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A traffic accident had left me temporarily immobile while I recovered in hospital. I spent day after day lying on my bed, propped up by three plump pillows. Fortunately my parents' insurance covered me and their choice of hospital perhaps had more perks and comforts than some others, but it didn't exactly help to relieve my situation.

My arms were still in casts and were stuck in slings that hung suspended from the ceiling. It felt ridiculous having them trapped and stretched out wide like I was hoping for someone to give me a hug. But it was for my benefit, the doctors said. I needed to keep them still and elevated.

There was a small remote as well that they had positioned in reach of my right hand. My fingers could just about press the buttons that raised or lowered the head of the bed, as well as controlling the television on the wall opposite me. So at night I could lay myself down flat and in the morning raise it so I was sitting upright.

My legs were also in casts and raised in stirrups, lifted up and spread out much like my arms. It made me feel so exposed and vulnerable, but after some days in the hospital I got used to it, being looked after by the nurses who took care of my every movement and bodily function.

Nurse Violet was my favourite. She was the nicest to me, always smiling and happy to talk. She must have been as busy as the others but she never made me feel like I was taking up her time. She would sometimes bring me a drink and help me slowly slurp it up through a straw. The best days were the ones when she'd be on duty. I'd wake up with her opening the curtains to my room and see her lovely smile.

Of course it helped that she was incredibly attractive. Her white doctor's coat was surprisingly form-fitting. There was always a button undone that showed off a flash of cleavage whenever she leaned over to check one of the monitoring machines or to plump up a pillow. I always thought her skirts couldn't be regulation. They rose tantalisingly high up her thigh. But I didn't complain. In fact, I loved the view. And the white stockings that hugged her long, slim legs looked incredible on her. Her glasses were then the cherry on the top of this sexy uniform.

My eyes would always follow her around the room as she worked. The neck brace that I had to wear prevented me from moving my head so there were many frustrating moments where she moved to the very corners of my vision and I would wish I could see her as she bent over or stretched up to reach something high.

The most embarrassing time of day for me were the daily sponge baths. Usually it would be any one of the other nurses who did this, mechanically and quite uncaringly. They would rub my skin raw and not seem to be phased when they had to reach down to my more private areas. It was humiliating, and in my state I had to submit entirely to their hands.

So it was to my surprise and joy that Nurse Violet came in one day with the sponge and bowl in hand. I had to contain my glee, even though her cheery smile was almost infectious.

"Good evening sir," she beamed, wheeling over a trolley that she put the bowl of water on. The stethoscope around her neck swung hypnotically side to side. "You've got me today. And I see you've not been given a shave for a few days. Sorry if my colleagues have been slacking."

"I'm sure they've got more important things than grooming me."

"Oh don't be silly. Feeling clean and well-groomed can speed up recovery, I'm sure I've read a study on it. It's the psychology of it. You don't mind, do you?"

She had a little razor and bottle of shaving cream at the ready. While I hadn't often had a chance to look in a mirror since my arrival at the hospital, I could feel the itchiness of a light but wild beard.

"If you don't mind," I said.

"Not a problem at all. Hold still now."

She wetted my face and neck then rubbed in some of the cream. Her fingers were soft as she massaged it in and created a thick, creamy lather. I tried to relax as her eyes fixed on the movement of the razor that she brought up against my skin.

The blade was sharp but she was gentle, hardly pressing into me at all. She drew it down with the grain and took her time, covering only a square inch at a time before washing off the razor in the bowl. I had to tilt my head up for her shave under my jawbone. But for the most part she silently got on with it like an artist at work. She reapplied more of the foam and then went over me again, getting the more stubborn tufts of bristle.

The entire process was extremely relaxing, and when she held up a mirror for me I was amazed by the job she had done. For the first time in weeks I felt fresh and I looked it too.

"Thank you," I said.

"See, you look so much better." Violet put out a hand and caressed my smooth cheek. "And you feel so much better."

I felt some kind of sadness when she stood up and made to leave, her job complete, but she had only gone to refill the bowl from the tap in the little bathroom attached to my room.

"I still need to wash you now," she said, standing by the side of the bed and soaking a sponge in the fresh water.

She started by wiping off the remaining foam around my face, then her hands began the familiar route, washing my arms and armpit, then chest and stomach, and down to my legs.

All I ever wore was a crinkly, pale blue hospital gown that loosely covered my body down to the top of my knees. As Violet rubbed up my thighs with the soft, warm sponge, she had to push the gown up so it only just covered my crotch. I couldn't see my cock, but I knew that with my legs raised and apart Violet had a good view of at least my balls. But she made no sign of interest. Her caressing hands just got closer and closer and I braced myself, trying to distract from what was to come.

