floor. Shoes, socks, uniform, bra and panties, all laying crumpled around her as she stands buck naked, breathing deeply, staring at my cock. I can see a long trickle of her pussy juice as it makes its way down her perfect chocolate thigh, I can’t imagine how badly she must have wanted cock leading up till now. Her dam is about to burst, and it’s going to burst all over me! I couldn’t be happier.

Wrenching the pillows out from under my butt and throwing them to the floor as well, Angie makes me flat on the bed again, climbing up eagerly and kissing my naked body, her lips roving all over my legs before pausing for a moment on my balls, kissing them deeply, her tongue washing them. Then along my shaft her mouth goes, sending shivers through my length.

Straddling me, she leans down to kiss me and I kiss her back, her thick lips so soft and sensual on mine. Her large breasts teasing my chest with their perky nipples, hard and dark. My hands, though weak, manage to grab her ass and I knead her cheeks as we make out.

I feel Angie’s hand on my shaft as she guides it to her sex, pressing herself against me, her wet pussy lips wrapping themselves around my fat knob, making her let out a long moan. This is already more dick than she’s ever had inside her, her pussy so tight and gripping my cock head.

Sitting up and bracing herself with her hands on my chest, she looks at me with a smile and starts pushing herself lower onto my manhood, her expression intense. Immediately I feel resistance against my knob and I know she wasn’t joking about never having had a chance to be with a cock before. I let her go at her own pace and I feel her pushing harder down when suddenly with a small pop and smaller squeal from Angie she breaks her hymen on my shaft and starts sliding down further, her juices coating and lubricating my cock as she imbeds it inside her, inch by inch.

For my part I’m amazed at just how tight Angie is, her pussy squeezing my shaft like a condom that’s too small. Once she gets about 2/3rds down my pole I bump against her cervix and she starts sliding up again, repeating this pattern until she has a nice medium tempo going.

Now my hands on her ass help guide her, little whimpers escaping her throat as she fucks me. Her beautiful thighs flexing as they do most of the movement work, bringing her up and down on my length, her pelvis bucking a little as he does so. Her boobs swinging to her movements, putting a momentary glamour on me.

Each time she slides up my cock feels like it’s being milked, such is the grip her pussy has on my cock. I watch as her lips actually drag a little behind the rest of her body as she moves, so tightly wrapped around my girth they are.

My hands go from her ass to her boobs and start playing with her nipples. This seems to set her off and she moans louder as I do so, her hands clenching on my chest as she rides me.

Pulling her nipples harder at her urging, I see a hand of Angies leave my chest and make it’s way to her drenched sex, before rubbing vigourously at her button, her pussy still filled to the brim with my throbbing manhood.

Rubbing faster she starts to buck and I feel her insides get even tighter somehow as her whole body seems to clench before she throws her head back and has a powerful orgasm on my cock, pushing herself as deep onto my shaft as she can, impervious to the outside world as her body convulses in pleasure, her clit hand a blur and her other hand punching my chest in pleasure as she shakes through her orgasm.

Slowly her stride down as the orgasm subsides, she comes to and smiles at me, speaking in a cracked voice, “Woops, I was supposed to make you come, Brad.”

“I’m sure I don’t mind,” I reply, “So tell me, how was your first time?”

“Well you’re still inside me so my first time isn’t over yet.” She answers with a grin, before speeding up her fucking again, her pelvis doing most of the work this time, grinding back and forth in a way that wont leave me able to not come for long.

“Tell me when you’re going to come, Brad,” She tells me, “I’m not on any birth control. Plus, I really want to see what this monster cock looks like shooting.”

“Won’t be long now.” I tell her, feeling my balls tighten as her exquisitely tight pussy does it’s best to drain my balls in record time.

Her hands back on my chest, Angie looks at me while she fucks me, a very eager beginner looking to learn fast, if I’m any judge. In the quiet of the hospital the only sounds the gentle slurping of her pussy along my shaft. Her massive boobs goading me on to come. I feel my orgasm approaching and start biting my lip, wanting to hold on just a few more seconds in this tight hole, the feeling of being inside her is so good.

Almost leaving it too late, I finally tell Angie now through clenched teeth and she slides up off my cock literally as the first salvo comes shooting out, missing out from being inside her by a fraction of a second. My orgasm started I now buck and grunt as my cock pulses and spurts, shooting my seed up and over Angie’s stomach. Her hand grasping my shaft and jerking me off rapidly while I come, urging another two spurts of my creamy load out. Angie’s eyes never leave the scene, watching thrilled while my cock empties itself over her.

Breathing deeply, I look on as Angie admires all my come all over her hand, before wiping up some of the bigger trails on her taut belly, now running down to her wet sex. Putting her hand to her mouth, she licks my come off each finger, swallowing it greedily.

Once most of my come has been transferred from on Angie’s belly to inside it, she gently gets down off the bed, her legs a little weak it seems from her orgasm. Looking at me with a smile every now and then, she gets dressed and then puts my blanket back over me.

Trying to see herself but without the help of a mirror, to make sure her uniform is back on straight, I see her grab a small notepad and a pen. She scribbles something down and puts it in my hand, telling me that’s for when I get out of this place. Then, with a final smile she leaves, and I look into my hand at the note. It’s her phone number with the word ‘anytime’ written underneath and underlined several times.

I hold the note tight, there’s no way I’d want to risk losing it!

END
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