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Previously in Sexy Nurses Help Me Out:







Brad, our protagonist has a rare blood disease and recently nearly died, but Doctors were able to save him in the nick of time. However, a side effect of their treatment is that Brad now has a permanent erection, and according to all the science so far, it looks like it will never go down. At the moment he is also unable to move, although he can feel everything. So far he has already found himself at the receiving end of the gentle attentions of two Nurses, Shelly and Mai, who had been sponge bathing him each day and eventually gave in to temptation and each took a ride on the permanent erection that Brad now sports (see:
 
SEXY NURSES HELP ME OUT

 if interested). This is a secret between the three of them as Shelly is married and both ladies don't want to lose their jobs. And now, a few days later...







* * *







 Today is turning out to be pretty much like yesterday, and the day before it. Unable to move I find myself staring at the TV, drifting in and out of sleep every hour or so. I still feel incredibly weak although yesterday afternoon I was finally able to wiggle my fingers a little bit. It's a tiny amount of progress but it is progress nonetheless. Still unable to do anything as drastic as lift my hands, but at least now I can press the button on the remote to change channels, although even doing that drains me after a few presses.







 Every now and then someone will come in to check up on me, check the chart, add to the chart, and leave. For the last two days a burly male nurse has been moving my legs and such to keep my body moving and to prevent bedsores, and also administering my sponge baths, making me miss Shelly and Mai and their much more...thorough cleaning of my body. I haven't seen them since Tuesday, I guess it's their weekends or something.







Thinking about nothing much and staring at a show about repossessing dogs or training bounty hunters how to eat politely, I don't know, I fall back into a deeper sleep...







 What feels like about an hour later I wake up, partially, hearing voices beside my bed. Opening my eyes a little I can see Dr Freiberg, the man who first told me of my permanent erection, speaking with a nurse I don’t recognise, though whom I instantly register in my mind as 'Blonde Model'. About 28 years old, I‘d guess, with slender, long tanned legs leading to a body with the dimensions of a swimsuit model. Thin, but not unattractively skinny, her breasts of a similar size to Mai’s C cups. Long straight blonde hair and a pretty face with large eyes and pouty red lips. She stands nodding to the Doctors instructions, a small medical carry bag held in her fine-boned hands.







 Still groggy, I don’t catch all of what they are saying, although I do hear the word 'sample' a couple of times. The good Doctor finishes talking and leaves the room, leaving me with Blonde Model.







 "Mr Smith?...Mr Smith?” she says, her small hand lightly patting my shoulder. “Can I talk to you for a moment, please?”







 Seeing her name tag, I reply, "Yes, Sarah?”







 “I’m sorry about this intrusion, but Doctor Freiberg requires that you give a semen sample, so I’m here to give you a few utensils to help and to take the sample to the Doctor.” she explains, opening her carry bag.







 Sarah then hands me (well, places into my limp hand) a small container with screw on lid, presumably for the ‘sample’ and after moving the TV remote, a small tube of lubricant in the other hand, then places a couple of porn magazines on the bedside table. Closing the curtains around my bed, she tells me she will wait on the other side until I am finished.







She steps outside of the curtain while I lay there for a minute, trying to summon the energy to lift the container, and get my other hand under the blankets to my pulsing cock, but I’m still too weak to do either.







 “Uhh…Nurse? Sarah?” I say, wondering how to describe my situation to her.







 “Yes, Mr Smith?” she chirps, poking her head through the curtain and frowning when she sees I haven’t moved at all.







 “Sorry, but I can't move my arms…or anything else for that matter.” I tell her.







 “Oh,” she says, walking to the front of my bed and looking at my charts and paperwork, “Oh, of course, How thoughtless of me, I really should have checked these first. I do apologise Mr Smith”







 “You don’t...have to apologise. I guess you’ll have to come back…in a few days when I can move...under my own steam again.” I say.







 No, no, we can't wait. Doctor Freiberg needs the sample today for some tests, and to help them try and isolate what exactly caused this condition.” she tells me.







