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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale
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“Sterile Hands, Dirty Thoughts”

Clara woke before her alarm. She always did. Years of shift work had trained her body to anticipate disruption — 6:14pm, one minute before the shrill beep would sound from her bedside. She silenced it before it could scream and lay still for a moment, staring at the ceiling fan spinning in slow circles above her bed.

Outside, the city hummed. Inside, her flat was quiet.

Too quiet.

The room still smelled faintly of antiseptic from the dettol spray she used on her bathroom tiles that morning. Her freshly laundered scrubs were folded on the chair, blue fabric creased and waiting. On the bedside table, her phone glowed with a single notification — hospital rota app, confirming another 12-hour overnight.

She sighed, rolled onto her side, and swung her legs out from under the duvet.

The floor was cold. Her thighs brushed as she stood, full hips shifting with the movement. In the mirror opposite the bed, she caught the familiar sight: 5’6”, pale freckled skin, auburn hair already loosening from the sleep-knot she tied it in. Full breasts that rose and fell with every breath. A stomach soft with stress-snacking. A nurse’s legs — strong, thick, shaped by a thousand steps up and down hospital corridors.

She didn’t smile at her reflection. But she didn’t frown either. Just stared. Long enough to see the faint dark circles under her eyes, the split in her bottom lip where she’d chewed it again last night. Her vibrator still sat on the nightstand. Unused. Uncharged.

Clara stepped into the bathroom and turned the water on hot.

Steam filled the air as she stripped off her sleep shirt, revealing the stretchmarks across her hips and the faint curve of a surgical scar low on her belly. The shower hissed, loud and comforting. She stepped in and let the heat scald her shoulders. Ran her hands over her body, automatic at first. Then slower.

The lather slid across her nipples — they stiffened immediately. Her thighs pressed together. She paused, soapy fingers lingering just below her navel.

She didn’t touch herself. Not yet.

But she thought about it.

About hands not her own. About someone pulling her scrubs down, right there in the treatment room. About being bent over the trolley, gloves still on, the smell of alcohol swabs in the air. About being touched clinically, then not so clinically. About being used.

She breathed hard. Then shut the water off.

Wrapped in a towel, she padded to the mirror. Rubbed steam from the glass.

Clara tied her hair into a fresh bun. Not too tight — she had a habit of getting tension headaches by hour six. She didn’t wear makeup on shift, except for a bit of mascara and concealer under her eyes. Her skin looked flushed from the heat. She dotted some balm on the corner of her lip. Then she moved to dress.

Her body was still damp when she pulled the fresh scrub bottoms up over her thighs. The elastic cinched at her waist, hugging the softness of her belly. The top followed — blue V-neck, short-sleeved, slightly too snug over her chest. She shifted her breasts beneath the fabric, adjusting the way it clung. Her nipples were still hard.

She sighed. No time to care.

White trainers, compression socks. Then her ID badge. She clipped it to the top pocket, just above her left breast. The cord tugged as she moved. It always felt like a leash.

In the mirror, the effect was complete: Clara, thirty-one, night shift RN, Emergency Department. Calm, competent, trusted.

No one would guess that beneath the scrubs, her cunt was still slick from the thought of being touched. That her thighs were already damp. That she hadn’t been fucked in six months — but had started dreaming of it at work.

The hospital was only ten minutes’ walk. She slipped on her jacket, grabbed her lanyard and water bottle, and stepped out into the evening air.

The city was shifting. Dinner rush fading, night crowd rising. Bars humming. Clara walked fast, her trainer soles slapping against wet pavement. Streetlights gleamed off shopfronts. She passed couples with takeaway bags, a man walking a dog, a cyclist weaving past a taxi. All of them unaware that the woman in blue scrubs walking past them was imagining being pulled into an alley, used up against the bricks, ID tag swinging.

The hospital entrance loomed — tall, sterile, lit with fluorescent glare. She beeped her ID through the side staff door and entered the familiar buzz of motion: monitors beeping, doors hissing, the smell of antiseptic and sweat already in the air.

She took a breath.

Night shift.

This was where she disappeared. Where everything outside stopped mattering. Where the mask came on and the body beneath the scrubs stopped being a person and started being useful.

She walked to the locker room, dumped her jacket, tied her laces tighter, and stepped onto the ward.

It was already busy.

ER triage was filling. A teenager clutching his stomach. An old woman in a wheelchair. A man with a blood-soaked towel wrapped around his hand. Clara checked in at the station, grabbed a clipboard, and started moving.

Hours passed like they always did — in jolts and pulls. A drip to check here. A cannula to reinsert there. A blood pressure to log. A fall risk to escort to the toilet. A diabetic crisis stabilised. A dose of lorazepam administered.

Somewhere around 3am, things quieted.

She leaned on the nurses’ station, scrolling aimlessly through her phone. Luke — one of the junior nurses — came by and dropped a pack of gauze on the desk.

“Long one,” he said.

“Aren’t they all?”

He smiled. “You’ve got a reputation, you know.”

Clara raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“‘Queen of composure,’” he teased. “The patient whisperer. The only one who doesn’t lose her shit when someone starts seizing in the corridor.”

She snorted. “Well, someone has to be the adult.”

Luke leaned in slightly. “I wonder what you’d be like if you ever snapped.”

Her eyes met his. Just a moment too long.

Then the station phone buzzed.

She answered it. “ER desk, Clara speaking.”

A request for an extra pair of hands in Exam Room 4. Minor stitching. She nodded, hung up, and turned to Luke.

“You coming?”

“I’ll follow.”

She walked away, her thighs rubbing beneath her scrubs. Her pussy pulsed once — sharp and unexpected.

She didn’t know why tonight felt different. Why the air felt thicker. Why every glance, every voice, every brush of fabric made her skin spark.

But when she opened the door to Exam Room 4 and saw it was empty — lights dim, the bed stripped, instruments waiting to be prepped — she hesitated.

The door clicked shut behind her.

Her breath caught.

Maybe it was time to find out what she was like when she snapped.


2

1 — “After Hours Exam”

Clara refilled the gauze trays with muscle memory. Pull, fold, stack, close. The supply cupboard always smelled the same — cardboard, iodine, the faint chemical tang of disinfectant wipes that never quite faded no matter how often the bin was emptied. The light buzzed faintly above her, flickering once. 4:17am. An hour to go before the shift ended.

Her fingers moved automatically, but her mind wasn’t in the cabinet. It hadn’t been for days now.

The soft swish of the door opening behind her didn’t make her flinch. She already knew who it would be.

“Caught you hiding,” came Luke’s voice, low and teasing.

Clara turned slightly, eyebrow raised. “It’s not hiding. It’s supply restocking. Noble. Necessary.”

Luke grinned, stepping further into the cramped room. “Sure. And I’m just here for the saline.”

He was younger than her by a few years. Tall, always slightly tousled like he hadn’t figured out what to do with his hair. That boyish kind of handsome that could flash serious when he focused. His scrub top clung to a lean, athletic build. Probably some kind of martial arts in his off hours. Definitely gym selfies on his profile.

He leaned against the doorframe, watching her fold the last tray. “You ever get flustered, Clara?”

She didn’t look up. “Not really.”

“That’s what I figured. You’re, like, nurse ASMR. Soothing voice. Calm hands. Cold stare.”

That got a smile. She slid the tray back into the cabinet and closed it with a click. “Cold?”

“In the best way. Like—unshakeable. I saw you talking down that drunk psych guy earlier. You didn’t even blink when he threw up on his own feet.”

“People have worse habits,” she said dryly.

He laughed, pushing off the frame and stepping closer. “Seriously, though. Do you ever… I don’t know… snap?”

Clara turned to face him. The cupboard door shut behind her. The corridor outside buzzed with a monitor alarm and then quieted again.

“Why?” she asked.

Luke shrugged. “Just curious. You’ve got that thing.”

She tilted her head. “What thing?”

He paused. “That perfect bedside manner.”

The words lingered.

Clara didn’t speak. Her heart thumped once, harder than it should have. Her scrubs clung faintly to the curve of her hips — she was warm. Too warm. She could feel the sweat beneath her bra. Or maybe it wasn’t sweat.

Luke watched her a moment longer, then added with a grin, “Bet you’ve got patients moaning before you even lay a hand on them.”

Clara raised an eyebrow. “That’s wildly inappropriate.”

He smirked. “I’m just saying, you’ve got a gift. Calming. Reassuring. Subtly devastating.”

She stepped closer. There was barely a foot between them now. Her ID badge swung against her chest. Her voice dropped just a little.

“You want a real demonstration?” she asked.

Luke blinked. “Here?”

She reached behind him and opened the door. “Exam Room 2 is empty.”

She didn’t wait for his reply.

She walked down the corridor, slow and deliberate, scrubs brushing against her thighs with each step.

She didn’t look back—but she heard him follow.

