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Chapter 1


"Callie, you've got to come see this!" my husband Luca calls from the bedroom.

I'm down the hall in the upstairs bathroom, hanging the shower curtain and stacking the towels and imagining what color I'd like to see on the walls to brighten the space. It's our first night in the new — well, new to us — house, and I'm a bundle of nerves. On the one hand, I'm thrilled that we were able to get this place: it's an old Victorian on the outskirts of town, definitely in need of upgrades, but chock full of charm. On the other hand, even though it was a lot cheaper than any other place we looked at, it's also going to be a lot more work to keep up than our apartment in the city was, and the mortgage locks us into the town of Milhawket for ... well, more years than I care to contemplate.

"What is it?" I call back.

"It's — you need to see it for yourself, baby, it's wild!"

I sigh and set the towels down on the wooden shelf beside the sink. Yellow, I think, considering the way the blue towels and green shower curtain look beside each other — yellow would give a cheery, spring-like feeling to the old bathroom. And with spring pretty far out — it's already September, and the air this morning was a little crisp — cheery is a good vibe. I close the door behind myself and head down the hall to find out what Luca is proclaiming to be "wild."

The light is on in the bedroom, but I don't see Luca among the boxes and piles of clothes scattered about the space. The red, satin-sheen wallpaper gives an ominous feel to the room, and I shiver in spite of myself. That wallpaper has got to go ... The door to the closet is open, with light shining out from it, but when I peek inside, there's no sign of Luca there, either.

"Where are you, babe?" I call.

"Back here!" comes the answer from somewhere in the closet.

I step into the cramped space — there are dusty, empty shelves, wire hangers on a rod against one wall, a jumble of open and half-empty boxes — but I can't tell where Luca's voice is coming from. I'm just about to call out again when I hear a rapping sound from the other side of the back wall. When I approach it, I hear a creaking sound, and suddenly the wall gives way, swinging away from me, and Luca's grinning face appears from the shadows. Startled, I let out a gasp and step back.

"Come see, come see!" Luca says, reaching for my hand.

He pulls me through the wall-turned-door into a dark and dusty vestibule. A single bulb lights up when he reaches up to yank a pull chain hanging from the low ceiling, illuminating a space that should probably stay dark: cobwebs cluster in the corners, dust blankets the floor, and peeling green paper covers the walls. I wrinkle my nose at the musty smell.

Luca still has his fingers around my wrist, and he tugs, leading me into the shadows. He presses against the back wall, and this one swings open, too, and I'm nearly blinded by the light that shines from it. Shielding my eyes with my forearm, I follow Luca deeper into this hidden space in our house and let out a gasp when I see what he has to show me — it is wild!

For starters, the room is much bigger than it should be. I try to picture where our bedroom is — over the front veranda, left of the cute little turret that I want to turn into my reading nook — and the layout of this secret room makes absolutely no sense. The dank little vestibule could probably fit behind a false wall, but a big, high-ceilinged room like this? There's some serious M. C. Escher shit going on ...

Then there are the floor to ceiling cabinets, dark oak doors closed and latched, that cover two parallel walls. There are yellowing paper tags affixed to them, and I lean in close to one of the lower cabinets to read the spidery, hand-scrawled letters: "Cute," "Sassy," "Esoteric," "Curious."

A pair of tragedy and comedy masks hang on the wall opposite the door, both painted in purple, gold, and green motley. Circular hat boxes of various sizes and colors are stacked against the wall, looking like whimsical towers on the verge of collapse.

The room is illuminated by strands of fairy lights strung along the tops of the cabinets all the way around the room, and a long rectangular lamp that stretches from the door to the far wall. The light is a warm gold, and effusive, casting almost no shadows.

"What the fuck?" I say, walking slowly around the room, my eyes running up and down the high cabinets.

"I know, right?" says Luca. "This definitely didn't come up in the walkthrough, and it wasn't listed in any of the paperwork."

"What's in the cabinets?"

Luca reaches for the latch closest to him and pulls the heavy door open. Inside, brightly colored fabric shimmers in the shadows. He pulls down a silver gown with a plunging neckline and playfully holds it up to himself; he's too tall for it, the hem falling well above his ankles, but I giggle, imagining him dressed in this sparkling dress. His tousled, curly black hair and playful green eyes would play nicely against the shiny fabric, and the silver would make his olive skin look even warmer. But his shoulders are far too wide for that neckline; a square neck would work better for him, maybe with an empire waist.

"Clothes," he says. "Or costumes, maybe? The cabinets are absolutely packed with all of these random outfits — suits and dresses and ... well, shit like this."

He reaches into the cabinet again and pulls out a short white shirt dress with bright red buttons up the front and a red heart over one breast. A white nurse's cap dangles from a clip on the hanger, a red cross visible on its brim.

"This is nuts," I say, taking the nurse's dress from him. I turn it around on the hanger and finger the round plastic buttons. It's kind of cute — daringly short, cut tight at the waist, certainly not a regulation uniform. "Were the previous owners ... like, costume designers for a theater or something?"

Luca shrugs and takes down a cartoon caveman costume: faux leopard spots on a fuzzy kilt, with a string of plastic bear's teeth looped around the hanger. This one is cut a little better for Luca's shape, and I giggle again, a little punch-drunk from the exhaustion of moving and the strangeness of this discovery.

"No idea," he says. "If they were, why would they leave this all behind? There must be hundreds, maybe thousands of dollars of costumes here."

I stifle a yawn against the back of my hand. The day of toting boxes and unpacking plates and deciding where to put the furniture is catching up with me.

"What are we going to do with it all?" I ask.

"I don't know. Sell it? Donate it? I think it's a tomorrow topic."

He reaches for the nurse's costume and smiles at me in a way that makes his eyes sparkle and my stomach flip. Even in my exhaustion, Luca still turns me on when he gets that look.

"But a tonight topic," he says, turning his hand so the white dress swings gently back and forth, "is finding out what you'd look like in this ..."

"Maybe a tomorrow night topic," I say, yawning again despite the images me sashaying around our bedroom in that little dress that come dancing into my mind. "The only thing I'm wearing tonight is my comfiest old pajamas, if I can figure out what box they're in."


Chapter 2


To his credit, Luca lets the nurse's uniform slide when we make our way back from the secret costume closet to our bedroom, though he did hang it on the latch of one of the cabinets instead of putting it back inside. And when we climb into bed — my favorite pajamas are nowhere to be found, but Luca lets me borrow some of his old sweatpants and a big, stretched-out t-shirt — he only cuddles me a little bit before I fell asleep, my head resting against his chest while he gently rubbed my back. While taking our new bedroom for an inaugural roll in the sack would have been delightful under other circumstances, I'm simply too tired. We still have plenty of time to put the bed through its paces — a good thirty years, at least, according to the bank.

I wake up to the morning light streaming through the lace curtains swaying in a gentle breeze, and the chirping of songbirds. It's quite a change from waking up to the hum of traffic, the honking of horns, and the occasional wailing siren — after falling asleep to the same cacophony. As nervous as I am about taking on the responsibility, and expenses, of owning a home, I'm very pleased with the vibe of my first morning in Milhawket.

The smell of fresh coffee wafts through the air, and my stomach grumbles. I look over at the clock on the nightstand, and when I see the time — after eight o'clock! — I almost panic. Then I remember that I'm taking the day off while Luca takes the train back to the city, and I collapse back into the pillows with a sigh.

The move to Milhawket is easier for me than for Luca, at least logistically. I've been working from home for years — after our IT infrastructure moved to the cloud a few years ago, my employer discovered it was cheaper to let the network engineering team scatter than it was to keep renting office space for us. As long as I've got a decent internet connection and my laptop, I can work anywhere.

Luca, though, will still have to go in to the city a few times a week to meet with clients. He's a patent attorney, which requires plenty of work he can do from home, too, but video chat is no substitute for the firm's well-appointed conference rooms. The morning train from Milhawket leaves the station at seven thirty and comes back at six, making for an especially long day, but he assures me it will all be worth it to finally own a house.

A house with a very strange secret.

