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1. A Nurse's Touch

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Thank you," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

"Good morning sleepy!"

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

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

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

"I..."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I don't, no."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Huh? Ow!"

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

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

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

"Which hurt more?"

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

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

"Is this more painful or ticklish?"

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

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

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

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

Suddenly I felt the spikes pricking my inner thigh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I watched her silently, realising what she meant.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What do you say?"

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

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

*****

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

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

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

"Better for seeing you," I said.

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

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

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

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

"Didn't you learn your lesson yet?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Fuuuck, yes."

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

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

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

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

"Mhmm," I nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

"No cumming."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"It was about you."

"Oh? What about me?"

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

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

"No."

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What test?" I asked.

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

I nodded, eager for whatever she had in mind.

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

"Fine, I think."

"Can you make a fist?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded. "Definitely."

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Robert watched as the bedroom door was pushed open.

"Bob, this is miss...?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Cleaning out the gutter."

"Oh, and how have you been managing?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Excuse me?" Robert blushed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Of course."

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

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

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

"Are you eating a healthy, balanced diet?"

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

"Do you eat well?"

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

"Excellent. And do you drink?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

"Oh, you know, fine."

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

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

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

"Oh, good."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Fine, just fine."

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

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

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

"It's difficult," Robert admitted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No, no," Robert answered gruffly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Huh?" he stuttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Fuck. No. Please don't."

"I thought not."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What?"

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, so badly."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh, if you insist."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wendy smiled at her patient and stroked faster.

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

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

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

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

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

"You were going to show me your tits."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Mmmmmmmm," Robert moaned non-verbally.

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

"Mmhmmm."

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

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

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

"Mmmmm."

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

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

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

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

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

"Mmm?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Mmmm." Robert nodded.

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

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

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

"Mmmmm," Robert protested at the thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You want more, don't you?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Thank you, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


3. Probed by the Doctor

"The doctor will see you now."

Peter Everard's heart pounded in his chest. For the last half hour he had been sitting patiently in the waiting room with butterflies swirling in his stomach and his foot drumming incessantly against the floor as he waited for the receptionist to peer up from her computer, look him in the eyes, and say those words.

So now, with her smile failing to calm him down as he slowly stood up, he eeked out a thank you and made his way over to the door, feeling as if all the other patients were watching him every step of the way.

Down the corridor he went, searching for the door with his doctor's name on it. After years of good health, he had kicked himself for allowing such an inconvenient issue to arise, and with such poor timing. Because only a month earlier, his usual doctor and friend, Doctor Danson, had retired, forcing Peter to go to a stranger to divulge the embarrassment of his personal issues.

Doctor Hind. That was their name. He found it on a plain white door at the end of the hallway which he knocked on and went in.

"Hello, I..." Peter stopped in his tracks as the door swung shut behind him. He knew he had let his prejudice get the better of him. Walking into the office, he had been expecting to see someone quite the opposite of the Doctor Hind before him. He had pictured an old, greying man. Not her.

"Come in, Mr Everard. Please take a seat."

Doctor Hind crossed one long, slender leg over the other and gestured to the chair positioned across from her. She pushed a lock of her luscious blonde hair out of her face as she turned quickly back to her computer to finish sending off an email. Peter sat down, at once grateful to have been assigned such a gorgeous doctor and also all the more intimidated because of that.

She was youthful but authoritative as she looked sternly between him and her monitor. Her white doctor's coat, pencil skirt and heels made her the image of professionality, though Peter was also well aware of the swell of her breasts under her shirt that was visible with her open coat.

"I'm Doctor Hind," she said, her pink lips curling into a warm smile. "I've had a look over your records, but from what I understand you booked this appointment to check about a new issue?"

"Yes," Peter stammered out, still trying to decide how he could say it.

"Well?" She glared at him, almost appearing impatient. "What seems to be the problem?"

"I..." He gulped and took a deep breath. "I'm experiencing some...discomfort."

"Could you perhaps be more specific?"

"Ah, well..." Peter averted his eyes away from her penetrative gaze. "In my...um...my balls."

"I see." The doctor didn't seem phased at all which had him reassured. Until she asked him: "Could you stand up and I'll have a look?"

Peter's face burned a bright red, but he found himself automatically following her lead.

"If you could just remove your pants and underwear," she said as she reached into a box and pulled out a pair of blue latex gloves. "It shouldn't be anything much to worry about."

Peter slowly unzipped his pants and lowered them to the floor. Standing in his underwear, he wondered whether he had made a mistake. He tried to think of an excuse to leave. Perhaps the ache had gone and he didn't need to be checked. Or there was an emergency at home he had to get back to.

"Come on, Mr Everard," she sighed. "I don't have all day."

"Sorry," he muttered, finally pulling down the elastic waistband.

"Let's take a look at you, shall we?"

Doctor Hind, standing in front of him, took his balls in her gloved hands, almost making him gasp at the cold touch. She rolled them around between her fingers, feeling every surface and being perfectly methodical but careful, not causing any pain.

Peter looked away as he tried not to focus on the light tugging and the brief touches of latex against his cock. He felt like a dog having a check up at the vets and, with the embarrassment of the situation, he was as soft as he could possibly be.

Nevertheless he was also well aware that he was living many men's dreams. He had an incredibly sexy doctor literally fondling his balls. It took all his mental fortitude to turn his attention to something else, because he knew the slightest stray thought could begin the unstoppable swelling of sexual arousal.

"Hmm, no lumps," the doctor said at last, taking her hands off him. "That's good news. You feel perfectly healthy, in fact. But there's still discomfort?"

"Yes, it's sort of a dull throb," Peter described accurately. "Like someone kicked me in the balls five minutes ago."

"And is this as bad as it gets?"

"No, it can be worse. Sometimes I get back ache too, and I think it's my balls causing it. But sometimes there's no pain at all."

"I see." Doctor Hind looked thoughtfully at his genitals as she pondered the diagnosis. "Can you tell me how often you ejaculate? It doesn't matter how: masturbation, oral sex, penetrative sex, whatever."

"I..." Peter blushed again. He knew he had to tell the truth. "Usually once a day."

"Hmm, that's interesting." The doctor returned to her desk, took off her gloves, and searched something on her computer. "Now, your condition usually isn't too uncommon. I would expect you to be suffering from epididymal hypertension. You may have heard of its more common name: blue balls."

Peter nodded curtly, acknowledging what she said while wondering whether he could pull his pants back up.

"But typically this would be caused by infrequent sexual activity or ejaculations," the doctor continued. "For someone like you, with such regular releases, the issue might be a little bit more complicated."

Peter didn't like the sound of that. Nor was he thrilled to see her stand up and put her gloves back on.

"If you don't mind, Mr Everard, I'm going to have to examine your prostate."

"Excuse me?"

"That may be where the issue lies. Though you will need to be clean before I get in there. Have you ever had an enema?"

"Um, no." That word had Peter cringe at the thought. The last thing he had expected from his appointment was to have the doctor examine that part of him, but now that he was there, his pants around his ankles and his cock out in front of her, he didn't know how he could possibly say no.

"I'll just get it prepared," Doctor Hind said. "Please can you lie face down on the bed."

Peter got flat on his front, feeling his soft cock being pressed against the bed while he rested his head on one cheek and placed his arms at his side. He watched as best as he could while the doctor prepared the enema equipment. When she returned to him with everything she needed, including a bottle of lubricant, he grimaced at the thought of what was to come next.

"This will be inserted inside you," she explained, showing him the black nozzle attached to a bag full of fluid. "There may be a mild discomfort, but nothing to be scared about."

Doctor Hind coated the nozzle with a lubricant then slowly brought it up to Peter's behind. Despite knowing what was coming, he still tensed up. Thankfully the nozzle was small and he allowed her to gently push it inside.

"Don't try to squirm too much," she said calmingly. "I'm about to release the fluid and you'll need to hold it in."

Before Peter could acknowledge her directions, he suddenly felt a strange rush of warm liquid gushing into his bowels. It was oddly satisfying, feeling as if he was being cleansed by the sensually smooth flow inside him.

"There's still more to come," the doctor said as the fluid kept coming.

"I don't know if I can take any more." Peter gasped as he felt it filling him.

"Don't worry. We're nearly there."

It wasn't long until Doctor Hind removed the nozzle from his ass, satisfied that enough liquid had been used.

"Now just hold it inside for a few moments while I clean this."

Peter did as she requested, remaining as still as he could so as not to disturb the liquid. The doctor meanwhile washed the nozzle of the enema equipment.

"Doc, I don't think I can hold this in much longer," Peter said, propping himself up on his elbows as he struggled to contain the fluid. The doctor commanded him to remain where he was for a minute longer, then she brought out a bucket and placed it on the floor beside the bed.

"Go on then," she said. "Let it all out."

Peter promptly got off the bed and squatted over the bucket. He let all the fluid erupt out, listening as it splashed and rippled around. It felt incredible to let it all out, and once he had wiped himself with some toilet paper he was handed, he felt like he had been completely emptied and his insides were all perfectly clean.  He let Doctor Hind take the bucket away as he stood up again, his knees shaking.

"Now that's done," she said, "I'll just have a feel inside and try to get a sense of what's going on."

Still wearing the latex gloves, the doctor squirted a blob of lube into her palm and rubbed her hands together.

"Could you get onto the bed," she asked, deciding on the best position for him to be in. "Just on your hands and knees. That's it. Good. That'll be easier for me."

Peter had hopped onto the bed, his soft cock flopping around, and he did as she asked. His hands and knees sunk into the padding as he waited for her to do what she needed to do.

"Try to relax, Mr Everard," Doctor Hind said. "This won't hurt a bit. I'll just start by easing you into it."

Her index finger reached to his opening and immediately he shivered at the cold sensation as she began to rub in slow circles, getting him more used to the feeling of someone playing around with that part of him. Gradually, he began to relax. It was like a massage in a way. It was soothing and gentle, and only after she could see all tension drain from his body did she slowly push in, spiraling forward to open him out.

She went deeper. Past the knuckle and right to the end, the doctor inserted her index finger inside, finding no resistance on her way through. And then, bending to find what she was looking for, she smiled with satisfaction.

"Mmmmmmm," Peter moaned as the tip of her finger pressed against his prostate.

It was like she had flipped a switch. First, the sound that came out of him was involuntary. Second, the pleasure was an instantaneous reaction that had his heart racing to pump blood straight into his cock.

"Oh fuck," he groaned as he realised that, completely out of his control, he was rock hard. He could see his cock pointing straight down between his legs, throbbing as the doctor continued to massage his prostate.

"Don't be embarrassed," she said with her finger still wiggling around in his ass. "It's a perfectly natural reaction. Most men don't realise just how much pleasure can be experienced from this spot inside them."

"Oh woooww." Peter's knees began to shake as her wonderfully soft touch continued to rub circles around his prostate. He could feel the pressure in his cock rising as it pulsed with desire.

"As I expected," Doctor Hind said as she honed in on a diagnosis. "There's a slight swelling. What I don't yet know is whether it's the result of your epididymal hypertension, or the cause of it."

"Should I...oh fuck...should I be concerned."

"Concerned? Not at all. But to find out more I will have to feel what happens with your prostate as your arousal grows."

"I don't think I can get much more aroused, doc," Peter said, nearly laughing.

"We'll see about that. Do you mind if I stimulate you for a few minutes?"

"Stimulate...?"

"It has to be done."

"Oh. Well. Okay, doc."

With one finger still inside him, the doctor took her free hand and began to stroke his hard cock. There was still plenty of lube covering the latex glove which allowed her to smoothly glide over him, up and down from base to tip, massaging his balls and swirling around his head.

It had Peter shaking. The sensations were unbelievable. He had never experienced this much pleasure before, let alone from his doctor. His cock was so sensitive and her strokes were so smooth that he could feel his orgasm growing quickly inside him. And with her finger still massaging his prostate, he didn't know how long he could last. In his position on his hands and knees, he felt like he was an animal being milked. And as the doctor stimulated him faster and more firmly with both hands, pumping his shaft up and down, the only thing he wanted was to release everything he had stored inside his balls.

"That's very interesting," the doctor then said, taking her hand off Peter's cock moments before he was ready to cum. Her index finger remained inside his ass, continuing to feel his prostate as he clenched around her. "It's inconclusive, I'm afraid, but I can suggest a potential treatment."

"Oh my god," Peter grunted, feeling his orgasm tantalisingly close, his legs and arms shaking as Doctor Hind slowly drew her finger out of him. "I was...you nearly made me cum."

