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Chapter 1
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“Josie, I want you to wear a nurse costume.”

It’s a normal Monday night and my husband, Dan, and I are curled up on the couch snuggling and watching a medical drama TV show when he springs his request during a commercial break. Halloween was only a couple of weeks ago and he tried to get me to dress up with him as a doctor and me as a nurse. I already had plans on being Flo from Progressive Insurance so I turned him down, but I couldn’t help joking with him that he’s sexist and maybe I wanted to be the doctor. I’m a little confused at what he’s talking about. Why is he bringing it up again?

“It’s a little early for next year’s Halloween planning. Don’t you think?”

I’m only half listening to him because the TV is playing a commercial about refinancing your mortgage and I’d been wondering if we should do that. It’s probably a bad idea, right?

“I mean in the bedroom. Not Halloween.”

Okay, that got my attention.

“What?”

I try to keep my voice modulated so I don’t sound like I’m kink-shaming my husband. We have 17-year-old twins, Kara and Melissa, who attend a liberal public high school and I’ve learned to be open-minded with whatever’s thrown at me. Let’s just say Kara leads a very interesting life, and more power to her. If I was her age, I’d probably be doing similar things since I was a bit unruly before I met Dan. He and I hooked up our senior year and got married right out of high school because I was pregnant with the twins. That left little time to go too crazy, and he never asked me to wear a nurse outfit in all these years.

Whenever we’re watching TV together, he’s usually sitting at one end of the couch while I’m tucked under his arm with my legs stretched out the length of the cushions. I’ve got long, red, curly hair and he likes to play with the curls as we snuggle. Since it’s almost winter, I’m wearing sweats, fuzzy socks, and still considering finding a blanket on the next commercial break. Sexy time is the furthest thing from my mind.

He didn’t say anything after I asked him ‘what,’ so I swing my feet to the floor so I can sit up straight and see his face. I contemplate him, waiting for him to speak.

“Don’t look at me that way. Nurses are sexy!”

Since I purposely kept my expression neutral, I figure it’s his own shame over this naughty fantasy that has him reading something that isn’t there. I’m mainly curious how long he’s been thinking about this before he asked me last month. His Halloween request seems suspect now. He should have been open about what he wanted in the first place when he suggested the costumes, and I bet I would have been down for it. We’d had several adult drinks Halloween night and I was in a VERY friendly mood.

I don’t know what someone does as a nurse in the bedroom, but I’m willing to try. How hard can it be? Besides, a couple of months ago, he wore a pair of faded jeans and his old cowboy boots and hat, and let me ride him. It’s only fair I play along with this kinky request.

I give him my best sassy grin. “Okay, let’s do it.”

Dan lets out a whoosh of air and his body relaxes, as if he was getting ready to do battle before I answered. I snuggle back into his side and we’re both silent as we finish the show. My mind whirls trying to figure out how to make this fancy of his work. The internet better have good information or else I’m fucked — or not fucked if he’s turned off by what I do.
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Chapter 2
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My work schedule starts earlier than Dan’s, so I’m always home a couple of hours before him. I use my alone time that Tuesday to hunt for a nurse outfit and I’m surprised at the variety of options the biggest online shopping website offers. So many choices, that can all be delivered to me by Thursday — who would have thought?

I order a set that comes with a short white lab coat, a fake stethoscope, a nurse hat, white fishnet thigh-high stockings, and a pair of plastic gloves. The gloves give me pause and I consider why I would need them. Hopefully, they are just for looks and he’s not expecting me to do anything too... uh... invasive... I probably should discuss this more with him before we do it, but if I’m the nurse, I’m the one in charge, so he’s going to just accept whatever ministration I feel like giving him.

I giggle when I get a slight sexual thrill from thinking about Dan lying in bed while I “tend” to his “needs”. Fuck, this is going to be hilarious. How will I keep a straight face? Maybe I can be a jolly nurse who cracks jokes. Not all nurses have to be serious. I could give myself a silly name to go with my character, like Nurse Badonkadonk or Peaches because Dan loves my ass. Yeah, Nurse Peaches is good. There is no way I’d be able to keep a straight face and call myself Nurse Badonkadonk.

