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From the vantage point that his bedroom window provided overlooking the long, sweeping driveway up to his house, Robert Caldwell watched a red coupé meander closer then slow down before disappearing out of view, parking somewhere beside the covered porch. He heard the engine fall silent, a slam of the door, and a click as it was locked. Then came footsteps crunching on the gravel, before the doorbell buzzed excitedly from downstairs.

"That must be the nurse," his wife said, rushing past his room. "Don't you move. I'll get it."

Robert hadn't planned on moving anyway. In fact, he had hardly left the room for weeks. It wasn't out of laziness, or a result of anger at the world, but more through sheer disapproval and annoyance at the still recent and alien restrictions to his mobility. With reluctance, he used the end of his index finger to flip a small switch, making his wheelchair whirr and turn him to face the door so he could greet his new acquaintance.

He listened as his wife made pleasantries, her voice freely travelling through the house as it liked to do. From Robert's position, it sounded like a one-sided conversation. The nurse was softer with her intonation, and her murmuring was only visible once the two women had reached the top of the stairs.

"He's just through here, as usual. Doesn't like to leave his room much since the first accident, and especially not after the second. He was being really rather silly. Anyway, here he is."

Robert watched as the bedroom door was pushed open.

"Bob, this is miss...?"

"Oh, just call me Wendy!" The nurse entered behind her, smiling cheerily at the wheelchair-bound man. "Nice to meet you, Mr Caldwell."

"Yes, hello," Robert replied coldly, unenthused by the prospect of someone else coming to look after him. Although, as the nurse lay down a large black holdall full of medical gear, he did think to himself that there might be some perks.

He guessed she was younger than him, but not too young. She had a flawless complexion that suggested youth but her keen eyes and composure indicated a reassuring degree of experience. And while it was difficult to put a finger on why, she seemed to pull off wearing scrubs better than any other nurse Robert had seen. It was a simple blue set, top and pants, which somehow fit loosely and professionally, while also shaping the natural, and impressive, curves of her body.

On top of that, a subtle application of makeup and a flowing curtain of thick brunette hair made Robert thank his lucky stars to have been assigned this nurse. He just hoped she would perform better than the last.

"I'm just on my way out," his wife explained, "so I'll leave you two alone."

"I'm sure we'll get along just fine," Wendy said pleasantly.

"See you later, Bob, and be good."

"I will, I will," Robert mumbled and watched her leave. He listened as the front door slammed shut and, a moment later, a car engine started. Meanwhile, the nurse looked through her bag to pull out a clipboard and pen, then she dragged over a wooden chair from the side of the room and sat across from him.

"So, how are you today, Mr Caldwell?" she asked with a smile.

Robert turned away from watching his wife's car disappearing off down the driveway and answered with a curt "Fine."

"Good to hear." Wendy clicked the pen and began jotting notes on the paper form attached to the clipboard. "Now your wife was telling me a lot about you. She had plenty to say, in fact, but I do still need to go through a few basic questions with you, just to check your medical history and that sort of thing. Sound good?"

"Uha," Robert grunted. Though he didn't have anything planned for the day, he hadn't fancied spending it being interrogated.

"Great, let's get started then." She crossed one leg over the other and looked over her notes. "From what I've read, you were paralysed from the waist down after falling from a ladder. What were you doing up there?"

"Cleaning out the gutter."

"Oh, and how have you been managing?"

"Fine," Robert lied, not wanting to go over the same questions he had answered time and time again.

"Right. And more recently you burnt your hands on an oil fire. How did that happen?"

"I tried to cook for myself." Robert looked down at his hands. Both were so heavily wrapped in white bandages that only the tips of his immobile fingers were visible, leaving him with even less ability to meet his basic needs and fend for himself while his wife was at work. His attempt to make himself a cooked lunch had been out of desperation, a desire to prove himself capable of surviving by himself. But instead it had resulted in more regular visits from nurses to look after him. "It didn't go well."

"I can see that." Wendy smiled reassuringly, then scribbled something down. "Next question. I know you're in a wheelchair, but do you do any exercise? Any physical activity at all?"

"Hardly," Robert scoffed. "I did do some weight training before I got these damned hands bandaged up."

"I see. And what about when you're with Mrs Caldwell? Any sexual intercourse?"

"Excuse me?" Robert blushed.

"Well I know of course she would have to be on top and do all the work, but it's still good for you. Even if you're unable to move much, it's good to get your heart beating, your blood pumping, just to get your body carrying out all it's usual functions. Assuming you're still functioning in that department..."

"I don't see how that's any of your business." Robert looked away from her, struggling to make eye contact as they discussed such private matters. "But yes, it is."

"I don't mean to pry, sir, but it is my job to know how you're getting on with every physical facet of your life. It helps me to understand what treatment we could focus on, what recovery plan is best for you. Understand?"

"Yes, I suppose. I'm sorry for snapping."

"That's okay, sir." Wendy tapped her pen against the clipboard and looked at him. "So...should I put 'no active sex life'?"

Robert rolled his eyes, not having expected such personal questions when the previous nurse hadn't ever delved this far.

"No, wait," he said. "Put infrequent."

"Of course."

He found it difficult to admit the truth, although he decided it was perhaps less embarrassing than saying he and his wife never had sex or that he was impotent, as neither were true. Because since his second accident there had been a single encounter. On one of those rare blue moons where she was in the mood for it and responded positively to his tentative request for some action, she leaned over to him in bed and her hand found him growing quickly as they kissed. She stroked him until he was fully erect and then rode him, not even bothering to slip off her negligée.

Robert had wanted to touch her and he tried so hard to. But his bandage-covered hands could do little else but push against her breasts or stroke her thighs. And so he lay there while she grinded back and forth until he came, unable to hold back after months without any satisfaction.

His little whimper of pleasure as his cum seeped into her was met by a look on disappointment on her face. When he was done, she got up, cleaned up the mess, then grabbed a vibrator from her bedside cabinet which he didn't even know she owned. So Robert lay still and silent, listening as she finished herself off beside him, and then they never talked about it again.

"Are you eating a healthy, balanced diet?"