Exam Room 2 was dim. The blinds were drawn, the monitor off, the overhead light low enough to leave the corners in shadow. The bed was stripped but ready, fresh paper draped over the vinyl. On the tray beside it, a pair of latex gloves lay folded, forgotten from a shift earlier. The air smelled faintly of antiseptic and sweat — clean, but not sterile.

Clara stepped inside first. She didn’t rush. She moved like someone clocking in for routine. Her white trainers squeaked softly on the linoleum. Luke followed, slower now, a flicker of uncertainty tightening his mouth.

Clara turned and shut the door. The click echoed in the quiet.

Her ID badge tapped her chest as she faced him. Her voice was calm. Measured.

“No one uses this room until seven.”

Luke stood still, hands in his scrub pockets. “So… what happens now?”

She crossed to the bed and ran one hand along the paper sheet. “That depends on you.”

A beat. Then she looked over her shoulder. “You wanted to see what I’m like when I snap.”

“I didn’t think you’d actually—”

She turned fully. “I’m not here to play.”

Her tone wasn’t harsh. It was clinical. The kind of voice she used when a patient was about to pass out mid-procedure — steady, absolute, controlled. But something in her eyes was different. Darker. Starved.

Luke swallowed. “Are you sure?”

Clara nodded once. Then reached for the gloves on the tray.

She slid the first one on slowly, latex stretching with a soft creak as she rolled it past her wrist. The second followed. She flexed her fingers, letting the powder tighten into her skin.

The sound of the gloves settling was louder than it should’ve been.

Luke’s eyes flicked to her hands, then her chest, then back to her eyes. He didn’t move.

“Sit,” she said quietly, gesturing to the exam bed.

He hesitated.

“Luke.” Her voice had the tone of a ward order now — not harsh, but final.

He sat.

She stepped forward until she was between his legs, her gloved hands still flexing absently.

“You want to see how good my bedside manner really is?” she murmured.

Luke nodded, his throat working.

Clara reached out and pressed two fingers under his jaw — light pressure on the pulse point. “Elevated heart rate.”

He exhaled shakily. “Well, yeah.”

“Breath rate?” She leaned in, her lips near his. “Fast.”

Her fingers slid down, dragging across the collar of his scrubs, over the centre of his chest.

“Pupils?” She looked directly into his. “Dilated.”

“You’re fucking unreal,” he whispered.

She smiled — slow and quiet.

“Undress,” she said.

He started to pull his scrub trousers down, eyes never leaving hers. He was already hard — thick and flushed, standing away from his thigh like it had been waiting all shift for this. Clara didn’t look impressed. Just observant.

She stepped back and unfastened her own drawstring, letting her scrub bottoms slide down her legs in one smooth movement. No underwear. Just bare skin, flushed and wet between her thighs. She stepped out of the fabric calmly, folded it once, and set it on the chair.

Luke’s breath caught.

Clara climbed onto the bed backwards, one knee up, then the other, settling herself against the crinkling paper. Her scrubs top hung loose over her thighs. Her legs parted slowly.

She met his gaze and said, quiet but certain: “Start the exam.”

He stood slowly, cock in his hand, one step at a time toward her spread knees.

But when he reached for her, she caught his wrist.

“Gloves.”

The word made him freeze.

“What?”

She nodded to the tray. “Put them on.”

Luke blinked. Then turned to the trolley and grabbed a fresh pair, hands only slightly shaking as he tugged them on. The snap of the latex echoed off the tiled walls. When he turned back to her, she was watching him like a case study.

Her thighs glistened. The room felt too hot.

“Now,” she said, laying back and parting her legs wider. Her pussy gleamed under the low light. Her inner thighs were already damp. “Begin.”

Luke stepped forward, gloved fingers flexing.

He placed one hand on her knee. The other slid up, pausing just shy of her centre.

“Do I need to ask for consent?”

She tilted her head. “You think I brought you in here for conversation?”

That was all he needed.

His fingers found her.

Luke’s gloved fingers brushed over her folds, the texture dry and almost too smooth. The first touch didn’t even penetrate — just a slow drag across her slit, parting her without pressure, letting her wetness catch against the latex.

“Jesus,” he murmured. “You’re soaked already.”

Clara didn’t reply. She lay back on the crinkling paper sheet, legs parted, the cool air of the exam room brushing across her inner thighs. Her top was still on, bunched slightly at her waist, her ID badge hanging awkwardly between her breasts.

Luke shifted closer. His hand cupped her mound through the gloves, his thumb circling her clit in slow, methodical spirals. Not rough. Not rushed. Just clinical. Measured.

“Visual assessment,” he said under his breath, slipping into the tone of a training seminar. “External tissue flushed. Labia spread. Obvious signs of… arousal.”

Clara felt her lips twitch. She didn’t smile — not properly — but her cunt clenched, hungry for more.

“Palpation,” Luke added, almost whispering. His middle finger pressed between her folds, sliding in to the first knuckle. The latex gave just enough to let her feel the shape of him — but not the heat. It was sterile. Obscene. Perfect.

She moaned low, back arching just slightly.

“Internal exam commencing,” he said, and slid two fingers inside.

The stretch was instant — snug, slick, her body pulling him in like she’d been waiting for it all shift. He worked slowly at first, fingers curling into a beckoning shape, dragging along her front wall like he was testing pressure points.

Clara gripped the edges of the exam bed. The paper beneath her crinkled loudly with every shift. Her thighs fell wider apart.

“Response to pressure appears… enthusiastic,” he said with a grin, his wrist now moving with a slick rhythm. Her cunt clung to the gloves, wet sounds filling the quiet room, each thrust amplified by the echo of linoleum and tile.

Clara’s breath came fast. She felt detached and hyper-present all at once — like she was watching herself from the ceiling and trapped in the moment simultaneously.

Her ID tag swung gently with each breath.

Luke’s free hand came to rest on her thigh, fingers splayed, holding her open. His eyes never left her cunt. “Fucking hell. You’re gripping like you don’t want to let go.”

She didn’t.

She lifted her hips, grinding down into his hand. The slick squelch of it made them both pause. He pressed his thumb to her clit again, harder now, and her legs jerked.

“Reflexes intact,” he murmured.

Then he reached up and flipped open the wall cabinet — not for tools, but for the mirror inside the door. He angled it just so, letting it catch the reflection of her body on the bed. Clara saw herself — legs wide, scrub top riding up, her cunt stuffed with gloved fingers, juices slicking the vinyl under her.

Something about seeing it broke her.

She reached down and grabbed the bottom of her top, dragging it up over her chest. No bra. Just full, flushed tits with nipples already hard, rising and falling with every breath. The ID badge slid off with a clatter, landing on the bed beside her.

Luke stared. “Fuck.”

He leaned in, one gloved hand still fucking her, the other rising to pinch her nipple — hard. The latex was cold, rough, clumsy. She gasped, hips bucking off the bed.

“God, you’re beautiful like this,” he said. “Laid out like a patient. But dripping like a fucking slut.”

She moaned at that — not from the pain, not even from the fingers curling deeper inside her. It was the words. The framing. She wasn’t Nurse Clara anymore. She was a specimen.

His fingers scissored inside her. She could hear it now — her own slick squelching with every stroke, leaking around the base of his gloves, soaking into the paper under her ass. He pressed his thumb to her clit again, faster now, and her thighs started to shake.

She was close. Too close.

“Wait—” she gasped. “Don’t—”

He pulled his fingers out slowly, her cunt clenching around nothing, twitching. He peeled off the gloves with a soft hiss and dropped them on the tray. Then he sank to his knees.

Clara barely had time to breathe before his mouth was on her.

No barrier now. Just skin and tongue and heat. His lips sealed to her cunt like it was a wound to be treated. His tongue flicked against her clit with the same rhythm he’d used before — precise, relentless, exact. Like he was following a chart.

She arched off the bed. Her thighs locked around his head. The mirror showed her everything: the way her legs trembled, the way his hands gripped her thighs, the way her nipples stood sharp against the cold air. Her mouth fell open. A whimper broke from her chest.

She was falling into it.

She came apart in waves. Quiet at first — a single moan stretched between clenched teeth — then louder. Her legs began to shake. Her head rolled to the side. She saw herself in the mirror again: flushed, soaked, cunt stuffed full of tongue, scrubs half-on like she’d been caught mid-procedure.

And still, she didn’t stop it.

Luke’s tongue flattened against her clit. He dragged it in long, slow strokes now, letting her climb again. His hands gripped her thighs hard enough to bruise, holding her open, keeping her hips still even as they bucked into his mouth.

Her moan turned raw. Guttural. Not like her.

She covered her face with one arm. The room spun.

“Don’t you dare hide,” Luke said, pulling back for a second, his breath hot and slick on her cunt. “Look at what you are.”

She turned her face toward the mirror again.

That’s when it hit her — the sound of her own breath, the mess on her thighs, the ruined state of the exam bed beneath her.

And the truth spilled out.

“I’ve wanted this,” she said, breath catching. “Not you. Not specifically. Just this.”

