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DO YOU
NEED SOME HELP THERE?

HERE, LET ME HELP YOU WITH
THAT

DOES THIS FEEL
GOOD?

HOW CAN I MAKE YOU FEEL
BETTER?

IS THERE ANYTHING I CAN DO FOR
YOU?
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I didn’t think it would work, but I
went back to my hospital room and stripped as instructed. Leland
stayed behind to talk with the doctor for almost a half hour. When
he got back, he didn’t strip. He folded my clothes neatly as I sat
on the chair. “Do you think this will work, Honey?” I guess I had a
lot of hope in my voice because he looked at me with a lot of
sympathy and smiled.

“We’ll have to see, Baby, but I love
you no matter what.”

That was sweet of him, but I just
didn’t feel like a woman at all. For almost three years, I’d lost
all interest in sex. Doctors started out saying it was physical and
tested me left and right. Then, doctors said it was psychological
and that didn’t work either. Finally, I saw a commercial on TV
about a hospital that specialized in sexual disorders. Of course, I
thought it would be a Viagra factory, but when I called on the
phone, a nice woman explained that thirty percent of the patients
were women.

I set an appointment for three weeks
out, and I was very impressed right away because the doctor who saw
me had a full understanding of my history. He reviewed my file,
didn’t ask all the questions others had asked, and told me he
wanted to look at my eyes and do some other tests. A nurse came in,
hooked up a blood pressure machine, a device that attached to my
finger to check my heart rate, and pushed a thermometer into my
mouth. The doctor started talking. It was uncomfortable as he just
started spouting out embarrassing statements.

Taste of semen. Tongue on asshole.
Warm clit. Soaked Panties. Slapped face. Whip marks. Cock in ass.
Abused teen. Sucking a nipple. He must have said a thousand things
like that while he watched my eyes and the nurse took notes. When
it was over, he sat me down and had the nurse bring Leland and I
coffee. He looked at the notes and the figures and finally said,
“Tammi, I think you should stay here tonight, go to your hospital
room, and I’ll send you a nurse.”

It was a different nurse who returned
with the coffee. She was small and beautiful. She had slightly
Asian features, but it was really hard to tell. She demurely handed
each of us our cups and then walked out, and I couldn’t help but
stare at her ass as I did. The doctor noticed the stare and called
out, “Luanne, you’ll be with these two tonight.”

She nodded and left without another
word. Leland looked at the doctor. “What’s going on, Doctor? What’s
your idea?”

The doctor looked up at Leland. “We’re
going to wake your wife’s libido up, Mr. Conner. The bottom line is
this. Of all the tests we did, it’s clear that what her body
responds to is the idea of watching a young woman endure very rough
sex. That, combined with fairly intense lesbian curiosity ought to
do it.”

I leaned forward. “I don’t
understand.”

The doctor looked at me. “I would like
you to stay overnight. Nurse Luanne will come to your room and
Leland will be very, very rough with her.” He looked at Leland.
“Don’t worry about Luanne, she’ll handle it.” He turned back to me.
“Maybe you’ll also get a chance to interact with her.” I was fully
prepared to yell at the doctor and call him a quack, but I couldn’t
deny that I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long time,
desire.

That was how we ended up opening the
door to her a few hours later. She didn’t say a word. She just
walked to the center of the room and stripped. Naked in front of
us, she folded her clothes and put it on the bed. Then, again
silent, she got on her knees.

She looked so delicate, so perfect. I
would say she looked like a porcelain doll, but her skin wasn’t
white. It was just a very soft, light olive color and, as she knelt
in front of Leland, I was amazed by her beauty. I sat on the chair
watching her and watching him. She was kneeling, her beautiful
tiny, perfect apple-cheeked, no, wait, that wasn’t the right word.
For her, it should be little plums. The little plums of her ass
cheeks were resting on her heels, and her feet looked so small. Her
calves pressed against her thighs were lovely and her waist, it
looked so impossibly small. Her breasts were small as well, but
somehow perfectly proportioned to her body so that they looked
larger than they were, round and firm, and she knelt with her head
bowed slightly and her eyes looking down.

It wasn’t sadness or any kind of
downcast attitude that made her keep her eyes lowered, it was, in
that moment, more like reverence, and I imagined her as some kind
of a geisha or concubine or part of a harem as she knelt. Leland
reached down and cupped her chin, lifting her face to meet his. I
could see her eyes widen when they met his. “What will I do with
you?” he said.

She never took her gaze off his face
when she said, “Of course, you may do with me whatever you
like.”

He smiled and then, he backed away
and, in one quick movement, he pulled the drawstring on his pajama
bottoms so they fell on the floor and his cock sprang into view.
Watching his cock jump loose was a shock for me, but I didn’t know
quite why. I’d seen it many times before, hell it’d been inside me
many times before but, in front of her, it looked gigantic. It
looked impossibly large.

He walked in front of her, his cock
already hard, and her eyes followed him. When he reached down and
grabbed the back of her head and used his other hand to guide his
cock toward her mouth, she opened, without a word, and I watched
the head disappear past her lips. I was once again struck by how
large it seemed in comparison to her tiny mouth. For her to have
that cock there was like me sucking on a two by four. She was just
so small and delicate, but he pushed in and I watched his cock
slide in even further.

I thought that at any moment, his cock
would hit the back of her throat and when he paused, I thought that
had to be the reason. She gagged a bit, but he just adjusted
himself a little bit downward and then continued shoving into her
throat. It was astounding. I watched her throat expanding even as
she gagged, and I could see it spasming around him. But he just
kept pushing until her nose was pushed up against his pubic hair
and his balls were on her chin. His hand held her there, not giving
her any room to move. He was obeying the rough part of the doctor’s
orders, and I felt something between my legs.

I could see that she was struggling.
Her eyes grew wide and then squeezed shut and then opened wide
again. I saw a single tear roll down out of the corner of her eye.
She was gagging even harder now, her whole body was shaking with it
but, astoundingly, she never took her hands from behind her back
where they were clasped together, the knuckles turning
white.

