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About Doctor's Orders: Bondage in the Hospital:

“If there's one thing I've never gotten bored with, Ms. Dawson, it's order. That's what makes me a great doctor. It's what keeps me on an even keel, makes me who I am: control.”

Trish Dawson is a nurse by day and a kinkster by night. She's got her eyes on the hot, young new doctor to the floor — Dr. Wes Matthews — but decides to take a pass on making any moves because she assumes he's a little too vanilla for her.

But after a chance encounter at the local BDSM club, Trish learns firsthand that this seemingly vanilla doctor is anything but — and it has her more interested than she ever imagined being. The only problem: He has no idea he met her there.

How will Trish handle broaching the subject to Dr. Matthews? How will he respond? There's only one way to find out!

This steamy short romance features bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, workplace antics, a dominant doctor, and a whole lot more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

He stared at me for what couldn't have been more than a few seconds but felt like an eternity. His eyes were as piercing as ever, his expression so intense I almost pulled back a little.

Finally, without a word, he began gathering the charts up into a folder he'd been keeping off to the side.

“Dr. Matthews,” I said, “I'm s—”

“Not another word,” he said. “Follow me.”

Once all of the charts were in the folder, he collected it under his arm and stood up quickly, and I followed him out the door and down the hall a bit, where there was an empty room waiting.

He shut the door behind me as I walked in and locked it quickly, then put the charts down on a small table near the entrance of the room. He wandered over to the middle of the room, near the empty hospital bed, arms folded. I followed.

“Dr. Matthews,” I said, still desperate to explain why I'd brought something like this up in the middle of the workplace, “I—”

He interrupted me by grabbing my head in his hands and driving his face into mine, our lips locking together hard. His kiss was somehow both soft and rugged, a determined sort of thing that danced within my mouth and made my stomach leap up into my chest.

I responded by bringing my hands and arms up behind his back, gripping the back of his white coat hard and pulling him more tightly into me. I could smell him and nothing but him now, smell the leather of last night on his skin, feel the heat and power of his body radiating out from underneath his clothes.
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There's a recurring fantasy I think a bunch of us nurses here at Arbor General have had at one point or another. It involves being stuck working the late shift, when all the world's asleep and there's hardly anything going on. You're tired, you're stressed from all of the other shifts you've worked in the week, and you want nothing more than to settle back with a glass of wine and a nice, fluffy comforter — but you're stuck with whatever the on call room has to offer, and unfortunately those accommodations amount to a too-stiff mattress and a papery blanket.

You decide to suck it up and try to get some rest anyway, but just as you close your eyes, the door opens. You grumble and squint at the light filtering in, figuring it's someone trying to wake you up and get you moving — but it's actually the new doctor on your floor, that handsome young man with the sexy, smoldering good looks and the dark, mysterious attitude you've always wanted in your men but never quite been able to land.

He walks in and apologizes for interrupting you, but he says he needs to crash for a little bit and was hoping to use the on call room. You look around and realize, for the first time, that there's only one bed here in the on call room. And just when the doctor has resigned himself to finding another place to lay his head down, you invite him to join you.

“We can share it,” you say. “No big deal.”

You shift over to make some room for him and he thanks you profusely and sneaks into the bed. The two of you pull the paper blanket up and roll over in opposite directions.

You stay there perfectly still, but your heart's racing. You've heard the rumors about this new doctor — that he's on the market, that he's every bit as hot in the bedroom as he is everywhere else — and wondered what you might do if you ever got him to yourself for a while, but now you're completely alone with him in a dark room, sharing a small bed, and you're just about frozen with a mix of fright and anticipation.

You're doing everything you can to calm yourself down, figuring you just need to get a hold of yourself and get some rest, but then the good doctor begins to roll over.

Now he's facing you, his front to your back, and your heart kicks it up a notch, beating so hard in your chest you swear there's no way he can't hear it. Your entire body feels overheated, as if the thin, papery blanket were actually a thick wool quilt, and your eyes are wide open.

That's when you feel his hands.

Slowly, softly, with a determination and assuredness you can't help but find incredibly alluring, the doctor's hands find their way to your back and work there for a while, rubbing and kneading and getting deeply acquainted with your musculature. You shift and writhe gently to his touch, moaning lightly and breathing in deep as he continues exploring your body with his hands, running them over your ribcage and around to your front, moving upward, cupping and fondling your breasts.

