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Chapter One

Most people probably think being a semi-successful freelance writer is some kind of dream job.

Well, let me tell you this in no uncertain terms: IT AIN’T.

Oh, it wasn’t as physically tough as breaking my back in warehouses and landscaping gigs (or any one of many low-skill blue-collar jobs I had over the years), but it had drawbacks, let me tell you.

Like most indie writers, I spent most of my time self-publishing. That was my bread and butter. At the very least, I’d spend three or four hours a day pumping out quality, but affordable fiction for folks who gobbled down E-books on their phones.

It might have been my bread and butter, yeah, but it wasn’t easy, and the hardest part wasn’t even figuring out plots or characters or cool twists.

No, the hardest part was chasing the damn algorithm. Keywords, metadata, competing with blackhat authors churning out book after book of AI-generated slop, you name it. Every time I hit PUBLISH, I was waging a war of attrition against shifting attention spans and new niches in an already-saturated market.

But that was just for my basic income. Paying the rent, groceries, making sure my car was insured and, if I were lucky, had a full tank of gas to boot.

If I had any prayers of actually saving money, I also had to be a literary mercenary.

I wrote articles on-spec for magazines, both physical and online-only. I took Fiverr gigs, busting out essays for history majors who were too lazy to do their own work but just smart enough not use some hallucinating AI chatbot who thought Winston Churchill had a secret love affair with FDR.

Christ, I even wrote obituaries from time to time, and those could get weird. (Case in point, a grieving widower who wanted a thousand-word obit for his dead wife, but insisted that eight hundred of those words be dedicated to the couple’s beloved cat, Chairman Meow. I made a hundred bucks off that gig but my God, it was strange.)

Writing for a living could be stressful and financially precarious, sure, but at least I had some freedom.

I set my own hours for the most part. I never had to worry about some foreman or scab supervisor breaking my stones for punching in ten seconds late.

Each night, when I finished my work, I could breathe a sigh of relief knowing I was free, kick my feet up, crack open a six-pack, and puff a strong indica vape as I watched old movies or played video games until I fell asleep on the couch.

It was worth it, for sure, but man, it was a grind.

One week got particularly bad. My self-publishing schedule got mixed up with not one, but two time-consuming Fiverr jobs, both with strict deadlines.

Since I hated messing up my schedule, I decided to fully lock in. I didn’t care if I only slept three hours per night: I was not blowing my deadlines or messing up my self-publishing schedule.

Of course, going into three separate projects at once, guns a’blazing, meant I’d need some energy.

Normally, I was a coffee guy, but simple caffeine wasn’t going to cut it, not for this workload. So, I did what any red-blooded American man would do in a similar situation.

I headed to the gas station for energy pills, of course.

I didn’t live in a fancy area. Working-class Rustbelt suburb, bordering on poor. I lived in a crappy apartment complex on the outskirts of town but, just like any other patriotic, downwardly mobile American town, we had a neon oasis that ran twenty-four hours a day, seven days per week: Bug-Eyed Nick’s Gas Station (and Food Mart, Nicotine Wholesaler, THC Outlet, and MORE!)

This time of night, Jenny ran the show over at Bug-Eyed Nick’s. She was a shockingly youthful thirty-year-old goth chick, all torn up see-through stockings, pentagram tats, and throwback Marilyn Manson shirts.

As I stepped into the neon-lit miasma, Jenny leaned on the counter – the glass case showing off Bug-Eyed Nick’s vast collection of marijuana and associated paraphernalia – and her pouty black lips curved into a warm smile.

“There’s my favorite writer,” the goth chick said. “How’s it going tonight, Mike?”

I groaned. “I’ve got deadlines, Jenny. I’m going to be soldiering on with very little sleep for the rest of the week.”

She giggled. “And here you are, looking for gas station speed.”

“What do you got?”

She gestured toward the rack on the wall, containing an array of brightly packaged gas station energy supplements. “The usual,” she said.

I frowned. I’d tried them all during other deadlines. Most of them just gave me the shakes. Jenny saw my disappointment, then scrunched her nose.

“Actually, I think we got something new in just the other day,” she said. “The dayshift clerk was supposed to put them up for display but I don’t think he got around to it. Hold on a sec.”

The pretty goth cashier vanished into the stockroom. I was starting to get antsy when she finally returned, grinning.

“Rhino Blood,” she said, pulling out a packet of bright red gel-caps. The packet had both English and Japanese characters on it, with a wide-eyed cartoon rhinoceros grinning like a psycho. “It’s huge in Tokyo right now. All the salarymen are swearing by it.”

“Don’t those guys work twelve hours a day, drink until midnight, get divorced constantly, and have heart attacks at fifty?” I asked.

“If it’s good enough for upper-middle-class Tokyo businessmen, it should certainly suffice for an American author who lives in a trailer park,” Jenny smirked.

“I moved out of the trailer park last year, I’ve got an apartment now,” I said. “Anyway, what sort of ingredients are in them? I doubt it actually contains any rhinoceros bits.”

