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Transsexual Fertility Clinic #1

“How badly do you want a baby?”

It’s one hell of a question to ask a married couple – especially after they’ve spent four years trying to get pregnant.

But Doctor Malvolo, the head of the Trenton Reproductive and Pregnancy Service in New Jersey, was direct and blunt about it.

“W-we really want one,” answered Maria Fresca, the pretty young wife who was sitting opposite Doctor Malvolo, in a well-appointed office on Livingston Avenue. Maria squeezed the hand of her husband, Greg, a little harder. “We’re desperate.”

“B-but we can’t afford standard IVF,” Greg explained. A slightly podgy, tanned man in his early thirties, he sat staring over the desk at the handsome older doctor. “I make just enough money to be ineligible for financial assistance, but not enough to afford the treatment.”

“Well,” said Doctor Malvolo, sweeping a curtain of brown hair out of her eyes. “Here at TRAPS – that’s what we call this place – we are trying out some very experimental procedures. If you’re willing to be test subjects, we might be willing to waive the fee.”

Maria and Greg exchanged excited glances.

“That would be amazing,” Maria exclaimed. “Oh, please – just let us know what we’d have to do to apply.”

“Well,” the Doctor purred. “Fill in these forms here,” she passed over a sheaf of papers. “Then we’ll take your husband into one room to conduct some tests, and take you into another room to examine you.”

Maria and Greg exchanged excited glances.

“T-this is great,” Maria stammered. “We’d been told it could take weeks to get things moving – months, even.”

“No, no,” Doctor Mavolo smiled. “Here at TRAPS we’re very keen on getting the process moving as quickly as possible.”

The handsome female doctor smiled warmly at the excited young couple.

“I bet you must be pumped to a little closer to being pregnant.”

Her lips curled.

“Or, at least, you soon will be.”

***

With a press of her Intercom, Doctor Mavolo summoned a nurse.

“Ashley,” she called up, as a tall, slender nurse in a tight uniform appeared in the doorway. “Take Mr. Fresca here to Examination Room B and run a standard semen analysis on him.” She smiled at Greg warmly. “We have to see if the fertility issue is with you, your wife – or both.”

“O-okay,” Greg said nervously, standing up. He turned to his wife and squeezed Maria’s hand tightly. “Wish me luck, baby!”

She smiled back at him.

Standing up, Greg crossed the room to where Ashley was standing.

While Greg was a happily married man, he had to admit that Ashley the nurse was quite the looker – a tall and slender girl, with high cheekbones and long, brown hair. She was immaculately made up, and smelt deliciously of perfume. Her white nurses outfit was just a little on the short side; exposing incredibly long, toned legs hidden beneath white stockings.

“Please come with me, Mr. Fresca,” the pretty nurse demanded.

A moment later, Greg was being led down a white corridor towards the Examination Rooms. Room B was a large, white, sterile room with an examination table on one side, and a counter covered in magazines and empty plastic containers on the other.

Greg looked around uncertainly, as Nurse Ashley followed him inside and clicked the door shut behind them.

“R-right,” he asked, looking around. “What is it you need me to do?”

Nurse Ashley, who was as cool and quiet as she was tall and sexy, strode across the tile floor in her high heels with a “clip, clop, clip, clop” sound. She picked up one of the plastic specimen cups in an elegantly-manicured hand.

“Please fill this,” she held it out to Greg.

“Fill it?” Greg laughed, always ready with a cheesy joke. “That’s quite ambitious!”

Ashley’s pretty mouth curled.

“Well, you don’t need to fill it,” she giggled. “Just provide a sample.”

“O-okay,” Greg nodded. He looked around the room. “Do I just do it here?” To be honest, his pulse was racing and his skin was clammy. It was only just dawning on him what Nurse Ashley expected him to do – masturbate in this clean, sterile office and cum into that plastic cup.

He wasn’t sure he could do it.

Nurse Ashley seemed to understand his predicament.

“There are some magazines over there,” she indicated. “To help you.”

Smiling nervously, Greg crossed the room and started looking at the magazines on the counter. To be honest, he felt excruciatingly self-conscious with this sexy nurse watching him.

He picked up the first magazine. Shemale Whores. Then the second, Chicks With Dicks Volume IX. The one underneath was Ladyboy Love 29.

Holy shit!

Greg dropped the magazines, as if they were burning hot.

It wasn’t because he found them unpleasant. Quite the opposite, in fact.

Greg would never have admitted to it – not even to Maria – but transsexuals were actually kind of a fetish of his; and the content of magazines like this was similar to what he’d search for on his computer, while Maria was sleeping upstairs.

B-but how could they know?

Seriously, Greg sweated. How could they know?

They had to know, right? It wasn’t like this was just one magazine thrown into a pile. They were all transsexual-themed magazines. All of them.

He backed away, nervously.

