Patient
                              by Allen Baker

ADamn, I=m tired as hell of being told to be patient. ... Shit, I=m sorry, Doc.  I didn=t mean to flip out on ya.  I know everyone here has been as concerned and considerate as can be.  It=s just that lying here for a month and a half is getting really, really old.@
Dr. Blake looked up from writing on the chart and smiled at Jason.  ANo offense taken.  Anyone working the long-term care unit gets used to such tirades.  Actually, I consider it part of the healing process.  A month ago you wouldn=t have had the lung capacity for such an outburst.@
They both smiled, knowing it to be all too true.  When they brought him down from recovery after the auto accident, Jason had been in really deplorable shape.  His broken left leg had had a steel plate inserted with pins and screws.  His left arm and wrist had been broken.  He was peppered with stitches repairing minor lacerations from flying glass.  His chest and face were a mass of purple and yellow bruises caused by the air bag that had saved his life.  But the worst were the cracked vertebrae in his neck.  Luckily, the first people on the scene had known enough not to move him.  There=d be no paralysis.  He was a fortunate man: he=d eventually be normal again.  Eventually.  In the meantime, his head and neck were stationary in a halo device, and his arms were also immobilized to keep from applying even the least bet if pressure to the fragile neck area until it strengthened.  And they still couldn=t give him an exact time element.  Just, ABe patient.@
Jason sighed, and reminded himself to be grateful to be alive and whole.  He was only twenty-seven.  He had a long, full life ahead.

AShit, Doc.  Just get my right arm some movement as soon as you can.  I can=t even scratch my balls, let alone whack off.  I=m so damn horny!  I=ve never used one of those escort service places, but if I could reach that phone, you bet I would.@  He pleaded, AHey, Doc, give >em a call for me, will ya?  Please?@
AOh, you are getting better, aren=t you!@  Doc laughed and shook his head.  ASorry.  It wouldn=t do any good to call.  You aren=t the only one who=s had that idea.  A couple of years ago the hospital had one of their girls arrested.  None of them would ever come in here again.  And don=t go getting any ideas about any of the nurses wither.  They=ve all been given training in karate.  Besides that, a man in your position might find himself getting a catheter just for revenge.@
Jason crossed his legs in protection and moaned at the thought.

AAs much as I hate to say it, you=ll just have to be ... patient.@
There was another groan.

Dr. Blake exited the curtained area of the private room to find an orderly standing by.  Sam=s wide grin told Doc that he=d heard it all.  Doc shook his smiling face and continued on out the door.

Sam pushed his way through the curtain.  AMorning, Jason, time for the morning routine.  You need the bedpan before your bath?@
ANo, Doc helped with that already.  Couldn=t you just once get one of the nurses to give my sponge bath?@
Sam shook his head with such overly sincere honesty that Jason knew the coming statement wasn=t so.  AJason, I=ve tried.  But they say you=re just so handsome and have such a great body that they just couldn=t possibly trust themselves around you.@
AShit!  Don=t I wish!@
Sam went on with the routine, filling a basin with warm water, grabbing a sponge, and stripping back the bed clothes.  AJesus, from the stiffness of this sheet, you must have had on hell of a wet-dream.  Man, you can=t still be horny.@
Slightly blushing, Jason mumbled, ADreams and real life are two different things.@  They both chuckled.

ANo steady gal to stop by and help you out?@  Sam inquired as he finished the washing and refilled the pan for a rinse.

ANot for the last year.  There=ve been some, but no one special.  How about you?@
AKaren and I are engaged.  But she=s still in college, so it=ll be about a year and a half yet before we get married.@  Noting Jason=s leer, he continued, ANo, we are not living together.  Her parents persist in demanding that she live on campus to concentrate on her studies.  And I=ve been living at home with my parents to save up money for a house.  And no, we=re not sleeping together, either.  She=s one of the old-fashioned ones that insist on waiting for marriage.  Not that I don=t keep trying.@
Jason=s look seemed to say, AYeah, right.@
Sam sensed he and Jason could become rather good friends, even though he was four years younger.  Sam had grown to like Jason and felt he could tell him most anything.  He blushed a little, but continued, AI=m not one for telling tales out of school, but we=re not totally celibate either.  Once in while we get into some heavy petting ... and even some oral sex now and then.@
Jason groaned.  AWhy did I ask?  Hearing you talk just makes me want it all the more.  God, whatever you do, don=t bring in any porno magazines or videos.  It would kill me for sure!@
Sam laughed with his new compatriot and finished tucking the clean linens.

