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Nipple By Mouth


I’ll admit, it was a stupid
mistake and one that I regretted from the moment I lost control of
the car. Answering my phone whilst at the wheel was terribly
ill-judged, no matter how potentially life-changing the call might
have been. The fact that it was raining had only worsened the
traction of my tyres on the tarmac and with my mind distracted by
my girlfriend’s sultry voice on the other end of the line, it was
only a matter of time before something went wrong. She was
describing all the things she would do to me once I arrived home,
filling my thoughts with all manner of sordid imagery and quickly
overwhelming my focus on the road ahead. I don’t even remember how
it happened. My only memory was of lifting my head off the steering
wheel and staring out across the crumpled, steaming bonnet of my
car toward the back of the red hatchback I’d rear-ended. A sharp
twinge shot down my spine from the base of my neck and within
seconds, I was unconscious. The next thing I knew, I was lying in a
hospital bed with a cast around my neck and the quiet beep of a
heart monitor ringing beside me. Thankfully, I found out that no
one else had been hurt in the collision and the worst that would
come of it would be a slightly increased insurance premium. Of
course, as a busy executive with a lot of work commitments and
responsibilities, I wasn’t best pleased with the idea of being
confined to a bed even for a few days. I didn’t want to take any
chances, though, and one look at the doctor whose care I would be
placed under convinced me that it would be a worthwhile
sacrifice.

Her
named was Amy and like me, she was in her mid-30s and possessed a
confident, stylish demeanour. I wasn’t sure how the chain of
command worked in a hospital, but she seemed to be in a position of
authority over all the other doctors and nurses. I began to lust
after her from the moment I laid my eyes on her sleek, womanly
curves. Her shimmering walnut hair would sway in front of her
shoulders with the occasional wisp sinking into the open collar of
her white coat, drawing my attention to her beautiful neck line.
She had quite the rack and although the coat did conceal them to
some extent, there was only so much she could do to hide their
impressive size. Every time she came in to check my chart and speak
to me, all I could think about was sticking my face between them
and feeling their warmth absorbing into my skin. I would often wake
from my morphine-induced slumber at the slightest clatter of the
clipboard being raised from the bottom of my bed, like a cat
hearing its dish being set out. At first, I made the same
assumption that I would of most women, that she was straight and
that my lurid fantasies would remain forever locked away inside my
own mind. In all honesty, I would have been happy to keep it in the
realm of make-believe, but I couldn’t help but flirt with her
anyway. To my increasing surprise, with every wry wink or
suggestive comment that I hurled in her direction, my assumptions
about her began to fall away. In fact, although she seemed reticent
to engage my risqué advances at first, she soon warmed to me and
began to fire back with equally flirty remarks.

I was in
the neck cast for a day or two, which pretty much shackled me to
the bed during that time. I took some small measure of solace in
the fact that I had a private room and wouldn’t have to endure the
clatter and bustle of a busy hospital ward. Eventually, they took
it off but told me I had to remain in hospital for another couple
of days just to make sure my neck wasn’t damaged. I quickly tired
of watching TV and reading the books that my girlfriend, Claire,
dropped off whenever she visited. She soon cottoned on to my
fondness for the doctor, but because she wasn’t the kind to be
jealous, she only encouraged me to embrace my attraction to her. We
had a somewhat more open relationship than most and would often
invite other women into our bed. It kept our sex lives fresh and
exciting, and only bolstered the trust we held in each other. Her
devilish thirst for sexual adventure knew few bounds and as soon as
she saw how much I lusted for the doctor, she practically insisted
that I make a move. The fact that I had her blessing turned me on
so much that I couldn’t resist the temptation, and on the fourth
and final night of my stay, I finally decided to act.