“Erm,” Greg lied uncertainly, “I’m not sure these are exactly my taste.” And then he turned to look at the sexy nurse. “Not to mention… You’re going to leave the room, right?”

He wasn’t sure he could perform as it was – but he knew he couldn’t with this gorgeous young woman watching him.

Nurse Ashley cocked her head on one side.

“Are you having some difficulty, Mr. Fresca?”

Greg went white.

“W-well,” he stammered. “Look, this would be awkward enough at the best of times,” he admitted. “But like this?” He looked down at the floor and shuffled his feet. “To be honest, I’m not sure I can do this.”

Nurse Ashley smiled.

“It’s okay,” she said soothingly – and then she crossed the room to where a box of latex gloves was hanging from a hook, and tore two out of the box. “I’ll help.”

She snapped the tight gloves on her slender, manicured hands.

Greg’s eyes widened.

“Y-you’ll what?”

“It’s perfectly alright, Mr. Fresca,” Ashley smiled, looking incredibly pretty as she did so. “This sort of thing happens more often than you’d think.” Her high heels “clip, clopped” across the tiles as she started walking towards the nervous husband. “Rather than waste time, we nurses are trained to assist in semen collection.”

“Assist?” Greg backed off. “What do you mean, assist?”

“Well,” Ashley rolled her eyes. “What do you think I mean?”

Greg’s mind was racing. This was like one of those cheesy pornos he watched late at night, while Maria was fast asleep upstairs. Here was an unbelievably sexy nurse actually coming onto him.

It would have been as hot as hell, if it wasn’t for one fact.

“B-but I’m married,” Greg stammered.

“Mr. Fresca,” Ashley wagged her finger. “It’s not like this is cheating. We need to get a semen sample from you, and you seem to have issues being able to supply that.” She smiled sexily. “Just let me assist you, and we’ll be able to go forward with the fertility assessment that much quicker.”

And then she said the magic words: “Nobody needs to know.”

Greg gulped: “Really?”

“This is pretty standard at our clinic,” Ashley nodded. “But while it’s an approved process for getting a semen sample, it’s not like we advertise it.” She giggled. “While I’m sure Mrs. Fresca would understand, sometimes we think it’s best if people’s wives don’t know the full details of exactly how the semen sample was acquired.”

Greg started to breathe a little easier.

“S-so…” He shuffled his feet. “What exactly did you have in mind?”

“Don’t you worry about a thing, Mr. Fresca,” Ashley purred. “Just take off your pants, and stand next to that table there.”

“You’re serious?”

Ashley’s lips narrowed.

“Please, Mr. Fresca. We don’t have all day. The sooner we can collect your semen, the sooner we can analyse it.”

“O-okay,” Greg reluctantly started unbuttoning his pants. “Although, to be honest, I don’t really think I can do this.”

“Relax,” Ashley purred. “That’s my job.”

Greg’s pants fell to the floor, and he picked them up and hung them over the side of the examination table. A moment later, his boxer shorts followed.

“Take it all off, Mr. Fresca,” Ashley ordered. She was collecting a bottle of lotion from the table on the other side of the room. “We don’t want any of your clothes to get messy.”

Greg gulped, and nervously pulled off his shirt and t-shirt.

A moment later, he was standing there completely naked – hands clamped over his cock and balls, which were limp and shrivelled in the cold room.

Greg was incredibly self-conscious. He generally thought his cock was a respectable size; but at the moment it felt tiny and useless.

“Right,” Ashley stepped up to Greg, and stood in front of him. In her heels, she was practically the same height he was – and her kohl-rimmed eyes were level with him. “Let’s get started, shall we?”

“O-okay,” Greg stammered. “W-what do you want me to do?”

“Well,” Ashley purred. “Let’s start by making you feel a bit more comfortable.”

And with that, she shuffled a little closer to Greg; until their bodies were almost touching.

Greg’s nostrils immediately filled with the scent of Ashley’s sexy perfume. He felt the warmth of her body against his.

“Here,” Ashley gripped Greg’s wrists and lifted his hands. “Try this.” She carefully placed them on her hips.

Greg’s eyes widened.

It was really intense, to suddenly be intimately – awkwardly – close with a woman who wasn’t his own wife. Not to mention the fact that Ashley was a singularly gorgeous woman – tall, and slender, like a model or a porn star. Add to that her intoxicating perfume and her sexy nurses outfit and Greg’s body was powerless to resist.

“O-okay” Greg stammered, as he rested his hands on Ashley’s slender hips.

“Here,” with a smile, Ashley started unbuttoning the front of her dress. “This might inspire you a little.”

Greg’s eyes widened as Ashley revealed inch after inch of her chest; the tight dress popping open to reveal her cleavage, and then the soft pink of her lace-trimmed bra.

“Oh, wow,” Greg murmured, staring at her small breasts, tightly cupped by the feminine bra.

“Do you want to touch them?” Ashley looked up, into Greg’s eyes.

“Y-yes,” he nodded, trying not to sound too eager.