She shrugged. “Dunno, most of the label is in Japanese. I suppose you can look it up on the internet.”

“No time,” I said, then slid my debit card across the counter. “Give me four packs of Rhino Blood. And please hurry, I have cheap novels to write.”

“Sir, yes, sir,” she said. She gave me a little mocking salute, rang me up, and pushed the strange rhino pills across the counter.

I tore a packet open and threw back two gel-caps. Jenny, still smirking, gave me a bottle of soda she’d been sipping on. I washed the pills down.

“Well, I hope these things don’t cause cancer,” I said.

*****

By the time I got back to my laptop, my brain was sizzling. My neurons were firing laser beams and my synapses were on the verge of transcending space-time. My fingertips punished the keyboard – CLACK, CLACK, CLACK, like 50 caliber gunshots – and my next cheap novel was practically writing itself.

But then I noticed something.

Something very stiff. A byproduct of those Rhino Blood pills, I assumed.

I frowned, looking down at it. “It should go away on its own,” I grumbled, but this was a distraction.

I could not write with distractions.

I’d have to wait it out. I couldn’t ‘get rid of it’ myself. The process of doing so always obliterated my creative energy. When I was really in the thick of it with the writing work, I’d abstain from anything that might get me excited.

Christ, I wouldn’t even let myself watch a shampoo commercial on television. But now…

“C’mon,” I grunted stubbornly, glaring at it. “Go away!”

Except it wouldn’t go anywhere. I couldn’t just sleep it off, either, since the Rhino Blood had me going like I’d just downed ten pots of coffee.

I sighed, folded my arms, and kept on glaring at it.

“Hold on a second,” I said to myself, then grabbed the Rhino Blood packaging. I took a quick pick of the Japanese characters and uploaded it to Google Translate.

A moment ticked by, then the results appeared on-screen.

“Oh you’ve got to be kidding me,” I groaned.


Chapter Two

Rule Number One when taking a foreign ‘energy’ supplement: Consult Reddit.

I had, of course, failed that miserably.

After discovering that Rhino Blood was an experimental Japanese energy boost PLUS a sexual enhancement supplement, I ran to Reddit and realized I wasn’t the only Westerner who’d taken the stuff.

‘I’VE HAD AN ERECTION FOR THREE DAYS!’ one user wrote.

‘THIS IS INCREDIBLE!’ said another. ‘ME AND MY CHICK HAVE BEEN GOING AT IT ALL DAY AND I’M STILL HARD!’

‘THE JAPANESE DESERVE TO RETROACTIVELY WIN WORLD WAR 2 FOR CREATING THIS SHIT!’ commented yet another satisfied customer.

I paced my apartment all night, unable to work, unable to concentrate. My erection was stubborn and painful, making work impossible.

Once or twice, I considered indulging in some porn, but as I mentioned, rubbing one out absolutely deflated my creativity without fail.

Frantically, I called a few of my exes, hoping one of them would throw me a pity fuck just so I could drain the goddamn thing. The problem was, each of my last five relationships had ended in disaster.

Creative-types who hate being told what to do often make horrible boyfriends. One by one, as I reached out to my exes, they all reminded me quite clearly.

“Go fuck yourself,” they all said, basically.

Except that wouldn’t work at all. I’d have to wait out the boner, I guess. Hours passed. Then a day. The energy rush from the Rhino Blood faded but my erection remained as stubborn as ever.

I did a little more investigating on Reddit. After filtering out the glowing reviews of Rhino Blood, I found some distinctly more critical takes on the pills.

‘These things are great for energy and confidence in bed,’ one guy commented, ‘but HOLY SHIT, you are going to have to nut a dozen times before you lose your erection.’

I sank into my swivel chair, bleary-eyed and desperate. I looked forlornly at the tent in my shorts.

“Son of a bitch, there go my deadlines,” I said.

*****

Ah, but I found help. Or at least hope.

Through all my relentless internet searches involving Rhino Blood, the all-knowing algorithm caught wind of my problem. A targeted ad coming through my Instagram feed offered me a solution.

THE TRI-COUNTY SEXUAL WELLNESS CENTER IS NOW OPEN FOR BUSINESS! WE ACCEPT ALL FORMS OF INSURANCE AND OFFER PAYMENT PLANS FOR THE UNINSURED!

“Well now,” I said, tapping my chin, my interest piqued. “We’re going to have to see about this.”

*****

The Tri-County Sexual Wellness Center looked less like a doctor’s office, more like a cross between a spa and some hippie store where you’d buy crystals for your chakra.

I walked in wearing an oversized hoodie that came down almost to my knees plus the baggiest sweatpants that I could find.

The lobby was empty when I arrived, save for the receptionist. A pretty brunette in her early forties sat behind the desk. Her brown hair was light, almost like burnished oak, and she wore a tight, short turquoise minidress. She grinned up at me, perky but mature.

