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“Do it,” I urged.  “I want to watch.”

The jealousy twisted in my stomach into something more erotic, feeding off of a deep-rooted, instinctual fear.  My husband was mine and the act of offering him up to a more beautiful, younger woman was something most people would find alien, Kurt included.

“Kelly, you know once we’ve—”

“Do it,” I insisted.

Kurt looked to Chelsea who moved around the bed now so that I could see her full figure.  She reached beneath her dress and fidgeted, then a pair of lacy, red panties dropped down her smooth legs and she stepped her white high-heels out of them.

“Wait,” I said, and I stood up, moving closer towards her.

I wasn’t sure of the boundaries.  Chelsea looked down her nose as my face came close to hers.  I moved my lips forward slowly until they were on hers.  I paused as we touched, then I closed my eyes and started to kiss her.

Chelsea started to kiss me back and soon we were embroiled in a deep, passionate embrace while Kurt watched on.  As we kissed I reached beneath her skirt, knowing that her naked pussy sat in wait.

I felt the inside of her thigh and then moved my hands upwards, feeling the sticky, loose flesh of her pussy that my husband was about to enjoy.  My fingers span on her petals and I worked her clit until it stiffened, then I brought my lips off her and looked down.

I could see her stiff nipples pressing against the bust of her dress.  Her cleavage looked inviting, but instead of pouncing I took her hand and led her towards my husband’s bed.

“Let’s get him inside you,” I said, eager to witness it.

Chelsea mounted the bed carefully, putting her knees either side of Kurt’s body.  He stayed where he was, marveling wide-eyed as the whole scenario unfolded.

Her skirt pulled tight across her ass and I peeled it upwards, sucking a breath through my clenched teeth as I stared at that young, tight butt of hers.  She clearly hit the gym often.  Her ass was perfectly toned and her pussy was a tight, thin slit, sat beneath a perfect looking asshole.  Nothing about her was subpar.

“Look at that,” I marveled, using a hand to open her ass.

I couldn’t help myself.  Without even realizing what I was doing I soon found my face surrounded by the cheeks of her ass as I stared down into her cutesy pussy.

My tongue flashed outwards and she tightened up and flinched as I raced over her pussy.

“She’s licking me,” she said to Kurt.

“Licking you where?”

“She’s licking my pussy,” Chelsea said, and it caused me to smile wide.

This time I pressed my tongue right inside her and tasted the cum that was soon to be lathering my husband’s cock.

In the meantime she was toying with him slowly, running her latex gloves over his slippery cock and leaning her face towards him.
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The Nurse Took Care Of My Husband
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I can remember exactly where I was when I received the news that my husband Kurt had been involved in a car accident.  I was just on my way out of the salon after my weekly hair appointment when my cell rang.  It was a number I didn’t recognize and when I answered the voice sounded very solemn and direct.

They didn’t let me see him at first.  He’d gone straight into surgery and I was advised that he was in a stable condition and I could visit him in several days.  Apparently this was all part of his private health-insurance package, but I was desperate to see that he was okay with my own eyes.

When I finally got word that I was permitted to see him I raced to the hospital right then and there.  At the desk I asked to be directed to his room and I practically sprinted down the corridor, pushing straight into his room.

I largely ignored the person in the corner as my eyes flashed straight to Kurt.  He was sat up in bed and he beamed a warm smile over at me as I ran towards him with a hand over my mouth, trying not to start bawling.

“You look so good,” I said honestly.  I’d half expected to see a black and blue, bashed up man I didn’t recognize staring back.

“They did a great job,” Kurt said, opening his arm up so I could lay myself over him.

I held his face and kissed him over and over, staring down into his eyes with a love I’d never felt before.

“What do they say?  What’s the prognosis?  When are you out?” I asked hurriedly.

“Chelsea?” Kurt said, and he looked over my shoulder to the corner of the room.

It was only then that I noticed the skimpily dressed bombshell, stood at the side of a brushed-steel table and carefully placing a selection of pills into a small cup.

“Only a couple more days, honey,” she said, smiling

I blinked over in her direction and then looked back to Kurt.

“Who the hell is that?”

“Chelsea,” he said.  “My nurse.”

I stood up and walked over to her, narrowing my eyes curiously.

“You’re ... my husband’s nurse?”

“Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Junger.”

“Kelly,” I said.  “Call me Kelly.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Kelly.”

