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I am forty-five years old. I have been married fifteen years. My wife works as a nurse, thirty-eight now, and the doctors say we will probably never have children because of issues with her uterus. We made our peace with it years ago. Our life together sits quiet and steady in the northern suburbs of Atlanta. Sex between us stays regular, nothing that sets the world on fire, but it is comfortable enough. I drive for the military base, transport and logistics mostly, and every weekday afternoon I pull up at the hospital to collect her after her shift. That routine had been mine alone until six months back.

Dr. Pat Mitchell changed the shape of our days. Thirty years old, married three years herself, still no baby because her husband’s sperm count sits too low. Her husband’s expensive German SUV sat wrecked after a bad pile-up on I-285. The body shop kept swearing the special parts from overseas would arrive any week. They never did. Pat tried ride-shares exactly once and swore never again after a driver made her deeply uncomfortable at two in the morning. That was when my wife stepped in.

The two women had grown close on the ward. They swapped cuttings from their gardens, traded true-crime podcast recommendations, and spent lunch breaks laughing over the same grim jokes. My wife genuinely liked her. “Pat’s good people,” she kept saying. So when the rides started they felt natural. Safe. Almost like helping family.

At first I told myself it meant nothing. Pat would settle into the passenger seat still wearing her white coat, stethoscope draped around that long, elegant neck. Pale as fresh cream, the skin so smooth it seemed to glow under the dashboard lights, with the faintest dusting of baby-fine hairs that caught the light whenever she turned her head. Her short stylish cut left the entire graceful column bare, the gentle curve where neck met shoulder always drawing my eyes. She was curvy in the best way, soft white skin that looked warm to the touch, full heavy breasts that strained gently against her blouses, wide hips that filled out her skirts, and a round, firm ass that shifted nicely when she climbed into the truck. I noticed it the very first ride. I noticed it every ride after.

The scent of her always drifted across the cab, hospital soap mixed with faint vanilla perfume and something warmer, faintly sweet and female. It made my mouth go dry every single time.

My cock would twitch hard against my thigh at the sight of that neck alone. I hated how easily it happened, how quickly the blood rushed south.

The three of us started spending time together on weekends too. Pat’s husband travelled constantly for work, so she joined us often. Two Saturdays ago we threw a backyard barbecue while he was in Chicago. Pat wore a simple yellow sundress that left her neck and shoulders open to the evening air. The string lights caught every tiny hair on her nape as she laughed, head tilted back, that pale column stretching long and inviting. We drank cold beer, grilled steaks, and laughed until the mosquitoes drove us inside. My wife and Pat sat shoulder to shoulder on the deck swing, finishing each other’s sentences about some new murder documentary. I flipped burgers and tried not to watch the way Pat’s sundress clung to the swell of her breasts or how the fabric rode up her soft white thighs when she crossed her legs. Later that night, back in our bedroom, I fucked my wife harder than usual with the image of Pat’s neck and those soft baby hairs still burning behind my eyes.

Pat carried herself with bright, capable energy. Her laugh came quick and musical, her movements brisk yet graceful. Full lips usually painted a soft rose, dark lashes behind her glasses, and those heavy breasts that rose and fell with every tired sigh after a long shift. She never seemed to notice how my gaze kept drifting. Or if she did, she gave no sign. She treated me with the same warm, easy trust she gave my wife. That made the secret hunger worse.

Then came the rainy Thursday morning.

I had just dropped my wife at the main entrance when my phone rang. Her voice came through the speaker, bright and matter-of-fact.

“Honey, Pat finished her night shift early and she’s wiped out. Twelve hours straight in trauma. Can you swing back and take her home? Poor thing didn’t sleep at all. Storm’s coming in fast.”

I answered without hesitation. “Of course. Tell her I’m on my way.”

My pulse already beat heavier in my throat. The rain started as I turned the truck around, fat drops hitting the windshield like tiny warnings.

When I reached the staff entrance Pat stood under the awning looking exhausted but still put-together. Pale blue blouse, knee-length skirt, white coat folded over her arm. The top button of her blouse had come undone at some point during the long night, revealing a soft slice of cleavage and the lace edge of a pale blue bra. She had not noticed. Or maybe she was simply too tired to fix it.

She climbed in with a grateful sigh, kicked off her flats, and curled her legs beneath her. The movement made her skirt ride a little higher on her smooth white thighs. “Thank you again. I really don’t know what I’d do without you two.”

“No trouble,” I said. My eyes flicked once to that open button, then back to the road. My cock had already begun to thicken, pressing against my zipper.

The rain built quickly. Pat’s head tipped back against the seat. Her eyes fluttered half-closed. The short haircut left every inch of her neck exposed under the grey morning light. Those delicate baby hairs stood out soft and fine against her pale skin. I gripped the wheel tighter and tried not to imagine pressing my mouth there, dragging my tongue slowly along that warm column until she shivered.

We drove in comfortable silence while the storm closed in around us.
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The rain came down harder the moment Pat shut the passenger door. Fat drops exploded across the windshield like thrown gravel. I eased the truck away from the staff entrance while she settled in with a long, tired exhale. Her pale blue blouse clung slightly from the damp air, that missing top button still open and showing the soft inner curve of one full breast pressed against pale blue lace. She kicked her flats off again and drew her knees up, the motion pushing her knee-length skirt higher up her smooth white thighs. The fabric rode right to the edge of what was decent. She did not seem to notice or care.

“God, I’m wiped,” she murmured. Her voice sounded husky from the long night. Thirty years old and already carrying the weight of twelve brutal hours. Dark circles sat faint under her eyes, yet her full lips still held a trace of that soft rose gloss. Her short hair stuck up in places where she had run stressed fingers through it.

I kept my eyes on the road. Mostly. The car filled with her scent again, stronger now, hospital antiseptic layered under warm vanilla and that faint, sweet female musk that always made my balls tighten. My cock, already half-hard from Chapter 1, swelled thicker against my zipper.

We drove in easy silence for the first few miles. Pat’s head lolled against the headrest. Her eyes drifted shut, then fluttered open again as if she fought to stay
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