"I'm sorry Mr Everard, I'm sure that must have been very...frustrating. But I had to do that to find out what's going on. I am a medical professional, not any other kind of professional. I wasn't going to finish you off just because you were close. Is that clear?"

"Yes. Sorry. I didn't mean...I wasn't trying to suggest that."

"Well, let's move on, shall we?" Doctor Hind took her gloves off, threw them in a bin, then washed her hands in a small sink in the office. "What I've discovered is that the swelling in your prostate increases with arousal. That's not unusual, and it can swell more following prolonged periods of abstinence or heightened sexual arousal. But what is abnormal is that the pain has continued despite multiple ejaculations. In a reversal of what I might originally have thought, your regular masturbation pattern may even be causing the swelling by placing too much stress on the prostate. Do you watch porn when you masturbate?"

"I do, yes." Peter had awkwardly shuffled off the bed to put his clothes back on.

"Well, what I suggest is that you cut that out completely. No porn. No masturbating. No sex. I hope that's not much of an issue for you." The doctor raised her eyebrows as if to suggest that she knew the latter wouldn't be difficult at all for him to go without.

"Seriously?" The patient asked as he pulled his pants back up gracelessly. No sex was no problem, but cutting out masturbation was a tall order. "For how long?"

"Let's try a week." The doctor sat back at her desk and typed a new entry into her online calendar. "I'll book you in for an appointment after that, then we can see if anything's changed. Any questions?"

"Erm, so no touching?"

"Well, apart from cleaning down there. I'd recommend you take cold showers as well and try to reduce all potential stimuli that might cause arousal. The more erections you can avoid, the better. And, I'll write you a prescription for painkillers. It won't exactly solve the issue long term, but it should at least ease the discomfort for now. Okay?"

Peter took the prescription she handed over to him. "Okay. Thanks, doc."

*****

Peter had put on a brave face in response to Doctor Hind's suggestion, but in reality he was dreading the prospect of a week-long period of denial, especially as it was on the doctor's orders. He tried to approach the ordeal, therefore, as confidently as he could. He took cold showers as she had suggested; he turn on the adult filters on his phone so he wasn't tempted to even search for a glimmer of porn; and he locked his sex toys away in a chest.

But there were always temptations. There were always challenges that cropped up at the most unexpected times to tease him and tempt him to relieve his desire for pleasure.

A sex scene in a film caught him off-guard. He watched longingly as the supermodel of an actress ran her lips across the muscular chest of the male lead, who brought a hand down to squeeze her ass.

Peter switched the TV off but he was too late. His cock was hard in his pants and it didn't go down until he went for another cold shower.

Then, on the weekend, he was eating out and a waitress took a liking to him. He usually would have appreciated the attention and tried to reciprocate by responding to her flirtatious jokes and body language. He had to pull his chair closer to the table as a tent was pitched in his pants from the simple idea that this gorgeous woman might want to have sex with him. So to try and turn her down, he simply acted coldly to her efforts at small talk, even though he couldn't take his eyes off the swish of her short skirt whenever she walked by his table.

At least the painkillers did their job well. Almost all discomfort had been rid from Peter's body. All except for a tingle in his balls which he realised was a result of his enforced denial. He couldn't remember the last time he had gone so long without cumming, and now he could feel the need growing like an itch he couldn't scratch.

So the week was a long one for Peter and he felt somewhat proud for obeying Doctor Hind's orders. He hadn't even given a single stroke to his needy cock, let alone masturbated to completion.

By the time he was sat back in the waiting room he was filled both with relief for it being over and dread for whatever the hot blonde medical professional was going to tell him next.

"Come in," she said as he knocked on the door to her office. She was in the same attire as last week, but she was already standing up as if waiting for his arrival. "Close the door, Mr Everard, then take your clothes off. Your shirt as well."

Peter's cock twitched at her stern commands and the sight of the sexy doctor stood authoritatively, watching him as he slowly undressed. The lapel of her white coat seemed to be open even wider than last time he saw her; it made her impressive bust all the more prominent. As Peter stripped his shirt then pants off, he thought he could even see her nipples through her top.

"So, Mr Everard, how has the last week been?" Doctor Hind asked, her eyes scrutinising him as he last revealed his cock and balls. "I hope you were able to do as I asked?"

"I did, doc. But it was difficult. No porn. No masturbating. The painkillers did their job, though I can still feel a twinge of discomfort now and again." Peter shivered with a cold chill as he stood naked, feeling incredibly exposed with her intensely examining gaze.

"Hmm," she pondered, putting a pair of latex gloves on then approaching him. "And how many times would you say you got an erection?"

"Oh, that's hard to say." Peter gasped as she suddenly took his balls in her hand. "Oh...um...in the morning most days. Then I got hard quite frequently the last couple of days."

"That's understandable," the doctor said as she fondled his balls, feeling them as she had done before. "I'll just need to examine your prostate again."

Like with his last appointment, Peter allowed her to give him an enema. But, unlike before, he was well aware of what to expect and he knew, secretly, how much he really enjoyed having her penetrate inside him. So he happily went along with her orders and let her get him nice and clean before getting onto his hands and knees on the bed, ready for his examination.

"Let's see what's going on inside," Doctor Hind said as she inserted an index finger inside him.

This time, she needed to ease in. She used lube but didn't waste a moment to massage Peter's ass or try to make him comfortable, so he winced at the first feeling of her penetrating him. But immediately after he enjoyed the feeling.

"Does this feel good?" the doctor asked, finding his prostate straight away now that she knew where it was.

"Yes," Peter said as his cock stiffened in response. "Wow."

"That's a good sign. However, I can still feel some swelling."

"What does that mean?"

"It means that your week of abstinence didn't have the effect I'd hoped for."

"Seriously?" Peter didn't want to believe he had deprived himself of pleasure for so long only to find out it was all for nothing.

"Unfortunately, yes." Doctor Hind removed her finger but watched his cock still throbbing hard. "You could perhaps try a month of denial. That would give us a clearer picture."

"Doc, you've got to be joking! I can't go that long."

"No, I didn't think you'd be so keen on that idea."

The doctor went over to a cupboard, opened it, and pulled out some sort of medical device. She turned back to her patient with a sly smile as she wielded the long, slender, metal rod and watched the wide-eyed expression on his face.

"I did research more solutions and the other suggestion I have is to target your prostate directly," she explained. "Penile stimulation has proven to be ineffective, and so has complete denial. So, I'm confident a prostate massage should solve your problem."

"Really?" Peter eyed up the tool in her hand, not confident about having it inserted where she intended.

"It's this or no cumming for a month," she said, raising an eyebrow as he considered his options before inevitably succumbing to her.

"Okay. You can use...that."

"Great. Although, as this is a delicate procedure, I can't have you struggling. Otherwise it could just make the issue worse."

The blonde put down the probe and fetched some more equipment from a cupboard that opened with a creak. In one hand she had a bundle of bandages. In the other, a long metal bar with straps attached to either end.

"Rest your forearms on the bed, right in the middle there, and face the wall," she ordered. "Bend over. That's it."

Peter's elbows sunk into the soft padding of the bed as he bent forward at a nearly ninety-degree angle, making his ass feel even more exposed.

"This is a spreader bar," the doctor said as she positioned the metal rod beneath him. "It'll make sure you don't react too impulsively to the probe once I'm massaging you. Spread your feet apart. That's it."

Secure leather straps were tightened around Peter's ankles, preventing him from closing his legs which formed an equilateral triangle with the bar. They were spread so far, almost a metre apart, that he couldn't have walked if he tried. And, as a result, he had no way to hide his ass, or his cock. It felt like even his ass cheeks were being forced apart.

"Put your hands together," Doctor Hind then ordered, though she was quick to take his wrists herself before he had a chance to comply. She held them together and wrapped a few lengths of thick white bandages around before tying and cinching it tightly. Next she took more bandages to tie them from his wrists then across and over the far side of bed where she looped them down and back around towards Peter, all the way to the spreader bar where she attached them with an immovable knot.

With the long strip of bandage looped around the bed, her patient was unable to move from his position. If he tried to shuffle back, his wrists would be pulled further forward. And if he tried to move his hands, the spreader bar would be tugged and he would lose his balance.

"Is this...um...is this all necessary?" Peter asked, suddenly feeling even more vulnerable as he tested out his bondage. His arms were stretched out in front of him while he struggled to hold his head up. It became easier to just let it rest on the bed, in between his elbows.

"Oh completely, Mr Everard," the doctor said with a smile. "But I will ask that you keep the noise down so you don't disturb the other patients. This procedure can elicit some...audible reactions."

"What do you mean?"

Doctor Hind sighed and went to get one final piece of equipment.

"You'll soon see," she said. "Here. Open wide."

"What?"

Before Peter could protest, he felt some sort of device get inserted into his mouth. It consisted of two metal frames which were placed between his teeth and around his jaw, and as the doctor twisted a ratchet mechanism each half was slowly pulled apart, forcing his jaw open as wide as it could be.

"This is a Jennings mouth gag," Doctor Hind explained. "Usually I'd need it when examining a patient's oral cavity, but I've found other uses for it."

"Ahhghahmm." Peter was completely unintelligible. He wanted to question her strange methods, but he knew there was no use.

"That's right, Mr Everard, you're all ready for the procedure."

With Peter immobile, bound to the bed with his legs spread apart and his body bent over, his ass was fully exposed, a perfect target for whatever the hot doctor wanted to do to it. She pulled her gloves tight and retrieved the metal probe that had remained threateningly in the corner of Peter's vision.

He was able to watch as she coated it with lube. While it was quite thin, there were ribs and contours that made the end thicker, and the entire length had a gentle curve. It was designed for one job only: to massage the prostate.

Doctor Hind stepped behind him, holding the instrument at the ready. She put one hand on his waist then pressed the probe against his opening, which was completely visible from her position. Slowly, letting the clenching of his muscles tighten around it, she let it slide in, one bump at a time. She had already got him used to anal examinations, but this was different to her finger. The contoured end was thicker and there was more resistance than before. But as Peter grunted and groaned, he soon relaxed enough to let it slide in deeper.

"That's it," the doctor said, paying attention as the probe disappeared inside. "You know it'll be worth it."

Peter did. And it was. Any discomfort from the probe instantly evaporated as it found his prostate.

"Arghh," he moaned as his cock sprung to life, pointing straight down to the floor.

"Feels good, doesn't it?"

"Ahhuh."

Peter's knees shook as the doctor rubbed the probe against his prostate, firmly moving it back and forth and making the pleasure within him rise.

"I know what you're experiencing right now," she said, amused when she noticed him drooling uncontrollably onto the bed. "There's an indescribable pleasure grower more intense by the moment. It feels wonderful, and yet you don't know how it's even possible. Your cock is throbbing. It's leaking precum. It wants to be touched. It wants to be stroked. Because that's the only way you know how to cum. But you have to let go of what you know. You need to embrace these new sensations that are getting more powerful with every minute that I'm inside you."

Peter knew that every word the doctor said was correct. As strings of saliva dribbled from his open mouth, precum gathered on the tip of his cock then dripped onto the floor. Every fibre of his body was filled by a desire to touch his hard, throbbing shaft. It was the natural response to the growing pleasure.

And yet it didn't stop growing. He felt himself succumbing to it. The probe inside him continued massaging and the fire within continued to burn stronger. There was a pressure that he couldn't keep in. Its release was inevitable.

"You need to let it all out," Doctor Hind said, slightly increasing the tempo at which she pressed the probe in and out. "Embrace that wonderful feeling and cum. Do it. Cum for me."

Peter's cock was twitching. His wrists pulled at their bonds and his legs trembled, straining against the spreader bar. There was no holding back now. No way to resist the urge to give in to the rising pressure.

The pleasure that started in his prostate grew fiercer. His entire body was filled by an intensity he had never felt before. The first shockwave caught him off guard. If he hadn't been restrained, he could have fallen to the floor.

Hot cum spewed out of his pulsing cock. It sprayed across the floor and continued to erupt out with wave after wave of extreme pleasure. The probe kept massaging and he kept cumming, letting out more than he had ever done before.

There was no comparing this orgasm to what he thought he knew. After a week of denial, after submitting to his sexy nurse and letting her use his ass as she pleased, cumming like this, without even the lightest touch to his cock, brought such an immense glow of satisfaction as finally the last few drops dripped out.

He hardly noticed the probe being removed. Nor did he pay attention to Doctor Hind washing it carefully. Peter was just so full of relief and awash with a pleasurable golden glow that he was lost in his own world. He didn't even pay attention to the bondage that still restrained him. Not until the doctor had mopped up his mess did she finally release him.

"How are you feeling now?" she asked, sounding once again genuinely empathetic and professional.