“Welcome to the Wellness Center,” she said. “Congratulations, you’re one of our first clients.”

“Yeah?” I asked.

She nodded and leaned forward, the deep neckline of her dress like turquoise body paint sprayed across her chest. “This is only our second day of operation,” she said. “Are you familiar with our services?”

I tried to think straight, but her breasts were hypnotizing. Not just big, not just firm, but naturally so, the kind of breasts you simply didn’t see on a woman that age.

“I read that you guys use…unconventional treatment plans in regard to sexual wellness,” I said, all while trying my damndest not to stare at those shapely tits. “So, I guess this place has, like, hippie doctors or something?”

She crinkled her nose and giggled. Her tits jiggled under that airtight turquoise, making my already tender cock ache further.

“No doctors,” she said. “But we do have trained sexual therapists.”

Down the hall behind the receptionist, I saw a nurse walk by. She wasn’t wearing scrubs, though. Rather, the sultry, middle-aged blonde wore a throwback nurse’s outfit, short and tight, her toned thighs straining against the hem. The outfit was all pristine whites and sinful reds, plus a nurse’s cap with a big red cross stitched onto it.

But her tits, holy shit…

The sharp neckline of her outfit just barely covered them. The rounded heft of her cleavage was perfect, her breasts nestled together with only the slimmest of gaps.

The nurse paused, did an about-face, spinning on ruby-red high heels that accentuated her calves, and shot me a smile. To complement her heels, she wore thigh-high white stockings held in place with garter belts, the straps visible below her skirt.

Her lips were soft and natural, the color of light pink rose petals. The nurse raised one curious eyebrow.

As she stared me down, the left lapel of her top shifted downward, revealing the faintest hint of a bright red bra cup.

I could only stare back at her, confused and enraptured, before she strutted away, her prefect ass practically shrink-wrapped in her nurse’s whites.

What the hell had I just gotten myself into?

The receptionist caught my attention when she slid a clipboard my way with paperwork attached.

“Fill this out and we’ll get your appointment started,” the severely sexy brunette said.

“I really hope you guys can help me,” I said.

The receptionist scanned me, head to toe, then flashed a knowing smirk. “Let me guess,” she said. “You tried Rhino Blood.”

“Is it that obvious?” I asked.

Her smile was so cute, it was almost heartbreaking. “Take a seat, complete the paperwork, and we’ll see what we can do for you,” she said. “But rest assured, you’re not the first young man to come in with this condition.” Then she lowered her voice a bit before adding: “You might be the more adorable, though…”

*****

The brunette walked me back to one of the treatment rooms. Back here, the Wellness Center looked a bit more like a traditional medical facility, with small patient rooms complete with examination tables.

I walked behind the receptionist, trying not to stare at her. That turquoise fabric airbrushed onto her ass was hypnotizing, swaying lightly with each step, her creamy pale thighs flexing subtly with each motion. Her dress was so tight I could make out the faint outlines of thong straps around her hips.

Hell, her ass was just as impressive as her massive tits.

So far, being here is only making my boner worse, I thought, though with the view I had, it was hard to complain.

“Here we go,” the receptionist said, gesturing for me to enter the next room. “Your therapists will be with you shortly.”

“Thanks,” I said.

I stepped past her carefully to enter the patient room, but I wasn’t careful enough. As I edged around her, the hard tip of my raging erection brushed lightly against her leg.

“Shit, sorry,” I said as my face turned red.

When I looked back at the receptionist, however, I noticed she was blushing, too.

“No worries at all,” she smiled. “My name’s Tate, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you, Tate.”

I lingered in the open doorway. Tate flashed that severely sexy smile one more time. “Well, you best drop your pants,” she said.

I stuttered for a response. “Um…what?”

Tate’s cheeks turned a deeper shade of rosy red as she nodded toward the hospital gown hanging on the wall inside the examination room. “For your therapy,” she said.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “Obviously.”

“Good luck,” Tate grinned.

She walked away. I resisted the urge to peek down the hallway to watch her go. Instead, I took a deep breath, shut the door, and stripped my clothes off.

What the hell kind of place is this? I thought.


Chapter Three

I felt pretty stupid sitting there on the examination table, my cock raging beneath the thin sheet of the hospital gown. I was starting to think I might have been better off going home, firing up Pornhub, and beating off.

But then she walked in.

The door opened and that blonde nurse strutted inside. Easily forty years old, probably older, but her flawless skin would have been at home on a woman twenty years younger.

The nurse didn’t even look up from my clipboard as she entered, her eyes narrow as she read over the text. She blindly shut the door behind her. In the small room, I couldn’t not catch a whiff of her perfume, a light and airy spritz that reminded me of a lush, flowery meadow.

“Mmmm,” the nurse said as she approached the examination table, her eyes still locked on the clipboard, a stethoscope dangling around her neck, both ends swooping inward, toward her breasts.

I forced my eyes toward the ceiling and cleared my throat.