It was a
humid night and I’d been lying there in my bed for several hours,
tossing and turning in the futile hope of drifting off to sleep. I
thought about turning the air-conditioning on to alleviate the
sticky heat, but the incessant hum of the vent above my head would
have been almost as annoying. By that point in my stay, I was bored
stiff and had grown weary of the hospital’s sterile smell. The only
thing that kept me from going insane was the fantasy of luring Amy
into my bed. Even though my skin was clammy and my hospital gown
was clinging to my body, I couldn’t resist the temptation and
lowered my fingers down beneath the bed sheets to touch myself. I
began to nudge the tip of my finger over my clitoris and gently
rubbed it through the thin fabric of my gown. I wanted her so badly
and simply picturing her as I masturbated wasn’t nearly enough to
satiate my desires. The blood in my veins boiled as the sexual
frustration mounted inside me. There was only one possible course
of action and despite my suspicions that she felt the same way, I
nevertheless found myself overcome with an anxious buzz that left
my hands trembling beneath the sheets. I knew she was on duty that
evening and had noticed her passing by a couple of time on the
corridor outside. I waited and waited, glaring at the porthole
window in the door in the hope that she would reappear. A short
while later, I heard the dull patter of footsteps coming down the
hallway and knew instinctively from the unique sound of her heels
that it was Amy.

“Hey!” I
barked as she passed by the door. My heart thumped with
anticipation as I waited to see if she’d heard me. A few seconds
later, she peered into my room and saw that I was waving for her to
enter. She checked cautiously up and down the corridor, almost like
she knew what I wanted before she’d even touched the handle. Then,
she opened the door and stepped through to greet me.


“Anything the matter?” she asked as she waltzed up to the
side of the bed. The pale glow of the moonlight coming in through
the window washed across her white coat, wrapping a shadow around
the side of her hips that further highlighted their delectably
curvy form.

“I’m
having trouble getting to sleep...” I purred. “Could you fluff my
pillows for me?”

“Hmm...”
she muttered with faux disapproval, unable to suppress her knowing
grin. She thought about it for a moment, clearly aware of what I
really wanted.

“Why
can’t you fluff them yourself?” she replied. “Your neck is pretty
much healed now...”

“I know,
but you do it so well...” I winked, allowing my eyes to shamelessly
drift down over the heaving mounds of her breasts. “Pretty
please?”

She
leaned over and began to plump my pillows from the sides, bending
at the hips so that she hovered above my head. I raised my head up
slightly, partly so she could fluff them properly, but mostly so
that I could peek down beneath her blouse. The top two buttons were
open and the fabric hung away from her skin just enough to give me
a tantalising glimpse of her cleavage. The motion of her arms
caused warm gusts of air to billow up from her breasts, filling my
nostrils with the sublime scent of her perfume. Every whiff sent a
shiver up my spine and the sensation of her body heat washing over
my face made my clitoris throb even more intensely. I lay back on
the pillows with a devious smile stretching across my
lips.

“Enjoy
the view?” she chuckled. I loved that she was so upfront with me. I
felt like I could say anything to her without fear that she would
take it the wrong way.

“You
have amazing tits.” I replied, shivering with nervous glee as the
words left my mouth.

“Well, thank you.” she laughed courteously. “Is there anything
else I can do for you?”

“There
are a great many things you could do for me ...” I answered. “But
there is one thing I’d really like.”

“And
that would be?” she asked, squinting suspiciously back at me. I
didn’t say a word, and instead, held out my hand toward her. She
shot me a look of curious apprehension and slowly placed her hand
into mine, seemingly conflicted by her own desires. She knew she
wanted something to happen, but at the same time, it felt wholly
wrong. The door was still wide open and anyone walking past could
have seen what I was about to do, but that only made the thrill
that much more electrifying.

“I think
I might have a fever...” I whispered, staring straight into her
eyes as I raised her hand up to my face and dabbed the back of her
fingers against my forehead.

“You are very
hot.” she smirked, never once trying to pull her hand away. I moved
her hand down and opened her fingers up to cradle my cheek in her
palm. She stroked her thumb across my skin and clasped my ear lobe
between the tips of her fingers. My pulse began to race as the line
between my fantasies and reality started to blur. She still seemed
a little timid, but with every second that passed, I could feel her
succumbing to my seduction. I lifted her hand away from my cheek
and extended her middle finger, aiming it between my lips so I
could enclose them around and suck on it. A tremor of excitement
rumbled through her body as she felt my tongue smothering her
finger in a warm coating of saliva. She closed her eyes for a
moment and took in a slow, deep breath to steady her nerves. I
pulled her finger out of my mouth, pursing my lips around the sides
to clean off the excess spit. Without letting go for a second, I
guided it down and slid it beneath the bed sheets. I felt a slight
apprehensive tug in her wrist, but it soon faded as she felt the
alluring warmth of my body beneath the covers. I barely even needed
to hold her hand as I lowered it down to my crotch. She willingly
ran her fingers over the front of my gown, feeling the patch of my
pubic hair beneath the fabric and the supple fleshy hood of my
clitoris an inch further down.