 If I could I’d be giving a shrug to say I can’t help, but I can’t even shrug. “Sounds urgent.” I say in my missing shrug’s place.







 “Well, I think that because your condition is so rare, you’re going to be a bit of a guinea pig, actually.” She says, openly.







 “Umm, so what now then?” I ask, seeing where this could be going and liking it. Very much.







 “Well,” She starts but then falters, before continuing, “In reality, you’re going to need to be ‘milked’, Mr Smith.” she finishes, biting her bottom lip, and if I’m not mistaken, growing a little bit of her blush on her cheeks.







 “Err, do you mean what I think you mean?” I say, deciding to approach this from the angle of innocent ignorance.







 “I’m afraid so, Mr Smith.” Sarah answers, seemingly now having trouble looking me in the eyes. Her blush goes a few shades darker.







 She stands there for a few seconds quietly, seemingly lost in her own thoughts, before she lifts her head, her internal monologue, whatever it is, having come to a decision. Squaring her shoulders she makes her way to the foot of my bed.







 “I do apologise Mr Smith, this must be very uncomfortable for you.” She says, her hands resting on the blanket near my unmoving feet.







 “Honestly...don’t worry about it. If this is what’s...needed to help me get better...then so be it. And please...call me Brad.” I tell her, acting all understanding and sensible about the situation when inside all I can think is, basically: Yippee!







 “Ok then, Brad. I’ll get started now if you don’t mind.” She says, finally looking me in the eye, if only for a moment.







 Lifting up and folding over the blankets at the foot of the bed over the frame, Sarah exposes my lower torso to herself but not to me, all I can see is a big square of cloth before me with Sarah’s chest, shoulders and head poking above it. Although she tries to be subtle, I hear her take in a small sharp breath as she is greeted by my pulsing manhood for the first time. I don’t blame her, he’s a pretty full specimen nowadays. The side effects have created a real monster between my legs. I can only imagine him twitching at her right now, as I find myself watching her attractive face react to his length and girth. Once again, she starts biting her lower lip.







 She grabs the container and tube of lube from my unmoving hands and I feel but don’t see her rest the container on my stomach. Reaching into her bag she comes out with some thin rubber gloves and puts them on, the classic snap as she lets go of the glove’s sleeve reminding me of many films of the past. This done, she grabs the lubricant and squeezes a generous amount of the slippery substance into her right palm.







 “Would you like me to open up one of those magazines and lean it against the frame, so you can look at it while I do this?” she asks, nodding towards the porno mags.







 “No thank you,” I reply, “If I may be so bold…I wont need them, with you touching me, you’re...very attractive. Actually…I think you could be a…model.” As I say this I wonder if it's totally appropriate or not, but what the hell, she’s about to jerk me off anyway, if I can't be blunt now then when?







 Sarah looks at me blinking for a few seconds before her face opens up into a wide grin. Tossing her hair over her shoulder with a flick of her head she speaks, her blush spreading down to the top of her chest, and presumably lower, but her uniform stops me from knowing for sure.







 “You’re a very smooth man, Brad. I’m sure you did very well for yourself with the ladies before this.”







 And with that, her lubed hand grasps my shaft and I breathe out long and slow as she gently massages my girth, her eyes watching me watching her.







 Stroking me slowly, working the lube around my entire manhood. She asks: “I’m not hurting you am I? It’s not too intense?”







 “No...no...it’s fine, absolutely...fine.” I let out, watching her boobs shake a little as she pumps my cock up and down.







 Speeding up, the only sounds being that of her slippery hand as it pistons on my length, I can feel myself already wanting to come. Her grip is perfect, her hand job skills amazing.







 “Please make sure you warn me when you’re going to achieve climax, Brad.” She tells he, her eyes feasting, I assume, on my cock as she works it.







 “Actually...pretty close already.” I pant, my balls rising and my crotch beginning to become the center of my universe, my brain unable to think about or feel anything else.