Since the outfit will be delivered on Thursday, I pull up my household’s joint calendar on my phone to see what the family has going on in the upcoming weeks. I need to find a night that Kara and Melissa are out of the house for a long stretch of time. No one wants to walk in on mommy dressed up as a nurse while servicing daddy.

Once the girls got old enough and we trusted them with smartphones, I signed up for a shared calendar app and it’s gone surprisingly well. Everyone updates their schedule with what is going on, and the girls have learned that if they don’t put it on the calendar so that I can see it, there’s no guarantee of a ride to their event. Someday they might take driver’s training, but they seem to lack motivation and it hasn’t happened yet, so Dan and I still get to play chauffeur. 

When I realize that Melissa already blocked off this Saturday as the day she’s out of town with her youth group to help clean and fix up an elderly lady’s home, and then they’re all having a slumber party at the church afterwards, excitement shoots down my spine. Oh fuck, this might happen sooner than I thought. I just need to ship Kara off, and then the entire night is ours.

Kara is at her girlfriend’s house right now — supposedly — so I send her a quick text message.

Can you find somewhere else to be Saturday evening and all night?

It doesn’t take long for her to reply.

Why?

Of course, I’d birth a kid who asks questions when I tell her to get lost. Melissa would say yes so fast my head would spin, all tickled about the opportunity to do something out of the house. But Melissa has a large group of friends and is extremely outgoing, while Kara has only a couple of close friends she likes to bring to our house instead of staying at theirs.

But Kara and I also have very open communication about sex — much more so than I do with Melissa — so I have no problem teasing Kara a little.

Because I want to have a wild night with your father, and I don’t want you home.

I snicker as I wait for her reply, and she doesn’t disappoint me.

Ewwww gross. Consider me gone.

Satisfied that I’ve cleared the house for Saturday, I open an internet browser to search for naughty nurse roleplay ideas. I don’t even get a chance to click on a link before my phone dings that someone added an event to the calendar. I glance at the notification and see that Kara is staying the entire night at her girlfriend’s house.

Part of me wars with being okay with her staying with her significant other, but I also know how I was at that age. It doesn’t matter whether you’re spending the night, things are going to happen. I’d rather she be safe and honest about where she is than make her sneak around and hide stuff. Dan doesn’t want to think about it or talk about it, so the girls both come to me about their boyfriends and girlfriends. He’d prefer to pretend that they’re still 10 years old, but I was dating Dan at 17, so deep down he knows what’s up.

I push aside my worry about the twins and focus on my immediate concern — finding out how to be a sexy nurse. Within minutes, I’m lost on the internet, and an hour blinks past. When Dan pops into the computer room to find out what I want to do for dinner, I’m startled that he’s home already. Shit, where did the time go?

But my online search didn’t let me down and I’m armed with a plan. My man is getting a general checkup on Saturday.
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Chapter 3
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When the nurse costume arrives on Thursday as scheduled, I shove it in the back of our bedroom closet without opening it. I’m curious what it looks like, but I want to wait until the kids leave on Saturday, so I hold off on digging in. If something is wrong with it, I’ll improvise with some yellow kitchen gloves, a wooden spoon, and a forehead thermometer. I’ll tell him the hospital has budget cuts and this is now the quality of service he can expect. Once my hands are on his cock, he won’t care and he’ll still give the ward an A+ rating when I’m done with him. But hopefully it doesn’t come down to that. 

Dan and I talk briefly later that night about expectations, and he’s down for whatever I want to do. He claims he’ll be the best patient ever and take all his prescribed medication. Part of me hoped to play bad nurse and force him to do what I say, but it’s his fantasy and if he wants caring and supportive, I’ll go with it. That doesn’t stop me from daydreaming and getting wet thinking about corralling a disobedient patient and punishing him. The more I think about this roleplay scenario, the more eager I get. Why isn’t it Saturday already?

