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Previously in Sexy Nurses Help Me Out:







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

 if interested). This is a secret between the three of them as Shelly is married and both ladies don't want to lose their jobs. Then, a few days later, a nurse by the name of Sarah was required to extract a sperm sample from Brad, only to come back a short while later and have her way with him, her libido inflamed after tugging on Brad’s permanent and impressively proportioned cock (see:
 
NURSE NEEDS A SAMPLE

 if interested). And now, with Brad’s ability to move his limbs slowly returning, we join him the next morning...







* * *







 I wake up the next morning feeling refreshed and stronger. I don’t realise just how much stronger until it hits me that I’m scratching my face. I look at my hand and flex it: it’s slow, but it's working again!







 The next thing that hits me is how full my bladder is. I assume with my returning strength I’ll get to the toilet under my own steam, so I pull the blankets down off my body, saying good morning to my ever hard cock, but cant lift my body off the bed, no matter how much I try. It seems I still have a way to go before I’ll be jogging and the suchlike again.







 At least I can relieve myself now without help I think to myself as I scan around for the pee bottle, feeling around with my hands over the bed but unable to locate it anywhere...after a moment I conclude that it’s probably not to be found due to the fact that the whole time I’ve been here I’ve needed assistance, so the nurses wouldn’t leave one handy.







 I stop looking for the bottle and grab the help buzzer instead, giving it a press. A minute or so later a beautiful young lady in the basic uniform of a trainee nurse walks into the room, gasping a little when she sees my massive cock standing to attention in plain view as I didn’t put the blankets back over it. She tries very hard not to look at it as she comes to my bedside, but I see her make more than one fleeting glance at it.







 “Umm, yes Mr Smith, can I be of assistance?” she asks, her eyes firmly on my left ear.







 I read her name tag before answering, “Yes, Angie. I really need to use the bathroom, so to speak, could you please bring me one of those pee bottle things?”







 “Certainly, Mr Smith.” she answers and turns to go, her eyes flitting over my cock, my eyes on her shapely ass as she leaves.







 While I wait I think about the pretty girl whose fetching my pee bottle. She looks very fresh faced, she can't be older than nineteen. Her skin is flawless and the colour of dark chocolate, and her breasts look promising (man I love these uniforms). Her body has the natural litheness of a true teenager, her long legs ending with a round rump that looks as tasty as it is firm.







 Soon Angie returns with my bottle, asking if I’ll need help as she reads on my chart that I’m unable to move. I tell her I’ve regained a little strength as I hold out my arms to demonstrate, and she gives me the bottle. I put the opening of the bottle over my knob and get ready to piss, but it's awkward because at this angle its going to run back out as soon as it’s a quarter full. I can move my arms but my crotch is still ignoring my commands, I need to move my pelvis a little to the side. Seeing my frustrations, Angie again offers assistance.







 “Yes please, Angie. Could you kind of tilt my lower half a little onto its side?” I reply and ask.







 She nods, and still trying to keep her eyes averted from my cock, goes to the other side of the bed and lifts me slightly under my butt, keeping it propped up with a couple of spare pillows. It’s a bit better but I’ll need both hands to hold the bottle, it's going to get heavy and I’m still pretty weak in the arms, I need to get my cock to point downwards towards the mattress a little, not straight at my belly button as it appears to now always want to do.







 “Angie, could you please point my penis down more into the bottle? I can't I’m afraid.”







 She doesn’t vocalise an answer but a second later I feel it as she climbs onto the bed behind my butt, leaning over my pelvic area to reach down and gingerly grab my cock with a soft hand, pushing it down so I can piss.







 I can see her face over my shoulder. She has her eyes closed, and her mouth is also pursed shut, breathing through her nose. Her hand holding my dick very lightly, and her breath is getting deeper and longer. Her actions are telling me she’s probably not had much contact sexually with men yet.







 I finally start to piss, her hand reflexively tightening around my shaft as it shakes with the release. I hold the bottle but my eyes are staying on her, she seems quite embarrassed to be doing this. It’s a bit of a turn on, seeing a young woman unable to look at my cock, although her grip on my pole is getting tighter. I think she’s daydreaming, her eyes closed and her mind wandering, I wonder what she’s thinking right now?