* * * * *
Sam stood in the hallway outside Jason=s door.  The corridor was dimly lit after eleven, and most of the rooms were dark.  Jason=s was still light.  The TV was on but turned to a low murmur.

Sam turned away and started toward the exit, but stopped again.  If anyone had been watching, they would have seen the strain of an inward struggle reflected in his face.  Then having made a decision, he took a deep breath, turned back, and went through Jason=s door before he could change his mind.

AHi, Jason.  Anything good on at this hour?@
ANot at any hour.  What are you doing here?  You filling in for someone else=s shift?@
ANo.  Actually I=m off duty.  I was just passing and thought I=d stop in to visit a little ... if that=s ok, I mean!@
AHell, yes!  Pull up a seat.@
Sam sat on the front edge of the chair.  Even though Jason could only see him out of the corner of his eye, he could tell Sam seemed nervous.

ASo, what=re ya doing out and about this late on a Saturday night?@
Sam cleared his throat a little.  AActually, Karen and I had dinner and went to that new movie.@
AStop.  I don=t want to hear any more.  Did you come here just to torture me with stories of you sex life?@  He was smiling when he said it, but Jason=s grin slowly faded when Sam gave no immediate reply.  ASam, what=s wrong?  You=re not your normal self.  Don=t tell me you two broke up?@
That got a quick response, AOh no, far from it.  We got to petting heavy and she whacked me off.  It felt great, on top o= the world. ...  But as I was passing the hospital on my way home, I got to thinking about you up here and about what you=d said about being so horny, and I ... I actually began to feel guilty about having had such a good time.@
The room was silent for a couple of minutes.  Jason couldn=t quite tell why his friend was so quiet and nervous, or what he was trying to say, but he figured Sam=s get around to it in his own good time.

AI just sat down there in the parking lot and looked up at the windows.  Then I started to put myself in your place.  No sex of any kind for weeks on end.  I couldn=t quite image it.@
Again, it was quiet.

AWell, I ... I decided ...@  He was off his chair and pacing in the confined area.  AShit, I didn=t think it=d be this hard to do.  Hell, I decided I=d come up and give ya a hand.  Ya know? ... that is ... if it didn=t totally turn you off.@  He continued to pace restlessly about the space at the end of the bed.  When it suddenly struck him that Jason had said nothing in response, he stopped and turned to the bed, blushing deeply.

AOh shit, I didn=t mean to offend you, Jason.  I just meant to help. I=m ... look I shouldn=t have come.  I=ll just go no and we can forget this ever happened.  Sorry.@
AWait.  I was just stunned, that=s all.  Not repulsed.  I was lying here thinking if the tables were turned, would I=d have had the nerve to do what you just did.  I=m not sure. ... Thank you. ... I guess I=m not sure it would work.  I mean, I=ve never had sex with a guy.@
Sam gave a nervous laugh.  AWell, neither have I.@
It was quiet again as they looked everywhere but at each other.  Finally, Sam laughed again.  AJust look at us, you=d think we were both virgins or something.@  When they both stopped laughing, Sam continued, ATell you what, we=re both new at this.  How about if I just lock the door and we give it a try.  The worst that can happen is that it doesn=t work for you.  But at least we=ll have tried.@
Sam didn=t wait for a reply this time.  He just walked to the door and locked it.  He closed the curtain around the bed when he returned.  It just seemed more private that way.  He smiled at Jason, gave a nervous sigh, and pulled back the sheets.