I was used to the touch of a nurse cleaning me all over and, until now, I had been able to control myself. But with Violet looking so beautiful, so close to me, I couldn't stop the rush of blood to my cock. Especially not with her standing at the end of the bed, leaning over and showing a flash of cleavage, and even the hint of a red lacy bra. And especially not when I felt her hand on my balls.

Her grip was firm but gentle. She lifted my balls up just slightly so she could sponge down under them and across my taint. I clenched instinctively. Suddenly my cock rose to full attention.

I didn't know if she could see it yet, but she was certainly going to feel it. The sponge enveloped my balls and the base of the shaft. It was so warm and soft and she had it so tight around me. I was throbbing. She must have realised by now. But there was still surface to cover. In one slow movement she stroked with the sponge up my shaft, edging over it inch by inch until the tip was covered and water dribbled down over it. I had to close my eyes to focus on something other than the sight of her. But the pressure around my cock felt like being inside a tight pussy and all I wanted was to thrust and fuck her.

She must have only kept her hand there for a moment, but I was sure it was long enough to feel me throbbing with every beat of my heart. She then brought the sponge down my shaft just as slowly as she had gone up. It was agonisingly pleasurable, but I couldn't say anything. And before I knew it she was back to washing my legs again, or at least as much as she could around the casts.

During the entire ordeal she hadn't looked up at me. She hadn't made any expression to register intrigue. I was sure that she hadn't even slowed down when she washed my cock, but it was my pure arousal that made the moment, that one long stroke, last longer.

I was still throbbing when Violet wringed out at the sponge. I didn't want to say anything. I was too scared of what was going through her mind. She was silent too, besides humming to herself as she went and monitored one of the screens by the head of the bed. When she was all done and about to leave the room she turned and smiled.

"Don't worry,” she said, “it's a natural reaction." With that, she gave me a wink then left, closing the door behind her.

*****

I was still hard for quite some time after Violet had gone. I thought about her in that incredible uniform, wondering what her wink meant. Maybe it was just her being friendly. After all, it was a natural reaction just as she said. Any guy having his cock touched by someone like her would be rock hard in an instant.

I was still thinking about her when another nurse came to shut my curtains for the night and unfurl a couple of blankets to keep me warm. But I struggled to get to sleep even once the lights were switched off.

Up until then, it hadn't crossed my mind how long it had been since my last orgasm. Those weeks since being admitted to the hospital were probably the longest I had gone in my adult life. And it certainly wasn't by choice. But with my hands stuck and encased with plaster there wasn't anything I could do about it.

I had learned to fight my urges out of sheer necessity. But Violet had made that difficult, and now that I had been touched by her in that way there wasn't anything else I wanted in the world but more of it. It was then that I wished I had a girlfriend, someone to come and keep me company and, when the medical staff weren't around, maybe help me out in other ways. She could give me a quick blowjob. In my horny state it wouldn't take long. She could suck me until I came in her mouth and she could swallow it all down so the nurses would be none the wiser.

I struggled to sleep as my fantasies kept me rock hard and awake. But I did eventually drift off, and soon those thoughts played out in my subconscious. Violet came to check on me in the morning. I had been sweating so much overnight and she needed to wash me again. But this time she stripped my gown off and rubbed my entire body until I was glistening clean and wet. And she definitely noticed how hard I was. She rubbed me with the sponge. It was so warm and moist and she held it so tightly. She didn't even say anything. She just stroked me up and down, creating a wet, soapy lather over the length of my cock. Every motion was sublime. Every squeeze of the sponge drew me towards the edge. And she just watched me, smiling, as I came. My cum erupted out. Some sprayed over my body. The rest leaked down my cock into the sponge as she kept stroking.

The pleasant post-orgasm buzz filling my body remained with me even as I woke in confusion, wondering where Violet was and why it was so dark. The slow realisation that I had just had a wet dream could only be confirmed when the sticky liquid on my stomach cooled and I shivered as it dripped down my body.

I couldn't see how big a mess I had made. And there was nothing I could do about it. The remote control within my reach did have a button with which to alert a nurse, but my sheer embarrassment from what had happened prevented me from using it.

So I just tried to get back to sleep, hoping desperately that all the evidence would dry and be unnoticeable in the morning.

*****

"Good morning sleepy!"

It was Nurse Violet who woke me up with a pull of the curtains that allowed the sunlight to stream in, illuminating her with golden rays.

"We've got to run some tests on you today," she said, coming over to draw back the blankets that had kept me warm overnight. I had forgotten about my ejaculation until she took off the last cover and we both looked, me with horror and her with shock, at the very visible stain on the front of my gown.

"Oh my," she said, looking at it then raising an eyebrow at me. "Well, someone's made a mess."

"I..."

"No don't apologise, I know you can't control it. It's only natural after all."

