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With a heavy sigh she moved his bed sheets lower, spotting the curly, thick hairs first and then the slab of flesh that sat impressively across his thigh.

“My ...” hushed Constance, looking up at Ash to see him staring towards the window, clearly just as uncomfortable as she.

Her throat turned dry as she pressed the damp cloth around the area, repeatedly looking up to see if Ash would object.

When he didn’t, Constance gave his modesty a more in-depth examination, following the veins that course up the side of his length and watching as they became more pronounced.  It was jarring to see her young, vulnerable patient like this, and Constance knew she had to remain professional.

Ash’s cock twitched to life before her eyes, and the silence in the room was thick and uncomfortable.  Constance didn’t know what to do.  She kept dabbing around it until eventually she put the cloth on Ash’s cock, hoping to calm him down.

She saw Ash’s hand clench into a fist and listened as he took a breath and held it.  He was clearly fighting against what was happening, but to no avail.

“It’s been so long, Nurse Greenwood,” he said with an exhale, finally looking down at Constance and seeing his stiff cock between the two of them.

“It’s okay, honey,” said Constance with a compassionate look in her eye.

Constance continued to dab, feeling a deep sense of sorrow for her frustrated patient.  She sensed the angst built up in him and thought that if she could relieve some of it, maybe that would help.

At first the cloth was balled and the dabs along Ash’s length were as though she was blotting ink, but soon the cloth was spread thinner, and her dabs became rubs and eventually, a grip.

Ash breathed deep to compose himself and realized soon enough what his nurse was doing.  It was the first time since being stricken with fever that he’d felt anything approaching a positive emotion.

“I can keep going ...” said Constance, looking intently at Ash’s face.

Ash stared down and nodded.  “I’d like that.”

Constance gripped around Ash’s cock with the flannel and started to tug with greater purpose, now that he had granted her permission.

She watched the way the flannel moved over his flesh, marveling at the shiny crown of his cock and how swollen he appeared to be.

It had been years since Constance had done anything like this, but she hadn’t forgotten how.  It was just repetition and time, really, and with a nineteen-year-old as her subject, she figured it wouldn’t be long until she succeeded.

Constance let the wet rag fall beneath her grip until she was touching Ash for real.  She could feel the strength of his arousal now.  It built a bridge between them, enabling Constance to connect on a deeper, more meaningful level.

Ash’s arousal started to transfer through him to his nurse and soon Constance was just as eager to see him pop as Ash was.

He writhed in the bed, mimicking the act of thrusting and moving his stiffness through Constance’s fist as a result.

“There’s a good boy,” she said softly, watching the enraged tip and waiting for the first sign of climax.

Ash started to forget that he had a fever at all.  His temperature came second to the sensations that Constance was delivering and soon, all he could think about was letting go.

“Nurse Greenwood!” he strained, and Constance knew what the warning meant.
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Constance Greenwood was worried about her younger patient, Ash.  He’d been stricken with a fever so hot that Constance had never known anything like it, and no amount of medicine had cooled him down.

It got so bad that Ash had been moved to his own private ward, fearing that he might contaminate the other patients with his mystery ailment.

The doctors had recommended a cold washcloth on his naked body that might cool him and lessen the risk of his condition worsening whilst they ran some tests.

Ash was struggling.  Finding himself stripped of the independence that the nineteen-year-old had only recently discovered, he was struggling to find any positives.  He prided himself on his resourcefulness and attitude, but was forced to concede that he needed someone’s help, and Constance was happy to be there.

Over the weeks she formed a special bond with Ash, despite the fact he was thirty years her junior.  She could see a spark in his eyes sometimes, and it was clear that Ash was a well-mannered, handsome young man, illness aside.

So, Constance did as the doctors instructed, practically ordering Ash to remove his clothes and push back the bed sheets so she could cool his burning skin.  She closed the corridor window blinds and tried to mentally prepare herself.

Ash had been reluctant at first for obvious reasons.  The idea of willingly revealing himself had taken some getting used to, but there was no denying that the cool washcloth did its intended job when it finally touched his hot body.

Ash surrendered to Constance’s tender touches, closing his eyes and feeling the soothing care that only an older woman could give.  He’d missed it.

Constance swallowed nervously as she ventured the cloth lower.  The doctors had been quite insistent in their instructions: Ash was to be bathed everywhere.

With a heavy sigh she moved his bed sheets lower, spotting the curly, thick hairs first and then the slab of flesh that sat impressively across his thigh.

“My ...” hushed Constance, looking up at Ash to see him staring towards the window, clearly just as uncomfortable as she.

Her throat turned dry as she pressed the damp cloth around the area, repeatedly looking up to see if Ash would object.

When he didn’t, Constance gave his modesty a more in-depth examination, following the veins that course up the side of his length and watching as they became more pronounced.  It was jarring to see her young, vulnerable patient like this, and Constance knew she had to remain professional.

Ash’s cock twitched to life before her eyes, and the silence in the room was thick and uncomfortable.  Constance didn’t know what to do.  She kept dabbing around it until eventually she put the cloth on Ash’s cock, hoping to calm him down.

She saw Ash’s hand clench into a fist and listened as he took a breath and held it.  He was clearly fighting against what was happening, but to no avail.

“It’s been so long, Nurse Greenwood,” he said with an exhale, finally looking down at Constance and seeing his stiff cock between the two of them.

“It’s okay, honey,” said Constance with a compassionate look in her eye.

Constance continued to dab, feeling a deep sense of sorrow for her frustrated patient.  She sensed the angst built up in him and thought that if she could relieve some of it, maybe that would help.