He held her there tightly and then, he
began to move, slowly in and out, in and out. Every time he would
get the head of his cock out of her mouth, she would gasp, but then
he would push right back in, thrusting all the way in while she
gagged and her throat spasmed around his thick shaft. Never once,
though, no matter how deep or fast or slow he went; never once did
she bring her hands up to stop him.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.
He was forcing that huge cock in and out of her throat over and
over and over. I couldn’t take any more. I reached down, pushed
between my legs and began rubbing at myself and, as I watched her
throat expand, watched her gag and watched her sputter, I rubbed my
clit furiously. It was incredible to watch her little mouth and
small throat take Leland’s giant shaft again and again and again.
Amazingly, I was already on the verge of coming from watching
it.

It went on for about twenty or thirty
long thrusts before he pulled out completely and just turned to
walk into the restroom. I watched her and was surprised. Had it
been me, I would’ve been on the floor, gasping and shaking after
such rough treatment, but she stayed right where she was, the only
evidence of what had just happened the streaks of tears on her
cheeks.

Leland came back. He held something in
his hands. It was a ball gag. It was like the one he had bought two
years ago and we’d experimented with it to see if it would bring me
back. It didn’t, but the idea of that thing on her was incredible.
I watched as he took the ball and put it against her lips. She
opened wide but, even as wide as she opened, Leland had to work to
get it to fit, tapping it with the heel of his hand to force it in
the last little bit. Then, it was in and she couldn’t close her
mouth over it. Leland pulled the strap on over her head, which, to
me, seemed like a useless gesture since it seemed impossible that
she would be able to get the thing out of her mouth
anyway.

Once the gag was in place, he reached
under her arms and lifted her to her feet and she stood there, her
eyes still wide but appearing completely passive, ready to take
anything Leland wanted to give her. He walked her over to me and I
started to panic a little bit. My hand had still been moving
furiously on my clit and I took it away, but Leland reached forward
and took my hand and put it back on my clit and I started
tentatively rubbing it again, feeling suddenly awkward with the her
standing right in front of me. But then, he lifted her up onto me
so that her legs were on either arm of the chair and he pushed her
forward until her pussy was in my mouth.

Slowly, I put my tongue out and tasted
her. She was so sweet and musky and it was strange because she had
this tiny patch of manicured hair, almost like a triangle but it
was curved a bit like one half of a yin and yang symbol. She was so
small that the hair there was a wonderful reminder that she was a
woman and not a girl. I began to move my tongue on her and she made
squealing half-moans, the only small noises she could make through
the gag.

As I pushed my tongue up into her, I
suddenly had a desperate need to make her grab at my head or in
some other way react, to break her calm passiveness. So, I reached
up and gripped her ass with my hands tightly, pulling her down on
me as I licked even more furiously at her. She squealed and moaned
more, but her hands stayed right where they were. Determined to get
some reaction, I began licking her harder and harder, using my
tongue like a little cock and thrusting up into her pussy over and
over.

Then, suddenly, I was filled as Leland
pushed his cock into me. It felt incredible and I knew, as I
continued to lick her that I was on the verge of a tremendous
orgasm. I hadn’t even had a disappointing orgasm for three years! I
was right there and I sensed I’d be coming at any minute. Leland
pushed hard in and out, in and out, his balls slapping against my
ass as his cock filled me over and over. I stuck my tongue in,
licked around, wiggled it and then, moved it up to her clit and
sucked on it hard, all while Leland was driving me crazy with his
furious pounding. It was so remarkable, but she still hadn’t moved
her hands.

When Leland pulled out, I wanted to
cry because I so desperately wanted to come and I was so close. But
when he climbed up onto the chair and I felt his legs on either
side of me, he bent her forward so that her pussy was positioned in
front of his massive cock. I almost came without another touch. I
watched him push in and it was the most astounding thing. He was so
big and she was so small and yet, he pushed in over and over until
he was buried completely inside of her.

Now, as they moved above me, I brought
my hands back down to my clit and began moving my fingers
frantically over myself while I reached down with my other hand and
pushed two fingers inside my pussy. I watched Leland fuck her
harder and faster until, finally, her hands came from behind her
back and reached down to grab behind my shoulders at the chair to
steady herself. I moved up and again began licking at her and at
him, stroking his shaft and his balls and her musky lips with my
tongue as Leland thrust in and out of her tight pussy.

He kept fucking her so hard that I
thought there was no way she could take it, but the image of that
huge thing moving inside of her was just amazing. The squeals were
coming more frequently but, really, there wasn’t much noise that
could escape past the ball gag. I just licked and licked as my
fingers kept busy on my clit and Leland kept fucking her above me
with his huge shaft. I kept watching it slide in and out of that
tiny slit and I thought that she would split in two if he kept it
up. I couldn’t control myself. “Is she tight, Baby, is she
tight?”

Leland growled an answer. “Oh yeah,
God she is.” And I kept licking and licking, my tongue running over
both of them.

 I
heard a loud smack and I realized that Leland was spanking her, and
it turned me on beyond belief. I heard another smack and, this
time, I heard a little yelp through the ball gag and that was even
better. I continued to lick furiously at the two of them as he
pounded into her pussy and began spanking her ass without absolute
abandon. I was just about to come and I knew it and an evil thought
crossed my mind. So, I pushed my tongue onto her clit one more time
and then, I lifted my head away and said, “Push into her ass,
Leland; shove into her ass.”

For the briefest of moments, I thought
she would lose composure and struggle but, after just one twitch,
she didn’t move. Leland pulled out of her pussy and I shoved my
tongue into her and then, pulled it out and sucked on her clit.
Then, Leland put his cock against the tiny rosebud opening of her
ass and without any pretense or warning at all, he shoved forward
hard. I came and my pussy squeezed my fingers so hard, I could
barely move them. As my body shook, I heard Luanne screaming around
the ball gag in her mouth, but she didn’t move her hands, she just
gripped the back of the chair tightly.

