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Nurse on Her Knees

“What? We’ve run out? Again?”

Head Nurse Gina placed her hands on her curvy hips, and stared angrily at Marsha – one of the other nurses on her team.

“Don’t look at me!” Marsha held up her hands, shaking her head so emphatically that her close-cropped afro jiggled. “We sign out as many supplies as Rodrigo, down in pharmacy, will let us… But he’s been giving us less and less recently.”

Gina frowned.

It was becoming a common complaint across the hospital – and not just in her wing. Despite being flush with cash following new funding, the Board of Directors was cutting down on spending to a ridiculous degree…

To the point that it was getting difficult to do the job any more.

“It’s the same with the supplies Rodrigo signs out from Supply chain,” Marsha continued, clicking her two-inch fake nails sassily. “I see ‘em all piled up back there in the stock room, but he refuses to approve anything except the bare minimum for our wing.”

Gina’s frown grew even deeper.

They were scrambling to find enough medicines to go around… It was taking the orderlies twice as long to clean and swap out the rooms because of a shortage of clean linens and cleaning supplies.

Basically, this bottleneck from their supply chain was making it harder and harder to do a job that was too damned hard already.

“So, what are we going to do, Gina?”

Marsha looked up at the Head Nurse expectantly – as many other members of her team had done that week.

They wanted answers. They wanted results. But, most of all, they wanted to be able to do their damned jobs.

The Board of Directors was just looking for staff to cut – and with the performance challenges this was putting Gina’s wing under, she had a feeling this sudden shortage of supplies was all part of a strategy to make her team look bad; just so that their jobs could be eliminated.

“I’ll figure something out,” Gina told Marsha, laying a reassuring hand on the taller woman’s shoulder. “I’ve got a good relationship with Rodrigo. I’m sure I can convince him to hook us up.”

“Ha!” Marsha rolled her eyes. “I used to think me and Rodrigo were pretty tight too… But he’s bein’ a real dick about this.”

“I’ll go and talk to him,” Gina promised. She gave Marsha a wink. “I can be pretty persuasive, you know.”

Marsha snorted, and her cheeks turned a little pink.

Leaning forward, she whispered conspiratorially: “I heard just how persuasive you were with Michael the other week.”

Michael was their unit manager, who had defied the Board and applied for new funding, after Gina had used her… wiles on him.

“Michael’s been strutting about the place with a shit-eating grin all week now.”

Gina’s cheeks turned a little pink too, as the remembered the exact circumstances of that event…

But she had no shame. She had a job to do – and more than a few unorthodox ways to make sure it got done.

Brushing aside the comment about Michael, Gina repeated: “I’ll go and talk to Rodrigo. So, get some carts ready – we’ll be stocked up again by the end of the shift, even if the rest of the hospital isn’t.”

Marsha shrugged her shoulders.

“Well, no offense to you honey, but I’ll believe that when I see it.”

“Oh, don’t you worry, Marsha,” Gina purred. “I have my methods.”

***

Twenty minutes later, Gina was clip-clopping down the gleaming corridor of the Supply Chain wing in her heels, walking with purpose to her stride.

At the end of the maze of corridors was the Supply Chain and Pharmacy Inventory – marked as such by a large, gleaming sign.

And then, behind a toughened Perspex window, was the man Gina had come to see.

In his defense – he’d heard her coming first. There’d been no ignoring the clip-clop-clip of Gina’s heels on the gleaming floors of the long corridor – and Rodrigo Garcia instantly recognized the music of her stride.

“Hey, mami!” From behind the Perspex dispensing window, a handsome brown face suddenly appeared – brown eyes flashing, and teeth gleaming brightly. “I heard you comin’ from all the way down the corridor.”

Rodrigo peered at Gina, as she came to a halt on the other side of the window.

The towering Brazilian looked her up and down like she was a succulent skewer of churrasco…

…and he hadn’t eaten for a week. 

“What brings the hottest thing from Wing 6 down to my humble abode?”

Gina rolled her eyes.

Normally she liked Rodrigo’s flirting. The towering, muscular Brazilian was, to quote a term Marsha had used to describe him, “charming as fuck.” And even though Gina got plenty of attention other men, she had to admit that there was something intensely flattering about this hot, young guy clearly finding her so attractive…

But today she wasn’t in the mood.

Stepping up to the window, she hissed through the speaking grill:

“What the fuck, dude?”

“Que pasa, mamacita?” Rodrigo’s eyebrows lifted. “You mad at me, or something?”

“Yeah, I’m mad at you!” Gina growled back. “Marsha came down for a week’s worth of supplies this morning, and you’d barely sign her out enough to last us the end of the day. What’s going on, Rodrigo? We’re trying to do our damn jobs upstairs!”

The flirty look on Rodrigo’s handsome face evaporated.

Leaning in a little closer, he whispered:

“Mami, it ain’t nothing personal. I’ve been getting orders, see?” He jerked his head upwards – and even through there were thirteen more stories above them in this towering hospital, Gina knew what he meant.

The Board of Directors.

“I’ve been getting orders from them upstairs,” Rodrigo repeated, using the term that most staff used to refer to the Board. Gina found it ridiculous – kind of like everybody in Harry Potter called the big, bad Voldemort “he who shall not be named.”

But she continued to listen.

“They’re furioso about what happened last week on your wing,” Rodrigo confessed. “When Michael sent in that funding application…”

He rolled his eyes.

“Meu Deus… You could have heard them yelling about it down here.”

Gina smiled when she heard that.

Michael had made the right decision despite intense pressure from the Board of Directors. She was proud of him…

…but it sounded like that decision came with consequences.

“I mean, mami, I don’t want to be tellin’ no stories, or nothing,” Rodrigo murmured – which was a lie. He loved to tell stories. “But the way I hear it, the Board is gunning for your wing in particular. Because you stood up to them, they want to make sure you guys fail.”

Gina’s eyes narrowed.

She’d suspected as much. The Board of Directors might have promised that they’d support whatever decision Michael had made – but what bureaucrats say, and what they do, are two separate things.

“They’re telling me to restrict your supplies. Tellin’ me its something to do with fundin’, or whatever,” Rodrigo shrugged his broad shoulders. “I’m sorry, mami.”

Gina stood there silently for a second.

Okay, so she knew what was going on. The Board of Directors hadn’t taken Michael’s decision lightly… and now they were gunning for her wing. What with the unions and labor relations being what they were, the only way they could safely cut jobs after funding had been secured was to demonstrate poor performance…

…and what better way to ensure that, than to restrict the wing from getting the supplies they needed to perform.

It was like a cunning game of chess – and the Board of Directors thought they had Gina’s wing in a checkmate…

…but if they thought Gina was ‘just’ a nurse, they were underestimating her. Because Gina prided herself on being able to get shit done – no matter what the situation.

Shaking herself out of her thoughts, Gina looked up at Rodrigo’s handsome face.

Normally he’d be smiling and flirting. Now he was looking at Gina very seriously – knowing that he was part of the chain that was tightening around Gina’s team.

But Gina could work with that.

She took a step to the right, and rapped on the big, white door marked “Authorized Personnel Only.”