“What are you doing here?”

“I’m a nurse,” she restated.  “I’m helping your husband with his rehabilitation.”

“You don’t look much like a nurse?”

“The outfit?” she asked, looking down at her bunched up tits that sat between the open buttons of a pure white top that hugged her close and flowed down over her curves.  A short skirt sat below it, barely covering her ass.  The high-heels really seemed against protocol.

“And the make-up,” I said.  She was dressed up like a stripper.

“It’s all part of Mr. Junger’s health-insurance package,” she said, and she walked over to his bed and carefully placed the cup on the moveable table that sat over his body.  She gave him a glass of water and carefully held his face, smiling down onto him.  Kurt smiled back.

“What the hell is going on here?” I asked, putting a hand on my hip.

“We do things a little differently here at Comfort Medical,” Chelsea said.

“More than a little differently,” I said.  I set my bag down and sat on a chair away from the bed.

“Your husband is one of our platinum members and as such he receives only the most attentive of care.”

“Attentive?”

“Yes,” Chelsea said, looking back to Kurt and holding his face.  “Mr. Junger gets whatever he needs.”

He smiled back at her and there was clearly something between them that I wasn’t privy to.

“And exactly what has he been needing?” I asked.

“Well,” Chelsea began, “part of the package involves a comprehensive after-care treatment.  We want to make sure your husband still has all of his ... faculties.”

I furrowed my brow.  “Faculties?”

“Yes,” she said, putting a hand on Kurt’s chest as he swallowed down his meds.  “We need to make sure everything is in working order, if you take my meaning, Kelly.”

“I’m not quite sure I do take your meaning,” I said, standing again.  “Exactly what have you been doing?”

“Honey, relax,” Kurt said, sitting up.  Chelsea moved his pillow behind him and stood by his side.  She moved the table back from over him.

“I’ll relax when you tell me what the hell’s been going on here.  I’ve been worried sick.”

“I understand,” Chelsea said.  “But here at Comfort Medical we have a very strict procedure for our patient’s care.  We want them nursed back to health as quickly as possible, even if that comes with the restriction of family contact.  We hope you understand.”

“I’m not sure I do understand,” I said.  “What exactly is involved in this ‘care?’”

“Would you like to tell her or should I?” Chelsea said, looking down on Kurt and putting her hand on his shoulder.

“They make sure everything works,” Kurt said.  “And I mean everything.”

I walked towards his bed and put myself opposite Kelly who stood there looking like a damn porn-star across from me.  She was probably in her early twenties and I had no idea how she’d wound up with this job.  Kurt and I were almost in our forties.  I felt kind of threatened.

“What have you been doing to my husband?!”

“Kelly, cool it,” Kurt said.  “It’s because of these guys that I’m alive.”

“So start answering me!” I cried, angry and confused.

“Chelsea here has been tending to my needs,” Kurt said, affecting a conciliatory tone.  “She’s made sure everything’s in ... working order.”

Kurt nodded down his body.

“And ...?” I asked, suddenly curious.

“It works exactly as expected,” Chelsea said.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means your husband can still ejaculate,” she said plainly.  “And there was quite a lot.”

I couldn’t believe the nerve of the woman, but another part of me found the whole thing intriguing.

“You’ve been jerking my husband off?!”

“It’s not like that,” Kurt started.

“It was actually a blowjob,” Chelsea interjected.

“What the fuck!?”

“Honey,” Kurt said, reaching out for my arm.  “Look at me.  Look at me.”

I felt the bubbling anger inside me turn to a simmer as I turned to him.  The range of emotions these past few minutes was exhausting.

“There’s nothing personal between Chelsea and me,” he said.  “It’s purely ...”—he didn’t know if he should say the word—“... sexual.”

I took a deep breath in and pursed my lips.  Chelsea was looking sideways at me from across the bed, wondering if I was going to strike out.

Finally I exhaled, trying to let my anger go.  “Show me.”

“Honey?” Kurt said.

“Show me,” I repeated, taking a seat by the bed.  “Show me this fucking ‘after-care’ of yours.”

Chelsea looked between my husband and me.

Kurt opened his mouth and wondered how best to approach it.  “Are you sure you want to see?” he said.  “You might not—”

“Show me,” I repeated, sterner now.  “I think I have a right to see.  I am your wife after all.”

Kelly cleared her throat and pulled the bottom of her dress down slightly.