"Huh?" Robert realized his mind had drifted off while Wendy was still questioning him.

"Do you eat well?"

"Oh, yes. Yes I do. My wife is a great cook. She knows what's good for me."

"Excellent. And do you drink?"

"Not anymore. It's not good for me, that's what my wife says."

"Interesting," Wendy said to herself, making a note of his response. She went on to ask him more questions about his medical history, going back a number of years as well as covering his current prescriptions. Then, when she reached the bottom of the final page, she put her pen down and looked at him. "You'll be glad to hear that that's all done. And that means I can finally do my job and help you out. Do you understand the current arrangement? Until I'm satisfied that your hands have fully healed, I'm to visit you once a day, administer your drugs, make sure you're comfortable, and monitor your recovery."

"I know, I know. How long will that take?"

"Oh I couldn't say, sir. Do you not want me around?" Wendy smirked at him and stood up before he could reply. "To begin with, it's time to redress your bandages."

The nurse went over to her bag, where she packed away the clipboard then pulled out a small box. Robert watched her as she bent over, facing away from him so that her plump ass was pointed in his direction. He admired it's roundness. And when her top rode up to reveal the waistband of a lacy black pair of panties, his cock twinged with intrigue.

"Here we go," she said, returning to him and wielding a pair of scissors. "Hold still and I'll get you out of those."

Wendy knelt beside him and began to cut away the bandages around his hands. She was gentle with the blades and he didn't feel any worry about getting nicked accidentally. He actually felt rather relieved to get them off finally, and as his fingers became free the sensation of fresh air on them did him good.

"Try not to flex them," the nurse told him. "I'll just apply some ointment."

Robert didn't want to look at the state of his hands, so he closed his eyes and found a surprising amount of enjoyment from letting Wendy work the soothing, white cream into his skin. She was soft and delicate as she smoothly rubbed it into his hand, caressing his palms, up and down his fingers, and into the gaps between. The cream was cold but pleasant, and it seemed to undo any discomfort he had suffered from keeping his hands stuck in one position. So he sighed with disappointment once he felt Wendy begin to wrap the new bandage around him again. He opened his eyes and watched, but then became distracted by the glimpse of cleavage as he looked down her top. He caught himself staring for too long before drawing his eyes away.

"Now, I heard what happened to the last nurse," she said as she concentrated on weaving the white strips tightly over his hands. "You weren't very nice to her, were you?"

"She was sloppy," Robert grumbled. "Made a mess of my room for starters, and she didn't have the lightest of touches."

"Well," Wendy grunted, pulling tightly, "you are going to treat me with respect. Otherwise I won't treat you well in return."

"Sure, sure," Robert winced as his fingers were pulled together.

"That's not very convincing. Come on, you're a grown up. Say 'Yes, Nurse Wendy'."

She looked up at him as she finished applying the fresh bandages, covering both his hands in restrictive bundles like clumsy white mittens. Robert thought they felt tighter than before, but he was more perplexed at this strange demand from the nurse.

"Um, yes, Nurse Wendy," he said finally, deciding it was easier to simply appease her.

"I'm glad we can be so candid," she said, standing up and smiling. "Now that you're properly bandaged up, why don't you show me where you keep your medication? You can give me a little tour of the house too. It'll be good for me to know where everything is so I don't need to keep asking you!"

For the remainder of their session, Wendy remained entirely professional, yet also friendly, towards Robert, who nevertheless found her isolated occasion of strictness peculiar. He showed her around the house, well aware that she would need to have free rein, and showed her how to use the stair lift which was his only way to get up and down the stairs. Because not only was she employed to visit him regularly, she had also been asked to stay in the house when Robert's wife had to travel for work, such as for the next two days. And that meant Wendy had to know her way around like it was her own home.

Once she was satisfied that he was okay, she let him be, said goodbye, and he watched from his bedroom window as she drove away.

*****

"Did Nurse Wendy come across as strange to you?" Robert asked his wife later that night when they were both in bed. As part of their routine, he was reliant on her to help him get in.

"Huh?" She looked up from her book. "No, not particularly. How was she?"

"Oh, you know, fine."

"Good." She read another page before continuing. "There's a chance my conference will be extended, did I tell you that?"

"No," Robert said. "You didn't."

"Well, there's a chance it might be extended a few days. I'll call as soon as I know more. I did call Wendy about it and thankfully she can be flexible with her arrangements."

"Oh, good."

They lay in silence for a moment, then his wife leaned over to kiss his cheek.

"As there's going to be another woman living in my house," she said as she slowly moved a hand under the sheets and down his torso. "Do you want something to remember me while I'm gone?"

"Yes please," Robert gasped as he felt her fingers wrap around his stiffening cock.

"I thought so. Just lie back and relax."

She grabbed a wad of tissue in preparation and began to stroke him, firm and fast. Robert closed his eyes as the rhythmic jerks of her methodical handjob filled him with pleasure.

And in the darkness of his fantasies, Nurse Wendy approached him. Her scrubs appeared to have shrunk, now tightly hugging her body. Her breasts were large and more cleavage was on show than before. She leaned over him and stroked his cock with her soft hands.

"Let me take good care of you, sir," she said seductively, flashing him a grin.

As his pleasure grew and grew, she seemed to become more and more aroused. She moaned and slid her free hand down the front of her pants to play with herself. Then, unable to take any more, she ripped off all her clothes with no second thought about ruining them. She had no underwear on underneath. Her breasts were perfect. Her pussy was smooth and pink. She bit her lip and straddled him, sliding his cock inside her wet opening.

"I'm going to make you feel so much better," she groaned, riding him harder as his orgasm built up.

Her breasts wobbled over him as she bounced up and down, so fast and so tight. Robert was shaking as he felt his shaft pulse and shoot bursts of cum inside her. She moaned in climax with every shot, her body trembling with excitement and finally loosening as the last drops leaked out of him.

"Looks like you needed that," his wife said, her voice bringing him back to reality. "That's a big load."