At first the cloth was balled and the dabs along Ash’s length were as though she was blotting ink, but soon the cloth was spread thinner, and her dabs became rubs and eventually, a grip.

Ash breathed deep to compose himself and realized soon enough what his nurse was doing.  It was the first time since being stricken with fever that he’d felt anything approaching a positive emotion.

“I can keep going ...” said Constance, looking intently at Ash’s face.

Ash stared down and nodded.  “I’d like that.”

Constance gripped around Ash’s cock with the flannel and started to tug with greater purpose, now that he had granted her permission.

She watched the way the flannel moved over his flesh, marveling at the shiny crown of his cock and how swollen he appeared to be.

It had been years since Constance had done anything like this, but she hadn’t forgotten how.  It was just repetition and time, really, and with a nineteen-year-old as her subject, she figured it wouldn’t be long until she succeeded.

Constance let the wet rag fall beneath her grip until she was touching Ash for real.  She could feel the strength of his arousal now.  It built a bridge between them, enabling Constance to connect on a deeper, more meaningful level.

Ash’s arousal started to transfer through him to his nurse and soon Constance was just as eager to see him pop as Ash was.

He writhed in the bed, mimicking the act of thrusting and moving his stiffness through Constance’s fist as a result.

“There’s a good boy,” she said softly, watching the enraged tip and waiting for the first sign of climax.

Ash started to forget that he had a fever at all.  His temperature came second to the sensations that Constance was delivering and soon, all he could think about was letting go.

“Nurse Greenwood!” he strained, and Constance knew what the warning meant.

She found her eyebrows rising expectantly as she looked down on the engorged cock that she worked desperately now.

“Come for me, honey,” she said, pumping Ash through her fist and smiling up at him.

“Nurse Greenwood!” he strained again, shutting his eyes.

Constance could see the euphoria on his face as the orgasm arrived in his cock.  She felt the spasm as his cum rushed up the length, and with the next pulse she watched his thick, pearly release scatter upwards wildly.

“Oh, yes, honey,” she mewled.  “Yes!  Good boy, that’s it.  Give it all to me.”

Ash convulsed, trembling as rope after rope left him.  It was a bounty that surprised even him as the lashing scattered across his tense stomach.

Eventually the flow lessened to spurts, firing only an inch or so out from the eyelet and rolling down over Constance’s tight fist.

“Good boy,” she continued, stroking her hand up and down his length and enjoying the slippery embrace.

Ash didn’t know where to look.  He breathed deep so that his muscled chest heaved in and out, but he couldn’t yet look at his nurse.  Not after what he’d done.

“That was beautiful,” hummed Constance eventually, still working him with her hand.  “How did it feel?”

“Uh, good,” said Ash, swallowing and staring off again at the window.  “Great, actually.”

Constance smiled bashfully.  The feedback made her swell with pride.

“I—I haven’t felt that good in days,” Ash said, looking down at Constance.  “That really helped.”

“Glad I could be of service,” said Constance, and she grabbed the damp cloth and patted it around the mess that they’d made on Ash’s midriff.

“I think my temperature has even come down.”

Constance grabbed the thermometer and put it in his mouth for a minute as she continued to clean up.  She removed it and stared at the reading.

“It has!  You don’t read that in the medical textbooks.”

Ash laughed and it helped to ease the tension, but his penis refused to soften.

That wasn’t lost on Constance.  She continued to dab around it, noticing that it seemed just as enflamed as before.

“I wonder how many doses they’d recommend if they knew,” mused Constance, looking at the stiff cock and thinking sinful thoughts.

Ash didn’t say anything.  He looked down at Constance, hoping that she might treat him again but unwillingly to request it explicitly.

“What do you think?” asked Constance eventually, looking at him for answers.

“I think it’s the best I’ve felt in weeks.”

That was enough of an answer for Constance.  She took up his cock again and shuffled closer, jerking him and looking down on his beautiful length.  It looked fresh and unused, and what’s more, it looked ready; ready to deliver another payload, despite having already given her one.

“That feel good?” she asked.

Ash nodded and smiled.  He could get used to this kind of care.

Constance’s face was already close to his cock, but not near enough.  She started to get closer slowly until she could barely focus on what was in front of her.

She could smell the faint mushroom scent of his first release and feel the heat of him nearby.  She let his cock touch her face and then her lips.

“Oh, Nurse Greenwood,” whispered Ash.

Constance took it for approval.  She opened her mouth and let his cock hit her again.  This time she pressed it against her face and teased out her tongue.

It was sin by a thousand cuts.  At first her actions were innocent and caring, but gradually they became more and more crazy until Constance was thinking about doing the naughtiest of things.  She licked with greater purpose, moving her head now so that her tongue went from hilt to tip.

Ash was beside himself.  He’d never had a blowjob before.  Feeling Constance’s tongue all over him was like nothing he’d ever known.  He knew it was wrong, but he couldn’t convince himself fully.  It felt too good.

“Oh, nurse, that’s it,” he said gently, touching her head as though he was guiding her.

The next time Constance arrived at the top of his cock she pulled it towards her lips and put him in her mouth quickly.  She hummed as she slid her tongue around the taut crown, rubbing over the smoothness of it before driving deeper.

Ash hissed a breath.  His mouth opened but no noise came out.  He just froze, pausing in time and wishing that this moment could last forever.

Constance swirled her tongue around him and started to jerk his cock.  She gasped off it and pumped hard, feeling the passion build inside her again as she started to get Ash off.

She watched her hand grip and pull, moving her own spit over him and covering his length in it.  After a few pumps she put him back in her mouth and did it all over again.