 “Ok, Brad.” she says, then her left hand grabs the container and holds it over my knob, to catch it when it erupts with jizz. Her right hand speeds up even more and I find myself getting lightheaded from the pleasure she’s able to coax in my with just a hand.







 Involuntarily I screw my eyes shut as my come blasts out of me, my cock jerking wildly in Sarah’s firm grip as more semen than the container can hold exits my shaft in pulsing gushes, causing a sticky mess of come all over my crotch and her hands.







 “Oh! Oh my!...Oh!” she exclaims, trying to stay professional as each squirt of my hot white liquid launches from my cock, taking her by surprise with its volume.







 Screwing the cap on the full container, semen all over its outside as well, she looks at me, flushed but smiling. “Wow, Brad, I must say I had no idea so much semen could come from one orgasm!”







 “Neither...did I,” I rasp, “You...did very well. Haha.” And with that I give her a slow wink.







 Smiling and looking away, Nurse Sarah comes over all professional again, grabbing paper towels and cleaning my cock and balls, and all the splashes of come that made it out of the container and smeared my belly and crotch. Grabbing more paper towels, she wipes the outside of the container and her hands, before finally taking off the rubber gloves and putting them and the now somewhat soggy paper towels into a trashcan.







 Taking hold of my blankets, she lowers them back down over the frame and my legs, covering up my currently satisfied but still fully engorged cock. Opening up the curtains that gave us privacy before picking up her bag and the sample container, she gives me a nod and a smile before making her way out of the room.







 Well, I think to myself, that was something! The afterglow of my orgasm still buzzing through me, I go back to half heartedly watching the TV, although Sarah has left the remote out of my hand and I’m still unable to move my hand enough to grab it. Luckily the program that’s on isn’t too bad and I pass about an hour watching it. As the credits roll I feel my eyelids getting heavy and a minute later I’m falling back to sleep.







* * *







 I wake up a short while later to the gentle sound of the curtain being drawn around my bed. Looking at who is doing it, I see that it’s Nurse Sarah. She looks over her shoulder to see that I’ve awoken and gives me a wicked grin as the curtain fully encloses us in our own little world together.







 “Another...sample?” I ask her, assuming they need more of my baby batter.







 “That’s correct, Brad.” She answers, pulling down my blankets. But this time she removes the blankets completely, folding them up and sitting them on the chair next to my bed. Drinking in the sight of my exposed cock with her hungry eyes, she then lifts the frame that keeps the blankets from rubbing against my shaft off the bed and places it quietly on the floor.







 Now lying on the bed completely exposed and helpless and can’t help but notice that Sarah doesn’t have her little bag this time, although I do see her pull a small tube of lube out of her uniform’s pocket.







 She’s just standing there, next to my bed, staring at my throbbing manhood. She reaches out one hand and places it on my lower leg, then slowly her fingertips trail up, running over my thigh and brushing over my balls, making me shiver in a good way.







 “Can you keep a secret, Brad?” She asks, her fingertips slowly tracing along my shaft. Up and down. Up and down.







 If only you knew, I think to myself, remembering my fun with Nurses Shelly and Mai, “Sure.” I answer.







 “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about your dick since I got that sample,” she admits, “And knowing that the whole time I’ve been out there working, it’s still just sitting there, hard as ever between your legs. It’s so big and fat, such a shame to waste.”







 “I’d be lying if I said...that I hadn’t also thought...about you, Sarah,” I flirt, “You’re the hottest...Nurse I’ve ever seen!”







 “Would you like me to unbutton my uniform a little, Brad?” She asks, her free hand already on her top button, toying with it.







 “Very much!” I reply.







 Biting her lip again, she undoes the top three buttons of her uniform, the last button letting her boobs push free of her tight outfit, a sexy black and lacy brassiere holding them together, giving her ample cleavage.







