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In Lockdown with a Nurse


1. The Announcement

"Stay at home unless absolutely necessary." The news anchor solemnly announced a nationwide lockdown and continued to detail the steps required for everyone to follow.

Harry, watching the announcement on the television, shook his head in disbelief. It felt as if it was only the other week that the virus had even been newsworthy. But now the situation was dire. He hadn't expected such measures to take place, and they would mean he had to remain in his cramped apartment all day for who knows how many weeks. And to make it all worse, he would be stuck with his flatmate, Jess.

They had both only began to rent the place out of necessity. Having been introduced through a mutual friend, finding somewhere to live close enough to their respective jobs took priority over the comfort of renting their own places. But soon after they had moved in, Harry regretted the decision.

As a nurse, Jess worked long hours and, as a result, gave Harry no leeway when it came to having friends, or girlfriends, come over. She wanted no disruptions at home during her limited free time. Harry was understanding about this at first, but over time Jess' refusal to relax her rules in the slightest proved most frustrating.

Having been working from home for a couple of weeks, Harry had been considering staying at his parents. And now, as the lockdown announcement was reiterated by the serious-looking news anchor, he decided that he would aim to leave the next day. He couldn't face being cooped up and alone with Jess.

As Harry was in the middle of packing his bags in preparation for his planned travels, Jess arrived back from a long shift at the local hospital. He heard her kick of her shoes and dump her bags. Then she knocked on his bedroom door.

"Yeah?"

"Hi, you hear the news?" Jess asked, opening the door and stepping in. She looked at the piles of clothes and half-full bags, not even trying to hide a disapproving frown.

"Yeah, it sucks," Harry said, having long since given up faking cordiality.

"Are you planning on going somewhere?"

"I’m going to my parents’ tomorrow. There are a few trains running still, and I'll be able to work from home there." Adam stuffed a few shirts into his holdall.

"But you're not allowed to travel." Jess was in disbelief at his disregard of the new rules. "No one's meant to travel. You should only go out for essential shopping – those are the rules."

"I can do all that from my parents’."

"But if you catch something you'll spread it to them."

"I'll be fine. The trains are pretty much empty." Harry was starting to get tired from all her nagging.

"You'll get fined you know," Jess said, shaking her head. "And I'm at higher risk at the hospital. So you're more likely to be carrying something."

"It's better I go, Jess. It'll be easier for me to stay isolated. And besides, you'll have the whole flat to yourself. You'll love it."

Jess sighed. "Fine. Okay." Then she left Harry to pack.

When he was done, he joined her in the main section of the flat – it was a studio, and as Jess was unpacking her food shopping Harry sat on the sofa in the lounge area.

Jess looked over to him. "Sorry if I was being annoying," she said. "I'm just worried about everything. And I'd feel especially guilty if you caught something from me them spread it to your parents.

"That's okay, Jess." Harry was grateful for the apology. He found that it was making himself feel guilty about his decision to break the lockdown rules, so he tried to change the subject. "How was work?"

"Busy. The hospital is more chaotic than I've ever seen it. I'm glad I've got tonight off though. It's my first Friday off in a while, and I've got the whole weekend free so that's great."

"Nice, any plans?"

Jess laughed. "Very funny. More shopping and meal prepping probably." She unpacked a plastic bag full of alcohol. One by one she placed bottles of wine and spirits on the counter. "I did decide to stock up on a few essentials. Seems as you're leaving tomorrow, why don't we have a few drinks later?"

Surprised at her offer of hospitality, Harry accepted: "Sure, yeah, that sounds good. We can have a couple of glasses after dinner."

"Great! It's been a while since I've had a chance to unwind." Jess finished unpacking. "I'm just going to shower and change into something nicer than my scrubs."

Harry watched her leave. The sight of her tight butt in her blue scrubs was one of the few upsides of living with Jess. In fact, he had come to appreciate her effortless sexiness more and more recently, as his sex life had become non-existent since the introduction of social distancing measures. It had made meeting women almost impossible.

The thoughts of Jess continued as he heard the shower turn on. She was never one to flaunt her body, but Harry had often imagined it. One result of living with her was that he had developed an attraction towards women wearing scrubs. Or maybe it was just Jess wearing them that turned him on. The moments before she would return from work were always filled with mixed emotions: he would savour his time alone, free from being harassed by her, but he often found himself looking forward to the sight of her in uniform.

Increasingly, Harry had taken opportunities to masturbate while thinking about Jess. In one particular fantasy, which had become his go-to, he would imagine he was a patient at the hospital. Jess would be in charge of looking after him in a private room. Her scrubs in these reveries were always slightly tighter and more revealing than in reality. She might lean over to plump a pillow and, in the process, push her cleavage into his face. Or she might drop a pen and have to bend down to pick it up, revealing the back of a lacy thong and perhaps even a glimpse off her butt.

In his fantasy, Harry would allow Jess to wash him. She would strip him naked under his bedsheets and sponge him down with soapy water. She would eventually have to reach down between his legs then up to his crotch. Upon finding his cock, she would decide to start massaging it. In the process, she would end up turning herself on. Wanting to see it, she would pull back the sheets. His cock would be hard and she'd take it in her hands and start stroking, saying that he desperately needs some stress relief in order to sped up his recovery. Then as he approaches orgasm, Jess stops briefly then strips and hops on top of Harry. He imagines her tight body and perky tits as she rides him. She would bounce up and down in the cowgirl position and show off her body. It wouldn't take long before he was cumming inside her and making a mess of the hospital bed.

Harry felt his cock stir, but before the fantasy could play out again he shook it from his mind. He went to prepare his dinner, distracting himself from further sexual thoughts of Jess.


2. Drinks and Games

Harry had finished eating by the time Jess re-emerged from her bedroom. He stared in surprise, perplexed by the sight of her. Clearly, she had spent a lot of time preparing her look since getting out of the shower. She wore a simple but captivating black dress which hugged her figure tightly and seemed to push up her tits, forming a tantalising amount of cleavage. She had applied makeup in a way which highlighted her familiar features to make her look incredibly sultry to Harry, and her previously straight, brunette hair had been curled and looked lusher all the more voluminous as a result. Jess looked ready for a night out, not a couple of drinks in the flat. Harry, sitting in his usual jeans and button-down shirt, felt considerably under-dressed.

"Do you like?" Jess asked, pirouetting. She wore simple black pumps to allow for easier movement.

"Wow, yeah," Harry stammered. "You look great."

"Thank you, Harry. I thought I should make the most of this evening. Treat it like a special occasion. Have you eaten?"

Harry was still bewildered. He had never seen her legs or chest exposed so much, and he couldn't stop himself from taking in the sight. "I, err, yeah. Just some pasta."

"Okay. We can start drinking properly soon. I'm just gonna reheat something for dinner so I won't be long."

Harry ignored what he was watching on TV, instead finding himself entranced watching Jess in the kitchen. At one point she bent over to get a plate from a lower cupboard, and Harry caught himself leaning over to see the sight of her ass barely covered by the dress which stretched tightly over it.

Once Jess had her food ready, she poured herself a glass of red wine and offered one to Harry. He accepted, glad to have something in his hands to fiddle with in order to distract himself. As she ate at the dining table, Harry took deep gulps from his drink. He had nearly finished his glass by the time Jess had cleared her plate.

She washed up, then topped up both of their glasses. "Fancy a shot too?" she asked. "Vodka perhaps?"

"I'm not sure, I don't like spirits that much."

"Come on, just one."

"Oh, only if you're having one." Harry conceded.

Jess smiled. "Of course I am. Loosen up. I want to enjoy this evening."

She pulled out two shot glasses and filled them to the brim from the new bottle of vodka she had bought.

"Come on, sit with me," Jess said, gesturing to the dining table. "You're always just watching TV, you can give it up for one night."

"Okay okay." Harry moved to the seat opposite her. "I just don't want to miss any news updates."

"Don't worry about it. It's best we have some drinks and try not to think about it too much." She brought the vodka shots to her lips and Harry did the same. "Cheers."

"Cheers."

They downed the shots in one. Harry coughed as it burned his throat, while Jess pounded the table.

"That was good," she said. "Let's play a game."

"What sort of game?" Harry asked, still surprised by Jess' new display of wildness. He found it impossible not to steal glances at her cleavage which was now even more prominent with Jess' proximity just across the table from him.

"A drinking game, of course. Not monopoly," she laughed and had a sip of wine. "What about . . . beer pong? My friend got me a set for my birthday."

"We don't have any beer," Harry said.

"We'll do it with wine."

"I don't think wine pong is a thing."

"We'll make it a thing!" Jess got up and rushed to her room, excited by her own idea. She returned a moment later with a set of plastic cups and a ping pong ball. She passed the cups to Harry. "Here, set these up. I'll pour the wine."

Harry complied and set-up ten cups at each end of the table, arranged in a pyramid. Jess poured a glug of wine into each cup and took her position on one side of the table, the ball in her hand.

"Ready?" she asked, tossing the ball up and down.

"Yeah, go on then." Harry nodded. 

Jess chucked the ball and it smoothly plopped into one of Harry's cups. She stifled a laugh.

"Have you practiced this?" Harry was impressed, if not slightly worried by his prospects for the game.

"It's a fluke – honest!" Jess smiled teasingly. "Go on. Drink up. Your go next."

Harry fished the ball out of his drink and downed the wine. Then he took his throw and missed wildly. "Shit."

"It's just a game, don't get stressed." Jess picked the ball up off the floor and took her shot. It bounced off the rim of a cup and was caught smoothly by Adam. "There you go, you do have some hand-eye coordination at least," Jess joked.

Harry shook his head, ignoring her teasing, and threw the ball. It circled around the top of a cup then fell in.

"Good job," Jess said. "I was beginning to get thirsty."

"Don't think I'm completely inept," Harry replied.

"You’ve got a long way to prove that," Jess said after finishing the cup of wine and removing it from the table.

They continued the game. The ping pong ball bounced back and forth. Harry thought it an even game until he had emptied his seventh cup of wine and looked over to see Jess had only lost four.

"This isn't going very well for you, is it?" she said.

"Doesn't look like it."

"Do you want to give up? I am getting quite bored, I won't lie. I wanted to drink tonight and apparently this game isn't letting me." She smirked.

"I suppose we could do something else."

"Hold on a minute," Jess cut in. "We're not wasting this wine. You're losing this game so you need a forfeit. Why don’t you down all this wine in the remaining cups, mine included."

Harry considered the proposition. The drink had begun to go to his head already, and each of his shots had become wilder and wilder whilst he had to keep drinking more and more. "Fine, I give up."

"Excellent." Jess smiled and began to pour the remaining cups into one, then handed it to Harry. "Down it. Go on."

Harry took the cup and began to drink, glug after glug. The wine didn't go down easily in larger mouthfuls and he took a moment to cough before finished the remaining contents.

"Not quite down in one," Jess noted. "But I'm still impressed. Why don't you sit down. I'll clear this up."

*****

Jess tidied away the cups and washed them up while Harry sat at the dining table, feeling dizzy from the amount he had consumed in such a small timeframe. When Jess had finished, she opened a second bottle of red wine and topped up their glasses again. 

"How about some music?" she asked. Without waiting for an answer, she began playing some from her speakers. Harry didn't recognise it, but the fast tempo and funky bass rhythms worked well to wake him up after feeling drowsy from all the wine. 

"Do you want to play something else?"

"Of course," Jess said. "How about . . . Never Have I Ever?"

"I'm not sure." Harry was hesitant. "Does that work with just two people?"

"Yes. It'll be a good way to get to know each other too. I feel like I'm living with a stranger sometimes."

"Sorry."

"Don't be," Jess said. "It's both our faults really. Come on, let's play. You know the rules? I would say 'Never have I ever' then think of something I haven't done. But if you've ever done it, then you drink. For example: never have I ever eaten sushi."

"I've had it a few times," Harry said, taking a sip of wine.

"Great. Now you can think of something."

Harry considered for a moment. "Never have I ever . . . been to Africa."

Jess drank. "Family holiday to Egypt," she explained. "Never have I ever had a one-night stand."

Harry was surprised by the change in topic, but knew he had to drink.

"I can't believe you have and I haven't," Jess said. "During university was it?"

Harry nodded, embarrassed.

"Fair enough. I was too busy studying, I guess. Your turn."

Harry decided to continue down the same theme: "Never have I ever had a threesome."

Jess didn't drink but said, "I would be surprised if you had. I'm just glad I'm not portraying myself as a bit of a slut." She laughed. "Never have I ever fucked someone without protection. No condom or whatever."

Harry took a sheepish sip of wine. "Once," he mumbled. "I was very drunk."

"I'm not one to judge." Jess shook her head, smirking. "Go on, next question."

"Never have I ever . . . thrown up on a night out," Harry said.

Jess shook her head and her glass remained on the table. "I can handle my drink, fortunately. Never have I ever been tied up in bed."

Harry wasn't sure how she had thought up her idea, but he didn't drink.

"Interesting," said Jess. "For some reason I thought you'd be into kinky stuff."

"I don't get much of a chance to." Harry tried to play off as a joke his subtle jab at Jess' restrictions. He had rarely felt comfortable bringing a sexual partner back to the flat.

"I'm sure you'll get a chance to someday." Jess winked at Harry. The gesture, especially with her sultry eyeshadow, sent a wave of arousal running through Harry's body. He couldn't stop himself from noticing her attractiveness. "How about we make ourselves comfortable," Jess suggested. "The sofa is going unused, and it'll be more relaxed than these seats. I'm just gonna go to the toilet so you make yourself comfortable. And have more to drink. I don't want you going thirsty."

*****

Harry was relaxed in his position on the sofa, his glass of wine nearly empty. Jess returned and he sat up to make room for her. She filled their glasses again, although hers was still half full, then sat on the other end of the sofa. 

"Truth or dare – you up for it?" she asked, crossing her legs. Harry didn't mind the view, especially as they ran all the up to the top of her thighs where the dress had ridden up.

"Oh, we can do," he said.

"Great, it'll be fun! You can ask first this time."

"Truth or dare?" Harry asked.

"Hmm, truth."

Harry paused to think of a question. "Do you like your job?"

"Oh come on, of course I do. Make it harder next time! Truth or dare?"

"Truth."

Jess didn't need time to think. "Do you wish you had a girlfriend?"

Harry was surprised at the personal question, though he didn't want to ruin the game or draw out the focus on him. "Well, yeah. Truth or dare."

"Dare. And do something challenging please. It's only fun that way," Jess goaded him.

"Fine, finish your drink."

Jess observed the contents of her glass then downed it all in one. She refilled it and took another sip, enjoying the taste. "Still too easy. Truth or dare."

"Truth," Harry answered, worried about what she might dare him to do.

"Hmm, okay." Jess considered. "If you didn't live with me, would you fuck me? Like if you met me in a club."

Harry didn't want to make things awkward between them, but Jess was taking it there herself. As he looked at her amazing body and she looked back with a quizzical but alluring smile, he knew he couldn't lie: "Yes. Truth or dare."

Jess smiled, flattered by his answer. "Truth."

Harry couldn't think of anything other than mirroring her question: "If you hadn't met me before, would you go home with me if I asked you? At a club, for instance."

"Yes I would." Jess sipped her wine. "Truth or dare?"

"Truth."

"Have you ever thought of me while masturbating?"

Harry spluttered out his sip of wine. He coughed, seeing her watching him with a quizzical expression. After recovering, he said, "I can't answer that."

"Oh come on. You're not allowed to avoid the question. And it's pretty obvious what the answer is anyway."

"Fine, yes." Harry couldn't look her in the eyes. "Can we stop?"

Jess shuffled along the sofa towards him. "No. Give me a dare this time."

Harry looked at her again, unable to resist the sight of her long legs and the cleavage which rose and fell with her breaths. Her subtle perfume was also intoxicating and seemed to pull him in towards her. "I dare you," he hesitated, "To do ten star jumps."

Jess laughed. "Seriously? Okay then." She got up and stood in front of Harry. As she proceeded to do as dared, he couldn't help but watch her body in action. Her dress seemed to ride further up with each jump, and her tits wobbled with each movement. Throughout the performance, she met his gaze, as if knowing the effect she was having on him. She was quickly finished, however, and slumped back down in the middle of the sofa, recovering with a glug of wine. "Your turn."

Deciding not to risk further probingly embarrassing truths, Harry finally said, "Dare."

Jess looked at him smugly. She had been waiting for this moment. "Okay, strip naked for me."

"I can't do that!"

"Yes you can."

"I don't want things to be awkward between us," Harry justified.

"I see you in a bath towel most days," Jess said. She considered his protestations. "Fine, you can leave your underwear on. But that's all."

Knowing he didn't have a choice, Harry reluctantly complied. He stood up and took his shirt off. Jess watched as he stripped, surprised by his toned torso. He then removed his socks, throwing them to the side, before slowly loosening his jeans. He pulled them down, trying to ignore his sole audience member. She just watched as he kicked his jeans to the side and stood before her in nothing but his underwear. Harry sat back down, finding himself almost brushing up against Jess. His leg grazed hers. He took a few sips of wine, glad that the drunkenness seemed to alleviate some of the embarrassment he felt.

"I'll go for a truth," Jess said, moving the game forward.

Harry's intoxication meant he was slow to think of one, but he realised that his fantasy of her was coming to mind. "Have you ever had sex with a patient?"

Jess smiled, not expecting the question. "No I've not." She sipped on her wine, smiling wryly. "But I did give one a handjob once."

"I'm sure he loved that," Harry couldn't help but say. He realised that he may have let slip his attraction to her, and tried to change the subject. "Give me a truth."

"Are you hard?" Jess asked without hesitation.