"Good," Peter managed to say as he slumped back in a chair, not caring at all that he was still completely naked in front of her.

"I'm glad to hear it." The doctor sat at her desk and typed something into her computer. "I'm confident that the treatment should have sorted you out, but you'll need to monitor yourself and check if there's still any recurring pain or discomfort. I'm booking another follow-up appointment for next week, so if there are still issues," she turned to look at him with an alluring smile, "then perhaps we'll need to repeat that treatment. What do you say?"

Peter was still in a daze as he went to gather up his clothes. He felt incredible, and all discomfort seemed to have faded. But he thought about her offer. Maybe, he wondered, more treatment would do him good.

"Sounds great, doc," he said. "I can still feel a slight twinge."


4. Submitting in the Clinic

It was just by chance that Justin was skimming through the ads of the local newspaper one day and saw, occupying the smallest space in the bottom corner of the page, a notice for paid clinical trials.

"Get up to one-thousand dollars for taking part?" he read out loud, his eyes lighting up at the cash figure. There was very little information other than that, not even an address. The only other text, printed in very small type, was a phone number. Knowing it must be too good to be true, but nevertheless too intrigued to disregard it, he picked up his phone and called.

"Good morning, Venus Medical Services, how can I help?" A cheery woman's voice greeted him.

"Oh, hi, I saw an ad in the paper offering paid trials?"

"That's right, but we're strict about what candidates we use so I'll need to screen you first. Can I ask you some questions about your health?"

"Okay, sure, why not." Justin decided it was worth a shot for the money.

"Excellent," the woman said. "Firstly, do you smoke?"

"No."

"Do you drink?"

"Um, a little."

"Would you say a moderate amount each week?"

Justin hesitated before finally agreeing: "Yes, I suppose.

"Okay. And is there any history of addiction, mental illness, or hereditary diseases present in your family?"

"No."

"That's great. If you just hold the line for a moment, I'll check if we have any availability for you."

Justin was put on hold and he waited patiently as the discordant tones of a string quartet crackled through his phone speakers. He was worried that he might have blown his chance, and he wondered whether he should have lied and said that he didn't drink.

"Hello?" The woman's voice returned, interrupting his thoughts.

"Yes?"

"We do have one trial which you are suitable for, but you'll need to be available all afternoon. Are you able to come down today after lunch?"

"Um, maybe. What's the trial? And where are you located?"

"I'm afraid I can't discuss that with you over the phone, and I can't give out our address until I've confirmed your booking with you. But I can assure you it pays the full thousand dollars."

Justin didn't need a moment to think about it, the money was enough to convince him.

"I'll be there," he said without hesitation.

"Excellent. So, can I take your first name?"

"Sure, it's Justin."

"Perfect. Well, thank you, Justin. Please come down to 183 Pullmans Road at two o'clock."

"Great, okay, see you then."

He hung up, a smile on his face. He was filled with excitement at the prospect of earning some easy cash. Having attended similar trials, he knew how simple they were. They would likely measure heart rate, maybe perform blood tests, and perhaps try out a new drug on him. Except this time the company, which he had already forgotten the name of, must be doing something confidential if it was paying this much and being so secretive about it. Either way, Justin didn't care. The money was worth it for a few hours of being a test subject.

*****

He drove over to the address and parked in the quiet parking lot outside a large, modern, glass building. There was hardly a soul around, but there was a small plaque on the wall that said 'Venus Medical Services'. He remembered the name and, reassured that he was in the right place, entered through the revolving glass doors.

"Good afternoon," a familiar voice greeted. "Welcome to Venus Medical Services."

"Hi," Justin said, walking over to the reception, behind which sat an attractive woman whose smile was warm and friendly. Her dark hair was tied back in a strict ponytail, and she wore a tight blouse that was buttoned up to her neck.

"Are you Justin?" she asked.

"Yes, I am."

"Perfect. We spoke on the phone earlier. I'm Harriet, and you're just in time. If you wouldn't mind just signing this form then I can tell you what's going to happen. Don't worry, it's just a simple non-disclosure agreement. Our work is very specialised and cutting-edge. We wouldn't want you talking to the press or our competitors."

She passed Justin the document and he looked over the several pages of complex legal terms and conditions. With money still on his mind, he signed and dated at the bottom and handed it back without caring too much about the fine details.

"Thank you," Harriet said, filing it away. "So now I can tell you as much as I can: you're eligible for an exclusive trial that's being conducted by our leading sexual health research team. There will be two parts to it. Firstly, you'll need this."

She placed a small plastic container on the counter and instantly Justin's cheeks flushed hot red as he realised what it was intended for.

"You'll just have to provide a sperm sample," Harriet explained professionally, not fazed at all by the subject matter. "Don't worry, you'll have a private room to do that."

"I would hope so," Justin muttered sarcastically, now glad of the fact that the reception area was entirely empty apart from the two of them.

"And the second part of the trial will follow immediately after. You'll be with Nurse Erica for that. She'll explain more then. Is that all okay? You can still back out now if you'd like."

"No, that's okay." Justin was resolute. Despite the embarrassment of it, he had always secretly hoped that one of these trials would require a sperm sample. The thought of masturbating for money excited him at a purely immature level.

"Great. Please go to room 6B, take your clothes off, and put this on," the receptionist asked, handing over a hospital gown. "You can then provide your sample. Try not to lose a single drop. There will be reading material available for you to use as you like. And once you are finished, please exit through the red door on the other side of the room. Nurse Erica will then attend to you."

"Room 6B, got it," Justin said, trying to take onboard all the information as he picked up the gown and container.

"It's just down the corridor and to the left." Harriet pointed the way and smiled cheerily as he went to find his way. "Enjoy your trial."

Her last words rung ominously through Justin's ear as he pushed a pair of heavy double doors open and let them swing closed behind him.

The corridor was long and painted floor to ceiling with a glossy white. It was spotless and there was a faint smell of bleach that irritated Justin's nose as he passed by several numbered doors. Eventually he took a turn left and found room 6B. He pulled the handle down, finding it unlocked, and went in.

There was a coffee table in the centre of the room, a couch facing it, and not much else. But opposite from him was a crimson-coloured door which he could see was bolted from his side. He made sure to lock the one he had entered from, knowing he'd need the privacy to perform, then approached the table.

On top of it was an abundance of magazines, all in neat stacks and ordered by fetish. Justin put the container and gown down, staring at the ghastly cover of one on top, and began to undress.

Even with both doors locked, he was hesitant to finally remove his underwear. And when he did, he was small and soft. But he knew he shouldn't delay, especially if there was a nurse waiting for him, so he folded his clothes in a neat pile on the table and sat down, looking at the magazines on offer.

With such a wide range of kinks on display, there was plenty that either didn't interest Justin or outright turned him off. But as he flicked through a number of potentially suitable candidates, his cock began to stir at the thought of what was about to happen to it. And he finally decided on one that was simply titled 'Medical Fetish'.

It wasn't what usually appealed to him, but the thought of being where he was, stroking himself for science, then soon meeting a nurse, had him decide to try it out.

He lay the magazine open on the top of his thighs. One hand was ready to turn the page, the other began to stroke his cock as it grew bigger and harder.

A woman was wrapped in bandages, only her pussy, tits and lips were exposed. A vibrator was tied between her legs and Justin imagined her squirming as she was forced to cum over and over again.

A sexy nurse with voluptuous cleavage on display listened to a man's heart while she stroked his cock.

A male doctor examined a woman's spread legs and rubbed her clit. Her face was screwed up as if she was mid climax.

Justin stroked faster. He was surprised at how quickly the edge approached and he had to grab the container, ready to burst, as he flicked to a page adorned with a series of images.

Another nurse inserted what looked like a dildo inside a patient's ass. He gritted his teeth as she fucked him with it. On all fours, his hole was abused by her. She reached down and grabbed his hard cock.

Justin trembled as his climax hit him. He stared at the photos and held the container in place. Cum shot out, splattering against the plastic. His cock pulsed as he unloaded everything, emptying his sample into the pot. He stroked and squeezed until every last drop came out.

He caught his breath for a moment before screwing the lid firmly onto the container. His creamy cum only filled a small part of it as he swirled it around and tried to make the parts stuck on the sides fall and join the main mass.

Justin eventually summoned the energy to stand up. He placed the magazine back in the pile and put on the gown. It did a bad job covering him, coming down to the top of his thighs and being held together by only a simple tie at the back. But he found the courage to go and find his assigned nurse and so approached the red door with his pot of cum in hand.

He entered what looked like an operating theatre. It was sparkling and clinically clean with a type of surgical table in the middle. And at the side of the room, having been busy preparing a number of odd-looking tools and utensils, a nurse turned to greet him.

"Hello, my name's Erica, I'll be your nurse today," she said with a friendly smile. "You are Justin, right? How are you feeling today?"

"Yes, I'm okay, thanks."

Justin admires the curvy body she had under her green button-down scrubs. Her straight brown hair flowed over the lapel at the front that was bulging at the size of her bust, and her legs were nicely shaped by a pair of white stockings.

"Did you have any difficulty providing your sample?" she asked, holding out her hand.

"I, err, no." Justin handed over his pot of cum, trying not to feel embarrassed about it as he watched Erica swirl the load around and examine the contents.

"Good. And I know it can be quite a strenuous activity for some. Do you feel any fatigue or light-headedness?"

"No. I'm fine."

"Excellent. Then you're okay to proceed to the next part of the trial?"

"Yes."

"Okay then. Please lie down and in a moment I'll explain what's going to happen. And please drink that water. You'll need to be hydrated."

While the nurse went to test the sample, Justin drank an entire pint of water that she had gestured to, then he lay down on the surgical table. It was small, and with his head resting at one cushioned end it only extended as far as his tailbone. So, to get into position, his legs were placed into two stirrups that he could see were attached to movable pivots.

"I'm just going to ask you a few questions if that's alright, sir," Erica said as she moved around between various pieces of apparatus.

"Go ahead." Justin watched her out of the corner of his eye, finding the view of her tight ass as she worked quite hypnotic. He was grateful that he had just cum, otherwise he knew his cock would be trying to get hard, and with only the gown loosely covering him he was well aware that any erection would be quite visible.

"Firstly, can you tell me how many times you masturbate in an average week?"

"Erm...once or twice?"

"I'd appreciate honesty," Erica turned to say sternly. "This is an important trial."

"Okay, sorry." Justin blushed, more out of shame for having lied rather than embarrassment for telling the truth. "Five times on average, I'd say."

"Okay, and before you provided your first sample, when did you last ejaculate?"

"Excuse me? Why do you need to know that?"

"I have to measure the volume of your sample, so it's important to grasp whether it's a usual amount for you or if you've been abstaining recently."

"No, well, I haven't. Um, I...the last time was yesterday. In the evening."

"Thank you. And lastly, on average, how many glasses of water do you have each day?"

"Maybe eight?"

"Interesting." Erica finished off her tests and placed the container in a small refrigerator before coming over to stand at Justin's side as she made notes on a clipboard. "Well, you're a healthy specimen, that's for sure, and the sample you provided is a very healthy amount. Before we proceed, I just have to briefly run through the aims and methods of the trial to make sure you're still comfortable with continuing, okay?"

"Yes, go ahead."

"The aim of this trial is to test the average volume of ejaculate and the intensity of orgasm experienced by men, taking into consideration various stimuli and other conditions. Each subject will provide a control sample, as you have just done, which will be the product of traditional self-masturbation with visual pornographic assistance. This will then be compared with a second sample, which will be the result of other variables. I just need your signature here and a verbal acknowledgement to state that you are still happy to proceed. You're welcome to leave, but any monetary compensation will be forfeit."

Justin took the clipboard and read over the statement again.

"Can you explain what, uh, stimuli will be used?"

The nurse shook her head. "Unfortunately not. As per our confidentiality rules on page 3, the subject must commit to this second stage of the trial without exact knowledge of the methods used. This is so the subject doesn't leave before the trial is completed, but it is also to test how new, unexpected experiences impact your reaction."

Justin turned to page three and found the rules as he tried to decide whether he should still carry on. It would be worth it for the money, and while the secrecy made him worried slightly it also had his heart racing with excitement.

"So, if I understand it correctly, I'll be providing another...sample?"

"That's correct." Erica gave him a smile that filled him with confidence. "And this time I'll be here to help."

That last comment was enough to make Justin sign. He could feel his cock begin to grow at the thought of this attractive nurse being there to watch, or even help him, masturbate.

"Okay, I'll do it," he said resolutely as he handed back the clipboard.

"Excellent! Then, first of all, I'll just need to take this gown off you."