Ash stared down in disbelief.  He started to moan deeper, feeling his fever lift as the sense of ecstasy superseded it.  It was as though the pleasure was enveloping his sickness like white blood-cells battling an infection.

The joy and passion built inside Ash, and he felt his balls begin to refill.  They pulled taut to the base of his cock as the nurse jerked it eagerly.

“Nurse Greenwood!” he strained again, but this time Constance didn’t look up.

She kept her lips locked around the barrel, pinching them as tightly as she could without scratching with her teeth.  She jerked the part of his cock that her mouth couldn’t claim and moved her tongue like a washing machine around the rest of it.

“Nurse!” whined Ash, gasping as she tended to him.

Constance hummed in approval, giving Ash permission.  She wanted to feel him burst with her lips around him and experience the rushing flood.

Ash clenched his fists again.  He could feel the cum right on the edge, ready to burst free.  For a moment he held it and rode the crest of euphoria, feeling the tip of his cock become impossibly sensitive.

Finally, he let out his breath and moaned, and Constance felt the throbs.  Each one brought a fresh, bitter volley that coated the inside of her mouth and turned the texture of it slippery.

She broke off the tip and mouthed down the barrel with a mouthful of hot cum.  She spread it down the monolith as more of his seed burst from the tip, spattering the side of her face.

Constance flinched and blinked, feeling like a slut beneath the waterfall of cum that drenched her in a baptism of sin.

Eventually she heard Ash’s moans trail off.  He was spent of his second load and Constance was left to pull away and look down on the second lot of mess she’d made.

“There’s just as much,” she marveled, gasping at Ash.

Ash had never seen Constance so happy.  Her face was blushing red, from excitement or arousal, and it was peppered with little specks of his cum.  Ash had a hard time focusing.

“That was sexy,” said Constance.

“That was incredible.”

Constance’s crotch was hot.  She was brimming with arousal but was too prudish to get what she wanted.  She bit her lip and looked down at Ash’s cock, imagining it bursting inside her.  She wanted to take his load and make him feel right again.

“Better?” asked Constance.

“Better every time,” said Ash suggestively.

He looked down at himself and Constance did too, noticing that still his cock stayed hard.

“Gosh, there’s no beating that thing,” she laughed.

“If you can’t beat it, join it.”

Constance had to check he was being serious.  She stared at him hopefully.

“I want to help you too,” he said tenderly.  “Let me know how I can help.”

Constance looked down at her naked, muscly patient.  She had unbridled access to this virulent body and wondered what other women might do in this situation.

She knew how wrong it was, but against her better judgment she stood up from the bed and unfastened her pants.

Ash was visibly excited.  Not only was his cock still throbbing, but he was sitting up in bed and taking a keen interest in Constance’s increasingly nakedness.

“You want me on top of you?” asked Constance.

Ash nodded.  “I do, Nurse Greenwood.”

He took his cock and jerked it steadily, waiting patiently as his nurse undressed beside his bed.  It was the first time he’d ever seen her without a shirt on.  He could see how big her tits really were now, and how tight and curvy her butt was.

Constance looked after herself well, and Ash found himself lusting after her mature body.  He was able to ignore the familiar face that looked back and instead focus solely on the brimming womanhood and the sexiness she exuded.

“I want you,” Ash confessed.

Constance removed her bra and tossed it to the floor, then went for her panties.

Ash watched her breasts sway as she removed her underwear and soon he was looking at the hourglass figure and everything it represented.

He drank Constance in, looking at the triangle of fur that hinted at something more intimate, and the full, inviting breasts that seemed to beckon him forwards.

Thankfully Constance came to him, and soon those same breasts were right in front of his face, demanding to be claimed.

Ash wasn’t about to be bashful.  He cupped them to his face and started to kiss and lick at the nipple.  It turned stiff, along with the other one when he gave it a suck too.

“Good boy,” said Constance.  “There’s a good boy.”

She let him enjoy her tits as she reached beneath herself and found his cock.  When she touched the tip to her pussy, she realized how wet she was.

“That feels so good,” hushed Ash as the nurse’s wetness covered him.

He pushed his ass up off the bed instinctively, seeking out the juices that felt so cool on his cock.  Soon he was pushing into her sex and feeling it sheath him slowly.

“Yes, honey,” gasped Constance, her nostrils flaring.

She dropped her ass and felt the inches rush inside her.  Her hands rested on Ash’s chest as she balanced herself.

“I feel you,” she hushed, sitting on him as though in prayer.

Ash’s mouth hadn’t yet closed.  He looked up at the powerful symbol of womanhood that sat atop him, naked and vulnerable, yet commanding and confident.

Constance sank lower, then pinched her knees to Ash’s body and rose back up.  She smiled to herself as she felt his swollen cock sliding through her folds.  It had been too long.

“Oh, honey, that feels incredible,” she whispered, biting her lip.  “So fucking good.”

Ash never heard her curse, so he knew that she really meant it.  He put his hands on her hips and started to move with her, pulling back when she rose up off him and thrusting deep when Constance sank back down on him.

Soon Ash was pumping into the nurse with purpose.  Their flesh collided in a clap and Constance whimpered whenever she felt him tickle at her cervix.

She started to surrender, just like Ash had.  Her breaths became deeper, and her moans were more passionate.  She started to let Ash hear a part of her that she’d kept hidden, and that no patient should ever hear.

Ash knew the passion was real.  He could sense it in how uncontrolled the nurse’s whimpers were, and how she struggled to find the words whenever she dared to speak.

