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Chapter 1: Morning Rounds

Lauren’s alarm went off at 5:15 a.m. She rolled out of bed naked, stretched, and caught her reflection in the full-length mirror opposite the window. Thirty-one years old, 5'6", 36DD natural breasts that still sat high and full, tiny waist, wide hips, thick thighs that touched when she walked. She ran her hands down her sides, cupped her tits, pinched her nipples until they stood out hard and dark. A small smile curved her lips. 

Another day at St. Augustine’s. Another day of pretending she wasn’t already wet thinking about what the morning might bring. She showered fast, dressed in navy scrubs that clung just enough to hint at the body underneath without screaming for attention. No bra today-let the nipples poke through when they wanted to. White sneakers. Hair in a messy bun. Minimal makeup. She looked like every other overworked nurse on the floor. By 6:03 she was clocked in, badge clipped, stethoscope around her neck. 

The 7 East ward was already humming-beeping monitors, quiet voices, the smell of antiseptic and coffee from the break room. First stop: supply closet on the east wing. She’d texted Carlos, the 28-year-old radiology tech, at 5:40. Door cracked. He was already inside, scrubs pants around his thighs, cock in hand, stroking slowly. Lauren locked the door behind her, dropped to her knees without a word. She took him in her mouth-slow at first, savoring the clean, salty taste-then deeper, throat relaxing, nose brushing his pubic bone. Carlos groaned, hands gentle in her hair. 

She loved this part: the moment they realized she could take every inch without gagging. She bobbed faster, tongue swirling, one hand cupping his balls, the other slipping between her own thighs to rub her clit through her scrubs. Carlos’s hips jerked. “Fuck-Lauren-I’m-”She pulled off just enough to whisper, “In my mouth. All of it.” He came hard-thick, hot ropes flooding her tongue. She swallowed greedily, milking him with her lips until he was spent, then licked the last drop from the tip. She stood, kissed him once-letting him taste himself-then slipped out before anyone could notice.

Back in the hallway she wiped her mouth, smoothed her bun, and kept walking like nothing happened. Second stop: the 6th floor linen closet. She’d seen Dr. Patel, the 34-year-old resident, eyeing her during morning rounds yesterday. She texted him at 6:22.He was waiting, door ajar. Lauren stepped inside, locked it, turned, and bent over the stack of towels-scrubs pants and panties shoved to her knees in one motion. Patel didn’t hesitate. He slid into her pussy-wet, ready, welcoming. She moaned low, pushing back. He fucked her hard and fast-deep strokes that slapped against her ass, hands gripping her hips. “Goddamn, you’re always so wet,” he grunted. “Always,” she gasped. “Give it to me.” He did. He came inside her-hot pulses filling her pussy, overflowing, dripping down her thighs. She clenched around him, milking every drop, then straightened, pulled her scrubs back up, kissed him quick, and slipped out. Cum leaked down her leg as she walked the hallway. She didn’t wipe it. She liked the feeling. 

By 7:15 she was back at the nurses’ station, logging vitals like nothing had happened. Tara-her best friend and fellow nurse-sidled up beside her, eyes narrowed. “You’re glowing,” Tara whispered. “And you smell like sex.” Lauren smirked. “Good morning to you too.” Tara grabbed her wrist. “Bathroom. Now.” They slipped into the staff bathroom. Door locked. Tara pushed Lauren against the sink, yanked her scrubs pants down. Cum was still leaking from her pussy-thick white trails down her inner thighs. Tara’s eyes darkened. “Jesus, Lauren. Both of them?” Lauren nodded, biting her lip. “Carlos in my mouth. Patel in my pussy. Both came hard.” Tara dropped to her knees. “You’re such a slut.” “Your favorite kind,” Lauren breathed. 

Tara spread Lauren’s thighs, leaned in, and licked-long, slow strokes from asshole to clit, scooping up Patel’s cum, then Carlos’s from earlier traces. Lauren moaned-head falling back against the mirror. Tara’s tongue plunged into Lauren’s pussy-fucking deep, drinking every drop-then slid lower to rim her ass, circling the tight ring, pressing inside. Lauren’s hips rocked forward, hands in Tara’s hair. “More,” Lauren gasped. “Lick it all out.” Tara did. She ate Lauren’s pussy and ass like she was starving-tongue thrusting into both holes, fingers rubbing Lauren’s clit in tight circles. 

