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OPEN WIDE

Frank is an emergency room nurse at a busy hospital. It’s a good gig: he gets to treat lots of beautiful women on a regular basis. Though sadly, the women are always more interested in the doctors than in Frank.

But one evening, a stunning brunette named Erin comes into the hospital. She’s flirty, cute, and funny—and she’s got her sights set on Frank. And Frank isn’t about to miss his chance to get a taste of what the doctors get on a regular basis—except Erin’s got something between her legs that the other girls don’t have.


CHAPTER I

The ladies love doctors. Sometimes Frank wondered if girls got themselves injured on purpose, just so they could visit the hospital and meet a doctor—and there was no question that it was true for some women.

During Frank’s first week on the job, a young woman came in with heart attack symptoms. Her blood pressure and heart rate all seemed fine, so no one was worried—until she started having strange convulsions just as the doctor was about to leave the room. The doctor ran over to her and tried to figure out what was happening—he’d never seen anything like it before.

Everyone scrambled, worried she was having a deadly seizure—though it didn’t look like a seizure to Frank. If anything, she looked like she was suddenly possessed, like she belonged in The Exorcist.

The doctor pulled down her apron, exposing her large fake tits. He felt her chest, feeling for her heart. It was hard for Frank not to stare at the woman’s firm bolt-on tits. They look absurd, but they were still somehow terribly mesmerizing.

The doctor sent Frank to prepare an IV while he continued his attempt to calm the woman down. By the time Frank was back with everything he needed for the drip, the woman was fine. She had a big smile on her face with heavy lethargic eyes. “Thank you so much, doctor. I don’t know what I would have done without you,” she said, staring into his eyes. Her tits were still out. Frank hopped in to cover her up. 

“Does that kind of thing happen a lot?” the doctor asked.

“No, it’s never happened. Are you sure I’m not having a heart attack?” she asked. There was something off about the way she spoke, as if she was auditioning for a role on a soap opera.

“Everything is fine. But I think we should probably keep you here overnight, to keep an eye on you. We’ll check up on you every couple of hours.”

“Will you be here to check on me?” she asked.

“No, but Frank or one of the other nurses will be,” the doctor said. “And if anything happens, Doctor Cindy Chung will be here to help you. She’s one of the best. But I’m done for the night. It was nice meeting you.”

The woman with the fake tits looked devastated as the handsome doctor left the room. She looked over at Frank with a pale look. She looked him up and down, as if she was trying to decide whether or not he was worth her time. Frank realized he was missing a piece of the IV drip he’d been ordered to administer. He went to get it, and when he came back, the woman was gone. She decided not to stay the night at the hospital.

And later that night, Frank overheard the senior nurses talking about the strange patient. “She was just another doctor poacher,” one nurse said.

“What’s that?”  Frank asked.

“Oh, you’ll see,” the senior nurse said.

And Frank did see. It seemed like there was a new woman being administered every week who was more interested in meeting the doctor than having her problems solved. Sometimes women would come in with injuries that seemed strangely self-inflicted. Were women hurting themselves just so they could meet doctors?

Frank had been working at the hospital for two years when he witnessed his first successful doctor poacher. She came in complaining about a pain in her stomach. The doctor ordered a few tests, so Frank administered the tests. And while he was taking her blood, he couldn’t help but notice how stunning the woman was. She looked like a model—and she was a model. While Frank was on his break, he noticed a magazine in the hospital waiting room with her picture on the cover.

The tests all came back normal, but the woman continued to complain. So the doctor had a close look at her. Frank saw that the woman was staring into the doctor’s eyes, and he was staring into her eyes. “Nurse, do you mind checking on the other patients?” So Frank went to check on his other patients. When he came back, the door was locked. He put his ear to the door and heard thumping—the doctor was giving it to the beautiful patient, and he was giving it to her hard.

And Frank knew that they were fucking because he was the one who had to clean up after the girl left for the night. There was cum on the bed sheet, as well as a large wet spot—probably her squirting. When Frank saw the doctor again that night, he couldn’t help but wonder what the appeal of doctors was to women. This particular doctor wasn’t amazingly handsome. He wasn’t very fit and his hairline was receding. Sure, he made more money than Frank—but was that it? Were these women just gold-diggers? And if the model was a gold-digger, why did Frank never see or hear from her again? Why did she leave as soon as she got a good fucking? Were doctors secretly amazing in bed?

Beautiful patients occasionally came into the hospital, but they were never interested in Frank. There was one particularly stunning blonde with short bangs and a cute ski-jump nose who came in one evening. She thought she broke her ankle, but it was just a bad sprain. Frank couldn’t help but notice her oaky perfume as he was wrapping her ankle. He looked up at her and she looked down at him. For a moment they made eye contact, and for a moment it seemed like Frank had a chance. Maybe this would be Frank’s future wife. Maybe he was seeing the love of his life for the first time…

Doctor Hudgins came into the room and stole the beautiful patient’s attention. She looked at him with glowing eyes and parted lips, as if he was a movie star. He only stuck around for a minute, but the beautiful blonde continued to stare at the doorway as soon as he was gone, as if she was waiting for him to come back. “You’re all done,” Frank said. “You can go home.”

And the beauty didn’t say much as she got up and hobbled out of the hospital.

It was clear to Frank: women don’t want nurses—they want doctors. And any doctor is better than any nurse—even the old, chubby, short doctors with thinning hair.


CHAPTER II

It was a cool December evening—only a few days before Christmas Eve—when an ambulance brought a young woman to the hospital. She was assigned to Frank’s wing, though Frank was on his break when she was admitted. He came up to her room after they’d already stripped her down and gotten her into a baby blue gown.

One nurse was in the process of applying stitches to a gash on her arm. Another nurse was getting the IV drip ready. The young woman had bruising around her eye, and she was either asleep or unconscious. “What happened?” Frank asked.

“Before she nodded off, she said she fell down the stairs—but I’ve never seen stairs cut a person like this,” said the doctor who was looking over her chart. “That was done by a knife, if you ask me. I think she was beaten up.”

“Is she stable?” Frank asked.

“Yeah—just roughed up,” said the doctor. “She’s out from the pain meds—she might be out for the night. Once she’s stitched up, she’s all yours. When she wakes up, try to convince her to talk to the cops.” He put the chart down and then left, disappearing off to wherever doctors disappear off to for hours at a time.

The other two emergency nurses finished their duties and Frank found himself alone in the small room with that young bruised up woman. He stood over her and looked down at her body. She looked so peaceful in her drug-induced slumber—yet so sad at the same time. Someone had really done a number on her. Maybe she had fallen down the stairs, after she was beaten up and slashed by some lunatic.

Frank pulled a blanket over her body and then he went to check on the few other patients he had for the night.

The hospital was relatively empty that night. It was a Thursday night—notoriously the slowest nights. No one goes to the hospital on a Thursday unless they think they’re dying. It was only 10:00 PM and all of Frank’s patients were asleep, so Frank decided to get half an hour of sleep himself. He slipped into one of the empty rooms and he drifted off with an alarm set on his phone. But his alarm didn’t go off—or if it did, it didn’t wake him up. And no one came to wake him up. When he finally woke up, it was 2:30 AM. As soon as he saw the time on his phone, he sprung up. He’d taken sneaky little naps before, but never for more than half an hour—never mind four and a half hours.

He hurried back towards his post, which was desolate. The other nurses must have been taking their breaks. So he went to check on his patients, and thankfully they were all still asleep—except for one. The young battered woman was gone from her bed. Frank’s heart started pounding as he looked around. He zipped over to the bathroom, but the bathroom was empty. He anxiously walked around trying to locate her, but she appeared to be gone.

Frank found himself back in her room, looking at her chart. She hadn’t been discharged. No one had even checked on her since 10:00 PM—and why would anyone check on her? That was Frank’s job.

When Frank’s supervisor returned from her break, she asked, “How are your patients?”

And Frank panicked. He didn’t want his supervisor to know that he’d spent half of his shift asleep. So he faked a smile and nodded his head. “Good—they’re all fine.”

His supervisor stared at him for a moment with a peculiar look on her face. Then she looked down at her computer screen and nodded her head. “That’s good. Slow night tonight.”

“Very slow,” Frank said.

The IV stand was missing from the young woman’s room, which made Frank think that she was still in the hospital—or she’d escaped with the IV stand. So Frank was on the lookout for either a young woman with a black eye, or an abandoned IV stand. He found neither. “Shit,” he muttered.

In a couple of hours the sun would be up and the doctor would be making his rounds. Frank could survive a stern talking to from his supervisor, but he wasn’t looking forward to facing the doctor.

Frank’s heart started pounding as he continued his search. What if the girl was kidnapped? What if the guy who beat her up came back for her? What if he wanted her dead before she woke up and talked to the police?

Frank made his way to the hospital basement, where the cafeteria was. He ran in with the last of his hope, hoping to see her sitting at one of the lonely tables. But she wasn’t there. So Frank took a seat and he pressed his face against the cold, cheap hospital table. “Shit,” he muttered again. It was official: he’d lost a high-risk patient. He would probably be seeing her face on the news in a few hours: young woman found dead after nurse takes extra-long nap. Maybe her body was somewhere in that hospital, stuffed into some custodian closet. Maybe the IV stand was in there with her—maybe that’s what the guy used to kill her.

Someone tapped on Frank’s shoulder. “Everything alright?” a female voice asked.

“Just having one of those nights,” Frank said. He turned and looked back and then he felt his heart soar high up in his chest, pounding against his ribcage. It was her—the battered woman was standing behind him, holding her IV stand at her side.

“You and me both,” she said.

“Where have you been?” Frank asked, springing to his feet.

“Me?” she asked. “I’ve been exploring. Why?”

“You’re supposed to be in bed, resting and recovering. You got beat up pretty good,” Frank said.

And then he watched as the young woman’s cheeks turned red. “I fell down the stairs,” she said with a strangely defensive tone.

“Right, well you should be in bed regardless. You’ve got a series of nasty fractures and abrasions and bruises and swelling. It’s only going to take longer to heal if you’re up and walking around.”

“But I woke up and there was nothing to do. It’s so boring here,” she said, tilting her head back in an adolescent sort of way.

