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Chapter 4 – A pound of cure 

 

Coffee in hand, June crossed the automated doors of the hospital. Abigail was right, nothing had gotten 

rid of the taste of cum in her mouth yesterday and even after a short, restless night of sucking imaginary 

dicks, it lingered. If she didn’t know the aftertaste came from the saturated pores of her tongue, palate, 

and tonsils, she would suspect the barista jerked off in her Frappuccino to the shape of her liberated 

breast through her uniform, as per her new dress code. She had done a full day’s worth of crying in the 

shower this morning and, now that there should not be any more surprises, she was confident 

(somewhat) that today would be at least different.  

 

To redeem yesterday’s performance and make a good impression, the bouncy (in both gait and sweater 

puppies) brunette figured the best place to wait was at the nurse station of Ward D to show Abigail she 

could be punctual when not in shock from getting her first throating. She turned heads in five different 

corridors before reaching the infamous D doors. Staring at the two big letters, like pointing out a 

minimum cup size for entrance, her confidence wavered and the vinyl floor turned into wet cement.  

One of her fellow interns, the bleached blonde called Brooklyn, came up behind her and went through 

without breaking her stride. June was extra-motivated to not trail behind the group again today, so, 

after only three more minutes of introspection, she pushed open the squeaking doors.  

 

Brooklyn had stolen her idea and was showing off her earliness at the nurse station. She had the 

fidgeting hands of a girl who dearly missed her cellphone. When she spotted June, the well-stacked 

bimbo latched on to her like a barnacle.  

“It’s June, right? Hi, I’m Brooklyn. Was that you outside? Crazy day yesterday, am I right?”  

“Yeah, I can still taste it,” June said. 

“Oh mee god, it’s like I still feel the texture all the way down to my stomach. My boyfriend made dinner 

to celebrate my first day, and I realized I hadn’t eaten all day and still wasn’t hungry. Then he wanted to 

do it. He got really mad when I said I wasn’t in the mood, but it’s like, I had a bad day, OK? Can’t you just 

hold me for once?” 

“…” said June. 

“I ended up blowing him, and again this morning. It’s kinda like a warm-up, am I right?” Brooklyn tried to 

make it sound like a joke, but neither of the girls managed to fully smile for it. The reality of the 



upcoming day was setting in with every gag and slurp they heard from behind the ward’s four big cloth 

dividers. A patient wandered out of his common room. June recognized him from her section. She 

should know their names by now but couldn’t quite place it. The tip of his penis was already visible at 

the bottom of his gown, past his knees, but he fully exposed himself on his way to the counter when he 

spotted his nurse leaning on it. She sighed with relief when he walked past her and cleared her field of 

vision, then jolted upright from the shock of his big hands on her hips. 

“I’m sorry, sir. I haven’t started my shift yet. Let me get someone for you,” June pleaded. 

“Aww, come on, you’re not doing anything. Help a fella out will ya?” He slid his thumbs between the 

elastic of her new, better fitted scrub pants and her slender waist. 

This was different from the traumatizing Dr. Miller and his busy hands invading her personal space. This 

was an old man in pain. She had taken the Nightingale Pledge to devote her life to service. And this was 

servicing... no two ways about it.  

She had told herself she would be more committed and would whole-ass it today to better help Abigail; 

she just didn’t know it would happen 20 minutes before her shift even started. June got a sudden 

moment of embarrassment when her panties joined her pants around her ankles. It was silly; she knew 

that. Everyone would see her butt, eventually. She wore a bikini once in her life on a girlfriend’s dare 

and had to parade it in the changing room area. This was just a stringless version of that day. Of course, 

it would soon involve something completely new and hard, but, on the bright side, her bum would be 

covered up… by a man’s crotch. 

June leaned on the counter again and tried to hide her panic as the grinning man was doing his thing 

behind her: spreading her ass, pushing the sticky head against her puckered hole, sticking a thumb in 

there to loosen it up… it was all normal; patient comfort was the golden rule of nursing, she told herself.  

Brooklyn continued her rant: “He was like trying to make me gag like usual, but he couldn’t do it. He’s 10 

inches, but that’s like nothing for us now, right? What did you tell your boyfriend when he asked for 

sex?” 