Harry hadn't realised it – the wine must have numbed his sensations slightly – but his cock was hard and visibly poked a tent in his boxer.

"Yes," he said.

"I dare you show it to me."

Harry didn't even realise that Jess had skipped over her turn in the game. He just looked across at her, leaning towards him so her face was inches from him, and he pulled his underwear down. 

As Jess admired his erect cock, biting her lips, Harry remembered the game. And there was no doubt in his mind that Jess had orchestrated it all because she wanted him. He whispered in her ear, "I dare you to give me a blowjob."


3. The Final Dare

Jess kneeled on the floor between Harry's legs. She was surprised by his dare but excited that he had become so less awkward. His cock stood upright and she wrapped her lips around it.

Harry groaned. No amount of alcohol in his body could numb the feeling of Jess' mouth sucking on his cock. She bobbed her head greedily up and down his shaft. He clenched his fists as the pleasure built up within him. Jess sped up. Harry grabbed her hair, pushing her down and enjoying the warmth of her mouth.

Jess felt this and decided to take back control. She took his cock out of her mouth and stood up.

"Enough of that," she said, pushing the straps of her dress off her shoulders. She tugged it down and it fell to the floor. Underneath, she was wearing nothing else. No bra, no panties. Jess stood naked in front Harry. Her tits were just as he had imagined, and her pussy was shaven. As Harry looked her up and down, amazed at the sight before him, Jess said, "I dare you to fuck me."

She dropped onto the sofa beside Harry but he immediately took a hold of her, guiding her onto her hands and knees. Jess moaned as Harry spanked her ass. He kneeled behind her on the sofa, admiring her body exposed for him. His cock was rock hard and pointed at her pussy. He fingered her briefly. Then, feeling her wetness, he slid his cock in.

They both whimpered in pleasure as Harry fucked her from behind.

"Fuck me harder," Jess cried. "Fuck my tight pussy."

Harry didn't need any encouragement. He continued to pound her. His balls slapped against her with each thrust. His shaft penetrated deep inside with its entire length, sending bursts of pleasure through him each time the sensitive head pushed inside.

"Fuck," Harry panted. He hadn’t realised how turned on all of Jess’ games had made him. "I'm so close."

"Don't cum yet. Stop." Jess pushed him off and out of her.

Harry rock hard cock throbbed intensely. The moment of respite made him recognise just how drunk he had become. The room spun slightly, but he centred his view on Jess who had turned to face him. It was difficult to resist getting on top her and fucking her again: she was sprawled on the sofa, her chest rising and falling with each deep breath, and her legs were apart to show her wet pussy.

"I'm on the pill but you're not cumming inside me without a condom," she said, firmly. "I know you might not care about protection but I do. So don't argue. Fortunately, I do have a few in my room."

*****

She winked at Harry then got up, gesturing for him to follow. They moved to her bedroom. Harry had never been inside before but was too drunk to notice his new surroundings. He went to grab Jess butt – it looked particularly juicy from his view behind it – but she quickly turned around and push him onto her bed. He fell on his back and she clambered on top of him. Before sliding onto his cock, she reached over to her bedside table and picked up a condom.

Harry had tunnel vision, seeing only Jess’ perfect body positioned right over his cock. He hardly noticed her take the condom and roll it over his shaft.

"Now you can fuck me." Jess smiled. She lowered herself onto Harry's cock. He certainly felt that. She seemed even tighter in this position.

"Fuck, Jess, you feel so good," he said as she began to ride him.

"Do you like a sexy cowgirl?" Jess smirked, playing with tits then leaning over him. "Or do you prefer a slutty nurse like me?"

"I really love a slutty nurse like you." Harry could hardly think of another response to her; the feeling of her tight pussy was almost too distracting. He squeezed her tits and kissed her passionately on the lips.

Jess pulled back and slowed down her fucking. "One final truth or dare for you. Well, just a truth. I know you've thought about me while masturbating, but what did you fantasise about?"

Harry looked at her bright eyes, noticing for the first time the tint of green which gave them a mesmerising depth. "I've imagined that you're at the hospital and I'm your patient," he said, realising he had no filter to stop himself saying anything. "You always look fucking amazing in your scrubs so it's easy to picture you and get turned on."

"And what do I do in this fantasy?" asked Jess, grinding harder against him.

"You wash me and massage me. Then you feel my cock and give me a handjob. And because it makes you so turned on you get on top of me and fuck me."

"Like I'm doing now?" Jess grinned.

"Yeah." Harry groaned as her pussy seemed to clench around him, increasing the pleasure he felt. 

"If you were my patient," Jess whispered in his ear. "You'd better believe that I'd fuck you. I'd fuck you like this and make you cum inside me." She sped up, bouncing up and down. "You'd cum inside me like I'm going to make you now." Harry tried to grab her butt but she held his wrists down against the bed. He was getting close to cumming, and her dirty talk was bringing him there faster. "I'd fuck you so hard," Jess said between heavy breaths. "My screams would echo through the hospital. Because your thick cock would make me cum so hard." She tightened up, feeling an orgasm begin to hit her. "Like I am . . . right . . . now."

She screamed in ecstasy as the orgasm washed over her. As her hips buckled harder and her pussy clenched tighter, trying to draw out as much pleasure as possible, Harry also began to cum. He pushed himself as far as he could into Jess' pussy. His cock pulsed. His semen spilled into the tip of the condom. 

The afterglow sapped Harry’s energy. And so did the wine. He was too exhausted and drunk to get up off the bed or even notice Jess remove the condom from his shrinking cock. 

Harry had almost completely passed out by the time she returned from the bathroom. He was sprawled across her bed and did not see what she was doing. As sleep took hold of him, he thought he could feel metal cuffs slip onto his wrists.


4. The Nurse’s New Patient

Harry awoke the following morning. His sleep had been peaceful and undisturbed but he was now groggy and afflicted by a dull, throbbing headache. He didn't want to move or open his eyes in case he would cause more pain. But as he went to rub his eyes, he realised he couldn't move. He was handcuffed to the headboard, his arms stretched up above his head. And his feet were stretched apart, bound by leather under-bed restraints. Harry panicked; he tried to shout out. But his mouth was sealed shut by what felt like tape.

Had Jess done this? He remembered the night before. He remembered how drunk he had become, but everything they had done together was still vivid in his mind. She had fucked him to an amazing orgasm, and that was the last he could remember. Now he was tied naked to her bed, unable to escape no matter how hard he struggled. He moaned as loud as he could through his gag but no one answered.

Harry looked around, not knowing what else to do. Jess' room was immaculately clean. Her walls were adorned with stylish artwork, a bookcase was filled by various classic novels, and not a single item looked out of place or untidy. In the middle of it all, Harry was still struggling. The bed squeaked and his soft cock flopped around as he shook and twisted his body. But his restraints would not give. Harry stopped all of a sudden as he saw the bedroom door open.

*****

Jess walked in wearing a makeshift nurse outfit. Not the blue scrubs that Harry had grown accustomed to, but rather a costume more appropriate for a Halloween party. It was comprised of a simple white t-shirt and a pleated skirt. A red cross on her sleeve and a stethoscope hanging around her neck were the major indicators of what look she was going for.

"How is my favourite patient?" Jess asked, twirling her hair and smiling.

"Mmpphg." Harry wanted to shout at her to let him out.

"I'm sorry about the restraints. It's so you don't injure yourself or put me in danger. If you behave, maybe I'll loosen them."

Harry struggled against his bonds. Seeing his exposed feet, Jess couldn't resist an easy punishment. She grabbed hold of an ankle and tickled the underside of Harry's foot. His struggles turned into writhing frustration and muffled laughter as Jess refused to give up.

"Had enough?" she asked once she finally stopped.

"Mmph." Harry nodded.

"Good. Now behave." Jess reached behind her skirt and unclasped it. It dropped to the floor. Underneath, she wore only some small white panties which did nothing to hide her round butt.

"In all seriousness, Harry," she said. "I decided I'm not going to let you go and risk spreading the virus to more people. So you're going to stay in the flat with me until I decide it's safe for you to get a train."

Harry couldn't believe what she was saying. Had she planned the entire previous evening just to prevent him from leaving? Had she gotten him drunk and seduced him for her own controlling reasons?

"But today I am going to be your nurse," Jess continued. "You're a naughty patient who was planning on breaking lockdown. That's why I've had to tie you up. Now lie still while I perform some vital tests."

Jess climbed onto the bed beside Harry. She took the stethoscope off her neck and placed the earpieces in her ears.

"I just want to check your heart rate," Jess said, placing her stethoscope on one side of Harry's chest then the other. It was cold and he inhaled sharply.

"Seems normal," Jess observed. "Although I might have expected it to be slightly slower considering you've just woken up. Let's see if it still increases as it should."

She stripped off her T-shirt, revealing a lacy white bra underneath. It shaped her breasts perfectly, and seeing her choice of lingerie had Harry's cock start to grow.

"Well that's what I assumed might happen." Jess stretched over him, her pale stomach becoming taut. She checked his heart rate again and nodded to herself. "Yep. As expected. I suppose it would need to be beating harder to pump all that blood into your cock. But I think it can get a lot faster."

Jess hopped off the bed and rummaged through a bedside cabinet. She found a pair of latex gloves, the thin disposable kind, and moved back onto the bed, kneeling between Harry's knees. Beside her on the duvet she placed a bottle of lube and a ruler.

"I need to measure your proportions," she said, putting the ruler along his shaft. "Less than six inches? That's disappointing. Although I suppose you might not be as hard as you could be. I'll have to try again later. Now, though, it's important to make sure all your bodily functions are working as they should. So just relax and let me get on with the next test."

She squirted a few drops of lube onto Harry's hard cock and started stroking with her left hand. He moaned instantly, unable to help himself. Jess' gloved hand slid up and down with no friction. The silky touch sent waves of pleasure through the throbbing cock, which only grew harder. Jess continued, intently watching Harry's reactions. He lay still at first, just submitting to the pleasure that Jess' hand was granting him. Then it continued building. Harry squirmed more in his bonds. Jess kept going. Harry's knees shook. He was approaching an orgasm. But Jess noticed. She took her hand off.

"I'm not taking any samples just yet," she said, smiling. Then she took the stethoscope and listened to Harry's heart rate for a third time. "Excellent. Your highest so far. Makes sense if you were so close to orgasm."

"Mmpphhyh." Harry groaned, frustrated with how close he was to the edge. 

"What's that? Do you want to say something?"

Harry nodded.

"Only if you promise to behave. Do you?"

Harry nodded again.

"Okay." Jess leaned over and in one quick swipe ripped the tape off his mouth.

"Oww!" Harry yelled. "What are you doing Jess?"

"I've already told you. Now stop questioning my authority. I need to continue my tests."

"But I—"

Jess slapped him in the balls, shutting him up apart from a stifled whimper. "Quiet," she said. "You've given me an idea of what to do for your next test. But you aren't to speak unless I ask you a question. Understood?"

Harry nodded, feeling defeated. "Okay."

"I just want to test your response to pain. Out of ten, how much did that slap to the balls hurt?"

"Six." Harry became nervous about where Jess was going with her next test. 

"How about a second?" She slapped him again. This time harder.

"Ouch! Jess that hurts!" 

"Just give me the number," Jess said impatiently.

"I don't know, eight."

"Still room to go up." Jess winked at him. 

Harry feared that she would hit his balls again, and even harder. He thought he should have lied and said ten. Maybe she would have stopped then. But he didn't want to lie to her. He didn't want to give her any more reason to hurt him. Fortunately, Jess' hands strayed away from his balls. Instead, they reached up and pinched his nipples gently.

"How about this then?" she asked.

"Three," Harry said, while thinking to himself that the feeling of her delicate hands was actually quite pleasant. That sentiment stopped once Jess started tugging on them, as if trying to pull Harry's chest up and off the bed.

"And now?"

"Seven!" 

Jess kept pulling and even began to twist his nipples harshly. "What about now?"

"Nine!" Harry yelled. The pain was shooting through his nipples.

"Interesting." Jess let go. Then without warning she smacked Harry in the balls again, this time even harder than before. "Would that be a ten?" she asked.

"Yes," Harry weakly admitted. He was winded and the wrenching pain inside him had him feel almost like throwing up.

"Excellent," said Jess. "I needed to check. I might have assumed that your balls would be the most sensitive area. It's natural for men, of course, so it's good to know you're in working order."

Jess hopped off the bed and rummaged through her drawers. Harry's cock was still hard. Despite all the pain he had endured, he wanted to feel Jess' hands back on him again. The sight of her body was unbelievably arousing. Her underwear and bra teased him with the memory of what lay beneath. Harry wanted to fuck her again. He wanted to please her. Waking up tied to the bed may have been disorienting at first, and all this roleplaying had caught him off guard, but Harry wanted more of it. He wanted more of Jess.

"Now I've got a final test to conduct," Jess said, returning to kneel between Harry's knees. She had with her a small plastic container. "Less of a test, actually. I just want to take a sample."

"What do you mean?" Harry asked, although he could guess what she had in mind.

Jess grinned and squirted more lube onto his waiting cock. As she began to stroke and spread it around the shaft, she said, "I need to measure how much semen you can produce."

"Fuck," Harry whispered. Her gloved hands were instantly bringing back amazing pleasure to his eager erection. His muscles clenched each time she squeezed and twisted at the head of the cock.

"I could just let you masturbate yourself," Jess said, continuing to stroke. "But from my experience men have more powerful orgasms and produce more cum if a woman does it for them. Although I just need to see how much you've developed."

She grabbed the ruler and measure his shaft again. This time, she nodded approvingly. 

"Six inches, just about. That'll do I suppose."

Jess got back to stroking him. Going faster up and down his shaft.

"This feels so fucking good, Jess." Harry was becoming overwhelmed by her strokes.

"Oh yeah?" She squeezed his cock harder as her lubed hand moved up and down. "I don't really care about your pleasure. I only care about getting you to orgasm."

Jess applied the lube to her other gloved hand. She slid her index finger down and rubbed around Harry's taint.

"I've also learned that massaging the prostate is one of the most effective methods to bring a man to orgasm."

Jess slid her finger further down and found his asshole. He tensed as she massaged around it. Then she pushed slowly into it. He clenched as he felt her finger penetrate inside him.

"Just relax," she said.

"Fuck me," Harry couldn’t help himself from saying as her finger pushed in deeper, rubbing against his prostate. 

"I'm afraid I can't do that," Jess joked. "I'm a professional. Now tell me if you're close to an orgasm."

"I am," Harry groaned. The double pleasure of Jess' two hands working on his cock and prostate had quickly taken him towards the edge of cumming.

Jess grabbed the container and placed it in position over the top of Harry's cock so the head was pointed inside. She then continued to pleasure him. Her left hand stroked faster along his shaft. Her right fingered deeper inside him, her index finger rubbing harder. She felt Harry moan and clench his cock. Jess stopped stroking but changed her position so she could rub her thumb in circles around the sensitive underside of his cock head. The sensation had Harry shaking. He couldn't stop groaning. It felt as if his cum was already running through his shaft. His eyes were screwed shut and he was overwhelmed by the sensations. His handcuffs strained; their chains clattered. He thought five minutes had passed, during which he was right on the edge. Then suddenly the barrier was broken. He shuddered. A wave of intensity shot through him. Then another and another. His cock clenched harder than ever as Jess' thumb and finger continued to squeezed every bit of pleasure out of him. His cum rushed out. It squirted once. Then twice. Then and third and fourth time. Each as large as the rest. His cum filled up the container. Jess wrapped her hand around his shaft and goaded even more out. It continued to dribble from the head of his cock until she had pushed every last drop out.

Harry was drained. He was exhausted. He was too overwhelmed to feel Jess' slide her finger out of him. She took the container away and went to the bathroom to clean up. Harry lay on the bed, feeling his sweat soaking the sheets. 

*****

By the time Jess returned, his cock had gone soft. She held his sample up to the light, having securely screwed the lid onto it.

"A very healthy sample," she said. "It's an especially impressive amount considering your last orgasm was last night."

She put the container down on her bedside cabinet then sat down beside Harry who looked at her, finding himself more enamoured than ever.

"Now we need to talk about your treatment going forward," she said, continuing with her roleplaying. "In your current situation, I think it best that you remain here for at least a couple of weeks so I can monitor your health.

Harry, experiencing more clarity after his orgasm, decided to confront Jess straight-on. "Did you really do all this to stop me travelling? To stop me from breaking lockdown?" he asked.

Jess smirked. "Does it really matter if I did?"

She leant over and started to stroke his soft cock. Despite its recent eruption, it began to return to life.

"I'm not going to stop you going to your parents if you really want to," she said. "But you have the option to remain here as my patient. And as your only nurse, I can promise you special treatment."

Jess bent over and took Harry's cock in her mouth. He groaned as she sucked on it. His restraints didn't matter, only his pleasure.

Jess stopped and removed her underwear, then brought her legs over to straddle him.

"But as my patient I expect you to give me some pleasure in return."

She grinded her wet pussy along his shaft.

"So, what will it be." She paused a moment. "Do you want to go back to your parents? Or do you want to stay with me?"

Harry looked at Jess sitting on top of him. His cock was already hard and throbbing. He knew his answer: "Let me stay with you. I'll be a good patient."


Quarantined with a Nurse


1. The Start of Something New

"Go and shower," Jess ordered after catching her breath from a mind-blowing orgasm. She untied Harry from her bed. "I've got some things planned for you and I want you clean."