 I want to get her talking, mainly about cocks, to see if I can get her interested in a bit of fun with me, so to lighten the mood I make a quip, “I bet you didn’t think you would be doing this when you woke up today, eh Angie?”







 Angie coughs a little as I rouse her from her daydream, “Uh, no Mr Smith.”







 “Please, call me Brad. If you can hold my penis, I’m sure we can be on a first name basis with each other.” I say.







 Angie nods but doesn’t open her eyes.







 “Don’t be embarrassed Angie, look at it from my perspective. Can you guess how many people have touched him in the last few days? Its flabbergasting!”







 Angie mouth opens a crack as she laughs a little and finally lets her eyes open and drop to my cock, still peeing slowly. “Yes, I suppose you would of received quite a lot of attention lately.” she says, her fingers moving ever so slightly on my pole.







 Seeing a potential chance I press on: “Tell me Angie, honestly now, what do you think of him?”







 Angie’s breathing increases but her eyes don’t leave my cock. It appears now that she has my blessing to look at it, she’s not going to waste the opportunity. “Um...Brad, I’m only eighteen so I haven’t really seen any...umm...you know, in real life, to compare...but it’s the biggest I’ve ever seen including the internet and stuff.” She answers.







 My piss coming to an end, I ask her to get the last few drops out but she looks at me quizzically, and I realise she really is quite inexperienced with cocks, probably had a few 3 second wonders crawl on top of her at parties, but never had a chance to really play with a fat shaft. I explain to her that to get the last few drops out you need to ‘squeeze’ the remaining urine out.







 Angie’s grip on my cock tightens and she begins to stroke me, slowly from base to bottle edge, I let her continue, well after all the pee is gone, enjoying the look of studious student on her face, after a full minute she looks at me and asks if that was correct.







 “Angie, that was excellent, but if I may be blunt, you were more jerking me off than anything.” I answer, stepping it up a notch.







 “Oh, I’m sorry. It’s just you didn’t say stop.” She answers.







 I notice that Angie’s hand is still wrapped around my pole, squeezing it. I don’t think she even realises what she’s doing. Very carefully I put the bottle on the ground, reaching down over the bed.







 After a moment or two Angie realises where her hand is, and with a gasp quickly draws it away, embarrassed.







 “Don’t be embarrassed Angie.” I say, wanting to soothe her. “ It's not surprising you’re intrigued by my penis, they’re still a strange object to you I’m guessing, just like when I first saw a naked woman, I didn’t ever want to stop looking!”







 Angie smiles at this and replies, “I must admit, it's very interesting to see one up close, it's so hard and hot to touch...but this isn’t a professional attitude, I must be neutral if I want to become a full nurse one day.”







 “See one up close? So you’ve really never been intimate with a man before?” I ask her, making sure to use a safe word like ‘intimate’.







 “No, my every waking moment is studying.”







 “That’s very admirable of you. I wasn’t anywhere near as controlled when I was eighteen.” I reply with a grin.







 “Not that I don’t want have fun with my friends…” She trails off, almost a little sadly.







 “Well, I tell you what, Angie. If you want, you can play and learn with my penis and it will be our little secret, no one needs to know.” I tell her, thinking that she doesn’t need to know about the ‘professional’ attitude of half the staff here!







 She purses her lips slightly while her mind thinks about my proposition. Not wanting to lose the initiative, I press on, “Think of it as on the job training. You need to learn about anatomy at some point, so what could be better than a happy and willy patient? You can do whatever you want, take your time, touch it, stroke it, or anything else you think of...go on Angie, feel my balls.”







 She looks at me for a moment, then makes her decision, her hand sliding down to my balls and cupping them, weighing them in her hand, an inquisitive little smile on her face as her thumb gently rolls over them. Still kneeling behind my butt, her other hand reaches over me also and, tentatively at first, wraps around my cock, her palm soft and warm.







 It’s so hot.” she says with a flourish. “And I can feel it beating, like a heartbeat.” she continues, genuine surprise in her voice.