“Huh?” June had trouble keeping up with both Brooklyn’s disturbing relationship story and the widening 

of her asshole. “Oh, I don’t have a boyfriend. AHH!” Her anus reluctantly let in the giant glans and the 

patient let go of her butt cheeks. They sprung back to meet each other but enfolded their special guest 

instead. His hands spent a few seconds on her waist, pushing the first segment inside. Then, the familiar 

undershirt fondling took place.  

The hands found a home deep in the fold of her boobs’ underside, feeling their weight and massaging 

them gently. That was the only gentle part of the exchange. The patient’s soda bottle of a cock was 

having trouble finding the room it needed in her colon, but the lubricating pre-cum was doing what it 

could to help and the effort was slowly rewarded.  

“Mmmmh!” June silently screamed through her gritted teeth, her eyes watering, every time her asshole 

swallowed another couple of centimeters. Brooklyn was still chatting her up like this was just another 

day at the office around the watercooler: “And he was like ‘you were gone for like 12 hours, I got lonely’ 

and I said ‘then go play basketball with your friends. I don’t want your bitch of an ex in our apartment.’”  



June tried to take a sip of coffee, but her hand was shaking too much. She set it down and gripped the 

desk with both hands to brace herself for the quickening pace of the thrusts. The cock was getting really 

deep now. It was 10 cm ago that she thought for sure it had bottomed out but more was still cramming 

in there every passing minute. She now felt the tip push against the inside of her belly button. “Ah, ow, 

ahhh!” For the last stretch, the fondling hands temporarily let go of her hanging bells and the man’s 

entire arms wrapped around her waist. His full body strength was required to reach the finish line and 

slap his crotch against her small but plump bottom. The pain, the cries, the health concerns, it was all 

worth it in the end… for him. 

“…and he says that doesn’t count as cheating. Can you believe that? So, I’m like ‘maybe I’ll give Tyler a 

handjob next time he comes over’ and he flips the fuck out,” Brooklyn was still droning on. 

Manly hands were back on the newbie’s perfect tits, still sore from yesterday, this time treating them 

like handlebars for a deep-body pumping. There was nothing gentle about him anymore; June’s 

pendulous jugs (because of her bent-over position) might as well have been the abused udders of a dry 

cow owned by a starving farmer.   

How did Abigail make it seem so easy? June felt like passing out every time the battering ram in her 

elongated colon ruthlessly punched her poor, innocent pancreas. Didn’t seem fair to have to endure a 

pain level of 10 to relieve patients of their 5s. She knew it didn’t have to be that bad, that the key to 

tolerable extreme anal insertions was all about relaxing and loosening. But try telling that to your 

sphincter, farthest from the source of lubrication and stretched wider than a mouth could even open 

without unhinging. Still, she tried… she tried listening to Brooklyn again: seems the motormouth had 

stopped talking to her at some point and was telling the same stories to a disinterested Molly, adorning 

an intricately woven red braid today.  

The rim of June’s asshole was pushed inwards at the edge of the point of no return. Thankfully, it finally 

listened to reason and relaxed its grip. Even with a giant cock churning her guts, the pain dropped 

several levels when her rim receded to its original position, letting June regain some composure and 

making him lose his. Now, she had the wherewithal to experience the new sensation of said churned 

guts getting drowned in a constant flow of warm cum. 

“Excuse me? I need help,” a second patient interrupted Brooklyn’s rambling. 

Molly would have taken three SGH cocks at once if it meant she wasn’t socially obligated to listen to her 

co-worker’s life story. “I will be with you in just a moment, sir.” She went around a heavy-breathing June 

to the computer and punched in using her social security number. They were told last night how to do it. 

June wished she had done that very thing before getting pinned against the counter, so the first 15 

minutes of work would have counted for something.  

Without saying thanks (unless slapping her ass meant thanks) June’s patient pulled his fat, slick dick out 

of the juicy asshole like a bar of soap plopping out of your hands. Her ass was just numb now, but her 

tits would have the red imprints of this patient’s orgasm grip for the rest of the day. June covered her 

gaping ass with her hands as soon as it was relieved of duty. Cum was leaking out even between her 

fingers. She felt trapped there now, unable of letting go of the flimsy seal that kept the nurse station 

from needing a wet floor sign.  



