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Chapter One

Randall Burk, Chairman of the Board of Directors, shifted his bulk in his creaking leather chair, and studied the woman standing on the other side of his desk.

“So, you’re the famous Nurse Gina,” he purred, with a wicked grin. “We meet at last.”

The subject of his appraisal rested her hands on her ample hips, and nodded confidently.

“We do indeed, sir.”

Nurse Gina was a fearless, curvy Italian with huge brown eyes, a waterfall of sleek black hair and generous breasts that were threatening to pop the buttons of her two-sizes-too-small blouse.

“Well,” the Chairman mused, looking her up and down the same way a German Shepherd might look at a juicy porkchop. “I must say, you’re not quite how I expected you.”

The corner of Gina’s lips curled.

“I hope I measure up.”

She did, of course – despite her short height.

Gina was Head Nurse of Wing 6, and she wasn’t ‘quite how Burk expected her’ because for the past few weeks, she’d been conducting a one-woman, covert war of attrition against Burk and the other members of the Board of Directors.

That was not the sort of behavior the Directors expected from somebody who was ‘just’ a nurse.

Of course, like all offensives, Gina’s covert actions hadn’t gone unnoticed for long – and that was the reason for that morning’s meeting.

“You might be wondering why I asked you up here,” Burk placed his fingertips together, and peered over the top of them.

He was gratified to see that even the formidable Gina – a woman who’d run Wing 6 with ferocious dedication and fearless determination for the last few years – seemed a little nervous in his presence.

“The reason is that we have a problem.”

The old man narrowed his beady eyes.

“…and when I say we, I mean you and I.”

Gina stood there fearlessly, in her tight pencil skirt, high-heels and blouse. She was barely five feet tall, but there was a presence to the curvy nurse that made her seem twice as tall.

Well, it did normally…

But despite her confident post, even Gina was a little subdued in the face of the most powerful man in the hospital.

“W-what sort of problem is that?” Gina asked, trying not to let her voice crack.

“Your recent actions,” Randall explained. “They haven’t escaped my notice.”

He pressed his fingertips against his lips. “You ever read James Bond, Ms. Gina?”

Gina blinked those big, brown eyes of hers.

“My husband is a fan,” the curvy Italian responded. “Can’t say I’ve read any myself.”

The corner of the Chairman’s lips curled.

“You should. They’re good reads. Very quotable.”

He settled back in his chair.

“In Goldfinger, for instance, there’s a line about something Chicago gangsters say: That the first time is happenstance, the second time is coincidence…”

His eyes narrowed into little slits.

“…and the third time is enemy action.”

Gina gulped dryly.

“You and I, Ms. Gina, have crossed paths twice this month. The first was when you somehow convinced Michael, your manager on Wing 6, to sign a funding application despite the Board of Directors specifically telling him not to.”

Gina stiffened when she heard that.

Strike one.

Happenstance.

The Board of Directors had demanded that Wing 6 not file their annual funding application, in order to reduce their overall budget and make the hospital’s operating costs look more efficient…

Gina, seeing how much this would hurt her department, had gone into her manager’s office, and ‘convinced’ her boss Michael to do otherwise.

Twenty minutes on her knees, one salty swallow, and some hastily re-applied lipstick had Michael signing that funding application with enthusiasm.

You can read about Gina’s experience in “Head” Nurse.

“Then,” the Chairman of the Board continued, “we discovered that you’d somehow convinced Rodrigo, down in the pharmacy, to sign over supplies we’d specifically limited to your wing.”

Strike two.

Coincidence.

A week later, in punishment for Michael’s disobedience, the Board of Directors had put Wing 6 on a strict rationing program – denying them the basic supplies they needed to run effectively…

Denied them, that was, until Gina had cornered the head of inventory, Rodrigo, in the supply room and ‘convinced’ the handsome Brazilian to provide her wing with the supplies they so desperately needed – once again, despite the Board’s instructions.

That ‘persuasion’ had involved Gina dropping to her knees once again – but after discovering that Rodrigo was a lot more endowed than her manager, Gina had been forced to utilize more than just her talented lips and tongue.

Twenty minutes later, she’d walked bow-legged back to Wing 6 with sticky panties and a Plan B Pill tucked under one arm – yet had nevertheless convinced Rodrigo to sign over the supplies her wing so desperately needed.

You can read about that encounter in Nurse on her Knees.

As Gina reminisced about her two recent experiences, Randall Burk leaned forward in his chair and warned:

“If there’s a third time, Gina…” he warned, “I can’t be held responsible for the consequences.”

Gina narrowed her eyes when she heard that.

She was a good, old-fashioned Italian girl – and didn’t take kindly to threats, veiled or un-veiled.

“I’ll do whatever it takes to ensure the well-being of my staff, and our patients,” she replied back.

Randall Burk’s eyes widened. He wasn’t used to being talked back to.

For a moment, the old man just sat and stared at Gina. It was pretty obvious he was weighing up whether or not to fire her on the spot…

…but one thing Gina had in her favor was ability. Nobody else could run Wing 6’s nurses as efficiently as she could – and there was definitely nobody with her particular verve for… unorthodox problem solving.

“…and that’s why I’ve asked you up here today,” Randall Burk, said out loud.

Gina blinked, because she hadn’t realized that Randall had said the first part of that sentence – “…there’s definitely nobody with your particular verve for problem solving…” only in his head.

Burk blinked, as he realized that too.

“Ahem,” he corrected himself. “Gina, the reason I’ve asked you up here is not to give you a warning about your recent behavior…”

He paused.

“Well, not only to give you that warning.”

He adjusted his bulk in his seat.

“It’s because we happen to have a problem on Wing 2 that lends itself to your particular…” His moustache twitched. “…talents.”

Gina put her hands back on her hips, and demanded:

“And what ‘talents’ are those, sir?”

Randall Burk’s lips curled.

“Oh, I think we both know the answer to that one.” He gave the gorgeous nurse a wink. “In fact, if I was twenty years younger, I’d be liable to ask you to demonstrate them.”

Gina’s nose wrinkled at the thought.

Burk ignored the snub.

“…but as it happens, it’s not me we require you to work your magic on. There’s a customer of the hospital we’re looking to give…” He reached up and adjusted his bow-tie. “To give special attention to.”

Gina’s eyes narrowed.

“Oh? And who might that be?”

“Well,” Burk growled. “Due to HIPAA compliance, I can’t possibly tell you… Not unless you agree to… Ahem, cooperate.”

Gina’s eyes narrowed even further.

“I’m not sure I understand, sir.”

“I’m pretty sure you do,” Burk grumbled. “Whatever talents you used on Michael and Rodrigo, we need you to use on this particular customer.”

It was difficult to believe that they could, but Gina’s eyes narrowed even further.

“I’m not sure what you’ve heard,” she hissed, “but I’m not that kind of girl.”

Burk leaned forward, and placed his chin on his knuckles.

“Oh, I think we both know you are. If the incentives are good enough.”

Gina considered everything she’d done to ensure the well-being of her team of nurses and the patients they looked after.

Her cheeks burned at the explicit memories.

“Here’s what I propose,” Burk purred venomously. “You assist the Board of Director with our particular problem, and I can make things very comfortable for you and your team on Wing 6.”

Gina’s eyes widened a little.

“We’ll give you a nice, plump raise. Increase your departmental budget. Hell, I’ll even give you a hotline to Rodrigo and that handsome Brazilian bastard will sign over whatever supplies your wing needs without you having to…”

Burk winked.

“…convince him.”

Gina’s cheeks burned hotly at the thought of what Randall Burk was referring to.

“So, what do you say, Ms. Gina?”

“I don’t know,” Gina peered sassily at the Chairman. “Can I trust you?”

“Absolutely not,” Burk admitted. “But I’d only betray somebody’s trust if there was a profit to be made in doing so – and with you, Ms. Gina, I fear it’d be the opposite.”

Gina nodded. That was good enough for her.

“Okay, I’m interested.” She took a step forward. “What is it you need me to do?”

Burk’s lips curled. He was clearly happy at Gina’s response.

“Well, firstly, I need you to sign this Non-Disclosure Agreement.”

He reached under his desk and pulled out a form. Sliding it across his massive desk, he offered Gina a pen.

She accepted it suspiciously – and paused before signing.

“Just what am I agreeing not-to-disclose?”

“You’ll find out,” Burk promised. “Now, sign the form.”

Gina paused for a second – but then scribbled her signature at the bottom.

Randall Burk’s shoulders relaxed as he watched her formalize the agreement.

“Very well,” he took back the form. “Here’s the story. Ever heard of an athlete called Jefferson Soames?”

“The football player?” Gina asked. “Of course I have. He’s part of my fantasy league.”

Randall’s eyebrows raised.

“Fantasy league? Well, aren’t you full of surprises?”

Gina ignored him.

“What about Jefferson Soames?”

Burk grinned.

“Well, Jefferson is a good, old Jersey boy. Went to Rutgers, used to play for The Jets. And now he’s getting on in years, he’s considering becoming a very generous donor to our hospital. He’s talked about pledging thirty million dollars to build a new sports injury wing, named in his honor.”

“Good for him,” Gina replied. “What’s that got to do with me?”

“Well,” Randall Burk leaned in closer. “Jefferson recently got married. About six months ago. And he and his beautiful wife have spent that time trying to get pregnant.”

The Chairman pursed his lips.

“Without success, I might add.”

“Too bad,” Gina shrugged. “My husband and I had the exact opposite problem.”

In fact, three kids later, Gina was still painfully aware that she was – as her husband put it – ‘fertile as a turtle.’ That’s why when she’d had her stockroom encounter with Rodrigo, a box of the Plan B Pill was the first thing she had to reach for.

“So, Ms. Gina,” Randall was oblivious to her thoughts. “Dear old Jefferson is an old-fashioned sort. He’s worried that if any fertility issues are down to him, it’ll make him appear weak, or somesuch.”

Burk narrowed his eyes.

“We’ve offered to look into his fertility issue very, very discreetly; and if we can help him with it without the press finding out, he’s agreed to be much more open to the idea of that generous endowment I spoke of earlier.”

Gina looked confused.

“So, that’s it? You need to help find out if Jefferson Soames is the reason he and his wife can’t pregnant? What would you possibly need my help for with that?”

A wicked smile spread across Randall Burk’s face.

“Well, because when it comes to getting the samples we need, Mr. Soames is less than cooperative.”

The Chairman checked his watch.

“In fact, Jefferson has an appointment down on Wing 2 in about quarter of an hour. Perhaps you can see for yourself.”


Chapter Two

“I ain’t jerkin’ off into no cup!”

The loud, angry voice of Jefferson Soames echoed down the corridors of Wing 2 – the Fertility Center of Gina’s hospital.

“Please, Mr. Soames…” The nurse-on-duty was trying desperately to calm him down. “You’re making a scene.”

And he was.

Jefferson Soames was 6’5” and weighed a muscular 300lbs. With his dark, brown skin and rugged features, he looked more like a big, black bull than a human being – and anybody who’d seen him score a touchdown at one of his football games would know he was equally as fast, powerful and dangerous.

Which meant the angry football player was quite the sight to see, as he ranted and raved at the nurse behind the reception desk.

“I signed a contract for one hundred million dollars last year,” he pointed a thick finger at the cowering nurse. “That means I don’t need to go and jerk off in a cup in some closet, readin’ a fifteen-year-old copy of Hustler.”