Harry obliged her, feeling as if he had no choice. That morning, his entire life had changed. He had just been fucked by his roommate. What might have been a dream come true had turned out to be a nightmare as his cock, aching from the recent orgasm she gave him, failed to get close to another. Instead it remained sore and hard as he let her ride him until she reached the height of orgasm. Harry was glad for the respite she gave him after finishing herself. The events of the morning replayed in his head as he showered, letting the cool water soothe his aching hangover. Jess, his roommate, had tied him to her bed and teased him, bringing him to an amazing climax. In return, he had committed himself to her service. Not as a slave but as her patient. It was a role-playing scenario which he found both strange and arousing. Jess was a nurse, and Harry was happy to let her treat him in her own special, sexual way. Especially if it meant amazing orgasms like the one she had already brought him. But her femdom side was uncharted territory for him. And being stuck in lockdown would mean no getting away from her. As Harry finished up his shower, he made a decision: if he could just get through this weekend then he could break it off. Unless, of course, he ended up enjoying it all.

"What's the delay?" Jess barged in wearing only her underwear and bra, catching Harry with a towel hastily wrapped around his waist. "I've already seen it all," she said. "Don't hide it. In fact, I want to examine all of you."

Harry reluctantly let the towel drop to the floor. He stood naked on the cold tiles, enveloped by the steam from the shower. 

"I suppose I should be sorry for fucking you," Jess said, approaching him for a better view. "It was very unprofessional of me. But I enjoyed it at least. It's not my fault you couldn't cum again."

"That was very mean of you, Jess," Harry decided to report. He regretted it instantly as he received a sharp slap on his balls, causing him to keel over in pain.

"Don't be so rude to your nurse. I am looking after you in lockdown so you have to be receptive to all my methods. Understood?"

"Yes. Sorry."

"You had better be. Now stand still while I inspect you." Jess touched his cock and it stirred in response. "Very interesting . . . I like to see you standing at attention for me. But it's about time for breakfast. Don't you think?"

"Yeah, I'm hungry," Harry agreed. He reached down to pick up his clothes but Jess held his arm back, stopping him.

"Hold on. Hmm. Now, one thing I'd like to monitor you for is your potency, if you understand what I mean. The best way to do that is for me to keep you in observation. Then I can make note of any signs of arousal and how well your sexual functions are working. So I think it's best you remain naked for now."

Harry nodded, accepting her command. He followed her out of the bathroom and into the kitchen, his cock bouncing with each step. The sensation, aided by the sight of Jess' tight rear, helped to sustain his erection.

"Why don't you make some breakfast for the both of us," Jess said as she slumped on the sofa, stretching out her long smooth legs. "Let’s enjoy our first day in quarantine. How about pancakes? Going on, quickly now. I'm getting hungry."

Harry promptly went ahead with preparing her request. As he moved around the kitchen, whisking a mix then handling a frying pan, Jess scrolled through her phone, paying him little attention. Then, as he finished the pancakes and offered a plate to Jess, she looked up.

"Lovely," she said, accepting the offered breakfast. "Before you eat yours, I want to see how quickly you can get hard."

Harry's erection had subsided while he was distracted cooking, and he was surprised by Jess' request.

"Go on. Stroke for me," she prompted. 

Harry stroked himself as Jess watched, eating her syrup-soaked pancake. Her attention switched from her fork to his moving hand, as if casually watching TV. It didn't take long until Harry's cock was at the full extent of its hardness. 

"Stop," Jess said simply, causing Harry to drop his hand from the length of his shaft. "Go eat your breakfast then."

"Thank you," Harry found himself saying.

"Sit on the floor while you do," Jess added.

She continued to eat as Harry got onto the floor by her feet. He ate, feeling her feet stroke across his back.

"While you're feeling so obedient," Jess pondered, "Why don't you come and kneel right here."

Harry gladly kneeled in front of Jess. She lied sprawled across the sofa, stretching her legs in wide arcs. Her toes pointed towards his face and stroked across his forehead and down to his lips. Harry remained unmoving, letting her do as she liked.

"Suck them," Jess commanded.

Harry opened his mouth, letting in her big toes. He wrapped his lips around and sucked. Jess moved her feet so he could have a turn with each toe. They all felt cold and delicate, and by the time Harry had sucked each digit on both her left and right feet they were all covered in his saliva. Jess pulled back and wiped her drooled-covered toes over his face.

"Now," she said, pulling her panties down, "I need to see how well you perform at other activities. Stay kneeling." She shifted forward and opened her legs wide. Her warm pussy was exposed right in front of Harry. "Lick my cunt."

Harry, still on his knees, bent forward and opened his mouth. He felt the warmth emanating from her flower. Jess' sweet smell greeted him as his tongue extended and began to pleasure her. Her taste fuelled Harry's growing erection. Her whimpers were all he could hear. He moved deeper. His face buried into her and his tongue stimulated her most sensitive area.

Jess stretched her legs out wider, trying to give Harry as much room to manoeuvre as possible. She lowered a hand and grabbed his hair. She could feel his gentle motions as he ate her out. Her fingers grasped his matted strands and she used them like reins to pull him closer. As Jess tugged, Harry submitted more. His mouth was dripping. Drool mixed with Jess' juices. And as he targeted her clit he felt her legs close around him, like an anaconda tightening its hold on its prey.

Jess' legs held Harry firmly in position. He could not retreat; he could only continue to pleasure her. His tongue worked doubly fast. He was pressed further into her. His nose was squashed against her. His breaths were quick and desperate, but all his attention was on her and the feel of her hips thrusting against him.

Jess was transfixed. Ecstasy gripped her as tightly as she gripped Harry. Both her hands now held his head. She had first massaged him, but as pleasure took hold of her she clung onto him like a vice. Harry ignored the pain of his pulled hair. His cock throbbed for attention, but all his focus was on Jess. Her orgasm was approaching.

Jess screamed. The pleasure had exploded suddenly out of her. The sensation between her legs burst out through into the involuntary yell. Her thighs gripped tightly. They clenched and shuddered. Her stomach rose and fell in deep heaves. Jess' entire body was overcome by an orgasm, produced by the work of her submissive patient kneeling before her.


2. A Frustrating Call

Harry's phone buzzed on the dining table. "Shit," he said, having got up to see the text he had just received. 

"What is it?" Jess sat on the sofa, bathing in the afterglow of her orgasm. A wet spot had appeared on the material beneath where Harry had pleasured her. "I still have plans for you. I didn't tell you to stop kneeling."

"Sorry. It's my parents. They want to videocall." Harry came back to her and got on his knees again.

"You seriously want to talk to them and ignore me right now?" Jess looked at his cock, still hard, and ran her toes along it.

"I need to, Jess," Harry replied, trying to ignore the sensation. "I did tell them I was coming to stay with them today. It's the least I can do."

Jess sighed. "Fine. You'd better go and put some clothes on if you're going to be on video."

Harry stood up and started to head over to his bedroom before being interrupted.

"Hold on," Jess said. "I still want your bottom half naked."

"Yes, Jess."

*****

When Harry returned, just wearing a t-shirt, Jess was washing up. In only her bra, Harry wanted to just go over to her and grab her bare ass. But he resisted.

"Mind if I call them in here?" he asked, taking a seat on the sofa.

"Sure," Jess replied, turning briefly only to check out his soft cock. "Get hard before you talk to them."

"Seriously?" Harry didn't want his parents to notice anything strange was going on.

Jess just looked at him with a stone-cold glare. She didn't need to say anything; Harry knew he must obey. He took his cock in his hand and stroked, expecting a call to come through at any moment. Looking over at Jess and admiring her body had him hard in no time.

"Good boy," Jess said, finishing the washing up. "You can stop. Enjoy your call."

Jess went to her bedroom and Harry's erection faded. His parents called and he tried his best to cast thoughts of his sexy nurse out of his mind.

*****

It was impossible to ignore Jess, however, when she re-entered in her scrubs. Harry, giving only limited attention to his parents’ rambling concerns about the lockdown, laid his eyes on Jess.

She smiled and put a finger to her lips, silently shushing him. She squeezed her breasts under her top. Then she pulled it up slowly, revealing her stomach. Harry watched as her top was pulled further up until it was right under her breasts. Jess smiled, seeing him transfixed. Then she let her bare tits drop as she stripped her top off. Harry's cock stirred immediately at the sight of them.

As she approached him and kneeled between his legs, it grew completely hard. Harry, surprised by the move, brought his phone closer to his face so his parents wouldn't be able to see.

"Yeah some people don't seem to care about the rules," he said in agreement to his parents' continued ranting. He didn't give any sign that he wasn't alone, nor that his cock was throbbing at the teasing it was receiving.

Jess had ran her fingers up and down his thighs, sending shivers through his body. Next, she licked gently around his shaft, making him even harder. One hand fondled his balls while the other kept scratching along his thighs. 

Then, Harry had to stifle a gasp as she sucked his engorged head.

"Yes I'm fine," he had to answer his parents as they questioned his sudden grimace. "Just felt like I needed to sneeze."

He could feel Jess smiling as she sucked his dick. Harry had a hard time keeping his phone still as her warm mouth tightened around him. She sucked hard and fast, not holding back. As Harry shifted in his seat, she moved to his balls. Her hand kept stroking his shaft as she took his testicles and sucked on them, popping them in and out of her mouth. Harry looked with panic down at her. The noise was noticeable and he thought his parents might hear. Only after he had tapped Jess on the head, trying to warn her, did she realise and stop. She gave a devilish grin to Harry, as if she loved how close they were to being caught, and resumed sucking his cock.

As Harry tried to pay some attention to what his parents were saying, he couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by the pleasure Jess was giving him. Then he heard a quiet whimper and looked down. She had a hand down the front of her trousers and was fingering herself. Her moans were so subdued and subtle that Harry was sure his phone couldn't pick them up. He felt them, however, in his cock. The soft vibrations coaxed him towards orgasm. Jess, caught up in her own pleasure, took as much of him in her mouth as she could. She descended then pulled up as soon as she began to gag. As she kept going, Harry moved his hand to the back of her head, feeling himself approaching the edge. 

Jess, however, stopped sucking. She kneeled back and continued pleasuring herself, then with her other hand stroked him. Her bright eyes looked up at his and she mouthed a simple order - 'Cum'.

Harry hardly noticed what his parents saying. He could only focus on the sensations of Jess' hand moving up and down his shaft. His cock pulsed. Jess took her hand off him. His hips bucked. The arm holding his phone shook and he clenched his mouth shut to prevent an outburst of frustration as his orgasm rushed out of him without any stimulation. He tried to grab his cock with his free hand but Jess reacted quickly, holding his wrist back. Harry's cock throbbed. The sensation of orgasm filled him with its familiar waves, but its pleasure was replaced with frustration. Cum dribbled out of him. It pooled down his aching, twitching cock and over his balls. Jess giggled silently, watching the results of his ruined orgasm.

"No I'm okay," Harry reassured his parents. His reaction hadn't gone unnoticed. "Got pins and needles in my legs."

Jess smiled, amused by his attempted lies. She listened as he tried to say goodbye to his parents with no success. They both watched as his cock, still eager for pleasure, throbbed harder than before. Harry couldn’t interrupt his parents to hang up. And despite the release of cum from his ruined orgasm, he felt more aroused than ever. All he wanted was for Jess to bring him another fulfilling orgasm, which he realised she was bringing to herself. Her hand moved fast inside her trousers. Harry could hear the sound of its material moving. Jess looked at him and smiled wickedly, knowing how torturous she was being. Her eyes glazed over as her orgasm struck her. She convulsed, consumed by the pleasure which Harry could only imagine and look at longingly.

"Fuuuuuccckkkk," she whispered airily, causing Harry to hurriedly end the call before his parents could question the sound.

"Okay bye," Harry hung-up his phone. "Jess what the hell?"

"What?" she laughed, examining her soaked fingers. "I can't have a bit of fun?"

"You're so evil." Harry looked at the load of cum drying on him.

"And?" Jess smirked. "Did you want a real orgasm?"

"You know I do."

"We'll get there, I promise. I just wanted to see if I could ruin you properly. Now I know I can." Jess got up, grinning at the mess she had made. "Get up and close your eyes."

Harry did as he was told. He could feel his cock still pulsing. A drop of cum dripped onto the floor. Desperate to touch himself, he listened to Jess leave the room and come back a moment later.

"Hands behind your back," she said, promptly handcuffing his wrists when they were together. "Great, now I can trust you won't be touching yourself. I didn't want to risk that."

Harry strained in his bonds. The feeling of vulnerability had him throbbing, eager for Jess to dominate him more. She slapped his cock and laughed as it bounced.

"I'll just be a minute," she said. "But I want you to keep your eyes shut. And, if you really want to impress me, I want you to be hard when I come back. Imagine me sucking you if that helps. Understood?"

Harry nodded, not needing any help picturing her with his cock in her mouth.


3. A Medical Milking Procedure

"Open your eyes. It's about time for your final exam," Jess said, returning to Harry not long later. She was back in her full scrubs, looking radiant in the blue uniform. Her eyes fixed on his crotch. "Not hard? Well, not to worry, I'm sure that'll change. Come with me. Now."

Harry followed his nurse into her bedroom. Memories of the previous night and what had happened there had his cock stir in anticipation. After his ruined orgasm, he was desperate for more.

"Wait a minute," Jess ordered. "I just need to prepare a few things."

Harry stood and waited, aware of how prominent his growing erection was becoming. Without his handcuffs he wouldn’t be able to resist touching it. Jess moved around the room, getting a few things in order. She put a pillow on the middle of the bed, then threw a towel down over it. From a drawer she found a facemask and put it on before picking up a pair of disposable latex gloves. She pulled them on and up her wrists. When she turned to Harry, she looked ready for an operation.

"I'm ready for you," she said, temporarily unlocking his cuffs. "Please lie down on the bed."

Harry did as he was told, lying down with the pillow under his lower back. In this position his ass was propped up and, when Jess dragged his legs open and kneeled between them, he realised his asshole was exposed right in front of her.

Jess looked over him, observing every inch of his body. Her mask covered her mouth and nose, highlighting her pretty and glistening eyes. Harry felt his cock respond to her light touch as she stroked along its hard underside. The latex felt soft and smooth, a curiously different and pleasurable sensation to a normal handjob.

As soon as she had started, Jess stopped. "I've forgotten something vital," she said, getting off the bed. Harry watched as she rummaged through her drawers and returned with a familiar set of restraints. 

"Jess you don't need to use those." Harry started to get up but Jess straddled him and pinned him down.

"It's for your own good," she replied, chaining his hands above his head and attaching them to the bed. Harry found himself letting her. Feeling tied down and submissive was, as he had come to learn, very arousing. "I need you to remain in position during this procedure. Understood?"

Harry nodded his head as Jess tied his ankles to the bed posts, restraining them so they were kept spread wide. Then she returned to her position between his knees. In her hand she held a roll of white tape which Harry hadn't noticed before.

"I have something important to do to you," she said. "And I can't have any distractions from you."

"Wait Jess—”

Harry was muffled as Jess forced his mouth shut and taped it closed. To make sure, she covered it with a few more layers.

"Perfect." She admired her trussed-up patient. "We can begin."

*****

Jess grabbed a bottle of lube and squirted it on Harry's cock. The situation felt familiar to him and he was hoping that might mean she would bring him to orgasm once again.

Jess stroked him, feeling his cock grow in her hands. She watched, her eyes gazing intently from her masked face. Her gloved hands ran so smoothly over the lubed-up cock. It wasn't long before Harry was squirming on the bed. But in his restraints he couldn't do anything but enjoy the pleasure.

Before he had a chance to near the edge, Jess stopped him. One hand gripped the base of his cock and the other fondled his balls gently before slowly moving down and massaging his taint.

"Don't think I'm some sort of slut here to bring you pleasure," Jess said, noticing Harry's want to be stroked again. "I have decided to perform a very specific kind of milking procedure."

Harry sighed with relief. He thought she might have decided to just tease him, or use him to bring herself to orgasm again. So hearing that she planned to milk him had Harry even more desperate for her touch. But what Jess told him next had him recoil with worry.

"I might assume that you know about the prostate," she said, letting her finger trail down to his asshole. "All men have it. And it's important to be massaged. It's good for your health." She applied more lube to her finger and slowly pushed inside. Harry winced as he felt the breach. "And I hear men can experience prostate orgasms. So I'll have to test that out."

Harry felt his body tense as Jess' finger slid deeper inside him. He hadn't expected her plan. And now he regretted being so eager to let her tie him down.  

Jess felt his body tighten and took his cock in her free hand. "Just relax, this will feel good."

The pleasure of her sensual handjob did help Harry to relax. She released her grip and let his cock lay across his stomach. Adding more lube, she ran her hand gently over his hard member. Each touch had him twitch in response. He would tense his muscles, lifting his cock up each time to try and reach her teasing fingers. Jess never gave him more than a gentle amount of pleasure. She would run her hand over his sensitive organ, let it throb, then hold back. Sometimes she would give more attention to the spot on the underside of his head, swirling a finger around in circles. Harry groaned whenever she targeted that area, and whimpered when she withdrew her hand again.

Meanwhile, Jess continued to probe Harry's ass. As she fingered him more, he was able to relax. The sensation submerged beneath the teasing to his cock. Then she found his prostate.

Harry groaned at the new feeling. It was a warmth that spread throughout his crotch and started a fire in his cock which fuelled an erection that felt harder than any he had had before.

"Mmmmmmmmm." He realised one long moan into his gag.

"Ooh, sounds like I've hit the spot," Jess purred, enjoying the control she had over him.

"Do you think you could cum just like this?"

She took her hand away from his cock and just focused on massaging his prostate. Harry could feel nothing but the touch of her finger inside him that caused his cock to throb as if it might explode at minute.

The orgasm which seemed to be building never quite broke forth, and soon Jess withdrew her finger, feeling an ache in her wrist from all the motions.