“Well,” Kurt sighed.  “You heard her, Kelly.”

Kelly turned away and opened a drawer behind her, pulling out a pair of latex gloves and sliding them over her slender fingers.  She fitted them to her hand and snapped them closed, then she carefully folded the sheets of my husband’s bed down until I could see his boxer-shorts.

Kurt took a deep breath and the nurse pulled his boxer-shorts down, letting his semi-flaccid cock flop out against his leg.

His cock was gorgeous, of that there was no denying.  He was clean-cut and big.  Chelsea and I watched as the blood slowly started to fill his shaft, stretching the length of his cock until he was at full mast.

“If you’d like me to stop at any moment, just say,” Kelly said.

I nodded.  It was hard to stay angry at her.  I could see she was simply a young woman doing her job, even if her job was a little ... odd.

She turned back and squirted a liquid from a dispenser onto her hands, and then she administered it straight to my husband’s growing cock.  He took another breath and so did I as I watched those white hands come around him carefully.

She massaged the lubricant over his stiffness and the veins popped along his shaft as it glistened in the light.  My eyes widened and my pussy tingled with delight as I watched his fierce arousal.

Chelsea was gentle to begin with.  She worked her fingertips up along him and pinched delicately over his head, massaging the tip briefly before finally taking him in her fist.

Slowly her hands pumped over him and I watched them glide back and forth, keeping her grip tight.  I could hear the sticky slip and slap of the liquid as it squeezed between their flesh and I felt my pussy begin to swell with desire.  I shuffled my chair closer.

Chelsea upped her pace suddenly and Kurt’s hands gripped at the sheets.

“It’s been a couple of days,” she said, looking at me as she worked my husband’s dick.  “There was a lot last time!”

My eyes widened with lust and I felt a sudden desire for more.  I didn’t want this to end here.

“Wait,” I called, and Chelsea stopped abruptly.

Kurt’s eyes opened and his grip relaxed on the sheets as he stared down, wondering where the pleasure had just gone.

“Is this all you do?” I asked.

“There is a more in depth service,” Chelsea replied.  “So far, your husband has refused it.”

“And what does that entail?”

“To put it bluntly,” Chelsea said, “it involved me taking my panties off and sliding your husband’s cock inside my tight pussy.”

Kurt looked at me warily, as though he was fearful that I’d erupt in a frenzy of anger.

“Is that so?” I said slowly.

“I didn’t think you’d—” Kurt began.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

Kurt looked shocked.  “Kelly?”

“Do it,” I urged.  “I want to watch.”

The jealousy twisted in my stomach into something more erotic, feeding off of a deep-rooted, instinctual fear.  My husband was mine and the act of offering him up to a more beautiful, younger woman was something most people would find alien, Kurt included.

“Kelly, you know once we’ve—”

“Do it,” I insisted.

Kurt looked to Chelsea who moved around the bed now so that I could see her full figure.  She reached beneath her dress and fidgeted, then a pair of lacy, red panties dropped down her smooth legs and she stepped her white high-heels out of them.

“Wait,” I said, and I stood up, moving closer towards her.

I wasn’t sure of the boundaries.  Chelsea looked down her nose as my face came close to hers.  I moved my lips forward slowly until they were on hers.  I paused as we touched, then I closed my eyes and started to kiss her.

Chelsea started to kiss me back and soon we were embroiled in a deep, passionate embrace while Kurt watched on.  As we kissed I reached beneath her skirt, knowing that her naked pussy sat in wait.

I felt the inside of her thigh and then moved my hands upwards, feeling the sticky, loose flesh of her pussy that my husband was about to enjoy.  My fingers span on her petals and I worked her clit until it stiffened, then I brought my lips off her and looked down.

I could see her stiff nipples pressing against the bust of her dress.  Her cleavage looked inviting, but instead of pouncing I took her hand and led her towards my husband’s bed.

“Let’s get him inside you,” I said, eager to witness it.

Chelsea mounted the bed carefully, putting her knees either side of Kurt’s body.  He stayed where he was, marveling wide-eyed as the whole scenario unfolded.

Her skirt pulled tight across her ass and I peeled it upwards, sucking a breath through my clenched teeth as I stared at that young, tight butt of hers.  She clearly hit the gym often.  Her ass was perfectly toned and her pussy was a tight, thin slit, sat beneath a perfect looking asshole.  Nothing about her was subpar.