“Yo,” the Head Nurse demanded. “Let me in.”

Rodrigo peered at her through the Perspex window.

“What are you talking about mami? You can’t come back here. It’s restricted.”

Gina held up her badge.

“I can’t swipe myself in,” she explained, “but I’ve got clearance. I’m Head Nurse, remember?”

Rodrigo didn’t budge.

“Mami, my hands are tied. They gave me my orders. What do you want me to do? Ignore them?” his brown eyes widened. “Mamacita, you know I fuckin’ adore your sexy ass, but I can’t afford to lose my job.”

“Well, neither can any of my girls upstairs,” Gina hissed back. “Now just open this goddamned door, and we’ll talk.”

Rodrigo stared at her for a few long, lingering seconds.

Despite barely standing five feet tall, Gina had a presence like a supermodel. She was a curvy, compact Italian with a waterfall of sleek, black hair, huge brown eyes, and a ripe, full bosom that constantly threatened to burst out of the straining buttons of her tight little blouse.

With a sigh, Rodrigo pressed the button on his counter, and the white door buzzed open.

Gina slipped inside.

As the door clicked shut behind her, Gina found herself in the stockroom and inventory of the hospital – a sealed room flanked by rows and rows of steel shelves full to bursting with medicines, sterile supplies, equipment and other materials.

This was where it all happened – Rodrigo held the keys to all the supplies the different wings of the hospital needed.

It was dark and chilly in the stockroom – and actually kind of creepy. As Gina stood there, she crossed her arms in front of her large breasts, and shivered involuntarily.

Rodrigo was still standing at the window. It was interesting to see it from the other side for the first time.

“Okay, mami,” the flirtiness had gone from his voice. Now Rodrigo was sounded a little exasperated. “What’s going on? What do you want?”

Gina turned to look at him – and Rodrigo took a step away from the Perspex window towards her.

Boy. Gina’s eyes widened, as Rodrigo stepped forward and towered over her.

She’d never seen him except from behind that Perspex security window before – where presumably he’d been ducking down to look out of it. Rodrigo was tall. He loomed over her by a foot and a half; like he was a basketball player, or something.

And he was built, too. 

Gina had always enjoyed flirting with the handsome Brazilian because he was good-looking and, to quote Marsha again, “charming as fuck.”

But now she was looking at him face-to-face…

(Well, more like face-to-midriff with this towering man.)

…she realized that the rest of him was pretty damned sexy, too. He was built like a soccer player, with broad, lean muscles and a commanding presence that came from more than just his looming height.

For a second there even the implacable Gina had to gulp and swoon a little.

“Seriously, Gina,” Rodrigo crossed his muscular arms across his broad chest. She knew he was getting irritable now – he always meant business when he called her by her real name, instead of mami, or mamacita, or gatinha. “What do you want?”

Gina pulled herself together. So what if this towering Brazilian was giving her goosebumps? She had a job to do.

Murmuring in the darkened room, Gina hissed:

“I need you to hook me up, Rodrigo.”

Rodrigo tightened his crossed arms, and shook his head sadly.

“No can do, mami. I have my orders. If the Board check my paperwork and see that I’ve signed out more supplies for you than I’m allowed to, it’ll be my ass in the hotseat.”

“But we can’t do our jobs upstairs, Rodrigo,” Gina complained. “We can’t give the patients what they need, and it’s making my team look incompetent.”

Rodrigo’s face broke into a sad, sympathetic smile.

“Gatinha, I wish I could help you, but I don’t want to lose my job either. You know how long it took me to get this supervisor position?”

Gina looked around the dark, silent stockroom.

“Supervisor of what?” She asked. “Don’t you work most of your shifts alone?”

“Supervisor of all this stuff,” Rodrigo gestured the rows and rows of shelves. “And this is just a quiet time of day. I probably won’t have another person asking for anything for another hour or so… Not until the next shift starts.”

Gina nodded.

That suited her just fine.

She stepped up to Rodrigo, and looked up at him as he loomed above her.

God, he was tall. Gina felt so tiny in comparison to this handsome Brazilian that it made butterflies churn in her stomach… and her panties a little damp.

But she swallowed those distracting thoughts down, and placed her hand on one of Rodrigo’s bare, muscular forearms.

“Seriously, babe,” Gina purred. “Can’t you help me out? Please?”

Rodrigo blinked.

In all the years he’d been working with Gina, she’d never called him ‘babe’ before.

In fact, while she clearly liked his flirting, and secretly smiled whenever he called her ‘mamacita’ or anything like that, she’d always been coolly professional with him.

But now her hot hand was laying on his bare forearm, and she was looking up at him with big, chocolate-brown eyes that were difficult to say no to.

But Rodrigo valiantly tried.

“Mami,” he warned, seriously. “My hands are tied. If I sign anything off for your wing that is beyond what the Board has allowed me to, it’ll be my bagos on the chopping block.”

Gina continued to stare up at him, into his eyes…

…until she realized that tactic wasn’t working.

Coolly, she pulled her hand away from Rodrigo’s forearm.

“Okay,” she was sounding a little more businesslike now. “How about this?” She reached into the top of her blouse – which made Rodrigo’s eyes widen – and pulled a folded sheet of paper from inside her bra.

It was still warm when she handed it over – gently scented with her eau de parfum.

Gulping dryly, Rodrigo unfolded the paper.

“This is what we need to see us through the week,” Gina explained.

“T-that’s a lot of stuff, gatinha.”

“Yeah, well, you’ve been stiffing us all week.”

Rodrigo looked up from the list, and caught Gina’s eyes. For a moment, there was a flash of that old flirtation.

“Oh, believe me, mamacita. If I’d been stiffing you, you’d have known about it.”

Gina’s lips curled.

“Promises, promises.”

With a chuckle, Rodrigo looked back down at the list.

Gina smiled to herself. That had been a good sign.

As he read to the bottom, a more serious expression returned to Rodrigo’s handsome face.

“Mami, I hear you,” he handed the folded paper back, “but as I said – I can’t do anything.” He jerked his thumb over his shoulder, towards the computer. “If they check what Wing 6 has signed out, and it’s more than they gave me permission to, then I’ll get written up, or fired.”

Gina nodded, her mind racing.

Then it clicked.

She looked up again, and once more her hand laid across Rodrigo’s muscular, bare arm.

This time, he shivered at her touch.

“How about this?” Gina suggested. “Instead of signing the six crates we need with our wing’s procurement number…”

She bit her lip flirtatiously, and gently stroked his arm.

“…you sign one extra one to each of the other wings, using theirs.”

Rodrigo blinked.

“You what?”

“Instead of saying the extra supplies are for us,” Gina explained, “you could add them to orders from the other wings… Just a little bit here and there, so nobody will notice.”

Even an entire week’s worth of supplies, when spread out across another four or five wings, wouldn’t be that much.

And Rodrigo clearly realized the same, because he started nodding as he processed what Gina had suggested…

…but then he stopped.

His mouth narrowed into a thin line, and he looked down at Gina sternly.