I let
out a long, gratified sigh as her fingertips circled around over my
clit, making it tingle as it firmed slightly beneath her soft
touch. She massaged it gingerly at first, but with every stroke of
her finger, I could feel her doubts and trepidation slowly
vanishing into the warm night air. I reached down and lifted the
bottom of my gown up, allowing her to touch me without any
obstruction. She paused for a moment and tried to steady her
breath, feeling the excitement overcoming her senses. I could see
the flickering flame of desire in her eyes and it was growing
stronger by the second. She ran her finger down between the lips of
my pussy and split them apart, coating it in a thin layer of the
sticky juices that had accumulated between them. Then, with her
eyes fixed on mine, she slid her finger inside me and started to
glide it in and out, fingering my tight, wet pussy down to the
knuckle. I could feel it pressing against the slippery walls as she
explored the deepest recesses my pussy, bringing every nerve ending
to life. I gave off a light moan and clasped her hand in mine,
holding it in place so she had no choice but to continue
penetrating me. She curled her finger up and began to grind it over
the spongy tissue of my g-spot, immediately causing my ass to lift
up off the bed as my back arched in ecstasy.

“Fuck!”
I gasped beneath my breath. “You can keep your
morphine!”

A wave
of goose pimples soared across my flesh, up the back of my neck and
down along my arms. The chill caused my nipples to harden and they
began to protrude through the hospital gown, pulling Amy’s gaze
down to my chest. Her expression alternated between fiery lust and
nervous amusement as she watched my tits jiggling beneath the
fabric. Her eyes fell even further south as I peeled the sheets
aside and cast them over the side of the bed, revealing my naked
thighs with the gown still resting on my stomach. She could see the
glistening pink petals of my labia spreading around her finger as
she plunged it inside me, and the throbbing bead of my clitoris
just above them.

“This is
so wrong.” Amy fretted, glancing over toward the gaping door.
“Someone could see us!”

“So
close the door.” I nodded. “No one will ever know.”

The
illicit appeal of having sex while on duty was clearly too arousing
for her to resist and she quickly trotted over to the door,
checking up and down the hallway one last time before silently
easing the latch into the closed position. She flipped the lock and
lowered the small blind in front of the porthole window, sealing us
both inside with little chance of being disturbed. She clenched her
bottom lip between her teeth and smiled, barely able to contain her
excitement as she approached and stood beside the bed again. I
climbed up to my knees at the edge of the mattress, facing her with
just an inch or so between us. We both wanted it so much, it almost
felt like the warm air between our bodies was an invisible barrier
keeping us apart. I leaned in closer and she did the same, pressing
the large, bulbous mounds of her breasts against each other as our
lips locked together. Within seconds, our tongues were lashing
between our mouths as we kissed, sharing a passionate embrace as
our hands roamed around each other’s backs. We both moaned softly
with every breath we took, like we were gorging on a fine meal and
couldn’t get enough of the intense flavour. The feeling of her
taste buds grazing against mine turned me on so much, I could
hardly wait to feel it on my clitoris. I gripped the bottom of my
gown and raised it up over my head, unveiling my naked body for her
to gaze upon and do with however she wished. We continued to kiss
as she fondled my naked flesh, clasping my buttocks in her fingers
and running her finger down between them to rub the tip around the
rim of my asshole.