"Err, really?"

"It's quite alright, sir. I'll need full access to your body."

"Okay..."

Justin tried to not look at the swell of Erica's breasts as she leaned over and untied the gown from the back of his neck then pulled it away from him, leaving him completely exposed. She bundled the material away then looked at his cock which was already semi hard.

"I'm impressed," she said. "It usually takes some time to get my subjects warmed up, especially so soon after giving the first sample."

"Thanks?" Justin said unsurely, but he tried to take her comment as a compliment as she moved around to his feet.

"I just need to strap you in. It'll help you feel relaxed."

She pulled at some buckles that went around his ankles, attaching them to the stirrups that held his legs elevated in front of him. Then she came back around to his side.

"Is this necessary?" he asked as she took his wrists and bound them to the table with leather straps that had been hanging hidden underneath.

"Oh completely, sir. You don't need to move, so these ensure that you don't fall or hurt yourself."

Justin wasn't entirely convinced, but as his wrists were strapped down he realised that that meant Erica must need to provide hands-on help to get his second sample, and for that he happily obliged her, even when she revealed additional straps that went across his forehead and chest so that, by the time she had tightened the last buckle, he was completely immobile.

"Feeling comfortable?" she asked, slyly eyeing up his cock which was now fully erect from the excitement of the bondage.

"Yes. Completely."

"Good. I'm now just going to apply some electrodes to measure your heart rate. They'll keep a record throughout the trial."

Erica stuck a number of small adhesive disks to different spots on his torso, each attached with a wire to monitor that she wheeled over. Once the ECG equipment had all been set up, emitting a steady beep in line with Justin's rest heart rate, the nurse then picked out two black latex gloves from a box and put them on, pulling them tight over her delicate fingers.

"Are you ready to begin?" she asked, pressing a button on a control panel at the side of the table that made the mechanism in Justin's stirrups to move. They glided slowly apart, spreading his legs wide and allowing Erica to step in between them.

"Yes," he nodded nervously as he watched her grab a bottle of lubricant, squeeze it into the palm of her hands, then run them together to coat her gloves.

"Good. Then please relax. Feel free to close your eyes. You don't have to do anything."

But Justin didn't want to look away from the sight of the sexy nurse standing between his legs as she took his cock in her gloved hands. Instantly he felt it grow even harder, as thick as it could possibly get, and he trembled with excitement.

The lube was cold but quickly became warmer as she stroked his up and down, the latex sliding smoothly over his throbbing shaft.

As with any other part of her work, Erica focused on the handjob with a steely professionalism, displaying on her seductive face no visible sign that she was enjoying this any more than she would applying bandages or administering medication. But she did keep her eyes on the cock, giving it her full attention as she worked methodically to increase the pleasure Justin was experiencing. With both hands gripping him, she was driving him crazy.

The ECG beeped faster as more blood pumped through Justin's cock. He couldn't hold back a moan as he felt his orgasm rising within him.

"That's right, sir," Erica responded to his audible groans. "Just enjoy it. You're nearly there."

She kept an eye on the monitor that showed his heart rate spiking as he neared the edge. Justin didn't even notice that she hadn't yet prepared a container to catch his sample. He was too caught up in the pleasure as she gripped tightly and stroked faster.

"Mmmmmmm," Justin moaned louder, feeling his cock pulsing. "Fuuuuuck...I...I'm..."

"Not yet, sir."

Erica took her hands off him and just watched as his cock twitched and bounced, having been so close to cumming.

"Why...why did you stop?" Justin looked pleadingly at her, desperate to fulfill the orgasm that had been so close.

"I said not yet, sir. You'll have to wait. For your sample I have to include a number of variables, including edges." Erica peeled off her gloves and threw them in a bin. "And before I continue further, you will also be given an hour of denial."

"What?"

"Don't worry, sir, you'll have plenty to keep you occupied."

The nurse disappeared behind him and he heard a cupboard being opened. Then she returned and placed a VR headset over his eyes and headphones over his ears, sealing him in a muffled silence.

"I will be here to monitor you for the next hour and continue the trial," he heard her voice say quietly. "Please just enjoy the video and don't strain too hard."

Justin waited in the dark, not knowing where Erica was or what she had in store for him. His cock was still rock hard with anticipation, especially when the screen on the headset turned on and faded into the image of a room.

He was lying on a bed. A body stretched out before him. He knew it was meant to be his, but there was an odd disassociation with the legs that were too broad and too hairy compared to his own. This recumbent avatar was only wearing boxers, and Justin could see the large bulge waiting to be released.

A woman entered through a door in front of the bed. She must have been a famous pornstar; Justin was sure he recognised her. She had golden hair and a slim body with perfect curves that were contoured with a beautiful red set of lingerie, including thigh-high stockings and a garter belt.

"Wake up lazy head," she said mockingly, coming over to kneel on the foot of the bed. "I'm bored. Let's do something."

She pouted as she looked right into the camera. Justin felt her eyes meet his while her voice was so clear in his ears it was like he was actually in the room with her.

"Do you like my outfit?" She pushed her tits together and fondled them through her bra. "Hmm? Because from where I am, it looks like you really do."

She reached over and rubbed the prominent bulge that had grown thicker in the tight underwear. For a moment, Justin shivered, thinking he could feel the sensation. He couldn't, but as he watched the hard cock be revealed his own throbbed harder with excitement.

"I know how we can have some fun," the woman said, shuffling forward on her knees then leaning over to run a tongue over the length of the thick shaft. "See? I know this is what you want."

She then took the cock in her hand and stroked. Justin's heart raced. His mind seemed to be deceiving him. As the pornstar stroked, he was sure he could feel his own cock undergoing the same attention.

After a moment of confusion, he knew it wasn't some trick. He couldn't see her, but Erica was back between his legs and stroking him, synchronized perfectly with what he was witnessing in the VR video. As the blonde gripped tighter and went faster, so too did Erica.

And as Justin's arousal increased, he found himself becoming more and more lost in the sights and sounds of the virtual display. It became easier to imagine himself lying on the bed, being so perfectly pleasured by the smoking hot blonde in her red lingerie. But even so, when he watched her lean over and part her lips, he never imagined he would receive the same sensation.

Yet, perfectly on queue, his cock became consumed by the hot, wet feeling of a blowjob. It was tight and sloppy. Saliva dribbled down over his balls. He seized up with delight as she went all the way to the base, the sound of her gagging echoing in his ears. She didn't have to do much more before he felt the edge approach.

As his throbbing cock left her mouth, she took her bra and panties off. He watched as she climbed on top of him, her perfect tits wobbling as she lifted herself up and slowly slid herself over his raging shaft.

Instantly a different but just as tight pleasure consumed him. Her pussy squeezed around him, driving him wild. He wanted to reach up and grab her tits as they bounced or her ass as it slammed down, but he was only able to strain against the restraints that he had almost forgotten existed.

She rode him harder and faster while she rubbed her clit and moaned enthusiastically, her expression becoming an uncontrollable tapestry of pleasure. She screamed for him to cum as her body shook. His cock felt the pleasure almost explode as her climax struck her.

Justin tried to thrust harder, to pump his cock deeper and drive himself over the edge. He could see the shaft in front of him pulsing as cum shot inside her, but the feeling was absent. He was on the edge but that was it. There was no orgasm for him as he felt her pussy finally slide off and let the white load dribble out. And as he tried to catch his breath, the scene faded to black.

"Thanks for playing with me," the woman said before disappearing from sight. Justin relaxed again as his edge slowly withdrew.

For ten minutes or more he lay in silent darkness, allowing his cock to slowly soften as he tried not to let his frustration get the better of him. But then, despite him expecting Erica to take off his headset, another video began to play.

Justin endured three more scenes just like the first. He was helpless to watch as various gorgeous women stroked and sucked and fucked him while he lay there bound to the surgical table. And every time, his cock was stimulated just like how it looked in the virtual reality display. But he never got any relief. He would look longingly as the cock in front of him erupted with ropes of hot cum, onto a waiting face or a pair of tits or into a tightly sucking mouth, and meanwhile he felt nothing of that pleasure with his actual aching, needy cock which yearned for release after being edged so many times.

As the final scene faded, he was out of breath and trying to prepare himself for more unrelenting teasing. But, instead, the headphones and headset were taken off him and he stared up at Erica.

"How are you feeling, sir?" she asked with the tone of concern expected from an attempt at bedside manner.

"I'm..." Justin didn't know what to say as he watched the nurse put the equipment away. "I'm so damn horny."

"That's understandable," she said, coming over to pick up two fleshlights that were dripping with lube. One had a vagina-shaped hole and the other had an opening like a pair of lips, so Justin then realised how she had so successfully imitated the sex and blowjobs he had been witness to. "You've done very well so far, sir."

"So far?! How much more is there?"

The flicker of a grin crossed the nurse's otherwise focused visage, betraying how much she was truly enjoying herself.

"Each subject has a different series of stimuli before releasing their second sample," she explained. "For example, one only viewed a single video and they only had a single edge. With you...you're more towards the other end of the scale. So we ought to keep going."

"Okay..."

"But, you'll be happy to know I just need to edge you one last time."

Justin wasn't particularly happy about it, until he saw her begin to unbutton the front of her scrubs with one hand and grab one of the fleshlights with the other.

"Just watch me, sir," she commanded. "And try to imagine this is the same mouth you were just seeing in the VR."

She slid it down over his cock while revealing the lacy black bra she had on under her uniform. Justin seized up in pleasure as the fleshlight enveloped him. It was somehow strange to feel the same thing he had just felt before; this time there was something off about it. Now that he was aware of what toy was causing this pleasure, what it looked like around him as the nurse stroked him up and down with it, there was something disappointing about it. Because before, with the headset on, he could at least try to believe it was really her mouth sucking him tight and bringing him to the edge, which despite everything was approaching fast.

"That's it," Erica said, hearing the monitor beep faster. She showed off more than a glimpse of her impressive breasts while she stroked faster with the fleshlight. "Come on, sir. Get to the edge again."

Justin wanted to fight it, to hold back and prove that she didn't have complete control over him. But he couldn't, especially now that he could admire more of her body with her bra on show. So he reached the edge to the chirrup of the ECG machine and she pulled the fleshlight away immediately, letting his cock pulsate, completely unfulfilled.

"Now that's out of the way, there's something special lined up," Erica said as she buttoned up her scrubs again and went to collect a new instrument. Justin watched with disappointment as her breasts were covered up, but then his eyes went wide with panic at what she returned with in her hands.

"What is that?" he asked, staring as the nurse put on a new pair of latex gloves before applying a copious amount of lube to the long silicon shaft. It was purple and ribbed with a gentle curve that he could only imagine reaching deep inside him.

"This, basically, is a dildo," she answered nonchalantly. "I'm going to probe you and give you a prostate massage, and then you will be ready to provide your sample. However, I will need both of my hands free."

Justin stared fearfully as she stroked the dildo up and down, coating it with the silky smooth lube. Then she attached it to a harness which she had clipped around her waist and back to face him. He hadn't ever taken anything like that inside him, and the sight of her wearing a strap-on was intimidating, but his cock was still hard and willing for whatever the nurse was going to inflict on him.

"I'll just get you warmed up first," Erica said as she used one lube-covered hand to massage Justin's taint and down to his exposed opening. "Just relax, sir. I can assure you it'll feel even more pleasurable if you do."

Justin tried. At first her touch made him feel vulnerable. He shivered as she circled closer. But as she carried on, his muscles no longer needed to clench hard in reaction. Erica managed to ease herself closer until her index finger was right where it needed to be to push gently forward.

"Mmmm," Justin moaned as she entered him. It was an involuntary reaction to the strange sensation, but it wasn't out of discomfort. As she slowly delved deeper, it felt even better. And as he got used to it, he relaxed even more, letting her gently slide in and out with little resistance.

"See," she said. "I knew you'd enjoy it. Are you ready for this?"

Erica stroked the dildo, looking like she was masturbating herself, and applied more lube. Justin just nodded slowly, curious about how it would feel, worried that it might be uncomfortable, and excited to know he would soon be allowed to cum.

"Good."

The nurse guided the tip into position. After having her finger inside him, Justin was eager to feel filled again. But the dildo was bigger than what he had already experienced, and as it was slowly pushed inside he could feel himself being stretched.

Erica took things easy with him. She waited to let him get used to just the tip before moving forward an inch. After another moment, a second inch slid inside. Justin grunted and moaned, but only because he thought she was teasing him. His cock, even after not being touched, was still throbbing and leaking, and he just wanted her to fuck him.

"There we go," Erica said when at last she had pushed the entire length inside. "How does that feel?"

