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Doctor Miller examined the X-rays carefully,
then nodded his head. "Yes, definitely gall bladder," he said.
"I'll perform the operation tomorrow at, oh, ten."

"Uhm, a gall bladder operation?" Nurse Gertz
said questioningly.

"That's what I said, nurse."

"But Mrs. Jones is dying anyway. She's only
got maybe six weeks to live."

"Are you a doctor?"

"No." Gertz frowned.

"Then don't try and tell me how to look after
my patients," Miller snapped.

Then he smiled. "Besides, I'm trying to get
enough together for a down payment on a cabin cruiser, and all my
money is tied up in investments."

Nurse Gertz frowned disapprovingly.

"It's not like the old hag will notice
anyway," Miller shrugged. "She'll be glad of the extra
attention."

"If you say so, Doctor."

"I say so."

Miller put the X-ray back in the envelope and
stuffed it into Mrs. Jones' file.

"Let's see what else we can find here," he
muttered, rooting through his patient files.

"Ah, yes, I think Mr. Carter could use an
expert opinion on his chest problems, and so could Mr. Phillips,
and Mr. Wojohoizke... Hmmm, who else, ah, Mrs. O'Neil. There. I'll
schedule those for tomorrow."

He picked up the phone and dialed his friend
Paul White. "Hey, Paul, It's Mike Miller. Listen, I got four quick
consults for you for tomorrow. What've you got for me?"

He wrote down the names Doctor White
produced, then thanked him and hung up.

"Let's see who else I can consult," he said
thoughtfully.

He suddenly jerked his head around as a candy
stripper passed by, his eyes darting to an incredibly firm little
ass.

"Whooooohhh," he sighed. "Who's the new
meat?"

"That's Tammy Smith." Gertz scowled. "She's
just joined us."

"Would I like to join her," Miller said,
licking his lips in appreciation as the girl half turned and he
caught sight of her silhouette.

"Oh man, nice tits too!" he sighed.

"You keep your hands off my girls, Doctor,"
Gertz snapped.

Miller turned and gave her a knowing look.
"Got the hots for her yourself, huh? Well, may the best man
win."

* * * * *

He sauntered down the hall after the girl and
Gertz muttered obscenities after him. She did have the hots for
Tammy Smith. Who wouldn't? The girl was barely eighteen and had one
of the finest bodies she'd ever seen, so perfectly formed it could
have been an artist’s drawing.

Her breasts were high and round and perfectly
firm looking, just slightly too large for her slender frame. Her
waist was tiny, her bottom like a sweet little apple, and her legs
– Gertz sighed at the memory of those legs. She'd seen the girl
putting on her stockings in the locker room, and had to restrain
herself from grabbing them and licking her way up and down the
soft, ivory flesh.

She had to have the little slut!

She didn't want that pig Miller to spoil her
by sticking his ugly man-cock into every hole on the little whore's
body.

She scowled as she saw Miller come up behind
the girl and talk to her. Tammy smiled, then followed Miller down
the hall. Gertz turned away, putting her mind to the task of how to
get the hot little teenager out of her panties, and hoping Miller
was unsuccessful. In his attempts at the same.

On the other hand, maybe she should hope he
WAS successful. Her eyes narrowed at the idea. Tammy Smith was
obviously straight. She'd seen the way the girl looked at the
handsome men around the ward, and heard her talk of her boyfriends.
It would be damned hard to convince her to let a woman's tongue
show her the way to true happiness.

But maybe if she were caught in the
act...That would not only teach that son of a bitch Miller, but
maybe the embarrassed girl would submit to Nurse Gertz's...
punishment.

"Dirty little girl," Gertz purred, licking
her lips.

"What?"

"Huh? Oh. Nothing," she said.

She looked away, a little embarrassed. Doctor
Rawlins was not someone to fuck around with. She was too uptight,
too by-the-book, too straight. As far as Gertz knew the woman was
as sexless as a robot. Which was a shame, really.

She eyed the doctor out of the corner of her
eyes and sighed in disappointment. Now there was a woman she could
have respect for. Nicole Rawlins was a strong, intelligent woman
who didn't take crap from the men around here.