I
slipped my hands up between our tightly pressed bodies and began to
unbutton her white coat, stripping it off over her shoulders and
quickly turning my attention to her blouse the moment it dropped to
the floor. Every button that popped open left more and more of her
immense cleavage exposed, wobbling softly beneath the constraints
of her tight lacy black bra. I kissed the side of her neck and
dabbed my lips against her flesh, leaving a dotted trail of saliva
over her collar, leading down to her breasts. She took off her
blouse and released the clasp between the cups of her bra, allowing
them to fall away from her breasts. The dark crimson rings of her
nipples stuck out like bullets, calling for my lips to wrap around
and suck on them. I leaned down and cupped each of her breasts in
my hands, kneading them with my fingers as I lashed my tongue
around her engorged teats. She giggled elegantly as I squeezed them
between my teeth and continued to undress, sliding the zip of her
skirt down to release its tight grip of her waist. I pulled myself
away from her tits for a moment to gaze down at the sight of her
stocking-clad thighs and the matching black lace French panties
hugging her crotch. She gripped the frilly edges between her
fingers and peeled them down over her stockings, allowing them to
drop to her ankles so she could kick them aside. She didn’t even
look down for a second; so consumed with lust that she couldn’t
bear to avert her eyes from my naked flesh.

I took
her hands in mine and guided her up onto the bed, sprawling myself
out beneath her as she lay on top of me. Our breasts squashed
together between us like pillows and our thighs grazed against each
other as we kissed. She slid her tongue into my mouth again and
closed her eyes, moaning softly as her sweet breath washed over my
face. Tiny needles of saliva stretched between our lips each time
she pulled away, only to come back into for another embrace a
second later. I ran my hands up and down over her back, cradling
her in my arms and fondling her ass cheeks repeatedly. Her skin was
so impossibly smooth that my skin began to crawl with the
anticipation, as if her body was emitting a current that was
surging through my bones. I could feel her hips thrusting against
me and spread my legs around her waist, locking my ankles together
behind her ass. The soft bristles of her pubic hair rustled against
mine as she gently humped me, making my pussy so wet that a single
droplet of my sticky moisture leaked out and dripped down between
my ass cheeks. I was so horny by that point that I would have
begged her to eat my pussy had she kept me waiting any longer. She
kissed the side of my neck and began to work her way down over my
body, pausing at my breasts to briefly suck on each of my nipples
before continuing onward over my stomach. I shuddered with
excitement at every smack of her lips against my flesh, willing her
to move faster lest my clitoris explode from the
tension.

She
trailed the tip of her nose through my pubic hair, savouring the
scent of my pussy as she moved closer. Then, with my legs spread
wide apart, she coupled her middle two fingers together and slid
them deep between my pussy lips. At the same time, she leaned in
close and clamped her lips around my clitoris, forming a tight
vacuum and lashing her tongue in every direction as she sucked
firmly on it. Her fingers expertly stroked across my g-spot as she
licked my clit, stimulating both of my most sensitive erogenous
zones simultaneously. A loud, wavering groan erupted from my gaping
lips and lingered on the humid air until every particle had left my
lungs. I gasped in ecstasy, thrashing my hips up to meet the
pressure of her tongue over and over again. The pleasure was so
intense, I was sure I would cum at any moment. I wrapped my right
hand around the back of her head and held it in place, forcing her
to continue sucking on my clit while I clasped my breasts in my
left hand. They wobbled beneath my fingers as I groped them,
rolling my firm, erect nipples between my fingers and pinching them
to moderate the incredible surges of pleasure flooding my system.
She began to finger fuck my pussy, plunging them both as deep
inside me as they could reach and hooking them back to brutally tug
on my g-spot. My breath reached such a pace that I started to feel
lightheaded. Every motion of her fingers and tongue left me in a
state of catatonic bliss and the world around me had ceased to
exist.

With the
most frustrating timing, she stayed her hand and retracted her
fingers from my pussy, leaving me thrusting up in the vain hope of
finding them again. I wanted her inside me and every second that
went by without her fingers tickling my g-spot was torture.
However, as she climbed to her knees and flipped around to straddle
my stomach, I knew I was in for an even greater treat. She backed
herself up, foisting her big ass into my face to lie in the 69
position on top of me. I placed my hands on each of her cheeks and
spread them apart, causing the lips of her pink pear drop slit to
split open with them. Her ass was just how I liked them, big and
round with enough space to plant my entire fanned out palms on them
and still have inches of soft flesh to spare in every direction. I
started to play with them as they hovered above my head, watching
as the tight rim of her asshole stretching open between them. With
the pillows beneath my head, I barely had to move in order to run
the tip of my tongue between her labia. I licked up some of her
juices and swallowed it, tasting the delicious, sticky nectar
seeping from the blossomed orchid of her vulva. The slightest touch
of my tongue elicited a satisfied sigh from her lips, and as I
enclosed my lips around the hood of her clitoris and started to
suck on it, I felt the bed shaking beneath her quivering
knees.