“Gina,” he was using her real name again, which meant he was being extra serious, “what you’re asking me to do is fraud. I’d basically be making other units sign off and pay for supplies that are actually going to your wing.”

“But not a lot, Rodrigo,” Gina pleaded. “Shit, you know how quickly we go through supplies here. Nobody would ever know.”

Rodrigo stood there silently. He didn’t seem convinced.

“And listen,” Gina added, “sure, it might be against the rules – but it’s not like we’re doing anything bad with it. We’re not fiddling with the paperwork so we can steal this shit, or sell it. It’s still going to patients who need this stuff.”

And then the kicker.

Gina shuffled forward, until she was practically pressing herself up against Rodrigo’s towering figure.

Gazing up at him with her huge, glistening brown eyes, she purred:

“…and besides. You know the Board are trying to screw us. You know our patients need this stuff.”

She reached up with her other hand, and this time squeezed Rodrigo’s massive bicep through the thin material of his scrubs.

“In some ways, wouldn’t it be more immoral not to do this? For the sake of our patients?”

Rodrigo looked down at the beautiful Head Nurse, and she could see the clockwork ticking inside his head.

Eventually, he muttered:

“Dammit, I guess you have a point.”

But then he looked away – through the Perspex window to make sure nobody else was peering in and watching their exchange.

When he finally looked back down at Gina, she could see a hint of doubt in his eyes again.

“I… I dunno about this, Gina. I see your point…” He gulped. “But I could get into a lot of trouble for this.”

Gina rubbed Rodrigo’s bicep in a motherly way, and promised:

“I’ll make it up to you, I swear.”

And that’s suddenly when the atmosphere between them changed.

When Gina had rubbed his arm and promised to “make it up to him” she’d actually meant it entirely innocently. Just the sort of thing one coworker says to another, when they do each other a favor.

But the moment Gina said it, Rodrigo’s eyes flashed, and the corner of his lips curled mischievously.

“Like you made it up to Michael, last week?”

Gina’s cheeks immediately burned red.

She wasn’t often caught out for words, but the moment Rodrigo confronted her with that, she honestly felt like she’d been slapped.

“H-How… I mean…”

Rodrigo’s lips curled even wider.

“Oh, come on. You know what gossip is like in this place. Last week, he was refusing to sign that funding application. Then you went into his office, locked the door, and twenty minutes later you come out with your lipstick all smeared, and Michael flopped back in his seat like he’d won the lottery or something.”

Gina’s cheeks were scalding.

That was pretty much exactly what had happened – and when she’d emerged from Michael’s office after twenty minutes of ‘persuading’ him – on her knees, underneath his desk – there’d been a little gaggle of gossiping nurses with their ears pressed against the door, sniggering at the moans and groans they’d heard emerging from the other side.

It was a small hospital. Of course word travelled fast.

Rodrigo lifted his own hands, and placed one on each of Gina’s arms – holding her in place, intimately close in front of him.

“I could get into a lot of trouble, mamacita,” he purred. “But maybe… I dunno. If you could persuade me the same way you persuaded Michael… Maybe I’d be willing to take the risk…”

Gina gulped dryly.

She looked up into Rodrigo’s handsome face, looming above her, and her first instinct was to say ‘no.’

And it wasn’t because she didn’t want to. In fact, something along those lines had always been a possibility she was comfortable with, even before she’d slipped into this dark and gloomy stockroom.

But there was something she didn’t like about how the tables had suddenly been turned. With Michael, she’d been the predator – teasing him until he couldn’t take it any more, and surrendered to whatever Gina demanded…

But now Rodrigo was calling the shots.

But she swallowed down those thoughts. She was being ridiculous. Just because she wasn’t in the driving seat didn’t mean she wasn’t steering this situation. Rodrigo might think that he was the player… but when she thought about it objectively, Gina knew he was the one getting played.

So she took a deep breath, and looked up at him, and purred:

“Well, maybe I could do that…”

Rodrigo’s smile widened.

“Maybe, eh? Well, mami, I’d need a little more than maybe before I commit digital fraud to get you those supplies…”

Gina looked up at him, and she felt confidence welling inside her.

As his big hands tightened on her arms, Gina let go of Rodrigo’s bicep, and instead reached down between his legs.

She pressed her palm into Rodrigo’s crotch – and felt a large, thick, cylinder of flesh through the thin material of his scrubs.

Rodrigo gasped as she gently squeezed it.

“I can make it worth your while, babe,” Gina purred, feeling the meaty package in her hand start to swell and grow, “if you can make it worth mine…”

Rodrigo exhaled, a shiver running up and down every inch of his towering, six and a half-feet tall frame.

Gina’s smile widened. She felt like she had control again – this magnificent, muscular man was quite literally in the palm of her hand.

“W-well… How do you want to do this, m-mamacita?” Rodrigo stammered.

Gina gently squeezed his crotch.

Fuck. Whatever was hidden beneath that thin material was big… and getting bigger by the second…

“I want to start this,” she purred, as Rodrigo’s meaty package swelled in her palm, “with you going over to that computer over there, and placing orders for all the supplies I asked for – using the other unit’s procurement numbers…”

“I-I’ll do that afterwards, gatinha,” Rodrigo gasped. “I-I promise…”

Gina instantly pulled her hand away.

Rodrigo groaned in disappointment, as Gina pulled her fingers from around his swollen shaft.

“Not after,” she snapped. “Before.”

Despite towering over a foot and a half higher than Gina, Rodrigo suddenly seemed like a small boy, with his big eyes widened in disappointment.

“Go on,” Gina insisted. “Right now.”

And to his credit, Rodrigo didn’t hesitate.

He turned around with the folded sheet of paper Gina had given him, and started typing in the details so fast that his long fingers were a blur.

Gina watched him work, and giggled.

The huge, handsome man was standing there with a massive tent in the front of his scrub pants – his cock clearly standing rigidly to attention.

And, Gina had to admit, she wasn’t exactly unaffected by that sight herself. She was feeling a little breathless. Butterflies were churning in her stomach. Her panties were soaked, and she could feel every pulse of her heartbeat between her thighs.

Fuuuuck, she thought to herself. What did I just agree to?

But she knew full well what she’d been doing. And as much as she pretended she did these things ‘for the good of her unit’, she had to admit that there was a little bit of curiosity involved, too.

Rodrigo had been flirting with Gina relentlessly for years. It excited her to see that his attraction to her had been genuine.

“There!” With a flourish, Rodrigo punched the ‘enter’ key, and logged the order. “You can send one of your orderlies to come and pick it up any time…”

He turned, and grinned at Gina.

“…any time after. I’ll load it up into the same carts for you, but as far as the procurement system in the computer is concerned, all those supplies are being billed to different units.”

Gina’s lips curled.

“Good boy,” she purred.

Rodrigo prowled forward, his cock still tenting out the front of his scrubs.

“Does your boy get his reward, mami?”

And who was Gina to refuse him?

She grabbed Rodrigo’s bare wrist, and pulled him around the corner, behind one of the rows of supply shelves. This way, in the unlikely event that somebody came down and peered through the Perspex security window, she and Rodrigo wouldn’t easily be seen.