“F-first off, Mr. Soames, it’s not a closet,” the nurse stammered. “And I think it’s actually a Playboy…”

“I don’t care if it’s Fifty Shades of Grey,” Jefferson barked. “I ain’t jerkin’ off in no cup!”

There was suddenly a discreet cough from behind the towering football player.

Jefferson wheeled around and found himself looking down at the rotund figure of Randall Burk, and the petite curves of Nurse Gina.

“Mr. Soames,” Randall smiled stiffly. “Is there a problem here?”

Jefferson crossed his beefy arms in front of him.

“Well, look who it is?” he growled. “The Chairman of the fucking Board.” He narrowed his eyes. “Funny how you suddenly get VIP treatment in a dump like this when you’re talkin’ about pledging thirty-fucking-million dollars.”

Randall narrowed his eyes – but the Chairman kept his cool.

“Mr. Soames,” he growled. “We heard about your… objections to our fertility treatment…”

“Everybody heard your objections,” Gina spoke up, glaring up at the towering football player without a hint of fear in her eyes.

“…a-and we might be able to make accommodations for you.” Burk continued.

Soames fell silent.

He looked at Randall suspiciously – and then his attention turned to Gina.

He studied her hungrily – looking the Head Nurse up and down with flashing eyes.

“And who might this fine piece of ass be?”

“This piece of ass,” Gina growled, narrowing her eyes, “is Head Nurse of Wing 6 here at this hospital.” She raised an accusing finger, and hissed: “And she is not to be spoken to like that.”

Soames actually took a step back, and raised his hands defensively.

“Well, excuse me.”

Randall Burk glanced back and forth between the two of them – and it was clear he was quite impressed by how Gina had put the looming football player in his place.

“Well, Mr. Soames,” Randall sounded a little more confident now. “Nurse Gina here has kindly volunteered to, ahem, take care of your situation for you.”

“She has?” Jefferson demanded, at exactly the same moment Gina gasped: “I have?”

Randall ignored her surprise.

“We’ve got a private room prepared for you, and if you’re willing to cooperate…” He nodded sagely. “Well, I’m sure Nurse Gina will help get what we need from you discreetly and efficiently.”

Jefferson Soames looked a little confused – like he thought he knew what Randall was alluding to, but couldn’t quite believe it.

Truth be told, Gina was feeling pretty much the same way herself.

She glanced at the Chairman of the Board. Had she really read between the lines accurately? He was expecting her to take this towering black football player into a private room and…

She gulped.

…collect a sample from him?

“Now, that’s what I’m talkin’ about.” While Gina was still confused, Jefferson suddenly seemed on board with this plan. “And that’s why I’m thinking of pledging so much money to this place.”

It wasn’t possible for cartoon dollar signs to spin around in Randall Burk’s eyes, like winning numbers on a slot machine, but from the expression on his face they might as well have done.

“Quite, quite,” he grinned, rubbing his hands together. “Now, let’s see if Nurse Olsen here can get you a room, and we’ll get started…”

The harangued nurse from behind the desk nodded, and announced: “Come with me, Mr. Soames. Room 7 is available.”

“Word, word,” Jefferson nodded, as Nurse Olsen led him off down the corridor.

That just left Gina and Randall Burk standing in front of the reception desk.

As soon as Nurse Olsen and Jefferson were out of earshot, Gina wheeled around to face Randall and demanded:

“Just what did you sign me up to do?”

“Not me!” Randall lifted his hands defensively. “You volunteered, Ms. Gina. Don’t blame me!”

“Volunteered for what?” Gina’s eyes widened. “Just what is Mr. Soames expecting?”

“Well,” Randall reached up and loosened his bow tie, his face turning red. “You heard his complaint. He felt it was undignified to… how did he describe it? ‘Jerk off’ into a cup?’”

“So, what does he expect instead?” Gina’s eyes widened. “Me to do it?”

Randall looked at her as if Gina was an idiot, and should have realized that a long time ago…

…which, to her credit, she kind of had.

“Ms. Gina,” Randall hissed sternly. “Walls are thin here. People talk. We’re all aware of how you ‘persuaded’ Michael to apply for that funding grant, and how you ‘convinced’ Rodrigo into signing those supplies over to your wing…”

Gina’s cheeks burned hotly. She squirmed, crossing her arms angrily in front of her breasts.

“It might be inelegant to be so blunt,” Randall hissed, “but this kind of assignment is not exactly new territory for you.”

There wasn’t much Gina could argue about that, because it was awkwardly, uncomfortably true.

Eventually, though, Gina took a huffy breath and hissed: “Fine.”

Stamping her feet, she barked:

“Fine. But I expect that raise. Fifty percent, retroactive to the beginning of the year. And everything you promised Wing 6, including the budget increase.”

It was Randall Burk’s turn to look outraged.

“A fifty percent wage increase? Are you out of your mind?” His eyes widened. “Good God, Ms. Gina, I’m asking you to give that handsome fellow a hand-job. That’s hardly worth an extra forty thousand dollars a year.”

He snorted bitterly.

“I’ve been to my fair share of conferences in Las Vegas. You can get a decent hand-job for less than the price of bottle of wine in some places.”

Gina’s eyes narrowed.

“First of all, not one of my hand-jobs,” she growled. “And, secondly, if Jefferson Soames pledges thirty million to this hospital, forty-thousand dollars isn’t even a drop in the ocean.”

Randall blinked.

She had him there.

His brow wrinkling, the Chairman eventually muttered: “If…”

Gina blinked.

“If…” The Chairman repeated. “If Jefferson signs over that thirty million dollars, I won’t just increase your salary, I’ll double it.” Then he snorted. “No, triple it. And the same goes for the Wing 6 budget – I’ll find your department so well, you’ll even be able to afford brand-name toilet tissue.”

Gina pursed her lips. Now that was an impressive promise.

“But only if.” Randall warned. “If you get Jefferson Soames to sign his thirty-million dollar pledge – today – you’ll be earning the same as some of the Pediatricians here by the end of the week.”

Gina’s eyes widened.

She held out a perfectly-manicured hand.

“Challenge accepted.”

Randall took her hand, and shook it firmly.

“Time to put your mouth where your money is.”

Gina was about to point out that her mouth had never been part of the negotiations – but at that moment, Nurse Olsen appeared behind them, and huffily held out a plastic cup and a pair of latex gloves.

“Mr. Soames is in Room 7,” she hissed, narrowing her eyes cattily at Gina. “He’s waiting for you.”

Gina snatched the cup and gloves.

Sure, Gina thought. Nurse Olsen was judging her. The rumors had already gone around the hospital about the ‘methods’ she’d used on Michael and Rodrigo – and presumably this episode with the handsome Jefferson Soames would just add to her reputation…

…but as Randall Burk had pointed out, if Gina managed to get Jefferson to sign on the dotted line, she’d be making as much as a doctor by the end of the week.

And only then would she be willing to cry about the gossip and rumors – and wipe her eyes with twenty-dollar bills.


Chapter Three

Gina opened the door to Room 7, and slipped nervously inside.

She let the door click shut behind her, and locked it with a slip of the latch.

Jefferson Soames was sitting on the examination bench, a sneer on his dark, handsome face.

“Why, hello,” he grinned, as Gina pressed her back against the door. “You took your sweet time.” He reached down and grabbed his junk through his sweat pants. “I was getting impatient to give my ‘sample.’”

Gina’s eyes widened.

“I bet you were,” she snorted.

Jefferson’s lips curled. He looked Gina up and down as if she was a juicy hamburger and he’d just come off a hunger strike.

“Damn, you’re sexy,” he grinned. “All curves. Gotta hand it to that stiff-ass Chairman of yours, he sure does know what kind of woman I like.”

“Oh, believe me,” Gina said matter-of-factly, as she started pulling on the latex gloves, “Mr. Burk didn’t choose me for anything other than my… talents.”

“Talents, eh?” Jefferson slipped off the examination bench and took a predatory step towards Gina. “I can’t wait to experience those.”

A moment later he was standing right in front of Gina – looming over her like a bear. The size difference was absurd – this 300lb, 6’5” quarterback, and the tiny, barely five-feet-tall nurse with the too-tight blouse.

Jefferson grinned wolfishly.

“So, how you wanna do this, hun? You gonna drop to your knees right here? Or should I take my pants off first?”

And that’s when Gina snapped.

Looking up at Jefferson, the curvy Italian barked: “Shut the fuck up.”

Jefferson physically recoiled, as if her words had been the back of her hand.

“Shut the fuck up,” Gina repeated sternly, “and sit the fuck down.”

Jefferson’s mouth opened and closed like a fish for a moment or too, but finally he could the words to snap: “Who the fuck do you think you are, lady?”

“I’m your nurse,” Gina snapped. “And you’re going to do exactly what I tell you to.”

Jefferson straightened up – and it gave the impression of adding another four or five inches to his already ridiculously imposing frame.

“Oh, is that right?” He towered over Gina, and weighed well over twice what she did. “I could break you in fucking half, lady.”

But Gina didn’t even blink.

She looked up at the looming football player, and simply purred: “But you won’t.”

Jefferson blinked.

“You won’t,” Gina repeated. “Because you’re not that kind of a guy… And if you are, there are two security officers outside with tasers, and it doesn’t matter how big and tough you think you are, you’ll still cry like a little bitch with twenty thousand volts shooting through your ass.”

Jefferson’s mouth hung open.

“Besides,” Gina continued, “you do wrong by me? The first call I’ll make is to TMZ, to tell them that the big, bad Jefferson Soames is in a fertility clinic because his little swimmers don’t work.”

Jefferson’s eyes widened.

“…and if that’s not enough? I’ll tell them the only reason you were such a pain in the ass about giving a sperm sample is because you couldn’t get your little dick hard.”

Jefferson physically staggered back, and had to hold onto the edge of the examination table to prevent himself from falling.

Gina stood there – barely five-feet tall, yet towering over the football player in every way that mattered.

“Dayyyum,” Jefferson eventually found the strength to speak. “You ain’t playin’, girlfriend.”

Gina pulled her latex glove up to her elbow with a wicked sounding snap.

“No,” she purred, the corner of her lips curling. “I ain’t playin.’”

Jefferson nodded, and suddenly the big, bad, virile bull was as compliant as a kitten.

“So, listen,” Gina told him, as Jefferson cowered there. “Don’t be an asshole, okay? I’m just here to take a sperm sample – because apparently you have enough clout around here to get some personal service.”

Jefferson nodded. A little confidence returned, and he coyly purred: “…and just how personal is that service going to get?”

“Take off your pants,” Gina said coldly, “and I’ll show you.”

Jefferson snorted – but when Gina didn’t respond, he shrugged and reached for the waistband of his designer sweatpants.

A moment later, he was yanking them down around his ankles, and kicking them aside.

He stood there in a hoodie, with his bare legs and naked ass exposed – and a thick, long cock swinging freely from between his legs.

Gina’s eyes widened, and she let out an involuntary gasp.

Jefferson’s eyes flashed.

“Yeah,” he purred. “Not such a ‘little dick’ after all, is it Nurse?”

And that was true enough. Even flaccid, Jefferson’s thick cock hung nearly to his knees, and was as thick and veiny as a bantamweight’s forearm.