“Ah yes, Mike, hello. I’m Celeste, I’ll be your nurse today.” The nurse had a throaty, smoky voice, but spoke in a clipped tone. Like she had a dozen other things to do, all equally important, and wanted to get this appointment done in the most efficient way possible. “We’ve only had eight patients since we’ve opened and you’re the sixth who's dabbled in this ‘Rhino Blood’ supplement.”

“I’m not some pervert who was looking for boner pills in a gas station,” I said, feeling defensive. “I took the Rhino Blood for an energy boost, that’s all.”

Celeste’s eyes were still on the clipboard. “Mm-hmm,” she said, clearly not believing a word I said.

She turned around to grab some latex examination gloves from the counter. She set the clipboard down. When Celeste turned back to me, she paused, her eyes narrowing on my pulsing erection.

“Well…oh my,” Celeste said. Her clipped, stern tone melted away into something deeper, something softer.

“Is it that bad?” I asked.

She stepped right up to the table. Her bare thighs brushed against my knees. Her pink lips softened, then opened, showing off angelic white teeth and a soft, curious tongue.

After what seemed like an eternity, she looked up from my erection, meeting my eye. “Is your penis swollen?” she asked. “Did you have an allergic reaction to the supplement?”

“Uh…no,” I said.

“So it’s just naturally this…large?”

I tried to speak and couldn’t. I knew I should have felt flattered, but instead, I simply felt frozen. To have an older woman this gorgeous compliment my cock…

Finally, I managed to nod.

Celeste’s lips curved into a playful smile, hinting at disbelief. “Are you telling me the truth, Michael?”

My vocal cords clicked. Suddenly, I was able to speak again. “Yeah, uh, it’s natural,” I said.

She slid one hand into a latex glove, then the other. She snapped them tighter into place then wiggled her fingers. “Okay then,” she said. “I’m going to begin my examination now.”

“Don’t you need to take my vitals first?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I’m not that kind of nurse, Michael,” she answered, then promptly grabbed the gown and folded it back onto my lap, leaving my erection bare between us.

I winced as I felt her latex-covered fingers squeeze me. She started down at my balls, at my base, running the tip of her thumb across a particularly fat vein.

“Very vascular,” she commented, more to herself than to me. Celeste probed another plump vein. “Blood vessels not showing signs of inflammation, just extra blood flow. Just naturally big, most likely.”

Her fingers squeezed and poked, massaged and prodded. I gripped the edge of the examination table tightly, praying that the nurse didn’t notice the way I was squirming.

“Are you in pain, Michael?” Celeste asked, looking up at me.

“N-n-n-no,” I mumbled. “The opposite, actually.”

“Just let yourself experience whatever it is you’re experiencing,” Celeste said. “I’ve been in this line of work for years, young man.” She smirked. “Nothing that happens here today will surprise me.”

“O-okay,” I stuttered.

Celeste leaned in closer, studying my face. She was no longer squeezing and prodding my dick…now, she was just stroking it.

I bent forward. The latex-smooth texture of her grip was overpowering, overwhelming. The airy scent of her perfume filled my nostrils. I’d been wincing. When I opened my eyes, I found my face was just a few inches from her massive tits.

But if she cared, she didn’t show it, and just kept on stroking.

Is this really a medical procedure? I thought, bewildered.

Well, she did just tell me to ‘experience whatever it is I’m experiencing,’ so I guess I should just roll with it…

“When was the last time you ejaculated, Michael?” Celeste asked, her smoky, deep voice very businesslike, clinical.

“It’s been awhile,” I grunted, sweat trickling down my face.

She glanced at my cock again, smirked, and raised an eyebrow. “I find it hard to believe you don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Haven’t…had been in a relationship…for a few months…”

“And you don’t masturbate?”

“Ah!” I grimaced as she tickled the underside of my tip with her thumb. “Rarely,” I went on. “Can’t work…after masturbating…”

“Hmm,” she smirked. “No wonder you’re so backed up. No worries.” She leaned in closer, until my face was buried in her tits. She slid her free hand up along the length of my spine, then between my shoulders, and pressed me against her. “That’s it, let’s drain your problem area, Michael.”

“D-d-d-drain it?”

“It’s okay if you ejaculate,” she told me flatly, then laughed lightly. “That’s what I’m here for.”

Without consciously thinking about it, I pressed my face into her cleavage. My lips brushed against the upper portion of her right breast. I might have accidentally kissed her tits, I wasn’t sure, everything that unfolded next happened in a blur.

I rocked back. Celeste’s hand just went on stroking, faster, a rhythmic, slightly wet thwap-thwap-thwap as she worked her latex-covered hand from my root to my tip.

“There it is,” she grinned as I came.

I shuddered almost violently. My body jerked and I nearly tumbled off the side of the examination table.

My vision went hazy. If I could have seen my reflection, I wouldn’t have been surprised to find out I’d gone cross-eyed.

As my orgasm jerked out of me, my stomach clenched tight, like a pleasant gut-punch, and a powerful release caused my balls to tighten in my sack.