Sam=s hand reached out for Jason=s prick.  He=d been doing that same thing for weeks while giving him a bath or to help with the urinal or bedpan.  But suddenly it seemed totally different, and his hand shook slightly.  He touched it gently, stroked it, and wrapped his fist around its limp nine inches.  Slowly he began a gentle pumping action.  Leaning over the edge of the guardrail was a little awkward, but he managed.   He had kept up a steady rhythm for a few minutes before he admitted to himself that the cock in his hand was still flaccid.  He glanced up and saw Jason staring at the ceiling in concentration. Gradually, Sam=s hand slowed to a stop.

Jason looked down at him.  ASorry, it ... it just doesn=t seem to work.  I guess I=m just too uptight about the guy thing.@
Sam looked down at him.  AWe should keep trying.  You just need to relax some and be patient.@
Suddenly they were roaring with laughter.  Their tears rolled.  Sam was doubled over the rail, he laughed so hard.  They had nearly retreated to a giggle when the rail collapsed, spilling Dam onto Jason=s legs, and they roared again.

Finally, they regained their normal breathing.  Sam reached for a tissue to dry his eyes.  Jason asked for assistance.  AMind helping me with one of those so I can blow my nose?@
ASure.@  Sam watched his friend blow, then dried his face off for him.

AJason, I sometimes talk dirty to myself when I masturbate,@ Sam confessed.  AI close my eyes and pretend my girl=s giving me head, or that I=m fucking her.  It gets me really hot.  You ever do that?@
AYeah.@
AI think we should give it one more try.  Close your eyes so you can=t see it=s me, a guy.  Then pretend I=m your girl and we=re getting it on.  Talk as dirty as you want.  Ok?@
AOk,@ but he didn=t close his eyes.  He was staring at Sam and thinking what a caring person he was.

Sam finally grinned and placed a towel over Jason=s metal-framed halo.  Then he started to slowly massage Jason=s well-developed chest and stomach.  He lightly tweaked one of his nipples and heard a moan.

AOh yeah, baby.@
Encouraged, he ran a hand down the top of one of the thighs.  When he reached the knee, he slipped his hand inward and started to move back up.  But he stopped before he reached the low hanging balls and moved back the other way.

AOh no, sweetheart.  Come on, play with it.  Please, baby, you gotta help me feel good.  Come on, touch me, play with me.@
Sam gave up his own plans and started to follow instructions.  He ran his fingers through the pubic hair at the base of the lengthening cock.  Then he lightly pulled on the hairs on the ball sack.  He was rewarded with another moan and a twitch of that prick as it lay on Jason=s stomach.

ACome on, baby, you know what I need.  I need that smooth hand of yours to wrap around that big prick of mine.  Make it good for me.  Stroke those balls.  Pull those nuts low down in their sack. Squeeze >em.   Get me pumped up. Get me hard.  That=s it, play with that piss slit.  Make it ooze that sweet, clear goo.  Get it sloppy and ready to slip into that tight, juicy cunt of yours.@
Sam continued to follow the instructions with variations and improvisations of his own.  He surprised himself by grinning proudly that they were getting results.  He marveled that the cock had grown to a hard, thick eleven-inch club.  At least three inches longer than his own.  And much, much thicker.  His fingers were stroking steadily up and down its amazing length.

AThat=s it.  Oh, yeah, don=t stop.  Squeeze those nuts.  Pull on that prick.  Milk my big pole and get it to spurt for me.  Make it shoot its cream.  Pound it faster.@
Sam was speeding the pace and was recognizing the signs.  Jason was panting, his balls were pulling up in their sack, his legs were beginning to twitch, and suddenly he was shrieking in ecstacy.   Sam saw Jason=s cum fly over the edge of the bed, onto the sheets, all over Jason=s chest and stomach, and all over his own hands and arms and shirt front.  He kept pumping, and it kept spurting.  Jason continued his prolonged, long-awaited climax.

Eventually the deluge stopped and so did Sam=s hand.  Then nothing except Jason=s ragged breathing was heard as he came back down to earth.  Suddenly, Sam realized he was still holding Jason=s crotch with both hands.  He gently let go and pulled the towel off Jason=s head.  He was startle to see tears streaming down the handsome face.