More so than that… it was slowly growing thicker with each passing second.

Gina stared at it, and felt her knees grow weak. She reached out to the door frame for support, and squirmed as her panties instantly flooded.

God, what a dick.

But she shook her head. Gina knew that the owner of that dick was also one himself – a dick, that is. And she couldn’t let her hormones – her ‘whoremones’ as she nicknamed them – get the better of her.

“O-okay,” butterflies churning in her stomach, Gina tried to fake composure. “Jump up on that examination table.”

When Jefferson failed to act, she smiled venomously, and with a little more confidence in her voice warned: “Please.”

The hulking black athlete plopped himself onto the crinkly paper sheet covering the vinyl.

He shivered.

“It’s cold on my bare ass.”

Gina snorted.

She reached for a dispenser of Surgilube and squirted a huge dollop into one of her gloved hands.

“Oh, you haven’t seen anything yet.”

Jefferson’s eyes widened when he saw Gina robustly rubbing her gloved hands together – until they were slick and glistening with lubricant.

“Woah!” He held up his massive, paw-like hands. “I figured I’d be getting a little more… personal service than that.”

Gina cracked her knuckles – and there would not be a man alive who didn’t wince when they heard that.

“Oh, I’ll be getting plenty personal,” she promised, crossing the room to where Jefferson was sitting.

“Nah, nah, I mean it,” he protested. “If I wanted a rub-and-tug, there’s a massage parlor down the… woooooah!”

The ‘wooooooah’ was because Gina had reached beneath the hem of Jefferson’s oversized hoody, and her lubed-up hands had found his flaccid cock and balls.

Jefferson’s eyes shot open, as he felt the delicious sensation of Gina’s agile, lubed-up fingers squeezing and massaging his junk.

Gina had used far too much lube – which, in the realm of hand jobs, is just about enough. Her fingers moved absolutely frictionlessly around Jefferson’s cock and balls… and it felt exquisite.

“Huuunnngh,” the big man shuddered, as the fingers of Gina’s right hand gently squeezed his balls, and the fingers of her left circled his thick, meaty shaft.

Within seconds, blood was rushing between his legs – and a tent-pole was rising beneath the hem of Jefferson’s hoodie.

He reached down and pulled it over his head – throwing the cotton hoodie to one side, and sitting bare-assed on the examination table.

Gina studied his naked body as her fingers worked their magic between his legs. Jefferson was one big slab of meat and muscle – and, with his deliciously dark skin, it was difficult to keep her cool, objective demeanor.

The wet sound of slick fingers reverberated around the room, as Gina robustly stroked Jefferson’s growing shaft, and kneaded his heavy, egg-sized balls.

She glanced down, and her eyes widened as she saw the football player’s cock swell at her touch.

“Wow,” soon, his previously impressive cock had grown so huge that she couldn’t even wrap her fingers around it. “That’s…”

“…the biggest you’ve ever seen?” Jefferson grinned, staring down and watching Gina’s slender white fingers stroking his thick, dark shaft.

Gina didn’t respond. She didn’t want to give the arrogant asshole the satisfaction. But he wasn’t wrong.

Soon, Jefferson’s cock was standing nearly a foot tall, and it was as thick, firm and meaty as a baseball bat.

Her hands slithered up and down the thick, veiny shaft – fingers stroking the swollen tip, and then sliding up and down like she was working a very big bicycle pump.

“Awww, fuck,” Jefferson groaned. “You’re damn good at that, honey.”

“I was very popular in high school,” Gina nodded.

“I bet you were.” He reached out his hands to grab Gina’s boobs, which were straining to burst free of her too-tight blouse.

“Ow!” A quick squeeze of his balls put paid to that endeavor.

“Damn, girl,” Jefferson lowered his eager hands. “Why you got to be so mean?” He licked his lips, and stared at Gina’s cleavage. “You can’t tell me your job wouldn’t be over a whole lot sooner if you let me squeeze those ripe little puppies of yours.”

Gina never missed a beat, sliding her hands up and down Jefferson’s straining shaft – but she countered: “This is a medical facility, Mr. Soames. Not a rub-and-tug joint off the boulevard.”

“With the way you work those fingers of yours, you could have… ow!”

Another squeeze of his balls elicited some respect.

“I’m just here to collect a sample,” Gina growled. “Not to get mauled like a girl in a strip club.”

Jefferson snorted.

“Joke’s on you. They don’t let you touch the girls in strip clubs.”

“With your kind of money, I’m sure they do,” Gina replied coolly, as she released Jefferson’s heavy balls, and wrapped the fingers of her other hand around his massive shaft. Soon she was stroking both hands up and down the thick, straining slab of cockmeat – slick and frictionless with lube.

“Huuungh,” Jefferson flopped back on the examination table. “Oh, baby. That’s good.” He turned and looked at Gina slyly, as she stuck out her tongue and continued her work. “Damn, girl. I ain’t never had anybody make me feel this good with just their hands.”

Gina tried to restrain herself, but the corner of her lips curled at the compliment.

“Are you close?” She asked, as the slick-slick-slick sounds of her busy hands reverberated around the room. “My arms are getting tired.”

“You could try using your mouth,” Jefferson grinned.

“Nice try,” Gina replied.

“Tell you what,” the handsome football player growled. “You pop those titties out of your blouse and let me play with them, and I’ve got a hundred-dollar bill with your name on it in my pants over here.”

“I’m not a whore,” Gina reached down and squeezed his balls again, eliciting a painful squeal. “If you want that, you’ll have to do a lot better than a hundred-dollar bill.”

Jefferson’s eyes narrowed.

“Two hundred?” He chuckled. “Damn, girl, I could get a hot piece of ass like you to fuck me for two-hundred.”

“Not in a hospital setting, you couldn’t,” Gina replied. “And, besides, it’s not me you have to pay.”

Looking up, Gina caught Jefferson’s gaze and held it alluringly. She licked her lips, and felt his cock bulge between her fingers as he drank in the sexy expression on her face.

“O-oh yeah?” Jefferson was squirming now, as Gina continued to stroke his shaft. “Who have I gotta pay?”

Her hands moved slickly up and down the football player’s impossibly huge cock. Despite herself, Gina was feeling her panties get uncomfortably wet.

“The hospital,” she replied, trying to maintain her composure. “You spoke to the Chairman about a thirty-million-dollar endowment, or something?”

“Oh, that,” Jefferson flopped back on the table, and gazed down at Gina’s little white fingers stroking his massive, black cock. “Yeah, I’m thinking about it.”

“Think about it a little harder,” Gina purred, rubbing her fingertips over the swollen tip of Jefferson’s straining cock, “and I’ll open up this blouse…”

“Ha!” The football player grinned. “Honey, you have some nice-looking titties, but not thirty-million-dollars nice, if you catch my drift.”

Gina pouted playfully.

“Too bad.”

And then she leaned down, and planted a hot, wet kiss right on the tip of Jefferson’s straining dick.

“Oh, fuuuuck.” At even the momentary sensation of her mouth on his cock, Jefferson groaned. His cock swelled in Gina’s eagerly stroking hands. “Y-you do that again, and then we’ll start talking.”

Gina looked over at Jefferson, and pouted again.

“That might taint the sample,” she said sadly.

“Fuck the sample,” Jefferson groaned. “I want to feel that pretty mouth of yours on my dick.”

Gina continued stroking, but said sternly: “We’re here for a sample of your sperm, Mr. Soames. Not to get you off.”

Then she thought about what she’d just said.

“Well, not only to get you off.”

Jefferson was squirming on the examination table, and his cock was rock-hard. Despite her pretenses, Gina had to admit that giving this huge, handsome black athlete a handjob was making her as hot and bothered as he was.

Gina’s two hands could barely wrap themselves around Jefferson’s massive dick. It was so thick, and hard, and deliciously veiny.

For a moment, Gina imagined what it would be like to straddle that thing, and feel it slide inch-after-inch inside of her…

“Huuuungh,” she bit her lip, and felt her panties get absolutely soaked.

“Heh,” Jefferson grinned. “You’re digging this as well, aren’t you?”

Gina didn’t pause her stroking, but snapped at the athlete: “I’m a professional, Mr. Soames. I don’t dig things.” 

“Your nipples are about to poke holes in that blouse,” Jefferson shot back. “And I can smell your pussy from here.”

Gina squeezed her thighs together in frustration. Wetness was literally dripping down her legs.

“I can assure you, Mr. Soames, that I… huuungh…”

The ‘huuungh’ was because Jefferson had just reached over, and grabbed one of Gina’s boobs through the material of her blouse.

“H-how dare you,” she groaned, eyes fluttering shut as Jefferson squeezed and kneaded her tit through the starchy material. Yet despite her claim at outrage, Gina made no move to remove his hand – and didn’t pause in stroking his big, slick cock.

“That’s what I thought,” Jefferson grinned, eagerly reaching over with his other hand to grab Gina’s opposite breast. “Don’t tell me a sexy-ass MILF like you won’t get wet stroking a big, black dick like mine.”

“Huuungh,” Gina’s head flopped back, and she squeezed shut her eyes in frustration. “I-I can assure you, Mr. Soames,” she lied, “I-I get no such pleasure a-at all.”

Which was bullshit, of course. The sensation of Jefferson’s huge, strong hands squeezing Gina’s breasts was sending electric shocks between her legs.

Inside her panties, her pussy was gushing like a faucet, and throbbing so hard it was painful. She could literally feel her pulse between her legs, like the inexorable ticking of a clock.

“Tell you what,” Jefferson grinned, as he manhandled Gina’s huge breasts. “You let me pop these beauties out of that blouse, and I’ll arrange a meeting this afternoon with that stiff-ass Chairman of yours.”

He pinched her nipples through Gina’s blouse, and her knees nearly gave way.

“We got a deal?”

Gina sunk her teeth into her bottom lip, and groaned.

“Y-you’ll need to d-do better than that…”

“Offer’s on the table, sweetheart. Take it or leave it.”

Gina’s eyes were squeezed shut, and she was robotically stroking Jefferson’s massive cock. It was difficult to concentrate now, with his big, rough hands on her deliciously aching breasts.

Eventually, she surrendered.

“O-okay, you son of a bitch,” Gina groaned. “B-but I hope you bring your checkbook to that meeting.”

“We’ll see,” Jefferson grinned, reaching up to unbutton Gina’s blouse. “I mean, I was fairly close to deciding to make that pledge anyway…”

Gina’s big breasts were already straining the buttons of her blouse. As Jefferson popped the buttons open, the front of her blouse burst open like it was powered by springs – and her delicious cleavage sprang free.

“…and damn!” Jefferson grinned. “If I wasn’t close before, I am now.”

With that, Jefferson fiddled with the clasp at the front of Gina’s bra, and the two cups sprang loose.

Her heavy, pendulous breasts burst out of the bra, and flopped into Jefferson’s eagerly waiting palms.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Gina squirmed, squeezing her trembling thighs together. She struggled to keep stroking Jefferson’s cock, as she felt the delicious sensation of his hot, calloused hands on her bare skin.

“Damn, these are some nice titties,” the black athlete purred, as he squeezed and kneaded Gina’s soft flesh. “You’re a sexy bitch, you know that?”