Luke froze.

She looked right at him. Her legs still spread, cunt flushed and twitching. Her tits rising and falling in time with her heartbeat. Her voice steady, despite the tremble in her thighs.

“I wanted to be the one who got fucked,” she said. “Laid out like a patient. Gloves. Bed. Fluorescent lights. Just…” She swallowed. “Undone.”

Luke stared up at her from between her thighs. His mouth glistened. His chest rose like he’d just run a sprint.

Then he said, very softly, “Then fucking have it.”

He stood fast, grabbed her hips, and dragged her down the exam bed until her ass was at the edge, legs hanging off. The crinkling paper tore under her. Her cunt was exposed, gleaming wet. She didn’t flinch.

“Tell me if you want to stop,” he said. Already unbuckling his trousers.

She didn’t answer.

She grabbed the sides of the bed and lifted her hips.

Luke’s cock sprang free — thick, flushed, already leaking. He didn’t tease. Didn’t ask twice.

He lined himself up and shoved inside her in one brutal thrust.

Clara cried out, body jerking. Her hands clawed at the sheet, nails ripping the paper as her cunt stretched wide around him.

He bottomed out with a grunt. “Fucking hell.”

She was soaked. Full. Clenching around him so tight he nearly pulled out again by reflex.

But he didn’t.

He gripped her thighs and started to fuck her — hard, fast, filthy. No rhythm. Just need. Just ruin.

Clara gasped, back arching. Her heels dug into the edge of the bed as each thrust slammed her ass against the vinyl. Her cunt was loud now — slick, wet, obscene.

Her ID badge had fallen to the floor, but the strap was still looped around her wrist. It jerked with each motion like a leash.

She looked at herself in the mirror — tits bouncing, mouth open, her scrubs bunched above her waist, and Luke’s cock driving into her like she was just another warm body on shift.

Her orgasm surged.

“Don’t stop,” she sobbed. “Please don’t fucking stop—”

Luke leaned over her, teeth at her neck. “Say what you are.”

She moaned, high and broken. “I’m— I’m your patient.”

“No. Try again.”

She gasped as his cock slammed deeper. Her pussy spasmed. Her voice cracked.

“I’m a fucking slut.”

“For what?”

“For this.” She was crying now, just from the force of it. “For being used. On the bed. In my scrubs. Just—fuck—fill me, please—”

He did.

He grabbed her hips, slammed deep, and let go with a growl. She felt it — the pulse of him inside her, heat gushing deep, thick spurts coating her cunt. Her body clenched, milking every drop.

Her orgasm ripped through her like a code blue.

Her legs locked around his waist. Her cunt convulsed. Her throat tore open with a scream she bit down just in time to muffle.

Her cum gushed — slick squirting out between them, soaking the bed, his thighs, her own skin. Her tits bounced with each aftershock. Her cunt didn’t stop twitching.

The paper beneath her was shredded. The air stank of sweat, latex, and filth.

Luke collapsed against her for a second — then pulled out with a wet sound. His cock was coated. Cum oozed from her pussy in slow trails, mixing with her slick and the sweat dripping down her ass.

She lay there panting, hands still in fists.

And smiled.

Luke was gone before she stood up.

Not rudely. Just quietly — trousers back in place, gloves in the bin, no goodbye. He caught her eye once as he opened the door. No smirk. No apology. Just a look of stunned satisfaction and maybe a little disbelief.

Then he slipped into the hallway, leaving her alone in the low light.

Clara sat up slowly. Her thighs were tacky. Her cunt ached in the best possible way — open, full, sore. Cum was already dripping onto the edge of the bed, pooling against the torn paper. She shifted, and another string of it slid down the crease of her thigh, warm and wet.

She pressed her feet to the floor. Vinyl clung to her skin as she rose.

The room smelled like sex. Latex, sweat, slick — and something fainter underneath. A sharp tang of blood pressure cuffs, the ghost of antiseptic. Her scent was the loudest now.

She didn’t clean it up. Not yet.

She walked to the cabinet in bare legs, her scrub trousers still folded on the chair. Her ID tag dragged against the floor from where it dangled off her wrist. She caught a glimpse of herself in the cabinet mirror again.

Not the cool, calm nurse everyone knew.

Her bun was half-loose, strands clinging to her temple. Her scrubs top was twisted, collar askew, one nipple still visible through the stretched V. Her stomach was flushed. Her thighs gleamed with sweat and slick, inner skin glistening where Luke had been.

She looked like she’d been wrecked. Like she’d been examined.

And she had.

She tugged her top back into place. Found her trousers. Stepped into them without wiping down — letting the fabric stick to the slickness still leaking from her pussy. She didn’t bother with underwear. Just tied the waistband and adjusted the ID back to her chest.

Every step would remind her.

She bent, picked up the torn paper sheet with two fingers, and balled it into the bin. It squelched faintly.

She paused. Then reached for the gauze pad on the tray and pressed it once between her thighs. Just a little pressure. Not to clean. Just to feel it.

Warm. Messy. Hers.

She left the gloves, and the smell, and the damp streak on the floor.

In the hallway, the ward lights were still low. A monitor beeped in Room 6. Someone coughed behind a curtain. Life moved on.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket.

[Shift schedule updated. Next night: Friday, 8pm–8am.]

She smiled.

Her pussy was still leaking.

She walked down the corridor, scrubs clinging between her legs, and thought only one thing:

I’m already dripping, and I’m not even off shift yet.
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Clara’s Journal – Entry: After Hours Exam

[Notes app draft – written on the back steps, 08:12am]

I should feel shame.

That’s what I keep telling myself.

Shame for pulling a colleague into an exam room and laying back on a bed meant for sick patients. Shame for letting him glove up and finger me like I was a diagnosis. Shame for lifting my top, exposing my tits, spreading my legs like it was my job to be touched.

But I don’t.

I feel fucking good.

Still wet. Still open. Still dripping him down my thigh as I type this. My scrubs are soaked at the crotch. I didn’t bother changing. I pulled the trousers up over everything — slick, cum, sweat — and walked out like nothing had happened.

But something happened.

And now I can’t stop thinking about it.

He didn’t ask twice.

That’s what made it hotter, I think.

He followed me into that room like it was routine. And I made it feel routine — told him to sit, told him to glove up, told him to begin.

He touched me like I was a patient.

Like I was his.

And I let him.

I laid back and parted my legs and let him fuck me with his fingers while my ID badge swung against my chest and the paper under my ass soaked through. He opened the mirror cabinet and tilted it until I could see myself: scrubs hiked up, pussy glistening, tits flushed and bouncing with every breath.

I watched myself come apart.

And then I let him put his cock in me.

He didn’t even hesitate. Just lined up and pushed inside. Hard. Deep. Like it was what I’d asked for from the moment I stepped into the room.

Maybe it was.

Maybe it’s what I’ve been asking for every shift, every week, every goddamn month since my life started shrinking into rosters and half-eaten dinners and battery-powered orgasms I fake just to fall asleep.

He filled me. Properly. Didn’t pull out. Didn’t ask. Just came inside like he owned it.

I can still feel it. Still leaking. Still raw.

I should be horrified.

Instead, I’m soaked again just writing about it.

Here’s the truth I haven’t said out loud — not even to myself, until now:

I want to be used.

Not romanced. Not taken on dates. Not held gently after hours.

I want gloves. I want instructions. I want a door to close and my legs to open.

I want to be touched like I’m a piece of equipment. Like my cunt is part of the night shift.

Tonight I was.

And I want more.

Next time I want them to leave the door unlocked.

Next time I want him to shove my face into the pillow and hold me down.

Next time I want my scrubs torn.

I want to feel a second hand join the first.

I want to hear my own moans echo off the sterile tile while someone stands at the desk outside and doesn’t realise what’s happening inside.

Or worse — does.

I want to be caught. Not stopped.

I used to pride myself on control.

The tight bun. The tidy uniform. The gentle voice that could calm anyone down.

And now?

Now I want them to hear me being fucked.

Now I want to walk back out with cum running down my thighs and my stethoscope still around my neck.

I want to serve professionalism from the waist up, and depravity from the waist down.

Shift’s over. Sun’s up. Cigarette’s out.

My cunt still aches, and I’ve got rounds again in twelve hours.

I’ll wear the same scrubs.

Maybe not even wash them.

Maybe I want the smell to linger. The proof.

Maybe I want someone to notice.

Entry saved. Not sent.
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2 — “Night Shift Confession”

The ER was quieter than usual.

2:06am. The peak chaos had passed — the drunk tank half-empty, the worst bleeds stabilised, the psych consults sedated. The lights stayed low on purpose, fluorescents dimmed to stop anyone from snapping. But Clara’s body buzzed like they were still flashing red.

She stood at the central charting station, one hand resting on the keyboard, the other cupped under her chin. Her scrubs stuck faintly to her back. Her trousers clung between her thighs. She hadn’t stopped sweating since midnight, but it wasn’t the shift anymore. It was her.