AOh, shit!  I didn=t hurt your neck, did I?@
Jason smiled, Aoh, God, no.  Far from it.  These are tears of sheer joy, man.  Thank you.  No one has ever done anything so wonderful for me.  I owe you, man.  I owe you big time.@
Embarrassed, Sam grabbed another tissue to dry Jason=s face for the second time that night.

AJason, I have never, ever seen so much spunk shoot from a cock.  I=m going to be here half the night cleaning you up, and the other half cleaning up the rest of the room.@
Their companionable laughter sealed a lifetime friendship.

* * * * *
The next morning, Jason=s welcoming grin elicited a sigh of relief from Sam as he entered the room.  All the way to work he=d been concerned that maybe Jason had changed his mind and was resentful or angry or accuse him of being a fag or something.  Now he could breathe more easily.

Sam hadn=t slept well.  He=d lain awake a long time rethinking his actions.  Reliving Jason=s excitement.  Reevaluating his own response.  He=d been happy for Jason.  Sam had expected that at best he himself would endure it.  But instead he=d been stimulated; he=d actually gotten a hard on.  An erection while playing with another guy=s cock!  He hadn=t come to any understanding by the time he finally drifted off to an exhausted sleep.

But Jason was certainly chipper and obviously well rested.  ADid you sleep good?@  asked Sam as he readied the bath basin.

AMan, did I ever!@  Jason grinned and added in a low undertone, AThanks to you.  God, I can=t tell you how grateful I am.@
Sam pulled back the sheet and found himself staring at a drooling, hard cock.  AOh no you don=t,@ he mock-scolded the bobbing prick.  AIt=s bath time and that=s all.  So you just behave yourself.@
Jason laughed.  ASorry >bout that.  It has a mind of its own.@
Sam professionally continued with his routine and they chatted companionably.  Finally, Sam was done and headed out to his other duties.

ASam, you and Karen have a date tonight?@
AYeah,@ he called back over his shoulder.  AI=ll stop in later and tell you about it.@
Jason smiled to himself.

* * * * *
It was well past midnight when Sam slipped through Jason=s door and locked it behind him.  AJason.  You awake?@
ASure.  I fell asleep earlier in the evening.  This just lying in bed all the time really screws up the internal clock.@
AWell?  So fill me in.  How was your date?@
Sam blushed slightly, but didn=t hesitate.  ABest ever.  Blow job.  God, you know how great that feels.  And Karen even slicked up a finger and poked right in to massage my prostate.  Heaven.@
Jason gave an envious leer.  AGod, I can=t wait to get released from this place.  I=m going to suck tit and plow cunt for a solid week.@
AWell, until then, you want me to give you another hand?@
AOh, yeah.@
Sam shed his shirt and jeans and deposited them on a nearby chair.  Noticing Jason=s questioning look, he commented, AIn the interest of saving laundry.  Everything last night was splattered with lava from your volcano=s eruption.  I=m just keeping everything out of range tonight.@
Jason chuckled.  AMaybe you should put the rubber sheets on the bed.@
They both laughed.

Sam reached for a towel, but Jason said, ADon=t bother.  I=m more relaxed tonight.  I=ll just close my eyes.@  And he did.

Sam pulled back the linens, hiked up Jason=s gown and sat on the edge of the bed.  Jason=s cock was nearly hard already.  It was a beautiful sight.  Sam started playing with Jason=s nipples as he watched the prick continue to grow.

AMmmm, yeah. Play with those tits.  Pinch >em.  Pull on >em.  Yeah.  Ooooh, so good.  Yeah, tweak >em.  Bite those nails into them.  Lick =em, suck on >em.  Use your teeth.@
As mumbled on, turning himself on with his words, Sam watched that beautiful man club turn rigid and throb.  A small clear drop appeared at its tip and began to thread downward.  Sam sucked in his breath and realized he, too, was hard.  He couldn=t believe how exciting Jason=s rambles were.  He felt almost like a voyeur listening at a key hole. Eavesdropping.