“Look at that,” I marveled, using a hand to open her ass.

I couldn’t help myself.  Without even realizing what I was doing I soon found my face surrounded by the cheeks of her ass as I stared down into her cutesy pussy.

My tongue flashed outwards and she tightened up and flinched as I raced over her pussy.

“She’s licking me,” she said to Kurt.

“Licking you where?”

“She’s licking my pussy,” Chelsea said, and it caused me to smile wide.

This time I pressed my tongue right inside her and tasted the cum that was soon to be lathering my husband’s cock.

In the meantime she was toying with him slowly, running her latex gloves over his slippery cock and leaning her face towards him.

I started to hear their lips smacking at the head of the bed and I tried my best to mimic the sound with my mouth, biting at her flesh and dining out on the first lesbian experience of my life.

“That’s perfect,” Chelsea said.  “Perfect.”

She crawled above his body and I watched her ass move away.  I put a finger in my mouth and tried not to think too much about what I’d just done.

I watched from the foot of the bed as she hovered over his manhood.  That same jealousy twisted inside me again, but I didn’t just want to observe the act—I wanted to contribute.

“Let me put him inside you,” I said, moving to the side of the bed and looking under her tight ass.

Chelsea unbuttoned the front of her top until her tits were exposed to Kurt.  He reached up and gripped them with two hands, pushing them together and moving his hips upwards in the hope of meeting her dropping pussy.

I reached beneath and took his dick, feeling the sticky lube on my palm as I jerked gently.  I watched as close as I could as Chelsea’s pussy approached.  I had front row seats to my husband’s infidelity and I couldn’t wait.

As she exhaled, so did Kurt and me.  The three of us were in unison as her pussy opened over his hard cock, swallowing the glistening tip and taking the ensuing inches with ease.

“That’s it,” I groaned in disbelief, watching the beautiful moment closely.

I couldn’t let it pass without touching myself.  My hand moved down to the crotch of my yoga pants and I let go of my husband’s dick so she could sit right down on him to the hilt.

She started to bounce gradually, putting her palms on his chest and squeezing her big tits between her arms.

I moved hastily now, flashing my yoga pants down and off my feet so that I could get to my pussy.  I slid my chair to the bottom end of the bed and sat away from it so Kurt could see me.  I made sure he was looking when I pulled the crotch of my panties over and started to play with my lips.

“I had no idea you were so naughty,” Kurt said, admiring the show.

“You and me both,” I said, surprised with myself.

Chelsea looked over her shoulder and hummed appreciatively as my fingers danced over my sensitive petals.  I looked down and pushed my ass forwards to the front of the seat, tickling my middle finger up and around my clit.

I closed my eyes and let out a gushing breath, feeling my pussy ache open and spill some of its juices out of itself.

Chelsea had started to bounce faster on Kurt.  His hands held her hips and he helped her as best he could, but she seemed not to need it.  The girl knew how to work it.  She leaned over him and twerked her ass down quickly, slapping her cheeks around his shaft and riding up his length in a tight grip.

I felt another sudden urge inside me that I couldn’t contain.  As I watched her pussy coat his cock in a film of white I knew I needed to sample it.  Chelsea was such a stunner that I just knew she would taste amazing too.

“Let me suck him,” I said, standing up and pulling my t-shirt up over my head.

She turned back and her eyes moved down to my tits.  She bounced her eyebrows.  “Nice , Mrs. Junger,” she said.

I damn-near blushed.  “Thank you,” I said.  “May I please have my husband’s cock for a second?”

She moved a knee over his body and slipped him out of her.  His slick cock fell back against his naked stomach and I gripped the base and held him upright, admiring her cum that covered his entire length.

As the pair of them watched I pointed my tongue out from between my lips and teased it all the way up the side of his prowess.  When I reached the tip I opened my mouth and swallowed down over the crown, washing her sweet cum from his cock on my descent.  When I pulled up off him he was all cleaned up and ready to be used again.

“Can you turn around?” I asked now.  “I want to see it better.”

This time I moved the chair to the foot of the bed and Chelsea did as I asked.  I don’t think Kurt had any complaints.  Now he got to see that perfect ass of hers bouncing down on his dick as he relaxed.

She faced her pussy to me and leaned back, then Kurt held his dick steady and she wrapped the petals of her pussy over him one more time.