I woke up in the middle of the night after a dream of being trapped in the costume room, chased by dresses and cloaks and shirts and robes that kept slipping from their hangers and floating through space to surround me in their soft, terrifying embrace. Luca lay beside me, snoring peacefully, and I curled against him, burrowing into his warmth. But every time I closed my eyes, those ghostly, flying costumes appeared, fluttering menacingly about my head. I finally fell back to sleep only after vowing that the contents of the costume closet would be dispersed from the house at the first opportunity.

And so it's no surprise that I let out a shriek when I turn my head on the pillow and see the nurse's dress and cap lying beside me. I half expect it to levitate from the bed and hover above me, threatening to suffocate me. When it doesn't — it just lies there, its red buttons glowing warmly in the morning light, just as a nurse costume should — I sit up and see a note pinned to the heart design on the breast:

"This is on the agenda for tonight! I can't wait for you to give me a checkup! -L"

I laugh and set the note aside, then take the dress in my hands. It has a satiny sheen to it, smooth and shiny; it feels nice against my palm. I'm not sure it will fit that well — it looks awfully short, and it's definitely cut for someone with narrower hips — but I suspect I won't be wearing it very long. I unpin the white cap from the hanger and set it on my sleep-mussed hair. I'll need to dig through the boxes and find some bobby pins to keep it in place: Luca will probably want me to be wearing the cap even after the dress comes off.

I lay the dress on the bed but leave the cap balanced precariously on my head as I climb out of bed and make my way downstairs to investigate that smell of coffee.

#

Luca set the coffeemaker on a timer and made a pretty good guess at when I would wake up; it's still burbling cheerily on the countertop, the last fresh drops dripping into the pot. There's another note sitting next to the machine:

"Don't tire yourself out unpacking! I'm going to need a nice long checkup when I get home tonight ... love, L"

This sudden interest in the nurse's costume is surprising, but also kind of charming. We've never done role play in the bedroom before — the closest we ever get is a little dirty talk, describing what we're going to do to each other while we're ripping off each other's clothes. Our sex life is great, but maybe not exactly creative: we've been married for five years and together for ten, so we've figured out what works and don't stray very far from the standard script.

But what sort of script is Luca expecting for tonight? I have no idea how to play a sexy nurse! My acting career ended in high school, when I was Girl #3 in a scene in our production of "Bye Bye Birdie" (a non-singing role: all I had to do was swoon in a poodle skirt when Conrad Birdie came on stage).

After some coffee and toast, I putter around the kitchen, finishing the unpacking. Our apartment kitchen was pretty small, and it doesn't take long for our meager collection of plates and cups, and pots and pans, to settle into their new home. The cupboards are massive compared to what we had in the city, and our stack of mismatched dishes looks tiny.

Both of Luca's notes say he expects an "exam," so I suppose I should build on that. Maybe have him strip down and step on the bathroom scale while I look him over? Have him sit on the bed while I test his reflexes? Do I need one of those little hammers to tap his knees, or a stethoscope so I can listen to his pounding heartbeat? I didn't even consider props! Where am I going to find props?

I'm feeling flustered, my mind wheeling through naughty nurse scenarios, each sillier than the last, and none of them seem like roles I can comfortably play. Does Luca want to be dominated by a naughty nurse? It seems like a nurse should be bossy, telling the patient exactly what to do, and that is not my personality in the bedroom at all! I prefer Luca to take charge and tell me what to do.

I take a deep breath and move from the kitchen into the living room. Our furniture — a couch, a coffee table, a couple of chairs — looks strange in this new house. It's a weird feeling to see something as familiar as our old couch sitting in a new place. Over time, I suppose, it will seem normal, but this house is still revealing mysteries to us. I think of the costume room and shiver.


Chapter 3


Ispend the morning downstairs, unpacking my work boxes in the little back room that will be my office. The light shining through the window moves across the wall as the morning goes on, the color changing gradually from gold to pale yellow. I set the stuffed green alien I got at a conference years ago on the shelf above my desk and put the framed photograph of Luca and me from our honeymoon at the beach next to my workstation. The little personal items make this strange new space familiar and homey, and I start to feel a little more relaxed.

Relaxed and just the tiniest bit horny.

The stress of the closing and the move and the unpacking has definitely pushed our love life onto the back burner. I was too exhausted for a tumble last night, even though I was a little turned on by Luca's suggestion that we try out the nurse costume. With a good night's sleep behind me, the arousal starts to drift back in, but with Luca away, I've got no outlet but my own imagination.

Or maybe the imagination of "Dick Langer" ...

I decide to go check out the turret room, where boxes of our books wait to be unpacked, and maybe take a peek at a little find I made at the BookSwap in town yesterday. Maybe the plastic bag of paperbacks will hold some inspiration for tonight.

The turret sits at a higher level than the second storey, up a short flight of stairs from the landing that leads to our bedroom. There's a heavy wooden door at the top of the stairs, with a brass knob that makes a satisfying click when you turn it, and behind it is a small circular room with windows on the front side of the house and floor to ceiling shelves on the back. I thought we had a lot of books — used book stores, estate sales, and library discards are a weakness for both Luca and me — but we certainly don't have enough to fill all the shelves in the turret. It's nice that the new house provides an incentive to maintain our habit.

Luca and I moved the little chaise that we put on our apartment balcony into the turret room. It's not the nicest piece of furniture, but it will do for now. And under the chaise, I find the plastic bag I hid last night.

While Luca was in Macintosh and Sons Market, the town grocery store, I snuck across the street to the BookSwap. It was the kind of paperback exchange I remembered from high school, where I could bring in a paper bag full of romance and horror novels and walk out with a slightly smaller paper bag of more romance and horror novels, turning an initial twenty dollar purchase into about twenty runs to the shop before the slightly lopsided exchange rate whittled my stack down and I had to put more cash into the system. For someone who plowed through the trashier side of literature at breakneck speed, it was a sweet arrangement.

And to my delight, I discovered that Milhawket's BookSwap has the same semi-secret shelf of dirty books that my hometown store had. Tucked away between the Regency and Gothic books, taking up just a tiny space compared to all the other genres, was a section titled "Erotica." It was an eclectic mix — classics like "The Story of O" and the ubiquitous Anais Nin, a few Victorian books that featured gauzy photos on the covers and titles like "The Lady Gets a Spanking," and some sleazy-looking paperbacks with "Swingers" in almost every title. There were several books by the same author, whom I'd never heard of — "Dick Langer," either a pseudonym or a man destined by his name to write raunchy stories — with covers featuring buxom women in a variety of costumes.

On a whim, I snatched up all the Dick Langer books, mixing them in with a few cookbooks and Gothics that featured covers that reminded me of our new house so I wouldn't look like a complete freak, and tried to appear nonchalant when the nice old lady with the purple turtleneck sweater checked me out. I was back at the car with my loot before Luca was done getting our groceries.

I set the cookbooks and Gothics aside, settle onto the chaise, and shuffle through the Dick Langer books. There's one with a cheerleader coyly lifting her skirt above her thigh, and another with a librarian draped across a book cart, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal a white lace bra. A curvy woman in chef whites with a toque on her head licks seductively at a spoon, and of course there's a woman wearing a French maid costume on the verge of fellating a feather duster. I wonder which came first, the covers or the stories?

After flipping through about half my stack, I find the one I remember seeing: "Insatiable Ingrid," the cover proclaims, with a busty blonde wearing a too-tight nurse's dress not unlike the one we found in the costume closet. According to the back cover, it's the story of Ingrid Igelstöm, a nurse at Tender Mercy Hospital, and her "lusty encounters" there.

I flip through the pages and find exactly the purple prose and lurid descriptions I was hoping for:

Ingrid hiked her skirt up above her thighs, nearly exposing her shapely ass, so she could squat in front of her blushing patient.

"It is nothing to be ashamed of," she cooed, running her fingers along the turgid column pushing against his flimsy white gown. "This growth is a natural response to arousing stimuli, and is very easy to resolve."

I have no idea who Dick Langer is — was? the copyright date on "Insatiable Ingrid" is over thirty years ago — but to sustain this kind of ridiculous smut for over a hundred pages, he must be a genius, or a sex pest, or both. I skim back and forth through the book, dipping into Ingrid's escapades with no regard to plot — I mean, does this thing even have a plot? — letting my mind wander as I read.