AIt feels so good.  Now play with my balls.  That=s it.  Feel >em up good.  Stretch that bag and give >em a good squeeze.  Ooooh, yeah.@
Sam still had one hand pulling at the chest and the other was down below.  Slowly, he found his mouth being drawn to the unoccupied nipple.  His tongue flicked out.  He closed his eyes and pretended it was some girl=s tit he was mouthing.

Jason=s cock gave a lurch as the tongue hit his chest.  AOh, yeah.  Use that tongue.  Nip at it with your teeth.  Yeah.  Keep that hand pulling those balls.  Oh, shit, you=re making me feel so good.@
Sam=s hand moved up from the nut sack to grab that monster dong and begin to pump it.

AOh yeah, whip that cock for me.  Prime it up and make it drool.  Get it ready for the slicked up cunt of yours.  That=s so good, baby.@
Sam kept his teeth and tongue busy, but watched carefully as the big cock started streaming its clear lubrication.  His own jockeys were getting damp.  Sam listened in again on Jason=s private fantasy.  He was really in his own world.

AOh, shit, that feels good!  Keep it up.  Lick it.  Kiss it.  Get that mouth down on those balls.  Lick >em.  Suck on >em.  Kiss that cock.  Worship it with your mouth.  Tongue it and suck it deep in your throat.  Let it tickle your tonsils and feed you its spunk.  Let it spurt down your throat.  Drink down its nectar.  Spit on that hand and finger my ass hole.  Fuck my ass with your fingers and punch my inner button, make me spurt.  Make me cum.@
Sam began to tremble as he listened and realized that was exactly what he wanted, too.  He longed to follow Jason=s instructions.  He was drawn into the fantasy.  His slick finger slid down and toyed with Jason=s bung hole.

Jason groaned in pleasure.  AYeah, Sam, do it.  Punch it in there and make me squirm, man.@
As if in a trance, Sam listened and moved his head down Jason=s belly.  His tongue flicked out and tasted his first cock.  Suddenly, he was addicted.  Novice that he was, he still didn=t hesitate, he=d enjoyed enough blow jobs himself to know what he liked and what would give delight.

AOh, God, yes!@  Jason cried out, AUse that mouth, Sam.  Suck on it.  Yeah!  Punch that ass with your finger.@
Sam had his jockeys down to his knees and was using his free hand on his own raging pole.  He couldn=t believe he was doing this.  He couldn=t believe it was so good.

AOh, Sam.  I can=t stand it.  You=re making me feel so great, and I can=t even touch you.  Oh yeah, Sam.  Oh.@
The fantasy was over for both of them.  This was real and wonderful.

ASam, swivel around here.  I can=t use my hands, but my mouth works fine.  Turn around so we can 69.@
Sam pulled off the prick and looked into Jason=s eyes.  AYou sure about that?@
AYes.  Oh, yes.@
Sam whipped his shorts totally off and climbed completely onto the bed.  He positioned his cock down through the metal frame around Jason=s head and fed its tip into his mouth.  They both moaned.  The framework prevented Jason from swallowing the entire length, but Sam still found it wonderful and exciting.  He returned to his own feeding.

They moaned and writhed to a frantic rhythm.  Soon Jason=s legs jerked and his cock began to shoot a tremendous orgasm into Sam=s mouth.  The excitement of taking his first load directly from its source triggered his own climax.  The two of them floated in paradise.

Once they=d calmed their breathing again, Sam climbed unsteadily off the bed.  He didn=t know what to do or say.  They both ere quiet and listened to each other=s breathing.

Jason broke the silence.  ANever again will I joke about two guys together.  It=s no joke ... it=s wonderful.  Thank you, Sam.@
Sam looked up to find Jason staring into his eyes.  AThank you,@ was all he said.  But his eyes shifted to Jason=s lips.  Slowly, he leaned over and gave them a gentle kiss.