"Yeah," Robert sighed, satisfied by the quick and effective handjob but saddened that the picture of Wendy in his mind was slipping away. For a moment, it had seemed almost real. And even as he mustered all his powers of imagination once the lights were turned off and his wife went to sleep, he couldn't bring back into focus the image of his nurse's naked body.
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His wife was out the door early the next morning. She made sure he had everything he needed then, after a swift kiss on the top of his head, she was gone. She left her house keys under a plant pot outside so that Wendy could enter without disturbing Robert, who would take some time to ride the stair lift down to answer the door.

So the wheelchair-bound man had some time alone before the nurse's arrival, which was much to his liking. He had grown accustomed to spending hours by himself in his small section of the house, entertaining himself in one way or another. Before his cooking incident, he might have read or played piano, but now his restricted hands gave him no chance to do either without great difficulty. Even holding open a book and turning its pages seemed a herculean task. So he had turned to TV and films, as well as simply listening to music. But on that day, neither option caught his attention. Because, as he soon came to realize, he was actually quite excited about the visit from the nurse. And his excitement was borne not simply from a curiosity about her powerful demeanour, but what he reluctantly admitted to himself was physical attraction.

But with hours to kill before then, his excitement turned into impatience and his arousal, heightened even after his climax the previous night, had him uncomfortable. Because Robert had long since learnt that masturbation was near impossible in his current incapacitated state. With his hands out of action, and with the possibility of humping something out of the question, he had no way to satisfy his urges. And that morning, after trying to distract himself through other outlets, he gave up and decided to embrace his frustration.

So he drove his chair over to a lowered desk in his study, where he always had his computer on standby so he could switch it on without any help. He was able, with some difficulty, to operate the mouse. He had to move it around with his bandaged palm and then turn his hand downwards to make each purposeful click. Any typing too was slow but manageable, and so he was able to operate by himself and find his way to his favourite porn site. Ignoring the abundance of naked bodies on display across the homepage, he clicked the search bar, slowly typed 'sexy nurse', and pressed enter.

Robert could have scrolled for hours down the list of results, but he picked one that immediately caught his eye. Fumbling with the mouse, he pressed play and turned off mute.

A buxom blonde nurse in a skimpy white coat welcomed a male patient. Within moments, they had both stripped naked and she got onto her knees to help him give a sperm sample. Her big lips sucked tightly around his impressive cock as she moaned loudly.

Robert's cock was straining uncomfortably in his pants. He tried to reposition it with his bandaged hands and managed to push it up under the waistband of his underwear so that the friction provided some pleasure as it throbbed.

Meanwhile the nurse was taking the big cock inside her pussy as she bent over a table. She seemed to enjoy every time it thrust in, her screams of delight echoed out of the computer. And when her patient was nearly done, she got back onto her knees and stroked him until his thick white cum sprayed over her waiting face.

"Woops, I wasted your sample," she said cheekily just before the video faded to black.

Robert felt his cock twitching with excitement as he imagined himself in that patient's position. He was about to search for a new video, but before he could the autoplay feature kicked in and the website loaded up its own suggestion. He cursed and tried to exit, but once the new clip finished buffering he sat back, intrigued and aroused.

A man lay naked to a surgical bed, his body strapped down with black leather restraints. A woman entered wearing blue scrubs that shaped her body much like Wendy's, and she explained that she was there to run some tests. She pulled a pair of latex gloves on her hands then squirted lube onto the man's growing cock.

For the next ten minutes, Robert watched in awe as she gave an expertly teasing handjob. Her slippery, gloved hands ran up and down the thick shaft, making it grow so big and causing the patient to emit primal moans. She stroked faster until he was trembling, then she slowed down and had him begging for relief.

All the while, Robert rubbed his cock through his pants. He could feel the same frustration and pleasure and, despite the torment of being edged over and over, he wished he was in that man's position.

Finally, when the nurse was satisfied by the repeated begs escaping her patient's mouth, she stroked hard and fast for just a moment longer. Then she let go. His cock twitched. She slowly removed her gloves while watching with an unimpressed look on her face as cum dribbled out of him. She laughed as his orgasm was ruined. And once he was all drained, she said goodbye and left him there, bound and covered in his own cum.

Robert sensed the heat of orgasm growing fiercer as he rubbed himself to the fantasy of being used like that. He scrambled with the mouse to move the video back a few minutes. There was something so impressive about how this woman worked the cock, knowing exactly when to stop or speed up, that enchanted him. It was like watching a sculptor modelling clay.

He thought he could have reached the point of completion if he had any longer alone. But then the front doorbell rang, blaring from below, and his heartbeat spiked, sending a rush of panic through his body.

He fumbled with the mouse, but in his haste he knocked it off the desk. It hung from the wire, swinging like a pendulum and almost grazing the floor. He tried to reach it but knew he didn't have time.

The front door was unlocked and someone called his name. It was Wendy. He remembered his wife had left her keys for the nurse to use, knowing it took him too long to navigate the stair lift.

The pornstar's taunts continued to blare from the speaker. With no other option, Robert reached over and pressed the standby button. Instantly the screen went black and silence returned to the house, only interrupted by the thud of his heart in his ears and the creak of footsteps coming up the stairs.

"Mr Caldwell?" Wendy called. "Are you there?"

"Uh, yes, in here!" Robert called as he hastily turned away from the desk and over to the bookshelves on the opposite wall. The door was pushed open and he turned to see his nurse enter, today wearing attractive purple scrubs.

"There you are," she said, dumping her bag down. "How are you today, sir?"

"Fine, just fine."

"Good. Well, I'm sorry if I intruded. I was able to get over here earlier than expected. I'm not disturbing you, am I?" Wendy's eyes flicked briefly to the mouse hanging lifelessly over the edge of the desk, while Robert pretended to peruse the book spines.

"No no, I was just wondering what to read."

"Can you manage that okay? I can't imagine how you'd even turn a page!"

"It's difficult," Robert admitted.

"Well, maybe I can help you later. But how about I make us some lunch? What do you reckon?"

The house had been fully provisioned to give Wendy everything she would need for the next few days. Once she had wheeled Robert out and taken him down the stair lift, they went to the kitchen and she put together some food. As a live-in nurse, she happily performed whatever domestic duties were required to provide for her client. So afterwards, she washed up and then offered to clean around the house while Robert sat in the lounge and watched TV.