And then, standing in front of the towering Brazilian, Gina realized it was time to put her mouth where her money was.

She shivered, and looked up at Rodrigo, as he loomed over her.

Fuck, he was sexy.

It was ironic, she thought to herself. Here she was, seducing him for purely practical reasons. If circumstances were different, it would probably have never occurred to her to see just how far Rodrigo’s relentless flirting could take them together…

…instead she’d probably have gone home, and drained the batteries in her vibrator, imagining what it would be like to be with him.

But now, instead, she was experiencing the real thing.

Taking a ragged breath, Gina placed her hands on Rodrigo’s hips, and gently sunk down onto her knees in front of him.

Rodrigo peered down at her as she did so, and she could feel the towering man shiver in anticipation.

Moments later, Gina found herself face-level with Rodrigo’s crotch – and eye-level with the massive, spear-like bulge tenting out the front of his scrubs.

“Wow,” she breathed. Just how big was that thing?

Glancing up, she could see Rodrigo was smiling – clearly delighted to see her so impressed.

God, men and their egos…

Returning to the task in hand, Gina locked eyes with his tent-like bulge, and hooked her fingers into the waistband of his scrubs.

It took very little effort the stretch the elastic enough to pull them down… but it took considerably more to yank them over his massive shaft.

But Gina succeeded – and yelped in alarm as Rodrigo’s massive cock sproinged free from his scrub pants, and bounced up and down right in front of her face.

“Holy crap,” Gina breathed. 

“You never seen one this big before, mamacita?” Rodrigo purred, peering down at the beautiful nurse kneeling at his feet.

“I don’t know…” Gina steadied herself with one hand on Rodrigo’s hip, and reached up with the other to curl her fingers around his massive shaft. “My husband’s pretty big… But this is…”

‘Ridiculous’, was the word she wanted to use. But she was here to satisfy his sexual urges, not his ego.

Gina’s fingertips met the firm, smooth skin of Rodrigo’s immense cock.

He shuddered at the delicious sensation, and then his knees nearly buckled, as he felt Gina struggle to wrap her fingers around the entire width of his straining shaft.

And Gina was indeed struggling…

Rodrigo’s thick, throbbing cock was as long as two Coke cans placed end-to-end, and nearly as thick. It was as hard as she’d ever seen a cock in real life, distended and swollen and gnarled with veins that practically throbbed as she brushed them with her fingertips.

And then there was the head of his cock – as round and big as a ripe Prima apple, and pretty much the same dark, red color.

Gina’s fingertips stroked up and down the immense shaft.

“Fuuuck,” Rodrigo was peering down at her. He reached one hand over, and slipped his fingers into Gina’s sleek, black hair. “Oh, mami… you have no idea how much I’ve fantasized about having you right down there, doing exactly what you’re doing now.”

Gina’s eyes widened.

Still stroking his massive shaft, she looked up, and purred:

“Really?”

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Rodrigo chuckled. “I get half-hard every time I see that sexy ass of yours sashaying down the corridor to come see me.” He groaned, as Gina’s stroking speeded up. “And those fucking titties of yours?” He licked his lips. “Every time you bend over to sign those supply forms, I get a view down your front that nearly makes me cum.”

Gina blushed hearing that.

With a satisfied little smile, she released Rodrigo’s hip, and used the free hand to start unbuttoning her blouse.

“What, these little things?”

Which, of course, was a lie. Gina’s big, beautiful breasts were the size of ripe cantaloupes – and every bit as mouth-watering.

She popped open every button, one after the other, and the sheer pressure of her barely-contained boobs was enough to make her blouse burst open before she’d even undone the final one.

Barely contained by her black bra, Gina’s breasts sprung forth.

Rodrigo stared down at them, and gasped.

“Fuuuuck…”

“Oh, you haven’t seen anything yet,” Gina purred.

Still stroking his straining shaft, she reached up and popped the clasp at the front of her bra. The straining material popped open, and her pendulous breasts burst out – ripe, and round, and topped by big, brown nipples that were as hard as bullets.

“Fuuuuck…” Rodrigo repeated.

Gina smiled wickedly. She did have good boobs.

And, with that in mind, she released Rodrigo’s swollen cock, and instead grabbed one of her round, ripe breasts in each hand.

Lifting herself up a little, she pulled her large breasts apart – and then pressed them back together, sandwiching Rodrigo’s veiny shaft between them.

“Oh, doce Jesus,” Rodrigo groaned, as Gina’s firm, soft breasts enveloped his swollen cock. “Meu Deus!” And then his knees nearly gave way, and Gina pressed her breasts together, and started sliding them up and down his massive cock.

Rodrigo had to reach out and grasp one of the metal shelves, to stop from collapsing. He peered down, and watched as his huge cock was swallowed up between Gina’s breasts – only for the swollen head to burst forth from between them as she bobbed up and down on her knees.

“You like that?” Gina purred, looking up at the looming Brazilian. She was squeezing her own nipples between thumb and forefinger as she gave Rodrigo a titty-fucking, her breasts aching with arousal.

“Meu Deus, I do,” Rodrigo groaned. As he peered down, he felt his cock throb, and a gleaming spurt of pre-cum gushed out between Gina’s breasts – painting a trail between them.

“Ooooh,” Gina saw it too. She opened her mouth, and let a drooling mouthful of saliva fall between her breasts. “I can feel how much you like that.”

The moment Gina drooled between her boobs, what had been a delicious sensation turned into an insane one for Rodrigo. Her spit acted like lube, and suddenly it felt like he was genuinely fucking her tits; each stroke firm, and tight, and frictionless.

“Oh, baby,” Gina groaned, as she felt Rodrigo start to thrust his hips forward, fucking the space between her tits. “Are you going to blow your big load all over momma’s tits?” She looked up at him, and licked her lips seductively. “You going to cum all over me?”

For a second, she was convinced he was – but then Rodrigo paused, clinging onto the shelf for dear life.

Sweat was beading on his brow, from the effort of humping Gina’s breasts.

She was out of breath too – having to basically squat up and down on her knees.

“I… I’m not going to cum until I feel that pretty little boca on my cock,” he gasped, chest heaving. “Every time you smile at me at work, I imagine what it would be like to feel those lips wrapped around my dick.”

Gina sunk down onto her knees, grateful for the respite.

Reaching up, she braced herself with one hand on Rodrigo’s bare him, and used the other to curl around his shaft.

“I-I think that can be arranged,” she gasped, still a little out of breath…

And then Gina opened her eyes wide, and used her hand to hold Rodrigo’s swollen shaft steady.

“Oh, fuuuuuck….”

Rodrigo’s head flopped back, and he groaned in pleasure at the sensation of Gina’s warm, wet, sucking mouth on his dick.

God, it was heavenly. And it just felt even better when he felt her tongue swirl around the head of his cock, relentless and questing.

“Jesus, that’s soooo good,” he groaned, peering down and stroking Gina’s sleek, black hair. “M-most girls can’t even fit me in their mouth.”

And the truth be told? Gina barely could, either.