“You—you’re fucking me!” she gasped.  “Honey, you’re fucking me!  Oh, fuck me!  Yes!  That’s it, Ash.  Fuck me, that’s it!  Oh!  Oh!  Oh!”

It made Ash’s confidence soar.  It was his first time with a woman, and he instantly thought himself a natural.  The truth is, Constance had been so starved of sex that even the smallest of actions would send her into frenzy.  Ash was no slouch in the pants department, and his inches were doing much to satisfy her as they cruised through her and struck deep over and over.

Ash looked up at her bouncing tits.  He reached for them, using his cupped hands like a bra to steady the flaying beauties.

Constance liked his hands on her.  She liked it when men took control.  She held his hands, keeping them pinned against her tits as she continued to ride him.

For the moment, Ash cared little for his own release.  He was so shocked by what was happening that his climax had taken a backseat.  He wanted to see Constance enjoy herself, and it was clear that the nurse was taking the time to be selfish too.

She felt as though she’d more than earned it after pumping two loads out of her potent patient.  She rode him uncaring, focusing on the rich vein of eroticism that had lay dormant inside herself.

“Make me come!” she gasped, and she leaned forward and started to bounce her ass down over Ash.

Ash grabbed her butt, feeling it shake beneath his grasp.  He started to pull her back to him as he thrust upwards, and soon he was hugging her tight to his chest and jackhammering up off the mattress.

Constance lay over him, surrendering her body to his prowess.  She could sense that he was no longer burning hot, but the passion inside Constance was.  It was a raging fire that could no longer be stopped, and as Ash clapped up against her clitoris, she knew climax was imminent.

“You’re going to make me come!” gasped Constance.  “Don’t stop!  Don’t stop!  Don’t you dare!  Make me—make me—make me come!”

Ash’s eyes were wide open.  He studied Constance’s face, at times strewn in anguished ecstasy and at others, peaceful and content.

Ash felt the pinch around his stiffness and saw Constance’s brow furrow.  She opened her mouth and a moan began that didn’t stop for some time.

It was low at first and then soaring, eventually stuttering off in whimpers that matched the spasming clutch of Constance’s pussy around Ash’s thickness.

When her eyes opened, they stared down in joyous adoration.  She put her lips to Ash’s and kissed him deeply, passing her tongue across the divide and finding his.

Ash dug his fingers into Constance’s flesh and pulled her against him.  He kissed her deep and felt her cum flood over his cock.  She was soaked now, and the texture inside her felt slippery and different.

He started to move through her, coating himself in the silky fluid and hoping to have his own cum join it.

Constance was feeling adventurous.  She sat up and started to spin, keeping Ash inside herself until she was facing away from him.

Ash looked down his body, seeing first Constance’s asshole and then his bent-back cock below it, flanked by the hot, wet lips of her aching pussy.

“Can I ride you like this?” asked Constance, sitting up and letting her hair flow down her back.

Ash had never seen a picture of womanhood so perfectly painted.  He studied the nurse without scrutiny, mapping out her flesh with his eyes.  They trailed down to her big, round butt and admired how she straddled his body.

Constance bounced steadily, bunching her hair up with her hand and letting it drop.  She felt all woman atop him, performing for some unseen voyeur as though she was front and centre at a strip club.

Ash rubbed her midriff and pinched at her ass, but the feeling of her soaked pussy around him made it hard to focus on anything else.

He kept trying to stare down his body but eventually gave up and let his head crash back into his plush pillow.

Constance took charge, riding him hard and stirring his cock inside herself whenever she took it all.  She started to rub her clit, spinning her fingers just above Ash’s filling balls, then she reached down and gripped those too, massaging them gently.

“I want that cum again,” she said.  “Shoot it up inside me, honey.”

Ash’s toes pointed.  He gripped the duvet and then Constance’s ass, preferring the touch of the latter.

Ash kept parting her cheeks and ogling that unclaimed hole of hers.  He looked below it, staring at his cock and seeing the ring of white juices that circled the hilt.

“Please honey,” begged Constance.  It had been so long.  “Please.  I want to feel it.  Please!  Please shoot your cum in me!”

Ash’s eyes rolled back.  He couldn’t believe his luck.  Any semblance of his fever had long gone.  All he could feel now was unbridled joy and a surreal sense of hope, as though everything was going to be okay in the world.  A woman’s pussy will do that to a guy.

Constance knew the power she wielded.  She kept begging for his release, knowing that he couldn’t possibly deny her for long, even in the wake of two previous orgasms.

Ash’s potency was unparalleled.  His balls became heavy and full and the pulled tight to the base of his shaft again.

Constance could feel it when she rubbed them.  She licked her teeth and closed her eyes.

“Pump your cum inside me,” she said calmly.  “Do it.  Now.”

It was as though Ash was under her control.  The second she demanded his climax, Ash gave it up.  He ached out the ropes again, only this time there was no immediate evidence.  The sensations were the same, but when he focused on the source of his pleasure, he saw nothing but the dimples above Constance’s curvaceous ass.

“I feel you!” moaned Constance, cupping her tits and holding them against herself.

She bounced at an almost imperceptible pace, working out Ash’s seed and living each throb that his cock let off inside her.

“Nurse Greenwood, I’m coming!” strained Ash.

“Oh, I know, dear.  I know.”

Constance rubbed his thighs and tickled them with her long nails, sitting on his cock and allowing it to give her everything that it had left.

Soon Ash could see it dripping back out of her.  It came from her sex all sticky and stringy, touching to him in webs as though a spider had built its nest between them.

“Oh, gosh,” groaned Ash, with his chin to his chest as he watched.