***
[image: image]


Kara is the last to leave on Saturday. She gives me a mock disgusted look when I blow her kisses and tell her not to have as much fun tonight as I’m going to have. I get too much joy from teasing Kara. She and I have talked in the past, and she told me she knows her father and I have sex, so as long as I don’t give her details there’s no need to pretend it’s not happening. I was the same way at her age, and it always amused me when my friends were disgusted at the thought of their parents having sex. Melissa is more like Dan and wants to believe everyone in the house is a virgin. I leave her be with her visions of immaculate conception. 

As soon as the front door closes behind Kara, I scurry to our closet and pull out the package. Dan is under strict orders to stay in his basement “game room” until I text him to come upstairs. I hope he’s downstairs stroking and thinking about tonight. I’m still not totally sure what to do, but anticipation has kept me wet all day. My pussy is ready for some action.

I put the box on my bed, and I examine each item for defects as I pull them out. Everything appears to be fine, thank God. Looks like human resources staffed the hospital tonight and all services are a go! 

I’ve been debating all week what to wear under the short white lab coat and I finally settled on a black lace negligee. I slip it on, opting for no panties, and put my foot up on the bed to pull up the white fishnet thigh-high stockings. Admiring myself in the full-length mirror behind the door, a tiny bolt of pleasure pulses from my pussy. Dang, I’m hot. I really should dress up in sexy lingerie more often. So far, this seems more for me than for Dan. I’m dripping wet from making the plans and the ritual of dressing the part. Maybe I should have worn panties after all? Nah, it’ll be fine. 

At thirty-seven, I’m not ready to be put out to pasture yet, but it’s easy to let yourself go after so many years with the same person. Sure, I’ve got a softer stomach than I’d like, but my ass is still high and firm — which pleases Dan to no end since he’s an ass man. But for most people, it’s my naturally red curly hair and my breasts that draw the attention. My tits aren’t so huge that they give me a backache or I need reduction surgery, but they are more than generous. In a push-up bra, I look pretty amazing and I wear deep V-neck shirts to emphasize my cleavage when I dress up. I might as well work with the “gifts” the universe gave me, and the sly glances I get from other men and women boost my ego. 

I stop admiring myself, slip on the lab coat, and place the stethoscope around the back of my neck with the ends dangling down the front of the jacket. Picking up the nurse hat, I try it out and critique myself in the mirror. No matter how I arrange it, I look campy. Yeah, this won’t work. Nurse Peaches works in a high-class hospital, so I ditch the hat. There, now I seem like a skilled nurse. I giggle to myself as I glance down at my fishnet stocking-covered feet and no shoes. Yes, totally professional here. Nurse Peaches is on the job! 

I clean up the discarded packaging, lay the plastic gloves on the nightstand, and drape my husband’s terrycloth robe on the end of the bed. It’s time to notify my patient that his room is ready.

***
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When I leave the bedroom, I tiptoe to the computer room, glancing around for my husband in case he disobeyed my order and is upstairs. I don’t want him to see me until he’s in bed and lying down. Looks like Dan is a good boy and I close the door to the computer room and sit down in my office chair before I text him.

Sir, this is Nurse Peaches. Your private room is ready for you. Please go to it and strip. There is a bathrobe on the bed. Put it on and lie down on your back. I’ll be with you in ten minutes exactly. 

I add an emoji smiley face at the end. We’re a friendly hospital and like to give a more “personal touch” whenever possible. Dan replies quickly. 

Yes, ma’am. I’m omw. I appreciate all your help. 

I debate about the ma’am bit. I guess Nurse Peaches wouldn’t mind being called ma’am so I’ll allow him to continue using it if he wants to.