“Go on, then.”

Nervously, Greg lifted his hands and parted the front of Ashley’s open dress. He squeezed her tiny breasts, through the thin material of her bra.

Between his legs, his cock was starting to fill with blood – growing thicker and harder.

“Mmmm,” Ashley bit her lip. “That’s nice. Why not try under the bra?”

“A-are you sure this is okay?” Greg stammered. “It seems… I don’t know, like I could get into trouble.”

“Sssh,” Ashley placed a finger on Greg’s lips. “It’s just you and me here, behind a closed door. Don’t think about anything else.”

“O-okay,” Greg nodded, and he slid his hands down and under the elastic of Ashley’s bra.

Underneath her skin was soft, and her tiny breasts bulged deliciously in Greg’s hands. He could feel her nipples harden like fleshy nubs in his palm.

“Mmmm,” Ashley’s eyes closed. “I like that.”

As she said that, her hands reached down and touched Greg’s naked hips.

“Oh, wow,” his knees nearly buckled. Although she was wearing latex gloves, he could feel the heat of her hands against his bare skin.

Looking deep into Greg’s eyes, Ashley slid her hands down his hips and around to the front of his body. A moment later, her slender fingers were curling around Greg’s half-hard cock.

“Oh, fuuuuuck,” the husband groaned, as he felt her fingers curl around his shaft.

“Mmmm,” Ashley smiled. “That’s much more encouraging.” She stroked his growing cock for a few seconds, before deciding: “Needs a little lotion.”

And then she reached behind Greg, and squirted a few dollops of lotion into her gloved hand from the bottle on the counter.

“Here,” a moment later, her hands had returned to his growing cock. “How does that feel?”

“H-holy shit,” Greg’s knees nearly gave way as Ashley’s fingers slid frictionlessly over his balls and shaft. Within seconds, his cock was fully hard, and he was revelling in the most amazing handjob of his life. “That feels amazing.”

“Mmmm, I bet it does,” Ashley leaned a little closer, until Greg was almost close enough to kiss her on her full, pink lips. “My, what a nice, big, hard cock you have, Mr. Fresca.”

He swooned at the sound of her compliments.

“If we didn’t have a purely clinical relationship,” the gorgeous nurse continued, “I’d be tempted to get down on my knees and put that beautiful dick in my mouth.”

“Oh, God,” Greg moaned, bracing himself against the table. Just the thought of this tall, beautiful girl sucking his cock was enough to bring him close to orgasm.

“Here,” Ashley stepped back, and released Greg’s straining cock. “Turn around. There’s a very effective method for collecting semen samples I’d like to try.”

“T-turn around?” Greg asked nervously.

“That’s right. Turn around, put your hands flat on the bed and stick your cute little tush out.”

Greg blushed. He was flattered at the compliment – but since when did a medical professional call it a “tush”?

Nervously, he did as he was told – turning around until his back was to the sexy nurse, and his ass was sticking out towards her.

“Mmmm,” Ashley purred. Greg suddenly felt her cool, latex-clad fingers on his ass-cheeks. “Let’s have a look, shall we?”

Greg’s straining cock throbbed. The beautiful nurse was examining him incredibly intimately - her fingers sliding over the curve of his ass to his inner thighs. Then, her fingers actually slid between his cheeks and Greg felt – just for a second – her thumb press against his tightly clenched asshole.

“Oh, hey!” He bit his lip; not sure whether the sensation was exciting or excruciating. “This isn’t a prostate exam.”

Ashley giggled and gave Greg a flirty pat on the backside.

“I’m the medical professional here,” she warned him. “Just stay still and do as you’re told.”

Greg blinked. Did she really just swot his ass?

Ashley leaned forward, and Greg suddenly felt the delicious sensation of her bare breasts pressing against his naked back.

She breathed hotly into his ear: “Let me just get some more lotion.” Leaning on him, crushing him to the table with her weight, Ashley held her latex-gloved fingers beneath the top of the lotion dispenser and squished four large globs of white cream into her hand.

“Down we go,” one of Nurse Ashley’s hands pressed between Greg’s shoulder blades, and she pushed his chest down, forcing his ass out backwards. “That gives me a better access.”

“A-access?” Greg said nervously. “Access to what?”

The pretty nurse ignored him, and the next thing Greg knew, there was a wet ‘slap’ as her lotion-filled hand pressed between his buttocks.

Her palm landed right between the cheeks of his ass; so perfectly that two of her fingers slid between his cheeks. He cried out, because the cream her fingers were lathered in was so cold.

“Sorry, it’s a little chilly,” Ashley giggled.

She started to rub.

“J-just what are you doing?” Greg demanded – not that he was complaining. It was an incredible sensation to get an ass-massage from this gorgeous nurse. “W-what you were doing earlier was working amazingly.”