We
writhed together on the bed with our breasts cushioning our
increasingly sweaty bodies. The warm air became filled with the
sound of hands grazing across naked flesh and the smack of our lips
sealing shut around each other’s clits. Our arms remained
permanently wrapped around each other’s thighs, holding them tight
in our grasp as we fondled each other’s ass cheeks. She slid her
fingers back inside me as she snacked on my clit, so I returned the
favour and extended my two middle fingers as well. I probed them
around the dripping wet opening of her vagina and slowly began to
inch them between her engorged lips, feeling every inch of soft,
squishy tissue lining the walls of her pussy. Her muscles
contracted around my fingers as I glided them inside, but she was
so wet that even the tightest grip couldn’t generate any friction
at all. I quickly located her g-spot and started to massage it,
just as she was doing with mine. Hearing her moaning in response
was the most satisfying sound and only the pressure of her tongue
on my clitoris felt better than it. We sucked and fingered each
other, squirming and thrashing together on the bed as we inched
closer and closer to an orgasm. The moonlight drifted in through
the window, casting a silver sheen across our sweaty skin and
highlighting every curve and contour on our bodies with a faint
shadow. I could hear the mattress springs creaking more and more
noisily beneath our bodies as the passion grabbed hold of us,
overwhelmed only by the slurp of our hungry tongues lashing against
each other’s firm, throbbing clits.

“Amy...”
I gasped, barely able to catch my breath for the immense surges of
pleasure shuddering through my body. She turned to face me,
climbing up to her knees and scissoring my pussy with her left leg
beneath my right and vice versa.

“I wanna
cum...” she purred, slowly thrusting her hips to mash her pussy
against mine. “Don’t you want to cum?”

“Get my
bag.” I replied, nodding over the edge of the bed. She leaned over
with a suspicious frown and reached down to collect it, lifting it
up and placing it on the edge of the mattress beside my hip. I
opened the zip and showed her the contents, monitoring her giddy
smile as she saw what lay inside. It was a vibrating ball-headed
massager, which my girlfriend had helpfully dropped off earlier
that evening, in case I decided to act on my lusty intentions. I
wasn’t lying when I said she encouraged me to indulge myself, as
she’d even delivered the tools for the job. I tossed the bag aside
and held the massager in my hand, aiming the solid plastic head
down between our legs. She lifted herself up so I could wedge it
between us, pressing our clits against opposing sides of the 3 inch
wide ball head.

“Is it
loud?” she whispered, becoming nervous once more at the thought of
being found out. Deep down, I was sure that it only added to the
thrill and as I pressed the button on the side of the device to
turn it on, I doubt she would have stopped even if someone had
burst through the door and discovered us fucking on the bed. The
head sprung to life with a noticeable hum and began to vibrate
vividly against our clitorises. Amy’s jaws gaped wide open and her
eyes wilted to a close as the toy’s satisfying buzz trembled
through her loins. She began to thrust herself against it, arching
her back and grinding her clitoris on top of the vibrating head.
The juices from her pussy seeped out and trickled down the sides of
the plastic ball, coating my own clitoris as the force of her hips
squashed the head against it. Every thrust sent a powerful surge of
pleasure through my groin and I could feel the vibrations bouncing
off the inner walls of my pussy as if she was inside me. We both
kept one hand on the handle of the toy, keeping it held firmly in
place so that neither of us could take it away. With our other
hands, we groped and fondled at our breasts, intermittently rolling
our teats between our fingers and pinching them. The moonlight
shone across her naked curves, turning her skin to marble like a
beautiful living statue was riding on top of me. I could see every
muscle in her body flexing and relaxing as each electrifying pulse
shot through her veins. The sound of her delicate moaning was
turning me on almost as much as the divine pressure on my clitoris
and I could feel my heart thumping beneath my chest in unison with
the thrust of her hips.