The ten minutes take an eternity and I have to remind myself to breathe while I wait. I’m getting worked up and I haven’t even seen the patient yet. To amuse and distract myself, I spin circles in my office chair and check my phone every couple of minutes. After six minutes, my honey pot throbs from anticipation and I can’t take it any longer. Stopping the momentum of the chair, I spread my knees and slip my hand up and under my nightie, fingering my wet pussy and using the lubrication to caress my swollen clit. I lean back and get lost in the moment, sighing as tendrils of pleasure blossom from my core. When a moan slips out, I’m shocked out of my sexual daze. Oh fuck, how long has it been?

My phone says 14 minutes. This hospital is already failing its patient. I jump up and have to steady myself with the computer desk. I guess spinning and fingering yourself until you’re breathless is a bad combo. 

When I’m feeling stable, I smooth down the lab coat and head towards the bedroom. I pause right before I go in, take a few deep breaths, and plaster a cheery smile on my face. It’s time for my high school acting class 20 years ago to pay off.
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Chapter 4
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I stroll into the room with an efficient mien and smile at Dan.

“Hello, sir. I’m Nurse Peaches and I’m here to service you tonight.”

Oh, fuck. I sound stupid. My opening line sounded better in my head. I should have written a script and practiced. 

Dan flashes me a goofy grin, seeming not to care, and answers in a stilted, exaggerated tone. “Thank you for fitting me into your busy schedule. I’m hot and ache all over. I don’t know what is wrong with me. Can you help me?”

I almost bust out laughing. Shit, this is hilarious. He’s obviously been thinking of a script in his head as well. Luckily, I’m able to keep my professional demeanor.

“Oh? I’ll give you a VERY thorough examination. We’ll find out what’s wrong with you.”

I approach the side of the bed and undo the belt tie on his robe. When I push it open at the chest, he’s naked underneath as requested, and I’m overwhelmed with the desire to break from my role, hop on top of him, and grind away. At least, that’s what my wet and needy pussy wants, but we may never do the naughty nurse roleplay again, so I want to give him a decent experience.

I slide the earpieces of the stethoscope in place and press the flat round end against his chest. I purposely brush my fingers along his skin while I’m pretending to listen. He shivers slightly but I’m not sure if it’s from the cold stethoscope or from my fingers.

“Give me two deep breaths.”

His chest expands and contracts while I glance down towards his cock. The robe didn’t open all the way, but I can see a growing bulge underneath the terrycloth. I lick my lips and imagine his cock in my mouth. That will definitely be part of my nursing duty.

“I’m going to just palpate around a little. Tell me if anything is tender.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Dan’s voice is hoarse when he answers, and the corners of my mouth twitch while I try to hold back a smile. If I make it through to the end of tonight without laughing my ass off, it’s going to be a miracle. 

I lay the stethoscope on the nightstand, bend over him and start at his head. My boobs are practically in his face as I massage his scalp a moment, before tickling his earlobes and rubbing the lobe of each ear between my index finger and thumb. His ears are an erogenous zone for him and I have to hold back from bending down even closer and sucking on one. I lightly trace my fingers down the sides of his neck and push open the robe even further as I focus on his chest.

Dan’s breathing heavily, as I skim my fingernails through his thin patch of chest hair. He’s never been able to grow a beard, but he’s finally got some chest hair, after it’s taken years to fill in. He likes to joke that at 35, he started growing hair in weird places, including his chest, and it might sound funny but it’s true. Before then, I had his four chest hairs named. George was the longest and my favorite, but now I can’t even find George because there are too many of them. 

Not being able to help myself, I lean close and press my lips to his nipple, flicking the tiny bud with my tongue while my hands search lower, inching ever so slowly towards his cock. My patient is being such a good boy and keeping still and quiet, so I want to reward him.

I push open the robe and his cock is at full attention, ready to be examined. I nibble and kiss down the length of his chest and he tenses as I approach his groin with my mouth. Caressing the underside of the head of his cock with my fingers, I gently lick the tip. Dan inhales sharply and my pussy responds with a corresponding throb.

Purring at him, I attempt to sound as sexy as possible. “Is this spot causing you any trouble?”

When I swirl my tongue around the head, Dan groans and responds, “Yessss, that’s the spot that hurts. I think it needs a massage or something.”