 Her naiveness towards a cock is quite a turn on, seeing her face, so enraptured with my pole, watching and looking at every little detail, her lower torso now pressing against my butt where she’s kneeling against me, her pelvis grinding on me, her own sexual urges apparently rising too. The hand on my shaft begins to pump, slowly but steadily, her grip firm and lustful.







 I can feel her pubic mound rubbing against my butt, the heat apparent even through knickers and uniform, her teenage hormones probably making her cunny absolutely saturated in her sweet juices.







 Her shaft hand pumping, now the hand on my balls gently massages, one ball at a time, rubbing the scrotal skin, her face showing deep interest at the ‘bizarre’ way it moves around under her roving fingers.







 My own sexual urges high again on my chart of things to feel, My arms mobile again, I want to grab her firm looking ass, my hand snakes out and gropes her ass cheek, squeezing it a little to test its firmness, a test it passes with flying colours. I push her grinding body against me a bit harder, her pubic mound gyrating against my butt more frantically by the minute. Angie’s jerking off of my cock, though amateur, is doing a good job of getting me more and more aroused. At least in mind, as it's about as long and hard as it could ever be, ever.







 “You can put your hand under my uniform, Brad, if you want.” she tells me, her firm ass tensing every few seconds with her forward grinds.







 Needing no second invitation, my hand slides down to her uniforms end, then back up her smooth thigh, only this time, underneath the fabric, my fingers easing over the crease where her ass meets her leg to cup the cheek in question, squeezing and holding, relishing its supple firmness, her skin feels flawless, no blemishes of any sort, just pure smooth butt-cheek.







 Angie continues her grinding against me but stops the jerking off, her hand now roving over my body, running over my chest, my face. The hand that was kneading my balls now feeling my thighs, both inner and all over, her right hand on my stomach, she braces herself against me as her vaginal rubbings go up a notch, basically holding me against her, keeping herself steady with my body as she dry fucks against me.







 My hand on her ass slides down a little, to her cleft, then slips a couple of fingers beneath her tiny underwear and moves to her snatch. It's absolutely drenched, her panties totally soaked through with pussy juice, her swollen pussy lips so slippery my fingers go in to the first knuckle without even trying, just pushed inside her by the tight panties.







 Angie’s face all ablush, her skin seeming to glow, looks at me hungrily saying, “I want to see it coming, Brad, I want to see this big dick spurting!” her pelvis hard against me.







 Enjoying the rapid change from embarrassed teenager to horny young woman, I nod my head, a finger surreptitiously sliding in and out of her, burning in her cunny’s heat.







 Angie holds herself against me, flexing her pussy around my finger, squeezing it, her hungry look increasing. “ How will I make you come Brad?” she asks.







 “However you want, Angie. It's your toy to play with.” I answer with a grin.







 Getting down off the bed, Angie starts to undress quickly, seemingly unable to get out of her clothes fast enough. I watch quietly as she removes every stitch of clothing, dropping each item on the floor. Shoes, socks, uniform, bra and panties, all laying crumpled around her as she stands buck naked, breathing deeply, staring at my cock. I can see a long trickle of her pussy juice as it makes its way down her perfect chocolate thigh, I can’t imagine how badly she must have wanted cock leading up till now. Her dam is about to burst, and it’s going to burst all over me! I couldn’t be happier.







 Wrenching the pillows out from under my butt and throwing them to the floor as well, Angie makes me flat on the bed again, climbing up eagerly and kissing my naked body, her lips roving all over my legs before pausing for a moment on my balls, kissing them deeply, her tongue washing them. Then along my shaft her mouth goes, sending shivers through my length.







 Straddling me, she leans down to kiss me and I kiss her back, her thick lips so soft and sensual on mine. Her large breasts teasing my chest with their perky nipples, hard and dark. My hands, though weak, manage to grab her ass and I knead her cheeks as we make out.







 I feel Angie’s hand on my shaft as she guides it to her sex, pressing herself against me, her wet pussy lips wrapping themselves around my fat knob, making her let out a long moan. This is already more dick than she’s ever had inside her, her pussy so tight and gripping my cock head.