She was also quite pretty, with wavy,
shoulder length brown hair and, from what she'd been able to see in
the locker room, an excellent body, with good, firm breasts and a
nice, tight ass.

Rawlins obviously worked out somewhere. She
wondered if she could find out where. Maybe outside the hospital
she'd... let her hair down a little. There'd be no spanking this
woman, but Gertz thought that the two of them would be great
together in bed.

* * * * *

"What's wrong with him?" Tammy asked,
approaching the unconscious man slowly.

"He's in a coma."

"Ohh, that's a shame."

Tammy stared at the man in sympathy. He
wasn't very old, maybe in his thirties, and he was pretty good
looking, in a rough, western sort of way. He had a long, thick
mustache and a day's growth of beard.

Tammy giggled as Doctor Miller lifted up the
opposite sides of the man's mustache and tugged on them. He was
being outrageous. It was so funny to see, though, and he was soooo
handsome.

"Doctor!" she gasped, "You shouldn't!"

"Yeah, I guess you're right, Tammy. And hey,
call me Mike, okay?"

"I shouldn't. Nurse Gertz says we have to
call all the doctors... uhm, doctor."

"Ahh, forget that dyke. She just doesn't want
you getting to like any men."

"She's a dyke?" Tammy laughed, eyes wide.

"You bet. She's probably got her eyes on
you," he teased, leaving the patient and coming back to Tammy.

"Doctor!"

"Well, you are a very pretty girl."

Tammy blushed happily.

"Have you ever considered modeling?"

"My parents won't let me," she sighed. "They
want me to be this... this sweet little girl, you know, all
American and that. They don't think modeling is very good for a
girl's morals."

"You seem like a very moral girl to me,"
Miller teased, wiggling his eyebrows up and down.

"Well, sometimes," Tammy giggled, squeezing
her hands together behind her back and swinging her torso from side
to side.

"Sometimes. Only sometimes?" Paul said,
flicking his tongue out.

"Doctor! You're terrible," she gasped,
laughing.

"It's being around gorgeous young women like
you," he said, shrugging helplessly. "Say, would you like to try a
new medical procedure?"

"What?" she asked suspiciously, still
smiling.

"Well, Mister Aaron here has been in a coma
for weeks now. Maybe you could bring him out of it."

"How?" She blinked.

"You know how patients in coma can sometimes
actually hear what's going on?"

"I've heard that." Tammy nodded
seriously.

"Why don't you go over there and whisper in
his ear."

"But... what should I whisper?"

"What do you think you could whisper that
would bring a man out of his coma?"

"I don't know."

"Talk sexy to him. Tell him what a big strong
man he is and how you'd love to have sex with him."

"Doctor!" she gasped in mock outrage.

"Hey, you never know, maybe it'd work," he
grinned.

"You're sick!"

"No, he's sick. Come on, you have a real sexy
voice. Maybe it'll work."

"Oh, it will not. You're making fun of
me."

"Maybe it will," he said, shaking his head
and shrugging. "Think how happy his family would be if he came back
to life."

Tammy looked at him suspiciously, but
thought, well, why not. She had heard how talking to people in
comas sometimes woke them up, that their subconscious could
sometimes understand words.

Anyway, it would be a kick.

She sidled up close to the head of the bed
and bent over. She did not miss the handsome blonde doctor's eyes
sliding over to her butt as she bent over, and flushed in a mixture
of pride and embarrassment. She gazed at the unconscious man, then
licked her lips and leaned in closer to his ear.

"Hey, hot stuff," she said, trying to make
her voice low and sexy. "I'm feeling sooo hot," she sighed. "I just
need a big strong man like you to come and wrap his arms around me
and kiss me."

"This is silly," she giggled,
straightening.

"No, you're going good. Keep it up."

Tammy didn't think the man could hear, but
she WAS feeling kind of hot from talking like this with the sexy
blonde doctor listening. And as she leaned over again she just knew
his eyes were scanning her ass and her legs. She leaned over a
little more than she needed to, getting turned on by the knowledge
that she was turning on the doctor.

"Hey, Mister Aaron," she whispered into his
ear.