She smiled at me but I didn't feel reassured. My cheeks burned bright red.

"I suppose you'll need a new gown." She reached behind to untie the small knot under my neck, the only thing holding my loose layer of clothing on my body. With it undone, she then whipped the gown off it one fluid motion and suddenly I was completely naked in front of her.

"You really did make a mess," she said, looking at the dried cum on my stomach while ignoring my soft cock. "Don't worry about it, sir. Just sit tight and I'll be back shortly."

I wanted to apologise, or to at least say something. But she was too quickly out of the room. The door shut with a slam and I suddenly felt a shiver of cold as I looked down at my naked body. My cock was looking so small and pathetic, not helped in the least by the chill I felt and the humiliation I had suffered.

I trusted Violet to be professional as I knew she was every day. Besides, she must have had much worse messes to clean up in her career. But I still felt guilty for inflicting this on her and being unable to do anything about it, so when she returned, her heels clicking to announce her entry, I found it difficult to look at her.

"Let me clean up your little accident, sir," she said, making me feel like a senile old man. A damp sponge was already in her hand.

"I'm sorry about this," I mumbled.

"Don't be, sir. This is what I'm here for."

I gasped at the first touch of the sponge against my skin. Unlike yesterday, it was soaked with cold water.

"Sorry if this is unpleasant," she said, pressing the sponge into my stomach and sending the water squirting out all over me. "Semen congeals in warm water. It's easier to clean this way."

I lay there helpless as she washed me down, not only where the mess was but up to my chest and down around my groin and thighs, leaving my body dripping and freezing. My nipples were noticeably erect.

"There we go." Violet dried her hands. "Now are you okay for some tests, sir?"

The respect that each "sir" had once had was now all but gone. With this new tone in her voice it was now tinged with a level of exasperation, as if she couldn't believe that I had lost control of my body like that.

"Yes," I said, feeling like I had to just submit in order to try and make amends.

"While you're with us, we like to do full check-ups, see if we can spot any issues before they develop into anything more serious. I'll need your blood first."

She had wheeled in a trolley with a number of utensils and equipment on, some of which I couldn't figure out a possible function for.

"Unfortunately there's a shortage of towels at the moment, some orderly fucked up," Violet said as she picked up a syringe. The vulgarity was unexpected and it almost made me recoil in surprise. "So I'm afraid you'll have to stay as you are and I'll get you a new gown when you're dry."

Even though it didn't seem all that plausible, I didn't want to argue with her, especially not as she approached my exposed arm. She gripped it firmly. It wasn't moving an inch. I watched with curiosity as the needle pricked my skin where a blue vein was visible, causing only a slight bit of pain, then as the vial slowly filled up with my blood, dark, red and opaque.

"There we go," she carefully withdrew the syringe and quickly taped a bit of cotton wool over the spot of blood left behind. "Now then, sir, do you know what this is?"

Violet had picked up something new from her trolley. It was a metal utensil about seven inches long. At one end was a wheel with numerous little spikes protruding like spokes.

"I don't, no."

"This is a Wartenberg wheel," she said, smiling. "It's used to test patients' nerve reactions. It's a very simple little thing, but very useful. And the best results come from some level of sensory deprivation. So if you wouldn't mind wearing this."

She had produced an eye mask, one that I knew was kept in the cabinet beside my bed but which I had never needed. I didn't have much choice. She was already lifting my head up and placing the soft material over my eyes, completely sealing out any light.

"I want you to tell me how this feels," she said.

"Okay." I couldn't see anything, and I was filled with a sense of anticipation for how this pinwheel was going to feel.

The sensation was sharp and strikingly clear when the metal first touched my chest.

"How is it?" Violet asked as she began to roll it over my skin.

"It's hard to describe, sort of painful, but not really. It's like all I can feel is the wheel."

"What about when there's another stimulus on a different part of your body?"

"Huh? Ow!"

She had pinched my nipple while wheeling the spikes along the side of my torso.

"Interesting," she seemed to note. "The Wartenberg doesn't override everything. How about now."

She pinched my other nipple while pressing the wheel down harder. It almost felt like the spikes could be drawing blood but I couldn't tell for sure with my blindfold on.

"Which hurt more?"

"The wheel. Is this really part of the test?"

"Yes," she replied curtly before moving on. I could hear her heels stepping around to the foot of my bed.

"Is this more painful or ticklish?"

The wheel was rolled over the bottom of one of my feet.

"That's ticklish," I said, helpless to the roll of the wheel that was almost making me laugh. Only my toes could move, flailing around uselessly.

She went next to the other foot and got the same results, then I heard her steps coming back around to the side.

"What about this?" she asked. "Is this ticklish?"

Suddenly I felt the spikes pricking my inner thigh.