You slide back into him, becoming the little spoon to his big spoon, and that's when you feel the heat and power of his erection, pushing a massive bulge into his pants and now poking you hard in the back. It charges you, arouses you, and suddenly all of that anxiety and exhaustion is gone and there's just this moment, this beautiful, private moment and he's grabbing you from behind and you're slipping a hand down behind your back to grip his cock through his pants and as the two of you writhe against each other and explore one another, you turn over to lay with him face to face and—

Well, you get the idea. Where it goes from there varies depending on who you ask, I guess. I imagine most of the other nurses are plenty happy to just keep going with where that fantasy takes them, and I can totally understand that. There's something to be said for a good, straightforward fucking.

That's not what I want, though. My fantasies run a little edgier than that, a little kinkier than that.

You can keep your flowery prose and clandestine meetings in the on call room resulting in hushed, quiet lovemaking. I want something loud. I want something sweaty. I want something ferocious and powerful, something animal. I want to be helpless against it.

Seeking out something like that is what keeps me single, keeps me constantly in the hunt for a man who can provide what I want.

And if you asked me, when I first met Dr. Matthews, whether I thought he might be the type to provide me with that sort of thing, I would have laughed in your face.

But that all changed last night.
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First, I guess I should tell you a little bit about Dr. Matthews. His first name is Wes, and he likes to go by that, but I insist on referring to him as Dr. Matthews — partially out of respect, and partially because it appeals to the submissive within me to do so.

Dr. Matthews is one of those quiet types, the ones you know have so much going on underneath the surface but don't give up anything unless you've really gotten them to trust you.

He started working on our floor a few weeks ago, and I'd been harboring a little crush on him ever since. Nothing serious, nothing I'd really take any action on, but a crush nonetheless. It was mostly that quiet, mysterious demeanor of his that drew me to him — that odd sort of calm, like the glassy surface of a placid lake hiding something massive underneath, waiting in silence to swallow you whole.

To me, he first came off as a goody-goody kind of guy, the sort who'd made his way through college and med school without ever being laid properly. He just hadn't been broken in yet. Not the right way, anyhow. It took me a while before I noticed something darker, something much more interesting brewing within him.

It started one day in the break room, when I spotted him sitting by himself reading something on his phone while sipping a coffee. I walked over to say hello and introduce myself, and he quickly hid whatever he was doing and put the phone down. I didn't really think anything of it — docs around here take all sorts of chances to review their notes, and due to a bunch of different privacy concerns they have to be protective of such things — but noticed he seemed particularly ... on edge about it. As if there were truly something to hide there, not just something he had to protect for the purpose of privacy.

I made a mental note of it, but let it go as I spoke up.

“Dr. Matthews, is it?” I said. “Good afternoon, I'm Trish.”

“Please, everybody calls me Wes,” he said, and gestured for me to sit down. I did. “It's nice to meet you, Trish. Been getting to know a whole lot of people over the past couple of weeks, but I feel like I haven't had anyone just walk over and introduce themselves.”

There was a warmth to his smile, but something else as well. I think it was that the tone of his eyes didn't quite match the tone his mouth set. It didn't unnerve me, but I did take notice of it.

“Yeah, people around here can be kinda in their own little worlds,” I said. “It's easy to get lost in your work.”

“Oh, don't I know it,” he said.

He brought his hand up to sip his coffee, and I couldn't help but notice he wasn't wearing a ring.

A doctor, with your looks, on the market? No damn way. There has to be something off about you.

“So, since we're doing the whole 'introduction' thing: Do you have any hobbies? Anything you like to do in your off time?”

He looked off to the side for a second, then back at me, and took another sip of his coffee.

“Ah, I dabble in a little bit of everything,” he said. “I tend to be pretty restless. Get bored easily, you know how it goes.”

“Definitely,” I said, nodding slowly.

We sat in silence for a few seconds, and when it became obvious he wasn't going to pick the ball up and run with it, I decided to press on.

“Well, okay, what do you dabble in?”

He smiled, then looked down into his coffee.

“You seem awfully intent on getting something out of me, Ms. Dawson,” he said.

I smiled back, determined not to back down.

“You seem awfully intent on not giving anything up, Dr. Matthews,” I said. “And I don't recall telling you my last name.”

“I'm not the type who opens up easily,” he said. “Always been that way. Don't take offense, it's just kinda how I am.”

“No offense taken. Though I still notice you haven't explained how you knew my last name.”

After another long sip of his coffee, he exhaled and looked at me with amused exasperation.