Justin could hardly speak. The dildo had rubbed against his prostate and now, as he felt himself clenching around it, he just wanted more.

"So good," he eeked out desperately while his cock twitched.

Erica just smiled then started moving her hips back and forth, letting the dildo slide in and out by a few inches. She grinned as her patient released a primal moan, completely at the mercy of her actions. So she fucked him harder and took his cock in her gloved hands.

"How much cum do you think you'll produce for this sample?" she asked as she stroked, watching his heart rate quicken drastically on the monitor.

"Aaahhh...so...much." Justin was so consumed by pleasure that he couldn't think of anything other than the need to cum.

"I reckon you'll have much more than the first."

"Yeeess...fuuuck..."

Erica stroked faster, her hands gripping tight as the lube allowed them to slide smoothly over his pulsating cock. She could feel him about to burst as she fucked even harder, thrusting the dildo in from tip to base, and the heart rate monitor beeped wildly.

"Get ready to give me all that cum, she," she said, reaching over to grab a small container she had left ready by the side of the table. "Cum for me, sir. Cum for me."

Justin released a loud, uninterrupted groan as he felt his orgasm crescendo to its peak. He had never experienced a prostate massage before, and now, with the nurse's strap-on pounding him and causing ripples of exhilarating sensations through his body, it magnified the pleasure of her hand that still stroked his cock and aimed it into the container as he began to shake, his climax thundering out in wonderful spasms.

Cum splattered violently against the plastic pot. Rope after ropes sprayed out. He trembled in his bonds, twisting against the leather straps as the force of his orgasm released with shot after shot of hot cum.

"That's it, sir," Erica said encouragingly. She slowed down both her thrusts and her strokes but kept coaxing out the remains of his load. "Give me everything you've got."

More cum dribbled out as she squeezed along his shaft. Every last drop was added to the sample, and when Justin recovered enough to open his eyes he saw just how much more there was compared to his first load, which now seemed like a lifetime ago.

"Wow," he said, feeling as if every bit of energy had been drained out of him.

"Enjoy that, sir?"

"Yes. Wow."

"Good. Venus Medical Services thanks you for your contributions."

The nurse slowly pulled the dildo out of Justin, making him grunt once again, then she screwed the lid onto the container and placed it in the fridge with the other sample.

"I need to do some tests now," she said as she pulled off her gloves and went to free her patient from his bondage. "You're free to leave. Just make sure to drop by reception on your way to collect your check."

Erica pulled open the last of the restraints but Justin hardly wanted to move. After a moment, he accepted her help to stand up. Then, after looking back to see the sexy nurse swilling around his two milky loads of cum to compare them, he made his way with wobbly knees back through the red door where he found his clothes and slowly got dressed.

The receptionist, Harriet, was still sitting behind her desk when Justin went to leave.

"Hello!" She greeted him again. "Did Nurse Erica treat you well?"

"Uh huh," he answered with a red face and a nod.

"That's good to hear. Are you off home now? I bet you must feel drained!"

"Yep, I guess you could say that." Justin could tell by the look on her face that she knew exactly what he had just undergone.

"Well, here's your cheque." Harriet handed over a slip of paper. "And can I just check before you leave, would you like to be notified of other trials in the future?"

Justin paused as he considered the question and looked at the thousand dollar figure in his hands.

"Are they all like that one?" he asked.

"Most do follow a similar methodology," the receptionist said with a wry smile. "But that's all I can say about them."

"Well then...yes. Sign me up!"


5. In Chastity for a Doctor

My mouth was still dripping wet from eating Mary out as she hoisted me up onto my feet. Shackles lifted my arms straight above my head. Nipple clamps with a chain running between them made me wince with discomfort. A spreader bar separated my ankles and I was forced to stand stark naked while my wife pulled her skirt back down and recomposed herself following the orgasm my tongue had given her.

In her black latex dominatrix gear, she looked incredible. She tied her dark hair back in a tight ponytail while biting her lip and looking me up and down. Even though it hadn't been touched yet, my cock was throbbing and desperate for her attention.

"This is such a useless thing," she said, reaching out to take my hard member in her hand. She caressed it lightly but it was enough to make me shiver with pleasure. "Especially now I've trained you to use your tongue so well. Don't you agree?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered before she leaned in to kiss me. It was so deep and passionate that it turned me on even more, especially as my cock was being grazed by her fingers. I could feel her tongue penetrating my mouth before she sucked and bit my lips.

"Mmmm," she moaned, pulling away and leaving me wanting more. "I can still taste my pussy on your lips, and my my, it tastes so good. You're a lucky slave, aren't you? Being allowed to eat me out and make me feel good is such a privilege."

"Yes, mistress." I gasped as she began stroking harder, almost as a reward for my compliance. "Thank you, mistress."

"Good boy. Because I don't have to use you if I don't want to. I've got my dildos, I've got my vibrators, I've got a dozen different ways to make myself cum. And do you know how many ways you have?"

"Just you, mistress." I had long since handed over control of my pleasure and orgasms to her. Mary was my loving wife and dominant mistress, and I wanted nothing else.

"That's right, slave." She grinned, pleased by my obedience, and stroked faster. "You just have one way to cum: if I give you permission. So...do you want to cum?"

"Yes, mistress," I begged. "Please, mistress."

"You've got to do a better job at convincing me, slave. Tell me why I should let you."

"Because..." I could think of a hundred reasons, but I also knew how she liked to play this game. Any answer could be turned around and used against me, to tease me even more. The only thing to do was to be logical. "Because this is our last chance to play together."

"Play...together?" She tutted and slapped my balls, making me wince. But her hand quickly returned to my cock. "My silly slave, we are not playing together; I am playing with you. But...I suppose you deserve some sort of treat. Otherwise how am I meant to make sure you control yourself while you're in hospital?"

The news that I needed a routine operation to fix a minor hip issue had come as more of an annoyance than a cause for serious concern. It meant I would have to remain in hospital for a few days under observation, despite my own lack of concern. The only positive news that came from it was Mary's teasing suggestion that she would finally let me cum before I had to leave the comfort of our home and the privacy of our sex dungeon, and as I would be leaving tonight I knew this would be the final chance to end what had almost been two weeks of denial.

"Exactly, mistress," I said, trying to continue her line of thinking. "I won't be able to help myself. I'm just so horny, mistress. I might...I might have a wet dream or something."

"Oh dear, slave." She pulled a sad face which I knew was intended to mock me. "How unfortunate. I wouldn't want that. So, I suppose I could let you cum now...would you like that?"

"Yes, mistress. Please."

Her hand had already started moving more rapidly up and down my shaft. I knew she could feel how hard I was and how much my cock was already throbbing. She stared into my eyes and I felt myself approaching the edge. My breath quickened. Her hand gripped tighter. Pulses of energy began to converge in my shaft.

And then she stopped.

"Ooorrrrr," she said with a wicked smile while she held me tight, making the head of my cock bulge while a drop of precum seeped out. "You could wait."

"Mistress..." I panted, feeling so close to the edge and just wanting to unleash the pressure that had built up. "I can't..."

"Don't put yourself down, slave. I know you can control yourself if you really try. Because I'm going to give you a choice." Mary kissed my cheek then leaned in to whisper in my ear. Her breath was warm and her voice was sensual. Her fingers resumed trailing over my cock, keeping me right on the edge but not letting me go over. "You can cum now, slave, if that's what you so desire."

I was ready to just say yes, but I forced myself to listen to the rest of her offer.

"But...if you do, I will ruin your orgasm. Plain and simple. All that pleasure that you desire will be ruined, and your cock will be unfulfilled, and all the teasing and edging of the last two weeks will peter out in the frustrating whimper of an orgasm."

"Mistress..." I could only moan as I felt my need to cum just as strong as before, despite the threat of being ruined. I almost wanted to just let her finish me. Some relief would be better than none.

"Or you can wait, slave." Her voice was seductive. Her tongue flickered over my ear. "And if you wait, I'll pay you a visit in hospital tomorrow after your operation. I'll make sure we have some privacy. I'll take your cock out, and I'll lean over...and I'll put my lips around and suck."

The image itself was almost enough to make me cum. But I resisted. She only needed to use her fingertips now to keep me on the edge.

"And I promise, slave, I'll let you cum." Mary breathed heavily in my ear, as if she too was turned on by the idea. "You can blast all that cum down my throat like I know you've been dreaming of doing. And I'll swallow it all. I'll suck you dry. That'll be your reward for denying yourself for me, and for being brave about your operation. You'll deserve it, my wonderful slave. Just hold on one more day and I'll make it worth your while."

I was kept at the edge for a moment longer, speechless by the thought of what she had planned for me.

"So what will it be, slave? Do you want to cum for me now?"

My body urged me to say yes. It was what it needed, to let go and cum. But my brain knew that any satisfaction would be ruined in an instant, and that if I could wait just one more day then all this frustration would be worth it.

"Or do you want to wait?" Mary asked when I didn't respond.

"Yes," I managed to croak. "Yes, mistress. I want to wait. Please don't make me cum now."

Despite my wife's expert control of my cock, my orgasm felt so impossibly close that I worried she might accidentally let me go over the edge. And so it was a mix of burning agony and relief to feel her hand finally let go.

"Incredible!" She laughed, pulling the chain of my nipple clamps. "I never would have expected to hear you pleading with me not to cum. It almost makes me want to ruin you anyway..."

She rubbed the head of my cock furiously, sending my arousal spiking.

"Please, mistress!" I begged desperately. "Please stop!"

"Fine." Mary took her hand off me again, visibly pleased by what she had done to me. "But remember, slave, even though I gave you a choice you are still mine. Your orgasm is still mine."

"Yes, mistress," I sighed, trying to breathe more steadily despite the throbbing of my cock. A string of precum oozed out the tip and I just watched as Mary caught it with her index finger.

"Taste this, slave," she ordered, putting it to my lips and letting me suck it off. "Taste your arousal."

Having become so used to the taste which she regularly fed me during our sessions, I obliged her.

"Thank you, mistress," I said once I had consumed it all.

"Good slave. Now, I'd better untie you, hadn't I?"

*****

My cock tingled with frustration for the rest of the day, unfulfilled and desperate for satisfaction even as Mary drove me to hospital that evening. She gave me a kiss goodbye, accompanied by a subtle squeeze of my balls, and sent me on my way. Time passed like a blur due to my mixture of arousal from thinking about seeing her again and a minor anxiety about the operation.

But it all went smoothly. I was wheeled out following the procedure and taken to a small private room to recuperate as the effects of the general anesthetic wore off. Various medical staff came to check on me and I was told by one doctor that everything had gone as planned, though I would need to remain in the hospital for a few nights. Once I was finally left alone, I had been so preoccupied that I had almost forgotten about Mary's promise.

Until she walked in through the door.

Wearing purple yoga pants that shaped her legs and ass beautifully, as well as a tank top that revealed an alluring amount of cleavage, she rushed over to my bed and gave me a big kiss on the lips, throwing a handbag onto a chair so she could embrace me. Instantly, my cock sprang to life and I was all the more grateful to be in a private room, even though it was so small and windowless.

"I hear everything went great," Mary said with a smile. "How are you feeling?"

I discussed my experience while she sat on the side of the bed, looking lovingly at me with her big brown eyes. Part of me wanted to ask her about her promise, but I also didn't want to spoil the moment or come across as too needy.

"It's a shame you have to stay here for so long," she then said. "But you won't guess who I bumped into!"

"Who?"

"Samantha Kendall! Well, Doctor Kendall to you. Sorry, I realise you don't know her. We were friends in college. We used to get up to no good together back in the day, but that's not important. Anyway, she's working here now so we had a quick chat and she said she'll gladly keep an eye on you."

"That's kind of her." I wondered why I hadn't heard of Doctor Kendall before now, although Mary did tend to keep a tight-knit circle of acquaintances and anyone else, even old friends from college, were rarely mentioned.

"I know, and I'm sure you'll appreciate having her around." Mary gave me a wink that had me confused, but that was all forgotten when she kissed me again while her hand suddenly reached under my loose-fitted hospital gown. "You didn't think I'd forgotten, did you?"

I gasped as she found my cock already rock hard.

"I'll take that as no," she said, moving off the bed and standing at the side. "Good slaves deserve rewards."

I was stunned into silence as I simply watched her pull up the gown to reveal my desperate cock and lean forward, her mouth open. Part of me thought her promise was too good to be true. I knew she didn't enjoy giving head unless it was a special occasion, so it seemed like a pipe dream. But all my concerns faded the instant she wrapped her lips around my thick shaft and sucked.