He was sat there by himself for an hour before he started to wonder where Wendy had got to. She had disappeared back upstairs last he saw, and the vacuum cleaner had roared on and off periodically. Out of fear that she might be snooping around his private possessions, Robert took it upon himself to seek her out.

Fortunately, the stair lift was a large platform that he could get on and off at ease and use the controls without any help. As it slowly ascended, he thought he heard someone's voice. Then a door slammed shut. Another creaked open. But there was no one around at the top of the stairs.

He flickered the lever on his chair and whirred down the hallway, pausing between the doors to his bedroom and his study. He opened the door to the latter. It was empty, but Wendy had clearly been in and cleaned it. As Robert went in to investigate, he noticed the mouse had been placed neatly back on the desk, though the monitor screen was fortunately still blank. Satisfied as much as he could be, he turned around to try his bedroom but his path was blocked. Wendy was standing in the doorway, her smile still seemingly friendly and full of compassion.

"I thought I heard you coming up," she said. "I was just cleaning the bathroom. Can I help you with anything?"

"No, no," Robert answered gruffly.

"Oh really?" Wendy shut the door and looked at him. "Are you sure you weren't hoping for something else from me?"

Robert shook his head and reversed a few feet until he was against the wall. Wendy followed, grabbing her bag and walking slowly towards him.

"Well, time to get you some fresh bandages. I don't think I put them on very well yesterday."

Robert watched silently as she retrieved the bandages, ointment, and scissors. When she approached, her hips swayed seductively and Robert felt entranced by her beauty as she slowly dropped to her knees between his feet. She looked up at him and took his hands in her, stripping away the old bandages then rubbing in the cream as she had done the previous day.

"Mmmm," she purred softly. "I bet that feels good."

Robert could only nod. He was struck by the little noises of satisfaction she was making. He was almost hypnotised by Wendy as her hands rubbed his and stroked gently over each of his fingers. Her pink lips were apart as she concentrated. And being above her, Robert could see down the front of her purple top as her breasts rose and fell with each breath.

"Hold still," the nurse said as she wrapped up his hands again, holding them against the arms of the wheelchair. Robert was too distracted watching her to notice how the white bandages were being coiled.

"Enjoying the view?" Wendy suddenly asked, breaking his focus and making his eyes dart away from her chest.

"Huh?" he stuttered.

"It's okay. I like knowing I'm being admired." Wendy pulled at the front of her top, showing off the edge of a lacy black bra. "Do you want to see more?"

"I..." Robert's heart raced. He couldn't turn his eyes away from her breasts as she squeezed them together for him to see. "What are you doing?"

"I only want to take care of you," the nurse pouted. "I can tell you like it."

She indicated to the tent in his pants, something he couldn't control or even try to hide. And when he went to cover himself, he found that the bandages around his hands were also wrapped firmly around the arms of the wheelchair, effectively binding him to it. Even his fingers were encased and unable to reach for the controls.

"Wendy, what are you doing?" he asked again. In his panic, his heart raced faster and more blood pumped down to his cock.

"That's Nurse Wendy to you, sir. And don't try to hide it. I accidentally switched your computer on while I was cleaning. You should have seen my face when I saw what you've been watching. So don't lie, I know you want to have some fun. And so do I."

"I don't..." Robert gasped as Wendy slid a hand up his thigh and rubbed his erection through his pants. "I don't know."

"Are you sure?" The nurse unzipped him and grinned as her fingers found his cock and pulled it out. "I can put this away if you really want."

"Oh fuck," Robert moaned as she began to stroke him. He was so sensitive and her touch was so soft, it drove him wild with desire.

"Do you?" Wendy asked. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Fuck. No. Please don't."

"I thought not."

Wendy's hand moved smoothly over his shaft, twisting up and around the head and making him squirm with desire.

"I'm so glad this part of you still works," she said, leaning forward and licking it. "I'm gonna have a lot of fun with it."

"Oh my god." Robert couldn't bear the sensation as her lips sucked on the head and her tongue fluttered against the frenulum. And when she took him in deeper, his eyelids closed as his world reduced to just that feeling.

"Mmmmm," Wendy purred, feeling him throbbing inside. "Mmhmphmmphmmphhmmm."

Her head bobbed up and down in his lap, taking as much of him in as possible. She moaned and covered his shaft with her saliva so that when she came up to catch her breath she could stroke even faster with a slippery yet firm grip.

"Mmm, you like that?" she said, watching the expressions on his face. "I bet you didn't think this was going to happen when you woke up this morning."

"No, mmm, fuck, I didn't."

"Are you about to cum?" Wendy's hand raced up and down his shaft. "You look so close."

"Yes." Robert could feel his orgasm rushing closer. "I am. So close."

"Oh I bet you are." Suddenly she let go and his cock throbbed freely, a bead of precum gathered on its tip. "But I didn't say you could cum."

"What the fuck," Robert gasped as he felt a surge of frustration. His hands tried to rip free of their bandages to finish the job but he had no success. "I was right there."

"I know." The nurse trailed a finger up his sensitive cock, making him shiver with arousal. "But do you deserve to cum?"

"What?"

"Do you deserve to cum? Be honest, do you?"

"I..." Robert fumbled, unsure what answer she wanted.

"I don't think you do." Wendy stood up bent over so she could whisper in his ear while one of her hands toyed with his erection. "So do you really want me to make you cum?"

"Yes." The bound man felt the warmth of her breath and the teasing strokes of her fingers on him.

"Do you want me to be your sexy nurse and swallow your load?" Her hand gripped more firmly.

"Yes, so badly."

"Do you want me to fuck you while we're alone together? To be your tight little cum dumpster while your wife's away?" She stroked faster.

"Yes." Robert moaned, feeling the edge rising again. "Please."

"I'm sorry, sir, I'm afraid I can't do that." Wendy whacked his cock, making it bounce, and walked over to her bag. "Because, the thing is, I know you don't deserve that. I'm here to help you out as much as I can, but that doesn't mean satisfying every primal need that you have, and I'm shocked that you even expected that of me."