Gina opened her mouth to protest being called a bitch…

…but then she remembered the way she’d been talking to Jefferson earlier, and figured he wasn’t exactly wrong.

Besides, the way he’d called her ‘sexy’ left her pussy pulsating.

Jefferson grinned, as Gina continued to stroke his cock. He played with her heavy boobs, squeezing her big, brown nipples between his fingertips and tugging lightly.

“Huuungh,” Gina’s knees nearly gave way. It was like there was a direct connection between her nipples and her clitoris.

“C’mon,” Jefferson purred, using her nipples to pull Gina closer to him. “Just let me feel your mouth on it. Just for a moment.”

“N-no,” Gina growled.

“Listen, you give a world-class hand job – but if you want that ‘sample’ any time soon, you’re going to have to do better than your fingers.”

And that’s when Gina opened her eyes again.

They shot open, and she turned to look at Jefferson with a wicked grin on her pretty face.

“Oh, is that right?” Gina purred.

Jefferson paused mauling Gina’s tits. He was suspicious of the way she was looking at him.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Because if you need me to do better,” Gina purred, “you might want to be careful what you wish for.”

…and, as she said that, the beautiful bare-breasted nurse released one hand from Jefferson’s massive cock, and reached down between his legs.

Jefferson groaned, as he felt her fingers on his heavy balls again…

…but then she continued further south.

“Woah!” The athlete’s eyes shot open, as he felt the latex-covered fingertips of Gina’s hand nuzzle at the spot beneath his balls. “W-what are you doing?”

Because he’d pulled her closer, using her nipples to yank her forward, Gina’s face was intimately close to Jefferson’s now.

“Back in nursing school,” Gina purred, close enough for Jefferson to feel the heat of her breath, “we were taught a very effective way to procure a sperm sample…”

And, as she said that, her exploring fingers ventured further.

Jefferson’s eyes widened, as he felt them nuzzling beneath him – probing between the cheeks of his muscular ass.

“The fuck?”

He protested – but didn’t move.

In fact, Jefferson actually spread his legs wider, as Gina’s eager fingers nuzzled between the cheeks of his ass.

A moment later, they were probing at the wrinkled knot of Jefferson’s tight asshole.

“Damn, girl,” he groaned, scooching back on the examination table to give her easier access. “You’re nasty.”

Gina grinned wickedly, pressing a lubed-up, latex-clad fingertip against his asshole.

“Not nasty,” she purred. “This is a tried-and-tested medical procedure.” And then Gina pressed her fingertip a little more firmly against the tight little knot of Jefferson’s ass – and it opened under the pressure.

“Oh, fuuuuck!” Jefferson’s eyes shot open, and his fingers tightened on Gina’s aching breasts. He groaned, as he felt Gina’s finger slide inside him, right up to her knuckles.

…and then she began to wiggle it.

“Oh, dayum,” Jefferson groaned. His cock visibly grew in Gina’s hand – somehow getting thicker and more rigid at the sensation of her finger buried inside of him.

Gina grinned wickedly, watching his reaction.

She wiggled her finger a little more.

“That’s your prostate,” the nurse purred, gently sliding her finger in and out of Jefferson’s tight little ass. “If you massage it right…”

She didn’t need to finish that sentence. The pearlescent strand of pre-cum now oozing out of the tip of Jefferson’s massive cock explained everything.

“Y-you better not tell anybody about this,” Jefferson groaned, sinking back onto the examination table and letting Gina fuck his asshole with her finger. “I-I don’t want anybody thinking I’m gay, or some shit.”

“Awww, this isn’t gay, honey,” Gina grinned, stroking Jefferson’s immense cock with one hand, while fingering him with the other. “It’s just biology.”

“I-it’s butt stuff,” Jefferson groaned. “If a guy likes butt stuff, he’s gay.”

“I know plenty of guys who disprove that,” Gina replied coolly – before adding: “Unless you’re secretly telling me you are.”

“Aww, hell no,” Jefferson snapped – but he didn’t make any move to prevent Gina from fingering him. “I ain’t gay.”

“Not the way you’re mauling my tits, you’re not,” Gina concurred, gasping as the big, black man squeezed and pinched her nipples. “But maybe you’re a little bi?”

“Bi?”

“Bisexual,” Gina grinned. “Maybe you like girls and boys.”

“Aww, hell no,” Jefferson repeated angrily. “Bi is just another word for gay.”

“Aww, are you sure?” Gina teased. “Are you sure you don’t want me to go and get one of my cute little male nurses to do this for you?”

And the moment she said that, Gina pulled her finger almost all the way out of Jefferson’s tightly clenching little asshole…

…and when she pushed it back in, it was alongside a second finger.

Jefferson’s eyes widened – and so did his asshole.

“Oh fuuuck,” he groaned, as Gina started fucking his ass with two of her fingers. “Damn, girl!”

Gina’s smile widened. She wriggled her fingers inside him. Jefferson’s cock throbbed as she did so.

“You might be saying no,” the sexy nurse purred, as she stroked Jefferson’s straining cock, “but your dick certainly isn’t.”

And that was true enough. As Gina’s fingers sunk all the way to the knuckles inside him, Jefferson’s big, black cock stood rigidly to attention, and a long strand of pre-cum drooled out of it onto the crinkly paper of the examination table.

Jefferson groaned, squeezing and mauling Gina’s breasts.

“I-I’m not fucking gay,” he groaned – yet, at the same time, he lifted his hips so Gina could plunge her fingers a little deeper inside of him.

“Are you sure?” Gina repeated, pressing her fingertips against his eager prostate. “There’s a sexy new nurse who just started – Paul – and I’m sure he’d be more than willing to switch places with me.”

“F-fuuuuck you,” Jefferson groaned.

“Oh, no,” Gina purred. “But maybe he’d fuck you.” And then she added a third finger to Jefferson’s stuffed little ass, and the black athlete moaned in pleasure. “Maybe I could bring Paul in here and he could fuck your tight little ass while I stroke you off into a cup.”

“Awww, shit, you’re evil,” Jefferson groaned, eyes rolling upwards.

“You love it,” Gina purred. “Now, are you going to cum for me, or what?”

The way Jefferson was panting and groaning, it was obvious he was close. His swollen cock was straining for release – knotted and gnarled with veins, and drooling pearlescent pre-cum all over the back of Gina’s hand.

“P-please,” Jefferson groaned, lifting his hips and grinding his ass onto Gina’s probing fingers. “Please, finish me off with your mouth…”

“That’d taint the sample,” Gina warned.

“O-okay,” the big, black athlete groaned. “B-but at least let me touch you.” He squeezed Gina’s swollen breasts. “I-I can smell your pussy from here. You’re so wet, you’re making my hair curl.”

And that much was true. Despite herself, Gina’s panties were flooded and her pussy was trembling like a jackhammer. Her clitoris was throbbing – painfully eager to be touched.

“L-let me touch you,” Jefferson repeated. He released one of Gina’s aching breasts, and reached for her hips – running his hand up and down the curve of her ass. “Let me taste you.”

He licked his lips when he said that – those thick, full lips, with his wide, long tongue.

“Huuungh,” Gina squeezed her thighs together.

“I eat pussy almost as well as I play football,” Jefferson squeezed Gina’s ass through her pencil skirt. “Maybe even better.”

“A-aren’t you married?” Gina demanded.

“Aren’t you?” Jefferson shot back, glaring at the wedding ring on Gina’s stroking hand.

“T-this is different,” Gina gasped, as Jefferson pinched her nipple and squeezed her ass. “This is a medical procedure…”

“This ain’t like no medical procedure I’ve ever had,” the footballer groaned, as Gina’s fingers probed his ass. “C’mon… Just a taste.”

Gina was so turned on at that point, she could barely form words. She just squeezed her damp thighs together, shook her head, and muttered: “Nuh-uh.”

“I’ll sign that endowment letter,” Jefferson promised. “I’ll do it today.”

Now that caught Gina’s attention.

Her eyes shot open. She looked down at the handsome footballer.

“I-I mean it,” he groaned, as Gina continued to stroke his cock and finger his ass. “You let me taste that pussy of yours, and I’ll sign over the thirty-million-dollars – today.”

Gina bit her lip.

Her pussy quivered.

God, she wanted it. Right then and there, she wanted nothing more than to tear her dripping panties off, and feel this big, sexy black man bury his face between her thighs…

But she didn’t trust him.

“Afterward,” Gina demanded. She leaned forward, stretched out her tongue, and gave the swollen head of Jefferson’s cock a wet, sloppy lick.

“Fuuuuck,” he groaned, flopping back onto the examination table.

“Afterward,” Gina repeated, her lips and mouth tantalizingly close to Jefferson’s huge cock. “You sign that endowment, and you can come back downstairs and eat me like a buffet.”

“Huuungh,” Jefferson squirmed. “O-okay…. Alright… I f-fucking promise…”

And then he groaned: “Awww, shit… Get that cup ready!”

Jefferson’s cock swelled. His ass tightened around Gina’s fingers. Pre-cum started gushing out of the head of his cock…

Releasing his straining shaft, Gina reached blindly for the plastic cum Nurse Olsen had given her earlier. She held it over the throbbing head of Jefferson’s straining cock, and eagerly kept fucking him with her fingers.

Jefferson flopped back onto the examination table. He lifted his ass off the crinkly paper, and arched his back. Then, as Gina’s fingers pressed and probed against his prostate, the big black man let out a deafening moan…

…and his big, black cock spurted into the plastic cup.

Gina’s eyes widened. As she fucked Jefferson’s ass with one hand, the plastic cup she was holding with the other received thick, powerful spurts of cum.

Jefferson’s big, black cock spurted like a firehose – thick, ropey jets that filled the bottom of the cup and clung to the edges.

Gina was amazed. How could one man make so much cum?

But Jefferson did. Groaning in pleasure, he emptied his balls into Gina’s plastic cup, and damn near filled the thing up to the inch-mark.

Only when the spurts finally ceased, and his rigid cock started to wilt, did Gina pull the cup away and slither her fingers out of Jefferson’s ass with a wet-sounding ‘slurp.’

Utterly drained, the huge athlete flopped onto the examination table – his huge chest heaving.

“D-damn,” Jefferson groaned. “You fucking milked me.”

Gina lifted the plastic cup level with her eyes, and examined the pearlescent goop inside.

Milked was right. Jefferson had cum so much, you could have practically made an cappuccino with his load.

Leaving the panting black athlete on the examination table, Gina grabbed the lid to the plastic cup and clicked it shut. Then she peeled off her latex gloves, and tossed them into the garbage can in the corner of the room.

“I’d better get this to Nurse Olsen,” she held up Jefferson’s sample. “They need to examine this within the hour.”

Jefferson held up his hand and gave Gina a thumbs-up.

With a nod, Gina left the naked athlete in a damp, sticky heap on the examination table, and closed the door to Room 7 behind her with a soft ‘click.’


Chapter Four

It was a week later before Gina got to see Jefferson Soames again – but what a week it had been.

On the one hand, it had been one of the most amazing weeks of Gina’s life. Not two hours after Jefferson had limped, utterly drained, from Wing 2, Gina had received a visit from Randall Burk with the biggest, shit-eating grin on his face.

The Chairman of the Board had grabbed Gina’s elbow and dragged her around the corner to tell her the news.

