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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.
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