Molly was next to her on her knees. The regular cadence of her swallowing told June she had already 

performed her job to completion and was simply disposing of the by-product. Molly’s left arm was 

hidden far between the patient’s legs, probably the key to her expedient results. She had become a pro 

in a single day and June, in contrast, was struggling to pull up her pants with a rectum full of cum and a 

butthole that still wouldn’t fully close. She finally managed to pull the combined elastic bands of her 

panties and pants over her round, red bum just as her supervisor showed up.  

“Your shift started 5 minutes ago, didn’t you punch in yet?” 

June penguin-walked to the computer, then to the room where she would spend the next 12 hours 

clenching her cheeks hard whenever they weren’t pried opened. She crossed Molly one last time on her 

way and cracked her very first smile at work. The blowjob prodigy’s face was dripping with cum like 

she’d been bobbing for apples in a barrel of the stuff. Her patient must have had one last squirt in him 

when she pulled out. June’s smile curled down at the sensation of an escaped cum streak down her leg 

inside her scrubs. 

“I hope you have your shit together today,” Abigail told her, seeing June freeze up from her leaky 

situation. 

True, it would be 12 hours only if she got her shit together. 

 

 

The twins were back, a little worse for wear. Yesterday’s events had an impact on both of them. Faith 

was still walking funny. She had no intention of satisfying her brother’s urges again today but still wore 

old jeans and a sweater she would not miss. Hope had been shocked into wearing pants. Doesn’t sound 

like a big change but this was a girl who had to show at least a sliver of bare ass even in sub-zero 

temperatures. Her belly button was still out and about but that was the least-slutty tube top in her 

entire collection. 

“You’re the one who had to say we’d come back. Obviously, he would tell mom and, obviously, she 

would make us go.” Faith was berating her sister, struggling to keep up with the pace of someone whose 

ass hadn’t been reshaped 16 hours ago. 

“It’s going to be different today. Yesterday his nurse wasn’t there, remember? That’s why we were 

dragged into this whole thing,” said Hope, trying to stay positive. 

“Yeah, we,” said Faith, trying not to let Hope stay positive. 

“Are you still mad about that? I said I was sorry.” 

When they peeked beyond the veil, they were relieved to see their brother getting the help he needed 

and craved from the same ponytail brunette that was slacking off yesterday. 

He spotted them right away since his head was rolling on his neck as he thoroughly enjoyed himself. You 

could hear the powerful spurts splashing in the stomach of the nurse whose head he held in a vice. 

“Hey… guys… gimme a minute.” 

“I thought you said you couldn’t do it without the real thing?” Faith pointed out. 



“What?” Jacob said, distracted. 

“Yesterday, you said you couldn’t ‘go’ from just a blowjob,” Faith insisted. 

“Oh, yeah, I feel different today. Maybe it’s the new meds.” 

“Well, it’s just nice to see you taken care of,” Hope concluded, nodding at her sister. 

“Oh, Hope, mom told me to tell you to call her when you got here,” Jacob said. 

 

June pulled out a long stretch of sinewy flesh from her throat and spent a few seconds oxygenizing while 

her soggy bottom transferred filtered seminal fluid to the cuffs of her pants she was kneeling on. She 

thought she was doing a good job of keeping all the liquid in her guts contained but a lot had leaked out. 

It was unavoidable.  

She recognized the two girls from yesterday. She didn’t know what was going on but had half a mind to 

shush the blonde one talking loudly on her phone. 

“No… mom……listen… I was helping… She’s already used to it……… Fine, but I’m never doing this again!” 

Hope hung up on her call, red-faced.  

“Did she say you would help me out today?” Jacob asked angelically with a devilish smile.  

Hope just shook her head at him, meaning don’t even start: “You’re getting one blowjob and then I’m 

out of here.” 

Jacob couldn’t really argue, his claymore was caught in a sword-swallowing act only a minute ago. What 

he could do is maybe stretch the definition of one blowjob and abuse the lack of predetermined time 

limit. “I really appreciate this, Hope. I know you’re going to be better than any of these dumb nurses.” 