“If there's one thing I've never gotten bored with, Ms. Dawson, it's order. That's what makes me a great doctor. It's also what made me memorize the names and faces of every staff member working on my floor within a day or two of getting here. It's what keeps me on an even keel, makes me who I am: control.”

His eyes were no longer wandering to the side or down into his cup or over my shoulder — they were locked with mine, not shifting whatsoever.

My heart skipped a beat. I felt my skin get hotter and my panties get a little damp.

“Anyway,” he said, “I'm very sorry to cut and run, but I've some rounds to get to. We'll talk later, right?”

It was a second or two before I responded with a weakly muttered “right,” but he was pretty much gone.

I wish I could've said more, but something about that moment — about the way he locked his eyes with mine and said “control” as if it were the foremost tenet of his whole lifestyle — warmed me in a way I wasn't accustomed to being warmed by words alone.

Of course, my kink-centric mind ran directly to what you might expect. I began to daydream about all the ways in which he could exercise control over me. I thought about all of the nasty ways in which he could bind me and take me, all of the fun little games we could play here in the hospital. Mostly, I wondered if he realized he was sending that vibe when he said what he said and how he said it.

It became the only thing I could focus on over the coming weeks, and I had to get it off of my mind somehow. It felt like no amount of self pleasure was actually banishing those kinky thoughts of mine, and it was beginning to cut into how well I could focus when I knew he and I were working the same shift.

Which brings me, again, to last night.

“”
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See, I spent last night at the local BDSM club. I don't go there looking for guys to bring home or anything — I just go to have a good time and maybe get some play in with a few enthusiasts from around the area. Every now and then you really connect with someone, but past that it's just a place to get your kink on in a safe, friendly environment.

Last night, “getting my kink on” meant I spent a fair chunk of the evening strapped very tightly to a St. Andrew's cross, topless, ready and available to whomever felt like coming by and taking a few whacks at me with the flogger. I know it sounds risky, but they have a spotter there to make sure the dominants don't get too overzealous — and let me out immediately if I yell my safeword.

So I'm up there, my young, tight body just ready to receive all sorts of punishment, my face mostly obscured by a leather mask that zips up the back, when I notice a similarly masked man walking the perimeter of the club. He's wearing leather pants and a very tight black shirt, both of which go a long way in making sure you know exactly how he's built (hint: very, very well), and he reminds me of someone. I can't quite put my finger on it, though, and between our masks and the amount of people walking around in the relatively small space, I'm finding it hard to get a better read on the guy.

He was making his way around the room, though, and it looked very much like he was heading in my direction — so I called over to the spotter and asked for him to stop the man in the mask and tight black shirt when he wandered by.

“Over there? By the bench?”

“Right, by the bench,” I said through the mask, practically yelling just to make sure it was heard over the din. Between the people and the loud music, this club was a bad place to have to try and communicate through a layer of leather.

As the man in the tight shirt gets closer and closer, I'm still trying to place where I know him from.

What wasn't helping, though, was my state at that moment. I was ... distracted. Let's put it that way. See, before I left my apartment for the evening, I slipped one of the those remote control vibrators inside myself and set it to randomly activate.

Yes, I wanted to make sure I had a vibrator inside myself before I went to the local BDSM club and got bound and whipped. Go ahead and judge if you want, but I know what I like.

Anyway, I had one of those vibrators inside myself and doing its own thing at completely random intervals, held in place by a pair of black panties and a very tight pair of jeans. If I had to guess, it was going off for fifteen or twenty seconds every minute-and-a-half, give or take a bit of time here or there.

It was the first time I'd ever taken it for a ride at the club, and I was kind of regretting my decision — not because it didn't work, but rather because it worked too well. It was doing an incredible job at keeping me on edge without sending me over, and all I could think about was how much I wanted to get home and rub my clit until I collapsed.

I'd have been rubbing my clit right then and there, actually, except the straps were doing a very good job at making sure that didn't happen. I was spread out tight over the X of the St. Andrew's cross, with straps across my ankles, wrists, knees, elbows, and chest just under my tits. I could wriggle just a little bit, but beyond that, I wasn't going anywhere — and I certainly wasn't going to be pleasuring myself anytime soon.

Naturally, I could've asked to be let down. Or I could have asked the spotter to fish the control out of my pocket and give me a reprieve. But I didn't want either of those things. I wanted to be up there, helpless, half-naked, and impossibly turned on.

Which was working out just fine, of course, but also made it damn near impossible for me to focus on the mysterious man making his way around the room.