“FUCK!” I groaned as the examination table shook underneath me. The examination table was bolted to the floor, yet the force of my orgasm and the resulting tremors in my body caused the table to jerk slightly, loosening the bolts.

Celeste’s eyes lit up. My load pumped from my cock like a shattered pipe.

I’d never shot a load so big. It arced up, a long white rope, and the nurse giggled as my load shot across her massive tits.

And that was just the first rope. I shuddered and erupted again. A second arc splattered across Celeste’s forearm, dripping from her bare skin in thick, white rivulets.

“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” Celeste purred as a third rope pumped forth, hitting her across the tits again, causing her firm cleavage to glisten with seed. She moaned in quiet satisfaction as my shot dripped down between her tits, vanishing beneath her nurse’s whites.

The release left me breathless and shuddering. I realized she told me it was okay if I came, but I still felt embarrassed. I was almost afraid to look at Celeste, but when I did…

She stood up, my cum literally dripping from her body. Without batting an eye, Celeste unclasped a few buttons and wiggled her uniform loose.

I held my breath as I watched her clothes fall away. She stood before me like a sculpture of a fertility goddess.

My cum had streamed right down her tits, rolling across Celeste’s delicate skin, dripping down her toned, flat stomach.

And Celeste didn’t seem upset or even remotely frustrated that I’d just drenched her with semen. She kicked away her soiled clothes, grabbed a washcloth, and whistled quietly to herself as she wiped her belly clean.

Without any fuss at all, she opened a closet on the other side of the room and retrieved an identical outfit. She turned her back to me as she bent down to slip it on. I saw the thin black string of her thong panties wedged tightly up between her ass cheeks as she wiggled into the fresh outfit.

She turned back to me. “Just give me one more moment to get myself together, Michael,” she said, smirking.

Celeste buttoned the blouse halfway up, then paused. My cum was still smeared across her tits. She grabbed a fresh towel.

She was daintily wiping the cum off her breasts with a towel when I realized my explosive release had arced higher than I first thought.

There was a trickle of cum on her mouth. On her bottom lip, to be specific. And Celeste didn’t seem to notice.

She picked up her clipboard to jot down a note.

“Um, Celeste,” I said, awkwardly raising my hand, pointing at her lip.

“What’s that?” she asked, then realized what I was pointing out. “Oh, I must have missed a spot. No worries.”

I watched in disbelief as Nurse Celeste simply slid her tongue over her bottom lip, catching my cum on her taste buds. Her tongue vanished back into her lips.

And she swallowed it. Not only that, but as her throat shifted, her lips tightened. Her eyes seemed to sparkle.

“Mmm,” she said, as if she’d just taken a bite of a particularly tasty piece of chocolate and was surprised at how good it tasted. “Anyway, that must have felt good for you to get that much of a release.”

My face reddened. Her matter-of-fact professionalism – mixed with just a hint of enjoyment, I thought, though I couldn’t be sure – was only making this hotter.

“I didn’t know the human body could make that much…you know,” I mumbled.

“You didn’t think you’d ever ejaculate that much, did you?” she giggled.

“I guess that’s from the Rhino Blood supplement,” I said.

She shrugged. “Not the supplement on its own, no,” she said, shaking her head. “I’d say the supplement merely unlocked a new level of your potency, though.”

“My potency?” I asked.

Celeste grinned and rolled her tongue across her lips, as if she were tasting my cum all over again. “I’d have to run an official test to be sure,” she said, “but from the way you taste, I’d say you’re very potent, Michael.” She winked at me. “Pretty damn tasty, too, if I do say so myself.”


Chapter Four

“Um…is that all?” I asked stupidly, not knowing what else to say. “Are we done now, Celeste?”

She smirked and used her pen to point at my cock, still throbbing, still pulsing, still very much erect.

“It doesn’t look like we’re done yet, Michael,” she said. “In fact, I think I might need another set of hands in here.”

There was a landline phone bolted to the wall in the examination room. Celeste stood with her back to me, dialing, the phone cradled against her ear.

Celeste had just said we weren’t done. Did that mean she was, well…going to make me orgasm again?

And what else did she mention? Something about needing ‘another set of hands?’

Whoever she was calling must have picked up. Celeste spoke quietly into the phone. I couldn’t help but eavesdrop.

“This patient is severely backed up,” she said quietly into the phone. “It’ll be best if another therapist can…oh, is that right?”

I heard another muffled voice speaking lightly over the phone. Another female voice, but I couldn’t make out what she was saying.

“Well if they’re all busy, maybe you can come back and help,” Celeste said. “It can count toward your training hours.”

The muffled voice on the other end of the phone grew excited, perkier.

“Okay, if we don’t have any appointments coming up in the next hour then you shouldn’t have to worry about staying at your desk,” Celeste said. “Okay, we’re in Examination Room Four. See you in a second.”