She could still feel it. Every time she shifted her weight, a slick drag pulled across her folds. She hadn’t worn underwear tonight — again. The wet patch between her legs had dried once. Then wet again. And she hadn’t done a damn thing to stop it.

She tried to focus on the chart in front of her: post-op drain, vitals stable, Foley clear. But her eyes kept drifting down the corridor — toward the surgical office, where Dr. Harris was still working alone.

She’d been stealing glances all night.

And he’d noticed.

He was leaning over a side desk now, typing with one hand, his other resting flat against the counter. Shirt sleeves rolled, throat bare, stethoscope tossed carelessly on the ledge beside him. He looked tired — but alert. The kind of man who never slept properly, just closed his eyes in high-functioning increments.

Clara didn’t mean to watch him. Not at first. But something about the curve of his neck when he tilted his head, the slow pace of his voice, the way he moved like he had time when no one else did — it crawled under her skin.

She kept watching.

And then he turned.

Caught her.

And held her there.

She didn’t look away.

Not this time.

Harris walked down the hallway like he was taking a shortcut — but stopped right beside her. Not too close. Just enough.

“Patient in 3B isn’t mine,” he said casually, nodding at her screen.

“I know.”

“You’ve been looking over here for ten minutes.”

Clara clicked the chart closed. “Bored.”

“No,” he said. “Not bored.”

She looked up.

His eyes were dark. Still tired. But focused entirely on her.

“I’ve seen that look before,” he said quietly. “You’re not thinking about patients. You’re thinking about something else.”

“Like what?” Her voice didn’t waver.

“Like how wet you are under those scrubs.”

The silence stretched.

Clara felt the breath catch in her throat, but she didn’t show it. She let her gaze drift lazily across his collarbone, down to where his chest rose beneath the fabric of his shirt. Her thighs pressed tighter.

“And if I am?” she said, voice low.

He smiled — not smug. Just sure.

“I think you’re waiting for someone to say it.”

She didn’t answer.

A junior nurse passed behind them with a clipboard. Neither of them moved.

“I think,” Harris murmured, “you want to be touched while you’re still on shift. While you’re still in uniform. While that badge is clipped to your tit and your cunt’s dripping into regulation blue.”

Clara inhaled sharply.

He didn’t stop.

“I think you want to keep pretending you’re calm and clean while someone bends you over and finds out how filthy you really are.”

Her hand was still on the keyboard. But she wasn’t typing.

“You done?” she asked.

“No,” he said. “Not even close.”

He glanced at the hallway camera — dark, no red light — and leaned in. His voice dropped.

“Break room. Now. Unless you’d rather I say all that a little louder.”

He didn’t wait for her to reply. Just turned and walked away.

Clara stood still.

Then she signed out of the chart, smoothed her top, and followed.

The staff locker room was technically unisex — two rows of steel lockers, a narrow bench, flickering fluorescent strip light, and the kind of tiled silence that made every footstep echo. No CCTV. No lock on the door.

Clara stepped in and let it shut behind her. The air was still and stale, a faint mix of laundry powder and sweat from discarded scrubs.

Dr. Harris was already there.

He wasn’t leaning. He wasn’t relaxed. He stood like a man who’d decided something, hands loose at his sides, posture sharp. His tie had been stuffed in his coat pocket. The top button of his shirt was undone.

Clara didn’t speak.

He did.

“I wasn’t wrong.”

She raised a brow. “About what?”

“You’re wet.”

She stepped forward slowly, her trainers whispering against the floor. “You think I wore underwear tonight?”

Harris exhaled, dark and pleased. “No. I think you stopped pretending.”

He stepped closer — close enough to smell her: surgical soap, skin, the sweat behind her ears. His hand lifted, fingers brushing the top of her ID badge. It swayed against her chest. He looked down at it, then up again.

“You walk around every shift in that little blue mask,” he said. “Calm voice. Tight bun. Always two steps ahead of everyone else.”

He moved behind her slowly, until his mouth was beside her ear.

“But under the scrubs you’re fucking soaking. And the only thing holding you together is the name tag on your tit.”

Clara’s breath hitched. Her nipples were hard against the inside of her top, pressing like they wanted out. She hadn’t touched herself in over 24 hours. She hadn’t needed to.

He was already doing it for her. Just with words.

“And now what?” she murmured. “You corner me in a supply closet and tell me who I am?”

“No.” He stepped back and waited. “You tell me.”

Silence.

Clara let it stretch. Her body was flushed, blood pounding in her ears. Her cunt ached. Her thighs were wet. She didn’t want it gentle. She didn’t want romance.

She wanted to say it.

“I want to be fucked while I’m still on duty,” she said clearly. “I want my scrubs on. My badge on. My cunt full.”

Harris’s nostrils flared. His jaw flexed.

“You want to be used in the uniform they trust you in.”

Clara nodded.

“You want someone to bend you over before the shift ends, so you leave leaking.”

“Yes.”

“You want to be dripping while you explain discharge plans to someone’s mother.”

Her voice was a whisper now. “Please.”

That was it.

He reached for the drawstring on her trousers and yanked it loose in one swift pull. The knot snapped open, waistband slack. Then he spun her around and pushed her against the lockers — not rough, but unignorable. Her ID badge thunked against the metal with a dull clang.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

She obeyed.

He grabbed the loose ends of her drawstring and wrapped them around her wrists, quick and practiced. She could break it, if she tried. But she wouldn’t.

He stepped back, just to look at her.

“Nurse Clara. On call. Uniform perfect. Wet as fuck.”

He cupped her between the legs through her scrubs — palm flat, fingers pressing upward.

She moaned. It soaked through instantly.

“No underwear,” he confirmed.

He tugged her waistband down just far enough to bare her ass and slit. The fabric bunched around her thighs, still holding her. Her top was untouched — for now.

Clara stood with her cheek against the metal, hands bound behind her, legs slightly spread. Her breath came fast, chest heaving under the scrub top.

Harris crouched behind her and ran a finger between her folds.

“You’ve been like this all night?” he asked softly.

“Since before shift,” she confessed. “Since before the shower.”

“Fuck.”

His fingers slid inside — two, deep, slow. She clenched around them instantly.

He stayed crouched, watching the way her slick coated his knuckles.

“Keep your scrubs on,” he said. “If someone walks in, I want them to see you dressed. Still on duty. Just not clean.”

He pulled his hand back and stood.

She heard the rustle of his zipper.

And then the heat of him against her ass.

“Say it again,” he ordered, pressing his cock against her entrance.

Clara moaned, forehead resting against the cold locker.

“I want to be fucked in uniform.”

“Good girl.”

He pushed inside.

He slid into her in one slow thrust.

Her cunt was already so wet it didn’t resist — just opened for him, swallowing him whole, dripping around the stretch of his cock. Her cheek pressed against the cold locker. Her wrists were still tied behind her back with the loose scrub drawstring. Every breath fogged the metal in front of her face.

Clara moaned. It wasn’t soft.

Harris gripped her hips, fingers digging into the fabric of her scrubs bunched around her thighs. He didn’t bother with undressing her further — her top stayed on, her name badge swinging, her ID photo glinting under the flickering light.

“Fuck,” he grunted, already thrusting. “Tight little hole, soaking the uniform you pretend to be clean in.”

Clara gasped as his hips slammed forward, her body jolting with every motion. Her cunt clutched at him, wet and wide and desperate. The sound was obscene — slick and squelching, the echo of flesh against flesh filling the tiled silence.

She wanted to scream. She wanted to say stop. But she didn’t.

She loved it.

“You’re not Nurse Clara anymore,” he said through clenched teeth. “You’re just a wet fucking hole behind a locker door.”

His cock pounded into her. She arched her back, ass high, taking every inch. Her scrubs were already soaked — the fabric clung to the crease of her thighs, her slick smeared across her inner legs, coating him with every thrust.

He leaned forward, breath hot against her ear.

“You’re the slut of this hospital,” he whispered. “And no one knows but me.”

Clara cried out. Her knees almost gave out.

“Say it.”

“I’m—fuck—I’m your slut.”

He fucked her harder.

Her body rocked against the locker. Her ID clattered. Her cunt pulsed, spasming around him, leaking down her thighs. Her bound hands flexed uselessly behind her, pinned between her body and the cold metal.

Then he stopped.

Pulled out.

She gasped — empty — whimpering, already clenching on nothing.

He spun her around, untied her wrists, and shoved her down to her knees on the filthy tile.

“Open.”

She did.

Her mouth dropped, tongue out, pupils wide.

He shoved his cock into her mouth with one hand wrapped in her bun — the loose strands pulling tight at her scalp. He fucked her face with the same rhythm he’d had inside her. Her lips stretched, spit pooling at the corners, drooling down her chin. Her scrubs stained darker across the chest where it dripped.

He groaned. “Look at you. Wrecked. And still in uniform.”