 Watching me stare at her perfect tits, she squeezes a dollop of lube into her palm and starts to rub her hands together, to warm it up. She’s not wearing gloves this time, I notice. The lubricant suitably heated, she grasps my shaft with one hand and starts jerking me off softly, her other hand fondling my full balls as she does so.







 “I can’t believe how hard you are,” She whispers, to me or my cock though, I’m not sure.







 Watching her hand as it makes its way up and down my shaft, I follow her other hand with my eyes as it leaves my balls and goes to her uniform, where it starts to undo the rest of her buttons. Moments later her dress falls open and I see Sarah is wearing matching sexy panties to go with her brassiere. They are very small, barely enough to cover her lips and any hair, if she has any.







 “Do you like that, Brad?” She asks, her undressing hand going back to my balls, “Do you like seeing my underwear?”







 “Mmm, yes.” I tell her, my cock sending me buzz after buzz of pleasure from her oiled hands.







 “Would you like to see my breasts?”







 “Yes, Sarah.”







 Once again taking her hand from my balls, Sarah reaches under her open uniform and behind herself to unclasp her bra. Unclasped , she lifts her bra up over her breasts, exposing her pink and erect nipples to me. They’re standing straight out and look hard enough to hang your keys on!







 Seeing me ogle, she smiles wider, sensing the lust in me, albeit lust I can’t do much about, immobile as I am.







 “Would you like to kiss them, Brad?” She asks me, breathless with her own lust, her hand never stopping its pumping of my shaft.







 “Mmm, yes.” I repeat.







 Leaning down, bringing her chest close to my face, my lips grab a nipple and I kiss it, before sucking it deeply, my tongue swirling around it. Sarah moans at this and eggs me on to suck harder which I do. Her cock jerking becomes a little more urgent as I lightly graze her nipple with my teeth, teasing her.







 “Mmm, that feels so good, Brad,” She whispers close to my ear, before standing back up, “Do you want to see how wet you make me?”







 “Yes,” I croak, my excitement building even higher, ‘“Show it to me.”







 Sarah reaches down and with a little movement, pulls her panties to one side, exposing her sex to me. She’s completely bald, her pussy lips puffy and enflamed, her labia minora visible. The entire area is slick with her juices, and even as I watch I see a small drop form and start slowly hanging from her, before her fingers collect it and she smears it over her pussy, rubbing herself wildly while I watch, enraptured with the display.







 “Do you like it, Brad?” She asks.







 “It looks...so tasty, Sarah,” I tell her, “I wish...I could get my mouth...on it”







 In a flash Sarah is climbing on the bed, her knees on either side of me, her face close to my cock and her swollen pussy above my face, glistening at me.







 Wordlessy, she takes my cock in her mouth and starts sucking my fat head, loud slurping noises accompanying her efforts. A moment later, she lowers her pussy onto my face, coating me in her slippery self lubricant. It’s all I can do to lick her pussy as she grinds herself against my mouth, pressing hard against me with her pelvis. My entire face is covered with her sex and I can’t move, but I’ve never been happier. I’m not eating her out, she’s fucking my face!







 Her mouth disengages from my cock and she sits up, still on my face. She bucks a few times before lifting herself just enough for me to take a breath, which I gratefully do. Lowering herself back onto my face she starts grinding and bucking wildly, really fucking my mouth with her pussy.







 “You like that, Brad? You like me fucking your face with my pussy?” She asks, through what sounds like clenched teeth.







 “Mmm!” is all I can answer, my tongue lashing her lips as they slide back and forth over my mouth.







 “Oh, fuck!” Sarah gasps, and she grabs at my cock desperately and squeezes the shaft as her orgasm hits, her pelvis shuddering uncontrollably on my face, her pussy exploding a fresh salvo of juices on and in my mouth. I can actually feel her twitching pussy on my tongue as she tenses her ass cheeks and grinds out her orgasm on me, treating my face like it was some pillow she was humping.







 Her orgasm over, Sarah leaves her wet pussy resting on my face, her delicious musk filling my world, while she regains her breath. I can see it pulsing from this close up, it’s so sexy.