Celeste hung up the phone then spun back around, idly jotting notes on my clipboard. “Okay Michael, I think our best bet is to drain you again,” she said. She tucked the pencil behind her ear, set the clipboard down, looked at me, and smiled. “Unfortunately our other certified therapists are busy with other clients.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound as aloof or stupid as I thought I did.

“And with your condition,” she said, gesturing to my cock, smirking as she did, “I think things will go more smoothly if I had some help. Because the other therapists are tied up, I’m going to have one of our trainees come in to assist me. Is that okay with you?”

Before I could answer, the door swung open. Tate, the brunette receptionist, excitedly rushed inside. Her turquoise dress was gone. Now, the sultry, dark-haired forty-something had stuffed herself into a nurse’s outfit similar to the one Celeste wore. 

She stumbled a bit on her high heels, but caught herself before falling. Tate stood up straight, the tight stitches of her nurse’s white straining heroically against the heaving curvature of her breasts.

Tate ran her fingers through her lush brunette hair then fixed a nurse’s cap atop her head. She put a hand on her hip and smiled at me.

“Michael, I hope you don’t mind that I’m assisting Celeste,” she said. “I’m training to become a licensed sexual therapist, so…”

“So she’s going to be helping,” Celeste laughed.

As she stepped past Tate, Celeste ran her fingers across the brunette’s hips, trailing her fingertips crosswise along her waist.

“Um, yeah, I’m glad to, uh, take part in your training, Tate,” I said.

Having rushed inside the way she did, Tate hadn’t seemed to notice my cock.

Until now, anyway.

The pale-skinned knockout did a double take when she saw it, jutting up in my lap, the veins pulsing and thick.

“Wow,” Tate said. “That’s…bigger than I thought it’d be.”

“It is an impressive piece of equipment,” Celeste said as she plucked two more latex gloves out of the box. She handed them to Tate. “His first draining was pretty explosive, so be on the lookout.”

Tate shot me that sensual smile, snapped her gloves into place, and joined Celeste next to the examination table. For a moment, the two of them just stared at my cock and, once more, I didn’t know how to react.

Yes, these two were professionals, and I was starting to grasp just what kind of specialized therapy they practiced at this place…but they wouldn’t stop commenting on how impressed they were with me.

Tate glanced at Celeste. “Don’t you just love it when a cock is all vascular like his?” she asked.

Celeste nodded. She grabbed my cock at the base, shifting it to the side, giving Tate a closer look. “I particularly prefer his size,” she said. “Big, but not too big.”

“It’s just right, isn’t it,” Tate smiled.

“Okay, so let’s practice the miking technique that I showed you on the dummy,” Celeste said.

“Got it,” Tate said.

“Hey, um, hold on just a second,” I said.

Tate shot me a look, not nervous, but almost. “Oh, I won’t touch you if you don’t want,” she said.

I chuckled, still in disbelief that this place actually existed.

“It’s not that,” I said. “I just had a question about what Celeste said just a second ago.”

“Yes?” Celeste asked.

“You said Tate has only done this technique on a dummy?” I asked.

“Yes, a training dummy,” Celeste said. “Kind of like a CPR dummy, but,” she paused, giggling. “I’m sure you can figure out the difference. I assure you though, Tate is more than qualified to milk you.”

Tate still looked a bit uneasy, as if she thought she offended me, somehow. “If you’d like a more experienced therapist, then I can –”

“No!” I said, more eagerly than I meant to. I was very much looking forward to being Tate’s test subject, as it were. The thought of having the ravishing brunette touch my cock made it ache rather painfully, in fact. “Please, Tate. I’m, um…happy to be your first.”

“Lucky you,” Celeste said to Tate, giving her a playful elbow in the arm. “My first was some guy with a…well, never mind.”

“I’m glad you’re eager for my help, Michael,” Tate said. Celeste stood to the side. Tate ran her latex-covered fingers down the side of my shaft. I gripped the edge of the table tightly, waiting for her to begin stroking me.

I was not, however, prepared for the dark-haired trainee to lean down and take my cock into her mouth.

“Mmmm,” Tate murmured as she worked her lips down my shaft.

“Are you okay, Michael?” Celeste asked, putting a comforting hand on my shoulder. “You look a little surprised.”

I groaned as Tate took me deeper. Her dark hair tickled my bare flesh as her head bobbed in my lap.

“F-f-f-fine,” I grimaced. “I j-j-just wasn’t expecting this…”

“Here, I’ll help make you more comfortable,” Celeste said, then unbuttoned her top. Her breasts spilled out, not just from her top, but her bra cups as well, two rigid nipples slipping free from the cups. I stared up at her, thoroughly in disbelief, and the blonde wrapped her arms around me then eased her mouth toward mine. “Just relax, Michael. There you go, just relax and let us work.”

I felt like I was dreaming as she pressed her lips to mine, as I felt her tongue slide into my mouth.

The kiss was delicious and Tate’s lips on my cock was heavenly, but I was still half-frozen. I wasn’t sure what to do, how to react…

Celeste smiled as she broke our kiss. “Don’t be afraid to touch us, Michael,” she said.