“It’s not supposed to be fun here. You’re here to heal. And the sooner you heal, the sooner you can go home and have fun,” Frank said. And then the woman—as if she hadn’t heard a word Frank had just said—took the seat across from Frank. She smiled and looked into Frank’s eyes.

“Are you a doctor or a nurse?” she asked.

Frank looked around. The cafeteria still wasn’t open for the night and there was no one around. He thought about lying and saying that he was a doctor, just so he could experience that special attention doctors seemed to get from beautiful young women. But he couldn’t bring himself to do it. “I’m a nurse,” he said.

“Do you like being a nurse?” she asked. “Or was your dream to be a doctor?”

“I like being a nurse just fine,” Frank said.

“You didn’t answer the question.”

“I did answer it. You asked if I liked being a nurse.”

“I asked if your dream was to be a doctor.”

Frank forced a smile. He shook his head. “I like being a nurse. If I wanted to be a doctor, I would have gone to medical school and I would have become a doctor. Now let’s get you back to your room. My supervisor will kill me if she sees us down here.”

“Are you not allowed dating your patients?” the woman asked with a smirk.

Now it was Frank’s cheeks turning a dark shade of warm crimson. He forced a smile. “I’m not allowed to let patients wander around the hospital while they’re recovering with serious injuries.”

“My injuries aren’t that serious, are they?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I haven’t looked at your chart,” Frank said. “Now c’mon—let’s get you back to your room.”

Frank walked around the table and helped the young woman up to her feet. She had large bruises on her legs and she still had heavy pain medication surging through her system, so standing up probably wasn’t the easiest task. “What’s your name?” she asked.

“Frank.”

“I’m Erin.”

“Hi Erin,” Frank said.

“You’re very strong, Frank.” She put her hand on his bicep and then she felt up and down his arm.

“I think we might have put too much morphine into your drip,” Frank said. “C’mon.”


CHAPTER III

Erin fell asleep within minutes of being placed back on her hospital bed. Thankfully, Frank’s supervisor wasn’t around when Frank led Erin back to her room. Frank had dodged a massive bullet. He wouldn’t be taking long naps at work anymore.

It was 5:00 AM when Frank came in to check on Erin again. She was still asleep, looking peaceful despite her black eye and bruised arms. Frank looked down at her for a moment, noticing for the first time how pretty she was. Her skin was perfectly smooth and youthful. Her hair was long and it looked soft. She had thick, full lips—possibly with some help from fillers. But her eyelashes were her best feature: they were long and dark and real.

She stirred while Frank was leaning over her, making Frank jump back. His heart skipped a beat. But she wasn’t awake, just repositioning herself.

She was cute—definitely Frank’s type, but definitely out of Frank’s league. She would probably end up falling for one of the doctors in the morning, and Frank would become the invisible nurse he was so used to being.

Before leaving her room he decided to check her chart. He wanted to see how old she was—and he wasn’t surprised to see that she was only twenty-one. Though he was surprised to see that the nurse who originally filled out the chart had checked the box next to ‘male’ instead of ‘female’. So Frank scribbled out the originally checkmark and he made the correction. “Erin Brooks,” he said quietly to himself. He liked the sound of the name. He could picture himself saying the name to his parents one day. ‘My girlfriend’s name is Erin—Erin Brooks.’ The name sounded a little bit professional and a little bit cute.

Frank put the chart back. He emerged from Erin’s room to see the nurse who would be taking over for the day. Frank’s shift was coming to an end. “How did everything go to night?” the morning nurse asked.

“Everything went fine,” Frank said. He had never been a good liar. His body would always become tense and his voice would raise a few semi-tones.

The other nurse nodded with a smile. “Good,” she said. “Anything I should be aware of?”

“Nope,” Frank said. “The patient in this room here says she fell down the stairs, but the doctor thinks she was beaten up—but I wouldn’t press her too hard.”

“She’s probably defending some scummy boyfriend,” the nurse said—and Frank hadn’t even considered the possibility until that moment. That was probably exactly what she was doing. She was probably dating some stud who roughed her up a bit after she was caught looking at another guy. That was probably her type: assholes. Beautiful women are always attracted to major assholes, for whatever reason.

“Yeah, that’s probably it,” Frank said, feeling strangely jealous and unfortunately disappointed.

So Frank went home, though he wasn’t as tired as he usually was after a long twelve-hour shift—probably because he’d already slept nearly five hours that night. So instead of going to sleep, he found himself on his computer, looking up all of the different Erin Brooks in his city. It was only ten minutes of searching before he found the girl from the hospital.

Her profile was set to be mostly private, only showing her main profile picture and a bit of information concerning where she was born, where she grew up, and where she went to school. Frank could see that she only had a few dozen friends, which seemed strange for a girl of twenty-one. Usually young people (women especially) had hundreds, if not thousands of friends on Facebook. He tried searching for her on Twitter and Instagram, but she didn’t seem to have either—or if she did, she wasn’t using her real name.

After forty minutes of searching around on the Internet, Frank pulled himself away. He knew he was being a creep. He had no business looking her up. Not to mention it was pointless. Like the other nurse said: she was probably in a relationship with some abusive loser. If Frank wasn’t careful, he was going to get her beaten up all over again. That was the last thing he wanted.

But it was hard to get the image of Erin out from his head. Even with her black eye, she was surprisingly cute. Was she the hottest girl who had ever come through the hospital? Maybe not. Was she in the top ten? Probably… But there was something appealing about her—something that wasn’t just her looks. She seemed kind and spunky. She seemed like she would be a lot of fun to hang out with. And it helped that she was beautiful. It helped that she had big stunning eyes and amazingly long, dark eyelashes.

Frank found himself wondering what would have happened had he told Erin that he was a doctor. Would she have gotten that glow in her eyes that girls seemed to get when doctors walked into the room? Could Frank have gotten into her panties? With Frank’s luck, she probably would have found out he was lying and reported him to the hospital administrator.

Even Frank’s dreams weren’t safe from Erin. He ended up dreaming that she was in the bed with him—still hooked up to her IV, still with her black eye—but she was naked. In his dream, Frank sunk down and sucked on her nipples while she fingered herself. She ended up squirting and making a mess of his bed, but he didn’t mind. She begged to suck his cock, so he let her, and in his dream she got him off quickly: bobbing her head, sucking, and slurping with her tongue. She knew her way around a cock as if she had a cock of her own.

And when Frank woke up, he was shocked to see that he’d had a wet dream: the first wet dream he’d had in almost fifteen years. In fact, he was pretty sure that Erin was the first sexy dream he’d had since he started working at the hospital.


CHAPTER IV

The hospital was busy, which wasn’t unusual for a Friday evening. Frank scrubbed up quickly and then he went to his supervisor to find out where she needed him. “Same wing as last night,” she said. “But first, I need you down in emergency. They’re overwhelmed down there.”

So Frank made his way down to emergency and found himself dealing with the usual nonsense: paranoid people who thought their colds were cancer, old people who thought their coughs were pneumonia, young kids with broken wrists, and men who swore that they accidentally sat on the cucumbers that were now stuck in their assholes.

Frank performed at least three anal extractions every week—it was his least favourite part of the job. He once pulled a broken pool cue out of a man’s anus—nearly an entire foot of pool cue. It took over an hour just to pull all the little splinters out. He had nightmares about it for weeks.

That night, he was pleasantly surprised to find out his anal extraction was a woman. She’d lost her dildo up her ass. Apparently her dog barked and startled her while she was fooling around. “Don’t worry. We’ll get it out,” Frank said.

They prepared the room for the extraction. Frank placed the woman’s legs into the stirrups and then he raised her bed up. “This is so embarrassing,” the woman said.

“It’s not embarrassing,” Frank said. “It happens all the time.” Though he didn’t say that it was almost always men and not women.

One of the nurses spread her butt cheeks wide while Frank got the unfortunate duty of reaching in to pull the dildo out. He had to get his fingers two inches in before he could feel it and get a grip on it. He was shocked when he felt that it was vibrating. “Um, is there a way to turn this off before I pull it out?” he asked.

The woman’s face was dark red. “No,” she said. “It’s pressure activated.”

“I see,” Frank said. There were many red faces in the room. The woman was petite and cute—she didn’t seem at all like the type to be sticking dildos into her asshole. She had a childish kind of face and lots of freckles. “I think I’ve got it. I’m going to slowly pull it out.”

Frank was shocked by how thick the vibrator was. It was nearly two inches in diameter—not exactly the most gentle toy he’d ever extracted from an anus before. He started pulling it out. He had to move slowly, as the dildo was ribbed and her anus was already red and irritated. It didn’t help that the dildo was ribbed. He had to pull it out in increments, and it seemed like her butthole was trying to suck it back in, as if she didn’t actually want it out.

Frank didn’t even have half of the dildo out when he noticed a slight moan slip out from his patient. “Is everything okay?” he asked.

“Mhm,” she said with her lips pressed thin and her eyes closed.

Frank kept pulling. She moaned again. Her legs trembled and then she let out a long whimper. “Oh God,” she said. And while Frank was pulling the dildo out, the woman squirted a bout of warm fluid out from her pussy, onto Frank’s fingers. Frank pretended not to notice, but it was hard when the woman moaned, “Fucking hell!” and squirted again.

Frank finally pulled the toy out and he placed it down on a metal tray. He took a look into her gaping asshole, to make sure there was no damage that needed attention. Aside from some redness, she looked fine. “Are you okay?” Frank asked.

The woman nodded. “I’m so sorry,” she said. Her face was as red as a face can get. “Did I squirt on you?”

“A little bit,” Frank said.

“I’m so embarrassed,” she said.

“Don’t be. It happens more than you would think,” Frank said. But it had never happened before—he was just being nice.

Frank took a few minutes to wash his hands, and then he found himself seeing another peculiar patient: a prostitute who was experiencing an intense burning sensation in her pussy. She claimed she wasn’t a prostitute, but she came in wearing fishnets, a leather skirt, and a lime green crop top (and no bra). Frank stood next to the doctor while he spread her pussy lips and took a look inside. “We’ll have to swab to check for infections,” he said. Frank was given the task of swabbing.

Frank was very careful not to touch any part of her with anything but the tips of his rubber-clad fingers and the cotton swap. Her pussy seemed clean, but it was slightly agape, as if she’d recently had sex. Shockingly, the swab came back clean. She had no infections—not even common herpes. “It still burns,” she said to the doctor.