Her lips were stretched as she filled her mouth with his swollen cock. She’d compared the plum-red head of his dick to an apple earlier – and she hadn’t been kidding. As she sucked and slurped on his huge dick, she had visions of herself like one of those stuffed pigs from a Tom & Jerry cartoon – with a bright red apple stuck in her mouth.

But Gina was not a quitter – and she sucked, and slurped, and lovingly explored every inch of Rodrigo’s massive cock with her eager tongue.

At the same time, she let go of his hip, and instead used her free hand to gently cup Rodrigo’s heavy, egg-sized balls.

She squeezed them gently, and he groaned in pleasure – knees wobbling, and another eager spurt of pre-cum coating Gina’s tongue.

She swallowed it, and shivered at the familiar, salty taste.

For long, lingering minutes, the only noises in that dark, lonely stockroom were the wet sounds of suction, echoing off the bare walls. Soon they were matched by Rodrigo’s eager groaning, and Gina’s mumbled, muffled moans as she struggled to fit his massive shaft in her tiny mouth.

“Mmmpgh,” Gina mumbled, saliva drooling down her chin, onto her gleaming breasts. “Mmmpghh.”

“Fuuuuck, mamacita,” Rodrigo groaned, gently cupping the back of her head, and ‘encouraging’ Gina to fit more of more of him into her sweetly sucking mouth. “You are the best ever…”

Gina would normally have been happy to hear that – but the honest truth was that she was nearly at the point of surrender. Her jaw ached, tears were pouring from her eyes, and she honestly thought she’d pass out long before Rodrigo finally came…

And then suddenly, a voice called out and disturbed them both.

“Hey!” A frantic knocking at the Perspex window. “Hey, anybody around?”

“Oh, shit!”

Rodrigo pulled his swollen shaft from Gina’s mouth, splattering her with saliva as he did so. He desperately tugged up his scrub pants, struggling to cram his rock-hard cock back inside them, and damn-near fell over as he stumbled out from behind the shelves to see who was calling him.

“Hey!” It was an orderly called Eric, from Wing 3. “Anybody down here, man?”

Stumbling over to the window, the front of his scrubs distended by his erection, and soaked in Gina’s saliva, Rodrigo tried to act cool.

“I-I’m sorry, man,” he panted, staggering over the window. “I was just out back… Erm… Checking on expiration dates.”

“Whatever,” Eric shrugged. He passed a slip of paper through the slit at the bottom of the window. “Can you sign over these for me?”

“Uh, sure,” with a disappointed groan, Rodrigo reluctantly grabbed the slip of paper, and started punching the information into the computer. “Damn, I didn’t expect to see anybody down here until shift change.”

Eric just shrugged. “Figured I’d do it while it was quiet. I mean, it’s not like you had anything better to do, right?”

Through gritted teeth – erection still painfully hard – Rodrigo lied: “Nah. I guess fucking not.”

***

Meanwhile, around the corner and safely hidden from view, Gina collapsed onto her hands and knees and gasped for oxygen.

She panted desperately, stretching her aching jaw.

Boy, it wasn’t often that Gina ever considered crying uncle when it came to matters of sex, but Rodrigo’s big, beautiful cock was damned near too much of a good thing.

In fact, she was uncomfortably turned on by the whole experience. Her breasts were dripping with saliva, and each one felt heavy and achy with need. Her nipples were hard as rocks, desperate to be touched. Butterflies churned in her stomach so badly she felt sick – and between her legs, her pussy was throbbing as if her clitoris was a cello string, and somebody was plucking it incessantly.

Gina wondered for perhaps the first time in her life if she’d finally bitten off more than she could swallow – literally. She was worried she wasn’t going to get out of this without making a decision driven more by her greedy little pussy than her normally cool, analytical brain.

Compounding that fear came the re-arrival of Rodrigo.

The towering Brazilian reappeared from around the corner, looking flustered and frustrated.

“Meu Deus,” he swore, shaking his head. “I thought that filho da puta would never leave.” He stood, towering over Gina, and asked: “You ready to finish what we started?”

Taking a deep breath, Gina lifted herself up onto her knees.

Panting, she peered up at the sexy Brazilian looming over her. The front of his scrubs were still rearing outward, and it was clear by the hungry look on Rodrigo’s face that he was very far from satisfied.

Panting, Gina held up one hand.

“G-give… Give me a second there, champ.” She wiped the saliva and pre-cum from her glistening chin. “Y-you kind of took the wind out of me.”

She giggled mischievously.

“You should be flattered. Not many men can say that.”

Rodrigo did smile in satisfaction – but he also warned: “My colhões are aching like crazy, mamacita. I’ve got a big load waiting for you.”

“I bet you do,” Gina panted. “L-listen… Can I finish you off by hand?” She cupped one of her full breasts in each hand, and offered them up to him. “You can cum all over these, baby…”

Rodrigo smirked.

“You tapping out, gatinha?” He shook his head. “I’m disappointed, mami. You talked a big game, but when it came time to put your mouth where your money is…”

Gina pouted, and squeezed her nipples between thumb and forefinger – trying to tease him with her bare, saliva-coated breasts.

“C’mon, baby. You’ve got that big load for me, or not?”

Rodrigo reached down, and rubbed his straining cock through the soaked material of his scrub pants.

“Having to fill in a procurement order cooled me down a bit, mami,” he warned. “If you want my cum, you’re gonna have to work for it.”

Gina squeezed her breasts together, and purred: “I can do that.”

“Yeah, yeah, but not with your hands, mami,” the sexy Brazilian licked his lips. “I didn’t do what I did for a handjob. Meu Deus, I can give myself one of those.”

Gina felt the butterflies churn even faster in her stomach.

She had a bad feeling about this.

“W-what did you have in mind?” Looking up at Rodrigo, she admitted: “I don’t think I can take you in my mouth again… Not quite yet.”

A shit-eating smile spread across Rodrigo’s handsome face.

With a groan, he lowered himself to his knees in front of Gina, until they were as eye-to-eye as they were ever likely to get, given the massive height difference between them.

Reaching out, Rodrigo pushed Gina’s hands aside, and took one of her breasts in each of his massive palms.

He squeezed gently, and teased her throbbing nipples with his thumbs.

“Huuungh,” Gina’s eyes rolled upwards, and she slumped onto the cold linoleum floor. “Fuuuuck…”

Rodrigo smiled, relentlessly teasing her nipples.

“It’s not just me who’s aching, is it, mamacita?”

Gina opened her mouth to talk, but all that came out was a hot, wet moan.

“How about you let me get a little taste of that boceta?” He grinned. “C’mon, mami. Don’t tell me you don’t want it too.”

As he said that, he kept squeezing and kneading Gina’s swollen breasts, and she was literally squirming at his touch.

Eyes squeezed shut, and breath ragged, she moaned: “B-boceta? W-what’s that?”

“Your pussy, baby,” Rodrigo purred. “Can’t you hear it? Your little pussy is meowing for some love…”

“Huuungh,” Gina grit her teeth.

Fuck. Rodrigo was absolutely right. Underneath her pencil skirt, Gina’s greedy little pussy was throbbing relentlessly. Her panties were dripping. She literally thought she’d go insane if she didn’t get the opportunity to touch it soon…

…but what Rodrigo was suggesting?

