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1. The Announcement

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yeah?"

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

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

"Are you planning on going somewhere?"

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

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

"I can do all that from my parents’."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Nice, any plans?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


2. Drinks and Games

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come on, just one."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Cheers."

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

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

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

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

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

"We'll do it with wine."

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

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

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

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

"Yeah, go on then." Harry nodded. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Doesn't look like it."

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

"I suppose we could do something else."

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

"Do you want to play something else?"

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

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

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

"Sorry."

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

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

"Great. Now you can think of something."

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

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

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

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

Harry nodded, embarrassed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

"Oh, we can do," he said.

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

"Truth or dare?" Harry asked.

"Hmm, truth."

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

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

"Truth."

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

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

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

"Fine, finish your drink."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Truth."

"Have you ever thought of me while masturbating?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I can't do that!"

"Yes you can."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Are you hard?" Jess asked without hesitation.

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

"Yes," he said.

"I dare you show it to me."

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

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


3. The Final Dare

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


4. The Nurse’s New Patient

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Mmph." Harry nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Harry nodded.

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

Harry nodded again.

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

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

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

"But I—"

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

Harry nodded, feeling defeated. "Okay."

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

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

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

"Ouch! Jess that hurts!" 

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

"I don't know, eight."

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

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

"How about this then?" she asked.

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

"And now?"

"Seven!" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Just relax," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grinded her wet pussy along his shaft.

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

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

The End
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