"I didn't, I'm sorry." Robert tried to ignore the frustration gripping his body.

"There's only one way I can tolerate needy men like you." Wendy reached in and found a pair of scissors. "By making them mine. So, sir, do you want to be mine for these next few days? My little sub?"

Robert looked at her. His persistent erection told the truth. "Yes," he admitted.

"Good. Then let me get a good look at you."

The nurse returned to him, scissors in hand, and with as much care and precision as she had always displayed, she cut open Robert's shirt and pulled it off him. Then she removed his socks and tugged at his pants and underwear, removing the last of his clothes from his legs. Finally she made sure he was still sitting comfortably and she put the scissors down again.

"Look at you," she cooed. "All naked for me. Completely hard and ready for whatever I decide to do to you. Did you want me to suck you again?"

Robert's cock twitched at the thought. "Yes, please, Nurse Wendy."

"No, sir. No. I just want you to watch me now."

He could do nothing else but watch as the nurse began to tease him with a visually sensual display. She slowly pulled up the front of her top, revealing a toned stomach which moved and flexed as she danced alluringly, swinging and thrusting her hips in hypnotic movements.

After a moment, she removed her top completely, throwing it onto the floor and pushing out her chest to give Robert a good view of her bra-clad breasts. The black cups held up two impressive mounds of flesh that had him almost salivating. But before long she turned her back to him and planted her ass on his lap.

Through the purple scrubs she grinded against his hard cock. She rubbed up and down, slotting him between her firm, round cheeks. Every motion drove him crazy, and he let out a soft whimper when she stepped away from.

But it was only to remove her pants. They came off slowly and Robert stared as her ass came into view, black panties riding up into her crack which returned shortly to grind on him. Her flesh on his shaft made him strain in his bonds. He wanted to free his hands, to touch her incredible body all over.

"Worship this body," Wendy said, turning to face him and standing with her hands running over her curves. "Worship the body of your nurse."

Robert's cock leaked, needing to feel her again as he admired every inch of her.

"You're incredible, Nurse Wendy," he said.

"I've not shown you everything yet," she replied, her hands reaching behind to find the clasp of her bra. "Beg me to show you my tits. Beg me, sir."

Her bra came undone but she held it in place, not letting the cups drop an inch before Robert could satisfy her with his pleas.

"Please, Nurse Wendy," he begged, staring intently at her breasts. "Please let me see them. I need to see them. You're so beautiful, please show them off to me. I'm desperate. I'll do anything. Please show me."

"Oh, if you insist."

Wendy almost let the bra fall, to drop to the floor and reveal herself to him. Her grip loosened and it slipped and he gazed wide-eyed as more flesh came out of hiding.

But before the bra could be fully removed, a phone rang from somewhere in the room.

"Shit," Wendy swore. "Is that yours?"

"Yes," Robert said, his eyes still focused on her. "Just leave it, please."

"That's not a good idea." Wendy reclasp her bra. "We can't arouse suspicion now, can we?"

Robert sighed with frustration as she went to the source of the sound.

"I think I know who it could be," the nurse said, reaching down to pull out the phone from the front pocket of Robert's pants that had been bundled messily on the floor. "Oh yes. It's for you, sir, say hello."

She pressed answer then held it to the side of his head.

"Hello?" Robert said tentatively, fully aware that he was naked and tied to his chair with his attractive nurse standing over him in nothing but her bra and panties. "Oh, hello dear. Yes I'm alright. How's the trip?"

His wife's voice crackled through the speakers as she went on to describe her flight and her hotel in detail. Robert, fully aware of how much she liked to talk, braced himself for her barrage of complaints and criticism about the service she had given.

Meanwhile, Wendy came around behind him. Making sure to keep the phone against his ear, she kissed his neck and ran her fingers down his chest, pinching his nipples then whispering into his ear: "Don't be rude, sir. Keep talking to her. I won't be happy if you try to end the call quickly."

"That sounds annoying," Robert forced himself to say in between his wife's tirade about a seemingly incompetent flight attendant. Even as Wendy moved back to his side and her free hand moved down to his cock, he tried to continue his acknowledgement of her issues. "Uh huh. Uh huh. Mmm. Sure."

The nurse's fingers wrapped around him. He had lost his erection due to the panic of taking the call, but immediately it returned, swelling to full size as she stroked firmly.

"That's, uh huh, yeah they should have said." Robert tried to hold back the need to moan. "Huh? Oh, yeah I'm fine. Uh-huh. Yep. Wendy's been taking good care of me."

The nurse winked at him, encouraged by his ability to keep up the theatrics. Then, almost as a reward, she leaned forward, her knees bent, and took his cock in her mouth.

"Uuh, yeah. Fuck." Robert gasped in delight as her hot mouth covered him. "No I just bit my tongue, I'm okay. What's that? Yes, I know. Yes, she is quite attractive I suppose."

Wendy grinned as she continued her blowjob and Robert admired the curve of her ass, wishing he could reach out and spank it.

"No she's been very professional. Kept the place very...uh clean."

Wendy sucked hard and deep, nearly making him lose track of his sentence. He wanted so badly to get off the phone, if only so he no longer had to stifle all the sexual grunts and groans that wanted to escape.

"Yes, uh-huh, she's around somewhere. Was cleaning, I think. I'll, uh, I'll try and find her."

In response to the development in the conversation, the nurse stood up and wiped the string of saliva from her lips.

"Nurse Wendy!" Robert called once she had pulled the phone away from his ear.

He then fell silent and she dropped to her knees in front of him, playfully fumbling with the phone before finally answering it.

"Hello? Oh hello, Mrs Caldwell! How are you?" Wendy reached up to stroke him again. "Oh yes he's been perfectly well-behaved, don't worry about that. I know how to get my patients to behave. All it takes is a firm touch."

She slapped Robert's balls, making him wince. Then she resumed stroking with a light, teasing grip.

"I do think he's enjoyed having me around, even if he won't admit it. It's always helpful to have a second pair of hands. Yes, that's right. And what about your trip? When are you expected back? Oh! How fun, I'm sure you'll enjoy that. Well, I'm certain I can manage four more days with him, that's no problem whatsoever."