“Thirty-million-dollars!” The Chairman’s eyes once again looked like they should have had cartoon dollar-signs spinning behind them. “I don’t know what you said to him, but Jefferson Soames made an appointment with me not five minutes after he left Wing 2 and officially signed over the endowment to the hospital.”

Gina’s cheeks burned hotly. It wasn’t what she had said to him…

“We get the money wired to us this afternoon,” the Chairman was jumping up and down like a little boy – not bad for a man pushing seventy. “And a deal is a deal – as soon as we receive that, I’ll approve the new budget for Wing 6 and your new pay structure.”

Gina blinked as she heard that.

Was this really happening? 

Had she really just tripled her income?

If Randall Burk held up his end of the bargain, Gina would be one of the highest-paid employees at the hospital. Hell, she’d be earning more than her husband.

But more importantly than that, her war of attrition with the miserly Board of Directors would be at an end. Wing 6 would finally be safe from their cost-cutting and ‘margin expansion.’

“You’ve done good work today, Gina,” Randall reached over and grabbed Gina’s hand, shaking it effusively – unaware of how numb her fingers were after twenty minutes of jerking off a big, black cock the size of a baseball bat.

“I’ll come find you before your shift it over,” the Chairman promised, “and as long as the money’s come through, we’ll draw up your new paperwork today.”

…and then he was gone – a spring to the old man’s step that Gina would never have expected to see.

I mean, she knew thirty-million-dollars would go a long way towards giving the old and infirm a boost of health, among other patrons of her hospital…

…she just hadn’t imagined Randall Burk to be one of them.

***

Yet despite that good news, the week that followed was also a little difficult for Gina… Not least of which because her encounter with Jefferson Soames had left her incredibly sexually frustrated.

Gina had practically waddled out of Wing 2 with that overflowing sperm sample – her panties dripping with arousal. Her breasts had been aching, and her pussy had been throbbing, for the rest of the day.

As Gina struggled to focus on her work, all she could think about was Jefferson’s immense black cock, and how powerful she’d felt coaxing the handsome black athlete to a spurting, salty climax…

God, she wished she hadn’t been so professional. Jefferson had practically begged her so suck that big, beautiful black cock – and now all Gina could think about was what it would feel like, if she could even stretch her lips around it.

“Let me taste it,” Jefferson had begged her – but as soon as he’d filled that plastic cup with his salty load, she’d never heard from him again.

Perhaps that wasn’t surprising. How many men had begged Gina for things while on the brink of orgasm, and then lot interest the moment they’d emptied their balls? She could probably count on more fingers than she’d had wrapped around Jefferson’s big, beautiful black cock.

But that being said, Gina remained disappointed. That huge, hung athlete had even gone so far as to make good on his promise, and book an appointment with Randall Burk just minutes after leaving Room 7…

…but he’d never come back to claim the ‘reward’ he’d earned from Gina.

In addition to hurting Gina’s feelings – after all, what girls wants to get rejected – it had also left her with a raging case of whatever the female equivalent of ‘blue balls’ is.

She’d gone home that night with her panties practically soaked through, and despite a night of vigorous love-making with her husband, nothing could replace the potential of that big, beautiful black cock in her imagination.

So… Despite the big bump in her pay, the delighted relief in her coworkers when they learned of Wing 6’s new budget, and the general feeling of accomplishment in winning her hospital such a huge endowment…

…Gina’s week had sucked.

After all, what was the benefit of such a generous endowment for the hospital, if Gina didn’t get what she’d been promised from the generously-endowed benefactor?

***

“Y’know, mami,” purred Rodrigo, the handsome Brazilian in charge of the hospital pharmacy, “if you want me to sign a few extra supplies over to your wing this week, maybe we could work out an arrangement like we did the last time.”

Gina was standing at the little Perspex window with a list of supplies for Wing 6 – and she could see the hopeful gleam in Rodrigo’s eyes as he prepared to receive it.

When the Board of Directors had restricted supplies to Gina’s wing – in punishment for her ‘convincing’ Michael to sign that funding grant – she’d had to use those same ‘powers of persuasion’ on Rodrigo, on her hands and knees in a darkened corner of the stock room…

…and as enjoyable as that had been, she’d been on tenterhooks until her long-overdue period had finally arrived, three weeks later. That would have been difficult to explain to her recently-vasectomied husband!

Yet by the eager expression on Rodrigo’s face, it was clear he’d enjoyed their little illicit encounter as much as Gina had – and was excited at the chance of another…

“I’m sorry, hun,” Gina offered soothingly – handing over the new requisition, which was stuffed with goods paid for by her wing’s newly expanded budget. “The Board of Directors has hooked us up so nicely, you’ll be the one coming to us for supplies soon enough.”

Rodrigo took the requisition and peered at it in disbelief – his eyes widening.

“Meu Deus,” he gasped. “Who did you have to blow on the Board of Directors to get them to approve this?”

And then his eyes snapped upwards, to peer at Gina – knowing from personal experience that she might well have done exactly that.

But Gina winked at him, and shook her head.

“Nobody on the Board gets that treatment,” she purred. “I have standards.”

And because Rodrigo had previously met those ‘standards’, his cheeks burned pink, and he smiled happily.

“Besides,” Gina winked, as Rodrigo plugged her requests into his computer, “I might have the urge for some churrascaria in the near future.”

Rodrigo handed back the completed form, and took the opportunity to squeeze Gina’s hand as he did so.

“I hope so, mami.” He winked at her eagerly. “It’s served hot and fresh, whenever you feel the urge for some Brazilian meat in your mouth… Or any other part of your body.”

Gina blushed, feeling validated by Rodrigo’s eagerness. In fact, she even rewarded him by wiggling her ass in her two-sizes-too-small pencil skirt as she sauntered away. She could almost feel the Brazilian’s eyes burning into her backside as he watched her leave…

…but it still wasn’t what she wanted.

And that’s when the walkie-talkie attached to Gina’s waist crackled.

She grabbed it – expecting some mundane update from a member of her team on Wing 6 – a request for more blankets, or something…

Instead, she heard the prissy voice of Nurse Olsen, over on Wing 2.

“Gina? Gina, can you hear me, over?”

Gina’s eyebrows knotted, and she pressed the button on the radio.

“This is Gina…” There was no way to say the next sentence without sounding rude. “What do you want?”

If Nurse Olsen took offense, it wasn’t apparent in her tone of voice. She just snippily replied: “We need you down on Wing 2.”

***

It was déjà vu all over again, when Gina finally clip-clopped in her high heels to Wing 2. Standing at the reception desk – towering over Nurse Olsen – was the imposing form of Jefferson Soames.

Gina saw him from all the way down the corridor, and her pulse quickened when she did so. She walked a little faster – expecting him to be ranting or raving like the last time…

…only he wasn’t. Jefferson seemed sweet as pie. He was chatting to Nurse Olsen, and holding a big, bunch of flowers in one hand.

Gina stepped up, and cleared her throat.

“You asked for me?”

Nurse Olsen turned and glowered at Wing 6’s head nurse.

“I didn’t ask for you,” she growled, jerking her thumb in the direction of Jefferson. “Mr. Soames here, did.”

And Jefferson turned to peer down at the tiny, sexy nurse – a wolfish smile on his broad, brown face.

“Well, hello again, Nurse Gina.”

Gina felt her cheeks burn hotly and her panties grow moist, as this towering black athlete drank her in like she was a cool drink of water.

“Hello again, Mr. Soames.”

“Mr. Soames here said he had another ‘sample’ to provide,” Nurse Olsen was fussily leafing through papers – a disapproving look on her face. “But I don’t have any record of an appointment…”

Gina turned to the receptionist, and hissed: “Mr. Soames just paid for the hospital to build an entire new wing. I don’t think we need to beat him up with paperwork.”

Nurse Olsen’s head snapped up, and she glared angrily in Gina’s direction.

Gina didn’t give a fuck.

“Do I need to call the Chairman about this?”

The mention of Randall Burk’s name was enough to shut down even Nurse Olsen’s prissy little hissy fit.

“No, ma’am.”

“Good. Now, make sure Room 7 is free, and let Wing 6 know I won’t be back for twenty minutes.”

“Better make that an hour,” Jefferson added with a hungry grin.

Gina turned and peered up at the looming football player.

She knew her pulse was racing, because she could feel every strum of her heartbeat between her thighs.

“Would you like to follow me, Mr. Soames?”

***

The moment the door to Room 7 clicked shut, Jefferson Soames scooped Gina up in his massive arms, and crushed her to the wall.

He bent down, and pressed his hot, soft lips against hers.

“Mmgh!” Gina’s eyes widened, and her tiny fists beat against the football player’s massive chest. “Mmmpgh!”

Reluctantly, Jefferson pulled his lips away.

Still pinning Gina to the wall, he demanded: “What’s the matter? Aren’t you happy to see me?”

Gina’s flooded panties made lying about that pointless.

“Yes,” she replied breathlessly. “Yes, as a matter of fact I am.” She reluctantly pushed him away. “But this is coming on a bit strong, Mr. Soames.” She adjusted her skirt and blouse. “I’m a married woman, you know.”

Jefferson stood looming over her, the taste of her kiss still on his lips.

“I’m a married man,” he grinned. “What the fuck does that have to do with anything?”

Gina wiped her lips, and then rejected the flowers he offered her.

“This is all a bit…” She tried not to sound flustered. “This is all a bit romantic, Mr. Soames. The flowers. The kissing.”

The looming football player looked utterly bemused.

“Too romantic?” His brow wrinkled. “I thought bitches liked romantic.”

Gina put her hands on her curvy hips, and peered up at Jefferson. He stood more than a foot and a half taller than she did; but right then she was towering over him.

“First off, I’m not one of your bitches,” she hissed. “And secondly, the flowers and everything is just a bit much.”  Her gorgeous brown eyes narrowed. “I mean, let’s be honest – you didn’t come here to ask me on a date now, did you?”

The huge athlete shuffled his feet awkwardly. He clearly hadn’t.

“Okay, okay,” he dumped the flowers on a nearby counter. “I’ll give those to some bitch in the maternity ward on my way out.”

Gina imagined some husband or boyfriend’s reaction, when a towering black athlete handed their wife some random flowers. If the baby that emerged was anything darker than a cup of café au lait, there’d probably start being discussions about who the father was.

“Okay,” Gina took a trembling breath. Her panties were damp, and her nipples were like little bullets beneath her blouse. “What are you doing here, Mr. Soames?”

Jefferson looked almost offended at the question.

“We had unfinished business, Nurse Gina,” he explained. “Don’t you remember?” He bent lower, and whispered: “Our little arrangement?”

Gina breathlessly remembered what Jefferson had moaned to her, while he was balanced on the knife-edge of orgasm:

“You let me taste that pussy of yours, and I’ll sign over the thirty-million-dollars – today…”

He’d made good on that promise.

“I waited for you all afternoon, Mr. Soames,” Gina narrowed her eyes. “I thought the moment you’d spurted in that little plastic cup, you’d simply lost interest.”

“Lost interest?” Jefferson’s eyes widened. “I don’t think that’d be fucking possible.” He grinned wickedly. “Have you seen you?”

Gina’s cheeks burned hotly.

She new she was a curvy, sexy Italian woman – but she was pushing forty, so even she got a little self-conscious sometimes.

“Okay, so if you were still so eager – why’d you wait a damn week?”