I dip my head so he can’t see my stupid grin, while I rub my palm down the full length of his shaft and fondle his balls. When I move down the shaft with a series of gentle kisses and grip his balls tighter, he arches his back and moans. “Oooh, that feels good.”

Uh-oh, looks like Dan broke character. I stop kissing on him, but keep playing with his balls. “We aren’t here for pleasure. I’m trying to find out what’s wrong with you. Now cough for me.”

Dan swears softly under his breath and I hear an, “Oh fuck,” before he pretend coughs while I tug on the family jewels. His cock sways and a bead of precum leaks out.

I take on a concerned tone and tell him, “Oh, I see what the problem is now.”

“Oh?” He’s breathless and has a pained expression on his face.

“Yes, look at this.”

I grip the base of his cock and give it a firm yank.

“Wha...” Dan isn’t able to form a complete word and his cock spasms, while he gives a strangled moan and looks down at what I’m doing.

“You’re all swollen here. This must be really frustrating you, you poor thing.” I give him my best sympathetic smile. “Don’t worry, Nurse Peaches will fix you right up. I know just the thing you need.”

I really don’t know what the fuck I’m doing, but Dan seems to love all of it. If I’d been recording this, I’d have cringed and stopped it after five minutes, but the pretend aspect of the scenario turns me on more than I imagined it would. My only dilemma is if I suck him off and he comes, then I don’t get his glorious cock in my pussy. I mean, if I were an excellent nurse, I’d do what’s best for the patient, right? But maybe I’m not that good.

He’s leaking more precum, and I decide to put him out of his misery part of the way by gently flicking the underside of the tip with my tongue. I take my time with it, licking back and forth, and up and down, before slipping my lips over the entire tip and swirling my tongue against him before pulling away again. I tease him by doing this a couple of times, and he’s pumping his hips slightly, trying to shove more of his cock into my mouth. But that’s not going to happen here. I’m the one in control here and I’ve decided I want his cock buried deep inside me.

Straightening up, I put on my professional voice again. “Okay, I need you to roll onto your stomach. It’s time to check out your backside.”

Dan’s lust glazed eyes search out mine, and he’s confused. “What?”

“You heard me. Roll over.”

He’s hesitant when he agrees. “Uh, okay.”

While he rolls over, taking care to position his stiff cock in a comfortable position, I pick up the plastic gloves from the nightstand and silently slip them on. He’s too distracted to notice what I’m doing. Once he’s settled onto his stomach, I untangle the robe out from around his body, helping him get his arms out of the sleeves, and I toss it on the floor. That’s when he notices the gloves.

He’s alarmed. “Wait, what are those for?”

I turn my head so he can’t see my face and I stifle my giggle. Oh fuck, he thinks he’s about to get anally probed. He and I have talked about trying that, so it’s a reasonable assumption on his part, but that isn’t my plan.

I swing my hand back and bring it down hard and swift on an ass cheek with a loud smack.

“Hey!” Dan jerks his legs and his toes wiggle. “How does this help me feel better?”

Instead of answering, I give his other cheek a firm whack.

Dan shifts and looks like he’s almost purposely humping the bed. He grumbles, “What sort of hospital is this?”

I don’t like the gloves and want to feel his warm skin, so I pull them off. I toss them on the floor and climb up on the bed on my knees next to him. When I massage his ass checks with my hands, he relaxes and sighs.

“Oh, yes. That’s better.”

A giggle escapes, and I clamp a hand over my mouth and compose myself before removing it.

“I was only checking your reflexes. Everything seems fine.”

I continue to rub his ass with one hand while brushing the other hand up the length of his back, prodding and massaging his spine. I hit a sensitive spot and Dan shivers.

My pussy is a wet mess and I really can’t do much more of this. He and I didn’t discuss a timeline of how long I was going to play nurse, but this nurse needs to come.

“I’m almost done with my evaluation, sir, and I think if we relieve the pressure of your swollen body part, you’ll feel all better.”