I was rubbing and pushing in and out
of myself furiously and I sucked on her clit as hard as I could. I
so desperately wanted to see that huge shaft moving in and out of
her tight hole, but I couldn’t. All I could see was her belly, her
body shaking above me in response to his shaft assaulting her
tightest hole. Still, as I sucked her clit, I noticed her
responding to it and then, her body was moving backwards a little
with each thrust, until she was moving just as hard and fast as
Leland and her screams had become moans and then, she was coming. I
watched her whole body tense and I could feel her shaking around
me. I could only imagine what her ass was doing to Leland’s cock as
she came. It ramped up my orgasm right back up to the breaking
point and pleasure crashed over me again as Leland pounded her ass
hard and I continued to suck on her clit.

Finally, she couldn’t take anymore and
reached down and pulled my head away and I felt a dramatic sense of
victory that made my fingers move quickly again over my own clit.
Then, Leland groaned and I felt him push hard into her and I knew
that he was filling her ass with his load. I continued to shudder
from my own orgasm and finally, Leland pulled out. He staggered
back off of the chair and then, he reached up and helped her down.
I saw him fiddling with the gag and pulling the strap off her head
and then, reaching in to remove the ball from her mouth. It wasn’t
easy to do and he had to almost pry it from her mouth. When it came
out, I expected her to gasp, but she didn’t. She simply stood,
passively, her hands behind her back and asked if we needed
anything else.

Leland thanked her and said we were
fine. She nodded, gathered her clothes, and walked out of the room
without even putting them on. I looked at Leland. I had just come
harder than I ever had in my life and I wanted to fuck him again
right then. I jumped on him and pushed him to the bed. That was
just the beginning. We slept with each other three times that
night, once in the morning, and then the moment we got back to the
house. I fucked him when he left for work in the morning. I fucked
him when he got home. I fucked him when we went to bed. Sometimes I
showed up at his work just to fuck him in his office.

Did I mention Leland’s a
multi-millionaire? He had a net worth of eleven million dollars
when we drove home from the hospital. After six months, our net
worth dropped to nine million, and the hospital began construction
on a new wing. When they wanted to name it after us, we refused and
made them name it after Nurse Luanne.
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I felt foolish and stupid. I was
eighteen years old, not some high school freshmen child, but as I
sat there in the emergency room on the stupid little table behind
the stupid little curtain, I don’t think I could have been more
embarrassed. The doctor had already come by, told me it was a
sprain and not a break, given me a shot of cortisone, and wrapped
my ankle up tight. I waited for the nurse, feeling foolish and
worthless. Her name tag said Nurse Debra Fickle, and when she
ducked around the curtain, I had to catch my breath. She was
perfect. She was everything I wanted to be.

Debra was a lovely woman with thick
red hair and a perfect body. I had a pretty good body myself, but
that really came about over the course of my senior year in high
school, and I still had the lack of confidence of an awkward
sixteen year old. She looked like the picture of confidence. See,
outside of a few embarrassing failures with a classmate and a
really horribly disappointing end to my days as a virgin on a bus
during a school trip, I had no sexual experience. I hadn’t ever
used my mouth, and that’s how I sprained my ankle.

I went on a date with a frat boy, and
we went to his frat house where he and I fooled around. Then, he
pushed my head toward his cock, and I was so nervous and worried
that I started crying. It was stupid. I wanted to do it. I wanted
to do everything I could with him, but I was so worried about doing
it wrong that the emotions just bubbled up out of me. Mason backed
away immediately and said, “Shannon, we don’t have to do anything
you don’t want to do, Baby.” That made me even more embarrassed,
and I jumped up to run away. Note to self: Never try to run away in
high heels with your pants around your ankles. A twisted ankle and
a scream later, and he was driving me to the emergency
room.

So, when Debra walked in, I felt
really low and it didn’t help that she looked like the kind of
woman who could please any man without the slightest bit of worry.
She had me sign my release paperwork, and when she asked me if
there was anything she could help me with, I muttered under my
breath, “Yeah, you could show me how to give a blowjob.”

I didn’t think she’d heard me, but she
lifted my head up and asked me why I needed to learn how to give a
blowjob. I burst into tears and the whole story came out while
Nurse Debra patted my back. Finally, she put a finger on my lips to
shush me. “Look, Honey. I’m going to take care of this for you.”
She helped me to my feet and walked me out of the room. She led me
slowly through a maze of hallways, reassuring me the whole way that
I would be great, and any boy I wanted to please would be in
Heaven. In five or ten minutes, we reached a door labeled STAFF
SLEEPING QUARTERS. She hustled me inside and brought me to a little
closet. She had me kneel and closed the door. There were slats in
the closet and she asked me if I could see her.

I told her I could and she smiled.
“Okay, I’m going to go get Cole and I’ll be right back. You hide in
here and I’ll give him head right in front of you. Listen, Honey.
If you do it the way you see it, you’ll be Sexy Shannon in no
time.” She knelt on the floor and made me tell her when I could see
her face perfectly. Then, she marked on the linoleum floor with a
pen and said, “Let’s go get the display cock.” When the door closed
behind her, I sat in the closet with a heart beating so fast I
thought it would burst. I couldn’t believe what was happening. It
seemed crazy and impossible, but the impossible happened because in
about ten minutes, I heard the door open and the two walked into
the room.

“Do it, Stud.” It was Debra’s voice.
“Whip that thing out. I want to see your big, hard
dick.”

“I don’t get it, Debra. I’ve been
coming onto you for months, and now you’re all good to
go.”

“I need cock, Cole. If you want me to
go find an orderly, I can.”

“No!” It came out as a yelp. “I mean,
that would be wonderful.” I watched Debra kneel right where she had
marked, and I heard a zipper.

“Get those boxers off!” I couldn’t
believe how she was taking control of everything. “I need your cock
right now!” I was so turned on, and I knew my panties had to be
getting soaked. I wanted so badly to be like Nurse Debra, but right
then, I wanted to watch those full pouty lips of hers on a
man.

Cole came into view. He had muscular
legs, and I could see his strong-looking hands as he stepped
forward. He didn’t have some kind of a porn star’s dick, but it was
definitely big. I watched Debra lift her hand, wrap her fingers
around it, and move them up and down the shaft. Through the slats
in the closet, I could see her face in profile. She turned and
smiled in my direction, and I have to admit that there was
something sexy about her wearing her uniform and her nurse’s cap.
It was almost like a sexy game of dressing up.