"Looks like you need some more stimulation," she said. "I have a few ideas that might help."

She stripped all her clothes off, putting on a show for Harry. Having missed her tits, he enjoyed seeing them again. Then, before resuming her position between his legs, she grabbed a new toy.

"Something to help really get at that spot of yours," she said, lubing it up. 

It was black and silicone, bulbed and curved as part of its design to reach his prostate. Once thoroughly covered, Jess slowly inserted it. Harry felt its girth immediately. Being much larger than Jess' finger, it seemed to fill him completely. But he was receptive. And it didn't take much effort to slide it in in its entirety. 

"Mmphhmmm." Harry would have said a long "fuck" if he could. The massager had reached his prostate and brought a return to the sensations that had his cock firmly erect once more.

Jess stroked him again, giving in to his muffled desire to be touched. She only lightly stimulated his cock, careful not to let her hand bring him towards an edge. Instead, she worked the prostate massage harder into him. As she did, she pressed a button and it began to vibrate.

Harry groaned again as the sensation rippled through his body. He could feel every pulse of pleasure in his prostate echoing twice as strongly in his cock.

Jess could feel his cock throb with pleasure. Every motion of her massager was bringing him towards orgasm and she realised he was about to cum. Her hand that had been stroking his cock stopped, instead shifting to form a tight ring around its base. She could feel every throb and pulse as blood pumped through him.

Harry hadn't even noticed how she had stopped stroking. All his pleasure still remained, building up from the vibrations against his prostate. His cock felt engorged and ready to blow. His eyes were screwed shut, too overwhelmed to pay attention to anything but the feeling of his orgasm rushing through him.

In one almighty moan of ecstasy he released. Jess felt the rush of cum coursing through his cock. She kept the massager working against his prostate. Cum spurted out in wave after wave. In his position with his hips elevated, Harry's cock was aimed at his face. The first squirt shot onto his taped mouth. The next down his neck. The third hit his chest and the rest oozed over his stomach.

It was an orgasm unlike any other. Harry felt as if every bit of liquid had been drained from his body. He hadn't even noticed how much he had covered himself with his own cum. Not until he had recovered a minute later and felt his juices drip down his chin.

******

Jess had turned the vibrator off and slowly pulled out the massager, receiving no hint of discomfort from Harry who was so enraptured by the entire experience.

“How was that?” she grinned at him, visibly pleased at what she had accomplished.

Harry could only sigh, breathing deeply through his nose and nodding slowly. He was completely satisfied. He couldn’t move. Not that he’d be able to if he wanted, but all he wanted was to stay where he was, experiencing the blissful glow that warmed his body. Even the smell of his own cum, some of which still lay right below his nose on his taped mouth, didn’t faze him. He had been covered, and he could still feel his now cold juices sliding down the side of his torso. The ticklish sensation did nothing to pull him from his meditative state.

Jess began to clean up. With her gloves still on, she grabbed a damp cloth and wiped Harry down. She cleaned off the cum that had gathered around his stomach and chest.

“Now I really feel like a nurse,” she said to herself, before deciding to leave the semen on Harry’s mouth to serve as a reminder of her achievement. “I can safely say that your procedure was a success. It went perfectly all thanks to my expertise. Now you just need to do is rest a while.” She stood up and took her gloves off, then turned to Harry who looked up at her through half-closed eyes. “Prostate massaging is best done on a regular basis, so we may have to schedule you in for another appointment soon. But, for now, just lie back and relax.”

Jess left the room to clean herself up. Harry lied bound on the bed, still overwhelmed by his first full day in lockdown.


Locked at Home

"Want a tea break?" Greg asked his wife, peering into their living room to see her staring intently at the mess of papers strewn over their coffee table.

"That would be lovely," Helen replied, looking over at him and smiling. "Busy morning so far?"

"Not as busy as yours by the looks of things."

"That may be so. Put the kettle on and I'll join you in a mo."

Greg went back to the kitchen and started to make two cups of tea. As he waited for the water to boil, he checked his emails. He had setup his own work station at the kitchen with the added perk of easier tea consumption. Plus, since they had both been working at home for a couple of weeks, it had been essential to stay in separate rooms. They had both found out, in the drastic increase of time stuck together, that they both had a hard time keeping their hands off each other. So, when Helen came into the kitchen, having heard the kettle finish boiling, Greg instantly pounced on her.

"Hey!" she giggled as his strong arms wrapped around her waist and lifted her onto the kitchen counter.

"What?" Greg laughed in between bouts of ravishing his wife. His mouth kissed and licked and sucked around her neck and over her face, his hands ran across the tight material of her leggings and cupped her breasts beneath her blouse.

"We can't again! I'm serious, Greg, I have so much to do."

Greg reluctantly pulled away, now feeling his erection pressing against his trousers. "You could still work? Just lay back and let me do the work."

Wiping his slobber from her face, Helen shook her head and hopped off the counter. "Not today. Behave yourself for once." She looked at his puppy-dog eyes and gave him a peck on the lips. "Unlike you I'm swamped. Clean the house if you need something to do. And where's my tea?"

Greg went to finish making her the hot drink. Once Helen had returned to her makeshift office in the living room, Greg sat at his computer. Still no emails. Still no urgent work. Still feeling worked-up by their encounter, he watched porn on silent. At first thinking he'd be able to restrain himself by only watching, it wasn't long before he had to rush to the toilet. He closed the door and pulled up a video on his phone. Trying not to alert Helen, he jerked off and finished into the toilet bowl. Once he was finally relieved, Greg headed back to his computer.

*****

As he sat in the kitchen the next day, a knock on the front door woke Greg from a work-induced daze.

"Can you get that?" Helen called from the living room.

Having not been left a choice, Greg went to answer the door. There was no one there. Only a small brown box on the doormat. The postman must have hurried off.

"What is it?" Helen shouted.

"A parcel." Greg turned it over to check the address. "For me, apparently. I don't remember ordering anything."

"Show me."

Greg came back into the house and headed to his wife, who seemed to have made no progress since yesterday on her pile of paperwork.

"I'm sure I didn't order anything," Greg repeated, sitting down on the sofa opposite her.

"Well open it and see."

With a lack of any grace or dexterity, Greg ripped apart the tape that secured the box and tore open the cardboard. He tipped it upside down. Something shiny and metal landed with a heavy thud on the sofa.

"Is this—"

"A chastity cage?" Helen interrupted. "Surprise!"

"What's it for?" Greg couldn't help but feel dumbfounded as he examined the rings of hard steel that had a satisfying weight in his palm.

"You know what it's for. We talked about it."

"I think you talked about it . . ."

"You want to make me happy, right?" Helen's tone shifted from light-hearted to something with a hint of dominance.

"Well, of course, I—"

"Then you'll try it on for me."

"Really?"

"Yes." Helen sat back and crossed one leg over the other, as if waiting for a show to start. "I thought now would be a good a time as any to try. Seems as you'll rarely need to leave the house."

"Okay." Greg nodded his head, still looking at the cage sat in his hand and trying to imagining what it would look like on him. "Um, right now?"

"Yes. So pull down your pants."

Greg didn't want to test his wife's patience. With a few quick movements he had his cock out and hanging free. At four inches flaccid, he had no idea how it would fit into the cage. It looked like it couldn't be much more than two inches long.

"Go on," Helen encouraged him. "You need to put the ring on first. Get it over behind your balls."

With a little effort, Greg managed to get the ring of the chastity device on properly. The next part, however, didn't seem so easy. In all the inadvertent stimulation and the excitement of wearing the device, an erection had manifested which had grown to a larger size than usual due to the pressure of the tight metal band which encircled it and acted like a cock ring. At a good six inches long, Greg could not fathom how the rest of the cage could possibly fit on him. Especially not in this state. Even as he tried, it hardly covered more than the engorged head of his cock.

"Oh dear," Helen said, noticing his dilemma. "Looks like you have a bit of a problem. You'll just have to get rid of that erection. I suppose you should stand there and wait for it to go down."

Greg, who was no stranger to his wife's more dominant side, was happy to obey her. But the arousal of her commanding voice, along with the pressure of the ring around the base of his cock, meant that even five minutes later he was as hard and throbbing as before.

"Seriously?" Helen looked up from her work. "Maybe you should go and get some ice. Or . . . fine. You deserve a reward for going along with this all I suppose. Come here."

Eager to see what his reward might be, Greg stepped over to his wife and stood before her. She remained seated on the sofa. Her eyes lingered on the hard cock pointing straight out in front of her.

"Put your hands behind your back and enjoy this while you can," she said, reaching up and taking him in her hands. "Because soon you'll be locked up and sex won't be on your terms."

Greg groaned as his wife stroked him. The pressure inside his hard cock seemed to have increased exponentially due to the slow lead-up to her handjob. It was such a simple form of stimulation but it achieved so much, making his knees shake as he tried to keep his hands behind him.

"To make this reward even more special," Helen said as she kept stroking. "You get to cum in your favourite place."

With one hand occupied by his intense thickness her other fiddled with the buttons on her blouse. One by one they were undone and she pulled it apart, revealing the soon-to-be target of Greg's orgasm. He always liked finishing on his wife's tits. Something about being able to paint her in his sticky fluids really made the climax feel all the more special. And being able to watch the white load drip over the curves of her body created an erotic image that he could enjoy in the afterglow of his orgasm. Even now, despite her breasts still partially encased by her black bra, Greg could hardly hold out imagining them covered by him. In fact, they looked even larger because of the support, and the plunge of deep cleavage made for a particularly inviting target.

"Are you close, honey?" Helen asked despite already knowing the answer. The throb of his cock as it approached climax was enough of a tell-tale sign for her experienced hands.

"Fuuuuck, yesss," Greg groaned as he felt himself reach the edge.

"Then cum on my tits. Cover me with your load."

Helen stroked faster, her hands deftly working over the length of Greg's shaft and squeezing tightly at his sensitive head. He had to brace himself. His hands clenched hard and his knees struggled not to collapse. He felt an intense heat as his load erupted, sending strings of his white cum flying forth over Helen's bare chest. Her tits were covered by multiple shots. She looked down at it, smiling and amazed by how much of his cum now dripped down the curves of her tits. 

*****

They both hurried to the bathroom to clean up, careful not to let any of the milky load drip onto the floor along the way.

"Time to lock up," Helen said as she washed the stickiness from her tits. "Go on. It shouldn't be so hard for you now."

Greg cleaned the tip of his cock and felt it softening more and more. He had brought the cage with him and found it now fit much more easily over his head. Still, it took a bit of effort to squeeze the length of his shaft into the cage, but once it had been properly put in place he attached the lock and secured it tightly.

Helen promptly took the key off him and examined the chastity device. Her fingers felt Greg's balls hanging loosely between his legs. She trailed over the hard metal that encircled his now soft shaft. As she gripped it, she smirked at the unfamiliar feeling. Reduced to a length of only two inches, it felt so incredibly small and different to what she was used to. Even Greg was amazed. The cock that always protruded from him and grew erect to six inches long was now firmly restrained behind its unforgiving steel bars.

"You look perfect wearing this," Helen commented as she continued to feel his cage. "Is it comfortable?"

"Surprisingly, yes."

"Well let's hope that's still the case when you get an erection. Do you have much work to be getting on with?"

"It's still slow today," Greg answered.

"Hmm," Helen pondered, still examining his locked-up cock with both her eyes and fingers. "In that case you can do some work for me. Understood?"

"What sort of work?"

"Anything I ask you to. Only by pleasing me will you have a chance of being let out of this. So why don't you make me a cup of tea. And this time you can bring it to me."

*****

Not knowing what he had got himself into, Greg got started following his wife's commands.

"It’s nice to know you're working in the kitchen where you belong, live a well-trained house hubby," Helen said, smiling as he entered the living room with her cup of tea. "Why don't you make some lunch for us too? Something nice for a change."

Greg made an omelette for them to share and they ate together in the garden.

"Wash the dishes then come back here," Helen commanded once they're plates were cleared.

When Greg returned and had sat back down, she got up and straddled him. "How's the cage, honey?"

"Fine," Greg said, unable to look away from the cleavage his wife was presenting him.

"What about now?" she asked as she began to grind against his crotch, feeling the hard bulge pressing into her. 

"It's . . . okay." Greg couldn't stop his cock from reacting to his wife's teasing advances. 

"Oh really? Are you sure it's going to be alright in its tiny little cage? How's it going to grow in there?"

Greg shook his head. He didn't know. His erection was growing – that much he could feel – but the sensation was prevented by the restraints of the solid metal. His cock throbbed and twitched as it normally would when hard, but it was still restricted to two inches despite feeling like it could break out at any moment.

"Stand up and show me it," Helen ordered as she moved back to her seat.

Greg stood up and pulled out his cock. They both looked with amazement at how it strained against its bonds. Helen ran her fingers over it, feeling where it bulged out between the metal bars. Even the tip seemed to be trying to escape. But it was all to no avail. Somehow the pressure of the cage increased Greg's arousal, and his stunted erection was maintained by the feeling of the metal pressing in around it.

"It really does suit you," Helen said, giggling as Greg's caged cock twitched in response to her wandering fingers. "The thing is, I think I prefer you like this. Do you know why?"

"No," Greg moaned as she fondled his vulnerable balls.

"Firstly, it means we can both be productive. Even if you've not got much on at work you can do all the chores around the house. And secondly . . . I know you masturbated yesterday. You're never very discrete, you should have learned that by now. So I think some time in the cage is warranted anyway. Maybe you'll learn to be less of a sex-obsessed horny boy. Don't you agree?"

Greg hung his head in shame. He hated having his wife find out about his masturbation sessions, so he couldn't help but feel that the cage was, as she said, a deserved punishment.

"Put it away and clean the house if you've not got any work to do." Helen stood up and headed back to the living room, calling back before disappearing, "And don't fiddle with that cage when I'm not around!"

*****

Greg made himself busy that afternoon. After reply to the only two emails he had received all day, he started dusting around the house. As he began on their bedroom, Helen walked in with a look of frustration.

"They've just called a last-minute meeting in half an hour," she said, approaching her husband and wrapping her arms around him. "I wanted to get off early but now I'll be stuck online for god knows how long. Come and keep me company, won't you? I'll be on mute most of the time."

"Of course," Greg said, kissing his wife.

"And how are you doing?" Helen asked, looking around the room to see his progress while also letting her hands wander down to the bulge in his pants. "Keeping busy? Keeping horny?"

"Yes to both," Greg gasped as she unzipped his fly and pulled his cage out.

"I'm not sure what I love the most," Helen pondered. "How obedient the cage makes you or how cute your cock looks in it. Do you want a treat?"

Greg nodded desperately and watched as his wife got on her knees. She leaned forward and kissed the exposed tip of his cock. Then she wrapped her mouth around the caged shaft and began to give a teasing blowjob. Greg groaned, feeling her warm breath surround his member while being prohibited from gaining any actual pleasure from it.

"Fuck," he said as his wife sucked harder. "You're so fucking cruel."

"Hey." Helen pulled back and smacked his balls. "You can't be rude to me now. This is a treat, remember? I thought you liked blowjob?"

"I do but—"

"No buts. And if you really want to experience one without a cage on, well . . . maybe you can get so hard your cock will break it open."

Helen stood up, smiling at the twitching, bulging, saliva-covered mess she had caused.

"I need to get back to work," she said. "Remember to come see me. I have something I need you to do."

*****

Still desperately worked-up from Helen's tortuous teasing, Greg was desperate to serve her any way he could if it would give him a chance to be unlocked. 

"Help me move my stuff into the kitchen," she asked once he had come downstairs. "It'll be easier to sit at the dining table for my meeting."

Greg helped her, or rather he did everything for her as Helen sat waiting. 

"Now kneel beside me," she ordered. "I want you to stay here during the meeting."

Greg obeyed, kneeling on the floor beside his wife who turned her attention away from him and to her computer. Her meeting started promptly and Greg had to stay silent as Helen talked with her colleagues. He zoned out after listening to ten minutes of business talk, and was only brought back to reality when Helen gently smacked his cheek.

"I'm muted," she said while still trying to appear as if she was completely focused on the videocall. "Kneel in front of me. Come on."

Greg had to shuffle under the kitchen table and be careful not to bump his head, and when he had got into position he looked up to see that his wife had pulled down her leggings and underwear. He knelt, looking at her exposed, shaved pussy. 

"Help me get through this meeting," Helen said, parting her legs to let him in closer. "You know what to do."

As he listened to the muffled conversations of his wife's colleagues, Greg shuffled forward and began to lick her out. It was something he loved to do, if only because he knew how much pleasure he could bring her. Helen's immediate reaction granted him bursts of satisfaction. She shifted in her seat, whimpered involuntarily, and grabbed the back of his head to force him in closer.

Kneeling and feeling the tightness of his cage only served to heighten Greg's desires to please his wife. He basked in the knowledge that he could make her feel so amazing with only his mouth. His tongue darted in and out and up and down, drawing the alphabet against her moist lips.

"We need to make sure we're on the ball next month," Helen suddenly said, having to reply to a colleague's queries. "We don't want suppliers to consider our competition. If we can work a bit harder, we can, um, really make sure everyone is satisfied." She breathed deeply between sentences, struggling to concentrate on anything other than Greg's pleasing tongue. 

One of her bosses asked Helen something so she again had to come up with a response: "We should finish that project soon. It should be quite a climax."

Greg grinned as he heard her talking, not sure whether she had deliberately tried to work innuendos into her answers. But he didn't care. He knew he was getting her close to an orgasm. He could feel it in the tensions of her body: how her toes curled, how her legs stretched, how her fingers grasped his hair.

"Make me cum honey," Helen ordered, having muted herself again. "I've not got long. I need to present something in a couple of minutes and you're making me want to fucking scream so make me cum. Hurry honey."