So the doctor ordered a vaginal cleaning, in case there was something dangerous stuck inside. And of course Frank was stuck with the cleaning duty. A special device was used to hold her snatch open, and then Frank went in with the special swab on the end of two fingers. He rubbed the inside of her pussy, and for the second time in one night, he made a woman moan. Her thighs closed in on Frank’s body. “Do I need to get the stirrups?” Frank asked.

“No—I’m sorry. It just—it just feels really good, whatever you’re doing.”

“I’m just scrubbing to make sure there are no foreign bodies in your—uh—vagina,” he said. He kept scrubbing and she kept squirming. And for the second time that night, a woman squirted on Frank. Frank was shocked an hour later when a man came into the hospital looking for her. Apparently he was her husband, and apparently she really wasn’t a prostitute. She just had a questionable fashion sense. It was shortly after she left that one of her tests came back—there was residue from a latex condom in her pussy. She was apparently allergic to latex, which she didn’t know because she supposedly very rarely had sex.

When Frank returned to his supervisor to find out his next task, he shouldn’t have been surprised when it was another anal extraction. This time a woman had lost a Sharpie up her ass. And it wasn’t quite as easy to get out as the vibrator. It was an especially awkward job as the woman’s husband was standing next to Frank the whole time, watching Frank carefully as if he didn’t trust him. It took quite a bit of digging and squirming to find the Sharpie, but luckily Frank didn’t get squirted on this time.

“I’ve had my fingers up enough assholes today,” Frank said to his supervisor before receiving his fourth task of the night.

“In that case, I want you at your wing, watching the overnight patients. You may have to drain a few catheters and change a few bedpans.”

“As long as my fingers don’t have to go up any more assholes,” Frank said. He went up to his wing, which was pleasantly quiet compared to the emergency room, even though there was an old Asian woman moaning in one of the rooms with what was apparently just constipation.

Frank started by going room to room, introducing himself to the nightly patients. There were only four: a woman with a fractured hip, a very gay man who swallowed a used condom (they wanted to keep him under supervision until the condom passed through the other end), a man recovering from a small heart attack, and Erin.

Frank was shocked to see that Erin was still there. Her face lit up when she saw Frank standing in the doorway. “It’s my favourite nurse,” she said with a big smile.

“Why are you still here?” he asked.

“Apparently there’s some internal damage or something, and now I have to stay for at least a few nights—that’s what they said. I’m probably dying and they just don’t want to tell me.”

Frank picked up her chart and looked at the updates since he’d last looked. Apparently they were about to discharge her and then she coughed up some blood. They ran a few tests and saw that there was some damage to one of her lungs, and some damage to a few other organs. “Those stairs really messed you up, huh?” Frank said.

And her cheeks became rosy. “Yeah, I guess they did,” she said. “And they could apparently tell that I’d been out of bed. I got an earful this morning from the doctor. I don’t think he likes me.”

“He just wants you to get better,” Frank said. He put the chart back and found himself staring at the beautiful brunette. He was happy to see her, and happy that he was going to be seeing her for the next few days—even though he knew he had no chance with her. Sometimes it was nice to have a fantasy. Sometimes a little fantasy was enough to make the days less tedious.

“I’m not even allowed to get up to use the bathroom,” she said.

“I saw that on your chart. So get comfortable. If you’ve got an iPad or a laptop at home, ask a friend to bring it for you.”

“Oh my God, I would kill to have my iPad. But I don’t really have any friends,” she said.

“What about family members?” Frank asked.

“No one in town,” she said.

Frank was tempted to ask about the few dozen friends she had on her Facebook account, but he resisted the urge; the last thing he wanted to do was reveal that he’d been creeping her online from his house. “You don’t know anyone who can bring you your iPad?”

“I don’t live far away—just five blocks. Maybe I can go get it and no one will notice,” she said, trying to sit up. Frank leapt in and put his hand on her collarbone, stopping her from raising any further. There was already a doctor who probably had a grudge with Frank for letting her wander around the previous night. He couldn’t let her go off again.

“I’m on my break in ten minutes. Where do you live? Maybe I can grab it for you.”

“Oh no, I couldn’t ask you to do that,” she said.

“I’d sooner grab it then have you sneak off to grab it. Seriously—I don’t mind.”

She hesitated but then she gave him her address and told her to reach into her shorts pocket to grab her house key. Her shorts were in her bag with the rest of the clothes she came into the hospital wearing, the previous night. As Frank reached for the shorts, his hand brushed a tinge of red lace: her panties. They were tiny panties—more like a thong. His heart skipped a beat and he found himself imagining her in the tiny red panties. “Find them?” Erin asked.

“Yeah, they’re here,” Frank said, pulling the keys out. He had the address written down on a little piece of paper. “I’ll grab your iPad. Anything else?” he asked.

“A charging cable. Everything should be in my bedroom.”

So for Frank’s dinner break, he found himself walking down the street towards Erin’s house. He was breaking so many hospital rules, but he knew it was for the best. He knew that Erin would try to sneak away when he wasn’t looking, and she would end up doing more damage to her already battered body. He couldn’t let that happen—so what was the harm in running over to her house to grab an iPad?

Her place was small and rundown. The front lawn was overgrown and the door looked like it was about to fall off. Frank was careful opening it. He didn’t want to be the one to make it fall off. He tried three keys before he found the one that worked, and then he found himself inside of Erin’s house.

There were only a few rooms in the house, so finding her bedroom wasn’t hard at all. It was a bit of a mess—clothes on the floor and an unmade bed—but Frank had seen worse. At least it didn’t smell, and there wasn’t any old food lying around. Frank searched around for the iPad. It wasn’t so easy to find. He checked on the dresser and on the nightstand, and then he checked under the bed. He found the charger plugged into the wall, but the charger was pointless without the iPad.

While he was searching through drawers, he found a picture of a guy: probably the boyfriend. He was a short, thin guy with a gentle face. He didn’t look like the kind of guy to put a woman in the hospital. Maybe he was the guy she was seeing behind the abusive boyfriend’s back—or maybe he was her brother. He looked very similar upon closer inspection.

In fact, Frank couldn’t find any evidence of any boyfriend in the house. He found himself looking in other rooms for the iPad, and to see if she was single. There were no photos of any guys, except for the one of her maybe-brother in the dresser. There were no flowers and no love notes. Frank found some photos, but they were all of scenery or selfies of Erin. She looked cute in the selfies.

In Erin’s closet, Frank found some sexy lingerie. There was a black satin slip hanging with a white cotton tail, and under it was a pair of bunny ears: a Playboy model costume. Frank’s heart leapt at the sight of the sexy outfit, and he couldn’t help but imagine the sexy brunette in the little outfit. He also found a red lace one-piece in the closet, which teased his imagination.

But he wasn’t there to obsess over a pretty patient. He was there to find an iPad—and he managed to find the iPad a few minutes later, under the covers of her bed. Before he left her house, he decided to look around in the iPad. He went straight to photos and found tons of selfies—taken wearing different outfits. Apparently Erin was a bit of a fashionista. There were thousands of photos, and she looked amazingly cute in all of them. And Frank didn’t have to scroll far before he found the photos of Erin in the Playboy bunny outfit.

She looked good, with dark red lipstick and her big shining eyes. She stood with her hip out to the side and her head tilted with sass. Her tits looked perky and perfect. The image was enough to get Frank hard.

He flicked through more photos, desperately hoping for nudes. He felt like a complete creep, but he couldn’t help himself. She would never find out and this was his only chance. He found a single topless photo. Erin’s breasts were big and perky—almost appearing fake. Her nipples were erect and she had a big shy grin on her face, even though she appeared to be alone in her bedroom. But if she was taking topless shots, surely she was sending them to someone. Surely she wasn’t just taking them for her own enjoyment… But who were the photos for?

Frank felt even more uncomfortable with himself as he checked Erin’s messages. There were no messages sent to any boys recently, and there were no messages that sounded even remotely romantic. After he finished snooping her messages, he saw her Tinder app. It was currently open, which meant she must have been using it recently. It wasn’t hidden in any folder—it was out in the open. If she were in a relationship, why would she have the Tinder app? Maybe she was single. Maybe she was available. Maybe Frank did have a chance with her…

He stuck the iPad into a plastic bag, along with the charger. And then he made sure everything was how he left it before heading back towards the hospital. He couldn’t fight the smile from his face. Seeing Erin’s natural habitat gave him a strange sense of hope—it made her seem like a real woman, and not just an impossibly beautiful model that happened to be stuck in a hospital bed.

“It took a few minutes to find,” Frank said, handing the iPad to Erin.

“Sorry—my house is a mess. It’s usually much cleaner, but I’ve been so sick the past few weeks. I only started feeling better yesterday.”

“Sick? How so?” Frank asked.

Then her skin turned strangely pale, as if she hadn’t meant to admit that she’d been sick. “Just a cold,” she said, but Frank could tell that there was more to that story. His first instinct was that she’d gotten some sort of STD from some guy on Tinder. But he tried to push that possibility out of his head. He had a nice image of Erin in his mind and he didn’t want to ruin it.

“Well, if you need anything else, just let me know. I’ll be making rounds all night,” Frank said. He started towards the door.

“Wait,” she said. He looked back at her. Her face was dark red. She bit her bottom lip. “I, uh, don’t want to make you do this, but if I really can’t get up, then…” She stared down at her lap.

“What is it?” Frank asked.

“I need my bedpan changed. I peed while you were gone. I tried to hold it, but I just couldn’t hold it anymore. I’d been holding it for twelve hours already—and they told me to drink lots of water.”

Frank laughed. “I don’t mind. I’ve changed thousands of bedpans before—don’t worry.” He walked over. Her face was white like a bed sheet. She stared into his eyes, and then she looked away. It wasn’t unusual for people—women especially—to be embarrassed about their bedpans. She’d probably gone poop—women hate admitting that they went poop.

Frank lifted up her hospital gown and saw what she was so embarrassed over: it wasn’t anything that had come out from her body—it was her big, thick cock. Frank paused a moment. So the chart wasn’t wrong—she really was a male biologically.

