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In the dim glow of the hospital room, Charlotte buried her face between the patient's thighs, her soft tongue teasing along the sides of his throbbing cock. Another nurse stood nearby, watching intently.

"Mmm..." The patient groaned, and Charlotte responded by bobbing her head faster, her lips wrapping around the tip before sliding down to take him deep into her throat.

She alternated between her hands and mouth, working him with expert rhythm.

"...Oh... yeah... harder... ah... that's it... mmm..."

His moans filled the air.

But when he still hadn't come, she pulled back, rising to straddle him. Her right hand gripped his shaft, guiding the swollen head to her slick entrance. Slowly, she lowered herself—first the tip, then half his length, until she sank down fully, enveloping every inch.

"Oh... yes... your cock... mmm... it's inside me... ahh..."

She rocked her hips back and forth, their bodies slapping together with wet, rhythmic slaps. Twisting her waist, she clenched her inner walls around him tighter, the velvety folds rippling and massaging his shaft like a warm, welcoming embrace, her pussy pulsing in eager invitation.

"Right... there... ohhh... ah... ah... yes! So... fucking good..."

He was lost in bliss, his hands gripping her slim waist, thrusting up deep into her core, grinding against her depths.

Her juices dripped down his length, soaking his balls and staining the sheets.

"Ah... harder... ah... Nurse... I'm... ah... almost... ride me harder... ah!"

The room echoed with the sharp smacks of skin on skin, overlaid by the lewd, sticky squish-squish of his cock plunging through her soaked folds.

He bucked wildly into her, and she matched him—head tossing, hips grinding furiously, her pussy clamping down on his thick, rigid length again and again.

Just as he teetered on the edge, she lifted off completely, letting him erupt across her body in hot spurts. As they caught their breath in the afterglow, the other nurse spoke up. "Charlotte... you did great. You're certified now. From here on, you're a full-fledged sexual relief nurse."

Everyone has needs—sexual urges that build up like steam in a pressure cooker. If you've got a partner, great; otherwise, it's a solo session with your hand. But what if you're laid up in the hospital long-term after an accident? The dean of this hospital knew that frustration all too well from his own youth. So he created the Sexual Relief Department. By day, these women are your standard nurses. Come nightfall? That's when the real shift begins. All under 30, none are supermodels, but every one hits above average on the looks scale. Charlotte was one of them—pediatrics by day, and well... you can guess the rest.
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