Greg worked harder to meet her demands. Knowing how desperately she needed him was enough to make the submission caused by his cage to seem worthwhile. Her thighs pressed tightly around him. Her pussy clenched as her orgasm began to break through. Her muffled moans of pleasure turned into ecstatic screams as Greg brought her to climax.

"Fuuuuuck, yes baby, keep going," Helen yelled, not caring about what her colleagues might be saying. "You're such a good submissive for me. Fuck."

Greg felt her hand pushing him off her and he crawled back out from under the table. 

"You're doing a good job showing me how little I need your cock if your tongue can continue to do good work like that," Helen said, winking at her husband who looked frightened at the idea. "But you have been good today so maybe you deserve to be unlocked. Hmm. Later though. Thanks for getting me off. Now leave me alone to do this meeting."

Greg walked out, feeling his cock throbbing in its tight cage. The taste of Helen remained on his tongue as he looked back at saw her beginning her presentation with her wet pussy still exposed and dripping its juices onto her chair.

*****

"I have to admit, you've been very good today," Helen said as she watched her husband wash up. He had obediently made them dinner as instructed by her. "Do you want a treat?"

"Fuck yes," Greg replied, still feeling a strain on his cock from the intense teasing he had suffered over the course of the day. "Are you going to unlock me?"

"That remains to be seen. Keep up the good behaviour and maybe I will. I want you to come up to the bedroom when you're done. I'll be waiting."

Helen's words prompted Greg to hasten his washing up. His cock tried to get hard as he thought of what his wife might be planning. After rushing through the last of the dishes, Greg ran upstairs to the bedroom.

"Someone's eager," Helen said from her position lying on the bed as Greg bounded in through the door. "Like what you see?"

Greg did. He stood and stared at his wife looking absolutely stunning in her sexiest lingerie. Her breasts were displayed stunningly in her red lacy bra. A pair of black thigh-high stockings encased her legs. And a skimpy pair of red panties obscured the pussy that Greg could still taste in his mouth. The last thing he noticed was the delicate silver chain encircling her neck. Hanging from it between Helen's cleavage was the key to his cage.

"You're absolutely beautiful," he said.

"Why thank you honey," Helen said, smiling and beckoning him over. "Strip for me and come here. I know it's been a while since I've worn this. But I think you deserve it. You've spent all day in that cage and I've hardly heard a complaint from you."

"I just want to make you happy," Greg said, as he speedily removed all his clothes and approached the bed, lying beside his wife and hugging her.

"Aww I know honey."

They kissed and felt each other's bodies. Greg enjoyed the smooth feel of Helen's stockings and felt himself trying to get hard again.

"Will you let me out now?" he whispered into her ear, grabbing her juicy ass while his eyes gazed at the key hanging there within view.

"I'll release you on my terms, okay? Scooch up. I've got something else for you."

Greg shuffled up the bed and lied on his back with his head resting on the pillows. Helen straddled him, pushing his caged cock up so his balls were rubbing against the material of her underwear. Greg grunted at the slight discomfort, but he was eased as Helen made out passionately with him. Her warms lips pressed against his. Her tongue flitted around inside his mouth. Greg let her take control. She ran her hands over him and took hold of his wrists, lifting them above his head. Only when the cuffs clicked shut did Greg look up to see what she had done.

"You only had to ask," he said, testing the restraints and grinning at the surprise. His wrists were firmly cuffed to the headboard above him.

"I thought it might be hotter this way," Helen purred in his ear before kissing down his neck and across his chest. She sucked on one of his nipples, biting it gently and pulling.

"Ouch!" Greg yelled, feeling the tugging as he tried to lift his chest up in response.

"Sorry honey." Helen went to kiss Greg on the lips again before sitting back and slowly grinding against him. She looked at the cock straining in its cage and trying its best to break apart the metal bars. "Looks like someone want to be unlocked."

"So much," Greg groaned as she squeezed his balls. After only part of a day locked up, they seemed tighter, fuller, and more sensitive than ever before.

"Hmm, maybe. Maybe not." Helen grinned as she teasingly considered it. She traced her fingernails over his stomach and his thighs before circling his taint.

"Please, I'm so desperate."

"I can see that," she giggled, and only after playing with his cage a bit longer did she finally take her necklace off and bring the key to the lock. "I could keep you looked for the rest of lockdown if I really wanted. This is more than you deserve, so don't explode straight away. You really don't want to disappoint me when I have the key to your cock."

"I promise I won't," Greg begged. "Please, just please let me out."

"Okay, honey, stop squirming."

Helen circled the key around the lock, taking her time and teasing her husband. His cock looked like it was about to burst so she decided to finally take pity on it. She slid the key into the lock and turned it, watching it unlock and then taking it off. Greg whimpered as his throbbing cock pushed the cage loose. His shaft sprung out to its full length. Helen twisted the two-inch cage off the engorged head and gawped at the hard cock in front of her.

"You came this morning and you're already this hard?" she said in wonder as her hands trailed over the hot flesh.

"This is what you do to me," Greg groaned at the first real touch since the cage had gone on.

"I like it. And I think I'll keep the ring on. It makes you bigger!" Helen stroked Greg's cock and admired how hard he had instantly become, helped along by the tight metal ring behind his balls. 

"Fuck that feel so good," Greg said in response to her hands.

"Oh yeah?"

"Fuck yeah. I don't think I'd last in your pussy."

Helen smiled and kept stroking. "Who said you're going to fuck me? You actually satisfied me enough with your tongue earlier. No, my pussy is off limits today. Maybe after a week longer in chastity you'll deserve to feel that."

"Fuuuck, I can't stay locked for a week."

"Why not?" Helen sped her strokes up. "You've done so well today."

"It's hard, especially when you're teasing me. I just wanted to grab the key so I could fuck you."

"Poor you. That's not a very nice thing to want to do to me though, so maybe you don't deserve any more pleasure from me."

Helen removed her hand despite the throbbing of Greg's cock.

"Fuck! I'm right on the edge," he said.

"Hmm? And?" Helen leaned over and kissed her husband, then scratched her nails across his chest. "Tell you what, I could just wait for you to go soft and lock you up. Then you'll stay locked for however long I want. But . . . I want you to agree to submit to me as your keyholder. Submit fully and completely, and I'll actually let you cum. Then I can lock you up anyway but you shouldn't be as horny or hard. Either way, I'm happy because you'll be locked and I'll have your key. But it's up to you whether you're going to cum today."

Greg didn't have a choice. His cock was already close to bursting and he couldn't imagine how frustrating it would be to return to the cage in this state. Either way, he realised, he wanted to submit to his wife. In any way she wanted.

"Let me cum, please. Be my keyholder. I'll do anything."

Helen grinned and wrapped her hands back around his thick shaft. "Exactly what I wanted to hear. I think you've made the right choice."

Before doing anything else, she reached over and grabbed a vibrator from her bedside cabinet.

"Oh fuck," Greg said as the toy was turned on and he heard the buzzing.

"What? I don't see why this should only be used on me." Helen started stroking and pressed the vibrator against Greg's balls, sending a new feeling of pleasure rushing throughout his sensitive member. 

"Mmmmm," he groaned, feeling amazing from the dual-sensations of his wife's hand and tool.

"Fuck, you're dripping." Helen noticed the string of precum leaking from the tip of his cock. "Let me clean that up for you."

Keeping the vibrator against his balls, Helen leaned over and kissed his cock. Her tongue darted out and licked the drop of precum from his engorged head. As Greg moaned, she wrapped her lips sensuously around him. All she needed to do was suck on the top two or three inches of his cock. That, along with the vibrator, was enough to make his cock pulse as he felt himself about to burst.

"I'm gonna cum," he groaned in ecstasy.

Helen removed her lips and resumed stroking. Her hand moved hard and fast over his entire length. The vibrator sent waves of pleasure across his throbbing shaft and coaxed the cum out of his tight balls. Helen brought him over the edge and Greg shot his load all over his stomach. It was hot and powerful, launching across his entire torso in long white ropes. The ring of the chastity device seemed to increase the pressure in a way that it broke out with such an astounding intensity. His cock felt as if it was being drained dry. The vibrator helped his balls to be emptied while Helen's hand squeezed any remaining cum out of his shaft.

“Wow!” Helen exclaimed at the intense display of potency. “How can you keep that all inside you? I thought you’d still be empty from this morning.”

“This is what you do to me,” Greg said as he felt his load sliding down the sides of his torso.

“Well I’m very impressed.” Helen got up and grabbed some tissues. She cleaned up the cum still dripping from his softening cock. “It just makes me curious about how much you’ll have stored up after a whole week in chastity.”

“I don’t know if I could handle being locked for that long.”

“Stop complaining, and stop struggling,” Helen said as she started to put the cage back on his now flaccid member. “Just let me lock you up like the good little submissive you are.”

“Fuck,” Greg sighed. Still handcuffed to the bed and with his wife straddling him, there was nothing he could do to stop her. Instead he had to remain still so the cage could go on more easily. He didn’t want to risk it pinching his foreskin.

“Perfect.” Helen slid the lock back in and twisted the key, securing the cage back on. She marvelled at how small Greg’s cock had once again become. “It really does suit you. Don’t you agree?”

“I guess so.”

“Well, it doesn’t really matter what you think about it,” Helen said as she put the key back on the chain around her neck. “I own your locked little cock. And now I think about it, perhaps I’ll keep locked up for the rest of lockdown.”


Virtual Dominance

"Can you repeat that, John?" the company manager, Al, asked. I watched his mouth move a moment later, distractingly out of sync with his voice.

"I said the reports will be in by next Wednesday," I repeated, this time almost shouting at my screen. The twenty or so faces that stared back at me in their little boxes froze in various grotesquely distorted images. I waited, unsure if anyone had heard me this time around. If I lost connection again I might throw the monitor out the window. Working at home had its perks, but they couldn't make up for the awful broadband in my house.

"Okay that's great," Al finally responded. "What's your update Dominique?"

I leaned back in my chair, glad that the focus was no longer on me. I tuned out what was being said and scrolled through my phone. After a few weeks I thought I might have gotten used to working from home, but in reality it was terribly dull. There were more needless meetings, more time-wasting, and more scrutiny from our manager who hardly trusted us to work efficiently without him breathing down our necks.

"Anyone got any final points before we finish up?"

I turned my attention back to the virtual meeting, glad to hear it was nearly over. It was already after five. We had run over yet again.

"In that case you can all sign out," our manager said, evidently enjoy how he could hold us all online, waiting for his word to let us leave. "Have a good weekend."

One by one everyone signed off the videocall and I promptly followed. It was Friday evening. Finally time for a beer.

I stood up and rearranged my boxers. The only room in my house that had a halfway decent connection to the Wi-Fi was the cramped little spare bedroom in which I had never got round to installing curtains or blinds. As a result, the late afternoon sun warmed it up to a ridiculous degree and the stagnant summer air outside provided no ventilation through the open window. Fortunately, there was no one around to see me working in my underwear. There was no need to wear sweaty suit trousers; all I needed was a smart shirt on top to create an image of professionality for my colleagues. They all had no clue I was chilling in my boxers throughout our meetings.

I went to the kitchen to get a chilled beer then returned to my little office. As I sat down at my computer to shut down, I received an invite to join a new videocall. It was Dominique. What did she want? If it was anyone else I might have feigned innocence and pretended not to see her invite. It was outside of work hours, after all. Yet, while she had to report to Al, I had to report directly to Dominique. So it didn’t seem like I had much choice other than to answer her. But there was something else that compelled me, not just because she was my boss.

I wouldn't quite say I had a crush on her, but there was certainly something about her that had me offering to help her at any opportunity I could. Maybe it was just how she stood out in an office of mostly middle-aged careerists with nothing interesting to say unless they were discussing work. Being only a couple of years older than me, I couldn’t help but respect her for getting fast-tracked into a more senior position than others. Even if it did make me feel slightly inadequate and unaccomplished. If not for the fact that it risked making my office life awkward, and potentially breaking certain rules on office relationships, I would have asked her out a long time ago. But she didn't know that. So I was happy to play the role of helpful colleague to her.

"Hello, John," she said, sounding surprisingly severe.

"Hi Dominique, what's up?" I looked at her image fill the screen. It was the view I had missed most from being in the office. 

Her pretty face was framed by glasses which highlighted her sparkling eyes. Her dark hair was pulled back in her usual, professional ponytail. And she had a blouse on, one which I knew was just about transparent enough to show the outline of a bra, if only I was with her in person. Under her desk I imagined her wearing one of her usual pencil skirts that hugged her ass so amazingly. But the image evaporated as I was thrown off by the stern look she was giving me.

"You've been a bad body haven't you," she said.

"Um, sorry?" I didn't know how to respond. Was this even a work call?

"I saw you in your boxers."

"What?"

"That's right," she said. "You didn't sign off from the meeting. When you stood up you gave mea lovely display of your lovely blue boxers."

What the fuck? How did she see? She got the colour right so she couldn't be lying. But I was sure I logged out. Maybe I . . . shit. I only minimised the group call! The host had ended it now, but I must have remained on the call up until that point.

"I'm so sorry Dominique." I didn't know what else to say. "Did anyone else see?"

"Lucky for you everyone had left before you stood up."

"Good, good." I breathed a sigh of relief. If it was only Dominique who noticed I might be in the clear.

"Oh don't bless your lucky stars yet," she retorted. "I took a lovely picture of you showing off your bulge." She showed me her phone screen, on which a photo proved her right. There was no denying it. That was me, standing in my boxers.

"Why did you take a picture?" I asked, panicked.

"I thought it might be funny to send Al. I'd love to see his reaction."

"Dominique, what the fuck?" My heart raced. "Don't do that."

"Oh? Why not?" She was smirking now. Somehow my panic was amusing her.

"Come on, Dominique. That's not funny. You know how he's like! He'd probably fire me if he saw that." I usually got on with Dominique. It helped that she was close to my age and always managed to be an understanding boss, allowing a sense of comradery to develop in the office. But she still had to do what Al said. And he could be a bastard sometimes.

"If you don't want to risk it, you'd better do what I say."

"What do you mean?" I started to realise she might be trying to blackmail me.

"I mean, if I tell you to stand up you will stand up. So do it." 

She barked her command and I felt compelled to follow it. I sprung out of my seat and my chair rolled back.

"And there we are," she said, peering at me from behind her glasses. "Didn't bother putting anything on after the meeting?"

"I, err, no."

"Well, no need to put anything on now. Quite the opposite in fact. I want to see your cock."

My heart pounded at the sudden request. "Dominique, seriously? I can't. We can't. It's . . . unprofessional."

"How can you say that when you spend our meetings sat in your boxers? You've clearly thrown professionality out of the window already. But I suppose it's up to you. I do wonder what Al will say on Monday."

"Wait, no, okay." 

I couldn't believe I was actually going to do it. I grabbed the waistband of my boxers and slowly lowered them. Somehow, knowing we were separated by a screen helped me to ignore the reality of my situation, that I was stripping in front of my boss.

But I still felt her eyes piercing me through the monitor. They watched intently as my trimmed hair was revealed. Then the base of my cock. And finally I pulled my boxers down completely and exposed the full length of my cock.

"Well well," she said, examining my member. "Is that all?"

"I, what?" 

"I want to see how big you can get. Or do you need some help with that?"

I just stood there in only my shirt and watched as she rolled back in her chair. She stood up and I stared. Her long slim legs ran up to a small black thong. Nothing else helped to cover what lay beneath her underwear. Maybe this situation wasn’t all bad.

"I thought I'd try out your method of working from home," she said, slowly unbuttoning her blouse. "And I have to say it is much more comfortable like this."

I could only watch as she slowly revealed her body. Her black bra hid a pair of tits that I had never imagined I would see in person. She was amazingly busty for an otherwise slim figure. I couldn’t stop an erection developing as she stood there in her underwear.

"That's better," she said, looking at my hard cock and grinning. "Have you been dreaming of seeing me like this?"

"Yes." I couldn't help but tell the truth. 

"Well enjoy the view while you can. Why don't you make the most of it and stroke yourself for me."

I didn't need telling twice. My cock was already desperate to be touched and it responded gratefully to the feel of my hand around it.

"Does that feel good?" Dominique asked me. She was sat back at her desk, hiding the lower half of her body but giving me a better view of her bra-clad tits.

"So good," I moaned in response, trying not to think too much about the fact that my boss was watching me masturbate.

"In that case why don't you stop. Stop!" She had to bark her command as I first hesitated, not wanting to stop my self-instilled pleasure. "Slap yourself in the face."

I paused for a moment but noticed her stern look and brought my hand to my face.

"Harder than that," she said. "I need to hear it."

I slapped my cheek harder, hearing the sound echo around the room as my face stung. I could see the red mark in my image on the screen.

"Better," Dominique said. "But you need to learn to follow my instructions without hesitation. And all of them. Otherwise we can terminate our little arrangement here. Understood?"

I nodded. "Yes."

"And while we're together like this, you had better call me Mistress. Okay?"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, not wanting to get on her bad side. The evening hadn't gone as I'd expected, but I didn't care. I wanted to serve her.

"Then you had better show me how well you can follow my orders. Slap your balls."

"Dominique, that'll—"

"Quiet!" she yelled, enraged by my protest. "Do not argue. Just do as I say.”

I braced myself and tapped my balls, feeling them swing like a pendulum beneath my hard cock.

"That didn't look like it hurt very much," Dominique said. "Don't hold back. Slap them harder."

I did what she told me to do and brought my hand down in an arc to swat them, groaning out loud at the resulting discomfort that shot into my stomach.

"Good. Five more time."