"Only slightly," I said, feeling the wheel rolling further up. She didn't stop until it was just below my balls and then she went to do the same on the other leg.

"That's an interesting response." She was commenting on an involuntary reaction, my cock becoming erect. The feel of the wheel so close, knowing that her hand was inches from me, was sending blood rushing down there and I couldn't control it. My cock even twitched as a metal spike grazed the underside of my balls.

"It's..." I didn't know what to say.

"A natural reaction, I'm sure," Violet interrupted. "But surprising considering the recent ejaculation. How does this feel?"

"Ow," I gasped as she rolled the pins over the underside of my shaft. The little points weren't too painful, they had just taken me by surprise. In fact, they made me throb even harder, and when they poked at the sensitive spot I instinctively clenched, making my cock bounce up and press against them.

"Very interesting. A need for stimulation outweighs the potential for pain."

She then rolled it quickly back down the length of my cock and I yelled out.

"Ah," she said curiously. "Good to see you're responding as expected."

She removed the wheel and I heard her put it back on the trolley, then she came and removed my blindfold, smiling as pleasantly as usual.

"I do have one last test to do today. Well, just one more sample to take."

"What is it?" I asked, watching her pick up a small, plastic pot from the trolley.

"You're already in the perfect state for it so it shouldn't take up much for time." She then grabbed a pair of purple latex gloves and put them on, pulling them tight then turning to me with an apathetic look.

"Usually we'd ask the patient to do this themselves but obviously your situation prevents that."

I watched her silently, realising what she meant.

"Your semen. You don't mind if I help you with this?"

I shook my head. It was like a fantasy come true, and I was still rock hard. She stood at the side of the bed. One hand held the container on my stomach, just under the head of my cock. With her other she squirted a drop of some sort of oil into her palm and rubbed it over my shaft.

"I'm sorry if this is degrading," she said, apparently not realising how erotic this was for me. "But there's a lot we can find out about your health by examining your semen."

I just shook my head as if to say "No problem, that's alright" as she took me in her hand and began to stroke, slow and steady.

The oil and her latex glove allowed for such a slick motion over the entire length of my cock. She worked me firmly but caressingly, making each stroke count.

"I'm sorry I don't have any visual aids for you," she said. "If you were able to do this yourself we'd usually provide magazines. So just relax and let it happen, then I can get out of your hair."

Violet was focused on my cock, her face expressionless. She didn't seem to notice, or care, that I did in fact have a visual aid. I stared at her stockings that ran all the way down her thighs. She had to lean over the bed slightly, which made her white coat pull up and reveal more of her skirt and ass. There was even a button undone at the front that allowed me a glimpse of her cleavage.

"Are you close, sir?" she asked as she stroked faster.

"Mmm, yes." I could hardly get a word out. The pleasure was intense, even if she was going about the job quite mechanically, up and down at a regular pace. But there was something about the way she handled me, how she twisted over the tip, that gave a perfect amount of stimulation and drove me closer to the edge.

"Fuck," I gasped, unable to hold it in as I felt the climax pooling with a heat and intensity in my cock.

Violet held the small pot right under the engorged head that was leaking precum. Then her hand around me stopped. She just held me there firmly as I throbbed within her grasp. Her fingers were tight around me, building up a pressure that felt so close to breaking out.

But it didn't. And yet I could see and feel the cum rushing out through my cock and into the plastic container. My orgasm was so close but she held me too tightly, I couldn't move, I couldn't even twitch to get that extra bit of stimulation I needed to release my full orgasm.

My cock throbbed harder than ever as she let go, despite releasing enough cum for her sample. She put a lid on the pot and placed it on her trolley. Then she took a cloth and wiped the oil off my hard cock, giving it a once over that only served to frustrate me further. When she was done, Violet removed her gloves and grabbed the new gown she had originally brought in with her.

I lay there silently as she covered me, not sure what had just happened and whether she was even aware of it. She seemed to pay no attention to my pulsing cock and just went about her work. Then, as she was leaning over to tie the gown behind my neck she said, quietly but authoritatively:

"That, sir, was a ruined orgasm. A fully ruined orgasm. I know you must have loved me stroking you, playing out your fantasies of me being your sexy nurse, but you do not deserve that pleasure. Not when you have so little self control that you cum in your sleep and I'm the one who has to clean up your mess."

I could hardly believe what she was saying, and yet I was still throbbing and desperate for more. Violet smiled wickedly then went to whisper in my ear.

"If you still want some satisfaction, well, you can either wait for your arms to heal, or you can let me continue to treat you. I have something I need to test out. So will you be a good little test subject for me? If you do, I can find some other ways to...treat you."

She stood back and undid another button on her coat. Pulling it partially open, she showed the bright red bra she had on underneath and she moaned sensually as she squeezed her tits together and pouted.