Jefferson chuckled, which was a sound as warm and comforting as the crackle of logs in a roaring fireplace.

“Because you’d fucking drained me, Nurse Gina. I haven’t cum like that in my whole life.” His dark cheeks glowed pink. “I wasn’t able to get it up for a whole day after you emptied my balls.”

Again, Gina felt a guilty little spurt of pride.

“Nah,” Jefferson grinned wickedly, “I figured I needed to recharge my batteries before I made good on our arrangement.” He reached down and groped the massive bulge inside his sweat pants. “So, I’ve been holding off. I’ve got a whole week’s worth saved up.”

Gina glanced down at the silhouette of Jefferson’s massive cock – clearly obvious even through the thick material of her pants.

Dammit, her panties were getting flooded again.

“You’ve abstained for a whole week?”

“No jerking off,” Jefferson nodded. “No sex.”

“No sex?” Gina’s lips curled. She’d seen pictures of Jefferson’s insanely hot wife – some ‘Instagram model’ with an ass rounder than two basketballs in a pair of bikini briefs. “That might explain why you’re having trouble getting pregnant.”

“Ha,” Jefferson snorted. “I don’t think that’s the problem.” His massive, bull-like shoulders slumped slightly. “That’s gotta be my swimmers.” He pointed towards his crotch. “What’s the point of a big cannon like this, if it’s shooting blanks?”

Gina suddenly felt a surge of remorse flood through her.

She stepped forward, and placed her palm over Jefferson’s crotch.

Man, his cock already felt huge in there.

Looking up into Jefferson’s pained eyes, Gina breathlessly murmured: “I can speak from person experience – there’s nothing defective about your equipment, Mr. Soames.” She remembered how desperately she’d wanted to pull off her flooded panties and crawl onto that baseball bat-sized cock. “Quite the opposite. If you’ve got a problem, it’s that you’re just too much man for most women to handle.”

The huge cylinder of meat beneath Gina’s palm throbbed as Jefferson heard that.

“You always know just want to say, don’t you?”

“I have been complimented on my bedside manner,” Gina admitted.

“I bet you have.” Jefferson licked his lips. His eyes flicked towards the examination table in the center of the room. “Speaking of which…”

“Woah!” Gina held up a warning finger. “That wasn’t part of the arrangement.” She narrowed her eyes. “If I remember, you promised to sign that endowment if you got to…” She had an uncharacteristic flash of modesty. “…taste my pussy.”

Jefferson’s eyes flashed. Beneath Gina’s palm, his huge cock throbbed.

“We’ll start with that,” he grinned, “and see where it takes us.”

Gina had a sudden flashback to kneeling in Michael’s office, and giving her manager a sloppy, world-class blowjob. Then she remembered being on her hands and knees in a dark corner of the stockroom, with Rodrigo’s enormous cock buried to the hilt inside her throbbing pussy.

She shivered.

She was trying to behave. It was just life at this hospital didn’t make it easy.

“You can taste my pussy,” Gina growled. “That’s it. A deal’s a deal – understood?”

Jefferson grinned.

“Sure. Unless you beg for more.”

“That’s not going to happen,” Gina promised him – and to her credit, she almost believed herself.

While Jefferson loomed over her, Gina stepped around the massive athlete and flicked shut the lock on the door to Room 7.

Then, reassured that they wouldn’t be disturbed, she glanced around the little examination room and asked: “So, how do you want to do this?”

Jefferson didn’t miss a beat. He wheeled around, grabbed Gina in his burly arms, and whisked the tiny nurse straight off her feet.

Gina laughed and giggled, as the handsome black athlete deposited her on the crinkly paper of the examination table.

“Now, then,” he grinned wolfishly, as Gina struggled to right herself. “Now it’s my turn to play doctor.”

And, with that, he placed one big hand on Gina’s chest, and pushed her forcefully back onto the table.

It was raised at an angle, but Gina still found herself mostly staring at the ceiling, as Jefferson pinned her down. His huge hand was pressing down on her right boob – and he squeezed it eagerly as she lay trapped beneath him.

Gina gasped, feeling an electric shock travel between her groped breast and the pulsing throb between her legs.

…speaking of between her legs, at the same time Jefferson pinned Gina down with one hand, he reached up the other and ran it along the firm muscles of Gina’s powerful legs.

Within seconds, his fingers had voyaged beneath the hem of her pencil skirt, and right up to her hips.

“Woah!” Gina gripped the sides of the examination table for support, as Jefferson released her boob, and reached his other hand under her skirt as well. “What are you..?”

…but that should have been obvious.

Gina had to hang onto the edges of the examination table to prevent being yanked clean off it – as Jefferson reached both hands under her tight little skirt, and hooked his thick fingers into the waistband of her panties.

A moment later, he was tugging them roughly down over her thighs.

Gina clung to the examination table. If she hadn’t, Jefferson would have yanked her clean off it as he wrenched down her panties.

A moment he was pulling the white cotton bikini briefs over Gina’s ankles, and lifting them free.

Gina flopped back onto the examination table – suddenly feeling the cool air-conditioning against her now naked, clean-shaven pussy.

Jefferson, meanwhile, straightened up triumphantly and lifted her panties to his nose. He pressed them against his nostrils and took a deep, eager breath.

“Awww, fuck,” the looming black athlete groaned. “I’ve been obsessed with that smell ever since last week.” He looked down at Gina like a hungry bear. “While you were jerking me off, I knew you were practically dripping.”

Gina’s teeth sunk into her bottom lip.

Jefferson wasn’t lying. Coaxing that big, beautiful cock of his to a spurting climax had got her so ridiculously turned on, she’d had to wipe the wetness running down her thighs before she returned to work.

…and now, a week later, her pussy was gushing again.

“Okay, babe,” Jefferson grabbed one of Gina’s ankles in each of his huge hands. He raised and spread her legs, tossing an ankle over each shoulder. “Time to pay up…”

Gina gasped, as her thighs were spread, and her bare pussy was exposed. Her tight pencil skirt had ridden all the way up to her waist, and Gina was completely at the handsome athlete’s’ mercy.

Jefferson grinned, peering down at Gina’s bare cunt like he was eying up a juicy steak dinner.

She felt ridiculously self-conscious – totally exposed and vulnerable…

It also made her horny as fuck.

“You have a beautiful pussy,” Jefferson licked his lips. “I was thinking about nothing else last week. Awww, fuck – when you were jerking me off, I wanted to touch it… Feel how wet it was…

…and then he started sinking to his knees.

Gina shivered, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the edge of the examination table.

There was a step at the base of the table, and that’s what Jefferson knelt on. That, combined with his massive frame, meant that when he finally sunk down, his face was directly level with Gina’s crotch.

She moaned, tossing her head back as she felt Jefferson’s hot, eager breath on her bare thighs.

“Mmmm,” he took a deep breath, drinking in her scent. Involuntarily, Gina felt her pussy gush. “You smell so fucking good, honey.”

And then he leaned forward, and Gina felt Jefferson’s long, thick tongue slither between the lips of her pussy…

“Oh, fuuuuck!” Gina flopped back onto the examination table, arching her back. The sensation of the big, black athlete’s tongue spreading the trembling lips of her pussy was insane – and it just got more so, as Jefferson’s tongue opened up her cunt, and slurped higher and higher, until his rough tongue slathered across her throbbing clitoris.

“Oh, shit,” Gina groaned, squeezing shut her eyes and tightening her grip on the edge of the table. “Oh, my fucking God…”

Jefferson mumbled something, and his thick tongue swirled around Gina’s clit. God, it felt incredible – like a pulse of electricity applied directly to her pussy.

As Gina flopped back onto the examination table, she couldn’t be sure if Jefferson just happened to have a magic tongue – or if a week spent obsessing over this moment had just tipped her into madness.

Or, more like, it was a combination of the two.

Gina squeezed shut her eyes, and her mouth hung open in a silent scream. She gripped the edges of the table, and felt the incredible sensation of Jefferson’s tongue exploring her.

He slurped, and licked, and swirled his tongue around her clitoris until Gina thought she’d go insane… Then, just as it got to be too much, the big, black athlete would swirl his tongue in another direction – up and down her trembling labia, or slithering inside her like a wet, probing finger.

It was unlike anything Gina had ever experienced before – and combined with the rasp of Jeffersons’ stubble on her inner thighs, and the feeling of his calloused fingers on her bare skin, she soon felt like she was going mad in the best possible way.

Jefferson feasted on her – like a pig snuffling for truffles. Eventually, one of his hands slid between her thighs, and his fingertips probed the entrance to her dripping, gushing pussy…

“Oh, shiiiit,” Gina groaned, as she felt her pussy eagerly open up to accept them. “God, you’re sooo bad.”

There was a wet ‘smack’ as Jefferson pulled his face from between Gina’s thighs.

His lips and chin were glistening, as he reared his head above the curve of her hips, and gave Gina a sly wink.

“I’m not bad,” he purred. “I’m very, very good.”

And then he went back to proving it.

Disappearing back between her thighs, Jefferson latched his mouth around Gina’s clitoris, and gently sucked.

“Oh, Jesus!” She clung desperately to the sides of the examination table, as she felt her entire pussy engorge. Then she let out a guttural moan, as Jefferson’s thick tongue started swirling around her clit.

At the same time, he started fucking her with one thick, calloused finger… And then added a second. They slid effortlessly into her dripping, greedy little cunt – hot, and tight, sweetly sucking as he slid them in and out.

Gina tossed her head back and forth as Jefferson teased and coaxed her. She had not signed up for this. He wasn’t good at eating pussy – he was practically a maestro at it.

That thick, rasping tongue. Those deliciously girthy fingers. Shit, with two of them buried to the knuckles inside of her, Gina felt more filled and stretched than she had by most of her former lover’s cocks.

The beautiful Italian had to release one of the edges of the examination table, just so she could ball her hand up into a fist and shove it into her mouth. Her teeth tightened on her taut flesh – stifling the moans and groans that she was sure would be audible in the corridor outside.

“Aww, you like that?” Jefferson pulled his mouth away just for a second – just long enough to ask: “Worth waiting for, baby?”

“Huuungh,” Gina groaned, no longer capable for forming coherent words.

Jefferson chuckled, and sunk his head back between her legs.

The wet sound of suction echoed through the room, as the big, black athlete slurped, and licked, and feasted. Gina was mewling like a kitten now – reduced to nothing but a puddle of sexual arousal poured into a pencil skirt and blouse.

And the blouse didn’t last long. As Jefferson fucked Gina with the thick fingers of one hand, he reached up blindly with his other, and latched onto Gina’s firm, round breasts like a drowning man reaching for a life preserver.

His fingers tightened on the ripe flesh of Gina’s left boob – and then there was a riiiip as he tore her blouse open.

“O-oh, you fucker,” Gina groaned – and then she gasped, as she felt Jefferson’s hot, calloused hand on her newly-exposed breast – squeezing her plump tight tightly.

His fingertips pinched her nipple. His hand tightened, squeezing her breast almost painfully tight. The soft, pale flesh of her gorgeous breast bulged from between his thick, dark fingers as he mauled her.

God, Gina was awash with sensations. His probing tongue. Those pinching fingers. The two, thick digits slithering in and out of her quivering pussy – curving upwards on each in-stroke to coax and tease her g-spot.