“Oh, yes,” Ashley said cheerfully, still pressing down between his shoulder blades with one hand. “But when you blow your load – ahem, I mean ‘ejaculate’ – there’s more risk contaminating the sample.”

“So what are you doing now?” Greg demanded.

“Well, there are other methods of stimulating a man, you know,” she breathed hotly into his ear.

Ashley was slathering up Greg’s ass with the lotion, spreading the slick liquid all over his buttocks, and then down to massage the ‘taint’, where the crack of his ass met his straining cock and balls.

“Oh, God,” Greg groaned, biting his lip. Nobody – not even Maria – had ever touched him sexually there; and it felt amazing.

“Just relax,” Ashley leaned forward, and whispered hotly into Greg’s ear. He could feel her warm body pressed against his naked back.

And then her wet, slick hand cupped Jake’s balls.

“Oh, my God,” Greg’s back straightened, but Nurse Ashley soon pushed him back down into position.

“I think your testicles would appreciate some stimulation, too,” she breathed hotly in his ear, as she began to gently massage his balls in the palm of one hand. “Doesn’t that feel nice?”

Greg’s eyes rolled upwards.

“Oh God, yes.” He couldn’t believe it. This hot, young, sexy nurse was massaging his balls.

And then her hand slipped higher, around the front of Greg’s body.

A moment later, her slender, slick fingers curled around the shaft of his throbbing erection, giving him a ‘reach around.’

“Mmmm, look at this lovely, big cock,” Nurse Ashley breathed sexily into Greg’s ear. “And there you were, worried you wouldn’t be able to perform.” She began to stroke up and down Greg’s shaft with her lotion-covered fingers.

Greg’s knees buckled. He had to grip the side of the bed for support as Nurse Ashley went back to giving him a slick and sensuous hand-job, right then and there.

The wet, “schlick, schlick, schlick” noise of her hand stroking up and down his hard shaft began to echo across the room.

“Oh God,” Greg groaned. “Surely this can’t be appropriate?”

“Sssh,” Nurse Ashley breathed hotly in his ear. “It’s fine.” Then she nibbled his ear-lobe. “Why don’t you let me worry about what is and isn’t appropriate?”

Greg didn’t know what to say.

The logical part of his brain was screaming out in protest. But he couldn’t ignore the fact that he was getting a hand-job from one of the sexiest women he’d ever seen.

“I-if you don’t stop,” he stammered. “I’m going to cum.”

Nurse Ashley giggled: “Isn’t that the point?”

“I-I guess…”

She continued stroking him – “schlick, schlick, schlick.”

For a few moments, Greg just stood there, enjoying the delicious sensation of this sexy, half-naked nurse pressing her long, lean body against his, and stroking his straining cock.

Then, he decided he had to ask.

“N-nurse Ashley,” Greg stammered. “I have a question.”

“Fire away,” she whispered in his ear. “Actually, don’t. Before you fire away, let me know so I can get the plastic cup out to catch it in.”

“N-no,” Greg groaned. “It’s not that. It’s about the magazines.”

“What magazines?”

“The porn magazines,” Greg groaned. “The ones on the table over there.”

Ashley kissed Greg’s neck, and giggled.

“What about them?” She started stroking his cock a little faster. “Surely this is better than those silly magazines.”

“Oh, God, yes it is,” Greg nodded, groaning in pleasure as she jerked him off. “B-but… how did you know?”

“What?” Ashley purred. “How did we know what?”

“W-what I like,” Greg moaned. “Those magazines were kind of…” He bit his lip. “…specific.”

“Mmmmm,” Ashley licked Greg’s earlobe, as she continued to stroke his straining cock. “Good question, Mr. Fresca. Are you sure you want to know?”

“I h-have to know,” he groaned.

“Well,” Ashley murmured hotly, “when you searched for the name of a fertility clinic, our name came up in your search results because of other things you’d been Googling for.”

“O-other things,” Greg groaned, as Ashley rubbed his cockhead between finger and thumb. “What other things?”

“Well,” Ashley purred. “How about shemaleprincesses.com?” Greg moaned in humiliation when he heard her say that. “Or transsexualxxx.com?”

“Oh, God,” he sobbed.

“Aww, Mr. Fresca,” Ashley said soothingly. “Don’t feel bad. We don’t judge.” She licked his ear again. “In fact, that’s why our name came up in the first place.”

Greg paused.

“I-it was?”

“Yes,” Nurse Ashley purred into Greg’s ear. “You see, our fertility clinic is kind of unique.” Greg’s eyes widened, as he felt the fingers of Nurse Ashley’s other hand slip between the cheeks of his ass. “And we know how to give clients like yourself exactly what you want.”

You do?” Greg groaned.

Ashley nodded.

“Like, you might never admit it – not to anybody – but I know since I started rubbing this cute little tush of yours, you’ve been dying to have me to do this to you.”

And then Greg’s hands gripped the table hard, as Nurse Ashley’s lotion-covered thumb suddenly pressed against the tightly clenched knot of his asshole.

