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“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.
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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.
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