Once she turned her head away from me,
Debra put her mouth on him right away. She didn’t go slowly but
pushed all the way down to the base of his cock, went all the way
back up, flicked at the tip with her tongue, and repeated the whole
process twice. Cole shouted, “Oh Fuck!” She took her mouth off and
looked up at him, smiling her seductive and confident smile. She
backed away and stood and I watched her dress suddenly fall to the
ground. Then her bra and panties joined the pile. She kicked it
away and fell back down to her knees.

She didn’t put her mouth right back
onto him. Instead, she leaned backward and rubbed at her breasts.
Cole moaned some more and she lifted her breasts and extended her
tongue to lick at one nipple and then the other. Cole groaned again
and finally said, “Please, Debra. Oh, God! I need it so bad.
Please.” I felt an incredible thrill at the idea that she had made
someone beg for her, that someday maybe I could make someone beg
for me.

“Do you need this tongue,
Honey?” She looked up at him and licked her lips. Then, she reached
forward and cupped his balls. “Tell me you want it.”

“Oh, please…”

“Tell me you need it.”

“Oh God, please, Debra, I need
it.”

She moved forward and plunged her
mouth down on him again, but right before she did she turned and
winked at me, and I felt that wink right at my clit. It was amazing
to watch her. She moved sensuously and slowly, sucking her way up
and plunging down again. All the while she moaned hungrily. Cole
groaned pitifully when she took her hand away from his nuts, but
she grabbed onto his ass cheeks and pulled him forward until his
balls were on her chin. Then, she pushed out her tongue! I watched
it snake out over her bottom lip and she licked at his balls.
Cole’s moan spoke volumes.

I couldn’t help myself, and my hand
pushed into my jeans, under my panties, and over my clit. I rubbed
myself as she angled her face a little bit so that I could see
better. Cole’s cock was all the way in her throat, her hand lifted
up his balls, and her tongue licked at them. It was amazing, and
even though I think it must have been her eyes that did it, I could
have sworn she was smiling at me.

I moved my hands lower and pushed
fingers into myself, moving them in and out as I watched Debra
finally pull off Cole. She opened her mouth really wide and moved
down again. She didn’t close her lips around the shaft but just
kept moving forward. When she reached the base, she still had her
mouth wide open. Then, she did something amazing. She lifted his
balls and put them into her mouth along with his dick. Only then
did she close her lips around him, and it was the strangest and
most erotic thing I had ever seen.

It was astounding when she did it. He
just completely disappeared. It was like he was suddenly a Ken Doll
and he was kissing the crotch. Cole’s cock and Cole’s ball were
gone, just gone! I actually got a thrill to see she was gagging
just a little and wasn’t a perfect superwoman. She opened her mouth
wide again, the balls popped out, and she sucked her way back up to
the tip, flicking at it with her tongue. “Oh fuck, Debra. You’re
incredible.” Cole’s voice was husky and deep.

Debra winked at me again and then
looked up at him. “It’s your cock, Babe. I can’t help myself. It’s
so good, Cole.” He groaned at the words, and she put her mouth back
on him, bobbing her head for a half a dozen short sucks and then
plunging all the way down again. She did that over and over, five
or six halfway down sucks and then deep throat. I was on the verge
of a terrific orgasm, my fingers working furiously.

She pulled out and sucked at the tip
while she moved both hands on his shaft. Cole began thrusting the
inch or so into her mouth that poked past her hands. She moved
quickly and he was moaning uncontrollably. He moved his hips
fiercely, and she removed her hands, grabbed his ass and went deep
again. I was going to come, and even though I wanted to wait to
time it with Cole, I was sure I had no hope. She was pulling him to
her, and by this time he was fucking her face hard. “Oh God, Debra.
Oh Fuck, I’m gonna cum!”

Debra pulled out, looked directly
toward the closet, smiled, and plunged her mouth all the way down
on him again. I came. I came so hard I fell back on my ass and my
ankle hurt like hell. I stumbled back to look through the slats as
my fingers worked furiously. I got there just as Cole cried out
hard and I watched her cheeks bulge from his load. She slowed down
and I saw her throat move as she swallowed. Then, she sucked hard
and moved slowly up and down over and over. Finally, Cole put his
hands on her forehead and pushed her away. “I can’t take anymore.”
It made sense to me, too, and I pulled my fingers out of myself and
out of my jeans.

I watched as he backed away and
watched Nurse Debra pull on her clothes. Finally he moved in to
kiss her. She pushed him away. “Hey big boy, that was just a
blowjob. You want a relationship, save your money and take me to a
fancy dinner.” She turned him around and swatted his ass. “Okay,
out the door.”

He started walking, but I heard him
say, “How’s Friday night?”

“I’ll think about it.”

When he left, Debra went to the closet
and opened the door. I was amazed. She looked like nothing had
happened. I swear to God she was the perfect woman. She smiled at
me. “Well, Babe?”

“That was amazing,” I said. “I don’t
think I’ll be that good right away, but maybe with some
practice.”

She smiled. “Honey, there’s plenty of
practice available. I don’t think the man exists who would turn
down a blowjob.”

I don’t know if she was right, but I
know when I called Mason later that night, he didn’t turn it down.
I’m sure I wasn’t as good as Nurse Debra, but I doubt he ever had
better or ever will.
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I had a big crush on Hal, but there
was no hope for it because he had a beautiful girlfriend named
Kelsie. The worst part about it is that I had introduced the two.
May and I worked together at Dogson Memorial Hospital. She and I
had attended the same nursing school, and we ended up at the same
hospital. I didn’t mind because we were very good friends, but like
an idiot, I never told her how I felt about Hal. He was my next
door neighbor, and one day when Kelsie came by, he stopped over to
ask for a postage stamp. A week later, he and Kelsie were an item
and I was stuck masturbating to images of Hal late at
night.

When he ended up in the hospital to
have tests done because of some recurring headaches, both Kelsie
and I ended up at his room quite a bit. It turned out that the
headaches came because he was allergic to caffeine—can you imagine
the nightmare?—so everything was fine. Still, the doctors made him
stay in the hospital for a few days with some anti-inflammatory
drugs to make sure he got all of the coffee out of his system
before they let him go home.