Not wanting to disappoint her, I slapped my ball five times and didn't hold back. Each hard smack caused me to grunt in pain and by the fifth I was doubled over, having to hold onto my desk for balance.

"Very good," Dominique said. I could see her smiling at my self-induced pain. "I think you've deserved some stroking as a reward. Go on."

I stroked, still feeling the throb of discomfort pounding through my balls and stomach. The pleasure of my masturbation felt strangely different alongside that dull pain.

"Keep at that pace," Dominique ordered. "Do you want to go faster?"

"Yes, mistress," I said, enjoying being able to gaze at her tits while masturbating.

"Well tough. Stop stroking."

I reluctantly pulled back. For the second time, she had stopped me before I had a chance to properly get going. If she was intending to tease me, it was certainly working.

"Do you have any tape in the house?" she asked. "Duct tape, preferably."

"Yes, Mistress," I answered, feeling sure I had some around.

"Go get it. And be quick. I don't want your erection to be gone when you get back."

I quickly ran out the room and to my tool cupboard. Certain there was a roll of tape somewhere buried inside, I rummaged around. It maybe took a minute before I found a roll of duct tape and hurried to return to Dominique. But I stopped outside my office door, realising that my erection had subsided while my attention was on the frantic search. I decided to stroke myself, just enough to bring back a rush of blood to my cock. It didn't take long until I was fully hard again and I rushed back into the room to see Dominique still there waiting for me on my computer screen.

"I told you to be quick," she said, sounding disappointed. "Did you at least get the tape?"

"Yes, Mistress." I showed her the roll and stood back in position so my webcam framed my body.

"And you're still hard. Good. But did you have to stroke yourself to keep it up? Don't lie to me."

I looked at my feet sheepishly and nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

"I didn't say you could stroke. Give me ten slaps to your face as punishment."

I did as commanded, glad I didn't have to target my balls this time. I smacked my right cheek five times then did the same with my left. Having learnt not to hold back, I was left with a stinging heat to my face. My cheeks had turned a rosy-red.

"Don't disobey me again," Dominique said. "Are you wearing socks? Or did you remove those along with your trousers?"

"I am, Mistress." Despite the heat, I hadn't bothered removing my socks. My bare legs served to keep me sufficiently cool.

"Take one off," Dominique commanded.

I pulled one off my right foot, feeling how sweaty it had become just from me sitting in this stuffy room all day. But I didn't have any idea what she wanted to do with it.

"Now stuff it in your mouth." 

She barked her order and I knew I couldn't hesitate. The smell of my used sock penetrated my nose as I brought it to my face. I must have visibly grimaced as I opened my mouth, because Dominique smirked at my response. I pushed the damp fabric in. It felt strangely rough and unpleasant, drying out my mouth. I was able to fit most of it in. The smell was less of a problem now that I could taste the saltiness of my sweat.

"Now get a piece of tape and put it over your mouth. I want to see you nicely gagged."

I ripped off a strip of duct tape and pressed it over my lips. It effectively held my sock in so I was unable to push it out with my tongue.

"How about a couple more strips?" Dominique pondered. "Make it really secure for me."

I did just that, placing two more pieces to make the gag harder to remove. I made sure they were longer strips so they could cover my mouth and jaw from between the bottom of each ear.

"Excellent. How does that feel?"

"Mmph mphmssh." I tested out the gag, finding it incredibly effective.

Dominique laughed. "You can just nod now. That's fine. I just don't want you arguing again. Got it?"

"Mmm." I nodded.

"Excellent. Now . . . what do you want to do?"

"Mmpphh," I played along with her teasing demands, not really knowing what I wanted. Only to please her.

"Well, slave, I don't care what you want. Understood? For now, just stroke for me. That's all you're good for I suppose."

I stroked, grateful for the chance to touch myself. My cock was still hard and desperate for it, and I couldn't help but groan at the pleasure of it.

"Oh you like do you?" Dominique asked. Her hands had disappeared under her desk. "Would you like it more if I joined you?"

I nodded, letting myself accelerate my strokes as I thought of what her fingers might be doing.

"The thing is, slave, seeing you there obeying my orders . . . it turns me on. More than you could imagine." Dominique leaned back in her chair. I could see her arm moving as she touched herself, masturbating just as I did. "Knowing that you will obey me even when I'm not there, that just makes it so much better for me. I mean, you live on the other side of the city from me, isn't that right? And you've so gladly given up your time to serve me even though you can only see my on your computer screen. Do you know why?"

I shook my head, gladly continuing to stroke.

"Because you think it'll all be worth something. As if your good behaviour has a promise of a reward." She ran a hand up her body, bringing it to her breasts. As she squeezed her bosom through her bra a burst of excitement ran through me. "You think you'll get something in return. Like seeing my body. Or like cumming. Is that right? Don't lie to me."

I nodded. I had to. She was completely right. The imagined picture of her naked body had occupied my mind not only since she had stripped off her work clothes, but long before. In the office, who could help but think of what lay beneath. And my orgasm . . . surely that was a given now? I would explode for her and she could bring herself to a climax fuelled by my obedience. And now my eyes were affixed more firmly on her as she brought her hands behind her back. 

"So you'll want to see what's under here then," she said as she fiddled on the clasp. She unhooked her bra but held it in place. As my strokes sped up to a furious pace I could see the straps hanging loosely at her sides. "Well you've got pay for that reward. So stop stroking."

With a reluctance that seemed to shatter a sense of desire which dominated my entire body, I pulled my hand away from my aching cock. I held both arms at my side despite the seemingly magnetic pull of my yearning member. It was worth it, at least, for the sight that beheld me as Dominique removed her hand and let the bra drop to the floor. Her breasts seemed to occupy the entire rectangle of my computer screen. They were so round and smooth and voluptuous yet looked as if they defied the law of gravity. I cursed the limits of my broadband for letting them be displayed in anything other than a high-definition resolution. As I stared and admired her amazing tits my cock seemed to pulse and beg for my hand to return so it could truly experience the pleasure of the view.

"If not for your gag, slave, I think your jaw would be hanging open," Dominique said, laughing. "Is this torturous for you, finally getting to see these and not be able to stroke?"

I had to nod. She was absolutely right.

"Aww, poor slave," she purred, running her hands over her breasts and giving me a show. She squeezed and pinched. She pressed them together, creating a deep dark valley of cleavage. Then she lowered a hand down to her crotch, still hidden below the table. "See, I can masturbate as much as I want. And all you can do is watch. Fuck. Mmm. Do you know what would feel better than my fingers right now? Your tongue. Why don't you keep watching. Imagine kneeling before me and pleasuring my wet pussy with your mouth. And pinch your nipples while you do. Then maybe you can get some sort of stimulation while you watch and think about that."

My nipples were hard between my fingers as I pinched and pulled. Unable to stroke, or do anything else without her word, I was driven to playing with them as hard as I could. And seeing Dominique topless made it worth it. 

"Mmmm," she purred. "I'm getting close, slave. I'm going to let you stroke, okay? But you will not cum unless I tell you. Understood? If you disobey me you'll have to prepare what you’ll say to Al on Monday."

I gladly stroked again, hard and fast. Seeing Dominique getting so worked up helped immensely. Her eyelids fluttered. Her chest rose with deep breaths. Her breasts seemed to swell and glisten with sweat. 

"Fuuuck," she moaned. "Get close, slave. Get right on the edge of orgasm."

Seeing her so enveloped by pleasure threatened to make me cum immediately. She gazed at me from behind half-shut eyelids. She inhaled and exhaled with breaths that shook my body with ecstasy. I had to slow down and keep my strokes shallow, staying away from my sensitive head. 

"Keep stroking. But do not cum yet."

She repeated her command and I obeyed, but it was excruciating. I had to reduce my strokes to their shortest and lightest capability. Every fibre of my body wanted to bring myself to climax. It wouldn't take much. Only to bring my hand another inch up to the head. Or just to speed up my strokes along my shaft. Or even just to tighten my grip ever so slightly. But no, I held back. I had to. 

"Mmmmmm, yes." Dominique's arm was a blur on my screen. I knew I was close to whatever sensation she was feeling right now, but I didn't let myself falter. Her command was more important than my pleasure. "Fuuuck, I'm cumming," she screamed in a burst of orgasmic joy. Her moans echoed through my computer. Her head was tilted back. Her orgasm overtook her and all I could do was stay on the edge.

"Stop stroking, slave," she said once she finally recovered. "You've impressed me so far. Take off your gag. Rip it off – don't be gentle."

I grabbed the edge of the strip of tape, having to peel the end free with a fingernail, and pulled it off. The other strips didn't come off so easily, and I was left was a hot stinging sensation around my mouth when they were both off. I eagerly removed the sock that had been stuffed inside my mouth the entire time. It was soaked with my saliva and my mouth was left feeling dry. But it was a relief, at least. And I was glad to exercise my jaw.

"Do you still want to cum for me?" Dominique asked, still laying back limp in her chair.

"Yes, Mistress," I croaked.

"I'll let you, slave, but it will come with a price. For now, I won't tell you what that price is. But it's entirely up to you whether you take my deal."

"I want to cum, Mistress." I didn't care what the price was. My cock needed release.

"You'd better get stroking then," she commanded. "I haven't got all evening."

I stroked, encouraged by her words and the sight of her as she also resumed masturbating.

"You'll always be after me," she said. "So you get one orgasm while I'm on my second."

The pleasure was already nearly too much for me to bear. Within a few strokes I was once again near the edge.

"I'm gonna cum, mistress," I moaned, overwhelmed by the sight of her watching me intently as she fingered herself.

"You have permission to cum, slave," she gasped as her own pleasure began to take effect once more. "But catch your load in your other hand so it doesn't go all over your computer. Don't want to get sticky keys now do you?"

I couldn't hold back any longer. And after her permission there was no reason to. My cock grew thicker as the cum breached the floodgates. Despite her warning the first shot sprayed over my keyboard. I readjusted my aim and the rest of my load shot out in a few quick spurts that splattered into my palm. I had it cupped and waiting. A pool of my warm load filled it completely. 

In my state of climax I had hardly noticed Dominique's own cries of pleasure. As I emptied the last of my load into my hand her moans shook my body with a new pleasure. That of submission.

"Good, slave, good," she panted, shuddering as her climax faded. "Now, a question of the cost."

I had forgotten about her offer. How could I pay for an orgasm?

"I know no better way than to eat the product of your pleasure," Dominique said, filling me with a sense of dread. "Don't you agree?"

"Mistress, I—"

"Silence, slave. I'd order you to put that gag back on but . . . well, that wouldn't work with what I'm asking. So do it. Now. Or I can go about sharing that lovely photo of you."

I looked at the white pool in my hand. Never before would I have considered eating it. But, for Dominique, how could I say no? Even in the clarity of my post-orgasm state, I wanted nothing more than to please her. My submission was all I needed to compel me to bring my cupped palm to my mouth, pour it in, and swallow. It went down surprisingly easy. It tasted, somehow, good. As if Dominique's commands would make anything seem satisfying. As I gulped down the final mouthful, I looked down at my empty palm and then over at Dominique who was smiling at me.

"Well well," she purred. "You've proven yourself to be quite the slave. For now, it might be best to keep this little arrangement of ours between the two of us. So I suppose you're safe from Al. But . . . you're not safe from me. How about we schedule another meeting in for Monday?"

I couldn't say no. Not out of fear of her sharing the photo, but out of a desire to please her unquestioningly. I looked at her gorgeous body and tried to cement the image of it in my mind as she began to get dressed. "Yes, Mistress."


Tied and Teased

"I'm bored." Amy slumped onto the sofa, falling gracelessly on top of her boyfriend who happened to already be there.

"Ouch!" Kyle exclaimed. The body laying over him was pushing his back against the arm of the sofa and the hard frame beneath the cushioning pressed painfully into his shoulder blade.

"Sorry," Amy sighed, letting him reposition before returning to lie flat on his recumbent figure. Her limbs hung over him and her chin rested against his heaving chest.

"It's okay."

"I'm just so bored."

"You said." Kyle pushed a lock of brown hair out of his girlfriend's face and looked into her sparkling green eyes.

"I know. I'm just really bored. Like, really really really bored."

"Want to watch a film?"

"We watched a film yesterday." Amy sounded exasperated as she rolled her eyes dramatically. "And we watched a film the night before. And the night before that. And, wait, no. We binged a whole bloody series that night."

"So?"

Amy glared at him then inhaled slowly, building up to a melodramatic outburst: "I can't take it anymore!"

Kyle pulled her up by the armpits to bring her face closer to him. "We can always do other stuff..." He kissed her, and for a moment their lips melded together in a wet and hot embrace.

"We did that this morning." Amy pulled away temporarily. Her hand stroked his face gently.

"We're allowed to do it more than once."

"I'm just tired," Amy said, contrary to the movements of her body which had begun to grind against Kyle's crotch. The erection poking through his jeans was less than subtle.

"What do you want to do then?" Kyle asked, trying not to focus on the feeling of her body pressing against his hard member.

"Just chill I guess."

"And do what, watch a film?"

"Hey, no." Amy poked his chest teasingly. "I just wanna, I don't know. Try something different."

"Like what?"

"Hmm."  Amy sat up and moved back off Kyle's crotch. She let her hands wander down the sides of his body. They lingered around his crotch, where the tent in his pants was plain as day. "Get this out," she said, tapping on the tight material.

"You don't need to tell me twice." Kyle, galvanised by her apparent change of mind, unbuckled his belt and pulled down his fly. Amy didn't get off him or give any leeway, so it was impossible to push his pants all the way down. Instead, he had to just pull his hard cock out so that the waistband of his underwear pressed up against his balls.

"Is this for me?" Amy took it in her hands, her fingers wrapping tight around it. She felt the blood pumping through the shaft as it grew bigger.

"It can be," Kyle sighed in response to the sensation of her cool skin on him.

Amy stroked it gently. "Hmm. Now that it's out and excited, what do you think we should do with it?"

"I have an idea of where it could go."

"Oh? Where?"

"Somewhere warm and tight. And wet. Or at least it will be if I have anything to say about it."

Amy grinned, considering it for a moment. Then she pursed her lips. Her hands loosened their grip, letting the hard cock flop onto Kyle's stomach. "Actually, I wanted to try something different. We've got all evening so may as well make the most of it."

"What are you thinking?" Kyle sat up, curious as to his girlfriend's plans.

"Remember that time last month?"

"What time?" Kyle looked at her inquisitively.

"You know...with the rope. You enjoyed that, didn't you?"

"Yeah. A lot."

"Good." Amy leaned forward and kissed him. "You trust me, right? Like properly trust me?"

"Of course I do. But, um, to do what?"

"Say if I tied you up and blindfolded you, would you trust me to be responsible?" Amy couldn't hide a shy grin.

Kyle gulped, but his throbbing cock gave away his true feelings towards the thought. "Fuck yes. Definitely."

"Then I have an idea. Get my massage table and bring it up here. I'll get everything else."

*****

Kyle pushed their coffee table to the side to make way for Amy's massage table which he had brought up from the basement. It had gone unused for a while, collecting dust since Amy had given up her side job as a masseuse. But now she had an idea of how to use it. And Kyle couldn't help but grin in excitement.

"Is it ready?" Amy called from upstairs.

"Just about." Kyle finished locking the legs in place. He grabbed the table and shook it hard, glad to see it was still just as secure and stable as he remembered.

"I'll just be a minute. Keep your eyes closed until I say."

Kyle shut his eyes and waited. He stood by the table. He could feel his cock stirring in anticipation. Then footsteps coming down the stairs had his ears prick.

"Take your clothes off." Amy's voice appeared surprisingly close. "But keep your eyes shut."

"What are you hiding from me?" Kyle asked, intrigued by her secrecy as he began to strip down to his underwear.

"You'll see, just be patient."

"You don't make it easy for me to be patient."

"Well take this off so we can hurry up." Amy tugged at her boyfriend's underwear.

"Okay okay." Kyle pulled them down and stood naked. He struggled to keep his eyes shut, eager to see what was in store for him. "Can I look yet?"

"Hmm, no." Amy giggled as she moved behind him. "Let me put this on you."

Kyle felt the soft material of a blindfold being placed over his eyes. "I'm starting to like this already."

"I have more things for you. Just you wait. Now lie down on the massage table."

"Make me," Kyle smirked.

Amy slapped him lightly on the face. "Hey! You wanted me to dominate you, so you'd better follow my orders. Okay?"

Kyle smiled at the serious tone of his girlfriend taking control. "Okay."

"And wipe that smile off your face!" She smacked him again, harder this time. "Go on. Get on the table. Lie on your back. Now."

Kyle lied flat on the table. The soft padding sunk and shifted and the metal frame squeaked as he got into position. But the table remained secure as he lied back, comfortable and relaxed in his darkness. The blindfold completely restricted his vision.

"Now hold still," Amy said. "I'm going to tie you down. Sound good?"

"Sounds very good."

Kyle felt soft leather straps start to be pulled over his ankles. Then one tightened over his chest. Another looped around his wrists. Each strap was attached to the table and cinched tighter, pinning Kyle down with only enough slack to allow him to move each limb an inch left or right. 

"You're already so hard." Amy trailed a finger along the underside of Kyle's cock. It twitched at the touch. "I'm tempted to just jump on top of you and fuck you."

"Mmmm, please do," Kyle moaned, feeling a shiver run through his body in response to the light touch.

"The thing is, I'm genuinely worried that the table might collapse if I did that, and tonight isn't simply about fucking. Okay? And before we move on, do you want to see me?"

"Of course."

Amy removed Kyle's blindfold and stood beside him, allowing his gaze to take in the red lingerie she had put on. The bold colours of the bra and panties hugged her curvy figure perfectly and her newly applied makeup gave her an elegantly seductive visage. 