He rubbed at the cum and then let his thumb slip back against Constance’s ass.  Ash knew what he was doing but hoped it would pass for an accident if Constance called it out.

Constance just hummed in approval.  Ash’s wet thumb felt good over her hole.  She grabbed his wrist and kept him there.

Ash started to apply a little pressure as he wriggled, exciting the nerve-endings around her asshole.

Constance bit her lip and looked back.  “Naughty boy.”

Ash felt seen.  He stopped moving his thumb and took it away, but Constance reached back for his hand and put him back on her ass.

Ash put his thumb against her again and drove inside.  He was shocked by how easy it was to feel his cock on the other side of the divide, all bathed in cum and turning soft.

“Good boy,” hummed Constance.  “There’s a good boy.”

She faced away from him as he explored her body, allowing him the access that she had never granted anyone, least of all in such a vulnerable position.

Ash stared ahead, watching his thumb disappear inside her.  He twisted it and then pulled it out and rubbed at the knot of muscle.

“It’s a shame you don’t have another load for there,” teased Constance.

Ash drew on some unseen power source.  His flagging cock started to pulse back to life, stiffening up inside Constance as his thumb twisted in her ass.

“I’m feeling better,” he announced.

Constance rose slowly over him.  Her pussy leaked out more of his cum that fell back against him.  As she swung her leg over his body, Ash started to stand up.

“He is risen,” teased Constance, but she shrieked in surprise when Ash grabbed her hips and moved her into position.

He took charge and pushed her head down towards the bed where he’d just lay.  He squared up behind her and dragged the tip of his hard cock up her channel to collect some of the dripping cum, then he married it to her asshole and pushed.

Constance closed her eyes tight and moaned with a grunt.  She felt the stretch behind her and knew instantly that Ash had entered her quickly.  Her mouth hung open as wide as her eyes as she started forward in shock and tried to come to terms with what had just happened.

Ash didn’t need to take a beat.  With his cock holstered he started to buck in and out, fucking his nurse’s ass and feeling the tight pinch of muscle around him.

“Oh, Nurse Greenwood, that’s it!” growled Ash.

He looked down on the curve of her butt, seeing the brief cleavage of her ass before it was interrupted by his cock.  Her sphincter gripped it so tightly that it appeared to be disappearing inside her.

“Come quickly!” gasped Constance, battling the pain.

If anyone was going to go in her ass, she wanted it to be Ash, but it didn’t take the stretch away.  She held her breath and tried to calm herself, feeling his thick inches rush through her hoop like he was running a race that he was desperate to win.

“Oh, honey!” cried Constance, finding a semblance of delight in the act.  “Fuck my ass, honey, that’s it!”

Ash was a different person now.  He’d accessed some primal side of himself, gripping Constance’s shoulder and taking her rough and hard.

He pounded his cock through her colon and built to an enormous flurry of thrusts that saw the two of them cry out in a chorus of sin.

“Come in my ass!” wailed Constance, just as Ash was getting there.

“I’m gonna come!”

He fucked her right through his climax, letting her insides fill with cum before smashing it out of her ass with more and more thrusts.

Even the sound of their lovemaking changed as Constance’s ass brimmed with Ash’s seed.  His cock smacked and clicked through her, making pops and sputters as he continued ceaselessly.

Eventually the brief, intense passion subsided, and Ash was left to control his breaths, taking them deep and letting them out slowly.

Constance looked back, wondering if she’d see Ash or the demon that had possessed him.

“Is the fever gone now?” she asked, biting her lip nervously.

Ash nodded.  “You did it, Nurse Greenwood.”

He looked down and pulled out, seeing her ass stay agape briefly.  It was wide and black and raw, and his cum bubbled at the exit before the muscle remembered its purpose and started to close.

“I just want to make you better,” confessed Constance.

“You have,” Ash said, rubbing her big ass.  He fell back into bed and put his wrist to his forehead.

Constance stood up, wincing.  She grabbed the cloth and made it wet before wringing it out.  Afterwards she rubbed tentatively around his spent thickness, hoping that he had nothing more to give.

“Thank you,” said Ash wearily.  “I think I’m going to be okay.”

THE END
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Pollinating Her Friend’s Son
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Jennifer Taylor was proud of her job.  She was the head groundskeeper at a British, countryside water park, tending to the lake-laden site through all kinds of weathers.

Currently she was enjoying a glorious summer, and the park was in full bloom.  The insects were abundant, the birds were varied and plenty, and the flora blossomed in ways that delighted the senses.

To Jennifer, the job was perfect.  The forty-four-year-old got all the exercise and mindfulness she needed as she walked around the park, basking in the sunshine and savoring the scents of flora and the lifecycles of fauna.

She kept mostly to herself, but on occasion she would stop and talk with visitors, answering questions and engaging enthusiastically in any way that she could.

That day, her friend’s son Samuel had decided to surprise her at work, though amongst the vast acreage that Jennifer presided over, that was sometimes tricky.

He found her eventually, tending to a fence that had succumbed to rot.  She was training a nearby plant to cover the gap and eliminating some of its competitors in doing so.

She wore a green polo shirt and a pair of matching green shorts.  Her smooth legs were tanned and athletic, a testament to the amount she walked on them in the British summer heat.

She brushed her blonde hair that didn’t make it to her ponytail behind her ear and blew a jet of air up her face as she felt the sweat at her brow.

“There she is,” came a familiar voice, and Jennifer squinted towards it, shielding her face from the sun.

“Oh, hey, Samuel,” she said.  “I wasn’t expecting to see you here.”