Dan mumbles an, “Oh, yes,” into the pillow, but I’m still able to understand him.

“Okay, then roll over again.”

He wastes no time flipping onto his back, and since I’m on the bed too he moves towards the center to give us both room. Once he settles in, his engorged cock practically pulsates at me. Ooooh, yes, that’s what I need. But first, I pause and pick up one of his hands, moving it down to his cock. I’m still on my knees next to him and I slip a hand between my thighs and finger my pussy.

My voice is husky when I command, “Stroke yourself nice and slow. I want to watch.”

“Oh, god,” he groans out, but does what I say.

“Mmmm, nice,” I moan at him as I caress circles around my swollen bean. We’re both breathing heavily, and I speed up my hand and my thighs quiver. He’s still moving his hand slowly, but I want to drive him towards the edge.

I’m panting and harsh when I tell him, “Beat your dick for me.”

He moans out a “Yes,” and immediately speeds up, pulling on his cock harder than I would have.

“Fuuuuck, I’m going to come.”

Oh, hell no, he’s not.

“Stop!” I bark out.

Dan whimpers and moves his hand away.

Knowing that he’s going to blow his load really fast once he’s inside me, I continue to work my clit.

“I want you to lie there and watch me for a minute.”

I shift on the bed, getting on my hands and knees, and pull up the lab coat and nightie so that my bare ass is facing him. I lean my chest toward the bed so I’m resting on one forearm and slip the other hand underneath me to play with my pussy and clit.

Fingering myself without restraint, I alternate between stroking as deep inside as I can reach and flicking my bean in a perfect rhythm that drives me towards the edge. I continue for a few moments as heat builds at my center. Spikes of pleasure ping my brain as I speed up my rubbing, and for one brief second I consider making him watch me orgasm. But I really want to come all over his cock, so I stop when my thighs tense and I think I’m about to come.

Ugh, fuck. I need it in me, NOW! I turn around to face Dan and climb on top of him. He’s been watching me like a good boy the entire time and almost looks blissed out as I guide his cock to my entrance and press down. I stretch and mold around him and squeal in pleasure when I give an experimental pump of my hips.

I bring his hands to my waist so he can grip me as I bounce on him, grinding against him with each downward motion.

“Ohhh, Josie. Fuuuuck!”

I’m too far gone to care that he broke character as I spiral towards release. I close my eyes and focus on the intense sensations every time I drive down hard and force him in as deep as he can go.

Dan cries out, “I’m coming!” as he jerks and spasms underneath me.

My orgasm rips through me when I feel his cock twitch and the spurt of his warm cum. I shudder and writhe as ecstasy radiates all the way to my toes and fingers. I don’t slow down and continue to ride him, trying to milk every drop out of him I can get, as waves of delight wash over me.

When Dan softens inside me, I slow down and open my eyes. He’s got a pained expression on his face, so I quickly climb off him and he relaxes. Ooops, didn’t mean to ride him until he was too sensitive. I obviously AM a bad nurse.

I’m hot and sweaty, so I pull off the lab coat and toss it towards the end of the bed before collapsing and snuggling against his side. Being this close to him is still too warm for me, but I need the closeness as we both calm down.

I’m drifting, satisfied and a little proud of myself for pulling that off, when Dan breaks the silence.

“Nurse Peaches?”

I giggle and don’t try to hide it this time. “Yes?”

Dan’s voice is sleepy, and he’s obviously ready to zonk out. “I feel so much better now. Thank you.”

I kiss the side of his chest and cuddle closer to him. “You’re welcome.”

His breathing evens out and I think he’s asleep, so I’m surprised when he mumbles, “Gonna give you a ten star rating.”

I smile as I close my eyes, knowing I’ll have to get up soon, but a cat nap sounds perfect and I deserve it. After all, I just gave ten star service.

The End.

Want a free bonus short about Josie and Dan? 

Join my newsletter and get the erotic short 

“Losing Control of My Cowboy, Yet Still Finding My Bliss”

Find it at lacey-cross.com/couples
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