#

Ingrid gasped around Doctor Tikelmeister's hard cock. The soft head was pressed against the back of her throat, and pushed harder each time Doctor Fukmensel's hips slammed against her ass, his cock buried deep in her hungry pussy. Her knees trembled on the hard tile floor as they drove her toward her release, and theirs.

"Mein Gott, I come!" Doctor Fukmensel cried out behind her in his thick Teutonic accept, gripping her hips as he emptied his hot spunk into her capacious womb. Ingrid groaned, the throbbing shaft in her mouth preventing her from crying out as passion took her.

I blink and shake my head, suddenly aware that the sunlight streaming through the turret room's windows has taken on an amber hue, and the shadows of the boxes still on the floor are longer than when I first settled onto the chaise. I'm also aware that my left hand has unbuttoned my jeans and crept into my panties, and is doing a little dance between my legs as I read Dick Langer's filthy fantasies.

"Shit shit shit," I say, glancing at my watch — it's almost six o'clock already, and Luca's train back home from the city will be pulling into the station any minute now. He'll be home in fifteen minutes, twenty at the most, and here I am gleefully jilling off in my little sanctum of smut.

I shove "Insatiable Ingrid" and her slutty sisters back in the plastic bag and toss it under the chaise, though I leave the cookbooks and Gothics scattered about the room. I hope Luca isn't expecting anything incredible for his first homecoming meal, because he's going to be lucky if the frozen ravioli is close to ready when he comes through the door. With a sigh, I button my jeans, shake out my hair, and close the turret door behind me.


Chapter 4


"Are you ready?" Luca calls. His voice is muffled by our closed bedroom door, but I think I hear a hint of frustration in his voice.

"Not yet!" I yell back, fidgeting with the buttons on the front of the nurse's uniform. Should I have them all buttoned up, so Luca can have the pleasure of undoing them one by one, or should I undo the top two so my bra shows when I bend over? Or maybe I should undo the bottom buttons, so the dress rides up my thighs when I squat down in front of him to test his reflexes?

Wait, when did I shave last? Should I have spent the afternoon tidying up my personal space instead of getting lost in that stupid, smutty paperback? I hardly have any props — just a pair of rubber kitchen gloves, a bottle of lube, and a little tenderizing mallet that I hope will work as a reflex tester. Should I have run into town to find a stethoscope? Can you even get a stethoscope in Milhawket?

There's a knock on the door, and I jump, startled out of my spiraling thoughts. I run my hands down the front of the stiff white dress, palms slick with sweat, and call out, "Yes?"

Luca coughs, and says in a shaky voice, "Um, Nurse Callie? It's me, Luca, and I'm ... cough ... I'm feeling a little under the weather. I wonder if you can check me out?"

"Uh, yeah, sure, Luca, just a second," I say, trying to envision a scenario where this opening will work.

Originally I thought I'd be prepping him for surgery, wiping him down with a washcloth, and admiring his smooth skin and, I hoped, rising erection. But maybe surgery would be triggering? He told me once that getting his tonsils out as a kid had terrified him, and bringing back those memories would kill the mood.

Then I thought I'd be the college football team's nurse, giving a physical to the star quarterback. Luca wasn't exactly the star quarterback, but he did play a couple seasons on the JV squad, and he's still pretty fit. That was the scenario I was leaning into when I plucked the tenderizer out of the kitchen drawer.

But a sick patient? Coughing? Coughing isn't sexy ... why is he coughing?

He coughs on the other side of the door, louder this time, and knocks again.

"I don't think I'm contagious," he says, "just ... well, unwell?"

Unwell is also unsexy, but it's Luca's opener. I joined the improv club in college for about a month freshman year, and I remember the rule was "yes and ..." — take your improv partner's opener and build on it. And this is just improv, right? Sexy improv? Hopefully sexy improv?

I step up to the door, my hand hovering over the knob and my heart pounding in my chest. He's going to fuck you no matter what, I remind myself. We already know how this ends — everyone has a good time, there's no audience, just go with the flow and we'll be at the fucking before you know it ...

I take a deep breath and yank the door open. Luca has his fist raised like he's going to knock again, and then drops his hand to his side and gives me a smile. That smile, the one that convinced me to put on this stupid costume.

"Oh, Luca, you sound just awful," I say, taking his hand and pulling him into the bedroom.

#

Luca is laughing so hard he can barely breathe, his hand against his chest. His face is bright red and tears are streaming down his cheeks.

"What is wrong?" I ask, trying to maintain what I thought was an approximation of Insatiable Ingrid's sexy Swedish accent.

Luca gasps; his lips move, but they're not forming words. He's doubled over now, his arms around his belly, back shaking with laughter.

"I do not understand what is so funny," I say, the "what" coming out like "vut", and then I snort, trying to stifle my own laughter.

"Your ... your ... your accent, Callie!" Luca says, struggling to speak. "It's ... fucking ridiculous?"

"Is not sexy Swedish accent?"

"Well, now it's kind of a ... not especially sexy Russian accent?"

He looks up at me, cheeks red, then doubles over laughing again. I let out an aggrieved sigh, and then snort again in spite of myself.

So far, I've managed to get Luca's shirt off and the first several buttons of my dress undone. My cap is a little crooked on my head, and I've kicked off my shoes so I'm standing in white stockings on the carpet, but we are not nearly as undressed as I had hoped we would be at this point.

Things started off promisingly. I held my hand against his forehead when he entered the bedroom, checking for a fever, and then guided him to sit on the edge of the bed. I unbuttoned his shirt, slowly, my hands sliding under the fabric to brush his warm skin, ostensibly checking his heart rate. When his fingers strayed to the buttons on my dress, I resisted at first, pulling away, but then let him continue as I slid his shirt off his shoulders and planted a kiss on his collarbone.

But then the accent happened.

I wasn't planning on doing an accent; I'm not good at accents, and I don't really know what a Swedish accent should sound like. Not, I'm sure, that Dick Langer's portrayal of a sexy Swedish nurse is anything remotely accurate. But I got carried away in the moment, channeling the filthy scenes I'd read while diddling myself on the chaise, and things moved very quickly from sexy to silly.

"Damn it," I say, pulling away from Luca and walking toward the door. "Damn it, damn it, damn it, I'm sorry I fucked this up!"

"Wait, Callie," Luca says, hopping off the bed and rushing over to me. He puts his hands around my waist and nuzzles my neck. "You're not fucking anything up, baby, I'm having a good time!"

"You're laughing!"

"Laughing is good!"

"Laughing isn't sexy, though," I say, my bottom lip sticking out in a pout. I feel tears brimming in my eyes and press a hand against them. "This is supposed to be sexy."

"This is supposed to be fun," Luca says, squeezing me against him. His fingers start to work at the remaining buttons on my dress. "Fun is sexy."

"It's not how I wanted it to be, though," I say, trying to keep the whining tone out of my voice. "I wanted it to be ... really hot for you. I want to be ... Insatiable Ingrid ..."

"Insatiable who?"

Luca's lips press against my throat and he slips a hand under the front of my dress, cupping one of my breasts through my bra. I lean back into him, and feel his erection against my back.

"Insatiable Ingrid," I say. "It's from ... it's a stupid book thing."

"You seem pretty insatiable to me," Luca says. His hand has pulled the lacy cup of my bra down and is gently circling my nipple, which stiffens at his touch.

"Do I seem like a sexy nurse, though?"

"You seem like my sexy wife," Luca says, his voice a low growl.

He pushes against me, walking me toward the closet door with both of his hands under my dress now, one groping my tits while the other slides over my belly. I turn my head and his lips travel up from my throat to my mouth, his teeth pulling at my lip. I groan and stumble forward until I bump against the door, and then my feet tangle in fabric on the floor.

"What's that?" I ask, pulling at the fabric with my foot.

"Probably my hard-on," Luca whispers in my ear, pushing his hips against me.

"No, not that," I say, laughing, "I know what that is! What's — this?"

I use my foot to pull the fabric up so I can reach it with my hand, and then lift it so I can see it in the dim light. It's not Luca's shirt, the only piece of clothing that's fallen to the floor so far. It feels soft and thin and smooth, and glows white in the darkness. Luca reaches for it with the hand that was teasing my nipples, and together we pull it taut.