“Oh, my God!” Greg cried, as her thumb ‘popped’ inside him.

“Oh, yes,” Ashley groaned into Greg’s ear. “That’s what you like, isn’t it?”

“Oh, fuuuuck,” the young husband groaned, knees buckling.

He was getting a handjob from the front, while the sexy nurse was simultaneously fucking him from behind with her thumb.

“So, this is how we’re trained to get semen samples,” Ashley purred, as her thumb slid in and out of Greg’s tight asshole. “Prostate massage. It’s super effective.”

“Uunnngh,” Greg groaned, unable to form words.

It was a totally fucking weird experience for Greg, and was freaking him out. He’d never let anybody near his ass before – that was gay, right?

But because it was this hot female nurse – and because she was stoking his cock, and making him feel incredible at the same time – it somehow seemed okay.

“So, there’s something you should know about this place,” Nurse Ashley purred, and she pulled her thumb from Greg’s ass, and pressed the tips of two of her fingers against it instead. “A reason, you might say, why we try to appeal to an audience with your particular tastes.”

Greg whimpered, as Nurse Ashley’s fingers slid slickly into his rear end; filling and stretching him.

“You like that?” Her breath was hot on his neck. “That’s your prostate I’m massaging now.” Greg whimpered, as he felt her fingers move inside of him. “I could make you cum right now, just by massaging that.”

“I-isn’t that the point?” He moaned.

“Yes, I suppose so,” Ashley admitted. She continued to stroke his cock. “But where would be the fun in that.”

And then, in a single, smooth motion, she pulled her fingers from Greg’s ass and span him around; until his bare ass was pressed against the bed and his throbbing, glistening erection was pointing directly at Nurse Ashley’s tight stomach.

“So, Greg,” Ashley peered at the horny husband, her beautiful eyes wide and her sexy mouth turned up into a smile. “Here’s what I had in mind...”

And with that, she gripped one of Greg’s wrists and pulled his hand down. She pressed it against her own crotch, covered by the thin fabric of her nurse’s uniform.

“W-what?” Greg’s eyes widened.

He’d expected to feel nothing; just the smooth v-shaped cleft of where her thighs joined her hips. But, instead, Greg felt a thick, hard, throbbing cylinder crammed tightly against her stomach.

Nurse Ashley peered into Greg’s eyes and smiled. Then, on tip-toes, she leaned up and kissed him on the lips.

Greg’s nostrils were filled with the scent of her perfume. Her lips were deliciously soft. And then he cried out as she bit his lip.

Giggling, Ashley pulled her mouth away.

“Mr. Fresca,” she murmured seductively, “The thing about those of us who work at the TRAPS clinic.” She bit her bottom lip, looking adorable and sexy. “You see, we’re not like all the other normal girls and women.” And with that, she used her grip on his wrist to move Greg’s hand up and down her crotch.

“W-what’s that in there?” Greg asked nervously, already knowing the answer.

“Get on your knees and I’ll show you.”

And with that, Nurse Ashley put her hand on top of Greg’s head and pushed.

Greg didn’t know what to do. His head swam. Like a robot, he found himself sinking down until his bare knees hit the tile floor, and he was staring directly at the white cotton hem of Nurse Ashley’s uniform dress.

“Unbutton it,” she ordered.

Hands trembling, Greg reached up and finished the job he’d started earlier – unbuttoning the front of Ashley’s uniform until it swung open and exposed her taut, pale stomach and a pair of pink, lace-trimmed panties – bulging at the front.

Jake gasped.

The tight cotton perfectly conformed to the long, thick, sausage-shaped object jutting from between Nurse Ashley’s legs.

“You see, Greg,” the gorgeous nurse explained, stroking the Greg’s cheek as he knelt on the floor in front of her, “the nurses and doctors who work at the TRAPS clinic were all born a little different to most girls. It’s a little secret of ours - but one we’re willing to share with a few select clients.”

Greg breathed in. His nostrils filled with a warm, musky smell. Heat emanated from Nurse Ashley’s bulging crotch.

“We have a feeling your beautiful wife is going to be a very satisfied client of ours,” she purred. “But I thought we should make sure you’re fully on board with our methods before we start recruiting her.”

Recruitment? Greg’s head swam. What did they mean?

But he didn’t have time to ponder the question.

“Pull down my panties, Greg,” Nurse Ashley ordered, running her messy, lotion-soaked hands through the young husband’s hair.

Hands trembling, Greg reached up and slipped his fingers under the waistband of Ashley’s pink cotton panties. Pulling them down just an inch released an enormous, bulging cock that bounced out and slapped him right across the cheek.

“Oh my God,” Greg lurched backwards; landing on his bare ass on the cold tile floors.

Gazing up at Nurse Ashley, his head swam.

“You like?” She asked.

Greg gulped. There was this beautiful, slender, sexy woman in a nurse’s uniform and pink lingerie – yet emerging from her half-pulled-down panties was the biggest, hardest cock he’d ever seen in his life.