I know this is stupid, but I had a
really big crush on him, and on the day before he had to leave, I
went into his room while he was getting a full blood work done. I
had about an hour before he would return, and since I was the only
nurse working the floor, I took the time to strip and to lie on his
bed to touch myself, imagining it was Hal touching me. Yes, it was
irrational, stupid, and juvenile; but I wasn’t like Kelsie. I had a
good body and a very pretty face, but I never got guys. I just
didn’t have the guts to go after them. I had only gotten started
when I heard noises at the door.

I heard giggling and I heard the door
jiggle so, in a quick panic, I rushed to the little closet and
closed the door behind me. I was completely naked and it was only
after I had closed the door that I realized that I had left my
clothes right on the visitors’ couch. The giggling and the laughing
continued so I peered through the slats and I saw that Kelsie had
walked in with Hal. There I was, stuck in the closet, and I was
really hoping that Kelsie had just come by to walk him to the room
but, of course, there was no chance of that. I was going to be
stuck in the closet for a while because Kelsie had stopped giggling
and reached down to the hem of her uniform, pulling it up like it
was a t- shirt, and stood in front of Hal. I could tell from that
moment I would be in for the long haul.

She put her nurse’s cap back on her
head, and it was sexy as hell to see her like that. She wasn’t
wearing a bra and I could see her firm round breasts. She also had
on a tight and tiny pair of panties and a little garter belt that
held up her stockings. Her stockings were nude colored except for a
band of black right at the thighs. She looked beautiful. She still
wore her high heels and the effect was alluring. Her short black
hair hung right down to her cheeks and her eyes were beautiful. I
was seeing her in perfect profile and, as always, I was amazed at
the sight of her.

 

I expected Hal to move forward, but he
didn’t get a chance to hold her because she fell to her knees
immediately, lifted up the hospital gown, and pulled at his boxers,
yanking them down to his ankles so his cock sprang free. God, it
was a big cock. No, big isn’t good enough word. It was huge and I
couldn’t believe it because immediately she put her mouth on
him.

She was aggressive. She put her hands
on his thighs and began moving her mouth rapidly up and down on his
thick shaft. He moaned and I was amazed as she moved deeper and
deeper. The first time she pushed on she got about half way down,
and then she got about two-thirds of the way down. The next thrust
she finally managed to get all the way down and I could see how
hard her hands were gripping his thighs, holding herself up by
balancing on him.

It thrilled me to watch her and to
hear him moaning and groaning as she moved on him. Then, he reached
down and pushed her head away. I couldn’t imagine any man pushing a
woman’s head away when her mouth was doing what Kelsie’s was doing
to Hal’s cock. But he lifted up his cock and began stroking it and
Kelsie knew exactly what to do. She immediately moved lower and
then underneath to lick at his balls. She then moved even lower and
I saw that she was licking the very sensitive area between his
balls and his ass while he kept stroking his cock.

Then, Kelsie reached up and pushed his
hand away and began stroking his cock with her hand while licking
and sucking at his balls and then, she moved back up to put her
mouth on his shaft again. It all moved so quickly. She was never
doing just one thing at a time to his dick. He rested his hands on
her head and then, I could see him grip her hair and he began
pushing her down on his shaft harder until his balls were right
against her chin. She was still holding onto his balls with her
hand but she was moved it around to grab at his ass and pull him
even deeper.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.
When she pulled away and looked up at him, I’d expected her to be
gasping and tired, but instead the look I saw on her face was one
of absolute lust. Seeing it beneath her nurse’s cap was amazing.
That look sent a pang of desire through me that centered on my
clit. She kept sucking him and I found my hand wandering until it
was between my legs and I began rubbing myself as I watched.
Holding on tightly to the back of her head, he began fucking her
throat harder and faster, and not once did she gag, not once did
she bring up her hands to try to stop him. Instead, she gripped his
ass tightly with her hands and moaned around the shaft that was
forcing its way into her throat. What would’ve made me choke and
gag seemed to turn her on incredibly, and that had an intense
effect on me as my hand moved even faster on my clit.

Finally, he pushed her back and she
smiled up at him with that same look of lust. He sat down on the
couch. It was amazing because when he moved to the couch,
everything was perfectly positioned for me to watch. I had had a
pretty good view before, but now it was like my own personal porn
movie that had been put on zoom. Kelsie walked to Hal and he
reached up and moved her panties out of the way, eventually ripping
them off entirely. I watched as he lowered her onto him and pushed
up into her pussy with that giant shaft.

She was not one of those girls that
lets someone do her. She did all of the fucking. I watched him
trying to steady her as she began bouncing up and down. That thick
shaft was spreading her wide and, even though he was pushing
upward, it was her hips doing all of the work. I watched her
bouncing on top of him, moving around, and slamming herself
down—even her legs were bouncing around. One moment, her ankle
would be on his thighs as she moved and in another moment, her leg
would slide to the floor, helping her push up and down on his
cock.

My hand was moving furiously over my
own clit now and Kelsie slowed down and began moving more
intensely. I was getting closer and closer, but I couldn’t see
Hal’s face at all. All I could see was the back of her head
bouncing up and down, her back arched and her ass jiggling as she
moved. Hal reached around and I saw him grabbing at her ass and
then, his fingers were moving in to gently probe at her asshole.
Then, they were doing more than probing. I watched him push a
finger in and she went crazy, bouncing harder and faster, screaming
out, “Oh my God, yes. Yes. Yes, yes!”

My breathing was becoming harsher and
I moved my fingers even faster over my clit before, finally,
slipping my other hand down and pushing two inside me. It was like
I was a separate person and my hands were acting of their own free
will as I watched what was happening. My fingers moved that way for
a long time, faster than I would have thought imaginable, deeper
and harder than I thought I could ever be on myself.