"What do you say?"

I nodded, unspeaking. Her proposition had been so unexpected and yet my curiosity and unabating arousal had me eager to please her in any way possible.

"Good," she said, doing her coat back up. "Lucky for you I'm on duty most days this week, so don't go anywhere. See you later, sir."

*****

I was a horny, frustrated mess for the rest of the day, and that was without seeing Violet again. A couple of the other nurses checked up on me but, apart from that, I was left to suffer. Because the hardship I faced in hospital, the excruciating boredom, was worsened by the fact that I had no way to distract myself from the arousal that had been woken within me with the devastating ruined orgasm she had given me.

Every time the door to my room opened, my heart would race as I anticipated with both worry and hope that it would be Violet's stocking-clad legs that I saw. But it wasn't, not for the rest of the day and not even when I was woken up the following morning by another nurse. My morning wood was excruciating and I hoped she wouldn't see. Yet my disappointment at her not being Violet meant that I could calm down by the time I was given my usual sponge bath. I was perhaps relieved that there was nothing out of the ordinary about it, but I did fantasise about Violet's hands with the sponge over the course of the rest of day. And when I was ready to get some sleep again in the evening, waiting for a nurse to come and draw the curtains shut, it was like a dream come true to see her walk in through the door.

"How are you doing, sir?" she asked with her typical professionality, showing no sign yet of her possibly devious intentions.

"Better for seeing you," I said.

"Oh?" She turned to close the door then strode over to draw the curtains to. "Why would that be?"

I remained silent. Her gaze had suddenly become icy as her eyes drilled into me.

"Were you hoping for some relief?" She came up to me, stopping by the side of the bed. Her hand moved under my gown and my cock instantly hardened as her fingers curled around it. "Is this what you want? You want your sexy nurse to make you feel good?"

I nodded and almost let out a groan as her hand moved over my shaft.

"Didn't you learn your lesson yet?"

She suddenly let go and slapped my balls, making me release a stifled yell. The last thing I wanted was someone coming in and interrupting us.

"Why do you want more attention from me when I ruined you last time?" She kept her eyes on me as her hand returned to my cock. "Are you really so needy? After proving how I can torment this little dick of yours, do you really want to submit to my control?"

I looked at her desperately and nodded. The pleasure rising in me had overcome any pain I still felt.

"Well, sir, I am an excellent nurse and if this is what you're requesting then who am I to turn you down? Of course, I am the medical professional here, so you will do as I say, won't you?"

"Yes," I answered, almost quivering at her touch as she stroked firmly.

"Good. And I know I mentioned giving you a treat. Would you like one now?"

"Fuuuck, yes."

With one hand still stroking me she deftly unbuttoned the front of her white coat. My eyes were on her as it gradually fell open and revealed the lacy red bra that I had only before seen a glimpse of. It contained an amazing pair of tits which were tantalisingly close as she leaned over me, showing them off. She groped them and I watched desperately as her fingers squeezed and made indents in the flesh. I realised my own fists were clenching as I tried to imagine how she would feel touch, and the more I imagined the more I became frustrated at the form of bondage which prevented me from even moving a hand closer to her. As she leaned over me I thought how easy it should have been to bring my arms around to hug her and caress her body. But I couldn't. And she knew it.

"Do you like these?" she asked, pushing her breasts together with her biceps. "Do you want me to take my bra off?"

"Yes," I moaned, feeling my orgasm approach. I was fully prepared for her to ruin me again, but that was okay. I didn't care. In fact, I wanted it. I wanted her to do whatever she wished with me.

"Sorry, sir." She pulled away from me but kept on stroking. "This is enough of a treat for you. In fact, are you close?"

"Mhmm," I nodded.

"Good." Her hand released my cock and she just stood watching it bounce desperately under my gown. I had been so close, almost on the edge of climax, but not near enough for relief, not even for a ruined orgasm. And so my frustration was even more intense and there was nothing I could do but let my cock pulse helplessly as I felt a drop of precum leak out.

Violet just grinned, seeing the pained expression on my face. "I said I'd give you a treat, and that was seeing these." She gave one last push of her breasts together, creating a tantalising view of her cleavage, and then she buttoned her coat up again. "So you don't deserve a second treat. It's not as if I need another sample from you anyway."

"Fuuck," I sighed. "Are you ever going to let me cum?"

She grinned and patted my cock gently. "There there. Who knows? Even I don't yet. See, I was reading up on a form of alternative medicine that uses sexual energy to enhance the body's ability to heal wounds and other ailments. Don't think I'm crazy, I don't really believe in this stuff, but as I mentioned yesterday I want to try something out."

I watched her as she paced around my bed and checked the monitors.