“My eyes are up here, Greg,” she giggled. Greg reluctantly tore his eyes away from her impressive cock, and turned his gaze upwards, at the beautiful woman towering over him.

Nurse Ashley smiled sexily, and stroked his cheek.

“Ssssh,” she held one finger from her other hand to her lips. “It’s a secret. Nobody else must know about it.” She shrugged. “In a town like this, some people might have a problem with it.”

Then, Nurse Ashley knelt down, until she was face-to-face with Jake.

“In fact,” she purred, “that’s why our boss, Doctor Malvolo, is willing to make a special arrangement with you and your sexy wife. You see, day to day, it’s pretty easy to keep our little secret a secret. But sometimes…” She bit her lip – looking adorably cute and feminine when she did so. “Sometimes we ladies have needs and we look for understanding young couples like you guys to help alleviate those needs.”

“N-needs?” Greg gulped. “What sort of needs?”

Nurse Ashley leaned forward, and kissed Jake lightly on the lips.

“Oh, come on. You know. Needs.” She stroked Greg’s bare arm with one hand, leaving a smear of lotion on it. “And since the power of Google has revealed that you’re into what girls like us offer…” She bit her bottom lip, and lowered her eyes. “Well, perhaps you’d help us out.”

Her eyes dropped. Greg followed where she was looking; and saw that she was focusing on how each of them was sporting a massive erection, both angrily pointing towards each other.

“Greg, we’ve seen your search engine results,” Nurse Ashley purred, standing back up and towering over the kneeling husband. “I’ve looked at them myself. I know you’re into transsexuals, and attractive women with big, hard dicks.”

She looked down – her straining was erection pointing angrily at Greg’s face.

“If you want us to help you and your wife out with fertility treatments for free, you’ve got to help us out with a couple of jobs in return.” Greg was still on his knees – eyes directly level with Ashley’s enormous cock.

“I’m thinking blowjobs, to be exact.”

Greg gulped. He looked upwards at this beautiful nurse.

Dammit, she had him right where she wanted him. Greg and his wife were desperate for fertility treatments, to have the baby they’d always dreamed about. But, in addition, Greg was wildly aroused at the idea of transsexual women – and this magnificent creature towering over him right now was everything he’d ever dreamed of – everything he’d ever pleasured himself to the thought of, in front of a computer screen while his wife slept upstairs.

Ashley seemed to know what was going on inside Greg’s head. She smiled, and ran a hand through his hair.

And then tightened her grip.

“Aaah,” Greg twisted his head, trying to wriggle out of the vice-like grip she had on his his hair. “Owwww!”

“Come on, Mr. Fresca,” Nurse Ashley purred. “I’m sure that gorgeous wife of yours has knelt where you are now a couple of times before this. It’s not like there should be any confusion about what to do.”

She released her grip a little, so Greg could turn his head and once-again stare at the intimidatingly huge cock bobbing up and down in front of him.

“Y-you want me to?” His face went white. “I’ve never… I mean, I’m not gay…”

“No shit you’re not gay,” Ashley growled. The grip tightened on Greg’s hair, and he whimpered in pain. “It’s not gay because I’m not a guy. I’m all woman, Greg – I just happen to have a cock.”

Greg whimpered, and tears sprang to his eyes.

“I happen to have a cock,” Ashley repeated, “and I also happen to know that one of your biggest fantasies is sucking a beautiful woman’s cock.” She allowed her lips to curl. “So instead of kneeling there like an ungrateful bitch, I’d have thought you’d be excited at the opportunity.”

Greg moaned at her words.

Ashley continued: “I saw how you were looking at me the moment I walked into Doctor Malvolo’s office. You had the hots for me even then. And you certainly didn’t seem too reluctant when I was jerking off that big, pretty cock of yours just a moment ago.”

“But I thought you were a girl then,” Greg moaned.

“I am a girl,” Ashley repeated. “Now show a girl a good time,” she pulled his head forward, “and suck my fucking cock.”

Greg’s head was spinning.

It wasn’t just the weirdness of the situation – of being at the mercy of this beautiful intimidating girl and her enormous, unexpected dick. It was the fact that he was curious.

He was staring at her big, thick cock and his mouth was watering. He wanted to know how it tasted; how much he could fit into his mouth.

She was a hot, sexy, beautiful woman in every part that mattered; and she’d had him so turned on while she was jerking him off.

Would it make him gay if it did it?

And if she and the rest of the staff of the TRAPS clinic were the only ones who could give him and Maria the fertility treatment they so desperately wanted, could he even afford not to?

And with that in mind, Greg opened his mouth and engulfed the head of Nurse Ashley’s straining cock.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” the beautiful nurse purred, as she felt the warm, soft wetness of Greg’s mouth on the swollen tip of her cock. “That’s the stuff.”