Samuel stooped and kissed Jennifer on the cheek before admiring the work she was doing.  She’d been a large part of his life growing up and sometimes offered a kinder ear than his own mom.

“Looks tough,” he said.

“It is,” agreed Jennifer.  “I could do with a break if you want?”

Samual agreed and the duo walked gently around the park, meeting one of the lakeside paths and walking around the still water.  Samuel talked at length, but Jennifer got the sense he wasn’t saying the things that were really on his mind.

“You didn’t come here to talk about your friends, did you?” she asked with a wry smile.

At first, she thought she’d misjudged things, but then Samuel started to smile too.  “Is it that obvious?”

“I can’t remember the last time you surprised me at work.”

“Your birthday?”

“My fortieth?  Four years ago?”

“Exactly!”

“I think your mom made you come, didn’t he?”

Samuel laughed.  “That counts.”

“So, what’s troubling you?” asked Jennifer, looking earnestly into Samuel’s baby-blue eyes.

Samuel paused.  He looked across the water as though it might make the words come out of his mouth.

“It’s Jess,” he said eventually, and Jennifer had to stifle a sigh.  Samuel’s new girlfriend was not someone she thought was deserving of him.

“What about her?”

“She’s ... she’s kind of pressuring me to have sex.”

“And you don’t want to?” asked Jennifer, surprised.  She figured that a nineteen-year-old man would long for nothing else.

“It’s not that, she wants to do it in the craziest of places.”

Jennifer laughed.  She remembered a similar phase of her youth.  “Like where?”

“Like, in the park, behind bushes or—”

“This park?!”

“Yeah!”

“God, imagine if I caught you.”

“That’s what I keep saying!  I’d never live it down.  It just feels too risky, like it’s not worth it, you know?”

“It’s the risk that makes it worth it I think, but you should never do anything you’re not comfortable with, especially when it’s sexual.”

“Did you ever?”

“God, no,” lied Jennifer, she wasn’t ready for a conversation like that with him.

“How do I tell her?”

“Just like that.  You tell her.  Then you see what her reaction is.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, if she flies off the handle, maybe she isn’t the person for you.”

Samuel was silent afterwards.  Jennifer hoped he would heed her words.  She had a pretty good idea that Jess would not take it well.  She got the impression she wasn’t used to being told no.

“Want to see something cool?” asked Jennifer, changing topic.

Samuel smiled.  “What?”

“Come on.”

She turned off the path and hugged the lake a little tighter, holding on to some of the branches and trunks that lined the water’s edge until she came to a small clearing in the undergrowth.

“There,” she said, standing on her tiptoes and pointing.

Samuel stood beside her and looked.  Out in the water was a domed assortment of sticks and branches.

“What is it?”

“A beaver lodge,” smiled Jennifer.  “They reintroduced them last year.  They’re very rare.”

Samuel had always taken an interest in nature.  He stared wide-eyed at the lodge and gasped as he saw a furry head appear on top of the water.

“There’s one there!” he whispered, looking at Jennifer.

Jennifer stood on tiptoes to look and then Samuel came behind her and put his arms around her.  He lifted her and Jennifer gave a playful shriek, reaching back to balance herself.

“See?” asked Samuel, his face close to her butt.

“I see!” Jennifer said.  She’d seen the family of beavers before but never missed an opportunity to study them.

Eventually Samuel put her back down on the ground and she turned to him, putting a hand on his chest.  If he weren’t her friend’s son, they’d be in quite a compromising position.

“This is probably where Jess would take you,” teased Jennifer.

Samuel shook his head and laughed.  “I wouldn’t let her.”

Jennifer was proud to hear that.  As she looked adoringly at him, she noticed something unusual behind him.

“Is that ... an orchid?” she said, rushing to the plant.

“A what?”

“An orchid.  Oh my God, it is!”

Jennifer crouched to the dirt and inspected the white flower more carefully.

“Oh my God, I think ... I think it’s a ghost orchid!”

Jennifer took out her phone and photographed the dainty flower as Samuel stood beside her, wondering why she was getting so excited.  Despite knowing her enthusiasm.

“It is Samuel!  It is!”

She looked at him with an expression of unbridled joy in her face.  Samuel stepped closer.

“Careful,” she warned.  “Be really careful.”

Jennifer got as close as she could to it without touching it or disturbing its fragile roots.  She stooped her head and took a sniff of the rare flower’s sweet scent.

“Ooh, Samuel, you’ve got to smell it.”

Jennifer moved away carefully, and Samuel took her place, kneeling in the dirt and leaning towards it.

Jennifer felt her pulse quicken and her head turned light.  She looked at Samuel’s athletic ass as he bent over and sniffed the petals.

“It’s sweet,” he said.  “Like strawberries or something.”

He took a deep breath and then leaned away, feeling the same effects now that Jennifer was feeling.

“Kind of woozy, isn’t it?” asked Jennifer, biting her lip as she looked at the big, strong boy.  He was so muscled and toned, and Jennifer had never really spotted it before.  She envied Jess’s access to him.

“Damn, a two-in-one,” Samuel said, standing.  “Beavers and orchids.”

“Quite the advert for this place, isn’t it?”

Jennifer didn’t know why, but her eyes were scanning parts of Samuel that she never had before.  She was looking at his toned legs and the bulge in his shorts that sat just below the bottom of his t-shirt.

“Let’s get out of here,” Samuel said, feeling his own sexual tensions creeping in.

He followed Jennifer out from the small clearing, looking ahead as she used tree trunks for leverage and swung her body over the water’s edge.

He hadn’t noticed on the way in how great Jennifer’s ass looked in her tiny shorts, wrapped in that green packet and drawing his eye.  She looked like a majestic beauty as she navigated her way out of the undergrowth confidently.