Frank took the bedpan and he changed it out, without saying anything. He didn’t know what to say. His head was spinning. He’d spent the past twelve hours fawning over a biological male—not just fawning, but also snooping around her house, admiring her lingerie, looking at sexy private photos on her iPad. He had no idea he’d been looking at a man the whole time.

He picked up her chart. “What are you doing?” she asked, breaking her own silence.

“Just marking the time of the bedpan change,” he said. He marked the time and then he saw that scribbled out checkmark next to ‘male’. He looked at Erin and then back at the chart. And then he scribbled out the checkmark next to ‘female’ and put a new one next to male. He casually slipped the chart back into its slot and then he smiled at Erin and left to check on his other patients. Erin didn’t say anything else as Frank slipped away—she was probably too embarrassed.


CHAPTER V

For the rest of that night, Frank tried to minimize his contact with Erin, because whenever he was around her, he found himself clamming up and feeling terribly awkward. It wouldn’t have been so bad had he not snooped around her house or gotten a massive erection while looking at her topless photo on her iPad. And it wouldn’t have been so awkward if the image of Erin in the Playboy bunny outfit weren’t still lingering in the front of his mind.

It was around midnight when he was asked to get a new set of blood samples from Erin. She was sleeping when he went into her room. He had to wake her up. “Sorry,” he said when she looked into his eyes.

“It’s fine. Just get it over with,” she said.

So he pulled up the sleeve of her hospital gown and then he cleaned the surface of her arm where he would extract the blood. Her skin was soft, like a woman’s—which seemed unusual. He’d taken thousands of blood samples before, and he’d felt the skin of thousands of people. He’d even taken blood from a few transgenders in his two years working at the hospital. But even the transgenders never had skin as soft as Erin’s. And the other transgenders certainly weren’t anywhere near as convincing as Erin. In fact, Frank found himself staring at Erin while she was looking away from the needle.

He was trying to see if she had a noticeable Adam’s apple, or if there was some five o’clock shadow starting to sprout after thirty hours stuck in a hospital. But her face was just as smooth as the underside of her arm. She’d probably been taking hormones for quite some time—maybe she’d even had procedures done to remove body hair completely…

“Get what you need?” she asked.

“I just need one more vial,” Frank said. He looked down at her body. She was so small and fragile-looking. She looked so harmless and so feminine. She was more feminine than the girl with the vibrator stuck in her asshole—even she had broad shoulders for her size. But Erin didn’t have broad shoulders, which was more impressive than her lack of an Adam’s apple.

“Why are you staring at me?” Erin asked.

And then Frank looked away swiftly. “I was just making sure you were okay,” he said.

“I’ve had blood taken before,” she said.

“Right.” Frank felt warmth burning in his cheeks. He forced a smile and he stepped away from Erin. He quickly labelled his vials and he got out of her room before the awkwardness became too overwhelming.

When he returned an hour later to check on her, she was asleep.

The guy who swallowed the condom had successfully passed the condom, so he’d been sent home. The man who’d had the small heart attack had been sent home with a prescription for his blood pressure. And the girl with the fractured hip had been transferred to another floor. So Erin was now Frank’s only patient.

Frank went and sat out behind his supervisor’s desk. He put his legs up on a free chair and he took a deep breath. It had been a hectic night, but it was almost over. All Frank wanted to do was get home and take a long shower—soap his hands a dozen times until he could forget about all of the asshole’s he’d been inside that day.

He felt a wave of relief when his supervisor returned from her break and sent him home early. He hurried home and went straight into the shower. He let the hot water stream down his body for nearly forty minutes. He nearly fell asleep standing up a few times, but he didn’t want to get out of the shower until he was as clean as humanly possible. And maybe it wasn’t the assholes he was trying to wash away—maybe it was Erin’s secret manhood. Maybe he felt dirty because he’d snuck around a tranny’s house and admired her lingerie and he’d touched her red lacy panties.

But that image refused to leave his mind: the image he saw on her iPad, and the image he’d created in his mind. He could see her perfectly: her smooth, soft naked body with her long, curved erection. Why did that image refuse to leave his mind? And why was that image so arousing?

Frank was certain that he wasn’t gay. He’d never felt anything for any man ever. In fact, sometimes when he had to deal with a male patient, he struggled. Performing anal extractions on females wasn’t so bad—but when he had to stick his rubber-clad fingers into a guy’s butthole… The thought alone was enough to make Frank gag.

But now, as he stood in the warm shower, surrounded by plumes of steam, he couldn’t shake that image from his mind, and he couldn’t stop his own cock from becoming erect. It stood tall and throbbed, as if it was calling out to him. He resisted at first, but his resistance didn’t last long. He caved and reached down to jerk himself off. At first he tried to think of other girls: old high school crushes, nurses that worked at the hospital with him, actresses he knew from TV… But it was the image of Erin that insisted on plaguing his mind—and she brought her big, hard cock with her.

It didn’t take Frank long to get off. He sprayed his shower wall with heavy globs of white cum. His legs trembled and he let out a long, elated groan. He wasn’t proud of himself, but at least the confusing feels left his body along with that warm white load. At least he was now free from the transgendered images in his mind—though that freedom wouldn’t last long. They came back to him in his dreams.

He had one particularly vivid dream in which his supervisor ordered him to jerk Erin off. He told his supervisor that he wouldn’t do it, and then she told him that his job was on the line, so he found himself on his knees before Erin’s hospital bed. He reached under her hospital gown and he wrapped his fingers around her girth. And after a minute of stroking, he stuck his head under that gown and he started sucking. Her strong thighs closed in on his head and he was stuck there when she started to unload her cum. Frank gagged but he liked it—he liked the warm feeling and he liked the taste. He even swallowed. He slipped out from under her hospital gown and then he crawled on top of her. They kissed. She tasted her own cum off of his lips. Frank knew he was kissing a biological male, but he didn’t seem to care—and he couldn’t seem to stop himself.

And then he woke up, springing up in his bed, glad that it was all just a dream, but terrified that it didn’t seem more like a nightmare.


CHAPTER VI

Frank was dreading work that Saturday. Not only were Saturdays terribly busy—mostly with people who didn’t have real emergencies, just minor problems that they didn’t have time to have checked out during the week—but Frank knew he would have to see Erin again.

But thankfully she wasn’t there when he arrived for work. A glimmer of warm hope filled his body when he considered the possibility that she’d been released early or transferred to someone else’s wing. But he also felt strangely sad, as if he was missing out on something that he’d been looking forward to—even though he’d been dreading their confrontation. It was probably just a residual emotion from when he still thought that she was a woman—he’d gotten himself very excited while he was in her home, snooping around through her things.

Frank was tempted to ask his supervisor if Erin had been released, but he wasn’t sure how to ask without making her think that he was interested in Erin; that was the last thing he wanted. It took him a few minutes before he figured out the right way to ask. “Any returning patients today?” he asked casually.

“Just one,” his supervisor said.

And once again, he was too afraid to prod any further and raise suspicion. But he didn’t need to prod any further. He was called to another floor to help with a CT scan. So he made his way to the elevator and he pushed past a crowd of patients to get onto the first one. At least three different people coughed on him as he went by—but that was something he was used to. In the two years he’d been working at the hospital, he’d developed a powerful immune system—no amount of coughing could get him sick.

It was a stuffed elevator. There were very few people in that elevator that actually needed to be at the hospital. Saturdays notoriously attracted hypochondriacs—people who had a scratchy throat and they assumed that meant throat cancer. The Saturday crowd was also especially timid. Whenever someone so much as cleared their throat, they would all jump and cower, as if that person had the power to spread the AIDS virus by coughing.

Frank made his way towards the CT scan room. He walked in and then he froze two steps into the doorway when he saw Erin, in her hospital gown, getting ready to be sent through the CT scan machine. She looked at him for a brief second and then looked away quickly.

But Frank couldn’t figure out why Erin was so embarrassed around Frank. Was it the way he reacted when he discovered her cock? Or was she like that around everyone who knew her secret? If so, then what was her plan when she decided to become a transgender? Did she just hope that no one would ever find out?

“The machine’s motor is broken,” the CT scan operator said. “So I’m going to need you to push her in slowly for me while I watch the screen in the other room.”

That damned CT scan had been broken for months. Frank had wasted many hours in that small room, pushing patients through that small donut-shaped hole. It wouldn’t have been so bad if each patient didn’t take so long. One patient had to be pushed through a dozen times (and each time takes a good ten minutes) because she wouldn’t stop squirming; she was claustrophobic, and the donut hole was literally her worst nightmare.

“Just say when,” Frank said.

So the operator went into his little operator’s room and then his voice came through a speaker on the ceiling. “Okay, Ms. Brooks. You can move your eyes and you can speak, but you can’t move anything else, okay? Otherwise we’ll have to restart the whole scan.”

She nodded her head. “Got it,” she said. She looked at Frank for a moment, and now Frank was the one to look away quickly. He became suddenly flustered—as if she could tell that he’d masturbated to the thought of her just twelve hours before. But of course she couldn’t tell that—such a proposition was preposterous.

“Okay, Frank. Go ahead and start pushing her,” said the operator. He didn’t need to tell Frank how quickly to push because he’d already told him a dozen times over the past couple of months. Frank started to slowly push Erin through the machine. It was a heavy machine; he had to lean over Erin in order to make it move. It was almost impossible not to look at Erin—and the longer he avoided eye contact, the more awkward he was making the rest of his night. So he finally caved and looked down at her.

She was looking up at him, still too embarrassed to speak.

“So,” Frank said awkwardly. “Get a good sleep last night?”

“It was okay,” Erin said.

“Okay, stop there for a moment,” the operator said through the speaker in the ceiling. So Frank stopped pushing. But he kept his hands on the rolling bed’s handles.

“Yeah, those hospital beds aren’t the most comfortable beds in the world,” Frank said.

“I survived. Just a few more days—hopefully less than that,” Erin said.

And then the awkward silence returned. Erin looked away from Frank and Frank looked away from Erin. Frank couldn’t help but notice that Erin’s crotch was currently under the CT scan’s scanners. The operator was probably staring at a detailed image of her long member.

“I wish they would let me move around. I was told this morning that I wasn’t even allowed to flip myself over—apparently I need help if I want to roll onto my side,” Erin said, her eyes pointed at a random spot on the ceiling.