She lowered her voice so Doctor Miller
couldn't hear and continued. "Come and suck my titties, Mister
Aaron," she breathed. "Come and fuck my tight little pussy. Just
wake up and I'll let you do anything you want to me. Wouldn't you
love to get your hands on my nice firm breasts? Wouldn't you love
to get up and suck on my hard, pink nipples? Dirty man! Come on.
Wake up and fuck me."

Doctor Miller came closer then, to hear
better. He stood right beside her and his hand came down on her
back. She felt a wave of excitement. She was being so kinky! So
naughty!

"Come on, handsome man," she whispered, her
voice getting throaty. "Come and shove your cock up into my pussy.
I'm practically a virgin. I love cock, Jeff. I want to ride your
cock all day. I'm all naked and soapy and wet, Mister Aaron. Wake
up and fuck my teenage pussy."

"Maybe you should talk louder," Miller said,
his hand stroking her back lightly.

"He can hear me," she teased, feeling smug at
him not being able to know what dirty things she was saying.

He leaned over beside her then, his hand over
her shoulders.

"Hey, Aaron," he said. "You should see this
gorgeous little candy stripper leaning over your face. She's got
the hottest body I've seen in a long time and she's soooo hot for
you."

Tammy giggled and blushed.

"You should feel how soft her skin is, Jeff,"
Miller said, sliding his hand along Tammy's cheek. "It's teenage
skin, soft as butter, sweet and white and delicious. Get your
tongue on it, Jeff. It'll make you feel young again."

Tammy swallowed and quivered slightly. Doctor
Miller might not be turning on the comatose man but he was
definitely turning her on.

"Her hair is long and gorgeous, Jeff. It's
like silk and shines like gold. Come on, Jeff. She's a blonde
teenage nymphomaniac!"

Again Tammy giggled.

"You are, aren't you, Tammy?" he grinned.

"That's right," Tammy said. "I'm a nympho,
Jeff. I can't get enough sex. Just wake up and you can have
me."

"You hear that, Jeff," Miller said. "She's
all hot for you. She's ready to climb on top of you and start
working. Wake up and get it up, Jeff. Just open your eyes and see
how swollen her breasts are."

Tammy gulped in embarrassment, but realized
he was right. Her breasts were swollen, her nipples hard and
sticking out against her red and white uniform. She was really,
really hot, and just knew if Miller wanted she'd do anything.

"Jeff, she needs it real bad," Miller said in
a hoarse whisper. "She's really hot."

"Yeah," Tammy sighed.

"Moan for our friend, Tammy," he grinned.

Tammy stared at him in surprised, then licked
her lips and leaned over the man again.

"Oooohhhhh," she sighed. "Uuhhhhhhhhg! Mister
Aaarroooon. Wake uuuuup. OOohhhhhhhhhh. I neeeeeeed iiiiiit!"

"Jeff, if you don't get her clothes off
someone else will," Miller said. "She's all ready to tear them off
herself and go and rape the nearest man she can find."

Which would be me, he thought.

"Wait! She's doing it, Jeff. She's taking her
clothes off! She's pulling down her candy striper uniform, now
she's just in her little black lacy bra and G-string."

Tammy stared at him in shocked excitement,
feeling her insides twist and heat up.

"She's dancing, Jeff. She's swinging her hips
back and forth, sliding her hands up and down her perfect body. Oh,
man, Jeff! She's stripping off her bra. It's off, Jeff. You should
see her breasts. They're perfect! Perfect teenage breasts! She's
dancing again, Jeff. You have to wake up and see this."

Tammy thought she should protest this kind of
talk, but it was funny, really, and incredibly erotic - in a weird,
sick, kinky kind of way. It was like she was really doing that,
even though she hadn't moved. She felt her nipples getting even
harder at the thought of stripping and dancing in front of the
gorgeous blonde doctor.

"Now she's taking off her G-string, Jeff.
She's naked, and she's climbing into bed with you. She's standing
over you on the bed, Jeff. Open your eyes and you can look right up
at her. She's got a perfect body. You've gotta see her!"

"Doctooor," Tammy protested finally, face
red.

"It's not working, Tammy," Miller sighed.
"Maybe he knows we're just faking it. I know what you should do,
lower your dress and show him your breasts."