Suddenly, Hal pushed her onto her side
and, from this perspective, I got a look at her face, and she was
again filled with lust. I could see in his face as well, now that
it was also visible with him spooning behind her, that it was
filled with the same look of lust. He reached down and lifted up
her leg and shoved right back into her pussy. She moaned and then,
she screamed as he began to fuck her harder and harder and harder.
Her cap fell off her head and onto the floor. My hands began to
move faster again and I knew I was right on the edge of a
tremendous orgasm. When he reached around and began rubbing her
clit, it was as though his hand were working on me and his cock
were pushing into me.

He moved his hand upward to grab at
her breast as he fucked her, and she moved her own hand down. It
was amazing. Every time he moved his hand down to rub at her clit,
she would move her hand out of the way, but the moment that his
hand would move back up to her breast, she would bring her own hand
back to rub at her little button again. It was so erotic, the sight
of the two of them working on her clit like that, and I felt myself
being slowly pushed over the edge.

He fucked her hard and fast and she
lay there this time, not moving herself but moaning, almost crying
with the intensity of it. I watched her reach around and put her
arm around his neck, pulling him tight, kissing his cheek and all
the while moaning and saying, “Fuck me, fuck me, of God, yes fuck
me!”

Her hand was working furiously on her
clit again when I felt myself close to an amazing orgasm. I kept
fucking myself hard, imagining it was Hal’s dick, imagining it was
my hand then, imagining it was her hand and then, imagining it was
Hal’s hand and then, picturing them both rubbing me. It was
overwhelming.

Suddenly, she screamed and her back
arched and her mouth opened wide and I could tell that she was
coming as her whole body tensed as he fucked her. He kept pushing
in and out, in and out, and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing
and feeling. I kept my hands moving at a wild pace, feeling my own
orgasm right on the cusp of breaking, thinking to myself that I was
almost there, just almost there. When he suddenly pulled out of her
pussy to lift her higher, and then flipped around so that she was
on top again, except that this time facing me, it was beyond
anything I had ever witnessed or dreamed of.

Her lips were twisted in a grimace of
desire as he pushed up and into her. She moved up and down like
before, but I could tell that each thrust was too much for her with
the way she was coming. Her tits were bouncing, her nipples hard as
rock and she was crying out, “Oh my God, oh my God, Oh my God!” He
held her thighs and he fucked her furiously and I came. I came so
goddamned hard that I almost gave myself away with the scream that
fought to get past my lips. It was so powerful and I could feel my
pussy grabbing onto my fingers. I couldn’t even feel them for a bit
because of how strongly my pussy was clenching onto
them.

My fingers kept moving furiously over
my clit until it became too much and I needed to drop my hands
away. I couldn’t bring myself to pull my fingers out though, I
needed them there, pushing in harder and harder and harder, and she
kept coming and she kept screaming and he kept fucking upward.
Then, suddenly, I saw him stop moving and I saw him lift her up a
little more and pull her back so that she was leaning against
him

The next thing that happened sent
another spasm through me because he pulled out of her pussy and
then, adjusting a bit, he began pressing against the tiny opening
of her ass. I had never had anal sex before. I had heard about it
before and people had talked about it, but I had never witnessed it
firsthand. In fact, I rarely thought about it. Now, seeing that
huge cock pushing against her puckered opening, I realized that it
wasn’t impossible because Kelsie, who had been grimacing with the
force of her orgasm, her eyes squeezed shut while she let escape a
long continuous moan and cry.

Suddenly, she jerked forward, her
whole body stretched to the limit as his cock plunged into her. I
watched that tiny hole stretch around his giant shaft and I watched
her eyes fly open wide as her mouth opened in a silent scream. I
could tell that she had absolutely no breath to say anything after
the shock of having his huge dick in her ass. My hands began
pumping into me again, and each movement was too much! She almost
looked terrified as that cock continued to force its way in until
she was down on him. I wasn’t sure what was happening precisely,
but my hands still moved of their own accord and rubbed my pussy
frantically. When Hal reached around and shoved fingers inside her
as his cock assaulted her ass, I realized that he had no intention
of pulling out no matter what she thought. She let out a low
throaty moan that somehow seemed pitiful but simultaneously, sexy
as hell.

He began moving just as furiously in
her ass as he had in her pussy and she screamed and bucked again,
shouting, “Oh my God, I’m still fucking coming!”

And I lost it again. New waves of
pleasure rolled over me until I could barely move. I watched them
fucking until finally he thrust up hard once and then, he literally
threw her up off of him and onto the floor. She landed on her hands
and knees and he grabbed her head and spun her around, pushing his
cock up against her lips. She opened wide, that look of lust still
filling her face and I saw the first streams of his semen splashing
over and onto her tongue and then, his cock was inside of her
again. She sucked just as hungrily and just as forcefully as she
had before, and I watched him groaning and moaning as she gripped
his ass and forced his shaft down her own throat.

Finally, Kelsie pulled off and he
gasped but she just licked her lips and I realized she had
swallowed everything. He collapsed back onto the couch, breathing
heavily. She smiled at him, stood up and found her uniform, pulling
it on. She primly put her cap back on her head and smiled at him.
She left her panties on the floor but Hal found them and tossed
them to her. She held them up and laughed. They were shredded in
tatters.

He didn’t bother to get dressed. He
walked to the restroom and said he was going to take a shower. I
leaned against the side of the closet and thought about what I’d
seen. I couldn’t believe how incredible it was. My pussy spasmed as
if in remembrance and I waited to hear the sound of the shower so I
could go out and get my clothes back on. I heard the shower start
and waited to hear the click of the room door. Instead, I heard
footsteps getting closer and then, the closet door slid open and
Kelsie stood in front of me.

She smiled at me when she saw that I
was naked as well. “Nichelle, I thought we were giving you a show,
but I couldn’t be sure,” she said.

I was mortified. My whole face flushed
red, but the flush took on a completely different character when
she leaned down and put her mouth on mine. I could taste Hal’s cum
on her tongue as she pushed it into my mouth and began exploring
and then, she pushed two fingers into me. It sent a new spasm of
pleasure to my oversensitive clit. She kept her fingers in me, took
her mouth off me, leaned forward and kissed my ear, whispering,
“Okay, baby, I’m going to make sure you get a chance at that
monster between Hal’s legs, but that’s for when he gets back to his
apartment. Right now it’s just the two of us.”