Jennifer stood back on the sunlit path and looked back on Samuel as he emerged.  Again, her eyes darted to where she dreamt his cock might be, and it felt as though the bulge was now bigger.

“What else do you have to show me?” asked Samuel, and the innocent question was suddenly incredibly suggestive.  Samuel felt awkward.  “Not like that,” he added from nowhere.

“Like what?”

“Not, like, your tits or something,” he said.  “Or your ass.”

“Samuel!” gasped Jennifer, hoping that her own urges weren’t as on-show as his.

“I’m saying not your ass,” he said.

“I got it,” Jennifer laughed.

They started walking again, side-by-side, grateful that they weren’t forced to face each other’s bodies now that their attraction was growing.

“You said Jess would have liked that place,” said Samuel, keen to steer the conversation to something sexual and satisfy his sudden urges.  “What did you mean?”

Jennifer swallowed nervously.  Her pussy was turning wet out of nowhere.  “I meant that if she likes sex outdoors, then that might be the perfect place for you two.”

“Oh, right.  Like, hidden?”

“Yeah,” Jennifer said.  “She could take your cock out and suck on it and no-one would even know.”

Jennifer paused afterwards.  She stood on the spot, her eyes wide open in shock.

“I’m sorry,” she said.  “I don’t know where that came from.”

“It’s okay,” Samuel said, and he took her by the hand and led her on.  “I see what you mean.”

“There are better places to hide out here though,” said Jennifer.

“Like where?”

“The bird blinds,” Jennifer said, spotting one across the other side of the lake.  “No-one ever goes in there.”

“How come?”

She shrugged.  “Too far away from the where you park the car maybe?”

“We should go and take a look,” Samuel said, increasing his pace and pulling Jennifer with him.

Jennifer giggled and skipped to keep up.  “A look at the birds you mean.”

She wore a wry smile and when Samuel looked back, he felt as though she knew what he was thinking.  He started to blush and slowed down.

“I can show you something in there you’ve never seen before,” said Jennifer suggestively, and it was exactly what Samuel hoped it would be.

She rubbed her thumb across the back of his hand and felt a deep connection to him like she never had before.  She felt bonded to him, as though the orchids scent had somehow linked the two of them.

Her pants felt sodden with excitement and Jennifer felt as though her breasts were bigger in her bra too.  The polo shirt felt tight suddenly.

The path narrowed as it at veered off and steered towards the bird blind.  Jennifer led the way, pushing past the overhanging branches and praying that the wooden hut was as empty as it always was.

Samuel followed, feeling nervous.  It felt as though this wooden building held something inside it that would change him forever.  He stared again at Jennifer’s delicious-looking ass, pinching at his thick cock that sat waiting in his shorts in the hope he might make his erection go away.

Jennifer opened the door carefully and peered inside hopefully.  The blind was dark, and it took a moment for her eyes to adjust, but when they did, her prayers were answered.

“It’s empty,” she smiled back.

At this point there seemed to be an unspoken assertion that something was about to happen between the duo.  Samuel felt as though he knew it, and he wanted it too.  Never had he felt this way about Jennifer, but now he wanted her to take care of his urges and transform her trademark tenderness into something sexual.

Samuel stepped up into the blind.  It smelt woody and slightly damp.  He looked at the walls and saw them covered in informative posters that he could barely read.

“Let’s get some light in here,” said Jennifer, and she opened one of the windows.

The outside sunshine burst in and illuminated the cabin.  The water beyond was calm, but the birds that occupied an island in the middle of the lake were raucous and oblivious.  Samuel and Jennifer observed from the window, standing close to each other.

“They don’t even know we’re here,” said Jennifer.

“No-one does,” said Samuel, looking down on Jennifer’s blonde hair.

He put his arm on her shoulder and pulled her close.  Jennifer leaned her head against him and let her wrist fall against his thigh.  She touched him gently and then traced her fingers towards the bulge she coveted most of all.

Samuel looked ahead, breathing deep through his flared nostrils and trying not to bolt instantly.  He felt like a coiled spring of excitement that could be released at any moment.

Jennifer had no idea how tightly wound he was.  She was battling her own urges and failing.  When she felt Samuel’s hard cock beneath his shorts, she started to melt for him.

“That feels good,” she said, and there was no suggestion or innuendo now.  She meant exactly what she said.

“You know what that is, right?” asked Samuel, checking that they were on the same page.

“Let me check.”

Jennifer dropped on her knees and turned towards Samuel.  She tackled the button of his shorts quickly and started to down his zipper.

Though he was shocked, Samuel made no attempt to stop her.  He looked down and held his breath, hoping that Jennifer would be impressed by what she was about to see.  He felt a strange sense of pressure to meet the high standards of a mature woman like her.  He knew how professionally she conducted herself and thought that she did so sexually too.  He soon discovered how wrong he was when Jenniefer reached inside his underwear without ceremony and pulled out his thick cock.

“Oh, gosh,” she said.  “That’s beautiful.  What a fucking cock!”

Samuel felt relief.  Even Jess didn’t greet it like that.  He watched Jennifer’s fist move along it as she stared down the barrel.

The next thing was a mere formality.  Jennifer had never put her face this close to a cock without sucking it, and even though she knew it was wrong, it didn’t stop her.

The plants pollen was coursing round her system and making her do things she otherwise wouldn’t, even if she wanted to.  It heightened her sexuality and reduced her moral trepidation.  The gloves were off, and Samuel’s underwear was down.