"It looks like a hospital gown," Luca says.

I wrinkle my brow, puzzled.

"What's a hospital gown doing here?" I ask.

Luca shrugs. "I don't know, and I don't care," he says, resuming his fondling.

My breath catches in my throat, tingling pleasure radiating from my tits.

"Put it on," I whisper.

"What?"

"The gown," I say, letting it dangle from my fingers as I turn in his arms to face him. "Put it on."

#

"No peeking!" Luca says with a laugh. He's sitting on the bed, pushing his slacks down past his knees and struggling to pull his socks off. I am absolutely peeking, enjoying the sight of the bulge in his boxers.

"It's not like I've never seen it before," I say.

"But you're my nurse!"

"I'm a professional. A seasoned professional. Do you know how many dicks I've seen?"

"No, and I don't want to know," Luca says. He stands and turns his back to me, then pushes his boxers down. His smooth, bare ass makes my stomach tighten; I love the way those firm, silky globes feel on my hands when he's riding me ...

"I'm going to see it, eventually ..."

"Maybe, maybe not," Luca says, dropping the white hospital gown over his head. It's open at the back, so I still have a nice view of his ass until he turns to face me, and then I have a nice view of the tent at the front of the gown. I lick my lips.

"Very nice," I say, taking a step toward him. I reach my hand up to make sure my cap is firmly in place. "Should we resume your physical?"

"Are you going to use the accent?"

"Do you want me to?"

"Maybe," he says.

His hands rest on my hips as he leans in to kiss me. His lips are firm and warm, and his tongue is hot and wet when it pushes past my teeth. I'm suddenly dizzy, disoriented, feeling the bedroom spin around me. If not for Luca's hands running up and down my back, gripping my ass through my white dress, I would fall into a heap on the floor.

"Luca," I gasp, my fingers clutching his shoulders. "Luca, I'm ... what's happening?"


Chapter 5


Nurse Callie preferred to work the night shift, especially on the third floor of Milhawket General Hospital. It was almost always quiet, and there was seldom any work to do but make the rounds of the rooms to check on patients and answer the occasional bell for water or help to the toilet. She could sit at the nurses' station and read the night away to the gentle glow of the desk lamp.

And tonight Debbie, the other nurse who usually shared the third floor shift with her, had been called down to the short-staffed and much busier second floor, leaving Callie with the station to herself. Callie packed a few of her special paperbacks — "Naughty Nina's Nasty Night" and "Hot Times in the Firehouse Kitchen" among them — to enjoy in privacy.

She hung her coat on the rack behind the desk and took the clipboard down from its hanger on the wall. According to the schedule clipped to the board, there were only three patients on the floor tonight: an older man, a younger man, and a middle-aged woman. The older man had already received his last meds for the night and been tucked in by the previous shift, and the woman had no care needs noted until a round of meds in the early morning, still six hours away.

But there was a scribbled note next to the young man's name: "sheet change ASAP". Callie sighed — might as well get that out of the way right now, she thought, adjusting her cap on the top of her head as she made her way down the hall to room number twelve.

#

"Knock knock," Callie said as she tapped her knuckles against the doorjamb. She heard a noncommittal grunt from inside the room, so she bumped the door open with her hip and stepped inside.

The lights were low, and it took her eyes a moment to adjust. A young man with curly black hair lay propped against the pillows, a paperback book in one hand. When he turned his luminous green eyes toward her, Callie felt a sudden flutter in her belly; the schedule said he was a man of thirty-two, but it failed to note that he was such a handsome man of thirty-two. She straightened her shoulders and put on a professional air as she took the chart from the foot of the bed.

"I'm Nurse Callie," she said as she flipped through pages. According to the admission notes, Luca had taken a fall from a roof and broken one arm and received a concussion. He was in the hospital for observation, with plans to be discharged in the morning.

"Luca," the man said, tucking his book under his pillow. He winced a little with the movement, but then his face relaxed into a smile and Callie felt that flutter again.

"My schedule says I need to change your sheets, Luca," Callie said, putting the chart back in its pocket. "Is now a good time? I can get you tucked in for the night and leave you to your reading."

"Sure," said Luca, wincing again as he pulled himself to a sitting position with his back against the pillows and his legs stretched out in front of him. He was wearing a thin white hospital gown that did nothing to conceal his broad shoulders and chest. His left arm was in a white cast, bound to his chest with a wrap of surgical tape. "Should I get out of bed?"

"No, you're fine," Callie said, turning to the narrow closet beside the door. "It's like a magic trick, changing the sheets with a patient in the bed. I'll need you to scoot over while I pull the sheets, but I'll be done in a flash."

She set a new set of sheets and a blanket from the closet on the chair beside the bed, then untucked the top sheet and pulled it down past Luca's feet. Callie couldn't help but notice the shape of his body under the thin gown — the broad shoulders and chest flowing into a flat, firm belly, tapering to his hips; the material clung to his firm thighs, with the hem sitting just above his knees. The bulge between those thighs was unmistakable, and Callie felt her cheeks flush as she directed her eyes to his feet.

Callie untucked the bottom sheet on one side of the bed and rolled it toward Luca, keeping her eyes on his feet so her belly wouldn't flutter so much. Then she fixed the corners of the fresh sheet to the mattress and quickly stretched it toward Luca.

"Okay, I'll need you to roll toward me," Callie said, reaching her hand to Luca's hip. She felt a tingle up her arm when she felt his warmth through the gown's thin material.

"Sure," Luca said, wincing again as he rolled onto his side. He lifted his right arm along the fresh bottom sheet and tucked his knees toward his belly, making the gown slide up his thighs.

"Perfect," Callie said, pulling her eyes reluctantly away from Luca's thick, muscular thighs. She moved around to the foot of the bed, smoothing the fresh sheet and untucking the old sheet.

When she got to the other side of the bed, facing Luca's back, her breath caught in her throat. His gown was open at the back, revealing his firm, muscular buttocks. An image of her fingers plying those muscles as Luca's body hovered over hers flashed through her mind, and Callie had to bite her lip to dispel it. She pulled the old sheet free and tugged the new sheet tight, her fingers nearly brushing Luca's leg.

"Okay," Callie said, a hitch in her voice that she hoped Luca didn't notice, "you can roll over again."

Luca rolled onto his back on the fresh sheet. His gown had slid up his thighs and was now tight against his groin, the bulge between his thighs even more pronounced. Callie thought she saw a pulse of movement along his shrouded shaft, and she quickly turned to the chair with the fresh top sheet. She snapped the clean sheet above Luca's body and watched as the white linen slowly fell across him, hiding his broad shoulders and narrow hips from view but certainly not erasing them from her memory.

"That was a pretty neat trick," Luca said as he settled back under the sheet.

"Well, I'm a professional," Callie said, giving him a quick smile. Then she reached for the pillows under his head, saying, "Let's get these pillowcases changed too, shall we?"

Luca's eyes suddenly got wide, and he reached his right arm across his body and under the pillows. His fingers grasped for, and missed, the paperback he tucked away when Callie came in; when Callie pulled the pillow free, the book fluttered to the floor with a thud.

Callie quickly replaced the pillowcases, sliding them under Luca's head, then bent down to grab the fallen book. Her eyes widened when she saw the cover — a blonde woman wearing a nurse's cap, her full breasts nearly falling out of a far-too-tight white blouse. Bright red letters exclaimed, "Insatiable Ingrid," across the top, with the author's name, "Dick Langer," in smaller print beneath. She turned the book over so the cover was facing down and pushed it back under the pillows.

"There we go," Callie said, giving the pillows a gentle pat as she straightened herself, her fingers reaching up for her cap to make sure it was secure. "If you need anything, just buzz. Nighty night!"

"Uh, thanks," Luca said, his eyes turned away and his olive cheeks flushed. "I think I'll be good."

She could feel Luca's eyes on her as she left the room, and stole one last glance before she closed the door so she could fix his curly hair and green eyes in her memory.


Chapter 6


"Ingrid's eyes moved up and down the bandaged figure lying in the hospital bed. He was wrapped head to toe in gauze, the translucent tape covering every inch of his body. Every inch, that is, except the turgid eight inches that rose from between his thighs, pulsing in the dim light. Ingrid felt her pussy tingle at the sight of the weeping eye at the tip of the shaft, and the heavy balls resting high and tight against the bandages ..."