Wendy smiled at her patient and stroked faster.

"No no really it's fine. I'm sure we'll manage until you get back. And your husband will be on edge, anxiously waiting for your return. Aww, thank you. Enjoy the rest of your trip. Goodbye."

Just as Wendy hung up the phone, Robert reached the edge. Instinctively, her hand slowed down, gripping him tightly and making sure he wouldn't accidentally spill a drop of cum.

"Did you hear that, sir? You've got me for four days still. Are you excited?"

"Ahh," Robert tried to catch his breath as his cock pulsed between her fingers. "Uh, yes, Nurse Wendy."

"I thought so." She removed her hand and played with his balls. "Now, where were we? Before we got rudely interrupted?"

"You were going to show me your tits."

"Oh? Was I? Hmm, no, that doesn't sound right. I think you're delusional, sir. I think what you need right now is to be cared for, to be wrapped cosy and tight. Yeah, that sounds perfect."

Wendy put the phone down on a bedside cabinet then went to grab the roll of bandages again and stood behind Robert, who looked desperately at her bra.

"What are you doing?" he asked, feeling cheated by her change of mind.

"Just relax, sir. Let me take care of you."

The nurse unrolled the bandages and began to wrap it around his head, first going over the top and under his chin. She pulled tight and his mouth was almost forced shut. As she applied more and more, circling around the back and then over his lips, each layer restricted him further until he could hardly move his jaw or let out more than a muffled sound.

The bandages were then coiled over the bridge of his nose, leaving his nostrils free to breathe, and the strips were wound numerous times over his eyes, sealing him in darkness. Finally, when Wendy had finished, almost his entire head was covered in the white bandages. He was effectively gagged and blindfolded. He could only take deep breaths in anticipation of what might happen next.

"That's it," the nurse purred. "My lovely little patient is all wrapped up now, safe and secure. What would you like to do now, sir? Go for a walk? Watch TV? Fuck me?"

"Mmmmmmmm," Robert moaned non-verbally.

"What's that? You'll have to speak up, sir."

"Mmhmmm."

"Well, if you're not going to give me a clear answer, I'll just have to decide for you."

Wendy wheeled his chair over to the foot of his bed. She sat on the end of the mattress and stretched a foot out to his cock.

"Judging by how hard you are, I might be able to guess what you want." The sole of her foot rubbed against his shaft. "A little bit of pleasure, right here. You don't care what I use, what I do. You just want me touching you."

"Mmmmm."

"Don't worry, I can do that much at least." Wendy stretched out both legs and grasped his cock between her two big toes, then stroked him slowly. "You just want to be hard like this, stroked like this, all day every day, don't you?"

Robert, feeling his pleasure building as her feet went faster, nodded.

"I know you do. And I can try to provide that service if it helps, because the last thing I want is for you to get bored. That would make me so sad, especially when I'm the one who's meant to be looking after you. No patient of mine should ever feel abandoned or bored or unwanted in my care. But that does mean my methods require something of you."

"Mmmm," Robert groaned louder as her feet moved back, resting on his thighs while his cock twitched and leaked, having been so close to the edge.

"It means, sir, that you won't be cumming."

"Mmm?"

"That's right." Wendy trailed a toe over his throbbing shaft. "Because if you did cum, you'd lose all interest in this fun form of entertainment. You'd go back to your bored old self with nothing to do all day, and I'd have no alternative cure for that. So, while you're under my care, you won't cum. Instead, your constant arousal will be a source of joy for you. If it doesn't feel like that now, I promise you'll soon learn to love it."

Eventually she brought her feet away again and stood up, going over to her bag.

"So let's keep your cock interested and responsive. I'll just put this on."

She leaned down to slip a cold metal ring over his balls, and then she hooped it over his shaft. It wasn't too tight but Robert could feel it increase the pressure as blood beat through, making his cock swell bigger.

"It's a simple cock ring," Wendy explained, stroking him just enough to make sure everything was positioned comfortably. "But that'll help hold your attention when I'm not right here with you. Feel okay?"

"Mmm," Robert nodded, enjoying the sensation that the metal ring caused by increasing the strength of his erection.

"Good. Because I think you deserve a break. I've got some things to do first, but then it'll be time to get you some dinner prepared!"

*****

The cock ring worked just as intended. Even without Wendy there in the same room to tease Robert, the slightest stirrings of arousal sent a rush of blood to his cock, and the increased pressure felt so good that he couldn't stop himself from becoming fully erect.

At dinner, the nurse had changed back into her scrubs and she loosened his bandages just around his mouth so that she could spoon-feed him. Despite being made to feel even more helpless, part of Robert loved being treated like this, having her coo and encourage him with every bite.

"Once you finish," she said, one hand holding the metal utensil and the other stroking his cock, "I promise I'll bring you to the edge."

Robert hungrily guzzled down his food. The more it disappeared from his dish, the faster Wendy stroked, until he swallowed the last mouthful and felt the edge seize hold of his body.

"There you are," she said, removing her hand. "That's just the first of the evening. It's time to have some more fun."

She wiped his mouth clean then wrapped more bandages over it, gagging him again. Then she took him back upstairs to his bedroom and helped him onto his bed once she had untied his hands from the wheelchair. She briefly let him stretch the muscles in his arms, then she grabbed a new roll of bandages and supported him to sit upright.

"I've enjoyed seeing your head all wrapped up," she said, pulling his arms down by his sides. "Let's see what you look like with even more!"

She began rolling strips around his shoulders, over his chest, and in large loops down the length of his arms. Every inch of his torso was covered right down to his waist. He could hardly wiggle his hands or arms, the bandages were too strong. And when Wendy helped lay him down, she laughed, amused by the sight of her patient. His cock throbbed with excitement and all the rest of his body above it was mummified, making him look like he was half-dressed in a Halloween costume. She kneeled between his thighs and playfully smacked his balls.

"What a curious sight," she said, lightly running a finger over his shaft. "But it suits you, really. Because this is what you are: a cock. This is what controls your behaviour and your thoughts. Your entire centre of being is focused right here."