“Oh, honey,” hushed Jennifer, as though Samuel had already satisfied her just by merely being present.

In some ways, that was true.  She doted on him and treasured his rare visits, never anticipating that they might turn out like this.

She opened her mouth over the tip and pushed down along his length, feeling the thick arousal flood into her mouth.  She hummed joyously and closed her eyes, relishing the groan that escaped Samuel.

“Oh, Jennifer,” he whined, and the only thing that felt his cries was the water before him.

He looked down and saw the unbridled passion with which Jennifer sucked his cock.  Her tongue pulsed along him and her hand jerked what she couldn’t claim.

Samuel’s breaths raced away from him, and his moans left him more freely and erratic.  It was obvious to Jennifer what was happening, but she didn’t let up.

She knew that she was going to make him come, but it felt like a testament to how much he was enjoying her.  If he wasn’t so smitten by her then his cumshot could have taken longer, but he was brimming with excitement, and Jennifer felt the power in the control she had over him.  She had his orgasm in her hands, and she wasn’t about to deny him it, even if it meant she might not be satisfied herself.  It felt like the kind of sacrifice that an older woman knew all too well.

So, Jennifer kept on pumping and sucking, waiting for that hot burst of cum to flash in her mouth.  She felt Samuel’s cock thicken further and it seemed to tense up into something impossibly stiff.

“J—Jennifer,” stuttered Samuel, and Jennifer instinctively knew what it meant.

She braced for impact and hummed delightedly as the salty lashings burst from the tip of Samuel’s cock and flooded into her.  Her mouth became full quickly and she swallowed down his offering, taking more of him quickly afterwards.

Jennfier didn’t stop working him.  She kept it up, running her lips over his cock and feeling the texture in her mouth change.

Samuel felt it too.  It was slippery and wetter, with less friction.  His cock slid easily through her cum-soaked lips, hitting the top of her throat.

Jennifer swallowed twice more.  By now the crotch of her panties were soaked and her excitement was beginning to show on her shorts.  A dark-green spot lay under her at her crotch, and Jennifer thought then that Samuel would never see it.

She kissed her way off him and left his cock as hard as she’d found it, standing up and presenting her face to the sun that shone in front outside.

“That was incredible,” gushed Samuel.

Jennifer had never seen him happier.  He was glowing.  She put a hand on his chest, yearning to touch him but knowing that her lips couldn’t do it now.  It didn’t seem proper.

Samuel had no such trepidations.  He bent his knees and kissed Jennifer’s cheek when she turned it to him, but then he took her chin between his thumb and forefinger and turned her face to him.  He matched his lips to hers and kissed.

Jennifer was startled.  It felt somehow more intimate than what she’d just done.  Her eyes stayed open, but she could see in Samuel’s serene face how much he didn’t care.  Eventually she closed her eyes and opened her mouth, allowing Samuel’s tongue inside.

Their tongues wrestled in the embrace, swashing around each other and passing the remnants of Samuel’s load across the divide.

The cummy kiss made something sparkle inside Jennifer.  She injected a bigger dose of passion, breathing deep and pushing her body close to him.

His cock was still hard, and she felt it against her body, somewhere close to her stomach.  She started to grind her hips, putting Samuel’s thigh between her legs.

“I want you,” she hushed.

Samuel lifted Jennifer’s shirt and Jennifer helped to remove it.  She threw it to the floor behind her and then reached behind herself to unfasten her bra.

Samuel was keenly interested.  He watched the pure white cups be removed and saw Jennifer’s primed charms beneath.  Her tits were full of lusty blood, standing proud on her chest.  Her nipples were stiff and alert.

“Oh, Jennifer,” whined Samuel, and he stooped his face to her tits and sucked.

Jennifer burst.  She felt a bond renewed, not realizing how much she’d missed the sensation of a man on her breasts.  It felt as though she was nurturing the nineteen-year-old as she cradled him to her and felt his tongue dance around her stiffening node.

“My boy,” she hushed.  “There’s a good boy.”

Samuel pushed his face against her big tits, mouthing over the nipple and sucking as much of it as he could into his mouth.

Jennifer felt the climax rush up on her as quickly as it had Samuel.  She held her breath and let out a soft moan, juddering with each wave of pleasure that crashed through her.

“Oh, honey,” she kept saying, rubbing through Samuel’s lush hair.  “Oh, honey, that’s it.”

She didn’t know if Samuel knew what he’d done, and she didn’t care.  The climax felt earned, and it had been some time since she’d been given one by someone else.  She figured the plant’s pollen must be strong to draw out a climax without even touching her pussy.

Samuel circled her nipples with his tongue and then started to push his fingers down inside Jennifer’s shorts, desperate to feel her pussy.

The waist was tight, and Samuel could only get down inside it by an inch or so.  He could feel her panties and yearned to get closer.

“Let me help,” said Jennifer, and she unfastened the button at the waist and slid down the zipper.

It felt like Jennifer had invited him over the threshold.  He put his fingers down into her shorts greedily, smiling wide with excitement as he dragged them down.

Jennifer bit her lip and watched him discover her.  His focus was straight ahead now as he stared into the triangle of kempt fur that Jennifer tended to.  She waited for him to discover how wet she was.

Samuel looked down at Jennifer’s black panties as he worked them over her big boots.  He could see the sticky trail of juices at her crotch, and it made his stiff cock throb.

“I can take my boots off,” said Jennifer.

“It’s okay.”

Samuel was able to slide her shorts over the heel and soon Jennifer was stood only her chunky boots, with her cum dribbling down the inside of her thigh.  Samuel put a hand inside and opened her legs.
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