“N-no,” Gina moaned. “T-that wasn’t part of the deal.”

“Well, mami,” Rodrigo released one of Gina’s breasts, and instead placed his hot, heavy hand on her knee instead. He started sliding his fingers up her thigh. “You welshed on the deal, remember?”

He was still squeezing and teasing one of Gina’s heavy, aching breasts – and she shuddered the moment his fingers slipped under the hem of her skirt, and then found the tops of her thigh-high stockings.

His bare fingertips met the bare skin of Gina’s inner thigh.

“Oh, fuuuuuck,” she groaned – reaching out and clinging to Rodrigo for support.

He just grinned – tracing a path along the damp, quivering skin of Gina’s inner thigh, until…

“Huuuungh!”

Gina nearly collapsed, as Rodrigo’s fingers found the damp gusset of her soaked panties, and gently pressed against it.

“Meu Deus, mamacita,” his eyes widened. “It’s like the fucking rain forest in there.”

“Huuuungh,” Gina squirmed, pressing herself against his exploring fingers. “Oh, fuuuck, Rodrigo… This wasn’t part of the deal…”

“I don’t know,” Rodrigo started rubbing his fingers against the thin material of Gina’s panties. “It feels like your boceta was making its own little deal.”

“Unnnnngh,” Gina bit her lip, and shuddered.

“So how about it, mami?” Rodrigo purred, as he relentlessly teased her. “You going to let me try your greedy little pussy, or what?”

Gina was panting now, and she was certain that when she got up, she’d have left a puddle on the linoleum floor.

“N-no,” she moaned, and it was about as convincing as a politician’s promise. “I… I don’t want it…”

“Oh, really?” And then Rodrigo’s exploring fingers ventured upwards, until they found the waistband of Gina’s panties…

…and plunged inside them.

“Fuuuuck!” Gina flopped against the rickety metal shelve, as she felt Rodrigo’s bare fingertips find the quivering lips of her soaking pussy. “Oh, you fucker…”

Rodrigo smiled wickedly.

His fingers circled Gina’s clit, and he started rubbing her. She was so wet that it was absolutely frictionless – and her clit was so swollen, Rodrigo could practically feel her pulse through it.

“You sure you don’t want it?”

“I-I’m married, Rodrigo…” Gina gasped, nevertheless grinding herself against his fingers.

“You’re married?” The Brazilian scoffed. “That didn’t stop you slobbering on my caralho like it was made from chocolate…”

“Huuungh,” Gina groaned.

“Besides,” the handsome man teased. “If your greedy little boceta didn’t want my cock, would she do this?”

And then he pressed the tips of two of his fingers against the entrance to Gina’s trembling pussy… and pushed.

“Oh, fuuuuuuck!”

Suddenly, like a muppet with a hand inserted in them, Gina sat up. She felt two of Rodrigo’s thick fingers sink effortlessly inside her, right up to the knuckles… and then he began to fuck her with them.

“Oh fuuuck!”

As he fucked her with his fingers, Rodrigo started rubbing her clit with the pad of his thumb – strumming her like she was a cheap guitar.

“Oh, God,” Gina cried out.

Rodrigo smiled wickedly.

“I’m not going to let you cum, mamacita. Not until you let me into that tight little boceta of yours…”

“Oh fuck,” Gina panted. “Oh fuck, oh fuck…”

“Just tell me you want it, baby. My balls are so big and heavy… I need release too…”

Gina didn’t know about release. In fact, she didn’t know much about anything at that point – nothing except teetering on the brink of a tidal wave of pleasure…

Teetering, though… Never over the edge.

“Oh, please…” She moaned. “Oh, damn you, you fucker… Please…”

“Get on your hands and knees,” Rodrigo demanded. “I’m hard as fuck, and I’m not going to settle for a fucking hand job.”

Gina groaned.

For a moment there, she tried to hold out… but it was no good. He had her too close to detonation.

“O-okay.” Hands trembling, Gina struggled to sit up. “B-but just this once, okay? And nobody can ever know…”:

Rodrigo grinned in triumph.

“Whatever you say, mamacita.”

He reluctantly pulled his hands from Gina’s panties, and she mewled in disappointment as his fingers slid from her wetness.

Panting, the beautiful nurse clambered up onto her hands and knees, presenting her backside to the handsome Brazilian.

Rodrigo clambered up onto his knees. God, Gina had a nice ass – round, and curvaceous, and practically busting the seams of that tight pencil skirt she wore.

Kneeling behind her, Rodrigo hooked his fingers into the hem of her skirt, and slowly wriggled it up over the generous curve of Gina’s hips.

As he did, he revealed inch after inch of her thighs – at first covered in the black nylon of her thigh-highs, and then the soft, bare flesh above.

Finally, he revealed the cotton panties Gina was wearing – the gusset absolutely soaked through.

The curve of Gina’s hips held the hem of her skirt around her waist – and that freed Rodrigo to hook his fingers into the waistband of her panties, and slowly peel them down.

They were soaked through. As he peeled them down over the curve of her round ass, you could literally see the material clinging to her damp skin.

Finally, he tugged her panties down around her knees.

Gina’s bare pussy was exposed – radiating damp and heat like a furnace.

With one hand, Rodrigo reached between her legs, and started rubbing her dripping wetness. With the other, he tugged down his own scrubs, and out sprionged his immense cock once again – looking even bigger and more throbbing, if that was even possible.

On her hands and knees, breasts hanging openly beneath her, Gina groaned.

She looked over her shoulder, and saw Rodrigo eagerly stroking the immense length of his swollen shaft.

“D-d’you have a c-condom,” Gina groaned.

Rodrigo looked up at her, and scoffed: “Why the fuck would I have a condom?” He looked around the supply closet. “Why the fuck would I need a condom when I spent twelve hours a day down here?”

Gina stared at his bare cock, practically drooling pre-cum.

“D-d’you think there are condoms down here? On one of the shelves?”

“We run a hospital, mami. Not a sex club.” He snorted. “I’d offer to squeeze my dick into the fingers of a latex glove, but I don’t think it would fit.”

And one glance at Rodrigo’s immense, swollen cock confirmed that.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Gina groaned.

And that groan turned into a moan, as Rodrigo shuffled forward, and pressed the apple-sized head of his over-sized cock against the quivering entrance to her pussy.

Gina nearly lost consciousness, when she felt him nuzzling his dick between the lips of her pussy.

“B-but… But you haven’t got a condom on…”

“I’ll be careful, mami,” Rodrigo promised.

“L-last time somebody said that to me,” Gina groaned, “it was my husband… And I was in the delivery room nine months later.”

Rodrigo laughed, teasing her with the head of his cock.

“Well, that’s not a problem now, is it?”

“The fuck it is,” Gina was panting now – barely able to resist the temptation to push her hips back, and skewer herself on that massive cock. “M-my husband had a vasectomy. I-I’m not on any birth control…”

“I told you,” Rodrigo used his free hand to gently stroke Gina’s bare ass, and she nearly lost it when he did. “I’ll be careful.”