Lauren came hard-body shaking, pussy gushing over Tara’s chin, ass clenching on her tongue. Tara drank everything-cum, arousal, all of it-then stood and kissed Lauren deep. The kiss was sloppy, filthy-cum and spit and Lauren’s release swapping between their tongues in thick strings that dripped from chins. Lauren moaned into Tara’s mouth, tasting herself and two men on her best friend’s tongue. Tara pulled back, wiped her chin. “You’re gonna kill me one day.” Lauren laughed-breathless, wrecked. “You will die happy.” They straightened clothes, fixed hair, wiped faces. Ellie looked at Tara in the mirror-both flushed, lips swollen, eyes bright. “Rounds in ten,” Tara said. Lauren nodded. “Let’s go.” They stepped out together-professional again. But the day was young. And Lauren was already hungry for more.
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Chapter 2: The Chase

Lauren pushed through the double doors from 7 East to the main corridor at 9:42 a.m., still tasting the faint salt of Carlos and Patel on her tongue. Her scrubs were wrinkled in all the right places, nipples still hard under the thin fabric, a slow leak of cum making her thighs slick every time she took a step. She loved this feeling-the secret mess under her clothes while everyone else saw the perfect nurse.

She turned the corner toward the nurses’ station and nearly collided with him. Dr. Ethan Cole. Six-three, broad shoulders, dark hair clipped short, clean-shaven jawline sharp enough to cut glass, forearms thick with muscle under rolled-up sleeves. His white coat hung open over fitted navy scrubs that showed every ridge of his chest and abs. He looked like he spent more time in the gym than in the OR, and Lauren hated how much it turned her on.

He stopped short, one hand on her shoulder to steady her. “Careful, Nurse Lauren,” he said, voice calm, deep, amused. “You almost took out the entire cardiac team.” Lauren’s pulse jumped. She forced a smile-her sweet, innocent one. “Sorry, Doctor. Long morning.” His eyes flicked down her body-quick, professional, but she saw it. The tiniest linger on her chest, the way her nipples poked against the fabric. He looked back up. Expression unchanged. “Busy shift?” he asked. “Very.” She tilted her head. “You?” “Same.” He stepped aside to let her pass, but didn’t move far. Their arms brushed. She felt the heat of him like a current. Lauren couldn’t help it. 

She leaned in just a fraction. “You know, if you ever need help blowing off steam after rounds, I’m very good with my hands.” Ethan’s mouth twitched-almost a smile, gone instantly. “I’ve heard.” She blinked. “Heard?” “The hospital is small.” He met her eyes, calm, unflinching. “You’re... popular. Very generous with your time.” Lauren’s cheeks heated. Not embarrassment-excitement. He knew. He knew everything. “And yet,” she said softly, “you’ve never taken me up on it.” Ethan studied her for a long second. “I don’t mix work and pleasure.” “Ever?” “Ever.” Lauren stepped closer-close enough that her breasts nearly brushed his chest. “That’s a shame. I’m very good at pleasure.” His jaw flexed. “I’m sure you are.” “But you’re not interested.” “I didn’t say that.” He leaned in just enough that only she could hear. “I said I don’t mix work and pleasure. There’s a difference.” Lauren’s breath caught. “So if I wasn’t at work...” “I’d still say no.” 

He straightened, voice back to professional. “Have a good shift, Nurse.” He walked away-long strides, shoulders wide, ass perfect in those scrubs. Lauren stood there, thighs clenching, pussy throbbing, nipples aching. He knew. He knew she was the hospital slut. He knew she’d fuck anyone who asked. And he still said no. That made her want him more than ever. She spun on her heel, marched to the supply closet on 6 West. Texted two orderlies she knew were on break. Door locked. Lights dimmed. She dropped to her knees. 

First one-young, eager, cock already hard. She sucked him fast and deep-throat relaxing, tongue swirling-until he came down her throat in hot spurts. She swallowed every drop, licked him clean, kissed the tip. Second one-older, thicker. She bent over the cart, scrubs pants down, panties aside. He fucked her pussy hard-deep strokes that slapped her ass-then pulled out and came on her lower back. She moaned, rubbed it into her skin like lotion. When they left she wiped herself down with paper towels, pulled her clothes back on, and headed to the cafeteria. 