"No way!" she gasped, even as a bolt of
excitement shot through her belly.

"He can't see anything, Tammy, unless it
works, and wouldn't it be worth it then?"

"I-I can't do that!"

"But he can't see."

"You can!" she snorted.

"But I'm a doctor, Tammy. I'm only doing this
for my patient's sake. It wouldn't be dirty or anything. It's for
science."

She looked at him in disbelief. "What if
someone walked in?"

"I'll lock the door."

"The door doesn't lock," she said.

He grinned and moved over to the door, then
picked up a chair and shoved it under the door handle.

"Now it's locked," he said, coming back.

Tammy felt confused and under pressure, and
horny. She hadn't exactly agreed to it, even if the door could be
locked - had she? Anyway, he was a doctor, and the guy was
unconscious.

And the idea was so incredibly dirty and
horny and erotic!

She undid the back of her candy striper's
dress and opened it, then, blushing furiously, she turned her back
on the doctor and slipped it down over her shoulders, then down her
arms. She held it over her breasts as she reached back to undo her
bra.

"Here, I'll get that," Miller said, quickly
reaching forward and deftly undoing the back of her bra.

Again Tammy felt a wave of sexual heat as she
felt the handsome doctor's fingers at her bra. She felt the catch
released, and for long seconds his fingers slid over her bare
back.

God, if she were caught now like this...

She pulled her bra up and exposed her
breasts, which rose and fell on her heaving chest.

"Lean over him," Miller whispered, right
behind her.

A sexual haze seemed to grip the blonde
teenager, and her skin felt raw and sensitive to the touch. Eyes
wide, she leaned over and let her heavy breasts dangle just over
the man's face.

"Stroke his face with them," Miller
breathed.

Tammy's insides lurched and she caught her
breath. No! She couldn't! But she did, leaning forward more,
pressing her breasts against the man's face, gasping as she felt
the heat of his flesh against her own.

"That's the feel of soft, teenage breasts on
your face, Jeff," Miller sighed. "Open your mouth and suck on her
nipples. They're hard and ready."

His hands slid up and down on her bare back
as Tammy shuddered and rubbed her breasts against the man's face.
Then he pressed himself against her from behind and she felt his
erection against her buttocks. His hands slid down her back and
under her shoulders, then onto her breasts, cupping them and
squeezing gently.

"Oohhhh," she gasped. "Oohhhhhhhh."

"I've got them in my hands, Jeff," Miller
panted. "They're incredibly soft. Wake up and squeeze them like I
am."

Tammy's breathing came harder and faster, and
the blood raced through her body as the doctors' hands kneaded and
squeezed her full young breasts. She closed her eyes and squeezed
her thighs together as the doctor ground himself into her
buttocks.

Then one of his hands slid off her breast and
gripped the hem of her short cotton dress, tugging it upwards. She
made no effort to resist, the heat inside her rising higher and
higher as she felt her panties exposed.

He bent her over a little more, and then
kneed her legs apart. She whimpered as his hand cupped her
throbbing sex through the thin bikini panties she wore. She felt a
hot wave of excitement flushing through her mind and body, and
trembled as he stroked his fingers along her hot pussy.

His fingers slid in and tugged the crotch of
her panties aside, exposing her neatly shaved pussy slit, then she
felt something against her there, something that wasn't fingers,
that had to be...

"Oohhh! Ohhh,Doctor! Ooohhh!" she gasped, as
his cock slowly sank into her soft, moist hole.

"Sooo sooooft," Miller groaned.

His teeth gnawed on the nape of her neck, his
tongue sliding up under her ear as his hands returned to her
breasts. He squeezed them harder as his cock drove slowly into the
tight, sucking depths of her hot teenage pussy.

"Oohh Goddd!" she whimpered.

"She's tight, Jeff," he gasped. "I've got my
cock halfway up her pussy and it's sucking me in deeper. Oohh
yeahhh!"

He sank his cock deep, and she felt it moving
high up into her belly as she shuddered and moaned with the
crackling sexual electricity gripping her body.

"I'm in her to the balls, Jeff," he panted.
"Her hot little nympho pussy is packed with cock. She's groaning
and moaning, Jeff."
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