She moaned around him, taking him deeper.

“Hold your tits,” he ordered. “Show me what I’m fucking.”

Clara obeyed — hands rising to squeeze her breasts through the scrub top, nipples already rock-hard under the thin fabric. Her moan deepened. Spit ran from her lip down to her chest, soaking the V of her neckline.

He pulled out with a pop.

She gasped for air, mouth raw, chin soaked.

He grabbed her jaw.

“You beg for cum now,” he said.

She did.

“Please—fill me,” she whispered. “I want to go back to the desk with it still inside me.”

Harris growled, dragged her to her feet, and bent her over the bench.

“Then you’re getting it raw.”

He slammed into her from behind.

He was pounding into her again — rough, urgent, deep — her scrubs still half-on, her cunt still dripping from being used on her knees seconds earlier. Her cheek was pressed into the bench now, her hands gripping the wood beneath her, her name tag swinging in her periphery like a fucking metronome.

Every thrust punched her forward.

Her ass slapped against his hips, her pussy clenching around him so tight he grunted on every exhale.

She was gone — undone, flying, filled.

And then—

Knock knock.

The door rattled.

“Clara?”

The voice was female. Soft. Familiar. One of the junior nurses — Sophie.

Clara’s eyes snapped open.

Harris didn’t stop.

He froze inside her, buried to the hilt, cock twitching deep in her cunt — but his hand clamped hard over her mouth.

They both listened.

Another knock.

“You in there? Dr. Harris just said you were—something about checking the bandage tray?”

Clara’s heart thundered.

She tried to breathe. Couldn’t.

She could feel him throbbing inside her. Still hard. Still buried. Still grinding, just slightly — his hips twitching against her ass like he wanted to fuck again.

Sophie tried the handle.

It jiggled once. Then stopped.

“Okay,” the voice called out. “Just—if you see my notes, bring them to Station Three?”

Footsteps.

Then silence.

Neither of them moved for ten seconds.

Then twenty.

Then—

Clara whimpered into his palm.

She was soaking — her cunt squeezing around his cock like she was begging for more. Her body had never felt so fucking alive. Her pulse was hammering. Her skin on fire.

He leaned over her.

“Did you want her to open that door?” he whispered. “You didn’t even try to stop me.”

She shook her head. Moaned again, soft and wild.

“You’re on shift,” he hissed. “And you still didn’t care.”

His hand slipped from her mouth and found her throat.

She didn’t stop him.

He started moving again.

Harris’s hand stayed at her throat — not tight enough to hurt, just firm enough to say: stay there. And Clara did. Bent over the bench. Ass bare. Scrubs bunched halfway down her thighs. Her pussy still stretched around his cock, soaked and trembling.

“You didn’t want her to stop us,” he growled.

“No,” Clara gasped. “I wanted—fuck—I wanted her to open the door.”

He rammed into her.

She cried out — high and raw.

“You wanted her to see you like this?” he hissed. “Tied up and used in your uniform? You wanted the whole fucking ward to see what a nurse looks like when she’s full of cock?”

“Yes.”

He fucked her harder — brutal, pounding, relentless.

“Say it.”

“I want to be seen like this,” she sobbed. “I want to be caught. I want to be known as the one who gets used between shifts—”

Her voice broke as he hit that spot — deep, hard, perfect.

Her orgasm surged.

She shook, legs buckling, arms collapsing under her. Her cunt seized around him like a fist, milking every inch, squirting against his thighs, soaking the inside of her scrubs.

He didn’t stop. Just kept pounding.

Clara screamed into the crook of her elbow, face twisted, sobs broken by guttural moans. She could feel it everywhere — in her belly, her chest, her scalp. Her pussy was still spasming, gush after gush of slick coating his cock and dripping onto the floor.

Then Harris grunted — deep and final — and pulled out.

He jerked once, twice—

And came across her thighs.

Thick, hot ropes splattered against her skin, her ass, her soaked scrubs. He grabbed the waistband and smeared it in with the heel of his hand, pressing his cum into the cotton.

Clara moaned.

She was shaking. Fully dressed. Fully fucked.

Her ID badge swung gently, glinting in the locker-room light.

She felt like a piece of equipment — wiped down, used, leaking.

And she loved it.

Harris stepped back and looked at her: bent, flushed, slick, cunt still twitching.

Then he grabbed her chin and turned her face up.

“You’ll walk out like this,” he said. “Still dripping. Still mine.”

Clara smiled.

Clara stood in front of the mirror above the staff sink, the door to the locker room closed behind her.

She looked like a nurse.

Almost.

Her scrubs were pulled back into place. Her name badge was clipped high and straight. Her top was damp around the collar — sweat, spit, or both. Her hair was barely holding in its bun. Her mouth was red, slightly swollen.

But it was her trousers that gave her away.

The fabric between her thighs was darker now — clinging, stained, wet. His cum was still there, soaked into the cotton, pressed between her folds like a secret. Her inner thighs were sticky, the backs of her knees shaking every few seconds with the ghost of her orgasm.

She didn’t clean it up.

She ran water over her hands, splashed her face once, and met her own gaze in the mirror.

Her pulse was still too fast. Her cunt still ached. She looked flushed. Feral. Alive.

She’d never looked better.

Behind her, the locker room door opened.

Harris stepped out, perfectly composed — sleeves rolled, hair slightly tousled, stethoscope back around his neck.

He didn’t stop.

As he passed her at the sink, he murmured just loud enough for her alone:

“You left a handprint on the bench. Someone should probably disinfect that.”

He didn’t smile. Just walked on.

Clara exhaled.

Back at the nurses’ station, Sophie was logging vitals.

When Clara returned, Sophie looked up briefly — eyes catching on her flushed cheeks, her damp top, her trousers.

“You alright?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Clara replied smoothly. “Just needed a minute.”

Sophie glanced down.

“Did you… spill something?”

Clara blinked.

Then looked down at the wet patch between her thighs.

The cotton was clinging. If she shifted just right, she could feel his cum squish against her pussy lips.

She smiled.

“Must’ve been the saline bin,” she said. “I’ll change later.”

Sophie shrugged and turned back to the chart.

Clara sat down.

The bench was cool beneath her, the pressure against her cunt instant.

She clenched her thighs — and leaked just slightly into her scrubs.

Dr. Harris walked past behind her and dropped a set of notes onto the desk. His hand brushed her shoulder — firm, brief.

“You’re not done,” he whispered.

Clara didn’t answer.

She just reached for her pen.

And smiled.
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Clara’s Journal – Entry: Training Ward Memory

[Notes app – typed during break, 03:33am, back corridor near ICU]

I used to be the girl who got fingered in club bathrooms.

Stranger’s hand down my skirt, body shoved against the wall, my knickers pushed to the side like an afterthought. I used to wear lipstick too dark, bras too sheer, and heels I couldn’t run in. I used to laugh loud. Moan louder. Get kissed like I was the problem.

And then I became a nurse.

It wasn’t one choice.

It was a series of small silences.

Wear white. Tie your hair. Don’t cry. Don’t flirt. Don’t cross your arms. Don’t say no too loud. Don’t say yes too often.

Be calm. Be neutral. Be professional.

And when it hurts — which it always does — swallow it.

So I learned. I watched. I adapted.

I stopped showing my cleavage. I learned to nod instead of snap. I wore muted lipstick and kept tampons in my left pocket and caffeine pills in the right.

I worked nights. I worked double shifts. I told myself it was noble.

I became Clara-the-nurse.

And I forgot what it was like to be Clara-the-fucking-animal.

Until recently.

Until the day I didn’t wear underwear to work.

Until the moment I looked in the mirror and didn’t see control — I saw a cunt that needed attention.

Until I let Luke glove up and finger me on an exam bed.

Until I let Harris fuck me with my scrubs on and my name badge swinging.

Until I looked someone in the eye and said: I want to be used while I’m still on duty.

And meant it.

Nursing school taught me how to treat trauma. Stabilise vitals. Secure the airway. Stay calm.

But they didn’t prepare me for this.

They didn’t prepare me for the way my pussy clenches when a colleague says “you’re mine.”

Or how wet I get when I walk the corridor still leaking from being fucked.

Or the rush of hearing someone knock while I’m gagging on cock, and knowing I could stop — but don’t.

I’m not falling apart.

I’m falling back into my own skin.

There’s nothing wrong with me.

I’m not broken. I’m not unprofessional.

I’m a slut.

A nurse who gets off on danger.

Who wears cum like it’s part of the uniform.

Who treats exposure like oxygen.

I’m not ashamed.

I’m awakening.

Entry saved. Locked. Reread later.


6

3 — “The Ward’s Secret”

Clara liked this part of the hospital.

No cameras. No beeping monitors. No families asking if the doctor was on his way.

Just dim corridors, scuffed floors, and rooms that smelled faintly of bleach and time.