“Mmm-hmm,” Tate agreed, though her face was buried deep in my lap, my cock in the back of her throat. She tickled my balls with one hand, squeezing, massaging, caressing.

“It’s all part of your treatment,” Celeste purred.

I ran my hand across the top of Tate’s head, threading my fingers through her deliciously dark hair. She giggled with my cock in her mouth, squeezed my balls just a little tighter, and I felt myself reach the edge.

“Shit, Tate, watch out,” I gasped. “I’m about to…about to…”

I figured Tate would pull away. Maybe grab a little plastic cup to take a sample of my semen.

Instead, she giggled again, swallowed me whole, and held her lips tight around my root as she let me cum in her mouth.

I shuddered as I came. Hungrily, without thinking, I slid an arm around Celeste’s waist and buried my face in her tits.

“There you go, Michael,” Celeste said as I took her right nipple into my mouth. “Try to enjoy your treatment. We’re the best sexual wellness clinic in the state, after all.”


Chapter Five

Just like before, my cock erupted like a geyser, but Tate didn’t flinch even once.

Her eyelids fluttered lightly as my cum filled her throat. The therapist-in-training kept her lips sealed around it as tightly as she could, even straining a little bit tighter at my moment of release.

Her lips vibrated against my erupting shaft when she groaned, “Mmmmm,” an almost catlike purr.

I shuddered, my cock raging, three powerful squirts of cum pumping down into the brunette’s throat. I twisted her chestnut hair between my fingers, then released my grip, and ran my hand down beneath the collar of her outfit.

Tate giggled quietly with my cock in her throat as I explored the length of her spine. She kept her face buried in my lap, now and again squeezing my balls, like she was trying to milk me all over again

When she finally released the seal around my cock, she shifted back, her lips pursed tight. A single bead of cum ran down her chin.

Celeste, unprompted, eagerly grabbed Tate and kissed her, hungrily licking the trickle of semen off Tate’s chin.

“Can’t let a good specimen go to waste,” Celeste laughed.

I watched them in awe. The gears in my brain began to move again. I found myself wondering: What sort of women were they?

Were they married? Did they have husbands, boyfriends? Were they in love? I couldn’t remember if either one had been wearing a wedding band. Celeste might have. I wasn’t sure about Tate. I’d been so taken with their beauty from the start that I hadn’t noticed, and now they were both wearing those latex gloves, so I couldn’t tell.

These thoughts rambled through my mind, but when the ladies stepped toward my examination table again, I realized those concerns didn’t matter.

They had a job to do. And man, oh man, these forty-something knockouts were damn good at what they did.

“Tastes potent, doesn’t he?” Celeste asked Tate as she ran the tip of her forefinger along the side of my shaft.

Yes, I was still hard, yet neither of them seemed undeterred.

“Very potent,” Tate agreed. She rested her hand on my thigh, squeezing gently. Tate shrugged. “It’s kind of nice, feeling something that hard pulsing in your mouth.”

“Sometimes we get little perks in this line of work, Tate,” Celeste laughed. “But look at this,” she said, squeezing my cock. “He’s still so stiff.”

“You think I should milk him with my mouth again?” Tate asked.

I got lost in their exchange. Their sultry voices faded into a soothing background ASMR. What struck me now was how they spoke to one another, talking about techniques and strategies and how to document it in my paperwork, what they could do next, etc.

They’re talking about me like I can’t even hear them, I thought. Like I’m just another part of their day.

Idly, Celeste began stroking me again. “…and the supplement he took seems to be making him even more potent than usual,” she went on, not even looking at me as she worked her grip up and down my cock.

“But the clinic has seen other men who’ve taken these Rhino Blood pills,” Tate said as she bent down toward my lap again. She waited until Celeste’s hand swiveled on a downstroke then slowly rolled her tongue across the tip of my cock, her taste buds pressed against my slit, smearing precum across it. She swallowed then looked back up at Celeste, but continued to roll the pad of her thumb beneath my tip. “Have any of the others reacted this acutely?”

“Not like this one,” Celeste said, stroking me with one hand then cupping my balls with the other.

“What’s…what’s going to happen next?” I asked quietly, my voice catching in my throat, hardly coming out louder than a whisper.

“Well,” Celeste said, finally acknowledging me again, “the normal milking methods seem to be ineffective. We might have to use a slightly more drastic technique.”

“No needles, I hope,” I grunted as Tate kissed the tip of my cock again, her lips smacking wetly against my ridge.

“No,” Celeste said reassuringly. “Nothing like that. But I’ll tell you what, Michael. You just sit there and try to relax. We’re going to take good care of you.”

“O-o-o-okay,” I grunted as my cock began to tingle.

Celeste nonchalantly hiked up her tight skirt and turned to Tate. “Okay, so this is a more advanced technique,” Celeste said. “I’ll start us off, then you let me know if you’re comfortable taking part.”