"Holy shit," I moaned, feeling the warmth of her mouth envelope me.

Encouraged by my reaction, she didn't hold back. Her tongue swirled around my sensitive tip. I could only watch as her head bobbed smoothly up and down. Bending over in her yoga pants, my eyes were also drawn to her amazing ass that clenched as she blew me. She was easily able to take half of my length inside before it got too much for her, but that was all that I needed to experience wonderful sensations.

After two weeks of denial and so much excruciating teasing, I was already close to bursting. I had gone to sleep last night with a raging erection, dreaming of this moment. And now that it was happening, nothing could compare to the absolute bliss of the real experience.

I could hardly move. I could hardly let out a moan. My orgasm seemed so close as my cock pulsed inside her sucking mouth. I managed to lift an arm up, to place my hand on the back of her head, and try to encourage her to go even deeper, to consume more of me so I could shoot my load deep inside her.

But as soon my fingers touched her hair, she pulled away. She wiped off a string of saliva that had arced from her mouth to the tip of my throbbing cock, and then she grabbed my balls hard.

"Bad slave," Mary said, making me grimace as she squeezed tight. "You really wanted to cum down my throat, didn't you?"

"Mistress," I didn't know what to say, but as the pleasure of the edge faded away it was replaced by the pain of my tortured balls. "I...I thought...you promised!"

"I promised, did I? And you thought that gave you the right to cum without even asking for explicit permission? And to push my head down like I'm some cumslut rather than your mistress? You really were going to just cum like that without checking with me, without warning me...I expected better from you, slave."

I was at a loss for words. I should have known better. I should have said something, asked for permission. It had been drilled into me by her. I had been trained to be her perfect slave. And so I knew it was completely my fault for letting her down, for letting myself get too worked up to remember what I had to do as her slave.

"I'm sorry, mistress."

"Don't look so sorry for yourself, slave," she said, giving me an icy glare that filled me with guilt. "I'm not surprised at all by your lack of control. In fact, I expected it."

I didn't know what to say. I only watched as she went to look through her handbag. My cock was still throbbing before me, begging to be touched. It would have been so easy to reach down and grab it and stroke myself to completion, but I dared not face Mary's wrath. My orgasm belonged to her, after all. It would not have felt right to disobey our code.

"You've proven you're not to be trusted," she said, pulling a small black pouch. Despite my desire to obey her, I knew, ultimately, she was right. When I was in such a sexually frenzied state like this, I didn't want to test how easily I could lose control. "And you're clearly not deserving of an orgasm. So I have the perfect solution."

I shouldn't have been surprised to see what fell out of the little pouch. It landed in her open palm with a dull thud, the source of much consternation for me ever since Mary had mentioned the idea. It had come up as a topic of conversation many times during our bondage sessions, most usually used as a threat to not disobey her. But now I had crossed that line. I had almost cum without her permission and so I knew I deserved this new tool in her arsenal: a chastity cage.

"You're going to wear this," my wife said with an excited expression. "It's the only way for me to know you're not touching yourself while I'm away."

I examined the harsh-looking steel that glimmered in the white fluorescent overhead light. It was a closed design, leaving only a small gap at the tip, and it looked heavy. I couldn't imagine how it would feel, but I knew it was only a matter of time before I wouldn't have to imagine any more.

"You know how much I've wanted to try this out," Mary said, testing out the lock with a small key. "You should be excited that we get to try something new!"

It surprised me in some respects that it had taken this long to introduce chastity play into our repertoire of sexual activities. Mary had always been quick to introduce various toys and techniques that I never would have dreamed of, and in some way she was right: her visible excitement was enough to convince me to let her commence with putting it on.

Once the base ring was on, snuggly held behind my balls and the base of my cock, one issue was immediately obvious.

"Well...you're not making things easy for me." Mary tutted as she held the cage at the ready. My cock, however, was still hard and thick, even more so now that the ring was increasing the pressure of the blood that pumped into it. So it just throbbed uncontrollably with over twice the length of the metal shaft that had no chance of fitting over it.

"You need to get soft, slave," she said to me without suggesting how I possibly could. "Go on. I don't have all day."

She grabbed my balls and spanked them. They were an easy target now that they were separated from my body by the ring. She smacked them over and over again, making me groan in discomfort.

"Silence, slave," she commanded harshly, giving me a moment to rest. "You don't want anyone to interrupt us now, do you?"

"No, mistress, I'm sorry."

A mix of the pain that was still shooting into my stomach and the fear that I had in fact alerted someone made my cock soften before it received another barrage of assault from Mary. She was quick to act as it fell limp, grabbing it and putting the cage in place before I could grow hard again. The metal was cold as it slid over my shaft like a sheath and clicked into place. Mary then turned the key in the small padlock and bit her lip as she examined my caged cock.

"It fits you perfectly, slave," she said, admiring how well the cage contained my unfulfilled cock.

It tried to grow hard as she pulled it, testing the strength of the metal. I could feel just how effectively the harsh metal prevented my erection from developing whatsoever. The sensation was a strange sort of discomfort. It wasn't painful, but I was aware of just how much my cock wanted to burst out of its prison.

"How does that feel, slave?"

"Okay, mistress."

"Well, I shall visit you every day to make sure you're still doing okay." Mary pulled my gown back down, covering my cage from prying eyes. "And when you're home again, we can have even more fun now that I can control you so well. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered, disappointed that I wouldn't be cumming but excited about what else she had planned on my return.

"So I'd best get off to work." She placed the key to my cage on a delicate silver chain and placed it around her neck where it dangled close to her breasts. "I'll keep this safe for the time being. If you can prove that you're still able to be a good slave for me, then maybe I'll unlock you in a few days time. If not...Well, I don't know about you but I can go months without needing your cock. So, goodbye slave."

"Goodbye, mistress."

We kissed, she gave the cage a quick squeeze, then I watched her leave me alone, horny and frustrated and trying to imagine what life was going to be like as her chastity slave.

*****

"Good afternoon, Mr Holloway, how are you feeling?"

I had almost dozed off when, at least an hour after Mary's departure, a doctor walked in. But she wasn't any old doctor: she was tall and blonde; she wore a white coat that did a bad job at concealing the hourglass shape of her body; and underneath it a professional but tight black skirt only came down to the thighs of her slender legs while a white top that looked like a bustier pronounced the swell of her breasts. Instantly, I sat up wide-awake and well-aware of how attractive she was.

My excitement, however, was matched by a growing worry that my arousal was going to cause some inevitable amount of discomfort, and for the first time I realised just how exposed I was in my loose hospital gown that barely went down as far as my knees.

"I'm okay, thank you," I said, forcing the words out as I looked her up and down.

"Good." She read over a file, not paying me much attention. "I'm Doctor Kendall. Your wife asked me to look in on you."

"Oh, of course." In the excitement of Mary's visit, I had forgotten that she had mentioned her old college friend. "It's nice to meet you."

"Likewise. Sorry I can't stay for a chat, but things are busy around here. Do you have everything you need?"

"Yes, thank you."

"Good." Her red lips curled into a friendly smile, one that made me excited to know she'd be looking out for me.

*****

Doctor Kendall promised that she'd return later, and it was with great anticipation that I waited for her. Other nurses came and went, bringing dinner or a drink or helping me walk to the bathroom where, fortunately, I was left to do my business in private without anyone around to see my chastity cage, but it was only the smoking hot doctor that I hoped would walk through my door.

I wondered what Mary must have thought if she knew how I spent my time thinking about her old friend. It would be both a blessing and a curse to have the sexy blonde doctor around. Already, my cock was throbbing in its cage at the thought of seeing her again, and that was made all the more worse when she finally entered my room again.

"I offered to help you get ready for bed," she said, coming around to stand by my side. "You can't be putting too much strain on that hip of yours. Do you want to change into anything more comfortable?"

I shook my head. Part of me would have loved to say yes, but even the idea of her discovering my secret made me blush visibly.

"Then at least let me tuck you in."

I couldn't say anything before she leaned over to grab the blankets folded at the end of the bed and lay them over my body. I could have done it myself, but I didn't want to stop her now she had started. And, it gave me a good view of her cleavage as it heaved every time she threw the covers over me, and especially as she bent forward to tuck the blankets into either side of the bed. She patted the top cover flat, across my chest and then my stomach and lastly over my crotch.

I didn't even feel it at first, the touch of her hand as it discovered what I had been hiding. The hard metal prevented me from sensing it until she, out of curiosity, fondled it through the layers of material and I looked down to see what exactly she was doing.

"Um, Mr Holloway, what is this?" She stared at me with a shocked expression, even as her hand continued to feel me. I could see her fingers almost able to wrap around and grip the shaft through the blanket.

"It's...I don't know...it's nothing."

My heart pounded in my ears as I tried to think of something, anything, to prevent her from doing exactly what she went to do anyway: pull the blankets back off me.

I was uncovered in an instant, and even with my gown still on I felt naked. This couldn't be happening, I kept telling myself.

"What are you hiding?"

Doctor Kendall didn't seem to expect to hear any response from me; she was too focused on slowly pulling up my gown. It was an excruciating moment for me. I felt paralysed, trapped, unable to think or say anything to stop her. And when the steel cage was finally revealed, I saw her eyes light up.

"Well, well, well." She bit her lip, visibly intrigued. But she kept her hands off me. "I assume this is Mary's doing?"

I could only nod as her icy blue eyes looked at me.

"I can't say I've ever come across a patient wearing a chastity device. My, my..."

I hoped she couldn't notice that not only was my cock in a cage, it was also throbbing as hard as it could. Something about having her examine me with such wonder, somehow, despite my absolute embarrassment that I could feel burning in my cheeks, was turning me on. It may have been the sensation of the cage which I was still getting used to, or the idea of such an attractive woman staring at me with such fascination, or maybe it was because I knew that Mary's plan to control me was working, that even without her presence my cock was locked and owned by her and even with a sexy doctor by my side there was nothing I could do about it.

"I really shouldn't be surprised," Doctor Kendall finally said to me. "Your wife was quite the kinkster back in college, did you know that? I can see she's not lost her touch."

The extent of Mary's sexual promiscuity had often been a subject of intrigue for me. It had been clear from our first night together that she liked to dominate, and I was perfectly happy to submit to her. But she had never discussed where she discovered these interests of hers, or who she had experimented with before me. As someone who loved to let her control me, I never saw a reason to ask.

"Well, I'll admit I'm slightly guilty for leading her down that path," the doctor said, surprising me. "She wasn't the most outgoing college girl, so I took it upon myself to teach her, to empower her, to show just how easy it is to manipulate men. Do you mind if I just..."

Her hand went to touch me. I had been craving her attention, although I might not have admitted it. My cock twitched, making the cage bounce, as she held my balls in one hand and massaged them lightly.

"Do you like that?"

I nodded, stunned into silence by what I was allowing to happen. I was expecting Mary to burst in at any minute, to break up this sensual moment and scream at me for being unfaithful. But I knew she was at home, far away from my private hospital room.

"This must be so frustrating for you," Doctor Kendall continued, now running her other hand up and down my shaft. I could hardly feel it through the metal, but the sight alone was enough to drive me crazy. "Does she keep you locked like this for a long time?"

"No," I finally managed to say. "She only put it on me today. She...didn't trust me not to touch myself."

I couldn't believe I was divulging such details of my intimate life with a relative stranger. But as she stroked the cage faster, making me imagine how good it must have felt if she was pleasuring my freed cock, I felt like putty in her hands.

"Oh you poor man. You must be in agony. I wish I could help you. If only you were unlocked..." Her strokes slowed down but I was just as worked up. "I...I don't want to come across too strong but I will admit that some patients of mine are known to get...special care. It's very hard to resist when they're lying around all day and I know they've been dreaming of fucking me. So, it's all too easy, when I get them alone like I have you now, to just spend a moment...sucking them off. It's only with the purest intentions, I swear. They get to drain their load, all their worries, down my waiting throat."

My cage seemed to have shrunk as she talked and as I imagined just how incredible her luscious red lips would feel around me, if only I was uncaged. The metal was tight and seemed to constrict around my shaft, preventing its desire to grow.

"It's such a shame your mean wife made you wear this." The doctor fondled my cage again, seeming just as desperate as me to break me out. "I suppose there's nothing we can do...but just so you know, I would have sucked your cock and swallowed all your cum, and I wouldn't have told Mary."

She looked at me again, her brow furrowed as she thought.

"Mr Holloway, I don't want to be too presumptuous, too teasing, but...I'm desperate to suck your cock. I know you're caged and helpless but please can I at least try and taste you?"

Nothing could have made me say no to her. She smiled excitedly as I nodded and then she leaned over, her red lips parting.