The old recovery wing had been closed for weeks. They were “modernising,” apparently — new outlets, fire doors, something about ventilation. But at 4:45am, Clara knew exactly what it really was:

A perfect place to be forgotten.

She didn’t have rounds for another fifteen minutes. Her notes were up to date. Her gloves were stuffed in one pocket, fingers slightly curled like they remembered more than they should.

She wandered down the long hallway slowly, trainers silent against the tile. Her scrubs clung between her legs — damp, still. Not from sweat.

She passed a half-open door to Room 314.

Then she heard it.

“Hey, Nurse…”

Clara stopped.

The voice was male. Relaxed. And completely unapologetic.

“You gonna keep walking, or come check on me?”

She turned.

Inside, the patient was half-reclined on the bed. No shirt. Just a loose gown untied at the back and a cocky smirk that didn’t belong to someone on overnight observation. His chart had said “monitor for cardiac rhythm irregularities.”

Apparently not all irregularities.

He was maybe thirty-five. Fit. A bit too charming. The kind of man who flirted with nurses out of boredom, not desperation.

Clara stepped just inside the room. “Is there a problem?”

“Not yet.” He grinned. “But I think I’m developing one.”

He let the sheet fall lower on his hips.

She didn’t look away.

“You’re the one who doesn’t wear underwear, right?”

Clara blinked. The air in the room was too warm.

“Excuse me?”

“You walked past twice last night. I saw you tug at your waistband both times. No panty line.” He tilted his head. “So either you’re commando, or I’ve just spent ten hours fantasising about a lie.”

Clara exhaled slowly.

“You shouldn’t talk to staff like that.”

He shrugged. “You shouldn’t walk through dark corridors with your thighs glistening.”

A pause.

She didn’t leave.

His eyes dropped to her badge. “Clara. Pretty name. Suits a girl who looks like she wants to sit on my cock more than take my pulse.”

She stepped fully inside the room.

And with one slow, deliberate motion, closed the door behind her.

The lock clicked.

Her cunt clenched.

“Then lie back,” she said. “Let’s make sure you’re stable.”

The door was shut. No code required. No staff on rotation down this corridor. The air vent above them whirred faintly, pushing warm air down from a unit no one had serviced in months.

Clara didn’t rush.

She walked slowly toward the bed, letting her hips sway beneath her scrubs. She didn’t have to fake it anymore. He’d already guessed. She was soaked. And she wanted him to see.

The patient — he hadn’t even offered a name — raised his brows as she reached for the glove box on the wall.

“You gonna be professional about this?”

She slid one hand inside the latex — slow, deliberate — letting it snap tight at the wrist.

Her lips curled slightly. “Oh, I’m very thorough.”

He adjusted his position on the bed, legs spreading slightly beneath the sheet.

Clara reached for the other glove, pulled it tight, and flexed her fingers. Powder creaked softly as she moved.

“You’ve been watching me,” she said calmly. “I know.”

He smirked. “You’ve been dripping for three shifts. I figured I’d try my luck.”

Clara walked to the side of the bed and peeled the sheet back. He was already hard — thick and flushed, cock twitching against his belly like it had been waiting for her.

She didn’t touch him. Not yet.

She sat down on the edge of the mattress. The paper cover crinkled beneath her weight. Her scrubs stretched tight across her thighs. Her name badge rested above her breast like a label on meat.

She reached out with one gloved hand and ran her fingertips down the patient’s chest — from collarbone to pelvis, tracing lightly across muscle, hair, and bone.

“You get off on the idea of being used by a nurse?” she asked softly.

He nodded. “Only if she keeps the uniform on.”

She smiled. “That’s the only way I do it.”

Then she straddled him.

No teasing. No blushes. She just hiked her scrub trousers down — not off — just far enough to bare her slick, swollen cunt. She wasn’t wearing underwear. He’d been right.

She braced one gloved hand on the bed rail, the other guiding his cock to her entrance.

“You want a real check-up?” she whispered.

Then she slid down.

He groaned, loud — his hips lifting to meet her.

Clara gasped, already full, already soaking him. Her cunt clenched around him like she hadn’t been fucked in days — because she hadn’t. Not since the locker room. Not since she’d left Harris leaking down her thigh and gone back to work like nothing had happened.

Now she was taking it.

The patient gripped her hips, fingers digging into the waistband of her scrubs. Her badge tapped gently against his chest with every slow grind of her hips.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “You feel—Jesus.”

“Quiet,” she breathed, grinding down. “I’m examining you.”

She bounced slowly, letting her own slick coat his cock, riding him like a machine. The paper under her knees was tearing. The bed creaked. She pressed one hand flat against the headboard, the other splayed across his chest, latex smooth and sterile against his skin.

“You’re not gonna stop?” he asked.

She leaned down — close to his ear.

“I locked the door.”

He groaned again, hands slipping to cup her ass under the loose cotton.

Her pussy gripped him tighter.

She looked to her right — where the window facing the hallway had a faint reflective sheen. In the mirrored glass, she could see herself: hair escaping her bun, top still on, trousers stretched around her knees, cunt stretched wide around a cock that didn’t belong to her.

And she looked perfect.

She braced her hands against the metal rail and rode him harder — her slick making wet sounds every time her hips slammed down. The bed groaned under her.

“Anyone could walk by,” the patient gasped.

Clara looked at her reflection.

“I hope they do.”

Clara rolled her hips slowly, letting her body take him inch by inch.

The patient groaned beneath her, jaw slack, chest rising in quick, uneven bursts. She could feel every twitch of his cock — how desperate he already was to lose control. But she wasn’t rushing.

She wanted this to last.

Her hands pressed down on his chest — one bare, one gloved. She loved the contrast. Flesh to flesh, and that thin layer of sterile latex: cold, clinical, obscene. Her name tag tapped lightly against his sternum with each shift of her weight.

The wet sounds between them filled the room.

Her pussy was dripping, his cock shining with slick each time she lifted. The fabric of her scrubs strained around her thighs, waistband cutting into her skin where it bunched. She could feel her own fluids soaking through, trailing down her ass, staining the paper sheet underneath.

He tried to buck up into her.

She pressed him flat with the heel of her hand. “Let me.”

“Jesus, Clara—”

“Say Nurse.”

He blinked. “What?”

“Say it.” She tightened around him, just once. His eyes rolled back.

“Nurse.”

She rode harder.

Her knees squeaked against the mattress, her thighs clapping against his with every grind. Her cunt gripped him like it had been built for this — stretched wide, flushed and dripping, milking him with every pass.

“You fantasised about this?” she asked. Her voice was calm. Almost bored. “About me?”

He nodded.

“Tell me.”

His hands fumbled for her hips, but she caught one wrist and pinned it above his head.

“I saw you watching me,” he panted. “Every time you walked past. No panties. Your ass in those scrubs. You’d bend just a little and I’d get hard—”

“You wanted to fuck me like this?”

He moaned. “I wanted to be inside you on shift. While you still had your badge on. While you smelled like antiseptic and sweat.”

Clara slammed down on him. Her pussy squelched audibly.

“You like watching nurses get used?”

He groaned.

“You like imagining them bending over beds for patients who don’t even know their names?”

“God—yes—”

She braced herself on the rail and fucked him. No rhythm, no tenderness — just need. Her tits bounced beneath the scrub top, her thighs ached, her cunt soaked. Every bounce forced a wet slap of skin. Every grind rubbed her clit against the root of his cock, pressure building faster than she wanted.

The paper under them shredded.

She could feel it happening — her own orgasm threatening too soon, her cunt fluttering around him already, begging for more.

And then he cried out.

“Fuck—Nurse—I’m gonna—”

She bore down, hard. Slammed him in. Locked her thighs tight around his hips and took it.

He came deep.

Hot spurts pulsed inside her. His body seized. His hands clenched into fists. Clara moaned as the flood filled her, her pussy swallowing every drop, soaking it, letting it leak back out as he softened inside her.

She stayed seated.

Breathing heavy. Cunt dripping.

The patient collapsed back against the mattress, chest heaving.

“Holy fuck,” he whispered. “That was—”

Clara didn’t move.

She looked down at his slick cock, still twitching inside her, and ran one gloved hand down her stomach to where they were joined.

She pressed two fingers to the seam and smeared the mess across her folds. Then lifted the glove — dripping — and looked at it.

Milky fluid. Her slick. His cum.

Perfect.

She turned her head.

Then froze.

The door was open a crack.

And someone was watching.

Clara didn’t move.

Still straddling the patient, thighs wet, pussy leaking onto his belly, gloved fingers shining with cum — and the door was ajar.

A shadow filled the gap.

He’d seen.

She didn’t panic. Didn’t cover up.

She looked up, made eye contact, and raised one brow.

“Close the door,” she said calmly. “Or join.”

A beat.

Then the door clicked shut.

The orderly stepped into the room.

Young. Maybe mid-twenties. Brown hair, broad shoulders under blue scrubs. She knew him. Jake, or maybe Josh — floated between wings, always polite. The kind of guy who looked away when nurses bent down to adjust a catheter bag.