"I want to see if extreme arousal can really accelerate your recovery," she continued. "That means getting you all hot and bothered, day in day out."

"Fuck," I said, realising what that meant.

"You've got two weeks till your casts come off. But that’s just the expected timeframe. If your next x-rays show they can come off earlier, then maybe there's some method to my madness. So, until then, no release for you. But don't worry, I'll still be coming to visit you whenever I can. I'll make sure you get all the attention you need." Violet then kissed my cheek and whispered in my ear: "But there won't be any satisfaction. At least not for you."

She gave me a big smile and went to leave, stopping for just a moment to look back at me. "And, sir, I know you can't touch yourself but you still need to control that cock of yours. No cumming whatsoever. That means no nocturnal emissions. Got it?"

I nodded. Despite knowing wet dreams were out of my control, and much more likely to happen now she had built up my arousal so much, I still had to promise her. In fact, the last thing I wanted was to disappoint her.

"Great," she beamed. "Good night, sir. I'll be with you in the morning."

*****

I had a hard night of sleep, just as before, due to my arousal and the simple desire for the morning to come just so I could see Violet again soon. The thought of potentially two more weeks stuck in this bed like I was, with no way to satisfy myself while being at the mercy of Violet, was both terrifying and exhilarating.

I even had another dream about her. She was dressed as she usually was and she approached me, took her coat off, and showed me her underwear in the golden sunlight streaming into my hospital room. The red bra looked as good as ever, but between that and her thigh-highs there was nothing. Her bare pussy was pink and shaven and she fingered herself, moaning orgasmically while I was helpless but to watch.

She then got onto the bed. I was somehow naked already, my cock hard. She straddled me and lowered herself over my cock. She was so tight and warm and wet and she began to ride my cock. It was so intense, I could feel an orgasm bubbling up inside me, waiting to flow out inside her.

But as she continued to ride me she looked through her glasses into my eyes and I don't know if she even said anything then or if it was just my memory but her command made me desperately hold back.

"No cumming."

Those two words echoed around my head as her body began to quiver and she yelled out in ecstasy. I felt desperate to cum but I found somewhere within me the discipline, however irrational it seemed at that point, to contain myself. And as she climaxed, her pussy clenching around my throbbing cock, I screwed my eyes shut and fought back against the dream, knowing that was the only way to stop myself from cumming.

I ripped myself out of the fantasy and awoke in the same room, stuck in the same position. But my gown was on and the curtains were drawn.

Yet while I was expecting to come back from the edge, my cock was still enveloped by a tight warmth running up and down it. It was as if the Violet from my dreams had come across into my reality. But there was something different about the sensation.

I was still in a dreamlike daze, not helped by the gloominess of the room. But in the dark I could make out a shadow moving between my legs. Hair lightly tickled my thighs. My cock edged closer to orgasm as it continued to be stimulated.

"Mmmmm," Violet moaned as she brought her lips away from me. I could see her eyes glinting. "Good morning, sir. Pleased to see me?"

"Yes," I nodded, although I wasn't sure if she could see it.

"Mmm, clearly. I wonder what you were dreaming about?" She licked up the length of my shaft, causing me to shiver with delight.

"It was about you."

"Oh? What about me?"

I gasped as she licked lightly at my frenulum and held my cock firmly upright. "Fuck. You...you were fucking me. You were riding me until you came."

"Wow." Violet began to kiss my cock gently. "Mmm, and what about you? Did you cum?"

"No."

"Good. Although I'm sure you would have cum in reality if you had. So well done for holding off, sir. I know how hard this must be for you." She went to suck the tip of my cock, then withdrew after only a few tormenting seconds, leaving me right on edge. Her thumb continued to rub in circles around the sensitive underside. "You can probably tell that I'm quite good at this, teasing you and keeping you so desperate like this. The way that your cock twitches, or how it leaks precum, or even the way your body clenches and tries to thrust. These are all signs that I can read, so I know the perfect moment to stop and leave you completely frustrated."

She brought her thumb away, removing all forms of stimulation from my cock. Then she got off the bed and came up to me. In the dark I couldn't see what she was wearing but I felt her hair brushing against my shoulder as she leaned over and kissed me on the lips.

"I've just had a very long night shift," she said after pulling away. "Thanks for being such great entertainment for me, but this is all you get today. I know this must be so difficult for you but the end could be in sight. You've got your x-rays today. I wonder if you'll be getting out of these soon?"

She grinned, tapping one of my arms casts, then she said goodbye, pulled my gown down to cover my cock and left me alone again.

It was still early and I remained awake for another hour before a nurse came to properly wake me up and let light back into the room. When it finally came to having my x-rays, I only cared about whether the speed of my recovery was enough to bring the date forward for the removal of my casts. The whole process rushed by in a blur; I was wheeled down to radiology then wheeled back when they were done.  I listened eagerly to a doctor who came to see me, but he only said the results would be with me tomorrow. So I cursed to myself and lay back in bed, eager for the new day.