“It’s for the best,” Frank said. His eyes were on the floor.

“Okay, push her a little bit further. I’ll tell you when to stop. Okay, keep going, keep going… And stop,” said the operator. Now the operator was looking at her abdomen, where some of the internal damage apparently was. Now, Erin was looking at Frank again. “Do you hate me?” she asked.

“Hate you? Why would I hate you?” Frank asked. He looked into her eyes and saw that she really wasn’t kidding.

She stared at him with a blank look on her face. “I don’t know. You just got weird on me.”

“I didn’t get weird,” Frank said.

“You’re being weird right now.”

“I’m not being weird right now.”

“Yes you are,” she said. And then a silence took over the room. Frank knew that she was right—he did become awkward when he found out she had a cock. But why did she want him to admit it so badly? Why did she want him to acknowledge that she had a dick instead of a pussy? And why did he have to be okay with that? Was he not free to feel however he wanted to feel? “Just admit that you think I’m a weirdo,” she said.

“I don’t think you’re a weirdo. I just…” He didn’t finish that thought because he had no idea where that thought was going. But he certainly regretted starting that thought.

“You just what?” she asked, staring directly into his eyes.

His heart stammered. “I don’t know what I was going to say,” he said.

“Yes you do,” she said.

“I really don’t.”

“You just think it’s weird that I’ve got a dick and not a pussy,” she said.

Frank felt a rush of warmth fill his face. He tried not to squirm as he held the handles of the CT machine. The last thing he wanted was to have to restart the entire test because he accidentally nudged the machine a touch. “I don’t think that’s weird,” Frank said.

“Why not? It is weird—it’s obviously weird.”

“Okay, so maybe it’s a bit weird. So what?” Frank said.

“Okay, push the bed a little bit further. I’ll tell you when to stop. Keep going… Okay, stop,” said the CT scan operator.

There was another silence in the room. “I just wanted to make sure that I knew why you were being weird,” she said, and then that silence remained in the room for the rest of the CT scan. Luckily, they didn’t have to restart. The operator got everything he needed after fifteen minutes, and Frank was sent back to his wing, to meet his new patients for the night.


CHAPTER VII

Frank went from room to room, introducing himself to his nightly patients. He was happy to see that almost every room was occupied, so he wouldn’t have to awkwardly linger around Erin’s room all night. He would always have an excuse to leave her room as quickly as possible.

It was the young woman in room four who caught his attention. She was a petite blonde with long braids and tits that were way too big for her small body. She looked like she belonged stuffed into a dirndl, holding two large glass mugs full of frothy beer.

“My name’s Linda Lou—You can call me Lindy,” she said, before Frank had a chance to say anything. “I’m from Tennessee—not too far from Dolly Parton’s house, in case you’re interested.” It was hard for Frank to get a word in. The girl loved to talk—she probably loved hearing her own voice. Frank was surprised to see on her chart that she was being monitored after a complicated breast reduction surgery. He looked over the chart at her large rack. These were smaller? How big were they before?

“I’m Frank. I’ll be your nurse for the night,” Frank said. And before he could say anymore, Linda Lou started telling him about a cookie recipe that she’d been meaning to try out. And it wasn’t long after that when she started talking about sports. “Do you like football? A handsome man like you—I bet you like football. Am I wrong?”

“I don’t really have time to watch,” Frank said.

“Well you’ve got to make time—for your own sanity. You can’t just go around working all the time.”

Linda Lou had a big mouth, but she was cute—and she was the perfect distraction from Erin. If Frank wanted to pull his mind away from the thought of Erin’s long, smooth cock, all he had to do was walk into Linda Lou’s room and she would give him five-hundred different topics to think about—though none of it was terribly profound. She liked to talk about her hometown, her favourite football team, and what she planned on cooking for dinner over the next few weeks. But any distraction was a good distraction.

But Linda Lou couldn’t distract Frank from his newly assigned task. “I need you to sponge the girl in room two,” said Frank’s supervisor. And the girl in room two was Erin. The hospital had a policy: every patient needs to be bathed once every fifty-two hours, and a nurse needs to perform the bathing if the patient is unable to do so by themselves.

Frank’s heart was pounding, even though he’d bathed hundreds, if not thousands of patients before Erin—male and female. But even when he first started working at the hospital and he was assigned his first patient, his heart never pounded like it was pounding now. He took a deep breath as he gathered the sponge, soap, and bowl from the supply closet. His legs started trembling as he filled the bowl with warm water. And then he became lightheaded as he stepped into Erin’s room, closing the curtain behind him.

“What’s all that?” Erin said, looking up from her iPad.

“Hospital policy,” Frank said. His voice cracked slightly. “Every three days, patients need to be bathed.”

“Can’t I refuse?” she said.

Frank stood quietly near the door for a moment. “I don’t know. No one’s ever refused before.”

“Would you get into trouble if I refused?” she asked.

Frank shrugged his shoulders. He thought about it: Would he get into trouble? His supervisor probably wouldn’t be thrilled to hear that she refused. She wasn’t smelly or anything, but she was potentially going to be stuck in that bed for another few days—so it was only downhill from here. Frank was half-hoping that she would refuse the bath, and he was slightly disappointed when she didn’t refuse as he started to walk towards her. He cleared his throat and said, “It will only take a few minutes.”

He placed the bowl down on the table next to her. “Do you mind if I, uh, take off your gown?”

“I guess you have to do what you have to do,” she said.

Frank’s hands were trembling as he gently pulled back Erin’s hospital gown. As soon as her bare chest was visible, his heart began to stammer and stutter. He could feel beads of cold sweat tickling the back of his neck. He pulled the gown down further, pulling it over her crotch, slowly revealing her long, flaccid cock. He tried not to look at it, but it was always there, teasing his peripheral vision.

He grabbed the sponge and got it soaked with warm, soapy water. He squeezed it out and then he held up one of Erin’s arms—he was taught to always start with the arms, move to the torso, and then the crotch. The idea was to start with something harmless and then get the private areas out of the way quickly so the patient didn’t feel too humiliated for too long. But Frank didn’t follow the protocol. Once he was done her arms, he found himself gently wiping her face, and then her stomach. He looked at her perky tits—he could do the tits… They looked like real breasts, so it didn’t seem too terribly awkward.

He ran the sponge over her rack. He watched as her breasts gently wobbled in place. Her nipples were tall and hard. Frank squirmed. He didn’t want to spend too long with her breasts, but he didn’t want to finish too quickly and make her think that he was uncomfortable, even though it was terribly obvious on his face, and he knew it.

But he couldn’t believe her breasts. They didn’t feel fake. They were soft and bouncy like real breasts, and there were no visible scars… Was it possible that the breasts developed from the use of hormone replacement therapy?

“I think my tits are clean,” she said after a moment. And Frank snapped back to reality. He’d zoned out while rubbing her soft chest. He quickly pulled his hands away and he dipped the sponge back into the bowl.

“Sorry—I guess I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night,” he said with dark red cheeks. He squeezed the sponge and brought it back to her legs. He gently lifted her legs up while he ran the sponge up and down. As he came up her thighs, his fingers came awfully close to her cock, which was hanging down perfectly between her thighs. It was a big cock—especially big considering she was a woman. Frank bit down on the edge of his tongue as he tried not to look at it—but it was so close now. How could he not look at it? What else was he supposed to look at?

“Almost done,” he said.

There was only her cock left. He knew he just had to get it over with, but he was strangely terrified—though he wasn’t sure why he was so terrified. He’d cleaned many cocks before and he’d successfully managed to feel nothing, as if he was cleaning any other part of the person’s body. But somehow this felt different. “This will just take one second,” he said.

He slipped a hand underneath her package and he gently lifted it up so that he could run his soapy sponge around her junk. Her cock was warm and he could feel it throbbing. It was protocol not to use the sponge on the actual penis, as the sponge is a bit irritating to most people. It was standard to squirt some soap into the hand and clean the phallus manually, so that’s what Frank did. With a handful of soap and warm water, he began to massage the feminine cock. He could still feel it throbbing—and he couldn’t help but notice that it had gotten bigger and harder.

But he wasn’t done. He still needed to get the soap off. So he scooped another handful of warm water and he did a second tour around the cock, running his fingers under her ball sack and down her shaft. And she was harder again. Now her cock was beginning to direct itself upwards, towards her abdomen. She was becoming erect from Frank’s cleaning.

And she wasn’t the only one. Frank could feel his own cock pressing tightly against the thin fabric of his cotton underwear. Massaging the cock felt strangely arousing. His heart was pounding and now he felt himself full of terror and confusion: he was enjoying the process, which was exactly what he was afraid of.

“Okay, all done,” he said, pulling his hand away.

Erin’s face was dark red. She was almost certainly humiliated, seeing as she’d just gotten an erection in front of her nurse. Her lips parted slightly and then she finally pushed the words out. “Are you sure? It still feels a bit dirty.”

Frank cleared his throat and he looked down at the impeccably clean cock. “Maybe it could use a once over,” he said, his heart stammering and coughing. So he scooped up a bit more warm soapy water and he grabbed her cock again, this time holding a bit more firmly as he ran his fingers up and down her shaft. He watched as he pulled back her foreskin. He could see her veins pulsing, filling her cock with as much blood as it could hold. She was rock-hard now, and she probably wasn’t too far away from coming.

“The tip feels especially dirty,” she said. So Frank moved his grip towards her tip. He jerked and massaged while her tip became redder and redder.

“Is that helping?” he asked.

“I think so,” she said, and then she let out a soft moan. Her cock was huge, standing tall, nine inches in the air. Frank couldn’t pull his gaze away from the mesmerizing sight: his hand massaging the tip of her impressive fleshy tower. Her tip was amazingly smooth and bulbous. He loved the way it shined, glistening with a mixture of warm water and pre-cum. “I think you’re almost done,” she said with a tense voice. So Frank massaged faster. He used his free hand to stroke her shaft—mostly just so he could feel her warm, throbbing veins again.

Erin was looking into Frank’s eyes. So Frank looked into her eyes, and then he couldn’t look away. She was stunning. Her eyes were sparkling and beautiful. She looked so cute with her red cheeks.