 Sitting up and bracing herself with her hands on my chest, she looks at me with a smile and starts pushing herself lower onto my manhood, her expression intense. Immediately I feel resistance against my knob and I know she wasn’t joking about never having had a chance to be with a cock before. I let her go at her own pace and I feel her pushing harder down when suddenly with a small pop and smaller squeal from Angie she breaks her hymen on my shaft and starts sliding down further, her juices coating and lubricating my cock as she imbeds it inside her, inch by inch.







 For my part I’m amazed at just how tight Angie is, her pussy squeezing my shaft like a condom that’s too small. Once she gets about 2/3rds down my pole I bump against her cervix and she starts sliding up again, repeating this pattern until she has a nice medium tempo going.







 Now my hands on her ass help guide her, little whimpers escaping her throat as she fucks me. Her beautiful thighs flexing as they do most of the movement work, bringing her up and down on my length, her pelvis bucking a little as he does so. Her boobs swinging to her movements, putting a momentary glamour on me.







 Each time she slides up my cock feels like it’s being milked, such is the grip her pussy has on my cock. I watch as her lips actually drag a little behind the rest of her body as she moves, so tightly wrapped around my girth they are.







 My hands go from her ass to her boobs and start playing with her nipples. This seems to set her off and she moans louder as I do so, her hands clenching on my chest as she rides me.







 Pulling her nipples harder at her urging, I see a hand of Angies leave my chest and make it’s way to her drenched sex, before rubbing vigourously at her button, her pussy still filled to the brim with my throbbing manhood.







 Rubbing faster she starts to buck and I feel her insides get even tighter somehow as her whole body seems to clench before she throws her head back and has a powerful orgasm on my cock, pushing herself as deep onto my shaft as she can, impervious to the outside world as her body convulses in pleasure, her clit hand a blur and her other hand punching my chest in pleasure as she shakes through her orgasm.







 Slowly her stride down as the orgasm subsides, she comes to and smiles at me, speaking in a cracked voice, “Woops, I was supposed to make you come, Brad.”







 “I’m sure I don’t mind,” I reply, “So tell me, how was your first time?”







 “Well you’re still inside me so my first time isn’t over yet.” She answers with a grin, before speeding up her fucking again, her pelvis doing most of the work this time, grinding back and forth in a way that wont leave me able to not come for long.







 “Tell me when you’re going to come, Brad,” She tells me, “I’m not on any birth control. Plus, I really want to see what this monster cock looks like shooting.”







 “Won’t be long now.” I tell her, feeling my balls tighten as her exquisitely tight pussy does it’s best to drain my balls in record time.







 Her hands back on my chest, Angie looks at me while she fucks me, a very eager beginner looking to learn fast, if I’m any judge. In the quiet of the hospital the only sounds the gentle slurping of her pussy along my shaft. Her massive boobs goading me on to come. I feel my orgasm approaching and start biting my lip, wanting to hold on just a few more seconds in this tight hole, the feeling of being inside her is so good.







 Almost leaving it too late, I finally tell Angie now through clenched teeth and she slides up off my cock literally as the first salvo comes shooting out, missing out from being inside her by a fraction of a second. My orgasm started I now buck and grunt as my cock pulses and spurts, shooting my seed up and over Angie’s stomach. Her hand grasping my shaft and jerking me off rapidly while I come, urging another two spurts of my creamy load out. Angie’s eyes never leave the scene, watching thrilled while my cock empties itself over her.







 Breathing deeply, I look on as Angie admires all my come all over her hand, before wiping up some of the bigger trails on her taut belly, now running down to her wet sex. Putting her hand to her mouth, she licks my come off each finger, swallowing it greedily.







 Once most of my come has been transferred from on Angie’s belly to inside it, she gently gets down off the bed, her legs a little weak it seems from her orgasm. Looking at me with a smile every now and then, she gets dressed and then puts my blanket back over me.







 Trying to see herself but without the help of a mirror, to make sure her uniform is back on straight, I see her grab a small notepad and a pen. She scribbles something down and puts it in my hand, telling me that’s for when I get out of this place. Then, with a final smile she leaves, and I look into my hand at the note. It’s her phone number with the word ‘anytime’ written underneath and underlined several times.







 I hold the note tight, there’s no way I’d want to risk losing it!
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