I couldn’t have been
happier.
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“How can I make you feel
better?”

The question is cliché and stupid,
really. Nonetheless, we’re trained to ask it whenever a patient
says they have a problem. I was just out of school, twenty years
old and a newly licensed vocational nurse. I was starting another
program to further my education so I could get the extra
twenty-five thousand dollars a year the RN license would get me,
but I had less experience as a nurse than most mothers
have.

So, when the button was pressed and I
stepped into the room, I didn’t think before I responded to him by
asking the question. Carter Squab said, “Nurse I have a
problem.”

I said, “How can I make you feel
better?”

Simple, right?

No. Because the moment I took four
steps into the room, I saw what the problem was. The poor guy had a
tent in his blanket that looked like the Matterhorn. In the
meantime, both of his hands were above his head suspended to
restrict blood flow until the plaster and canvas had hardened in
the casts for the eleven breaks he got pushing a child out of the
way of a car. The kid made it to sidewalk, but the car ran over his
arms. Now, the poor man had a giant boner and he couldn’t even
touch himself.

Thankfully, he had a hell of a lot
more class than I did and he didn’t answer. I stood there all but
paralyzed. I mean, this was like a scene right out of a porn movie!
It was all so strange, and he lay there without any ability to help
himself right after the guy saved a kid. I guess I must be some
kind of a slut because I suddenly wanted to make him
come.

I walked to the door and pushed it
shut. There weren’t any other nurses working the floor for a few
hours, so I knew I was safe, but who knew who might walk by. Then,
I walked over to Mr. Squab and told him I’d make it better. His
eyes grew wide when I lifted the sheet up over his legs and onto
his stomach. They grew wider when I adjusted the bed so that his
legs bent downward at the knees. They almost popped out of his head
when I lifted up his gown and his dick was suddenly exposed. It was
a nice penis, big and thick, and I said a silent prayer of thanks
that the car ran over his arms and not his cock.

I walked back to him and took his cock
in one hand and his balls in the other. He sighed softly. I leaned
down and ran my tongue in circles around the head. I couldn’t
believe what I was doing, and I almost started giggling thinking
about my clinical charting class and how Nurse Allegran would
respond to the course of treatment I’d begun. I moved my tongue
lower, running it up and down the shaft. I was in full on teasing
mode, really. I held the base of his dick in one hand and his balls
in the other, but I didn’t rub at all. It was all my tongue, softly
licking and lapping at him the way a kitten might lick at a bowl of
milk. His breathing was going in as gentle gasps and coming out as
soft moans.

I did plenty of moaning myself. I
tried to make it seem like I was tasting the most incredible thing
in the world, like his cock was some kind of rich confection that
was sending shocks of pleasure over my tongue. I made it seem like
it was work to keep from devouring him, and when I glanced up at
him, I could see that his eyes were wide with desire. Finally, I
started to move more than my tongue. I moved my mouth up to the
top, flicked at it, and backed away. Then, I stroked him softly,
moving my hand up and down while I gently massaged his balls. While
I did that, I licked my lips, open and closed my mouth. I hoped I
looked like a little kid watching his mom bring a big slice of
cake, ravenous and ready to pounce.

When his moans turned more desperate
than happy, I said, “I can’t wait any longer! Oh God, I need it!”
Then, when my hand reached the head of his cock, I opened wide and
put my mouth over him. I let my lips follow my hand back down, but
I kept going, opening my fingers as I went so that when I finished,
my lips were at the base of his cock and the hand that had been
stroking joined the hand that massaged his balls. He gasped, loudly
this time, and I suppressed a giggle and sucked as strenuously as I
could. Of course, with his shaft fully in my mouth and a few inches
into my throat, I was fighting down my gag reflex. I couldn’t get
much suction going, but it was enough for him to whisper, “Oh,
fuck,” and to push up his hips just a little bit.

I kept up the suction and moved slowly
to the top of his cock again. When I got there, I flicked my tongue
at the tip, moaned like his dick was in my pussy and not my mouth,
opened wide, and plunged all the way back down again. I did that
for five minutes or so. Plunge; suck my way back up, flick, moan,
and plunge. When I could feel him getting close, I tugged a bit at
his balls. I wanted him to enjoy this for a while, and if I had to
tell the truth, this had become far more about how it made me feel
than any kind of nursing duties.

Carter moaned and gasped and sighed
with every movement of my lips and tongue. I looked up at him when
I flicked his tip, and he had such an overwhelmed expression that
it sent rivers of desire straight from my eyes to my pussy. I could
see him straining against the equipment that kept his hands raised.
The man wanted nothing more than to hold my head while I worked on
him. I kept my eyes on him when I went down again, delighting in
the way his expression changed subtly with each inch that pushed
into my mouth and throat. I could tell that he was getting too
close and too charged up, that a little ball tug wasn’t going to
stop anything if I didn’t slow down, so I sucked my way up, flicked
at the tip, and backed away again.

I put my hands on his thighs and
gripped them firmly as I leaned down and began to lick and suck at
his balls with the same restraint I’d used to lick his shaft
earlier. I knew it would drive him wild, keeping him reeling with
desire but still calming him down and backing him away from the
brink. His thighs were very well muscled, and I massaged them as I
nibbled, licked, and sucked softly. I was still making the hungry
moaning sounds, and I realized it wasn’t for show anymore. Maybe it
was just the process of giving a blowjob that was doing it. Hell,
why not? I was great at it. It came from holding off on sex with
boys from the time I was sixteen. I was twenty now, and I’d
probably given a hundred and fifty blowjobs to about thirty people.
Blowjobs were always the sex life in my relationship. You could
have called me Casey the Cocksucker, and even though it probably
would have got you slapped, you would have been right. When it got
to be too much pressure to take it further, the relationship
ended.

I realized as I focused my attentions
on Carter that I wanted him inside of me. It was a shock. With all
of my partners and all of my sexual experience, I was still a
virgin. I licked his balls and wondered what he would feel like. I
sucked one into my mouth gently and considered his size. I sucked
the other one into my mouth and thought about straddling him and
feeling him push in, my first man. I lifted up his sack and licked
and kissed underneath him and wondered how I would feel about it
when I was done. It was silly the way I went over it in my mind,
because the moment the thought popped in my head, I knew it was
going to happen. I licked upward and plunged back down on him,
keeping my lips wrapped around the base of his cock, looking up at
him, and sucking but not moving.