It was all becoming too much…

“Oh, God,” Gina groaned, her voice muffled by the fist she had buried in her mouth. “I-if you don’t stop I’m going to…” she gasped. “Going to…”

But she never got to finish that sentence.

Instead, Jefferson curled his fingers upwards to coax Gina’s g-spot, and sucked her throbbing clitoris into his eager mouth. Within seconds, he’d sent her beyond the point of no return – building the pressure between her legs beyond boiling point, until she had no choice but to explode.

Gina cried out, and then her whole body convulsed in a shuddering, squirming, squealing orgasm. She clung to the edge of the examination table for dear life, worried her spasms would send her clean off the crinkly paper and cold vinyl, and send her crashing to the floor.

But Jefferson wouldn’t have let that happen. In fact, the moment Gina climaxed, he pressed her down onto the examination table with his free hand, and increased the pressure of his fucking fingers, and slurping tongue.

Orgasm washed over Gina like an earthquake – ripples of pleasure that left her limp and quivering afterward. But instead of letting her rest, Jefferson remorselessly kept sucking, and licking, and probing her with his fingers – until a second orgasm followed the first, and Gina had to cry out in climax once again.

God, there was no way anybody outside of Room 7 could have missed that cry of pleasure – but as Gina gasped in sweet release, she really couldn’t care less. All she cared out was that slurping tongue, and those wriggling fingers, and the sensation of a third orgasm hurtling towards her with the inexorable momentum of an express train.

“Fuuuuck!” Her back arched into a wide ‘c’ shape. Her fingernails sunk right through the vinyl examination table. Her pussy throbbed, and convulsed, and finally gushed into Jefferson’s remorselessly slurping mouth like a scalding tsunami…

…and yet he kept licking.

“Oh, God, no!” Gina begged, as her third orgasm sent her crashing limply onto the vinyl examination table. “God, no more, please. You’ll kill me…”

And only then, with a self-satisfied chuckle, did Jefferson offer the gorgeous nurse any respite.

Reluctantly, he reared his face from between her thighs – lips and chin dripping with Gina’s wetness.

There was a wet-sounding ‘schlurrrrp’ as his probing fingers slithered out of Gina’s quivering cunt.

She moaned at the empty feeling, and flopped limply onto the examination table with her eyes rolled upwards. Her face was bright red and flushed. Her fist was indented with the pressure of her teeth. Gina’s one, bare boob was heaving up and down in exhausted panting; glistening and sweat and bruised from Jefferson’s rough fingers.

She was well and truly done. In her forty-or-so years on earth, Gina had never climaxed like that before – and especially not three times in a row.

She was so out of it she barely even registered the sound of Jefferson clambering to his feet, or the rustle of him wrenching down his sweat pants.

What she did register, though, was his thick fingers sinking into the wet skin of her inner thighs, spreading her legs further apart.

Groggily, Gina raised her head.

“W-what are you doing?”

Jefferson’s sweat pants were down around his knees. With one hand, he was hoisting Gina’s left knee aside. With his right, he was maneuvering his enormous black cock into position between her thighs.

Gina shuddered at the sight of it – what must be more than a foot of thick, gnarled brown flesh – as girthy as a tube of Pringles, and as rigid as a crowbar.

…and he was aiming the head between her legs.

“W-wait,” Gina groaned, limply lifting her head. “T-this wasn’t part of the deal!”

“Aww, c’mon, baby,” Jefferson grinned wickedly at her. “I’ve been saving up for a week. And eating that delicious pussy of yours…” He glanced down at his cock, and Gina saw what he was staring at – a drooling strand of pre-cum stretching nearly to his knees. “Baby, I’ve got a case of blue balls like you wouldn’t believe.”

“W-wait,” Gina shuddered, holding up a trembling hand in protest. “Y-you can’t fuck me. T-that wasn’t part of the deal…”

“I signed over thirty million dollars to your dumb hospital,” Jefferson fired back. “Not to mention, I just made you cum until you couldn’t even remember you name. I think getting a little pussy is the least I deserve.”

“N-no,” Gina protested. “I-I’m a married woman.”

“And I’m a married man,” Jefferson growled back, smirking. “Didn’t we have this conversation last time?” He snorted, stroking his baseball bat-sized cock. “You think your husband wouldn’t be as mad about me eating you out as he would be about me fucking you?”

Gina groaned wetly. Her husband was actually a bit of a pervert. He’d probably cum in his pants at the thought of a big, black stranger sliding his cock inside her.

“C’mon, baby,” Jefferson stroked his straining cock. More pre-cum was drooling from it, and his balls looked painfully swollen. “You gonna cut a man a break?”

Gina said nothing – so Jefferson added:

“Besides, don’t bullshit me. I saw the way you were looking at this dick last week. Don’t pretend you weren’t wondering what it would feel like, sliding inside of you…”

“Huuuungh,” Gina moaned, and her pussy flooded at the very thought of it.

His cock was ridiculously huge, and she’d explored every inch of it with her fingers the previous week – and that was a lot of inches…

Too right, she’d wondered what it would feel like sliding inside of her… Stretching her already quivering pussy… Filling her like she’d never been filled before…

“C’mon, baby,” Jefferson grinned wickedly. He knew the temptation she was battling. “Just the tip, maybe?”

And then he shuffled forward, and used his hand to nuzzle the swollen head of his massive dick between the glistening lips of Gina’s pussy.

He stroked his cock up and down the cleft of her cunt, pressing it firmly against her clitoris as he did so…

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Gina groaned, at the sensation of his swollen dick rubbing her clit. “Oh, God, you’re evil.”

Jefferson nudged the head of his cock against the entrance to Gina’s pussy. He pushed his hips forward – teasing her with the pressure against her eager cunt…

One thrust, and she’d open up like a blossoming flower; eagerly swallowing inch after inch of that beautiful, impossibly huge black dick.

“Huuugh,” Gina flopped back onto the examination table. “Y-you’re not even w-wearing a condom.”

“Hey, I had every test under the goddamn sun when I signed up to this fertility clinic,” Jefferson growled. “I’m clean as a whistle, baby. The only thing you risk catching from my big, black dick is feelings.”

And, as he said that, his cock popped out from pressing against Gina’s pussy, and rubbed up and down her clitoris again.

She shuddered. It was like somebody was holding an electrical current against her pussy.

“C’mon,” Jefferson rubbed the head of his cock in circles, around Gina’s hard, throbbing clit. “Y’know you’re curious… And you don’t need to worry about condoms with me, baby.”

“Y-yes I do,” Gina moaned hotly. “I-I’m not on the p-pill…”

That’s what had nearly caught her out the last time. When she’d fucked Rodrigo in a darkened corner of the stock room, she’d made him promise to pull out before he blew his load inside of her…

But it turns out, her pussy was too tight for Rodrigo to keep his promise; and she’d spent three nervous weeks waiting for her period as a result.

Jefferson, though, didn’t make any promises he couldn’t keep.

“Baby, I’m in a fertility clinic,” he told Gina. “Let’s just face the facts. I’m here because my little swimmers can’t do the job.” He grinned wickedly. “If I can’t get my own wife pregnant, I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”

Gina flopped back onto the examination table and moaned.

She would have protested more, but even as Jefferson was stating his (not very convincing) case, he was rubbing the swollen head of his cock up and down between the lips of Gina’s pussy – teasing her with that big, beautiful cock.

Butterflies were churning in her stomach. Her pussy was gushing onto the crinkly paper underneath her thighs. Her clitoris was throbbing like a base guitar…

…and God, she wanted to feel that big, beautiful cock inside of her.

With a resigned sigh, Gina stared up at the ceiling tiles overhead, and groaned: “O-okay… B-but just for a moment, you understand?”

Jefferson grinned, and sunk his cock lower, until the head was once again nudging at the entrance to Gina’s quivering pussy.

“Huuungh,” she groaned, as she felt her pussy blossoming open. “Oh, fuuuuck. Just stick it in already…”

And Jefferson didn’t need to be told twice.

With one hand, he reached up to grab Gina’s bare boob, tightening his fingers into her ripe flesh. With the other hand, he wrenched her knee aside, and spread her legs almost painfully wide…

…and then he thrust.

“Oh, Jesus,” Gina groaned, as she felt herself stretched opened and filled by the head of Jefferson’s enormous cock. “Oh, my God!”

Jefferson grinned wolfishly, and tightened his grip on Gina’s exposed breast. His fingers dug more tightly into her firm flesh, and he literally used her tit as a handle, to brace himself as he sunk more deeply into her.

Gina tossed her head back and groaned, as she felt herself stretched and filled like never before – inch after inch of steel-firm, painfully thick flesh sinking into her until she was absolutely skewered.

“Oh, damn,” Jefferson groaned, as he felt the delicious sensation of Gina’s tight pussy engulf him. “You feel fucking amazing.”

And she did. Gina’s pussy was warm, and wet, and tight and pulsing right in rhythm with her elevated heartbeat. As Jefferson sunk inside her, he found himself in ecstasy…

Eventually, though, his hips met hers.

Gina and Jefferson both looked down between their legs – to where their crotches met. Unbelievably, every inch of his ridiculously huge dick was buried to the hilt inside Gina’s warm, wet, eager pussy.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Jefferson groaned. “Even my own wife can’t take all of me.”

“Huuungh,” was all Gina could respond, flopping back onto the examination table. She felt like she’d been skewered by a thick, throbbing tree branch – and the swollen head of it was nudged right up against her g-spot.

That much became apparent the moment Jefferson started fucking her…

With one hand, he hoisted Gina’s ankle over his shoulder. With the other, he sunk his fingernails into the firm flesh of her ripe, aching boob. Then the hulking, black athlete pulled his cock out of Gina’s clinging pussy… before sinking it back in.

“Fuuuuck!” Gina’s back arched. She gripped the edges of the examination table for support. “Oh, holy shit!”

God, to feel that big, beautiful cock sliding in and out of her… It was heaven. It was one of the most intense sexual experiences of Gina’s life…

…and let me tell you, she’d experienced a few!

Gina clung to the table, and listened to it rock back and forth as Jefferson fucked her.

The big, powerful athlete thrust himself inside the moaning, squirming nurse, and every time he did so she melted a little more into the crinkly paper on the top of the vinyl table.

“Damn, girl…” His thrusts were getting powerful now. The examination table rocked back and forth. “You have the sweetest pussy I’ve ever fucked.” He groaned, tossing his head back. “Shit, I never thought I’d say this – but it was worth thirty-million-dollars…”

Gina’s knuckles whitened. Her back arched. With a wet, guttural moan, she climaxed loudly on Jefferson’s thrusting cock.

Being told you have a thirty-million-dollar pussy does that to a girl.

The feeling of Gina’s cunt tightening down on his thrusting cock nearly tipped Jefferson over the edge. With a snarl, he released Gina’s bruised breast, and used that arm to hook her other knee over his elbow. He practically bent her in half – tossing Gina’s other ankle over his shoulder, and sinking even deeper inside of her.

“Huuungh!” Gina’s eyes rolled upwards, as she felt herself impaled by another inch of so of big, black dick.

God, she was incredibly uncomfortable – practically folded over in half, with her knees crushing her breasts, her skirt riding up around her waist, and her bare ass hanging off the edge of the examination table…

…but it was the good kind of uncomfortable. The hot, wild, sticky kind of uncomfortable – like a teenager’s first fumbling in the back seat.