Now Greg actually had this mysterious woman’s dick in his mouth, all his concerns disappeared. Whatever this was, it was happening right now; and he instinctively knew what to do.

Lifting his hands from his sides, he gripped Ashley’s slender hips, and then slid his hands around to cup her taut, firm ass.

That gave him the support he needed to concentrate on pleasuring her.

As the owner of a dick, and as somebody who’d enjoyed the all-too-few blowjobs he’d been lucky enough to receive in his life, Greg instinctively knew what would feel good to the gorgeous Ashley.

He swirled his tongue around her swollen cock head, and gently bobbed his head, letting her shaft sink deeply in and out of his warm, wet, sucking mouth.

Between his legs, he felt his own cock throb and swell. He couldn’t believe it – his body was betraying him. He was definitely, undeniably, irrefutably straight – but for some reason he was getting turned on sucking cock.

But perhaps that was because it was Ashley’s musky, feminine scent that filled his nostrils, and her firm, smooth feminine backside that filled his hands. She was a sexy, feminine woman – so surely that didn’t make him gay.

Just like his online obsession with transsexual porn didn’t make him gay. Did it?

It really didn’t matter. All that mattered was that she was beautiful, and that her cock felt beautiful in his softly sucking mouth.

“Mmmmm,” tightening her grip on his hair, Ashley pulled Greg’s mouth from her cock. It bounced out from between his lips; glistening with his saliva.

“You suck cock like a champ,” she purred. “Are you sure that’s the first time you’ve ever done that?”

Greg’s cheeks burned at the very idea.

“Now stand up and turn around – hands on the bed again.”

“Wha-?” Greg protested.

“You heard me, Mr. Fresca.”

Greg nervously stood up, and turned around.

A moment later, he was where he’d been just moments earlier – standing against the bed, bare ass stuck out behind him.

And that’s when Nurse Ashley touched him again.

Her hands still dripping with lotion, she repeated her moves from earlier – reaching around to stroke Greg’s straining cock and jerk him off in soft, fluid movements.

Her other hand slipped between the cheeks of his ass.

“Oh, God,” Greg groaned, as two of the sexy nurse’s latex-glove clad fingers slid effortlessly into his already-lubricated backside.

“Ohhh, you’re so tight,” Nurse Ashley, leaning across Greg’s back and breathing hotly into his ear. “You know, I still need to get that semen sample from you – and I’m pretty sure I’ve got a better way of stimulating your prostate than this little, bitty fingers.”

And then her fingers left his ass – and a hard, hot, smooth object threatened to replace them.

Greg turned his head. He could barely see over his shoulder, but did get a glimpse of Nurse Ashley slathering her beautiful cock with lotion, and then aiming the swollen shaft between the cheeks of his bare, defenseless ass.

“Oh, my God,” Greg’s eyes rolled upwards as he felt the inexorable pressure of Nurse Ashley’s cock against his tightly clenched asshole. Her fingers and the lotion had done the trick, though – opening him up until his ass was eager to accept all comers.

With the slightest pressure, Greg’s ass opened up and Ashley’s enormous cock ‘popped’ in through the ring of resistance.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Greg lifted a fist and sunk his teeth into it, as he felt his ass stretched wide by inch after inch of Ashley’s massive cock.

“Oh, Greg, baby,” Nurse Ashley purred seductively, forcing her smooth, thick cock into Greg’s well-lubricated ass. “You are tight.” She nibbled on his earlobe. “In fact, if I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were a virgin.”

She gave one of his cheeks a squeeze.

“An anal virgin, at least.”

Greg was incapable of saying anything. He just groaned, as he felt himself filled in ways he’d never even imagined before.

And the worst part? As Nurse Ashley’s hips pressed against his ass, and she buried herself to the hilt inside of him, Greg realized that he liked it.

Like her fingers earlier, the pressure of her cock was stimulating his prostate – making his cock thicker and harder in between her stroking fingers.

What’s more, it was like every one of his fantasies coming true. He’d stayed up at night in front of a computer more nights than he could remember, pleasuring himself to the fantasy of a sexy transsexual fucking him in the ass.

Now he was living it.

“Oh, shiiiit,” Greg groaned, as Nurse Ashley bottomed-out inside his tight ass, and then slowly started to fuck him.

“Well, sweetie,” she purred into his ear. “You have a tight little ass.” Nurse Ashley kissed Greg’s neck, and continued to reach around and jerk him off with one hand. “You’re so tight, in fact,” her teeth sunk onto his shoulder, “that I don’t know how long I can hold out.”

“I…. Um….” Greg’s knees buckled. “Oh, God…” Truth be told, he didn’t know how much longer he could hold out, either.

“Quick,” Nurse Ashley scrabbled about on the examination table, until she found the plastic cup Greg was supposed to make his donation into. “If you blow your load, make sure you do it in here.”

And then, to encourage him, the sexy nurse fucked Greg harder – her thrusts making the bed rattle and bang against the wall.