I was staring in quiet awe as Celeste tugged her panties down. Her sex was bare, pink, and wet.

If she’s wet, that means she’s been enjoying this, I thought with a sudden thrill. But then a doubt crept in: Or maybe she’s like this for all of her patients…

“Normally I’d use lubrication first,” Celeste said, then leaned closer to Tate and lowered her voice. “But this patient is more enjoyable than most.”

“Are you saying that…?” I grunted, but I couldn’t finish my sentence because Celeste suddenly straddled me, gracefully easing herself onto my lap, one arm draped around me as she reached down and guided my cock toward her damp cleft. “Holy shit!”

“It’s a little more intense, I know,” Celeste said, panting slightly as she took me inside of her. “Just try to relax, Michael. Here, let’s try this again.”

She kissed me once more, her tongue sliding expertly into my mouth. I slid my hands up her ass cheeks and held them tight, grunting as I pulled her down faster on my cock. Celeste moaned against my kiss, and I felt her pussy spasming around my shaft.

She’s going to cum, holy shit, she really is enjoying me…

The blonde nurse gasped suddenly. Her body jerked. With a sudden flash of her hand, she grabbed my wrist, shifted my hand toward her ass, and promptly inserted my forefinger into her asshole.

“Oh!” Celeste cried.

A sudden gushing heat exploded between her thighs. Her legs shook, making her quivering knees bump against the cushion of the examination table.

Yet she kept working her hips, rhythmic and swift. She thrust down hard, like she wanted all of me, and as her pussy kept tightening around me, something occurred to me.

Does she want me to cum inside of her?

“C-C-Celeste,” I panted as my cock tingled intensely. “I think, um…I think I’m gonna…”

“Don’t worry, I’m a trained therapist,” she gasped, rocking her hips harder. “Just enjoy your therapy, Michael.”

Indeed, I was enjoying my therapy quite a bit, and I wanted nothing more than to empty my load in her tight forty-year-old slit.

Before I could start to bring up the topic again, Celeste pulled my face into her tits. I could hear her heart jackhammering against her breastbone as she rode me. I buried my finger deeper in her asshole, groaning as I felt myself edge toward the precipice.

Then, I glanced to the side. Tate stood there. She’d just hiked up her own skirt. She ditched her panties. My eyes narrowed on the thin, tidy strand of chestnut pubic hair leading to her sex.

“Save a specimen for me, Michael,” Tate grinned.

I shot forward, cradling Celeste in my arms, and thrust my hips deeper. The blonde nurse cried out when she felt the warmth of my load exploding inside of her, but I was careful not to spend myself completely.

Celeste knew it, too. Realizing I’d been shooting off at least three geysers of nut with every orgasm, the blonde whispered, “Give some to Tate,” and shimmied off my lap, my seed weeping from her quivering labia.

Yet my body still shook, my cock still pulsed. Another load was coming, but Celeste was thinking quickly. She grabbed my shaft and pressed the pad of her thumb tight against my cock slit.

Then Tate was on me, straddling me, sliding those toned, pale, creamy thighs around my hips. Celeste loosened her grip. My cock entered Tate’s slick gift, eagerly sliding herself down until she stole me completely.

“You can give it to me now, Michael,” Tate whined as she squeezed the walls of her cunt around me. “Give it to me, give me that specimen now…”

I shuddered and gushed inside her again, three more successive geyser-like pumps. Tate took it all, riding me all the while, the walls of her slit locked tight around me as my seed trickled down the insides of her thighs.

Tate remained on top of me, lightly rocking herself. Her lips were trembling. She must have gotten off just when I did.

And then, finally, my cock started going soft.

“Okay then,” Celeste said as she pulled her panties up and fixed her hair. Tate shifted off my cock. Celeste nodded in approval when she saw I was flaccid. “It looks like the therapy was successful.”

“I’d say so,” I chuckled.

Tate’s knees were still wobbling as she pulled her panties back on. “But didn’t I hear that the Rhino Blood supplement can remain in a patient’s bloodstream for quite a long time?” she asked.

Celeste nodded. “Yes, actually. The side-effects can keep returning for weeks on end.” Celeste grinned, shooting me a look from the corner of her eye. “And the side-effects become even more potent with continued usage.”

“Well I better not,” I chuckled. “I don’t know if I can afford any repeat visits.”

Tate smiled and ran her hand across my bare leg. “You know, the clinic does offer free visits for loyal patients, Michael. Maybe we can work something out.”
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Five years ago, most of humanity vanished without a trace, leaving few survivors. Monsters poured out of portals from another dimension and now roam the earth. With his wits and some luck, Bobby Parker has survived in an idyllic mountain getaway, which he’s turned into a fortified base complete with a functioning farm and security measures. He’s safe, he’s secure, he’s self-sufficient, and he’s alone. That all changes when Bobby meets Morgan, a down-to-earth beauty whose knack for handling a pump-action shotgun is outshined only by her fashion sense.
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