“My ass is still a bit dirty, too,” she said. So Frank took a hand and brought it down. He pressed two fingers into her butthole while he continued to massage her shaft. “Oh God,” he groaned. She finally closed her eyes and tilted her head back. Her whole body became tense and she started to squirm all over. “You’re so close,” she said.

Frank’s jaw was trembling. He couldn’t believe what he was doing. He was fingering a tranny while pumping her cock. But why? Why couldn’t he stop himself? How did he get roped into doing it?

He pressed his fingers far into her ass, until he could feel her prostate (he knew where it was thanks to far too many anal exams). He massaged it gently. He knew it didn’t take much. A couple of seconds later, Erin was moaning loudly. Both of her knees rose up and her feet extended while her toes attempted to clutch the hospital bed sheets. “Holy fuck!” she groaned.

And then Frank watched as white streamers blasted into the air. They came down hard, splatting on her abdomen and chest. She squirmed and groaned and clutched at Frank while her seemingly endless cumshot carried on. And Frank couldn’t look away. He was entranced—mesmerized—hypnotized. She was beautiful—even more beautiful with her hard erection towering tall and blasting cum into the air like an upright cannon. It was almost a shame when it was over and Frank had to slip his fingers out from Erin’s asshole.

He used a handful of paper towel to clean the cum off of her body, and then he used the sponge to make her clean again. And she was silent, still revelling in the lingering euphoria of her orgasm. She took a deep breath. “I feel much cleaner now,” she said with a red-cheeked grin.

“Good,’ Frank said. “If you ever feel dirty again, just—uh—remember that I technically have to give you a sponge bath whenever you request one.”

Her smile grew a little bit bigger. “Noted,” she said.


CHAPTER VIII

It was around 3:00 AM when Frank came into Erin’s room and found that she was awake and on her iPad. “What are you doing? You should be resting,” he said.

She looked up from her iPad and said, “I can’t sleep.”

“Why not?”

“I’ve never been able to sleep on my back. I’m a stomach-sleeper. I know they say that’s not good for your back or whatever…”

“It’s really not,” Frank said.

“Well, that’s the way that I am, I guess. Would it complicate my internal damage or whatever if I rolled onto my stomach?” she asked.

Frank stood silently for a moment. He picked up her chart to see what the doctors found with their CT scan. Apparently the only worrisome damage was to one of her lungs—and Frank could see no reason why laying on her stomach would hurt her lung any further. “Maybe for a few hours—but I’ll flip you back over before the doctors come in in the morning.”

She smiled—a smile that made Frank smile. He walked over to her, pulled her blanket back, and gently slipped his hands under her body. “Okay, so I need you to very gently push yourself onto your side. Don’t strain. If anything hurts, just stop right away, okay?” She got herself up on her side and then Frank guided her down onto her stomach. “How does that feel?”

“It feels fine. Though I feel very hot. Do you think you could pull back the blanket?” she asked. So Frank pulled the blanket back, exposing her bare back. “A little more?” He pulled it back further, exposing her lower back.

“Just another two feet or so,” she said.

“Then you’ll be naked,” he said.

“Is that not okay?” she asked. “Just for a couple of minutes, until I cool off.”

So Frank pulled the blanket down to her knees, exposing her perky, round bum. “Is that better?” he asked, looking down at her soft bottom. He found himself looking back at the room’s curtain door constantly, worried his supervisor was going to randomly pop her head in—not something she did often, but something that happened from time to time.

“It’s much better. But I was wondering if maybe you could check on something while you’re here,” she said.

Frank looked back at that curtain again. “Sure—what is it?” he asked.

“I thought I felt a slight tingling and I was wondering if you could feel to make sure everything is normal.”

“Well, I’m not a doctor,” Frank said. “I’m just a nurse.”

“I don’t need a doctor. You’ll do just fine. Do you think you could help me?”

Frank knew it was bait. He knew she was trying to seduce him—and it was working. He found himself trying to think of reasons not to let her seduce him. Of course there was the chance of getting caught—but did the benefits outweigh the risks? Was the pleasure worth the risk? He looked back at that curtain again. “Where is the tingling?” he asked.

“It’s in my bum. You might need something longer than a finger to feel for it though.” Frank caught on fast. He knew she wanted him to fuck her in the ass with his cock—and it was awfully tempting. But if he was caught fucking a patient on bed rest, he would probably lose his job. And there was only a curtain between him and his supervisor. He was already lucky enough that his supervisor didn’t overhear the handjob he gave Erin earlier. If she started screaming while he cock was deep in her ass, he was done—no one would ever hire him again.

“At least spread my cheeks to see if you can see anything unusual,” she said. So Frank gently reached down and grabbed both of her butt cheeks. He pulled them apart and found himself looking down at her perfect puckering hole. “Maybe you can feel it around the rim. It’s definitely tingling.”

Frank took a deep breath in, but the breath was staggered as he was trembling. He reached down with a single fingertip and touched her rubbery asshole. He gently circled his finger around it. “Do you feel it? The tingling?” she asked.

He could feel a tingling in his own body, down between his legs. His poor cock was constantly getting hard around her, but never getting off. He wanted to get off. He wanted to unload inside of her perfect body. And he was starting to forget what he had to worry about. He gently pressed his fingertip into her asshole.

She moaned gently. “That feels nice, but if you’re going to feel the real tingling, you’ll need something a lot bigger.”

And once again, Frank looked back at the curtain door. The hospital was silent. Everyone was asleep, except for Frank’s supervisor. If he was fast, there would be a small chance of being caught—but he had to be fast. And if he was going to be fast, then he needed to get started.

So he quickly untied the string of his scrub bottoms and he let them fall to the floor. He gently got up onto Erin’s hospital bed. It creaked under their combined weight. He found himself fondling her ass cheeks, spreading them, staring down that magnificent hole. From his vantage point now, she was a female—there was nothing suggesting that she was a male—no sign of her cock or even the implied bulge of her Adam’s apple.

Frank looked down at his own cock, which was hard and throbbing. He pointed it down and nestled his tip between her cheeks. She swayed her bum slightly, teasing him, making him want it even more. And he really wanted it. He had to have that juicy ass. He had to fill her with his hot load—and he wasn’t going to last long.

There was a bottle of medical lubricant in a drawer next to Erin’s bed. Frank grabbed it and squirted a healthy glob between her cheeks. She flinched. “It’s cold,” she said.

“Sorry,” Frank said. It wouldn’t be cold for long. It was already heating up from the combined heat of Frank’s cock and Erin’s tush. Frank mashed the lubricant up and down her crack using his cock, and then he started to press the lubricant into her hole.

She clenched the bed sheets with both hands as Frank pressed in. His veins throbbed against her anal walls, and her anal walls puckered against his cock. It felt nice—so incredibly satisfying. He sunk deeper and deeper, watching as his cock disappeared into her anus. “Oh shit,” he muttered. He felt too good—it shouldn’t have felt so good. His cock was in a biological male’s anus—it was supposed to feel wrong and uncomfortable. He wanted to be grossed out. He wanted to gag. But he’d never been more turned on in his life.

He started to thrust gently, pulling his cock up and then plunging it down. It was only a dozen thrusts or so before he was pushing all of his cock inside of her, pressing his pelvis down against her bum.

“Mm, that feels good,” she said. She reached back and spread her butt cheeks, showing off her rubbery hole as it clutched Frank’s cock every time he pulled back, as if it didn’t want him to go. But he was going nowhere. He had no plans of pulling out until her ass was full of his white, warm load—and he wasn’t too far away.

He held her hips firmly and pumped ferociously. His pelvis slapping against her ass was loud, but he couldn’t help himself. He’d completely forgotten about his supervisor or even the other patients. He suddenly found himself wanting to make her come—to make her groan and scream. And after a minute, she was trying her best not to scream, holding one hand over her lips to stop herself from yelling as loudly as she could.

He could feel her asshole stretching to accommodate his thick girth. Her anal walls were throbbing with pleasure and she would have squirmed right off that bed had Frank not been there to hold her down. “I’m close,” he whispered through clenched teeth.

“Fill me—my God, please fill my little asshole,” she begged.

He came down harder and harder and harder, slapping his pelvis louder and louder. Her bed sheets were a mess now, bunched up and pushed against the head of the bed, exposing the cold, bare plastic mattress below. “I’m coming!” Frank groaned. He held her hips tight, pulling her body firmly against his. And then he unloaded deep inside of her body.

She squirmed for a moment longer before falling limp on her bed. Then Frank rolled off, but he stuck around to watch as his heavy load billowed out from her tight tush hole. He got some paper towel and wiped the rogue creampie off of her ball sack before fixing her bed sheets and flipping her over. “Are you okay?” he asked.

Her face was dark red but her eyes were glistening. “I’m great,” she said with a cute smile.

Frank’s stomach turned as he left her little room. He knew he’d just done something very wrong. He’d crossed so many lines at once—but he’d gotten away with it. He wasn’t caught and he wasn’t worried that Erin was going to tattle on him—but that didn’t make it right. He’d still fucked a biological male in the ass. He’d still fucked a patient who was stuck on bed rest.

A part of Frank was happy knowing that in a few hours, his weekend would begin. He wouldn’t have to come into work again until Tuesday night—and by Tuesday night, Erin will already be discharged—either to her house or to another floor. Either way, she wouldn’t be Frank’s problem—though problem may have not been the correct word. Vice was probably more appropriate, or temptation.

Frank didn’t need Erin in his life. He had a happy little life—it was simple, and that’s the way he wanted to keep it. He didn’t need a transgender fling complicating things. He wanted to get married one day, and maybe have kids. He couldn’t possibly introduce Erin to his family, and she wasn’t biologically capable of having kids. So why would he waste his time and risk both his personal and professional reputations? He had to think logically and clearly—and the clear solution to his current crisis was to let Erin fade away, let her become a distant memory.


CHAPTER IX

Frank spent his weekend like a drug addict at rehab. He was detoxing—getting his strange Erin obsession out from his head. For the first few hours of his first day off, he found himself online, trying to find pictures of her. He even found himself staring at that single profile picture she had on her mostly-vacant Facebook page. He got a little bit of relief after his shower, after he rubbed a big cumshot out while thinking about her long, smooth cock.