She was jerking him off fluidly at the same time; the movement of her lotion-covered hand around his straining shaft making a wet ‘schlick, schlick, schlick’ sound that echoed with the ‘slap, slap, slap’ of her hips against Greg’s fleshy ass.

“This is so hot,” the nurse breathed into Greg’s ear. “You like my cock in your ass?”

Greg said nothing, so Nurse Ashley reached up and twisted one of his nipples. That elicited the right response – a hot, guttural moan of pain.

She asked again: “You like my cock in your ass?”

“God, y-yes,” Greg moaned. “Oh, shit, I do.”

“Good,” Ashley purred – and then she sunk her teeth into his shoulder again.

Greg’s eyes widened. He could feel her cock swelling and growing inside his tightly-stretched ass, opening him up obscenely.

“Tell me you want me to cum in your ass, Mr. Fresca,” Nurse Ashley purred. “Tell me you want me to blow my load inside your tight little tush, like you’re a slut getting reamed in a back alley.”

Greg’s eyes rolled up into his head. He was close to detonating himself; only he didn’t know from where, or how. The firm, insistent thrusting of Ashley’s enormous cock was teasing a center of pleasure deep inside his ass he didn’t even know existed.

“Tell me,” she hissed one last time, and Greg sobbed:

“Yes! Cum in me! Cum inside me!”

And she did.

“Ooooh, fuuuck,” pushing Greg’s head down, until his face was crushed against the vinyl examination table, Nurse Ashley thrust her hips forward and buried herself inside his ass as deeply as she could.

Greg groaned in pleasure and pain, and they both exploded.

Nurse Ashley’s cock swelled inside of Greg’s ass, and he felt each throb and pulse as she spurted hot streams of cum deep inside of him.

“Ohh, God,” the horny husband closed his eyes, and felt his own cock swell, and throb.

Ashley positioned the cup, placing it over Greg’s spurting cock. The horny husband exploded into it; spraying jet after jet of hot cum into the plastic cup until it was a quarter-filled with gleaming, pearlescent fluid.

Still buried in Greg’s ass, Nurse Ashley stroked Greg’s softening cock, milking the last few drops of his enormous load into the plastic breaker.

“There,” panting, Ashley rested her head on Greg’s sweaty back. “We’re done.”

Greg flopped onto the vinyl bed, panting and exhausted.

With a satisfied sigh, Nurse Ashley pulled her now-softening cock from Greg’s tight little ass, and it merged with an audible “pop” and a deluge of hot, wet cum that rolled down his thighs like a river.

“Wow,” she giggled, pulling paper towels from a dispenser on the wall, and wiping off her hands and flaccid, but still impressive dick. “I filled you right up.” She bent her head, and placed a kiss on one of Greg’s ass cheeks. “I think I gave a more impressive semen sample than you did.” And then she leaned over and kissed the panting husband on his lips. “Only mine is right up inside that delicious little ass of yours!”

As Greg struggled to get his breath back, Ashley busied herself pulling up her panties and tucking her softening cock back inside them. The elastic waistband snapped back into place with a ‘crack’ that echoed through the room.

“Well, Mr. Fresca,” the sexy nurse purred, carefully buttoning the front of her uniform dress. “I’d argue that was a success.” She held up the cup of sperm triumphantly. “Not only did we get the semen sample we needed – we both got a little exercise in the process.”

Greg straightened up.

He was astonished. While he was still sweaty, sticky and exhausted, Ashley had taken just seconds to put herself back into respectable form; straightening her uniform and adjusting her hair until it was impossible to imagine that this sexy, feminine nurse had been buried balls-deep in his ass just seconds earlier.

Greg, on the other hand, was a mess.

Ass aching deliciously, and the taste of Nurse Ashley’s delicious cock still in his mouth, the exhausted husband was trying to straighten up, and failing.

Eventually, Greg accepted the paper towels Nurse Ashley offered him; mopping up the lotion slathered over his body.

“This is quite an impressive sample,” Nurse Ashley clipped the top on the plastic beaker, and held it up to the light. “You had quite a load in there.”

Greg’s cheeks burned. He was pretty sure her big cock in his virginal ass had coaxed more than the usual amount from him.

“Here,” she wrote on a clipboard. “I’ve got to go and deliver this for testing. We’ve got twenty minutes to test for sperm mobility.” Looking up at Greg – suddenly the cool, calm and professional young medical technician again, Nurse Ashley said: “We ought to get you back to Doctor Malvolo’s office, to discuss what happens next.”

Greg nodded, and struggled into his clothes.

Then – walking with his legs spread, and wetness running down the crack of his ass – the freshly-fucked husband followed Nurse Ashley out of the examination room into the corridor beyond.

He realized his wife still had her own examination session to look forward to – and having learned about Nurse Ashley’s secret, the exhausted husband was worried about just how intimate that examination might end up being.

The End
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