She held his throbbing cock upright and he nodded. The bandages were causing a form of sensory deprivation. They made his body warm, almost hugging him in a tight embrace that made him almost not want to struggle even as she teased him. Then with the effective blindfold and having any sounds slightly muffled by his covered ears, every part of his attention was intensely directed to his cock.

"Do you think you're going to enjoy these next few days with me?" Wendy stroked him gently.

"Mmmm." Robert nodded.

"That remains to be seen. Because I'm going to make it so difficult for you and you'll want to beg me to let you cum. But I won't. Even when you're leaking for me, I won't allow you that release."

Robert continued to moan as she stroked faster. The cock ring was doing its job, making him feel even bigger in her hands.

"And it's fun for me. Very fun." She slapped his cock, making it bounce left and right. Then she did it again and again, enjoying his groans. "How many times should I edge you tonight? Five times? Ten times? Twenty?"

"Mmmmm," Robert protested at the thought.

"What's the best way to torment you? I'm sure I could edge you plenty of times, over and over again. I could spend hours. I might even let you get soft and have a break. But it wouldn't be for long. No, I would keep coming back to stroke you. I'd lose count of how many times I'd bring you to the edge. I'd only stop when I finally get bored, and you'll be a horny, sweaty, leaking mess. Does that sound fun?"

"Mmmmm." Robert tried to shake his head but he could only make minor movements.

"I know, maybe that's too much, or maybe it isn't. Either way, I've got plenty of time to tease you as much as I want over the next few days. So I know an even better way to torture you."

Without another word, Wendy leaned down and wrapped her lips around his cock. She didn't delay with what she had in mind, going down on him immediately and taking him all the way in. His entire cock throbbed inside her as she deepthroated him expertly.

"Mmmmmm," Robert moaned as she sucked tightly around him, intensifying the pleasure tenfold.

Wendy gave him a devastatingly pleasurable blowjob. Her head moved up and down. Her lips moved smoothly from tip to base. And it took mere moments for his imminent climax to build up, close to erupting down her throat.

But the nurse could feel him throbbing, she could feel his contractions as his body instinctively attempted to push him over the edge. And so she stopped, holding the entire length of his shaft inside her.

She didn't move. Her lips were tight around him and he just pulsed. The cock ring helped to keep him on edge. The pressure was unbearable. He needed to cum. The heat within his cock was rising. But there was nothing he could do, nothing within his power to find that final bit of stimulation to trigger his climax.

And Wendy knew she had succeeded with her plan. Eventually his cock stopped throbbing so desperately and she slowly drew herself back up his shaft, her lips still tight around him and her tongue swirling around to lick up the precum that had been leaking out of him. She pulled up and released him with a wet slurp, then moved over to lie next to him and whisper softly.

"You want more, don't you?"

"Mmmmm," Robert moaned eagerly, needing to be touched now more than ever.

"I know, sir, I know. You want it so bad." Wendy grinned as she watched his cock still fully erect and now covered in her saliva. "But this is how I've decided to torture you right now. One edge. One brilliant edge. That's all you get. No more attention from me for the rest of the day. That's just how it is."

Robert groaned in disbelief. He knew she had promised no orgasms and had accepted it as much as he could, but now more than anything he just missed her touch. He wanted her to edge him again, as much as she wanted. He didn't care what else she did, he didn't care about cumming, he just wanted her to tease him endlessly.

"Get your rest, sir," Wendy said, getting up and folding some blankets over to cover him. "It's been a tiring day for you, I'm sure. And you'll need to be rejuvenated for tomorrow. Because I promise I'll be edging you a lot more. Goodnight."

She gave three kisses to the underside of his cock, which she had left exposed so he couldn't benefit from the friction of the blankets. As it grew hard again at the few light touches, she turned out the lights and left him to try and drift asleep.
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The following days passed like a dream for Robert. He was moulded into a perfect toy by Wendy's soft hands. In various states of nudity and submitted to numerous forms of bondage, he was edged tirelessly each day. Only when the nurse had other duties to attend to, such as all the responsibilities expected of her role as his live-in carer, did she give him respite from her pleasurable torture which he yearned for at every waking hour.

Because Robert had learned to enjoy the edge. It was the furthest he even got, and the pure sensation that overcame his entire body had become almost orgasmic. Whenever Wendy stroked him, he wanted only to be brought to the edge. He didn't even have in mind a desire to cum. And she knew it.

If she stroked slowly, it was to tease him, because she knew how much satisfaction he got from being edged and so she wanted to delay that reward. And as each day passed, his desire to be edged grew more and more. And when he awoke on the day that his wife was expected back, he felt a pang of regret that this experience would be over soon.

Wendy had left him tied just as he had been on the first night. His upper body was mummified and he only stirred from his slumber when she came to kneel by his side.

He was still in a half dreamlike state, not helped by the bandages over his eyes that made his dark dreariness persist, when she began to suck his soft cock. It started to wake up before he did. Blood filled it rapidly. It grew long and hard, and Wendy moaned with delight, enjoying the feeling of it thickening in her mouth.

"Mmmmmm." Robert began to regain what senses he could in response to the wake-up call. It took him a moment to realise what was happening, but he was so familiar with the sensation now that his arousal spiked as he imagined the sight of Wendy giving him a blowjob.

She giggled, amused by the reactions of his body. He was fully erect now and completely stuffed her mouth, especially with the cock ring that had become a permanent addition and a symbol of her control. His torso squirmed in its bondage and his breathing through his nostrils became heavier.

"Mphmphmph," the nurse continued, sucking sloppily and making an audible display of how much fun she was having. Her sounds only made it worse for Robert, heightening his growing need to cum until he was straining in his bandages.

"Mmmmmm," he groaned as she pulled up and released his cock with a pop.

"Good morning, sir," she said, watching him throbbing uncontrollably, so close to the edge. "We only have a couple of hours together, so let's make this a real good morning."

Wendy crawled over to the side of the bed and Robert heard the sound of a drawer sliding open. Then he felt the weight of her body shift over and onto him, her thighs pressing against his abdomen as she perched herself on top of him.

"I happened to find this while cleaning the other day," she said, making sure she was comfortably straddling him. "And I've had my eye on it ever since. I do hope your wife doesn't mind me borrowing it."