"When did you buy that?" Kyle asked, having never seen the outfit before.

"A while ago. I wanted to save it for a special occasion. That may as well be now."

"It's stunning. You're stunning."

"Why thank you darling." Amy stroked his cock gently, as if rewarding him for the compliment. "But I'm not sure you'll appreciate it so much later."

"Why?"

"Because you're tied down now," Amy replied, tightening her grip. "You have nowhere to go. You are all mine. And I can imagine the sight of my body might start to drive you wild when you realise that you won't be fucking it tonight."

"Fuck, don't be so mean." Kyle's head dropped back as he felt the pleasure rising in his body, only to be shattered by a smack to his balls.

"You'd better learn to be more appreciative of me. I'm giving you attention. You hardly deserve that. So, do you want to behave for me and be a good little pet?"

"Yes. Okay."

"Good. Because I'm putting your blindfold back on."

The black material returned Kyle to darkness as Amy's hand withdrew from his cock, leaving it straining and throbbing for more.

"What are you going to do to me?" he asked. The extent of his helplessness had been fully realised as he tested his bonds to no avail. And Kyle had no idea what his girlfriend might have cooked up for him.

"Just sit tight," she said. "Or, err, lie tight. I'm going to get a couple more things."

Kyle listened to her leave the room. She padded around the kitchen. Then ran upstairs. A moment later her footsteps signalled her return. Something in her hands clinked around.

"What is that?" Kyle asked, tilting his neck to try and see under his blindfold.

"Hmm? What? Oh, nothing." 

Amy kissed him to distract him. Her ploy was successful. Kyle gratefully received the warmth of her lips on his, and the feel of her fingers wrapping around his cock would have been a happy accompaniment if not for the fact that her hand felt as cold as ice.

"Aaaah," Kyle exhaled, his entire body clenching as she continued to grip him in the icy vice.

"What?" Amy laughed and removed her hand, only to place something even colder on Kyle's taut stomach. 

"Is that an ice cube?" Kyle shivered.

"Yes it is. Now do me a favour and keep still. I don't want it to fall off."

Amy returned her hand to what Kyle now realised must be a bowl of ice cubes. She grabbed another and moved it over his body, holding it delicately between her finger and thumb as if she were a painter brushing smooth strokes across a canvas. The ice moved in curls over Kyle's skin. It twirled around the cube still sat precariously on his belly and which had begun to melt. Water dripped in lines down the sides of his stomach. Amy continued to wet his skin with her icy touch. She took it with long strokes down his legs. As it melted, the grip became less secure. Eventually, once there was just a small chip remaining, she placed it in his belly button where it slowly formed a pool.

"That's very cold," Kyle shivered again as the icy water drip all over him.

"What a surprise," Amy laughed again, taking out another cube. "Remember to keep still."

She softly placed it on the flat of his forehead and left it there.

"Do you want me to stroke you now?"

"Please," Kyle answered, careful not to tilt his head too much.

"Hmm, okay."

Amy gripped his cock, but only after chilling her hand again.

"Fuck," Kyle said.

"You said you wanted this?" Amy smirked as her icy fingers began to jerk his needy cock.

Kyle didn't respond. The discomfort wasn't enough to undermine the pleasure that he was so desperately craving. He just waited, embracing the cold grip and hoping that Amy's fingers would soon start to warm up. But she didn't relent. Nor did she provide him with any relief, as with her free hand she took another ice cube and pressed it against his balls which had pulled up into his body. The skin was tight as the ice melted slowly on them.

"Fuck, please stop!"

Amy pulled both hands away. "Aww, sorry. Was that painful?"

"Not too much."

"Let me kiss it better."

Amy leaned forward without warning and wrapped her lips around his red cock. He groaned as her mouth enveloped him. The sensation was strange. His shaft still felt freezing yet her tongue and gums were so pleasantly warm. He shivered, hardly noticing the ice cube fall off his forehead. The one on his stomach had long since melted. Amy continued to suck him as he swelled inside her mouth. All the discomfort from her previous torment soon faded. Kyle couldn't help but buck his hips as the blowjob drove him wild. Immediately, Amy pulled away.

"Someone's enjoying themselves too much," she said, before noticing the ice cube resting on the table beside his ear. "And you've dropped something! Naughty boy."

She slapped Kyle's balls and he grunted.

"Now I'm not sure if you should get your reward."

"Please, Amy."

She began to stroke him again. Warmth had returned to her fingers so Kyle moaned in pleasure.

"Like that?"

"Mmm, yes."

"Do you want to cum?"

"Fuck yes."

"Do you want to see me?"

"Yes."

"Hmm." Amy kept stroking. "Which would you prefer? To cum, or to be able to see me?"

Her question had Kyle pause. But as much as he wanted to release the load that had been building inside him, he knew which answer she wanted. And he was in no position to displease her.

"I want to see you," he answered.

Amy removed her hand from his cock and pulled his blindfold off. She smiled at him as his bleary eyes adjusted to the sight. His throbbing cock, having been so close to cumming, wasn't helped as he took in the view once again. Her tits looked especially amazing, and all Kyle wanted to do was reach out and grab them. But his wrists remained firmly bound to the table.

"You made the right choice," Amy said, running her hands over his chest and feeling it rise and fall with each breath. "I wasn't going to let you cum anyway."

"The sight of you nearly made me cum."

Amy pinched his nipple lightly. "Hey, stop trying to flatter me."

"Sorry."

"Do you like what you see then?" She twirled on the spot and bent over to show him her ass. Then, facing him, she fondled her tits teasingly, tugging on the straps of the bra and showing off the cleavage between her two breasts.

"So much."

"Good. But I hope you've seen enough because I'm putting your blindfold back on."

Before Kyle could complain his view returned to black.

"I've got one other thing for you," Amy said. "Then I'm just gonna have a bath."

"You're leaving me like this?"

"Well of course. We've got all evening. And besides, you'll have something to occupy your time."

She pushed something small and metal against the underside of Kyle's balls, then tied it with a loop of string around his shaft.

"What's that?"

"I thought that while I'm gone you can still have some sort of stimulation." She pressed a button and the item began to vibrate. "You get to use my bullet vibrator for a change. I don't need it anymore, not now I've got my new toy. Remember? The pink g-spot massager I ordered? It's waterproof so I'm gonna go relax and test it out. While I'm having fun, you just try and stay aroused for me. Okay?"

"I wish I could use your massager on you." Kyle tried to sweet talk his girlfriend, but she wasn't having any of it.

"Not tonight. You know what you've signed up for. Actually, take this." Amy leaned on the table as she did something. A moment later, she stuffed a material in Kyle's mouth. "I could leave you guessing as to what that is. But you may as well know, it's my panties."

"Mmmph."

"You were talking too much, you left me no choice!"

"Mph."

"Stop complaining." Amy tied the string tighter so the vibrator was pressed harder against his taint. "And you had better not cum while I'm gone. If you do, I might just leave you here overnight. Got it?"

Kyle nodded his head.

"Good. I don't know how long I'll be. That'll depend on how good my toy is. But just lie back and relax. I'll see you later."

Amy kissed Kyle on the cheek and left him alone. Tied and gagged in darkness, he could do nothing but feel the gentle vibrations purring through his hard shaft.

*****

Kyle listened to the sound of the running bath as he tried to distract himself from the stimulation between his legs. He didn't think it was enough to make him cum. Maybe if it was attached to his shaft. But after all the teasing he had endured he didn't want to embrace the pleasure too much. He couldn't risk being taken over the edge. The intense throbbing of his cock was enough to make him worry that it was still a possibility. And as Amy turned off the running water Kyle could hear and feel nothing but the subtle drone that drove him wild. Eventually the intensity started to subside. The constant vibrations became numbed. His cock softened despite the persistent stimulation.

Then his ears picked up a new sound. Dulled through the ceiling above him, Kyle was sure he could hear the reverberations of Amy's new toy. It whirred like a fan in a distant room. The power it had to been heard from this distance and through multiple walls had Kyle imagining how much pleasure it could be bringing his girlfriend. And as he pictured her, naked in the bathtub and with the massager pressed against her clit, his cock hardened once again.

For what seemed like an hour at least, Kyle remained bound to the table forced to listen to the distant vibrations. It did turn off occasionally, before inevitably returning. How much could Amy take? How many times had she been able to bring herself to orgasm? The more Kyle imagined it, the harder his cock became. He groaned into the panties stuffed in his mouth. He shifted as much as he could in his bonds. He could only submit to the early signs of an orgasm. The warmth that filled the base of his cock. The swell of his erection. Only after groaning and shuffling to no result but the squeaking of the table did Kyle realise that Amy's vibrator had been quiet for a while now. The sensation of his own orgasm also began to subside, partly forced by his own attempts to distract himself. His cock relaxed again and he waited, trying to think of anything but the wet drop of precum he could feel against his stomach.

"That better only be precum," Amy said, making Kyle jump as he hadn't heard her come downstairs. The vibrations had been too distracting.

"Mmmph." He nodded his head.

"Just teasing. I know you would have made a much bigger mess if you came." She ruffled his hair. "Good boy. I was wondering if you'd be able to hold it in. I know I wasn't. You'll be pleased to know that my new toy does its job well. Very well indeed."

She removed the panties from Kyle's mouth. "Good," he rasped.

"Guess how many times I came."

"I don't know."

Amy turned the bullet vibrator off and removed it, then began to stroke his cock which quickly grew to its full size. "I said guess."

"Um, four?"

"Um, no," Amy mocked, stroking absentmindedly. "More."

"Really? Ten?"

Amy laughed. "I'm not inhuman! It was six. And wow, each was better than the one before. I only stopped because the water was getting cold. And I was missing playing with your cock."

"It feels good," Kyle moaned.

"You think I don't know that?" Amy removed her hand. "Anyway, I'm quite satisfied now. I could happily leave you here."

"Please don't! I'm desperate!"

"Desperate for what?" Amy asked cheekily, her hand returning to pleasure him.

"To cum."

"Well you'd better shut up if you don't want my panties in your mouth again. You're starting to annoy me."

That immediately quietened Kyle, who couldn't risk losing his chance to cum.

"We've got all night," Amy said. "I don't want it to be all over as soon as you squirt your mess. I'm tempted to keep you like this anyway. All night. All of tomorrow. Maybe a few days. Would you like that?"

"I'm not—"

"I said be quiet!" Amy smacked his balls. "Just nod or shake your head. Seriously though, if I make you cum will you stay locked down for me? Just a bit longer. Like an hour or two. Tops. Maybe three. If you're getting uncomfortable I understand, but I love having control of you like this. Do you like the idea?"

Kyle nodded. He loved the idea. Although once the horniness had been drained from him he couldn't be sure the sentiment would still be true.

"Good. Maybe you deserve a reward for being such an eager and obedient little slave."

Amy removed Kyle's blindfold. He stared at her body. She was completely naked. It was a sight he was used to, but the surprise of it had his jaw agape as he eyes flitted over every curve. He stared at her pink pussy, which looked as if it had been immensely satisfied during Amy’s bath. Even her perky ass and tits were a welcome sight. And one that had his cock clenching as it nearly burst from excitement.

"Whoa there, not yet." Noticing the spike of pleasure, Amy stopped stroking. "I didn't expect that reaction! Do you prefer this or the lingerie?"

"This." Kyle relaxed again, his cock still throbbing as his eyes continued to wander over her.

Amy moved around the table so she was standing at the head. She leaned over, kissing Kyle's chest while her tits hung like pendulums over his face. Her nipples grazed his cheeks. He was able to take one in his mouth. Amy purred as he sucked and tugged at it. She let him as her hands pushed forward over his skin, across his chest and down his stomach towards his crotch. They both wrapped around his cock and stroked. They held him firmly. He groaned. 

Amy worked both hands as if she was moulding his flesh, massaging it adeptly to work out all the built-up pressure. As she felt Kyle react to it, his body tensing up and his mouth falling open, she fondled his balls with one hand.

She stroked along the entire length of his shaft while feeling the balls between her fingers. As Kyle shifted his hips, trying to move them in time with her motions, she gripped him by the bottom of the shaft as she continued stroking. The ring of her thumb and index finger encircled him tightly, causing the blood to pulse harder through him.

Her tits remained hanging over Kyle's face, but he was too overwhelmed by the touch of her hands to pay them attention. He could only lie still, submissive to his bondage and his girlfriend whose hands were bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm which had been building up the entire time that he had been tied to the massage table.

"I want you to cum," Amy said. It was an order that flicked a switch in Kyle's body. Somehow all his pent-up energy just needed that simple command to be allowed a release. He groaned, eyes shut, as his body shook. He was a slave to the sensations that ensnared his engorged cock.

Amy stroked fast with both hands, not holding back. They enveloped every inch of his throbbing shaft and squeezed tightly as the cum shot out.

"Yes baby," Amy said. "Cum for me."

"Euurgghh." 

Kyle couldn't stop the intense release from shaking his body with a fit of pleasure. His groans filled the house. His cock pulsed in waves. His body tried to break free from their bonds to respond to the climax but it couldn't. The cum just continued to shoot out. The white load sprayed over his stomach. He was covered by it, and Amy made sure to push every last drop out.

"Amazing," she said finally, stepping back and admiring the load. Kyle just gasped, trying to catch his breath. "I'd better clean you up."

Amy grabbed some paper towels and mopped up the mess.

"Are you okay?" she asked, noticing the silence from her boyfriend.

"Yes, just overwhelmed."

"Good. Because you've agreed to stay tied up for me. I'll leave you to recover for now. Then I hope you'll be ready for another round.


Sexually Distanced

Lexi scanned the street, trying to spot her Tinder date. What did he look like again? She checked her phone and pulled up his profile. 

Chris. 24. 

A childish grin smiled back at her. A ruffled mop of dirty blonde hair and green eyes. When she had swiped right on him a couple of days earlier, Lexi hadn’t been sure whether his slightly unkempt look was more off-putting or attractive. On one hand, he could be someone who didn't bother combing their hair or getting it cut regularly. And that might not be a good indicator for how he managed in other aspects of his life. On the other, it did give him a bit of a surfer vibe. She could get on board with that. As long as his body matched the vibe.

Lexi sighed and returned to stare down the street. She had been waiting ten minutes already, but not because Chris was late. Lexi had surprised even herself with how unbelievably eager she was to meet someone new. It had been weeks since recent events had allowed her out to do just that, so now that it was possible to grab a coffee again her dating life might finally undergo a revival. Even being able to use the opportunity to dress up nicely put Lexi in a good mood. She had chosen the red polka-dot dress that had been hanging in her wardrobe for months, desperate to displace the worry that it would go unworn for the rest of summer. And after so long being holed up at home, the simple process of doing her blonde hair nicely brought her a thrill of pleasure. She never would have expected to find so much joy in returning to such trivial aspects of her daily routine.

With so few people out and about compared to normal, it wasn't difficult to spot Chris strolling over to her from the other side of the street. Lexi squinted to check if it was him, then, realising that she was quite obviously glaring at him and he must have noticed, she blushed and looked down at her phone. He remained visible out of the corner of her eyes, eventually coming close enough that she could hear his strong steps tapping on the tiled ground.

"Hi, Lexi?" Chris asked, stopping two metres in front of her.

Lexi put her phone into her handbag, looked up, and smiled. "Hi Chris! Yes that's me. How are you?" She examined him, glad to see that her reservations could be put behind her. He did look just like his photos. But even better, it seemed. The slight distortions of the camera lens had evidently served to hide a natural charm that was now evident from the first smile he gave her in person.

"Great, thank you," Chris replied. "I hope you've not been waiting too long."

"Oh not at all, I just got here. Shall we get a coffee?"

They entered the cafe Lexi had been waiting outside of, still keeping their distance, and gave their orders to the masked barista behind the counter. They paid and took their coffees out, all the while keeping a level of casual chitchat going.

"Should we head to the park?" Lexi asked, carefully readjusting the lid of her disposable cup.

"Sounds good," Chris said. "I've been there many times in the last few weeks."

"Oh? Should we go somewhere different?" Lexi started to head towards the park.

"No no. Not at all. Its familiarity is quite comforting, I suppose."

As they wandered down the street and into the mostly deserted park, Lexi began to get a bit tired with all the small talk. Especially as it seemed to rehash all the conversations she had had with guys online over the last few weeks. How have you coped being stuck at home? What do you miss most? Have you started a new hobby? All these questions seemed to constitute an endless cycle of boring dialogues which Lexi was disappointed to be continuing with Chris.

"Have you met anyone from Tinder yet?" Lexi asked as they took a seat at a table in a picnic area, deciding to try and dig them out of their verbal roundabout. She was also careful to sit diagonally across from Chris, keeping as large a distance between them as she could. The entire park seemed mostly deserted and she was happy that they could talk freely without having to moderate their conversation.

"No," he said. "You're the first. With the easing of rules I’m sure more might come out of the woodwork. What about you?"

"Same here," Lexi replied with a hint of despair in her voice. It was partly from feeling sorry for herself. She would have loved to meet more guys. And hearing Chris’ possible self-admission to being a serial dater threw her off. "It's understandable I suppose. Not everyone wants to take a risk."

Chris cut in. "But even now people are reluctant. I don't really understand. I just want to get back into the world. You know?"

"Of course, but people need to be sensible. As much as I'd love to just head to a club and have fun, it’s important to think about what others might be going through."

Her comment got Chris' attention and he shuffled up the bench to sit directly in front of her. "Sure, sure…so what sort of fun do you miss having?"