But not tonight.

Tonight, he stared.

Clara climbed off the patient, her thighs glistening with slick and cum, her scrubs still pulled down around her knees. She stepped forward slowly, hips rolling with confidence. Her name tag bounced against her chest.

She peeled off her gloves and dropped them into the bin.

Then she dropped to her knees.

Jake — yes, definitely Jake — froze as she reached for his waistband. “Are you serious?”

Clara looked up, eyes wide, lips already parted.

“Last chance to walk out.”

He didn’t.

She tugged his scrubs down — boxers too — and his cock sprang free. Already half-hard from watching her ride another man. That made her smile.

“You like sloppy seconds?” she asked, licking her lips. “You like watching nurses get filled and then sucking your own cock clean through them?”

Jake groaned.

Clara took him into her mouth in one long, filthy drag — no preamble. No teasing. She gagged halfway down and didn’t stop. Her spit coated his shaft instantly, mixing with the mess still coating her chin.

Behind her, the patient groaned. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

Clara moaned around the cock in her throat. Her scrubs were still pulled low. Her ass bare. Her cunt red and puffy and slick with leftover cum.

Jake tangled his fingers in her hair.

Her bun finally collapsed — auburn strands spilling over her face as she bobbed her head, spit sliding from her chin onto the tile. Her top was still on. Her ID badge swung between her breasts, tapping gently against her sternum with every gag.

Jake cursed. “Jesus. Nurse, I’m gonna—”

She pulled off with a pop.

Then turned around, braced her hands against the mattress, and looked over her shoulder.

“Then fuck me.”

He didn’t need a second invitation.

He dropped to his knees behind her, grabbed her hips, and shoved his cock into her still-used cunt without hesitation.

Clara screamed — high and open-mouthed.

She was already sore, already stretched, and Jake was rough. He held nothing back. His cock slammed into her, hips snapping hard enough to slap her ass and send wet sounds echoing through the tiled room.

The patient propped himself up on one elbow and watched.

“You’re letting him fuck you right after I came in you?”

Clara gasped.

“Yes.”

“You’re fucking filthy.”

“Yes.”

Jake grabbed her hair and yanked her back as he fucked her harder.

“You like being the ward’s slut?” he growled.

“I am the ward’s slut.”

Her voice was hoarse, cunt spasming, already building again.

Jake groaned — shoved deep — and came inside her without warning. Hot spurts flooded her cunt a second time, fresh cum mixing with the last.

She collapsed forward, cheek to mattress, ass in the air, pussy still twitching.

And then another voice spoke.

From the doorway.

“Room’s a little crowded.”

Clara looked up.

Dr. Harris.

Clara didn’t lift her head.

Her thighs were soaked. Her cunt was leaking double. Her wrists — still sticky with surgical tape — were bound behind her back, her shoulders aching from being held like that for so long.

She was still kneeling on the tile, breath ragged, when the door clicked again.

Dr. Harris.

He stepped into the room like he belonged there — like he owned it.

Jake stepped away instinctively. The patient just lay back and grinned.

But Clara…

Clara looked up.

Dr. Harris didn’t speak. He moved straight to the side trolley and grabbed a pair of gloves — snapping them on without ceremony — then reached for something else:

A clear plastic oxygen mask.

Clara’s breath caught.

He stepped behind her, lifted the mask, and slipped the elastic over her head.

It settled over her nose and mouth — loose enough not to seal, but tight enough to make her blink. Her breath fogged the inside instantly. Her own heat, her own filth. She could smell the latex on his gloves, the sweat down her neck, the cum still drying on her chin.

“You want to be used?” Harris said behind her, voice low and sharp. “Then shut up.”

He held the mask in place a moment longer. Her breath hitched. She didn’t resist.

Then — rip — he pulled it off.

Tossed it aside.

Grabbed her jaw.

And fed her his cock.

Clara moaned immediately. Her mouth stretched wide. The first thrust was deep — sudden, no warning, no care. She gagged, spit bubbling to the surface. Harris didn’t slow. Just gripped her bun, shoved deeper, and let her choke.

Behind her, Jake watched. Still panting. Still hard.

Clara’s knees burned. Her wrists strained. But her mouth worked perfectly — sucking, moaning, taking every inch.

Her name badge swung against her chest.

“Still in uniform,” Harris muttered. “Still the perfect little nurse. Just full of cock instead of compassion.”

She gagged again — eyes watering now — but didn’t stop. Her spit ran freely down her chin, soaking the front of her top. Her hair was wild. Her cheeks flushed.

She looked up at him: mouth full, throat raw, and fucking radiant.

Behind her, Jake moved again.

She felt his hands on her hips, fingers parting her cheeks. Then the pressure of his cock, sliding into her again.

She sobbed into Harris’s cock — stuffed in both holes now, bound and utterly broken open.

Jake groaned. “You didn’t even clean me off.”

Harris laughed. “She didn’t want to. She wants to taste us on each other.”

He pulled out.

She gasped — spit and air mixing, her jaw slack, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his tip.

He grabbed her name badge and shoved it in her face.

“Read it.”

Clara whimpered. “Nurse Clara.”

“Louder.”

“I’m Nurse Clara.”

“No. Say what you are.”

She blinked up, voice shaking — but honest.

“I’m the nurse this hospital fucks.”

Jake groaned. “Jesus Christ.”

And fucked her harder.

They moved her like she weighed nothing.

Harris untaped her wrists. Jake pulled her to her feet. The patient — still half-hard, still grinning — swung his legs off the bed and adjusted his gown like he was ready for round two.

Clara didn’t protest.

Her scrubs were torn at the waistband, her thighs coated in slick and semen, her top clinging with sweat and spit. Her name badge was backwards now — just a flash of plastic and barcode, no name visible.

Jake grabbed her by the hips and lifted her onto the gurney.

The vinyl was cold against her back. Her legs dropped open without prompting.

“She’s still leaking,” he said.

Harris grabbed a glove. “Then keep her open.”

He slid his fingers into her — two, then three, curling upward, pulling her apart like a procedure. Clara gasped. Her pussy stretched, the walls soft and slick from use. Her hole no longer resisted.

“She’s dripping everyone,” Jake muttered.

Clara moaned.

They took turns again.

Harris fucked her while Jake held her thighs apart.

Then Jake fucked her bent over the foot of the bed, her face mashed into the mattress, her arms dangling limp.

Then the patient re-entered her — slow, deliberate, filling her one more time while she sat spread on the floor, back against the wall, legs wide.

Her scrubs were half on, half off — a costume crumpled mid-shift.

At some point, someone wrapped a blood pressure cuff around her thigh and inflated it.

Just because they could.

They fucked her on the floor.

Over a wheeled med cart.

Across the collapsed legs of a folded stretcher.

At one point, Harris pushed her face-first into the open supply cupboard, one hand on her nape, the other pushing between her thighs, muttering:

“Hospital supplies inside you. Hospital hands on you. Hospital cock wrecking you.”

She nodded. Mouth open. Drooling.

“I’m yours.”

“No,” he corrected. “You’re ours.”

Jake spat on her ass and shoved in again.

Her scrubs were stained at every seam.

Her mouth was ringed with spit and cum.

Her cunt was red, swollen, leaking down her legs in steady trickles. Her knees burned from tile. Her name tag lay somewhere under the gurney.

She didn’t care.

She was gasping, ruined, and glowing.

And they weren’t done.

Harris pulled her upright and sat her on the supply cart. She trembled under his grip — every muscle twitching.

He slapped her lightly across the cheek. She blinked up at him, barely coherent.

“Tell us what you are.”

Clara tried to speak. Failed. Tried again.

“I’m the ward’s slut.”

Jake slapped her cunt. She jolted — but smiled.

“Say it again.”

“I’m the nurse who gets used.”

“By who?”

“All of you.”

Her final orgasm came with no warning.

She wasn’t being touched. Not anymore.

Just… overstimulated. Soaked. Airless.

She came while sitting on the edge of the gurney — legs wide, hole dripping, chest heaving. Her whole body clenched. Her hands clawed at the edge. Her thighs shook.

No cock inside her.

Just the memory of them all.

Harris jerked off over her face.

Jake smeared it in.

The patient came in her hair.

And Clara let her head fall back, mouth open, breath shallow.

Spent.

The room was quiet.

Not clean. Not neat. But quiet.

Clara sat where they’d left her — on the edge of the gurney, legs parted, cunt bare, face streaked with spit and cum. Her hair clung to her neck. Her scrubs hung off one shoulder like a costume discarded after a performance.

The overhead light flickered.

Somewhere in the corridor, a cleaning trolley squeaked faintly over tile.

Her name tag lay face-down on the floor.

She stared down at her hands.

One was covered in smudges — of powder, sweat, fingerprints. The other shook slightly. Her thighs were wet. Her knees were bruised. The air between her legs was still thick with the smell of use.