It was a sight to behold when he pierced her again.  Her soft lips rolled down his shaft and his cock disappeared like a magic trick until it was all inside her.

“He has such a nice cock,” she moaned.  “You’re a lucky lady, Mrs. Junger.”

“As are you,” I said, and I leaned forward off the chair to get a closer look.

I watched the imperceptible movements of his cock and her pussy as she rolled it down him over and over, but I wanted more.  I wanted to help the pair of them.

Soon I found myself licking at her occupied hole and kissing her clit as it sat above her open O.  My husband’s dick squirmed through over and over and I ran my tongue over it as it became unsheathed each time.  To be so close to such an unholy union was exhilarating, but I wasn’t done yet.

“I want to watch him come inside you,” I said, then I got up quickly and moved to the top of the bed.  “Can you do that Kurt, honey?” I asked, stroking his hair.

He looked up, smiling warmly.  He had beads of sweat at his hairline but his face was a picture of pleasure.

“I’m pretty sure I can do that,” he said wryly.

“Good boy,” I said, kissing his mouth as Chelsea continued to bounce steadily over his cock.  It must have felt incredible to be treated to such a tight pussy out of the blue.  I watched from his position for a moment, seeing her ass ride up and witnessing the brief glimpse of her cutesy little asshole each time she bounced on him.

Kurt started to breathe deeper, holding his breaths and feeling the imminent release approach at pace.

“Give it to her, honey,” I urged, putting my mouth close to his ear.  “Give her your fucking cum.”

I left him with those words and moved down the bed again, seeing his cock looking even stiffer as it speared up into the beauty on top of him.

“He’s close,” she said, twisting a finger on her clit and looking down at the source of her pleasure.

“Do it,” I begged.  “Give her that fucking cum, Kurt.”

He groaned to the finale, pushing up off the bed and sending his stiffness through her.  She moaned with him and I watched his balls pull tight to the base of his shaft.

“Fuck,” he groaned.  “Oh, fuck!”

Suddenly he twitched and then I watched as his cock pulsed and Chelsea hovered on it.  The pair of them let out a long, satisfied moan and I was left to imagine what was occurring inside her.

His cock twitched over and over and I pictured his thick, white seed firing into her pussy and coating her core in his love.

It began to slide down over his cock as it fell out of her.  When he pushed himself inside more of it ran out of her and I found myself drawn to the forbidden lashings that escaped her.

My tongue licked at his shaft as it continued to convulse, then it squirmed its way out of her and the last few spurts shot up from the tip, scattering across her kempt fur.

I pumped him steadily against her and marveled at the mess.  Her pussy glistened in the bright lights from above, along with his sleek cock that looked just as delicious as ever.

Like a starved cum-slut I pounced on the both of them, tasting his bitter love in my mouth as I jerked and sucked on his pole.  I ran off him and went straight to her pussy now, tonguing out his cum like I’d done this a thousand times.

She held my head against her and moaned long and deep as I searched inside her for his deposit.  My finger probed her and I felt his love burst over me, then it ran out over my finger and I gobbled at it greedily, pushing it into my mouth and then spitting it back over her pussy.

My tongue glided over her folds, massaging her stiffening clit until she started to moan on top of him.  Her fingers span quickly on her clit and her pussy gasped wide, expelling more cum from its depths.

Again I tongued at it and then I watched her twitch and spasm as a climax came almost from nowhere.

“Fuck!” she cried, clenching her eyes tight and spinning her finger on her sensitive pearl.

Her stomach tightened and then she let out a gasping breath that turned into a moan.  Kurt held her steady and she started to writhe.

She moved her hand away to steady herself on the bed, positioning herself crab-like and hovering above Kurt with her legs wide open.

I moved my face to her contracting pussy and attached myself to it like it was feed-bag, munching on her quivering flesh like I’d been starved of it.

Kurt steadily jerked his cock as I dabbled in the joys of lesbianism.  My tongue flurried over her exploding pussy and I rubbed at myself, tasting a mixture of her sweet joy and Kurt’s salty cum.

Finally I pulled away and Chelsea gasped a breath, kicking herself off to the side and taking several deep breaths as she leant heavily against the side of my husband’s bed.

I stared at her and bit my lip, smearing some of my husband cum over my mouth and licking it clean.

He looked down and shook his head in disbelief.  We shared a naughty smile and there was an unspoken bond amidst it.  I knew this wouldn’t be the last time we did something like this.
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