But the relief was short lived. Within an hour, she was back on his mind. The worst part about it was that he knew he could have her. He just had to walk down to the hospital and she would be there. He could slip in and fuck her and be home before dinner.  And there were many times throughout the day when he wanted to do just that. But he had to keep reminding himself: she’s a man and she’s not what I want in a future partner. So he stayed far away from that hospital.

And with every passing hour, he felt a little more hopeful. The thoughts didn’t go away, but the change that she would be discharged grew larger. Soon she wouldn’t be at the hospital anymore and it wouldn’t matter how many temptations snuck into Frank’s mind: there would be no ladyboy to fuck. And once she was gone it would just be a matter of time before his mind detoxed and she became nothing more than a memory. Though there was one problem…

Frank knew where she lived. He still had her address written on a little piece of paper, and even if he threw out that piece of paper, he still knew how to get to her place. He couldn’t just delete that information from his memory. And he could message her on Facebook if he really wanted to—so he had many ways of getting in touch with her, even after she left the hospital.

So Frank knew he was stuck fighting the temptations, and all he could do was hope that they wouldn’t get any worse than they were now. But as the hours passed, Frank’s fears became true.

Maybe the temptations weren’t getting stronger—maybe Frank’s will was just getting weaker. He found himself walking towards the hospital on his day off, trembling slightly, excited to have a naughty romp with a pretty trap. Once the hospital was in sight, that trembling became stronger. His head became cloudy with anxiety. He’d worked with drug addicts many times before—he used to be a nurse in the detox wing of the hospital—and he knew that his current symptoms weren’t so much different from a meth addict’s symptoms. He stopped a block from the hospital and gave himself a slap on the face. “What are you doing?” he said to himself.

It took a lot of his willpower, but he managed to walk away from the hospital.

He started walking back towards his house when he felt something in his pocket. It was hard and a little bit sharp. He pulled it out: it was Erin’s house key. He must have forgotten to give it back. His heart stuttered and he found himself walking towards her house now. His plan was to slip the key under her front mat. He wouldn’t knock on the door or ring the doorbell—he would leave within seconds of arriving…

But once he found himself standing on her doorstep, he was overwhelmed by the temptation to see her. What was one more visit—one more romp? And then he could break things off with her. He could politely tell her that she was a mistake and he never meant to get romantic with her. She would understand. And if she didn’t understand—even better. If she slammed the door in his face, at least then he would know that she was no longer available to him, and he could start the process of moving on without any temptations.

So he knocked on the door and waited for a response. But there was no response. He walked around the house and looked through the window. The house was dark. It didn’t look like Erin was home. So was she still at the hospital? Had she not been discharged yet?

Frank found himself back at the front door, now with the key in her front door’s lock. He turned it and let himself into her house. “Hey Erin! You home?” he called out. But his call was met with no response. She wasn’t in the house, so she must have still been at the hospital. And it was 7:00 PM now—a couple of hours after they stop discharging patients for the evening, which meant she probably wouldn’t be coming home tonight.

Frank closed the front door and found himself alone in her house—and he felt like a little kid in a candy store. Everything smelled like her: that amazing oaky perfume. Frank took a gander through her closet, looking at all of her lingerie. He snooped through drawers like a crazy stalker, and in the far back of one of her dresser drawers he found a stack of Polaroid photos. They were all mirror selfies of Erin, dressed in different outfits—mostly lingerie, some swimwear, all sexy.

He found her laptop computer in the kitchen. There was no password, so getting in was easy. He spent a few minutes searching through her folders before he found a webcam video of her jerking off. In the video she had a dildo in her asshole. Frank watched with mesmerized eyes for a few minutes before he started wondering where that dildo was. He got up and zipped around the house, his heart pounding. He looked in every drawer.

His body was teeming with intense sexual energy. He was obsessed with Erin, like a junky after twenty-four hours of being clean.

He found the dildo along with a few other sex toys in a box under the bed. One of the toys was a Fleshlight, which Frank grabbed along with Erin’s Playboy costume and a pair of her panties from her dirty laundry bin. He pressed the panties to his face and he pressed his cock into the Fleshlight. He loved the thought that her erect cock had been in the same Fleshlight. He loved the feeling of the satin Playboy costume in his hands.

Like a complete pervert, he came in her sex toy. And then his senses returned to him and he realized how insane his little break in masturbation act was. He quickly cleaned everything up and got it back to where he found it. Then he put that key under her front mat and he got far, far away from her house. “Never again,” he told himself. And this time he meant it. This time he was serious. He wanted nothing to do with her. He hated what she was turning him into: a degenerate freak. He’d just committed an act that was crazy enough to have him put on the sexual offenders watch list. He didn’t need that kind of degeneracy in his life. He liked his life—it was simple and everything made sense and was the way it was supposed to be. And that’s the way it would stay.


CHAPTER X

Before Frank even scrubbed up on his first day back from his weekend, he went up to his usual wing and he carefully peeked into each room. When he came upon her room, he stepped back and tried to get a look in without poking his head through the curtain. There was a slight slit that he was able to see through—and through it, he could see Erin. She was still under observation, and she would continue to be his patient until she was discharged.

Frank sighed. The past thirty-six hours had been hard enough, trying to keep her out of his head so that he could feel normal. Now, all of that progress was going to be ruined.

Frank casually asked his supervisor what Erin was still doing there—he didn’t want to ask Erin, because he was trying to minimize his contact with her, for the sake of his own sanity. “The doctors ordered more tests and the machines were all booked up,” said Frank’s supervisor. Frank tried not to groan in front of her. He went off to get into his scrubs, and then he was excited when he was sent down to emergency to help with the busy Tuesday evening crowd.

There were no anal extractions tonight—though Frank did have to show one female patient how to properly apply a vaginal ointment, and he was pretty sure that she was about to moan when he touched her clit. “So I just put it on like this?” the patient asked, and then she mimicked Frank’s demonstration, reaching down between her legs to stroke her pussy and rub her clit. The sight made Frank’s cheeks red. Frank thought that his demonstration was unnecessary, but her demonstration was even more unnecessary. Frank was starting to think that she was just looking for an excuse to rub her pussy in front of a man.

The rest of the night was filled with broken arms, sprained ankles, and nut allergies. The lobby started to clear out around 9:00 PM, and Frank was sent back up to his wing, which had also mostly cleared out for the evening. Now there were only three patients left, and one of them was Erin.

“It’s been three days since her last bath—you don’t mind, do you?” Frank’s supervisor asked.

Frank forced a smile and shook his head. “I don’t mind,” he said. But he did mind—it was the last thing he wanted. He gathered the sponge and soap and bowl and then he took a deep breath before slipping through the curtain into her room. And then he saw her for the first time in three days.

Her face lit up and her eyes sparkled. He’d almost forgotten how beautiful she was. He’d almost forgotten how feminine she looked, even without any makeup. “My favourite nurse is back,” she said. Frank’s heart stuttered. Erin’s gaze drifted down to the bowl. “I was starting to worry that someone else was going to bathe me.”

Frank smiled and approached. He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t want to start a conversation with her because he knew it would just end with him falling for her all over again. He needed to keep his cool and he needed to stand to his morals.

“Not feeling too chatty today?” she asked.

“I’m just really tired,” Frank said.

“Well I’ll wake you up—don’t worry,” she said with a big, cute grin.

Frank started to pull away her hospital gown. He’d forgotten how perfect her body was. He’d forgotten how real her tits looked, and how smooth her skin was. And he’d even forgotten how much he loved that oaky perfume. He pulled the gown down further to reveal her cock. His heart stuttered—he’d forgotten how easily turned on he was by the sight of her thick throbber.

And he found himself thinking: what’s one more time? Would it really be the end of the world to indulge one last time? And wouldn’t it be rude not to?  What if she was stuck in the hospital for the rest of the week—how could Frank see her every day after rejecting her?

“Before you start, could you do me a favour, nurse, and check to make sure everything looks okay down there?” Erin said. She carefully lifted up her legs. She grabbed her knees and pulled them back to her chest. So Frank sunk down to his knees and he found himself staring at her asshole and her cock. “I think you need to get closer if you’re going to see anything.” So Frank got a bit closer. “Closer still,” she said. So he got closer. “A bit closer.”

Now Frank’s nose was nearly touching her ball sack. He laughed nervously. He wanted to stick his cock into that hole and fill it with his warm load. He wanted to grab that cock and jerk it off until the room was covered in her white substance. “It looks fine,” Frank said with a trembling voice.

“You’re still not close enough,” she said. So he moved in a bit closer—his lips were almost touching her puckering hole. And that’s when Erin reached out and grabbed his head and pulled it in to her ass. His nose pressed against the soft flesh between her cock and asshole. His forehead pressed against her warm ball sack. And his mouth pressed against her hole. And he didn’t hesitate—he started eating her out. He circled her rim with the tip of his tongue for a minute before pressing his tongue into her hole. Both of his hands ended up on her ass, spreading her cheeks so he had easier access to her hole. And he could feel her cock throbbing against his forehead.

She moaned gently. And that moan energized him. He took a deep breath and found himself grabbing her cock and pulling it into his mouth. He sucked it, feeling it getting harder on his tongue. He kept sucking, now with a few fingers in her asshole. He would suck for a moment and then he would eat out her hole for another moment before restarting the cycle.

And then he found himself reaching down, slipping his fingers down into his scrubs, and jerking himself off. He’d lost control of himself completely. In that moment, he’d forgotten about all of his reservations. He just wanted her and nothing else—and that’s what he was getting.

His cock bloated and twitched and tingled. He moaned.

“Are you going to come before me?” she asked quietly.

“I think so,” Frank said, clenching hard to hold back his orgasm.

“Catch it and rub it on my cock,” she said. “I want your load all over my dick.” She was staring into his eyes when she said it—with that cute grin on her face. It was enough to push Frank over the edge. He squirmed and groaned and then he came into the palm of his hand. And he followed her command: bringing the cum up and wiping it up and down Erin’s throbbing erection, coating her with his white goo. “Now suck it,” she said. And Frank was so hypnotized that he followed that command too. He pulled her erection into his mouth and sucked, tasting his own cum. It was only a few seconds later when he was tasting her cum as well. She started unloading in his mouth, her thighs hugging his head.

As she released him, he coughed and spat out some of her cum. He tried to hold the rest in, but there was so much—at least a few gulps to get it all down. She was staring into his eyes now with that big grin. “I missed you,” she said.