I realized that I could do a hell of a
lot worse for my first time. His cock twitched in my throat and I
thought about it while I relaxed and fought back any gags. He’d had
a full battery of tests before the surgery on his arms. He was
clean, not an STD in sight. Hell, no drugs or alcohol either. Plus,
he was a hero, a goddam hero! How many girls could claim they lost
their virginity to a hero? I pulled my mouth off slowly, my heart
finally letting me know it was aware of what was coming by beating
wildly in my chest as I backed away and started fiddling with the
buttons of my uniform. I realized that my body was nervous even
though my emotions and my mind hadn’t caught up because my hands
were trembling as I got the white dress unbuttoned and then
shrugged it off.

I stood in my white bra, my white
stockings, and the little white panties. I kicked my shoes off and
reached behind my back to unhook my bra. My hands were shaking so
much that I had trouble with it, and to hide it, I started swaying
and making more hungry noises. It seemed to work, because Carter
looked at me like I was some kind of sex goddess and said, “Oh,
God.” I finally got my bra undone and pulled it off. I realized as
it dropped to the floor that Mr. Squab was the first man who had
ever seen my breasts. Sure, some of the boyfriends had groped them
through my shirt as I sucked on them, but he was the first to see
them. I felt a thrill. I knew they were nice, perfectly
proportioned, firm, and large. I brushed my hands over them for a
moment, and the feel of the palms on my nipples send electricity to
my clit.

I took a deep breath and reached down
to wiggle out of my panties. As I did, I was amazed at how wet they
were! Sure, I had turned myself on before sucking on someone, but
this was incredible. It made me realize how much I really wanted
him, so I didn’t delay at all. I walked up to him, climbed on the
bed, positioned his cock, and slowly slid down on him. It was such
an amazing thing. I had never even used a vibrator before, but as I
held onto his shaft and pushed myself downward, it felt like a long
drink of water after a four hour walk in the desert. All the desire
and all the need were suddenly being filled. I worked my way slowly
downward, delighting in the feel of him until I met with
resistance.

This was it. It was finally happening.
Casey the Virgin was about to be Casey the Non-Virgin. I took my
hand off him, his cock only an inch or two in me. I put my hands on
his chest and then thought better of it and moved them down to his
stomach. I didn’t want to put any undue pressure on the arms that
had pushed a child to safety. I bit my lips and squeezed my eyes
shut and then, I pushed myself down forcefully. There was a brief
flash of pain that coursed through me, but it abated almost
instantly, and I felt so filled up. The hair at the base of his
cock tickled my clit, and I sighed and opened my eyes. He was
staring at me in shock, and I heard him say, “Jesus!” in a
breathless whisper. I could tell he’d just figured out that he was
my first.

I began to move up and down slowly,
and I felt an orgasm growing within me. I’d been able to make
myself get off a few times, rubbing myself at night while I
fantasized about the very thing that was happening, but this was
nothing like those times. I felt an urgency growing that I thought
would explode at any minute, shattering me into a million pieces,
and I desperately wanted to be shattered. I moved up and down
faster, but I couldn’t go crazy the way I wanted to for fear of
hurting my hero. I felt him pushing up against me as well, groaning
and breathing more heavily. I was overwhelmed. I felt myself right
on the edge, and when he suddenly bucked upward and I felt him
expand within me, I came.

There were four years of
waiting in that orgasm. There were a hundred and fifty blowjobs
worth of saying no to twenty-five or thirty people in it, and I was paralyzed
with pleasure as I felt my pussy grasping onto his cock, clenching
tight as he exploded into me. Everything seemed to be slow motion,
though I knew I was moving fast on top of him and watching his eyes
glaze over as he came. Every part of my body felt like it was on
fire, but a wonderful fire that warmed me almost to the point of
pain but not quite. I don’t know how long it lasted, but when his
expression changed from lust and satisfaction to a more overwhelmed
need to stop, I realized I couldn’t take any more either. I leaned
down and gently kissed his cheek. He still looked at me in shock. I
pulled myself off and dressed while he watched. Then, I went to the
supply cabinet above his bed, pulled out some sterile cloths, some
soap, distilled water, and a deep pan. Silently, I began to clean
his softening cock and his thighs and ass. When I was done, I dried
him off with another sterile cloth and leaned down to plant a kiss
on his dick.

I pulled the gown back over him and
pressed the button to lift up his legs. I pulled the sheet back
over him and tucked him in. He looked at me in wonder, and I smiled
softly. I was happy I had given my virginity to a hero. That
thought stayed with me over the two weeks the doctors kept him in
the hospital. He was able to have his arms down, though still
immobilized after another day, and I remember helping another nurse
reposition them. I came in every night and sat with him, changing
the channels, feeding him, or reading to him. Not once did we
discuss what happened. It was amazing because I had always planned
to give my first time to the man I married, but I felt certain
there was nothing that could ever make me happier than the way I
had lost my virginity.

I was wrong, though. Something did
make me happier. When he left, I applied myself, wanting to be the
best nurse I could. For nine weeks, flowers showed up every day at
the nurse’s station, and every bouquet, vase, and arrangement was
for me. On a Thursday afternoon, just as I stepped out of the
locker room wearing jeans and a tee shirt instead of my white
dress, I saw Carter standing in front, six other nurses smiling in
the background. He didn’t hold a bouquet. He held a box. In the box
was a ring. My hero.
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It was a horrible comedy of errors. I
promised Grayson an incredible blowjob when he got home from work,
and he had to work late. When he got home at nearly midnight, he
was dead tired and I wasn’t up for it anyway. The next morning, I
put my mouth on him, and he got an emergency call from the hospital
and had to rush in for a thoracic surgery that nobody else could
handle. That night, my sister got in a car accident, and though she
was okay, I ended up at her house overnight. I called him when I
got home in the morning and said, “I don’t care what happens, your
cock and my tongue have an appointment tonight.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Me, too.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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