*****

It was Violet who came to visit me around midday the following day.

"I've got your x-ray results," she said, her face not giving away any sign of the outcome. "I volunteered to inform you, seems as I have such great rapport with you. Some of the other nurses even think I have a crush on you!"

She showed me the scans of my bones and talked me through them very professionally. I nodded along, not able to work out whether everything she was saying was good or bad. Halfway through, as I examined the image of a fracture in my wrist, she reached down and began to stroke my cock. As she continued to talk while nonchalantly feeling me, I slowly grew erect and tried to concentrate on what she was saying. Eventually she put the scans down. Her hand remained stroking me and she smiled.

"So, sir, it looks like good news," she grinned. "Your legs will still take a couple of weeks. But your arms will be out in four days."

"That's good," I said, shuddering as she worked me up. "Does that mean...fuck...does that mean I get to cum?"

"Well." She stroked faster, feeling my cock pulse as I quickly reached the edge. "Not today."

She let go and I groaned. By now I had become accustomed to her teasing, but it still left me aching and leaking for more.

"You only need to survive a few more days," she said. "Just imagine how great it is when you finally get to release all that built-up cum. Your pure desperation to cum seems to have sped up your recovery just so you can relieve those blue balls. I don’t want to let you cum yet in case that has the opposite effect. So I'm sure you can hold off a little longer. Ciao for now!"

She left me aching for more, but now that I had some hope I thought I would be able to deal with it more easily.

And yet the next few days passed excruciatingly slowly. I waited impatiently for Violet's visits, never knowing exactly when she would show up. But, without fail, she would walk through my door each day, close it behind her, and tease me as she had done many times before. She would stroke me to the edge, make me leak precum, and then stop. And on a couple of occasions, when she wasn't too swamped with other responsibilities, she would stay with me longer, teasing me for longer and edging me over and over again until she was satisfied.

But she only ever used her hands, and I didn't dare ask for a blowjob again in case she took that as a grievance and decided to find another way to torture me.

And on the day that my casts were to come off, she wasn't amongst the small team who showed up to cut them off. As I watched the white plaster being cut off my wrists and forearms, I only wondered where Violet was, and when she would show up that day.

Once my hands were freed and also removed from the slings I was left alone. I hardly knew what to do with my new freedom. It crossed my mind that I could now touch myself as I pleased. There was a box of tissues beside my bed that I could use to clean up any mess. I could easily now stroke myself to completion, over and over again, as much as I liked. The last few weeks of unbearable frustration could be relieved in, I'm sure, just a few hard strokes.

But I didn't want to. At least, I didn't want to without Violet there. I wanted her hands on me. I wanted her to stroke me to completion as she did when she took my semen sample. Hell, I didn't even care if she ruined me again. I just wanted her.

So I waited all day. She didn't show up. When a nurse came with my dinner I asked her if Violet was around.

"It's her day off but she'll be in tomorrow," she said, giving me a cheeky grin. "Have you got a crush on her or something? Because we all think she likes you."

I blushed and shook my head and tried to hide my disappointment. The rest of the evening was difficult. I tried to focus on my hands, refamiliarizing myself with the movement of each joint in my fingers while trying not to think too much about my desperate cock which grew hard every time I imagined what it would be like to finally cum after so long.

*****

The next day, I was woken to the sound of the curtains being pulled open and the glare of sunlight shining in my eyes. I had had another difficult night with intense dreams that required all my efforts to not surrender to, to not cum when Violet stripped naked and again rode me to orgasm. My arms had been back in their casts, as if I preferred being that way. So when I woke there was a long moment during which I wondered why and how they were by my sides and able to move.

"Good morning, sir. It's good to see you looking so well. So...free."

It was Violet. She looked beautiful as ever. I could never get tired of seeing her in that uniform of hers.

"Morning." I couldn't help but smile. "I didn't realise you weren't in yesterday."

"You don't expect me to work every day, do you?" She looked at me severely through her glasses, then her expression switched and she laughed. "I'm glad you missed me though. Let me see your hands."

She walked over and I brought my hands out from under the blankets covering me. I held them out for her and she took them in her own hands, holding them and turning them, examining my pale skin with curiosity. There was nothing very intimate about it, but feeling her touching this part of me that had been bound and inaccessible for weeks felt deeply personal.

"So, sir." She looked into my eyes. "Did you use your new freedom to relieve those full blue balls of yours?"

"No. I...I wanted to wait for you."

Violet studied me, as if trying to find any telltale sign that I was lying. After a moment, however, she smiled, convinced of the truth behind my answer. "Good. Then you've passed my final test."