Luca groaned in frustration, holding the open paperback against his chest. His heart pounded and his cock twitched beneath the sheet. Usually, he read his Dick Langer books with the paperback in his left hand and his cock in his right, slowly stroking as the adventures of lusty cheerleaders, sultry stewardesses, and hungry heiresses played out across the page. With just one hand in play, though, he found himself forced to alternate between reading and stroking, which was not ideal for either.

On top of that, he had made the mistake of bringing a naughty nurse book to the hospital. Callie didn't really resemble Ingrid — she was slimmer, with bobbed blonde hair and brown eyes and the sweetest smile he had ever seen, not the buxom, flaxen-haired she-devil who raged across the pages of "Insatiable Ingrid." But he couldn't help but imagine Callie in the nasty situations Dick Langer described: servicing two well-hung doctors at once, making out with Nurse Nina in the supply cabinet, climbing on top of a patient in traction and riding him to their mutual delight.

Callie was exactly his type. When she had bent over to pick up his dropped paperback, he got an eyeful of her lace bra peaking between the buttons of her white uniform blouse, and he had to stifle a gasp. And when she threw that glance over her shoulder as she left his room, her firm, round ass under her tight white skirt illuminated by the hallway light, Luca felt his cock lurch.

Did she see the cover of his paperback, the model representing Insatiable Ingrid practically falling out of her uniform? Luca wasn't sure, and also wasn't sure what he wanted the answer to be. On the one hand, maybe he should be embarrassed and ashamed that the pretty nurse found that he was reading a tawdry stroke book; she might be especially reluctant to change his sheets after he checked out in the morning. But on the other hand, she had given him that smiling glance, and she hadn't recoiled in disgust; so maybe she hadn't noticed the cover of the book ... or maybe she had? Maybe she was ... intrigued? Aroused? Luca groaned and stroked his shaft, squeezing his eyes shut as he pictured Callie bending down beside his bed, her lacy bra peeking into view.

His book slipped down his chest, and he had to drop his cock to catch it. He flicked the pages with his thumb until he found his place in the story again:

"'That swelling looks uncomfortable,' Ingrid said, resting her hand against the bandaged man's belly. He flinched under her touch, but whether from pain or excitement, she couldn't tell. 'Let me help you bring it down a little ...'

When she pressed her lips against the smooth, spongy tip of his throbbing cock, the man let out a moan that was obviously a sign of excitement. Ingrid grinned as she took it into the warm cavern of her mouth ...

"Fuuuck," Luca sighed, imagining Callie's lips on his cock, her playful smile curling around his pulsing shaft. His shaft throbbed under the thin sheet, and he raised his hips off the mattress so the tip of his cock rubbed against the soft cotton of his gown.

He rested the book carefully against his injured arm and reached under the covers, pulling his gown up to his belly so he could stroke his shaft unhindered. His cock throbbed in his fist. He slid the sheet to the side, letting his erection rise up fully exposed, purple head weeping a trickle of pre-cum. With short, firm strokes, Luca brought himself to the edge of climax and then released his grip, watching as his cock bounced against his belly. The electric tingle of an orgasm delayed ran up his body and made his scalp buzz. Panting, he brought the book back up to his face:

The patient's member pulsed between Ingrid's teeth, and she tasted the salty tang of his pre-cum on her tongue. She circled his shaft with the tip of her tongue, relishing the musky flavors as they mixed with her spit. When she pulled her face away, his shaft glistened wet and sparkly in the dim light of the hospital room, and he let out another moan. Ingrid smiled to herself: she lived to give pleasure, to hear the appreciative moans and groans of her lovers. Her pussy tingled at the thought of the delight she delivered to this poor, injured man ...

Luca's cock throbbed with need. He tried to prop his book against his shoulder, but it wouldn't stay open, so he set it by his side and brought his hand to his cock again. Eyes closed, he could perfectly picture Callie's lips and tongue tracing wet, meandering lines up and down his shaft, he could see her rich brown eyes looking up at him as she teased and tasted. He squirmed on the mattress, trying to keep himself on the perfect knife's edge of climax, and didn't notice when his hip bumped the call button fixed to the side of the bed.


Chapter 7


"'But Doctor,' Nina said, staring wide-eyed at the pillar of flesh rising from between the patient's legs, 'the swelling looks ... painful!'

Doctor Tikelmeister smirked and said, 'Equal parts painful and pleasurable, I should think. But I should think you're well acquainted with such protuberances, and all the ways they can be relieved.'

Nina blushed and glanced away, then looked up into Doctor Tikelmeister's piercing blue eyes.

'I've never seen swelling like this, Doctor,' she said with a catch in her throat, 'but I'll certainly do my best ...'"

When Callie picked up "Naughty Nina's Nasty Night" at the BookSwap yesterday — tucking it into a stack of chaste-looking Regencies that she probably would never read and some brooding Gothics that she definitely would — she hadn't expected a hospital plot. The other Dick Langer "Naughty Nina" book she'd read — "Naughty Nina's Naked Nest" — had been about a New Orleans bordello. How Nina ended up as a nurse at a research hospital specializing in cures for priapism was not entirely clear to Callie, the consequences of that role — lots of exquisitely hard cocks to service — were abundantly obvious. Callie didn't especially mind that the book veered quickly into the absurd — she tended to let her mind wander, spinning its own filthy fantasies alongside the words on the page, when she read books off the "special shelf" at the BookSwap.

And the fantasies her mind was spinning now all had to do with Luca, the patient in room number twelve.

Callie leaned back in the swivel chair of the nurse's station, one foot propped up on the desk, her skirt hiked up to her thighs, reading about Nina's introduction to Doctor Tikelmeister's program to cure the world of painful erections. The good doctor, it seemed, was no great fan of the slow burn, much less of riding the edge of arousal; he was all about the climax, bringing the massive erections that came to his secretive practice to overwhelming relief. It seemed that he had some ulterior motives related to "orgone" or some such pseudoscience — Nina was tasked with capturing the energy of her patients' release in a crystal tube — but the book seemed to be largely a vehicle for scenes of Nina giving blowjobs and hand jobs rather than having a great deal of plot on its own.

Which was fine with Callie: her fantasies were a blowjob vehicle, too, in which Callie lifted Luca's gown to reveal his raging erection and did her best to bring the swelling down, not with an ice pack but with the warmth of her lips and tongue. She was sure, based on the shape of the bulge she saw between his thighs when she was changing his sheets, that Luca was sporting a cock of significant length and girth; he might not match her fantasies, but that didn't matter, as she was unlikely ever to have her imagination refuted by Luca's actual cock.

Callie looked around, confirming that she was alone at the nurse's station, and then hooked a thumb in the waistband of her panties and tugged. She lifted her ass so she could ease them down to her knees, and then tucked her legs up so she could slide them down to her ankles. Callie let them hang for a moment on her left foot, twirling them about in the dim light, and then watched them slide to the floor.

She propped both feet on the desk, thighs wide, and grinned at the feeling of the cool night air against her pussy. With the fingers of her left hand resting against her thigh, tantalizingly close to her delicate folds, Callie turned the page and continued reading:

Nina took the rigid pole in both hands — she had to stack her fists one on top of the other to cover its impressive length — and bent it gently toward her face. She let her tongue glide past her lips and gently lick across the velvety head, scooping up the glimmering bead of salty pre-cum that quivered on its tip. The patient let out a deep sigh and reached a hand to cup the back of Nina's head, guiding her mouth over the bulbous head.

Callie's fingers were just grazing her lips, dancing lightly over her delicate flower, when the harsh sound of the nurses' station buzzer sounded. Heart racing and face flushed, she set her book down on the desk and blinked at the display on the wall: two red lights blinked in the black plastic panel, one indicating a call from room fifteen and one from room twelve.

"Shit," Callie muttered, rolling the chair back and then stooping to snatch up her discarded panties. She tucked them into the pocket of her skirt as she hurried down the hall, pausing briefly to wash her hands at the sink mounted on the wall.