She was getting deeply, thoroughly fucked. She had a big, beautiful beast of a man balls-deep inside of her – his sweaty hips slapping against hers, and that thick, throbbing cock sliding in and out like a well-greased piston.

The pounding of his muscular hips on hers was strumming her swollen clitoris like a guitar string. Every time Jefferson sunk himself fully inside her, the head of his thick cock pressed against Gina’s g-spot and coaxed her closer and closer to detonation. A heavy, inexorable, butterflies-in-the-stomach kind of pressure was building between her legs, and she didn’t know if she’d survive the moment of explosion…

But God, Gina was desperate to find out.

“Awww, shit,” Jefferson groaned, reaching over to grab Gina’s face in one of his big hands. He turned her to look at him – forcing her to make eye contact, as he thrust himself inside of her.

“Fuuuuck,” Gina groaned, as she locked eyes with the big, beautiful athlete.

He was already penetrating her with that big, black cock. Now he was penetrating her with his gaze, as well.

She stared into his eyes. He stared into hers. It was one of the most erotically-intense experience of Gina’s life.

“I-I’ve been saving up for a week,” Jefferson groaned, pressing his palm against Gina’s sweaty cheek. “I can’t hold out much longer…”

“P-please,” Gina groaned, as she felt the pressure building between her thighs. “Not yet. Don’t stop yet…”

It didn’t even occur to Gina that there was a much more practical reason for telling Jefferson not to cum than just ensuring her orgasm…

She wasn’t on the pill. He’d been saving up a week’s worth of sperm in those heavy, egg-sized balls…

…and he was buried to the hilt inside her eager, greedy, fertile little cunt.

But Gina was dick-drunk and sex-stoned. She was a wet, trembling, slutty mess – and there was an explosion building between her thighs.

“Fuck me,” she groaned, releasing the edges of the examination table, and stretching her arms upwards.

She wrapped them around Jefferson’s bull-like shoulders, and pulled his face down towards her. “Fuck me!” Gina repeated, pressing her lips against his.

They kissed hotly – Jefferson’s thick, soft lips writhing against hers. Again, it was absurdly intimate – two virtual strangers, except they were fucking and making out with the intensity of teenagers.

Gina felt her body trembling. Her nipples were painfully hard. Butterflies fluttered around her stomach. Her whole pussy was trembling, even as Jefferson thrust himself in and out of her…

“I-I’m so close,” Gina groaned, pulling her mouth away from his. “Oh, fuuuck. I’m going to explode.”

“M-me too,” Jefferson warned – but he made no effort to pull out. “Baby, I’m going to cum like a fucking geyser.”

Gina squeezed shut her eyes, and reveled in every sensation. Jefferson’s crushing weight. The sweaty scent of their sex. The wet slurping of that big, black cock thrusting in and out of her…

…and then she imagined what he’d just said: That big, beautiful dick gushing inside of her, like Old Faithful, in Yellowstone Park.

There was a rational part of her brain that was still crying out: No! No! No!

But the louder voices in her head were fucking begging for it.

“Oh, shit,” Gina’s nailed sunk into Jefferson’s shoulders. “Oh, fuck, this is it…”

“M-me too,” Jefferson groaned. “Oh, Jesus…”

And then he groaned, and thrust inside Gina as deeply as possible, and she felt that big, beautiful cock swell and throb inside of her…

…and then flood her with wetness.

“Oh, fuuuck!”

The first scalding spurt of cum was like a firehose against Gina’s g-spot, and she climaxed instantly. All that inexorably-building pressure finally detonated with the force of an H-bomb blast – and it literally felt like time froze for a second.

Gina convulsed. She sobbed. She shuddered. Throbbing waves of pleasure rippled over her like erotic earthquakes, leaving her crumbled and broken afterward.

And then she flopped down limply onto the examination table, and groaned as she felt Jefferson’s continue to spurt and throb inside of her.

Finally, after emptying himself deep inside Gina’s fertile pussy, Jefferson collapsed on top of her – a sweaty, massive weight crushing her to the examination table…

Not that Gina minded. She wrapped her arms around Jefferson’s massive shoulders, and clung to him as mini-aftershocks of orgasm washed over her. Her whole body twitched, and convulsed, and she mewled softly as she lay there; still skewered by Jefferson’s now softening cock.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the massive black athlete lifted his crushing weight from her.

“Damn, girl,” he groaned, straightening up. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard.” And then he stepped back – pulling that big, beautiful cock out of her as he did so.

Gina groaned in disappointment, as her deliciously full pussy was left lonely. When the final inch of Jefferson’s now flaccid cock slithered out of her, it did so with a wet-sounding slurp, and was followed by a scalding deluge of cum that gushed down the crack of Gina’s ass onto the crinkly paper underneath.

“Oh, fuck!” Gina’s eyes widened. She clamped a hand down, between her legs. “Oh, God, you came inside me.”

“You’re damn right I did,” Jefferson nodded, carefully easing his tender cock back into his sweat pants. “Pussy that sweet? You really think I’d pull out?”

Gina’s eyes shot upwards, flashing angrily.

“I’m not on the pill,” she repeated.

“Aww, relax,” Jefferson pulled up his sweatpants. “As I said before – I’m in a fertility clinic.” He shook his head sadly. “Baby, if I was fertile, I’d have knocked my wife up a long time ago.”

Gina stared at him, unconvinced.

That being said, even as she cupped her hand over her throbbing pussy, trying to bloackade the flood of cum gushing out of her, she admitted to herself that she wouldn’t have changed a thing about their encounter.

The moment that big, beautiful black cock spurted inside of her?

It triggered one of the most intense orgasms of Gina’s life.

She knew it was wrong – but human biology can’t be argued with. When she had that big, burly athlete’s cock buried deep inside of her, some slutty instinct begged for her to urge him to fill her with his seed.

She laughed bitterly. She was one of the most capable, competent and disciplined employees at that hospital – yet the only force she didn’t have under control there was her own, slutty pussy.


Chapter Five

“So, I guess this is goodbye.”

Gina was standing next to Jefferson Soames, in the parking lot outside the hospital.

Jefferson’s gaudy black Humvee was rumbling. He’d punched the automatic start before they’d even left the lobby, and now that ridiculously huge engine was burning through gasoline as he and Gina said their farewells.

“It’s not goodbye,” Jefferson grinned, squeezing Gina’s arm. Despite emptying his balls inside of her not twenty minutes earlier, he didn’t want to be too obvious with the signs of affection now they were out in public. “I’m here to get my test results back next week.”

He winked playfully.

“Maybe we could have round two?”

Gina felt her cheeks burn.

It had taken fifteen minutes of cleanup before she’d finally be able to walk, bow-legged, out of Room 7 – and Jefferson was already planning a repeat performance.

“Believe me,” Gina reached over and placed a hand hotly on his arm. “I’m very tempted. But it’s probably not a good idea.”

She placed her hand on her belly, and wriggled her hips a little – squirming at the uncomfortable sensation of Jefferson’s wetness still dripping out of her, into her panties.

“I should probably go and find a Plan B pill,” she laughed nervously. “And you should get back to that wife of yours.”

Jefferson sighed sadly. It was weird to see such a huge, hulking beast of a man seem so defeated.

“You don’t need to worry about Plan B,” he told her. “I’m going back to my un-pregnant wife.”

Gina rubbed Jefferson’s burly forearm.

“Don’t worry, babe,” she promised. “You’ll make it happen.”

“I hope so,” he smiled sadly. “I hope so.”

And, with that, Jefferson Soams clambered into his massive black SUV, and Gina watched him drive off towards the highway.

She stood alone in the parking lot for a minute – thinking about what had just happened. Her panties were sticky. Her ripped blouse was held together with a safety pin. She had a big, red bruise on her left breast the exact-same size as one of Jefferson’s massive, paw-like hands…

…and she was also tingling deliciously.

She rubbed her belly again, thinking about the big, black athlete’s words.

Yeah, he was probably right. Jefferson Soames wouldn’t be at the fertility clinic on Wing 2 if he didn’t have a problem with his sperm.

So, she didn’t need the Plan B pill, right?

Despite what felt like the pint of scalding cum he’d filled her with…

Right?

***

Another week passed, and Gina received her first paycheck at her new income. She almost orgasmed at the sight of it – no big, black athlete needed.

As the Head Nurse carried on about her business, she reflected on how everything had changed since the day the Chairman of Board had come to her with his ‘indecent proposal.’

Wing 6 had a brand-new budget, and the jobs of all her employees were safe.

Gina herself had enough money coming in to double the mortgage payments, and finally pay off her car loans.

And more than that…

The atmosphere at the whole hospital had changed. It had gone from tense and anxious – in which the employees felt targeted by penny-pinching Board members – to warm and gregarious.

Now the endowment had come in, and the profit margin was healthy, it seemed that even the mercenary Randall Burk had returned his focus to what healthcare should be about – helping people get well again.

And, to her credit, Gina felt she’d contributed to that.

So, the curvy, capable nurse had a spring in her step that morning as she did her rounds – even stopping by Wing 2 to personally deliver a sheaf of reports to Nurse Olsen, behind the reception desk.

“Oh, it’s you,” the Nurse said, as Gina greeted her. “Your boyfriend was in earlier.”

“Boyfriend?” Gina looked bemused, as she handed over the pile of paperwork. “What are you talking about?”

“Jefferson Soames,” Nurse Olsen looked up prissily. She’d always been jealous of Gina. “He was in earlier to pick up the results of his sperm test.”

“Oh,” Gina nodded. She was a little flattered that Nurse Olsen had referred to the handsome football player as her ‘boyfriend’ – and a little wounded that Jefferson hadn’t made time to come and see her…

But, then again, he’d just received the results of his sperm sample.

Gina placed a hand on her belly, remembering how despondent Jefferson had sounded when he’d told her that his ‘swimmers’ were probably not performing.

It’d been that which had convinced her not to bother with the Plan B pill after their encounter in Room 7. I mean, what would have been the point?

“How was he?” Gina asked, returning her thoughts to Jefferson. She imagined his handsome face falling, as he read the bad news.

“Who, Soames?” Nurse Olsen narrowed her eyes. “He was happy as could be.” She glanced left and right, to make sure nobody could overhear her. “I shouldn’t tell you this because of HIPAA regulations and all that – but his test came back fine. Each of those little swimmers of his are basically microscopic Michael Phelps.” Nurse Olsen raised her eyebrows. “If that wife of his is having trouble getting pregnant, Jefferson Soames sure isn’t the problem.”

Gina swooned for a second.

Had she just heard that right?

Once again, her hand landed on her belly.

Oh, crap. It had been more than a week since she’d left Jefferson Soames empty those big, sperm-filled balls of his deep inside her…

It was far too late for the Plan B pill now…

“You okay there, Gina?”

Nurse Olsen saw Gina’s reaction – but had no idea why she was reacting that way.

“I-I’m fine,” Gina stammered. “I just need to… Need to…”

It was too late for the Plan B pill, but too early for a pregnancy test.

All she had to go on was her gut feeling…

…and that had probably explained why she’d been rubbing her belly all week.

In a daze, Gina staggered back towards her own wing of the hospital.

This would take a lot of explaining to her husband.

THE END
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