 

A hospital bed is a wonderful piece of technology when you have a young girl face-up on it, head tilted 

back off the side. You can adjust it up, down, left, right, tilt, for optimal depth. Jacob wanted to bury 

Hope’s nose in his massive ballsack. He wasn’t kidding when he said the nurses couldn’t compare; he 

had dreamed of plugging this moan-hole for years. 

 “Don’t go too deep mmpf” was the last thing Hope said that day. Grabbing her by the neck, Jacob 

pressed his wet cockhead covered in fresh June spit against the small hole that was Hope’s open mouth 

until the jaw had to change gears. Then, so much of it crammed in all at once, Jacob almost lost his 

balance. Hope already had deep-throated two cocks before breakfast (actually, it was her breakfast), but 

that meant nothing when facing a penis of this size; it was the perfect angle and not her experience that 

allowed Jacob to go balls deep in record time. Hope, at least, knew how to breathe while licking balls if 

only at an extremely reduced rate this time. 

The giant bulge in Hope’s throat disappeared inside her thorax and reappeared as a pronounced tummy 

bump. Jacob pulled up her tube top and the big, soft melons popped out. Her tits parted to the sides but 

defied gravity by keeping their fullness and perkiness.  



Faith had a strange obsession with her sister's breasts. She was not the kind of girl who would take a 

hundred selfies of herself duck-faced and naked in various positions, but she got to see on her twin how 

they would look like from every angle. Jacob was also obsessed with Hope’s juicy melons but for 

different reasons. As soon as he broke free of the powerful hypnotic charm of their jiggling, he made the 

hard nipples tickle his palms and let the plumpness fill the space between his fingers. The foreplay was 

short; with Hope unable to object with more than just gargles, Jacob squeezed, twisted and wrung the 

soft stress bags. He enjoyed the throat contractions his callous stress release was causing and the wet 

sounds of his thrusts inside it.  

*GLUG* Hope’s throat (really her entire body) was cramping violently like the throw-up session of a first 

bender. Her face had 200 pounds of muscle holding it in place. What could she do? Kick her legs.  

As he was spurting the first of many ropes of thick semen into his sister’s stomach, Jacob wished he 

could have a more relaxing time out of it. “Fay, mind doing something about this?” Jacob pointed at the 

imaginary bicycle before trusting in Faith and fully focused his mind on his orgasm.  

The ‘good’ sister might have taken a stand for the sake of her twin’s wellbeing if the events of the 

previous day weren't so fresh in her mind and tingling in her genitals. 'I can help too, sister.' Pitting her 

skinny little arms against Hope’s toned legs from a daily sex regimen was a strenuous and futile 

endeavor. Climbing on the bed and sitting right on top of her thighs did the trick. 

It was a bit awkward to stare at her brother’s O-face and the palpitating bulge on her identical twin’s 

neck. But when Jacob finished his duty and began lazily moving in and out for the second part of his one 

blowjob, he broke the ice and made the shy, lonely girl forget about her crazy day yesterday and the 

crazy situation she had found herself in today: “Remember when mom caught Hope’s math teacher 

leaving her room and she told her he was here to look at her ceramics.” 

“Oh my god, he bought so many sculptures that day,” Faith said. 

“I bet mom knew. She was just glad to offload some of her inventory,” Jacob said. 

The absurdity of the casual way Jacob brought back this old memory while his mutant hog was giving 

Hope’s throat a frog’s vocal sac just added to the funniness somehow. Faith and Jacob shared a fit of 

uncontrollable laughter and the giggles reverberated in his cocksleeve’s breasts. 

Then they just… talked. It was nice to reconnect after growing apart too long. It was like talking to an old 

friend. The settings stopped bothering her, too. With nurses buzzing around the room getting nectar 

from bed to bed, the slurps and clicks created a soothing white noise. When the anecdotes ran dry, 

Jacob produced a pack of playing cards and they played Slapjack on Hope’s navel until her stomach got 

too big for Jacob to reach around.  

“You should come back home, Jacob. You don’t need to be fixed. You’re great the way you are.” Faith 

said, choking a bit from emotion. 

“Didn’t mom already turn my room into a studio?” Jacob asked. 

“You can share our room. Hope doesn’t mind sharing her bed; she does it all the time!” 