 “Ooh, you’re a very well behaved patient, Brad,” She says, sounding very relaxed now, “I think you should be rewarded, don’t you agree?”







 “Mmm.” I once again reply into her pussy, unable to do much else.







Getting up off my face, Sarah turns around. Then she’s back on top of me, her breasts resting on my chest and her gorgeous face close to mine, her legs open and partially wrapping around mine. I feel her questing hand grab my knob and guide my manhood into her as she pushes herself onto my cock, a deep moan escaping her as she does so. I close my eyes and enjoy the feeling as her tight snatch gobbles up my manhood.







 Working her pelvis round and round she begins to fuck herself on my pole, her juices smearing themselves all over my aching crotch. We start to kiss and she wraps her arms around me too, again using me like I’m a large pillow for her to wrap herself around and grind against for her pleasure.







 The seal of her pussy, tight around my shaft, milks me like crazy and I know it won't take long for my load to want to come out. Her lips locked to mine, she’s pressing against me all over, grinding her entire body against me. She smells and feels so good, her little moans, made deep in her throat, driving me wild.







 “Gonna...come soon.” I warn her, my mouth breaking away from hers for just a moment.







 “Of course! I told you I needed another sample didn’t I, Brad? Just deposit it straight inside me.” she pants in answer.







 Hearing her say that drives me over the edge and I my cock starts to jerk, my load moments away, my balls rising and my head swimming.







 “I’m coming!” I grunt as the first spurt of my load exits my cock and pastes the inside of Sarah’s pussy. My cock twitching again and again as ropes of come shoot out of me, my entire shaft buried deep in Sarah, her gripping sex coaxing every last drop out of my cock as, even finished, still pulses inside her.







 Still trying to catch my breath, Sarah’s mouth locks back onto mine and starts kissing me ferociously and she redoubles her efforts on my cock with her body. I may have come but he’s not going down and she knows it, intending to have an orgasm of her own, not on my mouth this time, but with my girth inside her.







 Bouncing on my cock, pressing against it, her ass flexing and unflexing like crazy as she squeezes herself on my pole, her arms grab me even tighter and suddenly she’s grunting into my mouth as she comes again, her whole body shaking, her pussy trembling around my cock as her climax flows through her. Her body going stiff as it rolls out, she then turns to jelly on top of me.







 A long slow exhale follows, her lips once again finally unlocked from mine. Her sex still impaled on my length, she puts her chin in one hand, looking down at me with a sloppy grin. I smile back and flex my cock a couple of times, enjoying watching her eyes widen as her entire pussy feels my twitching member inside her.







 After a full minute of just lying there and enjoying our after sex glow, Sarah slides off my cock with a sigh and straightens up her undwear, before buttoning up her uniform again. Sitting on the side of the bed she pats my leg and rubs it, seemingly still very relaxed from her orgasm and not really wanting to go back to work just yet.







 “That was...so fucking good.” I tell her, to break the silence.







 “Mmm, I know, I could just curl up next to you and go to sleep for a while now, Brad.” She answers with a purr in her voice.







 “I wouldn’t mind.” I tell her with a wink.







 “Ha! If only…” she says, trailing off, “Right!” she exclaims, getting up and grabbing the frame, “Time to make you presentable, Mr Smith.”







 And with that Nurse Sarah puts my frame back on, before neatly placing the blankets back over me, but not before giving my cock one last playful pump with her soft hand. Tucking me in, she leans close and says: “I might need more samples from you in the future, Mr Smith.” finishing with a wink.







 “Of course,” I reply, “Anything to help the lovely staff here do their job.”







 Coming a little closer, Sarah gives me one final kiss, lingering and warm, before opening the curtains, and with a wave, leaving me alone again.







 Almost unable to believe my luck, I lick my lips, and get the sexy flavor of Sarah’s pussy juice back on my tongue. Yep, it was real all right.
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