Her pussy twitched — like it missed them.

She didn’t know where Harris had gone. Or Jake. Or the man she’d fucked first. They hadn’t said goodbye. They didn’t need to.

She wasn’t theirs in a way that required affection.

She was theirs in a way that meant: take her. And leave her.

And she loved that.

Her cunt ached. Her throat burned. Her chest stung from where Harris’s cum had landed.

She brought her fingers between her thighs and dragged two through the mess. It was cold now — sticky, streaked. She held them up in the air, watching the way it glistened.

A drop slid down her wrist.

She whispered:

“Please don’t let this be the last time.”

No one answered.

But the lights stayed dim.

And her legs didn’t close.

The door opened.

Again.

No knock. No voice. Just the slow hush of rubber on tile.

Dr. Harris returned.

This time alone.

Clara didn’t lift her head.

She was still where they’d left her: perched on the edge of the gurney, one leg dangling limp, the other bent wide and bare, exposing the dark gleam of her abused pussy under the overhead light. Her scrubs were barely clothing her anymore — torn at the waistband, bunched under her thighs, neckline soaked and stretched. Her name badge had long since slipped from its clip and now sat beside her on the trolley, laminated plastic clouded with fingerprints and a dull streak of cum.

She heard him pull on gloves.

That snap of latex was louder than his footsteps.

He crossed to her, stopped between her knees — and said nothing.

She looked up.

Her lips were chapped from sucking. Her cheeks glowed with dried tears and slap marks. Her hair was a riot of sweat and fallen strands. Her eyes… wide. Open. Grateful.

She didn’t ask for more.

She just nodded.

Harris slapped her. Hard. Backhand. Open palm.

She gasped.

Her head snapped to the side, cheek burning.

She moaned.

Another slap — the other cheek.

Her body jerked. Her cunt clenched — a deep, involuntary spasm.

“Yes,” she whimpered.

Harris grabbed her jaw and yanked her forward. “You like being left dripping? Like waiting here with your cunt open and your uniform still on?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “I waited for you.”

“You like knowing this isn’t special. That you’re just available?”

“Yes.”

She was vibrating. Her whole body humming with tension and want. Her clit throbbed with every pulse of blood. Her thighs were still slick with dried loads. Her pussy twitched like it missed being filled.

Harris reached between her legs and shoved three gloved fingers inside.

No preamble. No check-in.

She screamed.

Her back arched. Her hands clawed at the gurney. Her hole stretched wide around his fingers, still loose, still welcoming. She was so wet it was practically pouring.

He didn’t slow. Just curled his fingers and fucked her hard — like a vet checking a breeding mare.

“You waited here wanting more?” he asked.

“Yes—God—yes—”

“You wanted us to walk back in and finish what we started. No names. No kisses. Just more cock. More mess.”

Clara sobbed.

“I wanted to be finished.”

Harris growled.

His hand pumped faster.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You,” she gasped.

He twisted his wrist.

Her vision flashed white.

“Wrong answer.”

“Fuck—”

He pushed deeper.

“Try again.”

“I—I belong to—” Her breath hitched, caught on a sob. “I belong to the ward.”

“Louder.”

“I’m the hospital’s slut,” she moaned. “I’m what this place fucks when the beds are empty.”

“Again.”

“I’m the nurse they all use.”

Harris slammed his fingers up and pressed down on her mound with his other hand — and Clara exploded.

Her orgasm ripped through her like trauma.

No cock inside her. No clit touched. Just the weight of what she’d become.

She screamed — high and animal — her voice ragged and broken, her cunt gushing hot down his wrist. Her legs kicked. Her head flew back. Her arms locked. Her whole body locked.

Then she collapsed.

Her body seized in aftershocks. Her hole twitched, still wide open. Wet ran down over her ass, into the cracks of the vinyl.

She wasn’t just orgasming. She was letting go.

Of her role.

Of her mask.

Of everything.

Just a nurse. Just a hole. Just a place to come.

And she loved it.

Harris stepped back.

She slumped sideways on the gurney — one leg still spread, face damp, chest heaving.

Then — slowly — he picked up her name badge.

It was covered in dust and drying cum.

He wiped it on her top.

Pressed it gently back into place over her left breast.

“Now,” he said softly, “you’re properly badged.”

Clara opened her eyes.

Smiled — faint, cracked, raw.

“Thank you, Doctor.”

Clara stood in the broken silence of the recovery wing, alone now.

The lights hummed above her. The air was still. Her cunt still ached — pulsing softly, wet even after everything. Her knees were weak. Her thighs sticky. Her scrubs: wrecked.

She pulled them back into place slowly.

The trousers clung to her soaked skin, pulling tight over her thighs. Her top stuck damply to her chest, the neckline gaping, ID badge now tucked back into its clip. It was crooked. She left it that way.

No point pretending anymore.

She caught her reflection in the hallway glass as she walked — hair a mess, cheeks flushed, a slight limp in her step. She didn’t adjust anything.

Let them see.

Let them guess.

Let them know.

At the nurses’ station, the morning shift had started to trickle in. The light was brighter here. Too bright.

Clara grabbed a chart clipboard and scanned a few notes, pretending.

She felt used. Not just by Harris. Or Jake. Or the patient. But by the hospital itself.

And she loved it.

She could still feel Harris’s fingers inside her.

Still taste spit on her lips.

Still feel cum soaking her underwearless scrubs.

She turned toward the desk.

Sophie was there again — the junior nurse from the locker room.

She looked up.

Then paused.

Eyes flicked down. Took in the limp. The smeared collar. The dampness clinging at the curve of Clara’s inner thighs.

Something flickered behind her eyes.

Clara said nothing.

Sophie looked away.

But not before glancing, briefly, at Clara’s ID badge.

The name. The title.

The truth.

Clara sat down slowly, winced slightly as her sore cunt met the chair. Her trousers tugged against her slick. She let them.

She picked up a pen.

Harris passed behind her a minute later. Dropped a new patient file beside her.

No words.

But as he leaned down, he whispered — low, sharp, meant only for her:

“You’ll be back in that wing tonight.”

Clara didn’t flinch.

She just smiled.

And wrote:

Temp stable.

Awaiting orders.

Open to further use.


7

Scrubbed Clean, Still Dirty

Clara stood barefoot in her kitchen, the morning sun slanting through the blinds in dusty ribbons. The kettle clicked off behind her, but she didn’t reach for the mug.

She just… breathed.

Her hair was still damp from the shower. A clean towel was slung around her neck. She wore nothing but an old hospital t-shirt and cotton briefs — the kind she used to wear under scrubs back when she still thought she had to hide herself.

Her body ached.

Her thighs were tender. Her pussy throbbed softly — not in pain, not in warning — just in remembrance. Her mouth was slightly raw. Her voice still hoarse from all the use.

She’d scrubbed hard in the shower. Not to get clean. Just to feel it. The fingermarks. The dried cum behind her knee. The smell of vinyl and disinfectant and breath.

Her scrubs were in the washing machine now — all three pieces: top, trousers, and ID badge lanyard. She’d wiped the badge off with spit and her thumb, then dropped it into the pocket before the cycle.

There was a satisfaction to it. Not guilt. Just ritual.

She walked to the window and sipped her tea.

The flat was quiet. Always was. She hadn’t brought anyone home in months — maybe longer. Her vibrator still sat in her bedside drawer, untouched since the day she let a patient call her “nurse” while fucking her raw.

She didn’t need it now.

Not after what the hospital gave her.

Not after what she gave them.

She padded back into the bedroom. Her laundry would be done in thirty minutes. She’d fold the uniform, pack it in her bag, and head back for another night shift.

Maybe Harris would look at her differently now. Or maybe not.

Maybe Jake would try again. Or watch her and wait.

Maybe no one would touch her at all tonight.

That didn’t scare her.

She’d already offered herself. She’d already been taken. She’d already come so hard her badge had swung between her tits like a stamp of approval.

She was already changed.

And if it didn’t happen again… that was fine.

She’d still walk those halls in soaked scrubs.

Still sit at the desk with her cunt leaking into her trousers.

Still smile when someone said:

“You look flushed — are you alright?”

She was more than alright.

She was becoming.

Her phone buzzed.

She picked it up from the windowsill, thumbed the screen.

A message from Jess.

gym soon?

don’t flake this time, slut 😘

Clara smiled.

Jess was her gym friend. Not work. Not medical. Not involved.

They’d flirted a dozen times — in the changing room, on the mat, during cooldowns. Once Jess had whispered, “Bet you’re filth when you sweat.”

Clara hadn’t corrected her.

She opened her messages.

shift tonight.

but maybe after.

you still owe me a stretch session.

A second later:

and you owe me a reason to call you slut.

Clara locked her phone.

She didn’t reply.

Not yet.

She just stood at the window in her t-shirt and briefs, her thighs still slick from remembering, her heart calm in a way that felt earned.

And she smiled.
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