#

Mrs. Abelman was snoring softly again almost as soon as Callie guided her from the lavatory back to bed and pulled the sheet up to her chin. Callie dimmed the lights, made a quick note on the chart at the foot of the bed, and stepped quietly out of the room, pulling the door shut behind her.

She looked across the hall at room twelve. The red light above the door was still on, but steady; the light would flash at an increasingly urgent pulse if the patient hit the call button multiple times, so it appeared that Luca had called just once. Callie glanced at her watch — tending to Mrs. Abelman had taken a little over ten minutes, so it would appear that whatever Luca needed, it wasn't serious enough that he was impatiently tapping the button.

Callie strode quickly to the door of room twelve, tapped the switch to turn off the call light, and put her hand on the knob. An electric tingle ran from her fingers to her belly, a sudden feeling of anticipation raising her pulse. Images of Luca's curly hair and green eyes flashed through her mind, along with the naughtier visions that Nina's nasty night had conjured. Reminding herself that she was living in the real world and not inside a dirty paperback, Callie squared her shoulders, took a deep breath, and pushed the door open.

And froze in the doorway at the tableau she revealed.

Maybe I am living in a dirty paperback, she thought, biting her lip as she tiptoed toward the bed.


Chapter 8


Struggling with the paperback and his cock finally became too much of a burden, so Luca triaged the situation: he would simply have to focus on his cock and let his mind spin up stories and images all by itself. Luckily, his brain, flooded with arousal and primed by both the insatiable Ingrid and the sweetly sexy Callie, was more than up to the challenge.

He imagined Callie taking charge of his raging erection, applying her hands gently but firmly to his shaft. He could hear her soft, sweet voice in his ears, praising the rigidity of his cock, the plumpness of the purple head and the heaviness of his balls. Luca ran his thumb in a circle around the tip, spreading the slick pre-cum over the glans, and pretended it was Callie's tongue exploring the salty flavors.

When he heard Callie say, "That swelling looks equal parts painful and pleasurable," he thought that he had managed to imagine a perfect replica of her voice.

Until he opened his eyes and let out a gasp: Callie was standing in the doorway, the light from the hallway casting her as a shapely silhouette. He thought he could see the hint of a smile in the shadows that played across her face.

#

Luca fumbled for the sheet, pulling it up over his pulsing erection, but somehow the shrouded pillar rising from the bed was even worse than the bare flesh in his hand. His shaft bounced involuntarily between his belly and the covers, making the sheet wiggle. He felt his cheeks burning with embarrassment.

"You hit the call button, Luca," Callie said as she stepped toward the bed. "Did you need something from me?"

"I ... it ... it was an accident," Luca stammered, looking at a spot above Callie's head, afraid to meet her eyes with his. "I must have ... bumped it ..."

"Accidents happen," Callie said. She was standing right beside the bed now, looking down at Luca; he winced, feeling both the ache in his broken arm and the urge in his cock. "But since I'm here, let me just give you a once over before I head back to the nurses' station."

"Um, okay," Luca whispered, turning his head to look away from her.

Callie's cool hand rested on his forehead, and he sighed when she combed her fingers through his sweat-damp hair. He hadn't even been aware of how heated his fumbling with his paperback and his cock had made him. She ran a finger down the side of his face, pausing at his lip.

"You feel a little feverish," she said, a note of concern in her voice. "I hope you're not catching one of those nasty hospital infections. I swear, sometimes you get sicker coming here than if you had just stayed home."

Luca opened his mouth to reply, but Callie pressed a soft finger to his lips and shushed him.

"Let me just take you temperature, Luca," Callie said, stepping to a cabinet beside the bed.

Luca turned his eyes to watch her cross the floor, gazing at her swaying hips and high, tight ass under her skirt. He snapped them back to the ceiling when she returned to the bedside, a thermometer in her hand.

"Let's see just how feverish you are," she said, snapping the white thermometer in the air before pressing the tip to Luca's lips. He opened his mouth, and she set the hard, cold plastic beneath his tongue.

Callie lifted his right arm from underneath the sheet and put two fingers on the underside of his wrist. She frowned, her brow wrinkled, and Luca felt his cock twitch under the sheet.

"You've got an elevated pulse, too, Luca," Callie said, shaking her head. "You're supposed to be resting after that nasty fall you took. There's definitely something going on."

She turned back to the cabinet; Luca watched her again, shifting the thermometer into a more comfortable position. When Callie bent down, her skirt rode up the back of her legs, and the glimpse of thigh beneath the hem made him shiver. She looked over her shoulder at him and smiled, then straightened and returned with a stethoscope in her hands.

"We'll just give that thumper a little listen," she said, pulling the sheet down to Luca's waist. His cock stretched up of its own volition, seeking Callie's hand mere inches away, then fell, disappointed, against his stomach, twitching inconsolably beneath the covers.

Callie slipped a hand under the loose neck of his gown and pressed the cold, round chest piece against his bare skin. Luca flinched, and Callie placed her other hand on his shoulder, pressing him into the pillows.

"Just relax, Luca," she said, leaning over him.

The top two buttons of her white blouse were undone, and when she bent down, he could see the lacy top of her bra and the swell of her breasts. She shifted her weight above him, the hand on his should sliding softly across his chest, and Luca saw her tits gently sway within their confinement. His cock nodded appreciatively.

"Your heart is just pounding away, Luca," Callie said, pursing her lips. "There must be a real demand for blood flow to your extremities. Are you feeling dizzy at all?"

She lifted the stethoscope away, letting it dangle between her breasts, and put the back of her hand to his forehead again. Luca did feel dizzy, his head spinning; the extremity demanding all of his oxygen-rich blood pulsed under the sheet, making clear thought almost impossible.

The thermometer beeped, and Callie plucked it from Luca's mouth. His lips fell open, jaw slack, and he looked up into her soft brown eyes as she peered at the thermometer.

"Definitely an elevated temperature, too, Luca," Callie said, shaking her head. "High heart rate, dizziness, fever ... oh, and that swelling, don't forget the swelling!"

Luca blushed again, cheeks hot; his impertinent cock tried to raise a salute under the sheet, and Luca blushed harder when Callie's eyes flicked below his waist and a wry grin floated across her lips.

"I'm not qualified to make a final diagnosis," Callie said, resting a hand lightly on his chest, "but I'm concerned there might be a slight case of nocturnally induced priapism at work here. I'll have the doctor look at it in the morning, but we can at least try to relieve the symptoms tonight."

She suddenly reached down for the sheet folded at his waist and pulled, revealing his naked cock straining up from between his legs. With the weight of the covers gone, his shaft stretched toward the ceiling, a glittering droplet of pre-cum sparkling on the bulbous head. Callie sucked in a breath of air, her eyes wide, then exhaled, her breasts straining the remaining buttons on her blouse.

"Goodness," she whispered, "it's worse than I thought ..."


Chapter 9


The erection rising from the hospital bed most assuredly did not refute Callie's fantasies. If anything, it far exceeded her most optimistic expectations. Thick and long, it pulsed against Luca's belly, the bulging purple head pointing at his chin. A silvery strand of pre-cum dribbled from the end; Callie licked her lips, imagining its salty flavor against her tongue.

"Oh, Luca, it's ..."

She was going to say beautiful, but that wasn't quite right. Magnificent, maybe? Sublime? Her stomach fluttered and her nipples stiffened. Callie brought a hand up to her throat, feeling a flush of warmth spread through her body, and let out a long, heavy sigh.

Then she straightened her shoulders and said, "It's imperative that we reduce that swelling right away. It's no wonder your heart is pounding so hard with the demands your penis is making on your cardiovascular system!"

Luca let out a sigh of his own, and she pulled her eyes reluctantly from his rigid shaft to look at his face. Those green eyes glowed with desire, and his lips curled into a smile.

Callie stepped closer to the bed and peered down at Luca's cock, which lifted up its head in salute to her. She observed the swollen purple head, the pink and olive shaft, and the heavy balls nestled between Luca's thighs. Her pussy purred, electric tingles making her shiver in anticipation. She reached a finger toward it, slow and hesitant, and it strained toward her hand as if of its own volition, seeking to close the gap between them.

"It looks dry, though, Luca," Callie said, pulling her hand back. She had brought her fingers close enough to feel the heat radiating from the column of flesh. "We can't have this organ injured in our efforts to relieve it — chafing is definitely counter-indicated in this situation."