* * * * *
Nearly four or five times each week for the next month, they explored late-night mansex.  They talked about it being a great alternative.  Jason said it was the best possible thing for guy stuck in a hospital bed.  Sam agreed that it was also terrific for a guy engaged to a girl who refused to put out.

Then there came the morning they had both been expecting.

AWell, Jason, I think today=s the day to ditch this thing.  And if you behave yourself, I=ll let you go home by Friday.  But you=re going to have to be very careful.  You are not to lift anything more than five pounds B and that=s not even a load of laundry.@
AOh, Doc, that=s terrific!  Thanks.@
Dr. Blake gave him a stern look.  AI know you heard the part about going home.  But what about the rest?  Do you have someone at home to take care of you for three or four weeks?@
AI live alone, Doc.  But I guess my mom would fly in.  I=ll give her a call, but having her around will certain crimp my already crippled sex life.@
ANo sex!  Well, at least no missionary position, pushup style sex.  I don=t want you putting weight on your arms yet.  And that=s an order!@
Jason grinned.  AAfter nearly five months in here, I=ll figure out a way to follow orders and still have fun.  Believe me, Doc, I=m very inventive.@
AI just bet you are.@  Dr. Blake was shaking his head as he pulled back the curtains to exit.

Sam stood grinning in the opening.  ACongratulations, man.@
AOh, Sam, I can=t believe it=s finally going to happen.  I can=t wait to get out of here and back to my normal life.  Not that this place didn=t have its compensations.  And somehow I doubt my life will ever be quite the same again.@
Slowly their grins faded as they stared into each other=s eyes, wondering what this would mean to the fledgling relationship.

* * * * *
It was almost two in the morning when Sam entered Jason=s room that night.  He sat down and watched his sleeping friend=s face for a long time.  It was the first time he=d seen it without metal and wires holding it in place.  It rested on the pillow slightly turned toward him.  Sam stared a while longer, listening to his friend=s deep even breathing, before reaching out to stoke Jason=s arm and gently rouse him from his sleep.

ASam, what time is it?  God, what are you doing here at this hour? Hey, look.  No frame, I can move my arms and everything. ... Actually, I manhandled my own meat tonight.  I can=t believe the high I=m getting from such freedom.  It=s wonderful! ... Sam, so what=s up?@
AI ah ... I need to talk to you a little.@
AYou got problems?  You sound really low.@  Jason was instantly sober and concerned for his friend.

AI broke off my engagement with Karen tonight.  Got my ring back.@  He held it up.

Jason stared at it a minute, then after a short silence asked, AWhy?@
AI told her the truth.  I just couldn=t marry her when I=m in love with someone else.@  His voice sounded constricted and strained.

AWell, if you love someone else, you should feel good to have set things straight.  So what=s the stress?@
>I=m not sure this other person will ever love me. ... And I=m actually frightened to find out.@
Jason was quiet for a long minute, thinking.  AMaybe you=re better off finding out.  No matter what the answer.@
Sam looked into Jason=s eyes a long time.  AIt=s you, Jason. ... Look, you need someone to take care of you for a while.  Don=t call your mom.  I couldn=t stand to think of it being anyone but me.  I=ll bunk in with you till you=re really back on your own.  Then I=ll let you have your life back.  I=ll just be glad to share your life for that amount of time.  Please don=t say no.@  Tears were rolling down his cheeks by the time he finished his confession.

Jason just slowly grinned and reached out to take Sam=s hand.  AI=ve been waiting a long time to be able to touch you back,@ he said as he drew Sam toward him.  He pulled him down beside him and they kissed lightly.  AIt feels so good to embrace you, to put my arms around you.@  He gave Sam=s rear end a playful slap.  AAnd if I ever hear you say anything about moving out again, I=ll beat your ass black and blue.  Besides, I=m sure there=s lots of things about mansex that we haven=t explored yet.  It=ll keep us busy for years to come.  Of course we=ll have to wait for my arms to get strong again, ... so you=ll just have to be patient.@
Their chuckles dissolved into a passionate kiss.