“Y-you better not cum in me,” Gina groaned, panting now. “I fucking mean it, Rodrigo.” She bit her lip, struggling desperately to find some self-control. “I-I swear to God, if you k-knock me up, it’s not the Board of Directors who are going to have your bagos on the chopping block.”

“Relax, mami,” Rodrigo began to stroke her bare ass with his big, warm hands, and Gina nearly melted. “You can trust me.”

She squeezed shut her eyes, and tried not to think of all the times her boyfriends, or husband, had promised the same thing…

…and then let her down.

But she couldn’t hold out any longer. Her pussy was literally throbbing. Her breasts felt like aching melons, swinging back and forth beneath her. If she didn’t feel that big, beautiful dick inside of her, she thought she’d lose her mind.

“F-fuck it,” Gina groaned, and thrust her ass backwards.

Her pussy was so soaking wet that there wasn’t even a moment’s resistance. Like it was a well-oiled cylinder, Gina sunk her hips back and speared herself on inch after inch of the Brazilians magnificent cock.

“Oh, fuuuuck, mami,” Rodrigo groaned, as he felt the warm, tight, velvet embrace of her pussy.

Gina groaned as she skewered herself on Rodrigo’s big dick – feeling it stretch and fill her in ways she barely thought possible. Finally, she’d thrust her ass back all the way – and the soft globes of her cheeks pressed against the firm muscle of the Brazilian’s hips.

She felt like she’d been skewered by a tree-trunk. She’d never felt so full in all her life – and that massive, throbbing head of Rodrigo’s cock was pressed oh-so-perfectly against her quivering g-spot.

“Oh, God,” Gina groaned, hanging her head down in delicious shame. “That feels fucking incredible.”

“Just you wait, mamacita,” Rodrigo warned.

And then his big hands curled around her waist, and the towering Brazilian began to fuck her.

It was exquisite. That big, beautiful cock slid smoothly in and out of her, pressing right on her g-spot on each in-stroke, and teasing every inch of her on the out-stroke. She’d never felt anything like it in her life.

And, at the same time, the movement of Rodrigo’s hips thrust her backwards and forwards, and her heavy breasts swung back and forth beneath her; adding even more erotic sensation to the experience.

Squeezing shut her eyes, Gina knelt on her hands and knees in the cold linoleum of that stock room, and got fucked more deeply and thoroughly than she could ever remember in the past.

“Mami, you feel so good,” Rodrigo purred, as he fucked her deep, and hard. The sound of his hips slapping against her ass reverberated around the darkened room. “Didn’t I tell you this would be worth it?”

“S-shut up and fuck me,” Gina groaned, thrusting her ass back to skewer herself even deeper onto his big, beautiful cock. “God, I-I’m getting so close…”

And she was. She’d spent all that time getting worked up beyond belief, and now Rodrigo’s enormous cock was about to give her the delicious release she did even know she’d been craving.

She thrust her ass back onto his cock, squeezing shut her eyes, trying to focus on nothing but the relentless build-up of pleasure boiling like a pressure cooker between her thighs.

“Oh, fuck, mami,” Rodrigo groaned, as he fucked her. He leaned forward, and reached beneath Gina to grab her swinging breasts. “You’re a fucking goddess, you know…”

“Oh fuuuuck.” The moment she felt Rodrigo’s hands cup and squeeze her breasts, Gina knew she was done for. He started squeezing her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, and it was like there was an electrical current connecting them directly to her clitoris.

Slap! Slap! Slap! The sound of their fucking echoed through the stock room, drowned only by Gina’s mewls and moans, and Rodrigo’s groans of pleasure.

“I-I’m close, mami,” Rodrigo warned, releasing Gina’s breasts, and grabbing her hips again. “Oh, fuuuuck, gatinha. I’m going to blow such a big load over the beautiful ass of yours…”

“N-not yet,” Gina growled, thrusting her ass back against him. Pressure was building relentlessly between her thighs now. “N-not yet. I-I’m so close…”

She thrust backwards, squeezing shut her eyes and focusing on nothing but the sensation of that big, hard dick sliding so perfectly in and out of her.

As she thrust her ass back, his dick bottomed-out inside of her – the swollen head pressing against her g-spot like it was a gigantic button marked ‘cum now.’ Each time she thrust her hips back she got closer… and closer… and…

“M-mami,” Rodrigo warned. “I’m really fucking close now…”

“Not yet,” Gina groaned. She thrust her hips back faster, stoking that fire even hotter. “Oh, fuck, not yet…”

“P-please, mami…”

Gina snapped her head back, and looked over her shoulder at the towering Brazilian, buried balls-deep inside her throbbing pussy.

“D-don’t you dare,” she growled. “Don’t you dare stop fucking me.”  She thrust her ass back onto that big, beautiful dick. “I’m so fucking close…”

“Huuungh,” Rodrigo gritted his teeth and squeezed shut his eyes.

Gina turned away and let her head flop down between her shoulders.

She fucked her ass back – thrusting again and again onto Rodrigo’s massive cock, and driving herself closer, and closer…

Her breasts swung back and forth beneath her…

The Brazilian’s fingers dug into her hips…

“Huuuungh,” Gina lifted one hand from the floor, and balled it into a fist. She had to literally shove it in her mouth and sink her teeth into her flesh to stop from screaming. “Nuuuuungh!”

And then it happened.

Gina thrust herself back once again, and it was like fire meeting dynamite.

The most explosive orgasm of Gina’s life detonated between her legs like a nuclear bomb going off.

“Fuuuuck!” Lifting her head, Gina howled at the ceiling as every nerve-ending exploded in pleasure. Shockwaves of ecstasy shuddered through her. Her pussy tightened down on Rodrigo’s cock like it was a vice…

…and that’s why she felt it so intensely. The sudden swelling of the Brazillian’s massive dick, and then a wet throb, followed by another…

Her pussy was suddenly flooded with scalding wetness…

Part of her brain knew what was happening, but the majority of it didn’t care. She just thrust her ass back onto this throbbing dick, and shuddered as she felt herself filled with spurt after spurt.

It wasn’t until she heard Rodrigo’s groan of surrender that she suddenly came crashing back to reality, and realized what had happened.

Panting from the most intense orgasm of her life, Gina looked over her shoulder at the looming Brazilian still buried to the hilt inside her pussy.

“I-I’m sorry,” he groaned, shrugging his shoulders in that sorry-not-sorry way she’d seen from other men before.

“D-did you just cum in me?” Gina demanded.

But as she pulled forward, and slithered herself off Rodrigo’s softening cock, the answer to that question instantly became apparent.

The moment his dick flopped out of her, it was followed by a veritable deluge of scalding hot cum – running down her thighs like lava.

“Oh, fuuuuck!”

Gina clamped one hand between her legs, to stop the flood of cum. As she did that, she rolled onto her side and hissed at Rodrigo: “You fucking did!”

Kneeling there, scrubs around his ankles, and softening cock hanging practically to his knees, the Brazilian just smiled guiltily, and shrugged his shoulders.