Lexi leaned back slightly, wary of his proximity to her. But she couldn’t prevent her heart from throbbing in response to the smirk he gave her. Despite his dismissal of her concerns, it was so endearing, and alluring, and it took all she had to resist leaning over to kiss him. "Oh, just the usual. Drinking, dancing…one-night stands. That sort of thing." Her sudden rush of arousal gave Lexi no inhibitions to turn on her flirting game.

"Well," Chris hesitated, looking Lexi up and down and letting his eyes be drawn to the cleavage made visible by her low-cut summer dress. "I'm sure we could do all three of those back at my place."

Lexi, taken aback by his upfront suggestion and the earnestness of his tone, laughed. "I don't think that would be allowed if we can't stay at a distance…especially because I'm likely to trip and fall on you if we try to dance."

"I am serious though." Chris looked at her with raised eyebrows. "I'd say it's worth the risk."

Lexi didn't consider his offer for more than a moment. As much as she would have liked to jump in bed with him, it wouldn't be right. She was someone who could be plagued by guilt for the simplest things. Even picking up dropped change off the floor had her panicking that she had stolen from someone, and they might return at any moment to berate her. No, she decided. Her desperate pussy could wait. Public health would have to come first.

"I'm sorry if you've got your hopes up," Lexi said, noting the look of disappointment on his face. "But thanks for the offer."

Chris nodded slowly and sipped his coffee. As Lexi embraced the silence, she looked around and noticed how alone they were. An idea popped into her head.

"We can still do something," she said, subtly moving a hand down to her thighs.

"What's that?"

"A bit of fun." Lexi smirked and her lips parted in a silent moan. She shuffled in her seat and smiled, knowing that he still hadn't noticed what she was doing. "Look under the table."

With a furrowed brow, Chris leaned over. The first thing he noticed were the panties hanging around Lexi’s ankles, draped over her sandals. His eyes traced over the length of her long legs, which looked impossibly smooth and sun-kissed. But he forgot them immediately when he saw her thighs part to show her hand gently rubbing her very visible pussy.

"Fuck me," Chris exhaled, staring at the drops of moisture dripping from her pink lips. 

"As much as I like the idea of that, we can't do it today," Lexi sighed as her fingers ran over the softly shaved skin and around her noticeable wetness. "But we can try and make up for that."

"Fuck." Chris was still in awe, and his neck was still craned to see under the bench despite the growing ache it was suffering from. "I want to be inside that."

"No," Lexi said more firmly. "If you really want a chance to fuck me, sometime in the future, you need to do what I tell you. Prove that you can follow some rules at least. Okay?"

"What do you mean?" A muffled voice from under the table replied.

"If I'm showing you this, you had better show me yours. Got it?"

Chris swivelled back up into view. His cock had grown within the confines of his jeans. But he was still well aware of being in a public space. He looked around but thankfully couldn't see anyone.

"We're fine." Lexi noticed his look of worry. "If you get it out for me…I'll show you something else.

She ran a hand over her breasts, tugging slightly at the material that kept them covered. Chris gulped. He stared as she teased him with glimpses of her flesh, while still denying him of a full view, and he knew that he had to do as she asked if he was going to see more. He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his jeans, and readjusted his hard cock. He had to pull down his underwear and pull up the shaft so its head could poke out the top. With a bit more work he brought his entire cock out into view, with his balls pushed up against the thick shaft by the elastic of his underwear.

It was Lexi's turn to look under the table. Still fingering herself gently, she smiled when she saw it.

"Fuck," she gasped. "How could you keep that contained?"

"You didn't make it easy," Chris replied, starting to stroke himself. There was a strange thrill to doing it out in the open. But he still had to keep checking over his shoulder.

"Enjoying the view?" Lexi said as she watched him staring off into the fields beside them. 

Chris turned to her. "There's a view I'd much rather be seeing."

"Oh really?" Lexi smirked and fondled her tits through her dress. "What? These?"

Chris stared and nodded. He stroked faster, enjoying the feel of his cock in the gently cool summer air.

"You really want to see these?" She pinched her nipples through the thin material, making them hard.

"Fuck yes." Chris gazed at the outline of her nipples poking through the dress.

"Do something for me first then," Lexi purred, continuing to finger herself.

"Whatever you say."

"I want to watch you squeeze your balls."

Chris was surprised by the request, but if it meant seeing her tits he didn't care. As he kept masturbating, he handled his balls with his other hand.

Lexi had bent over to see. "Oh you can squeeze harder than that. Go on."

Chris squeezed, his fingers feeling the two balls under the loose skin. He put a bit of pressure on them without aiming to hurt himself.

"If you really want to see my tits you'll have to squeeze harder than that."

"But that'll hurt!"

"Exactly. A little bit of pain will make the pleasure a more worthy reward."

"Fuck, okay."

Chris squeezed harder, his hand completely encasing his balls. He put more pressure on them until the discomfort had him wincing.

"Harder," Lexi ordered, still watching intently.

Chris gripped them tighter. Why he felt so compelled to do so he didn't know. All he wanted was to see Lexi's tits. He squeezed and pulled on them. He groaned at the sensation that ripped through his stomach. The hand stroking his cock had all but stopped as he braced himself for the rising pain.

"Okay stop!" Lexi said, sitting up again and noticing the strain on his face.

Chris released his balls and sighed. The throbbing of his still erect cock matched the throbbing of pain pulsing through him.

"Think you deserve your reward now?" 

"Yes please," Chris groaned, slowly stroking himself again to ease the pain.

Lexi smirked and teasingly ran a finger over the curve of her breasts, leading it into the deep cleavage between them. She tugged at the hem of her dress, pulling it down and revealing more of her braless tits. Then she pushed one sleeve off her shoulder, shortly followed by the other. The dress hung around her body. It was held up only by the curves of her breasts. As Chris stroked faster, enthralled by the slow striptease, Lexi smirked at him.

"Do you really want to see these?" she asked despite knowing what his answer would be.

"Yes," Chris responded, letting his hand run faster over his desperate cock.

"Then get right on the edge of cumming for me. I want you to explode as soon as you see these amazing tits."

"Fuck," Chris exhaled. He sped up, feeling every stroke grant him so much pleasure. His eyes were still firmly affixed on Lexi's tantalising chest. Her breasts were nearly fully visible already. The dress only just covered the top of her areolas. It wasn't long before Chris was a few strong strokes away from an incredible orgasm, helped by his imagination of what lay beneath. "I'm gonna cum."

"Shit. Someone's coming." Lexi suddenly whispered, looking into the distance behind Chris with a panicked expression.

"Fuck." Chris scrambled to stuff his leaking cock back into his pants. It ached as he had to push it back down then button his jeans up to secure it. When he looked around, with a flush of red burning his cheeks, he couldn't see anyone. "Wait, where?"

Lexi, who had continued to finger herself throughout his display of pure anxiety, grinned cheekily. "Maybe I didn't see anything after all…"

Chris tutted and shook his head. "Seriously? Why would you do that?"

"It was funny! Besides, I have an idea." She rearranged her dress and stood up, placing her panties on the table where they remained as she walked off. "Come with me. I'll show you."

*****

They took their coffee cups over to a bin then headed away from the picnic area. With his cock uncomfortably hard in his pants, Chris shuffled after Lexi who had veered off down a nature trail. He readjusted his jeans and tried to lessen the pressure on his cock while keeping an eye on her amazing behind. The skirt of her dress swished around with each step, showing a teasing hint of her bare ass.

"Where are we going?" Chris called after her.

"Somewhere a bit quieter."

Lexi strolled down the path, which became more and more enshrouded by trees, until she decided on her location of choice. She pushed into some loose bushes and hiked a bit of a distance off the trail. Following close behind, Chris was eager to keep up, imagining what might be in store for him.

"Take all your clothes off," Lexi ordered, having turned around at what she thought was an appropriate spot. They were completely surrounded my trees. They couldn't see more than a few metres in either direction, but that meant no one could see them either. Nevertheless, Chris was unsure about getting naked so out in the open.

"Are you sure?" he asked, coming to a stop two metres from her.

"Do I really need to ask again? If you do, I promise I'll take everything off. Just like you. How does that sound?"

Chris didn't need telling twice. He almost ripped off his shirt he was so eager to see her full body. His shoes and socks were then chucked off. His jeans and underwear came next, and once he was standing fully naked in the cool air his cock also rose to stand at attention.

"Excited are we?" Lexi said, noticing the hard shaft and wanting so desperately to feel it. She also smiled at the sight of his toned body, which fortunately matched her secret hopes. "Well, I guess promises are promises."

Lexi pushed off the straps of her dress and, without the same teasing as before, she simply let it drop onto the floor. Her blonde hair caught the sunlight and shimmered where it fell across her chest, marking the curves of her breasts with glimmers of gold. Her tits themselves appeared wonderfully buoyant in the glow of the day. Together they made the top of her torso look almost twice the width of her waist, and the hourglass figure had been completely hidden by the dress. Her small hard nipples that had before poked through the thin red fabric now became erect again in the open air. And when Lexi fondled her breasts, feeling an urge to seize them now they were free, she purred like someone unbelievably grateful for the touch.

"They're incredible," Chris said, letting himself stroke again as a way to fully appreciate the view.

"They are? Or me?"

"Oh, you, of course—"

"And who said you could start stroking?" Lexi glared at him while her hands continued to caress her body.

"Right, sorry." Chris stopped despite his cock throbbing for more attention.

"You wanted to break distancing rules so now you need to follow my rules. Got it? Just stand there and watch me."

Lexi moved one hand down to her pussy. It was still wet from her early fingering, and it welcomed the return of her touch. She slid her fingers in and out. She gasped as she began to fuck herself, feeling two fingers penetrate deep inside. Her other hand continued to grope her tits. It pressed them together, moulded them, pulled their perky nipples. Then it moved down her side and around the back. With a noise that dissipated into the rustling leaves she slapped her bare ass.

"Fuck," she groaned. "I wish I could spank you just like that. In fact, do it for me. Slap your ass."

Chris slapped it, creating a similar noise to the one Lexi had produced.

"Now the other cheek," she said. "Really make it burn."

The next smack stung more, but Chris found that it helped to instil life into his erection. 

"Good. Now you may join me. Stroke."

"Thank you," Chris found himself having to say. The need to stroke was immense, and the satisfaction of wrapping his fingers around his cock again was all the greater because of Lexi's previously enforced prohibition.

"Do you still wish you could fuck me right now?" Lexi asked, using both hands now to pleasure herself. One stimulated her clit while the other delved deep inside.

"So fucking much," Chris replied, feeling like his hand was inadequate compared to what her hands were doing.

"Well tough. This is the best that you get right now. Just keep stroking. Imagine my pussy around your cock if that helps."

Chris stroked. It was all he could do. That, and watch as Lexi pleasured herself. The risk of being outdoors didn't matter to him. Instead, the pure and unfiltered sight of both of them masturbating in front of each other, completely naked and hiding nothing, reduced their inhibitions completely and gave them both a new rush of adrenaline. There was no reason to be ashamed. No reason to be scared. They could stroke and finger just as they liked.

"What would you do if you could touch me?" Lexi asked, her fingers sopping wet.

"Anything," Chris replied. "Everything. I'd fuck you so hard, that's for sure."

"Oh? I'd have to make you lick me out first. How does that sound?"

"I'd do it. I'd make you cum."

"You would have to make me cum. I might not fuck you if you couldn't. In fact, you would have to keep licking until I told you to stop. Maybe I'll decide you can have a reward after, I don't know, my fifth orgasm? How does that sound?"

"So fucking good. I'll do anything you say." Chris had accelerated his stroking to an intense pace, spurred on by the images that Lexi was painting. He also couldn't help but be absorbed by the sight of her wet pussy. It literally dripped as her fingers slid in and out. Drops of her juices pattered against the hard dry ground.

"You'd better," she said, feeling her orgasm approaching. "Because I want you to stop. Take your hands off!"

Chris tore his hands away. His cock twitched as he contracted his pelvic muscles, feeling on the edge of climax once more.

"Just watch me now," Lexi ordered. 

Her hands worked in a flurry. Her eyes shut as pleasure took hold. Her back curled as she clenched her thighs together. The feel of her pussy reaching orgasm almost had Lexi toppling over. 

"Fuuuuck," she gasped, furiously rubbing her clit.

The drops seeping out of her turned into a spray of juices. She squirted onto the leafy ground as she moaned uncontrollably.

"Oh my god," she said, fingering herself to the limit of her orgasm. Once she stopped and panted, recovering and realising what had happened, she looked at the dark earth in front of her. "Wow. I don't usually do that."

Chris didn't care. The display had made his cock throb angrily, desperate to experience what Lexi had just felt.

"Please can I stroke now," he asked, not caring that he had to resort to begging.

"Fine, but slowly." Despite her orgasm, Lexi could already sense the rising feeling of desire between legs once more. "You will cum on my command. And I want to watch."

"Thank you." Chris stroked, moaning in pleasure.

"Tell me, where would you want to cum? If you could fuck me right now." Lexi joined him with her soft whimpers, feeling her sensitive clit with her teasing fingers.

"I want to feel how tight your pussy is. I'd fill you up so much."

"Oh really? And what about if I jerked you off? Would you not want to cum on…my tits, say? And stroke faster now. Really enjoy it for me." Lexi began properly fingering herself again. The thought of his load shooting onto her was enough to build her arousal again. It didn't matter if she still felt slightly sore from the previous stimulation.

"Fuck yes." Chris stroked harder, encouraged by Lexi's own masturbating. "You don't know how full my balls I feel. I'd probably cum all over you if you touched me right now. Your tits…your face."

"Yeah imagine it for me. Imagine cumming all over my pretty face and get to the edge."

"Fuck. I'm already there."

"Stop then."

Chris forced his hand off again. He was becoming used to Lexi's edging. And for how worked-up he was getting, he was happy to do as she asked. In fact, he was beginning to worry about what might happen once he finally climaxed. All the blissful feelings that enveloped his body now would be drained away in an instant.

"I'm glad you're so compliant," Lexi said, biting her lip as her pussy began dripping again. "Good thing you can follow my rules, even if you're happy to break the governments. Why don't you pinch your nipples. Go on. Tug them hard."

Chris did as she said. He pinched his nipples with both hands, partially mirroring Lexi who was doing the same with one. Her other hand remained with its fingers buried between her wet pink lips.

"Do you want to stroke again?" she asked. 

"Will you just make me edge again?" Chris was happy just providing stimulation to his nipples for now. He wasn't sure his cock could handle much more teasing. It might explode before he could stop himself.

"Don't worry." Lexi smirked. "I think you deserve your orgasm this time. Go on. Stroke."

Even as his fingers wrapped around his thick shaft, Chris felt himself getting close to the edge again.

"Fuck," he gasped. "I'm already so close."

"Just hold it right there," Lexi whimpered, her own fingers quickly rubbing herself. "I'm gonna cum with you."

Chris slowed down. His hand gripped tightly, moving so carefully over the length of his shaft. He gritted his teeth. Any faster and he would have burst.

"Mmmm," Lexi moaned. Her eyes were fixed on Chris' throbbing cock. Its head was red and bulging in his tight grip. He couldn't hold on much longer.

"Please," he pleaded. "Please can I cum now."

"Fuck. Yes." Lexi shuddered, her second orgasm about to force its way out of her. "Show me how much you've got. Cum for me!"

Chris stroked himself over the edge, his hand so tight around his shaft that the pressure seemed to explode out. His cock shot like a cannon. Cum spurted in long ropes, crossing the distance between him and Lexi and spraying her on the chest. She gasped as each shot splattered over her smooth skin. She gasped at the unexpectedness of it. And the feeling had her own orgasm release in a rush of energy which forced her to scream out loud: "Fuuuuuuck."

Chris' next pulses didn't reach so far. They sprayed all over the ground between him and Lexi and created bubbling pools of white. Slowly, they dripped off the layer of dried leaves and soaked into the soil. Some seeped into the ground that had already become dark from Lexi's juices.

"Well, fuck," Lexi said, breathing deeply and looking at the mess on her. Chris' load was dripping over her breasts. One string hanged from the end of a nipple and slowly drooled down towards the ground. "I think this counts as breaking the distancing rules! That wasn't very sanitary of you."

Chris stared at the results of his powerful orgasm, not feeling bad about getting some of his load on Lexi. In fact, he adored the sight of her standing there with the lines of white sliding off her tits.

"Sorry," he managed to say, despite feeling otherwise.

"Not to worry, I'm okay." 

Lexi knelt down to rummage through her handbag, eventually pulling out a sanitising wipe. She cleaned herself off, making sure to get every last drop that had painted her chest and breasts, then stuffed the soiled cloth into a plastic bag to be disposed of later.

"You're very naughty," she said, grabbing her dress and putting it back on. "I should report you for breaking the rules."

"I didn't mean to," Chris said sheepishly, looking at the lines of cum shining on the ground, like a snail trail that led from his feet to hers. "It was hard enough keeping away from you. I wanted to be the one making you cum."

Lexi smirked. "I suppose I should take it as a compliment, seeing how much you had in store for me. And, well…you can still think of yourself as the reason for my orgasms. Being able to watch you and have you obey me…that did really turn me on. So, thanks for providing some entertainment at least."

"Are you going?" Chris asked, thrilled by what she had said but disappointed to see her begin to head back to the path.

"Yep, end of the date I'm afraid."

"Can I see you again?"

Lexi looked back and considered for a moment. "If it means you won't be taking other girls back to your place, I guess I could help to keep you satisfied."

Chris grinned as he watched her disappear into the undergrowth. He stared into the distance for a moment before remembering that he was still naked in public. After hurrying to put his clothes back on, he rushed back to the path and couldn’t see anyone around. Not even Lexi. Chris headed home, leaving behind the puddles of his cum to slowly dry on the cracked ground.

The End
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