Callie returned to the cabinet and fumbled around inside it for a moment. She could feel Luca's eyes on her back, and a trickle of sweat ran down her spin beneath her blouse. Her fumbling fingers undid another button on her blouse, revealing the delicate lace that edged the cups of her bra, before she turned back to Luca with a little plastic tube in her hands.

"Let's slick things up, shall we, Luca?"

Callie tipped the tube over, holding it high above Luca's cock, and sent a glistening, viscous stream down along the shaft. She moved the tube back and forth in the air, making sure the thick liquid fully coated the length of Luca's cock. Her application was more than generous, and the tube was almost empty when she tipped it up and set it gently on the floor. Luca's cock bounced against his belly, strands of lubricant dripping onto his belly and down his hips, coating his testicles.

Callie smiled at the slippery shaft, then looked up at Luca's face. His eyes were wide with anticipation, his breathing fast and shallow. She fumbled with the stethoscope dangling around her neck, shaky fingers placing the ear pieces before slipping her hand again down the collar of Luca's gown and pressing the chest-piece to his warm skin. He squirmed when the cold metal touched him, and then collapsed back into the pillows, breathing hard. His heartbeat thundered in Callie's ears, a heavy, steady drumming. When she slid her hand over his bare belly to his groin, the drumming grew faster; and when her palm cupped the heavy globes beneath his shaft, the din in her ears was almost too much to bear.

"We need to take this procedure slowly, Luca," Callie said, raising her voice so she could hear herself over the pounding in her ears. "It can be very stressful on your system to release the swelling too quickly. I need you to relax and take long, deep breaths."

Callie's fingers walked lightly up the length of Luca's slippery cock while she held his gaze with her eyes. He gasped when she reached the spongy end and ran her thumb over the weeping eye. Slippery lubricant spread along her palm when she rested her hand against his shaft, holding it gently but firmly against his belly.

"Long, deep breaths," Callie repeated, wrapping her fingers gently around his length and sliding them back down to the base.

She held her face close to Luca's, feeling his hot breath on her cheek. With each stroke, she squeezed her fingers more tightly around his girth. His heartbeat hammered in her ears, and her own pulse increased to match its incessant tattoo. She felt her belly tighten and clit stiffen, and it took all of Callie's self-control to keep the stethoscope firmly against Luca's chest and not reach under skirt to find some relief for her need.

Luca squirmed, eyes closed and lips parted. When he shifted on his pillow, Callie caught a glimpse of something tucked beneath it. He squirmed again, rolling his head from side to side, and his paperback slid free, the cover face up beside his shoulder: "Insatiable Ingrid," the cover cried, the buxom nurse winking up at her with pouting lips.

"Luca!" Callie exclaimed, snatching off the stethoscope and dropping on his chest. "Is this what caused you to swell up?"

She grabbed the book and flipped it over to read the back:

The Insatiable Ingrid Igelstöm is back and sexier than ever! Ever since joining the staff of Tender Mercy Hospital as an overnight nurse, she's had her nights (and days!) filled with lusty encounters! Join her as she provides the gentle care her patients require, administered as only Ingrid can!

"This is very inappropriate reading material with someone in your condition," Callie said, trying to make her voice stern. She flipped the book over again so she could look at the cover; the nurse's full breasts threatened to burst the flimsy buttons of her blouse. "It has almost certainly made your predicament much worse."

"I ... I'm sorry, Nurse Callie," Luca stammered.

"Don't apologize to me, Luca," Callie said, resuming her slow, firm strokes along the length of his cock. "Apologize to your poor, poor penis, driven to such intense arousal. There's only one thing to do in this situation."

"Wh ... what's that?"

"Read it to me," Callie said with a smile, pressing the book into Luca's right hand.


Chapter 10


Luca fumbled with the book, almost dropping it as he jostled it in his right hand while Callie continued to slowly run her hand up and down the length of his shaft. She paused at each end, circling the glans with her thumb and then rolling his testicles between her fingers. Luca had trouble focussing his eyes on the page.

"Read it to me," Callie repeated. "Now."

Luca blinked until the words stopped swimming on the page, and then began to read in a gasping, unsteady voice:

"The patient groaned as Ingrid's mouth enveloped his member in the soft, wet warmth of her mouth. The velvety head of his cock rode the ridge of her palate and bumped against the back of her throat, causing Ingrid to gasp and moan. She sucked as she pulled her mouth slowly back, letting her tongue drag along the sensitive underside of the patient's massive erection. It made a popping sound when it exited Ingrid's mouth."

"That must feel nice for Ingrid's patient," Callie said. "I suppose you like to have a woman's mouth on your penis, too, don't you,Luca?"

Luca looked up from the page and his eyes went wide when he saw Callie had unbuttoned her blouse to the waist of her skirt. She untucked the fabric and let it fall open, exposing her lacy bra and smooth, naked belly. Callie grinned at him and let the blouse slip from her shoulders.

"Keep reading, please," Callie said. "It's very important."

Luca struggled again to focus on the page, and his eyes were drawn back and forth between the book and Callie's partially unclothed body. She gave him a stern look when she caught his eyes, and he turned again to the book:

"The salty tang of the patient's pearly pre-cum tickled Ingrid's taste buds. It was a delightful appetizer for what she hoped would be a hot, viscous meal of jizz jetting into her mouth and down her throat, a delectable sauce for her to lick from her lips and lap from the patient's rigid pole.

"'You have such a tasty tool,' Ingrid said in her rich Scandinavian voice. 'I could gobble it all night. And perhaps that is what I shall do.'

"The patient writhed on the bed, his bandages showing dark patches where the sweat of his arousal soaked through them."

Luca felt Callie's hand release his cock, and he looked up to see her slipping her arm free of her blouse. The white fabric fluttered to the floor, and Callie reached a hand behind her back to unclasp her bra. She crossed an arm across her chest to hold the cups in place as she let the straps fall forward from her shoulders and winked at Luca.

"If you keep reading," Callie said, reaching back to place her fingers beside Luca's hard, slippery cock — so close, but not touching, "I'll keep stroking."

"Oh, fuck," Luca croaked. He held the book up to his face.

"Ingrid rolled her tongue around the patient's bulbous glans, flicking it against the prominent ridge. The patient's shaft throbbed against her lips and his balls tightened in her fist; she gave them a playful squeeze, eliciting a whimper from the patient's gauze-covered mouth.

'It won't be long now,' Ingrid thought as she drove her mouth down over his shaft, fully engulfing it, 'before he's filling my throat with his lovely hot spunk.'"

True to her word, Callie stroked as long as Luca read. He imagined that it was Callie sucking his cock in place of Ingrid, her tongue playfully teasing the tip and lapping at his tight, heavy balls. Luca wanted the glorious ache of his arousal to last forever, but he also wanted to erupt in Callie's firm hand, sending his seed arcing into the air. His skin felt tingly and flushed.

"You're doing such a good job, Luca," Callie said, her voice soothing and soft. "You're such a good boy. The swelling must be so uncomfortable, but I think we're almost there. Are we almost there, Luca?"

Luca nodded his head and looked up from the book. Callie had let her bra fall, and stood beside the bed with her firm breasts exposed, long pink nipples standing stiff and hot. The hand not pumping his shaft was behind her back now, and he heard the quiet whisper of a zipper sliding. Her skirt loosened and then fell down to her feet, exposing her flat belly and neatly trimmed bush. He had to bite his lip, hard, to keep his cock from exploding.


Chapter 11


What would Ingrid do? Callie thought to herself as she stepped free of the skirt pooled around her feet and toed off her flat white shoes.

She brought a hand between her legs, letting out a sigh as her fingers brushed her stiff clit and wet folds. Luca looked like he was about to erupt, and Callie thought she could easily join him, her arousal was so intense.

"Looking at your gorgeous cock has me dripping wet," Callie whispered, leaning close enough to Luca that her nipples brushed his chest.

She pulled her hand away from her pussy and dragged her fingers over Luca's lips. His tongue shot out, hungrily lapping at the taste of her nectar. Callie slid her hand between her legs again, moaning as she stroked her clit with her thumb and tested the entrance to her channel with a finger, then pressed her palm against Luca's mouth. His tongue felt ticklish and wet against her skin.