I hoped, and almost expected, to feel the warmth of her mouth around my cock. There wasn't the sensation I desired, though the heat was intense and made me gasp. There was certainly frustration about it as she took the complete length of the metal shaft in her mouth, but I also found pleasure just imagining how incredible it would have felt for me to be unlocked in that moment.

But Doctor Kendall also knew exactly what to do to increase my pleasure. She fondled my balls as she sucked, tugging gently as if encouraging my cum to build up. Meanwhile, her tongue flickered around the tip, finding the gap in the metal cage where the exposed end of my cock was almost bulging out. It was sensitive but that only made the sensation even more intense.

And somehow, slowly, I realised that despite all odds my orgasm was rising. The building of pressure was gradual but noticeable. I could feel my cock throbbing harder in the heat of her mouth. But the closer I got and the longer she sucked me, the more that desired orgasm seemed like it would be impossible, and before she had a chance to really test the limits of the chastity cage, Doctor Kendall withdrew.

"Did you think you could cum?" she asked.

"I don't know," I managed to say, looking at the saliva dripping from the cage. Part of the metal had even been smeared with the red of her lipstick.

"More importantly, did you want to cum?"

I thought for a moment, feeling the intense desire in my cock that urged to be unlocked and finished off. But seeing the cage, seeing the small padlock, reminded me of Mary. It was her cock. She owned it. She owned my orgasm.

"No," I said resolutely.

"I understand, Mr Holloway. You're a good sub for your mistress."

She spotted a drop of precum at the tip of my cock and picked it up with her finger. Then she brought it to my mouth and automatically, without thinking, I sucked it clean off.

"She said you like the taste."

My heart almost stopped.

"What?" I asked.

"Mary. She said you like the taste of your precum."

"She...she told you that?"

"Yes. And she gave me permission to tease you as much as I want." A wicked grin crossed the blonde's face as she explained. "Your wonderful wife said I should keep you occupied. After all, I did teach her everything she knows about dominating men, so you're in capable hands. I'll have to report back to her about your loyalty."

I was dumbfounded, especially as she pulled the blankets back over me.

"Don't worry," she said with a wink. "I'll see you tomorrow for more fun."

I silently watched her leave and turn the light off, then I reached over to my phone which I'd put on the bedside table. My heart raced as I unlocked it and saw a text from Mary: "Have you enjoyed your time with Doctor Kendall?"

*****

Mary didn't answer my questions about Doctor Kendall. Even when I asked about how much about our BDSM relationship she'd disclosed, or what the doctor had been given permission to do, or whether I should have resisted her advances, she didn't give me any answer, and my questions were only ceased when she threatened to throw away the key to my chastity cage.

The one thing I knew for sure, however, was that Doctor Kendall hadn't been lying: Mary really had asked her old college friend to tease me.

My wife was always able to surprise me, but bringing in another woman to dominate me caught me off-guard. So when she sent me a message wishing me goodnight, it took a long time for me to drift to sleep, not least because it was my first night in chastity.

My mind swirled with thoughts of the blonde doctor doing what she liked with me during the coming days. My cock stirred repeatedly in its cage, each time reminding me of Mary's control as the discomfort kept me awake. Only when the exhaustion of my operation took hold of me did I finally drift off.

*****

I was moved early the next morning by a nurse and a porter. To my disappointment, they told me I would have to stay in a shared ward, and so I tried to make myself at home as best as I could despite the half dozen other patients on beds around me.

Doctor Kendall was nowhere to be seen, and a part of me was grateful that I had some time to recover before she came to tease me. My cock ached after its torment the previous day, and I appreciated a prolonged period of time where it wasn't trying to get hard in its cage.

With nothing to do, time passed by slowly. I lay on my bed and played on my phone, ate the breakfast and lunch that was brought to me, and waited until, just as she had promised, Doctor Kendall appeared.

She strode through the ward, looking as fine as ever, and when she got to my bed she pulled around the curtains so no one else could see us. I felt like I was in a little, contained bubble with her, but I was aware that any suspicious sounds might prick the curiosity of the other patients.

"Sorry you had to be moved here, Mr Holloway," she said, standing at the foot of my bed. "If a private room becomes available, I'll do my best to reserve it for you. I know it must be...frustrating now that you have to share."

"It's okay, thanks." While my new lack of privacy meant that she couldn't tease me so thoroughly as before, I thought I might come to appreciate that.

"It's a shame really." She came around to my side and lowered her voice so it didn't leave the confines of our bubble. "I had a number of things planned for you which I can't do now. I did want to test this out."

She reached a hand under my gown, finding my cage and tugging gently. I could feel the sensation of it being pulled away from my body. It was pleasant and made my cock stir.

"And how are these feeling today?" The doctor then fondled my balls.

"Okay," I said, trying not to show how turned on I was getting.

"They do seem so full...did they give you a difficult night's sleep?"

I nodded as she squeezed gently, causing a dull pain that somehow made my cock try to grow harder.

"I'm sure you'll get used to it. Would it help if I tried to take your mind off it?"

She let go of me, but only to lean over, showing off her impressive cleavage right in front of my face. My cock throbbed and I wanted to touch her, but before I could she came closer still and pressed her red lips against mine.

She was so warm and soft as we kissed. And when her tongue toyed with mine, swirling around, I was reminded of what else she could do with it and it made my frustration even worse.

"Did that help with your pain?" she whispered once she had pulled away, wiping the lipstick off me with her thumb. I shook my head. "Oh dear...would you like me to kiss it better?"

"Yes," I answered quietly, not wanting this moment to be interrupted by someone overhearing.

Doctor Kendall smiled and pulled my gown away from my cage. Then she bent over. I could see her coat riding up and revealing her round ass in her black skirt as she kissed the metal of my chastity device just as she had done before.

Her lips wrapped around the tip as if ready to suck. I felt her tongue flutter against it, but that was all. She pulled away before it went any further, leaving a red smudge from her lipstick.

"I hope that helped, Mr Holloway," she said as she pulled the gown back down over me. "But that's all you get for now."

Despite my throbbing cock and extreme arousal, she suddenly pulled the curtains back and said a quick goodbye, leaving me frustrated and struggling with the restraints of my cage. Fortunately, the other patients hadn't seemed to notice my discomfort or what had just been going on outside of their eyeline.

*****

I had hoped Mary would visit that day, but she texted to say she had too much work to do and would try to drop by tomorrow. That had me worried: Doctor Kendall still had free reign to do as she pleased with me, and every visit of hers seemed to leave me even more horny and desperate.

That evening, the blonde visited me again. Making sure the curtains were effectively concealing us as before, she whispered in my ear.

"I'm just about to finish my shift but I couldn't leave without seeing you first. See...Mary said I had permission to use you if I wanted."

"Use me how?" I looked into her blue eyes, but I had a feeling I knew exactly what she meant.

"She said...you're good with your tongue." Her face lit up with an excited smile. "And I'm so goddamn horny from teasing you so you better believe I need to feel you if you're as good as she says."

It made me oddly proud that Mary had commented on my abilities, though it was only as a result of her training that I had become so skilled. And it had only been her who I'd practised on. A different woman, and a different pussy, would be a whole new challenge.

"Better be quick if you don't want someone to catch us." She pulled a pillow out from under my head so I was lying flat on the bed. "And be quiet about it. I'll try not to make a sound either."

I just watched as she slipped her heels off and clambered on top of me, straddling my chest as she hiked up her skirt. As it was so tight, she had to unzip it slightly and pull it above her waist, but soon I could see her bare thighs in front of me as well as her freshly-trimmed pussy.

She gave me a wink, knowing how aroused I was from the thought that she had been working pantieless. Or perhaps she had recently taken them off just for this occasion. Either way, my caged cock was throbbing at the thought that this beautiful blonde doctor so clearly wanted me to pleasure her. She already looked wet, and she didn't need to whisper another command as she lowered herself closer to my mouth.

Having been familiar with only Mary, it was a surprise to taste how strangely sweet and satisfying Doctor Kendall was. And even with the feel of my tongue, it was like I was exploring previously uncharted territories. The prominence of her mound, the shape of her lips, and the contours as I delved inside were all so uniquely different to my wife's.

And yet it didn't throw me off my game. I remembered my training; I knew exactly what to do. Despite the differences, I already felt the little shudders of satisfaction running through her body that told me I was doing everything right. I could sense her need to moan, and as I looked up I saw her eyes and mouth screwed shut in an attempt to hold in her need to show how much she was enjoying it. Even a deep exhale of air could have given us away if one of the other patients was paying enough attention.

So I licked her more firmly as I found her clit. My jaw moved against her like I was lapping up her juices. And I couldn't help myself from moving my hands over her body.

She let me touch her bare ass. I marvelled at how it was slightly smaller yet firmer than Mary's. Then she guided me up to fondle her breasts through the material of her top. She gasped as I pinched her nipples and instantly she bit her lip to prevent another outburst.

It was a good thing the bed was sturdy. The doctor began grinding her hips back and forth and I was prepared to hear a telltale squeaking that would give us away. But I was silent. All I could hear was our heaving breathing which I just had to hope wasn't audible beyond the boundaries of the curtains.

Finally I felt her body shaking. I licked unrelentingly, not speeding up or slowing down, just targeting the spot that I knew was doing the job. Seeing the pleasure of her orgasm washing over her made the torture of my restrained cock worth it, and I would have been prepared to keep going if she wanted.

But Doctor Kendall pulled back, trying to regain composure. My mouth was dripping and I could still taste her on my tongue, even as she dismounted and slipped her shoes back on.

She pulled her skirt back down, straightened it, and turned to me. If not for the red flush across her chest, I wouldn't have known she had just cum.

"Thank you, Mr Holloway," she whispered, giving me a kiss on the cheek that let me know I had done a good job. "I'll see you tomorrow. Goodnight."

*****

For the next two days, Doctor Kendall stopped by on a number of occasions to check up on me, each time making sure I got as hot and bothered as possible before leaving me with my cock straining helplessly in my cage.

She touched me, she showed off her body, she kissed me and made me so incredibly horny that I thought, once or twice, that I could cum even in my cage.

"I'm surprised Mary never told you about me before now," she said once as she sat on a chair beside me, her hand under my gown and gently caressing my balls and the cage. "Did she really never say what she got up to in college?"

"She's never talked about it much," I answered.

"Well...as I've said, I practically taught her everything she knows." The blonde positioned herself so she could whisper into my ear. "She didn't have much experience with guys before meeting me. They just didn't interest her...until I showed her just how much fun can be had with even a simple pair of handcuffs. So I'm guilty for leading her down the rabbit hole. Now she's turned her husband into her chastity slave, and she tells me you have a whole sex dungeon in your basement?"

I only nodded, feeling her warm breath making my feet tingle.

"It wasn't an overnight transformation," Doctor Kendall continued. "She had a lot to learn from me. I'm sure you can imagine how much fun two college girls had late into the night. She had to practice many things on me: bondage, which erogenous zones to target, how to use my various toys. Just picture me naked and tied up, your wife on top of me. I must say I miss the feel of her mouth sucking my nipples. Mmm, or eating me out..."

I was getting incredibly aroused as I imagined the scene quite vividly. It was exactly what Doctor Kendall wanted.

"But I'm glad to know she's got you to continue those...interests. And she wasn't wrong: she trained you well. The only other person who's made me cum with just their mouth is, well, Mary. You should be proud of your achievement. But I bet you'd love to see her between my legs, wouldn't you?"

"Yes." I did, so much.

"And you'd like to see her tie me up and dominate me?"

"Yes." I had to hold back a groan as she squeezed my balls.

"Well that's not going to happen. Because you're her sub now and I have more fun being a domme."

She stopped touching me but collected the string of precum leaking from my caged cock and fed it to me.

"Taste it, slave," she whispered. "Taste how desperately your body needs to cum. Because it's not going to happen, although I do have a treat for you..."

"What is it?"

"Another room's going to be available tomorrow. As you've been so good, I've managed to pull some strings. So I'll see you once you've been moved again and we can have some more fun in private."

She left me alone, a horny, leaking mess, and I wondered what she had planned for me. Her teasing had already been torturous, so the thought of being alone with her where she had even more agency in what she could do to me sent a pang of concern through my body, though I was also excited by the idea if only because I wouldn't have to hold back my moans.

*****

Mary stopped by that night before I was to be moved. As usual she was in her comfy yoga pants and tank top, and we sat and talked for a while with the curtains drawn without any mention of my cage or what the doctor had been getting up to with me.

But then, as she leaned over to give me a peck on the lips, I saw the key slip and hang from the silver necklace.