And as he stared back into her eyes, he remembered his morals, and he remembered that he needed to cut things off with her. It didn’t matter how much he enjoyed their naughty flings and it didn’t matter how convincing or pretty she was—she wasn’t a woman and she couldn’t be his girlfriend.

So he was silent as he quickly bathed her with the sponge and soapy water, and then he didn’t say much as he left to go tend to his other patients. He left Erin alone with a sad, confused look on her face. He tried not to feel guilty, but it was hard. He knew he was breaking her heart, but he knew that she would rebound. There was probably lots of guys out there who would be happy to be with a girl like her: a girl with an extra appendage between her thighs. But that guy wasn’t Frank.


CHAPTER XI

Frank was almost done his shift—which was one of the hardest shifts of his life, trying to avoid contact with Erin—when he overheard a few doctors talking in the hallway, just a few steps away from Erin’s room. “Are you sure the tests are accurate?” one doctor said. Frank stopped at the nearby water fountain and eavesdropped with his back to the doctors.

“I’m afraid they are. As soon as the surgeon is in, she needs to get in first,” he said. “Get the nurses started on the paperwork as soon as possible, so there are no delays.”

“Have you told her yet?”

“Not yet. I think we should tell her closer to when the surgeon gets in. Her chances are better if she gets a bit of rest between now and then.”

“And what are her chances?”

“I’d give her 20% if she’s lucky. The internal bleeding hasn’t stopped since she’s been here, and some of her organs have already started to fail her. Stopping the bleeding won’t be easy, but if we don’t try, then she’ll only live another day or two at the most. It’s a miracle she’s not in a ton of pain.”

Frank looked back at the doctors. Surely they weren’t talking about Erin, were they? Erin wasn’t in that bad of shape—was she? Frank pretended to walk by casually. He bumped into one of the doctors, making him drop his chart. Frank dropped to the ground quickly and grabbed it. “I’m so sorry,” he said. He quickly looked at the name on the chart before handing it back to the doctor.

“No worries. Just be more careful next time,” the doctor said with a scowl.

And the name on the chart was Erin Brooks. Erin would soon be going in for a surgery with just a 20% survival rate, and she had no idea. Frank felt sick. He was suddenly overwhelmed with an intense guilt. He wasn’t responsible for her life-threatening condition, but he would be responsible for sending her off to her death feeling hopeless and sad and confused.

Someone tapped on Frank’s shoulder, making him jump. It was his supervisor. “Your shift is over. You can go home now,” she said.

Frank stared blankly into his supervisor’s eyes for a moment before saying, “Yeah, okay.” He went to get out of his scrubs. But the thought wouldn’t leave his head: Erin was probably going to die, and he would never see her again.

He’d never felt the excitement that he felt around Erin before. He’d never been obsessed with any girl the way he was obsessed with Erin. And was that really something to be ashamed of? Did it really matter what she had between her legs? And why could he not bring her home to meet his parents? Why did he care what they thought—if they could even tell that she was biologically male, which they almost certainly wouldn’t be able to.

Frank’s head was spinning. Everything he thought he knew was falling apart before him. He suddenly couldn’t understand the reasoning behind his own morals. Erin was his dream girl and she was about to be sent off to her death sad and scared and alone. His final encounter with the woman of his dreams was a quick IV check, without a single second of eye contact. She even said goodbye and he had pretended not to hear her, so he could avoid having to look at her.

He wanted to fall to the ground and cry. He couldn’t leave without saying goodbye. He couldn’t leave without telling her that he loved her more than he’d ever loved any woman before—even though he hardly knew her. He hated that he hardly knew her and that he would never get a chance to really know her.

For so many years, he’d wished he could be like the doctors, getting whatever girls they wanted—and he was finally given the chance to get the one girl he wanted, and he blew it.

So instead of leaving for his house, he ran up to her room. She was asleep when he slipped past her curtain. He hesitated before waking her up, remembering what the doctor said about her chances being better after a good rest—but he couldn’t help himself. He had to say goodbye. He had to tell her he loved her. And surely her chances would be better if she had hope—if she felt that she had something to live for.

“I don’t want you to die,” he said as she opened her eyes slowly.

“What? What are you talking about?” she said with a groggy voice.

“I love you. I want you to move in with me when you’re out of here. You’ll be my girlfriend. I don’t care if that’s moving to fast. I want to move fast. In fact, let’s get married. Where should we get married? I’ve always wanted a wedding on the beach, but if you don’t want that, that’s fine. If you just want to get married in town, I’m cool with that too.”

“What?” she said.

Frank stared into her beautiful eyes. He tried not to cry, knowing it could be the last time he saw those eyes full of wonder and life. “There’s something I’m not supposed to tell you—and maybe I shouldn’t tell you. So maybe I won’t—I don’t know. But I just want you to know that I’m here, and I’m going to be here, waiting. I’m not going to go home. I’ll be here when you’re finished.”

“What are you on about? Are you crying?” She smiled—that same cute smile that Frank fell in love with. But now it just hurt his heart to see that smile. She was oblivious to the fate that was awaiting her. She had no idea that she quite possibly only had a few more hours to live.

“Move over,” he said. He had to help her scooch to the side so that he could fit on the hospital bed with her. It was a tight squeeze, but he was happy to be pressed against her body.

“I like you, Frank, but you’re freaking me out,” she said. “Do you actually want to get married or did you just have a mental breakdown?”

“I want to get married. There’s a chapel downstairs—maybe we can convince the priest there to marry us.”

“I can’t tell if you’re being serious or not.”

Frank kissed Erin on the lips, and the kiss lasted a whole minute—the best minute of Frank’s life. In that minute, everything made sense. He knew exactly what he wanted in life. He knew exactly what he needed to be happy—and he had all of it in that very moment. “Am I dying or something?” Erin asked with a laugh. And then that smile disappeared. The answer must have been obvious on Frank’s face. “Oh my God,” she said, her face suddenly a shade of white.

“I’m sorry. I’m not supposed to tell you. There’s a chance you’ll live—20%. That’s not terrible. I’ve seen worse. You’ll be fine. I’m not going to leave. I’ll be outside the operating room, waiting for you.”

Erin was silent now, tense with fear. A tear rolled down her cheek and then she wrapped her arms tightly around Frank. And she didn’t let go until a doctor slipped into the room. “Oh, I’m sorry,” the doctor said. “But you shouldn’t be in here right now. Visiting time doesn’t start for three more hours.”

“I’m a nurse. I work here,” Frank said.

The doctor gave him a strange look—and then he gave him a dirty look as soon as he recognized him from the hallway. “Could you please step out while I talk to Ms. Brooks?”

Frank pulled himself away from Erin. He looked into her eyes and smiled. “I’ll just be out here.” Frank knew he was breaking many hospital rules. He knew that he was risking his own job—but he didn’t care. He only cared about Erin.

They moved quickly. While the doctor was chatting with Erin, one of the nurses zipped into her room with the paperwork. Frank peeked in to see Erin signing the paperwork, and it was only a minute later when a tall, older man walked in, looking around. He stopped and stared at Frank. “I’m looking for an Erin Brooks. I was told she was here.”

“She’s just in there,” Frank said. It took Frank a moment to recognize the man. He was one of the senior surgeons. He slipped into Erin’s room, and then another few nurses slipped in after him. Erin had a whole team of doctors and nurses briefing her on a surgery that was going to start within minutes. The anaesthesiologist carted his rig past Frank, into Erin’s room. Frank peeked in while he was getting his knockout mixture ready. And Frank realized he might not have another chance to say goodbye to Erin. So he rushed into the room and stood up on his tippy toes. He had to interrupt the anaesthesiologist so he could get his farewell in. “I love you, Erin,” he said. Everyone looked back, some with confused faces, some with angry faces.

“I love you too,” Erin said.

“Can someone get him out of here?” the anaesthesiologist said.

One of the nurses rushed Frank away.

“I love you!” he said again as they put the mask over Erin’s face. Twenty seconds later, they were carting an unconscious Erin down the hall, past Frank. Frank got another dirty look from the doctor, and then he got a dirty look from the surgeon, and then he got a dirty look from the anaesthesiologist. But he didn’t care. They could have fired him on the spot, and he didn’t care. He still planned on breaking more rules before the morning was through.

He used his access card to get into the operating wing, and then he stood by the window of Erin’s operating room. He couldn’t see much from the window. They had Erin surrounded by a large team of surgeons and nurses. Many staff members asked what Frank was doing there, and he lied to all of them. “I’m a new operating room nurse and I’m just on my break.” They stopped buying his lies after two hours. “You need to go.”

“I’ll go in a minute,” he would say. Thankfully no one called security. Everyone was too busy to deal with Frank, who was in no one’s way.

He was tired—he’d been awake for almost thirty hours already. The surgery had been ongoing for four hours, and Frank hadn’t moved away from that window. He found himself praying, even though he wasn’t religious. He was afraid to blink—worried her heart would stop during that brief millisecond that his eyes were closed.

He was starting to drift off when he heard a noise: a pattering—no, it sounded more like clapping. Frank perked up and rubbed the sleep out from his eyes and saw that the doctors and nurses were all clapping. A few of them left the room. Now Frank could see the monitors—and he could see that her vitals were all normal. One of the surgeons was working on sewing Erin up. The surgery was a success—she survived the odds.

* * *

It was three hours before she woke up. Frank was standing by her bed when she came to. Her eyes opened slowly. “Frank?” she said.

“Hey—You did it,” Frank said. He couldn’t stop himself from smiling.

“Really? I’m alive?” she said.

Frank bit down on his tongue to stop himself from squealing with excitement. He wanted to grab Erin and squeeze her, but he knew she needed rest. It would be at least a week before she was able to get up out of bed—but one week in bed was certainly worth a long, healthy life. “I’m so proud of you,” Frank said.

“It’s funny,” she said. “I dreamed of you the whole time I was under. I even had a dream that we were getting married, on a beach.”

“I know the perfect beach if you’re interested in making that dream into a reality,” Frank said.

Erin smiled. Maybe he couldn’t hug her, but he could still kiss her. He pressed his lips against hers and he knew that he was going to be very happy for a very long time.

THE END
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