Tara was waiting at their usual corner table-coffee in hand, eyes sharp. “You’re late,” Tara said. “And you’re glowing. Again.” Lauren slid into the seat across from her. “Had a busy morning.” Tara leaned in. “Spill.” Lauren glanced around, then whispered, “Two orderlies , supply closet on 5 West. Both came hard.” Tara’s pupils blew wide. “Jesus. And Ethan?” Lauren’s smile faded. “Still won’t touch me. Told me he doesn’t mix work and pleasure.” Tara laughed-soft, disbelieving. “He’s the only one in this whole hospital who hasn’t had you.” “And it’s driving me insane.” Tara’s hand slid under the table, rested high on Lauren’s thigh. “Show me.” Lauren shifted, parted her legs slightly. Tara’s fingers slipped inside her scrubs, found the wet mess still leaking from her pussy. “Fuck,” Tara breathed. “You’re still full of them.”Lauren bit her lip. “Big loads.” Tara’s fingers dipped inside-two, then three-scooping thick cum. 

She pulled them out, shiny and dripping, and brought them to her mouth. Sucked them clean with a low moan. Lauren’s breath hitched. “Tara-” “Bathroom,” Tara said. “Now.” They slipped away from the table. The staff bathroom was empty. Door locked. Tara pushed Lauren against the sink, yanked her scrubs down. Cum was still leaking-thick white trails down her thighs and between her ass cheeks. Tara dropped to her knees, spread Lauren’s cheeks, and licked-long, greedy strokes from pussy to asshole, scooping the load, tasting the faint salt of earlier cum. Lauren moaned-head falling back against the mirror. 

Tara’s tongue plunged into Lauren’s pussy-fucking deep, drinking every drop-then slid lower to rim her ass, circling the tight ring, pressing inside to chase the last traces. Lauren’s hips rocked. “God-yes-eat it all-” Tara did. She licked Lauren clean-pussy to asshole-tongue thrusting into both holes, fingers rubbing Lauren’s clit in tight circles. Lauren came hard-body shaking, pussy gushing over Tara’s chin, ass clenching on her tongue. Tara drank everything-cum, arousal, all of it-then stood and kissed Lauren deep.

The kiss was sloppy, filthy-cum and spit and Lauren’s release swapping between their tongues in thick, dripping strings. Lauren moaned into Tara’s mouth, tasting two men and her best friend all at once. Tara pulled back, wiped her chin. “You’re a fucking mess.” Lauren laughed-breathless. “Your favorite kind.” Tara kissed her again-soft this time. “Let’s get back to work.” she whispered. Lauren nodded. “Let’s go.” They stepped out together-professional again. But Lauren’s mind was already on Ethan. The one she couldn’t have. The one she’d do anything to break.

Chapter 3: The President's Offer

Lauren was halfway through charting vitals on Mrs. Ramirez in 712 when the intercom crackled.“ Nurse Lauren to Administration. Nurse Lauren to Administration. Immediately.” The voice was crisp, formal-Hospital President Dr. Raymond Caldwell’s executive assistant. Heads turned. A few nurses exchanged glances. Lauren felt the familiar flutter low in her belly-not nerves, exactly. Anticipation. She saved the chart, tucked her tablet under her arm, and walked the long corridor to the executive wing. Scrubs swishing, sneakers quiet on the polished floor, cum still faintly leaking inside her panties with every step. She liked the secret mess. It made her feel alive.

The assistant waved her through without a word. Dr. Caldwell’s office was massive-floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, mahogany desk the size of a small car, leather chairs that cost more than her rent. Caldwell-late 50s, silver hair, tailored suit, eyes sharp behind rimless glasses-stood when she entered. “Close the door, Lauren.” She did. Locked it out of habit. He gestured to the chair opposite his desk. She sat, legs crossed, posture perfect. Nurse mode. He didn’t sit. He leaned against the edge of the desk, arms folded, studying her like a chart he was trying to diagnose. “You’ve been busy,” he said. Lauren met his gaze. “I’m always busy, Doctor.” A small smile. “Not with patients. With staff. Orderlies. Residents. Techs. I’ve heard the stories. I’ve seen the security footage from the supply closets.”

Her pulse jumped, but she didn’t flinch. “And?” “And I don’t care.” He shrugged. “As long as it doesn’t interfere with patient care, I’m not the morality police. You’re excellent at your job. The patients love you. The staff morale is higher than it’s been in years. So I look the other
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