Maybe Ingrid would straddle his face and let his tongue dance among her folds, Callie thought.

She fed Luca another taste of nectar pulled from her pussy to her fingers and then pressed into his lips. He licked and bit at her skin, his teeth grazing her palm and his lips surrounding the tip of her thumb and sucking at the tangy flavors she had captured. When she gave his cock an appreciative squeeze, Luca moaned, the vibrations rising up her arm and making her scalp tingle.

Or maybe Ingrid would take his slippery cock into her mouth and coax every last drop of cum out of it, she thought, looking back over her shoulder at the wet, pulsing shaft between her fingers. She licked her lips, anticipating his salty seed filling her mouth.

Callie's fingers returned to her pussy, rubbing and stroking. She raised a white-stockinged foot to the edge of the bed so she could reach deeper into her core, giving Luca a view of her open, pouting lips. His cock lurched in her hand, and she was afraid for a moment that he would lose control, but with a long groan he settled back into the pillows. The book rested on his chest, propped open so Ingrid's naughty smile and sparkling eyes looked up at Callie.

No, I think Ingrid would ride his pole, Callie decided, thrumming her clit decisively.

Callie used her propped foot to lift herself onto the bed. The metal hinges groaned beneath her as she positioned herself with her knees on either side of Luca's hips, her pussy hovering above his erection. She took his shaft in both hands and gave it a firm stroke.

"I'm going to fuck you now," Callie said, leaning over Luca as she rolled the head of his cock across her throbbing clit. "Is that okay with you?"

Luca replied with an enthusiastic gasping sound that Callie took as affirmation.


Chapter 12


Luca and Callie moaned in harmony as Callie lowered herself onto Luca's cock. Callie settled herself on Luca, thighs wide and hands pressed into his chest, and looked into his eyes.

"We're going to take care of the swelling now," Callie said. "I'm going to ride you until you come, and I'm going drain every drop your balls can give me."

"Fuck," was the best that Luca's tongue could manage in response. He wasn't sure if it was an exclamation, an observation, or a demand, or maybe a bit of everything. In that moment, the only thing that existed in Luca's world was the weight of Callie on his hips, the delicious ache in his balls, and the warm embrace of Callie cunt around his quivering shaft.

Callie slid Luca's gown up his body, exposing his chest. She bent to lick and bite at his nipples, and then ran her tongue up toward his throat. Luca reached up with his good hand and tangled his fingers in Callie's hair, pulling her mouth hard against his. Their tongues met and tangled as Callie raised and lowered her hips, letting out a groan into his mouth each time her clit landed against his groin. She swiveled her hips, grinding herself on him, and pressed her thighs around him.

Callie wore nothing but white knee-high stockings and the white nurse's cap pinned to her blonde hair, and if he looked at her too long, straddling him in her nearly-naked glory, he was sure he'd lose control. Luca squeezed his eyes shut, urging his cock to resist the desire to erupt inside Callie's warm and willing channel. The ache had become almost unbearable, and the feeling of pressure against the tip of his cock made tears trickle from the corners of his eyes.

Callie grunted as her movements became less rhythmic and more desperate. Luca ran his hand down her sweat-slick back and rested his fingers on her waist. He wished he had control of both arms, because he wanted to grasp her by the hips and hold her against him as he thrust up to meet her. He arched his back, trying to meet Callie's thrusts, gritting his teeth against the slap of her flesh against his.

"Oh fuck," Callie gasped, grabbing two fistfuls of Luca's curly hair. She lifted his head and then pushed him back into the pillows as she rode high and hard. "Oh fuck fuck fuck, Luca, I'm going to ..."

Luca didn't hear the rest, if Callie even had more to say. He answered her expletives with a roar, thrusting his hips off the bed as the floodgates he had been struggling to hold back burst into her warm, wet pussy. His climax thundered in his ears as his vision blurred, and he felt Callie fall against him, wet and panting as she shuddered through her own release.


Chapter 13


I'm still panting when I feel Luca's gentle kisses on my neck and his hands sliding up and down my back. Gasping like a fish plucked from the lake, I rest my cheek against his chest and stretch out along his full length.

"That was amazing, baby," he whispers into my ear. "Better than I could have imagined."

I blink, my head still spinning from the body-wrenching orgasm I reached astride Luca, and look around. Gone is the hospital room, the stethoscope, the cast on Luca's arm. I see the headboard of our bed, the satin red wallpaper of our new bedroom, the familiar bedside lamp glowing faintly beside me.

"What happened?" I croak, still struggling for breath. The scene of our fucking may have changed, but the fluttering belly and tinging limbs that are the aftermath of my orgasm are still here.

"I have no idea," Luca say, shaking his head. He puts his hands in my hair and pulls me toward him for a long, lingering kiss. The way his tongue slides along my teeth makes me strongly consider going for another round, as soon as I've caught my breath.

I reach up to the top of my head and feel the costume cap still pinned to my hair; it feels different, though, stiffer, not like the soft cap I was just wearing. I look over the side of the bed and see my discarded clothing on the floor, but it's the costume dress with the red buttons, not the blouse and skirt I wore at the ... nurse's station? There's no nurse's station in our house ...

"But ... but ..." I stammer. I lay my hand on his left shoulder and feel his smooth, warm skin under my fingers, not the hard cast that held his broken arm. "You were ... your arm, with the cast ..."

Luca laughs and kisses me again, then runs his fingers through my hair.

"Your hair was shorter," he says, "sort of a bob. I liked it ..."

"I'm so confused!"

"I think we just got lost in the game," he says. "We should have been playing with costumes a long time ago, I guess."

"But the game was ... it was awful until you put on the gown."

He shrugs and wraps his arms around me. I rest my head against his chest and listen to his beating heart — not as loud and as fast as I heard through the stethoscope (stethoscope?), but steady and reassuring.

"Maybe you're a better actress than you realize?" Luca says. "I'll bet Milhawket has a community theater, maybe you should try out for a part."

"I don't think they'd want the kind of acting I was apparently doing tonight," I say, feeling the warmth rise in my cheeks.

"Well, I certainly enjoyed," says Luca.

I sigh and slide off of him, curling up at his side. Something pokes into my hip, and I reach down to find a paperback novel on the bed. I know before I turn it over what I'm going to see on the cover: "Insatiable Ingrid," the red letters blare, "by Dick Langer"; I swear the buxom nurse is winking at me, daring me to discover her dirtiest secrets.


TOUCHDOWN!
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TOUCHDOWN!

Something strange happened the night Callie and Luca tried on the nurse's uniform they found in the hidden closet full of costumes in their new home in Milhawket. The fun bedroom roleplaying they expected took a turn toward the mysterious when they shared an intense and utterly realistic dream in which Callie was a nurse at Tender Mercy Hospital and Luca her patient.


Now Luca wants to try the cheerleader costume he's pulled from the closet, but Callie has her doubts. The ladies at the BookSwap in town have dropped some hints about a strange connection between Mariane Gundersen, the author of some spicy Gothic paperbacks Callie picked up there, and the old Victorian house on the hill that Callie and Luca occupy now. Is there more to the costume closet than just the promise of shaking up their love life?


PURSUED
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PURSUED

Things are getting spooky in Callie's Costume Closet ...


Callie's head is still spinning, and not just from the sexy romp she and her husband Luca had when they put the cheerleader costume they found in the mysterious closet to use in their bedroom. Something strange happens every time they play with the costumes -- it's as if they're transported into a new world where their fantasies become reality and their sexiest dreams come true.


Puzzled, intrigued, and a little frightened, Callie goes in search of clues. She finds little hints in the attic, at the BookSwap in town, and in the turret room she's been transforming into her reading nest. And she also finds a velvet cloak and linen gown that look suspiciously similar to the outfit on the cover of the Gothic paperback she's currently reading.


After the nurse and cheerleader outfits, it's Callie's turn to pick a scenario for their next bedroom play date. Callie expects to find mystery and passion when she puts on the velvet cloak and insists that Luca become a dark and brooding duke. But has she taken an unwitting step into a world of peril, with danger around every dark corner and escape tantalizingly out of reach?


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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