“I-I’m sorry, mami. But you just kept fucking me!” He laughed, which Gina did not find amusing. “I kept warning you I was about to cum, but you kept telling me ‘don’t stop!’”

Gina sat there, splayed on the cold linoleum. Her panties were around her ankles, her skirt was up around her waist, and her breasts were hanging out of her blouse. With her mussed hair, smeared make-up and what felt like a quart of sperm dribbling out of her, she didn’t think anybody could have looked or as felt as freshly-fucked as she did right then and there.

And it felt good, she had to admit. Her stupid fucking biology was secretly excited by a near-stranger pumping his seed into her fertile little pussy.

God, what a mess.

But God, had that orgasm felt good.

With a groan, Gina clambered to her feet, and snatched a box of tissues off one of the shelves. She tore open the plastic, and shoved a wedge of them between her thighs, to stop the deluge of cum.

“Hey!” Rodrigo was staggering to his feet too, pulling up his scrubs. “You have to sign for those!”

“And it to the list,” Gina growled back, shivering as another after-shock of mini-orgasms washed over her. “And while you’re at it…”

She looked up at the gorgeous, handsome Brazilian with a frustrated, but accepting smile.

“…you might need to sign off on one of those Plan B pills I hope you’ve got hidden around here.”

***

The following day, Gina walked into work with fresh makeup, a clean pair of panties, and the visible bruises on her knees and breasts covered lightly with foundation.

If it wasn’t for the slightly bow-legged way she was walking nobody would ever have guessed she’d spent the previous afternoon being fucked by a cock so large, it probably deserved its own special on The Discovery Channel.

And if anybody noticed, they didn’t say anything about it.

What they did talk about, though, were the six carts of much-needed supplies that the orderlies had wheeled up from the supply wing the previous evening.

As Marsha and Cindy unpacked them, Marsha turned to Gina and said:

“I don’t know how you did it, hun. We’ve got enough here to last us until the end of the week and then some.”

“Well, keep it under your hat,” Gina warned. “If the Board finds out we’re not running as low on supplies as they want us to be, who knows what they’ll come up with to screw us next.”

Marsha nodded.

And that was a fair concern. Now they’d got their supply issues sorted out, Gina felt confident that her wing would continue to deliver on performance – frustrating the Board’s ambitions even further…

…but that was just the next move in what was turning out to be a high-stakes game of chess between her wing of the hospital, and the people in charge – “them upstairs” as she hated them being called.

She thought about what she’d had to do with Michael, to get him to do the right thing. Her knees still ached from convincing Rodrigo to do the same.

As the delicious ache between her thighs reminded her, Gina was literally putting her ass on the line for her colleagues.

But she’d do whatever it took to get the job done…

…or whoever.

“Hey!” Marsha’s voice interrupted Gina’s thoughts. The Head Nurse turned to her, and found her waving a solitary Plan B “Morning After” contraceptive pill package around. “Why the hell did Rodrigo send this up here?”

Gina snatched it from Marsha, her cheeks burning.

“I’ll take that, thank you very much,” she snapped. “Now, get back to work – or next time we need supplies, I’ll send you down to Rodrigo.”

Marsha clearly didn’t understand that comment, but she didn’t need to. She just nodded, and started wheeling the supplies away to redistribute them.

Gina, meanwhile, grabbed the Plan B pill and headed for the water cooler.

The End
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“Head” Nurse

“Oh, my God, we’re all going to get fired!”

The moment Nurse Gina heard that, she rolled her big, chocolate-brown eyes.

Typical. Cindy always overreacted to things.

But in this particular instance, maybe Cindy wasn’t overreacting. She and the other nurses on the wing were gathered in the break room, and the mood was a lot tenser than normal.

“I can’t believe they’re doing this,” Cindy complained, wringing her fat hands. She was an overweight nurse in her mid-fifties, and her job at Mosby Care Clinic was the only one she’d had for the last fifteen years. “If they lay me off, what am I going to do?”

“What are you going to do?” Marsha complained. She was a pretty black woman in her mid-thirties, who had impressed everybody on the wing by her ability to type and open prescription bottles with those two-inch nails of hers. “I have three kids to feed! At least yours are all full-grown!”

“Yeah, well, Darrell still lives at home,” Cindy fired back. “And you’re young, Marsha. You’ll get another job more easily than I will.”

“Hey!”

Nurse Gina’s voice reverberated around the breakroom, and all six of the nurses in there turned to look at her.

At barely five feet tall, Gina was the smallest woman in the room – but she also had the biggest presence. Even though Marsha and Cindy towered over her, they shut the fuck up and listened as the wing’s head nurse addressed them.

“Nobody’s getting fired,” Gina growled, putting her hands on her curvy hips. “Not if I can help it.”

For a second there was silence, because when Gina said something, the other nurses tended to listen. But after a moment, Marsha snippily responded: “You can’t say that for sure, Gina.”

Gina turned her big, brown eyes towards Marsha, and the taller woman took a visible step back.

“Listen, here’s the situation,” Gina growled. “Michael’s got to decide whether or not to apply for that funding or not. He’s getting a lot of political pressure from the board not to, since they don’t want the hospital to be too reliant on public funds…”

“But if they don’t,” Cindy complained, “they’ll have to cut jobs!”

Gina’s burning eyes turned to Cindy, and the older woman shut up too.

“That’s true,” Gina admitted. “But the board made it very clear that it’s Michael’s decision – and they’ll support him whatever he decides.”

Michael Kelly was the director of the wing, and the man who made all the decisions for the unit that Gina and her colleagues worked at. A tall, handsome man in his mid-forties, Michael was generally pretty easy going – but things recently had been tense.

“All that asshole cares about is getting a promotion and a raise,” Marsha hissed. “He’s going to fuck all of us over, just so he can kiss the board’s ass.”

“Next year he’ll be driving a new BMW,” Cindy added, “while we’re out there collecting food stamps.” She shook her head. “God, he makes me sick.”

“Hold on,” Gina held up her hand. “Before we all hang, draw and quarter him – let me go and talk to Michael. I’m sure I can convince him to do the right thing.”

“Ha!” Marsha scoffed. “What could you possibly say to him to make him change his mind?”

The corner of Gina’s lips curled. She placed her hands on her curvy hips, and murmured:

“Oh, I don’t know, Marsha. I can be very persuasive sometimes…”

To Be Continued…

Read the rest of this story by visiting:

"Head" Nurse:

A Sexy Nurse Helps Her Boss Make a Very HARD choice


Thank you for reading this book!

I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it (which was a lot!) And if you didn’t, please get in contact with me and tell me what you didn’t like - I’m always grateful to get feedback on how I can make my work better!

If you’re interested in reading more, check out my author profile on Amazon – or follow me on the social media channels below. I’m always eager to hear from my readers, and in return I’ll be sure to let you know when my stories are available for a free download, and post a ton of other cool, fun and sexy stuff.

I look forward to hearing from you! And thanks again!

Love, kisses and other indoor sports,

Ruby Beauvoir

New York, 2019
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A FERTILE NURSE HAS A SECRET SESSION IN THE
STOCK ROOM... WITHOUT PROTECTION!