"Oh, are you looking at this?" she said with an amused smile as she sat back and let it fall back onto her chest, close to disappearing into her cleavage.

"Yes," I answered, before adding a whispered "mistress."

"I've enjoyed wearing it all day while you've been gone. Even at work. To everyone else it's a cute piece of jewellery. To me...it's so much more."

She reached over to grab my caged cock through my hospital gown, as if checking that it was still secure, then leaned in close again so she could speak more softly.

"Doctor Kendall told me you've been very good for her. I'll admit I had my worries. I didn't think you'd be able to use that tongue of yours so well on another woman, so I congratulate you for proving me wrong. Keep up the good behaviour and maybe, just maybe, you'll earn a chance to get unlocked."

After a quick squeeze of my balls, she stood up.

"I hear the doctor has another...procedure for you tomorrow. Good luck."

She gave me a kiss goodbye and I was left to mull over what exactly Doctor Kendall and her had concocted for me.

*****

The next day, a nurse helped me walk over to my new room in another wing of the hospital. It was much like the first one I had been in after my operation, but it was clearly in a quieter part of the building. Very few staff members passed us in the corridors leading to it. I was told that, as I was nearly recovered and ready to go home, there wasn't a need for me to be somewhere busier where they could keep a constant eye on me. I decided not to ask about Doctor Kendall in case the nurse became suspicious.

I suffered in boredom for at least a couple of hours, during which I finally had a chance to pull up my gown and examine my cage without fear of another patient seeing or a nurse interrupting.

It was strong and heavy, hanging between my thighs and keeping my balls separated from my body. The tip of my cock was red and sore, and it felt like a rare moment that I was seeing it without any precum leaking out.

I pulled at the padlock, feeling how secure it was. There was no way I would be able to break out; the cage was impenetrable without Mary's key.

"What a naughty slave!"

I nearly jumped out of my skin as Doctor Kendall entered the room and slammed the door shut.

"Did your mistress give you permission to play with yourself?"

"I..." I tried to think of something, but I knew I had been caught red-handed. "No...she didn't."

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself." She came over to me and without warning hopped onto the bed, kneeling between my legs. "But I won't tell her if you don't."

"Really?" My cock was already starting to get hard, knowing that she was here to tease me.

"Absolutely, Mr Holloway. But only if you do something for me."

"Okay..." I had expected a caveat, but it surprised me to see her pulling her skirt up as she had done before.

"Ever since you licked me out, I've wanted that tongue of yours in me again. So, lie down flat. Show me what you can do, and I'll sing your praises to Mary."

Eager to prove myself to her, I did as she said, pulling the pillows out from under me so I could lie down properly. When I was ready, she approached with her pussy exposed and poised to move over me. But rather than sitting exactly as she had done before, she turned around to face the foot of the bed.

The blonde planted her pussy over my mouth. My vision was then obscured by her ass cheeks which pushed against my face as I started licking without need for any further instructions. I knew what she wanted. And even at this new angle I was able to give her what she needed.

"Oh fuck, that's good, slave," she moaned, resting her hands on my thighs as she bent forward. "I hope you don't mind me calling you slave. That's what you are, after all. Mmmm, wow. Mary really shouldn't have kept you secret for so long. A good slave like you ought to be shared."

She was already so wet as I licked and licked, and as soon as I felt her lips suck on my cage I was encouraged to perform even better for her.

"That's right, slave, I'll give you something in return. Just keep going...mmmm...just like that. God, I'm so happy I can be loud this time. You don't know how torturous it was having to silence myself while you made me cum. Fuck...I just wanted to scream it was that good."

She resumed sucking my cage just like she had done the first time we met. She used such force that I could feel the cage almost being pulled away from my body. My cock was trying it's hardest to grow to its full size, and I wished so much to be free so I could feel her mouth around it.

"Fuuuuuuck," the doctor moaned even louder, getting closer to her climax. "Tell me, slave. Do you want me to give you a proper blowjob when you're unlocked and out of your cage?"

"Yes, mistress," I managed to give a muffled response before going in to target her clit.

"And would you want me to swallow all your cum?"

"Yes, mistress." My jaw worked harder.

"Mmm, fuck...good, slave. If Mary lets me, then maybe you'll be so lucky."

I could feel the heat of her mouth completely consume the cage as she began to tremble while taking hold of my balls and gently fondling them.

"Oh...fuck...that's it...oh...mmmmm."

I reached up to grab her ass as I felt her cum. I squeezed her flesh and let her push in closer, smothering me and surrounding me with nothing but her wetness and the smell of sex. Her thighs trembled around me. Her hand gripped my balls tighter. And my caged cock throbbed desperately in her mouth.

But I knew I wasn't going to cum. Only she would have that privilege.

I was finally allowed to breathe when she pulled away, lifting her drenched pussy from my face and removing her mouth from the metal chastity device. A string of saliva hung from her bottom lip.

Slowly, she got off the bed. But instead of rearranging her clothes as I expected, she went over to the door and opened it.

"Want to join us now?"

Mary walked in wearing a red summer dress that she knew I loved. The skirt swished, flashing the top of her thighs as she came over to me with a grin. As she leaned in to kiss me, the key dangled before my eyes and I could see right down the front of her dress. She wasn't wearing a bra.

"How's my slave been?"

"He's very well behaved," Doctor Kendal answered for me, bolting the door shut and approaching the foot of the bed.

"Good. I enjoyed listening to you cum. He must be desperate for his own relief. Are you, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," I said, finding an immense sense of comfort to have Mary take back control over me.

"Well, what does the doctor think? Does he deserve to be unlocked?"

"Oh, I couldn't make that decision." The blonde eyed-up my caged cock, watching a drop of precum leak from the end. "He's your slave, after all."

"Hmm, that's true." Mary ran her finger over the tip of my cock and picked up the glistening precum. Then she brought it to my lips and I happily licked it up. "Good slave. I'm not sure if I want to be let out...not yet, at least. But you do deserve a treat for being my obedient chastity slave. Hmm..."

She looked at my cock as it throbbed helplessly.

"Tell you what, I did promise I'd give you a blowjob, didn't I?"

"Yes, mistress." My eyes lit up, thinking my fortune was about to change.

"And I said I'd swallow your cum, right?"

"Yes, mistress."

"And I know I love teasing you, but I do hate breaking my promises when you've been so good. However..."

My heart sank, expecting to hear bad news.

"Would you prefer if the good doctor did it instead? I heard what you said, that you'd love to have her swallow your cum. If I did it, it would only be for you. But if I remember our time in college correctly, she absolutely loves the taste of cum."

"It's true," Doctor Kendall said with an eager smile. "I always made guys finish in my mouth. And it's not like I had any complaints."

"So, slave, does that sound like fun?"

"Yes, mistress." I nodded excitedly and watched as the doctor got onto the bed between my legs.

"But, tell me first," Mary continued. "Have you enjoyed being my chastity slave?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered truthfully. Despite all the frustration it entailed, I had loved having my wife control my pleasure so strictly with the cage.

"Good. Because you'll still get your treat, but I don't see why you need to be unlocked."

"What?"

I immediately knew my mistake. Mary slapped my balls hard in response to my transgression.

"Don't question me, slave. Just enjoy it...as much as you can. Let the doctor do her work. I'll even help her out."

Mary got onto the bed, straddling my chest and facing Doctor Kendall who had leaned forward to start sucking me. Instantly the frustratingly minute pleasure filled my caged cock. The warmth enveloped the hard metal as her lips surrounded the cage.

"Don't be lazy, slave," Mary then said, shuffling back and lifting up her dress. "Hearing you eat her out got me so wet."

Just as the doctor had done moments earlier, she pushed her ass against my face and I instinctively went to lick her pussy. I enjoyed tasting her again. It felt right to have her sit on my face like this, and in response to my eagerness she emitted a gentle moan.

"That's it, slave, mmm. I do hope you're able to cum in your cage now that I'm giving you permission to. But, ah, yes, I...I do have something that might encourage you."

Mary used her knees to pin my arms by my side, and with her amazing ass above I couldn't see what she was doing as she bent forward. But I heard what she had when she turned it on: a vibrator.

I was familiar with all her toys, and with the soft but higher-pitched sound of it buzzing I knew exactly which one of her large selection she had. It was a small silver bullet vibrator, one which I could imagine matching the steel of my cage. And when she pressed it against the underside of my balls, I couldn't help but moan in pleasure.

Doctor Kendall was still sucking me hard, her tongue flicking against my exposed tip and eating up any precum that was leaking out. Mary therefore had to reach under the blonde's neck, where my balls had until then received no stimulation.

But now, the vibrator was powerful. Despite its size, I had been witness to the many orgasms Mary had got from it, and now I was at the receiving end. It was concentrated against my balls which felt so full and ready for relief, but I could feel the vibrations running through to my cock which was throbbing so hard in its cage that it felt as if the metal was going to be torn apart.

"Keep going, slave," Mary said, panting as her own arousal grew. "Don't stop licking me. Mmmm."

She grinded harder against my face. I could feel her getting wetter as my tongue penetrated further inside.

"Focus on my clit, slave," she ordered, making me alter my target. "That's it. Just make me cum. I don't need any teasing. Just...mmmm...just make me cum."

I could feel her start to squirm while Doctor Kendall continued sucking harder and faster. With her mouth and tongue and the unrelenting vibrator, I could feel my orgasm approach. And all I could do was keep licking.

"Mmmm," Mary moaned, her knees squeezing and pinning me more tightly. "Don't...stop...slave. Fuck. And you're allowed to cum. So you'd better...fucking...cum. Because I'm...I'm...not giving you another chance for the rest of the month. Oh fuck...cum, slave...cum for me...I'm...cum...ming."

I felt her body shuddering on top of me as she came. Her orgasm acted like a trigger for me. My cock suddenly submitted to the discomfort of being so hard but locked up. The pressure had built up so high that there was nothing to do but let it out.

I couldn't stop my hips from bucking as the first shot of cum sprayed out from the tip of the unmoving cage. The doctor kept her red lips firmly around the metal despite my convulsions. Her tongue fluttered against the tip and allowed all my cum to pour over it.

With the restrictions of the cage, my orgasm felt so powerful. If the blonde had released me, I'm sure my cum would have hit the ceiling.

Mary managed to keep the vibrator firmly against my balls throughout her climax. Her body clung tight to me, hardly letting me get a breath as I continued to lick her clit and felt her pussy contracting as the pleasure continued to overwhelm the both of us.

But mine was meant with an agonising frustration. My cock yearned to be released, to grow big and let my cum explode out in a moment of pure ecstasy. But it was restricted by the cage. Any pleasure was subdued by the discomfort of my shaft trying to pulse against the hard metal. So when the last of my cum seeped from the tip, I was met with only a partial satisfaction at finally having my desired release.

"Oh fuck, I've missed that tongue of yours," Mary said at last as she rolled of my body and lay beside me in a heap. "Did you manage to cum, slave?"

"He did," Doctor Kendall answered for me again as I was exhausted and speechless. "And he was very tasty, so thank you for letting me have him."

"Did you...did you swallow it all?" Mary asked, looking at her friend who opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, showing us that it was empty of all my cum.

"Yes. I thought I wasn't going to manage at first, there was so much!"

"I'm not surprised. That load has been building up for weeks."

My cock throbbed in its cage, feeling drained and yet frustrated that it's orgasm had been so uncomfortable. I just lay there looking at the two women who had dominated me so devastatingly.

"I had better actually do some work before someone misses me," Doctor Kendall said as she stood up and sorted her clothes out. "Oh, I forgot to say, he's been given the all clear to go home."

"Thanks, Samantha," Mary said, going over to hug her friend. "We'll check out in a minute. But don't think this is the last you'll see of me. I'll invite you over some time and maybe we can try and recreate one of those nights in college, what do you say?"

"I thought you'd never ask!"

"Good. And if he's lucky, maybe I'll let you dominate my slave again."

The doctor said goodbye and blew me a kiss. We watched her leave, then Mary came over to me.

"Well, slave, has this been your most exciting stay in hospital?"

"Absolutely, mistress." While I already missed the sight of the sexy blonde doctor, it felt nice just being alone with my dominant wife for a change.

"Good. But I don't want you getting any ideas. Sharing you is fun but...you're mine and mine alone." She gave me a big kiss of the lips and squeezed my emptied balls. "So before I get too jealous thinking about all the time Samantha got to spend with you, we're going to go home and you're going to make me cum again. Not just once, not just twice. You'll keep going until I tell you to stop. I even bought a strap-on so you can fuck me properly without being uncaged. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Then let's go, slave."

The End
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