The purr of a vibrator suddenly filled Robert's ear. A sharp intake of breath from Wendy signalled to him what she was doing. He felt the vibrations running through his stomach as she played with the toy, running it over her pussy. There was no underwear in the way as she teased herself with it.

"Your wife has a good taste in vibrators," Wendy said, her voice beginning to quiver as the sensations began to mount. "This is, mmm, this is really doing the job."

Her body tightened on top of Robert as she focused on her clit. Her thighs squeezed around him for balance as she reached behind with her free hand.

Robert was still rock hard, even more so from the sexual noises of Wendy getting herself off, the tip of his cock almost reached her ass. She began to stroke him with a reverse grip, while her hips grinded forward and back, pushing against him and the toy.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," Wendy moaned, feeling her climax building. "You're not allowed to cum, sir. But I am."

"Mmmmm!" Robert responded to her faster strokes, his cock needing to experience what she was about to.

"Feel me orgasm," she gasped, almost wincing as her desire rippled through. "Oh fuck! Feel it, sir, feel what you can't have."

She took her hand off him, needing to use it to hold herself up as she came, struck by the spasms of her orgasm. The vibrator whirred endlessly, fuelling her pleasure at the perfect spot that she needed it. Her body shuddered. Her moans became silent. She was almost paralysed on top of Robert as his cock dripped and bounced, trying to reach that same pinnacle.

And then she removed the toy from her sensitive pussy and turned it off. Her body relaxed. Her breaths were deep. She reached forward and pulled at the bandages around Robert's face, just loosening them enough to uncover his eyes.

"Look at me, sir," Wendy ordered, smiling as she saw his eyelids widen with delight in response to the view before him.

After her interrupted striptease, the nurse had never returned to the promise of stripping naked for her patient. In the last several days, he had seen her in her scrubs and even a range of alluring lingerie sets, but she had never removed them. And so, as Robert's eyes adjusted to the light, he stared with amazement at her wonderfully nude body straddling him.

Her pussy looked so pink and wet after the fun she had just had. Her tits were big and perky, like perfect teardrops with the nipples pert and erect.

But rather than wait for him to simply oogle her, Wendy shuffled back so her crotch was against his and the soft pink lips of her opening was pushed against his hard cock.

"You've done so well for me, sir," she said, slowly beginning to grind against him as if spurred on by impulse. She fondled her breasts and squeezed them together. "And I have to say goodbye soon. But...I...fuck...I need to feel this cock inside. Can I?"

Robert nodded eagerly. The request for permission from her surprised him, but to hear how much she desired him made his cock desperate to accept her request.

"Thank you, sir. I want you to enjoy this too."

Wendy held his cock in position and slowly slipped it inside her. It went in easily as she lowered herself, feeling it push in hard and deep.

"Oh fuck," she moaned, beginning to grind her hips up and down. "That feels incredible."

Robert had never felt anything so good before. With his cock ring and his days of harsh denial, he had never been so thick and big, and Wendy's tight opening felt all the more tight and pleasurable. As she fucked him, every inch of his shaft experienced ripples of delight. She didn't have to go fast to make it feel incredible, and she didn't want to go fast. Because she knew how close he was and how easily he could tip over the edge. So as she fucked him, she rubbed her clit and felt every twitch of his cock inside her.

"I'll still be your nurse, sir, if you want me to be. And I'll keep dominating you whenever I visit you. Though I understand if you'd rather end this right now." She slowed down almost to a stop, just letting her pussy contract around him and hold him close to the edge. "But, if not, sir, if you want to keep this arrangement up, I'll let you cum. Right here, right inside me, I promise I'll let you cum. Is that what you want?"

There was no delay in his answer. Even if her teasing could be cruel and frustrating, his time spent with her had been the most fun he'd had in a long time. And to continue seeing her, even if only once or twice a week, would brighten his mood. He wanted to look forward to her visits, to throb at the thought of feeling her hands, to continue having her dominating him. So Robert groaned and nodded, his cock pulsing inside her.

"Thank you, sir."

Wendy had been rubbing circles around her clit, building herself to climax without needing to fuck him. But now that she knew what she wanted, she didn't hold back. She was close to edge and so was he.

"You can cum for me," she moaned, moving once again up and down his shaft. "Cum for me, sir."

It didn't take long. She rode him hard, her tits bouncing and her ass pounding against him. Every movement poured hot pleasure over his cock. And as her pussy began to clench, her climax taking hold, Robert finally felt the pressure of all her countless edges burst out.

Like a cannon, thick white explosions of cum shot deep inside Wendy. Each barrage seemed to start in his stomach, drawing energy from all his muscles, then fired out through his pulsing shaft. The climax felt like it lasted an eternity. He entered a kind of limbo, unable to move and seeing nothing but a hazy image of his nurse naked and convulsing over him. And every sensation in his body was drawn in and centred around the pleasure of his cock as her pussy contracted around it.

Wendy eventually regained her composure and lifted herself up. She remained for a moment on her knees above him and they both watched, catching their breath, as cum dribbled out of her. It spooled out onto his limp cock, glazing it white, until she finally dropped onto the bed next to him.

"Well, sir," she said, her skin glimmering with sweat, "I'd better clean you up before your wife gets back. Hopefully she has another trip planned soon, but either way I'm looking forward to my next visit to take care of my favourite patient. Are you?"

Robert admired her naked body, feeling a pang of desire even with his cock now limp, and he just about found the energy to slowly nod.

"I'm glad. Now then, I suppose I should get you out of those bandages."

Wendy sat up and went to start unravelling his medical bondage. Her fingers grasped under the strip she had already loosened over his face.

Then the doorbell rang. The nurse stopped. The empty house echoed with the clang which gently faded to silence. The nurse looked wide-eyed at her patient and waited, too afraid to move. Then it rang again. They both stared at one another, hardly daring to breathe. And just when they thought the danger must surely have passed, Robert's phone buzzed. Wendy quietly scurried over to fetch it from where it had remained on the bedside cabinet. Then she cursed to herself and slowly held up the display to show him his wife's name and number.

The End
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