She
writhed harder and faster against the vibrating head, thrashing
wildly as the pleasure became too potent to handle. I held out my
hand to guide her down, begging her to lie with me as we edged
closer and closer to an orgasm. She leaned down and pressed her
large, milky breasts against mine, still grinding her clitoris on
the ball head like she was fucking me. I managed to hold it in
place between our stomachs as she clenched her ass and humped it
against my clitoris. We began to kiss again and sucked on each
other’s wriggling tongues, groaning repeatedly with no regard for
prying ears. Neither of us cared if the entire hospital knew what
we were up to and howled in ecstasy as the persistent vibration
hummed through our bodies. I wrapped my hand around her back and
held onto her ass, feeling every thrust of her hips thundering
between my thighs. The tingling sensation around my clitoris was
reaching such incredible heights that I could barely retain focus
on her body and closed my eyes, amplifying every little stroke of
my fingers across her clammy, naked flesh. We panted breathless and
whispered all manner of perverse thoughts into each other’s ears,
describing all the things we wanted to do to each other. The sound
of her voice croaking next to my ear sent shivers down my spine,
making it impossible to resist the impending climax that I’d been
pushing away for several minutes. With a piercing cry, my hips
began to spasm beneath her and I began to cum.

“Fuck
me!” I groaned. “Give it to me!”

“I’ll
fuck you all night long!” she growled, humping even harder against
the trembling ball head as she tipped over the edge with
me.

“I’m
cumming!!” I gasped, but my breath was so fraught that nary a sound
escaped my quivering lips.

“Cum
with me!” she begged, pinning her face into my shoulder and gnawing
gently on my collar bone as she ground herself against the device.
Our bodies shuddered furiously in a combined fit of orgasmic
convulsions, swearing amidst the cacophony of our staggered
breathing. Every muscle in our bodies tensed up repeatedly as the
uncontrollable surges of blissful pleasure flooded our senses. Each
fine little hair on our skin stood atop a rigid goose pimple like a
flag pole at the peak of a mountain. Our firm nipples rubbed
against each other’s breasts and the moisture from our soaking wet
pussies formed a puddle on the bed sheets beneath my ass. It was so
intense that my orgasm seemed to last forever, undulating
throughout my body in explosions of tingly warmth emanating from
deep between my thighs. The weight of Amy’s body lying on top of me
kept the vibrator pinned between us, lodging it in place so I could
roam both of my hands around her naked back. I held her tightly in
my grasp, trying to resist the urge to claw at her flesh in a
display of wanton sexual carnage. A mass of orgasmic energy was
trying to escape my body and all I could do was to moan through my
clenched teeth to dissipate the wonderful throbbing sensation.
Eventually, the moment passed, but we continued to cradle each
other in our arms, laying on the bed a mess of twitching limbs and
sweaty flesh. I turned the vibrator off and held it up between our
mouths, allowing us to taste each other’s juices one final
time.

“Where
did you get this?” she whispered, almost like I’d smuggled some
contraband into our jail cell.

“My
girlfriend brought it in...” I winked, setting it aside so we could
kiss and suck the traces of pussy juice from each other’s
tongues.

“Won’t
she mind?” asked Amy. “You know... this? The two of us...
fucking?”

“Mind?”
I chuckled. “She insisted upon it!”

“She’s
very generous.” Amy smiled.

“Do you
think she’s hot?” I asked.

“Yeah...
I mean, obviously.” Amy replied.

“She
said you’re cute.” I added. “I was telling her all about the great
care you’ve given me...“

“Oh?”
Amy murmured.

“Because
I’m leaving tomorrow, she’s preparing a special welcome-home meal
for me...” I explained. “And I think she’d love to thank you
personally.”

Amy
realised immediately what I was suggesting.

“You’re
inviting me to dinner?” she giggled. “Will there be plenty to
eat?”

“A
veritable feast!” I replied. I needed to entice her no further, for
she was clearly hooked on the idea. The following night, we would
indulge every sordid urge that we could imagine and with Claire’s
help, I intended to explore Amy’s body in ways that she had never
even considered. It was to be a feast indeed, and although I
couldn’t wait, Amy was practically feverish with anticipation. I
had a feeling that she would become far more to us than just a
passing fancy, and the prospects of truly getting to know her were
almost as exciting as blistering orgasm I’d just
experienced!






THE
END












******






Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “Nipple By Mouth” so I’ll
know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.

Connect with Kelly Sanders

Favorite me on Smashwords: CLICK
HERE






cover.jpg