"What test?" I asked.

She pulled up my gown, revealing my cock as it began to grow hard. "What do you think? You've proven your devotion to me. You deserve a treat now, of course. Would you like that?"

I nodded, eager for whatever she had in mind.

"Good. But first I really do need to examine you. How are your motor functions in your hands?"

"Fine, I think."

"Can you make a fist?"

I clenched both hands and held them out for her to see.

"Excellent. And...try and grip something. Anything you like." She grinned and looked at me and then my cock. "Go on."

I reached down with one hand and wrapped my fingers around my cock.

"Great. Now show me how well your wrist has recovered. Can it move side to side? Can it rotate and twist? Show me."

I showed her, bringing my hand up and down and around my cock in pleasurable strokes. Even just watching it she seemed to enjoy it just as much as I was.

"Good," she said. "Carry on. Demonstrate some stamina for me and then I'll let you rest. Why don't you bring your other hand up here. That's it."

She had unbuttoned her coat and guided my free hand to her bra, today a sheer blue that seemed to push up her breasts more than before.

"That's it. You can feel them. Test out your fingers for me." Violet smiled as I fondled her tits through the bra and continued to stroke myself. "It would be entirely inappropriate of me to take off my bra, but this is an important exercise to test out your agility and the range of your movement."

She made herself laugh at that line and I stroked faster in response to seeing her enjoying herself.

"Did I say speed up? No. Go slower. That's it. And do not cum. Not yet."

Violet had reached down and lifted her skirt up. I couldn't quite see underneath but I watched her hand disappear under the material.

"I've had a fun time being your nurse, sir," she said as she began to finger herself. "I'm sure it's been hard for you at times, but you don't know how fucking horny I've been, treating you these last few weeks. So you will have to allow me this moment to sort myself out. Just keep doing what you're doing. But do not cum."

I watched, desperate to speed up my strokes but unable to due to the control she had over me, as she rubbed herself. I continued also to fondle her breasts and her free hand did the same, often squeezing mine into her flesh or tweaking a nipple through her bra. While I wanted to see underneath her skirt, I could tell that she was speeding up.

Violet bit her lip. Her eyes shut. Her legs trembled as she keeled over with her thighs pressed close together, keeping her hand deep between them.

"Fuuuuuuck," she moaned. "Oh my god I want to scream."

She fought back a need to express out loud the sensation of orgasm creating waves within her body. I almost found her pleasure too much to watch; I had to slow my strokes to a snail's pace.

"Take your hands off," Violet said, as if noticing this. She had taken her hand out from under her skirt and, after wiping her wet fingers on my stomach, clambered onto the bed. "I am still at work so I need to make this quick. Are you ready for your reward?"

I looked at her knelt between my legs. My cock throbbed desperately in front of her. I nodded and she smiled, then, brushing her brown hair behind her shoulder, she bent down.

One hand grabbed my cock as her lips parted and sucked right on the tip. I groaned as she slowly took more of me in until half of my shaft filled her mouth. I could feel her tongue swirling around, driving me wild with lust.

As her head moved up and down, giving me the blowjob that I had been dreaming of, I already felt on the edge of cumming. She sucked harder, creating a vacuum. She licked my frenulum with purpose.

"Violet, I'm going to cum," I warned, my hands gripping the bed sheets as I felt the strong pulses of orgasm overcome me.

Violet kept her lips tightly around me as my cock sprayed load after load of cum into her. I lost count of how many waves shook through me. I didn't know how much cum emptied out of me. But after days of tease and denial with no relief, and after weeks without a full orgasm, it felt like the biggest climax of my life.

The rush of cum seemed never ending. I was amazed that Violet was able to keep it all contained. And as my orgasm finally ebbed she brought herself off me and grinned with her lips still shut. Then I watched as she swallowed, once, then twice, then a third and a fourth time. All my cum disappeared down her throat and she stuck out her tongue to prove it.

"Now that is what I've been working for," she laughed, leaning down to kiss my softening cock before pulling my gown back down over it. She hopped back off the bed, buttoned her coat up, and sorted out her hair before turning back to me. "So, sir, have you enjoyed your treatment here?"

I nodded. "Definitely."

"Excellent." She tapped the casts still around my legs. "Maybe when you get these taken off I'll have to come and give you another reward."

Violet moved around the bed closer to me. Then she leaned over and kissed my cheek.

"But when you're out of hospital, will you want to see me again?"

I looked at her pretty eyes behind her glasses, her luscious lips and her gorgeous hair, and I nodded.

"Good," she said. "Because I'm quite sad that you're out of your casts. Soon you'll be completely free, and I've just loved playing with you while you were so helpless and needy. But I just so happen to have the tools to restrain you again."

The End
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