He was heading toward the cross when the spotter wandered over to him. I couldn't hear their conversation, but my mystery man appeared to be gesturing that he was, in fact, already on his way over and didn't need to be summoned. The spotter nodded, and the two of them walked over toward me.

The vibrator kicked in right then,  and I flinched and writhed in my bindings while I watched them come closer.

There's a wonderful sort of helplessness to it, being strapped onto that cross for the whole room to see, knowing you can't do anything about it. Even though it's a perfectly safe environment, there's this sense of inherent riskiness to it that makes my blood pump just that much harder.

In that moment, with those two men walking back toward me and the vibrator going off in my pussy, I was feeling it like never before.


~4~

I don't know if my moaning could be heard through the mask and over the noise of the club, but I'm pretty sure the spotter and our new guest can both tell what's going on by the way my head is lolling and my eyes are clenched shut. I open them just in time to see the spotter standing in front of me, getting ready to let me know what our guest would like to do.

“He's looking to get a little flogging practice in,” the spotter said. “Saw you from across the room and had to stop by.”

To be honest, the spotter could have said pretty much anything and I would have approved of it. I was hardly even paying attention. The vibrator was going to town in my pussy off-and-on, the straps were tight, I was feeling particularly great about my toned-by-yoga torso being spread out and naked for all to see — and, most importantly at the moment, this man with the tight black shirt and the leather mask just exuded a beautiful mix of confidence and sexiness that I couldn't, under any circumstances, let pass me by.

Are you sure he only wants to flog me? Maybe we can dig out the clamps? Maybe give him some feathers and single-tails and candles and just let him to go town on me all night. He looks like he could. He's got the build for it.

I looked at the masked man and nodded enthusiastically, trying to scream “fuck me” with my eyes and praying it was getting through.

If it was, he wasn't saying anything about it. But as he stepped closer, I remembered what originally drew me to him: the familiarity. There was something very, very familiar about this man and I hadn't yet been able to put my finger on it. Now that he was closer, though, I had a few ideas.

While he was getting ready — picking out his flogger and hearing from the spotter about what was okay and what wasn't — I ran through a mental checklist of every decently built guy I knew and ran into on any kind of regular basis.

In a relatively small college town, if you live and work there you'll run into a lot of the same people day-in, day-out. I tried to remember if maybe this was a guy who'd bagged my groceries or walked his dogs past my apartment or—

Wait.

Wait, wait, wait.

I looked hard at the hair peeking out from the base of his mask, in the back. The graceful but powerful lines of his shoulders, the calm but determined manner in which he moved his hands and carried himself.

There's no fucking way.

I needed to see his eyes. It was the only way for me to be sure. I'd recognize those eyes anywhere, mask or no mask, and they'd confirm for me if I was about to get whipped by who I thought I was about to get whipped by.

And if I was right, holy shit, did the evening suddenly take off.

The vibrator kicked in, and I struggled mightily against the straps as it took me completely by surprise. Trying to piece together who this guy was — and the sudden rush of not only realizing who it might be but also realizing the person it might be is basically the hottest possible option — managed to distract me long enough to forget the vibrator even existed, much less was on and actively doing its job to push me closer and closer to the brink of orgasm.

Come on, turn around already. There can't possibly be that many floggers to choose from, for fuck's sakes.

Almost as if he heard me, the man turned around, flogger in hand. As he approached, watched over by the spotter, I finally got my first really clear look at the man's eyes.

Oh. Holy. Shit.

It was him. Dr. Matthews. Not dressed in his typical white coat and decent slacks, but Dr. Matthews all the same. I'd know those eyes anywhere. They were a powerful and piercing gray, the kind you couldn't look away from.

Now that I knew for certain it was him, I was able to pick out all of the other little idiosyncrasies that made him so familiar to me in the first place: his long stride, the way he cocked his head a little when he was focused, the calm and methodical way in which every muscle of his seemed to be tuned.

Every new detail I picked up on turned me on a little bit further. A little bit further. A little bit further. I was practically vibrating within the restraints, desperate to get an arm free and either pull him closer to me or stick it straight down my pants — desperate to feel the pleasure that was gathering so impatiently down below, waiting for any reason to burst out and take me over.

He stood in front of me, flogger in hand, studying my body. I thought for a second he might recognize me, might be going through the same process I just went through, but I put those thoughts into the back of my mind as he began to speak to me, in a voice slightly lower than the one he used at the hospital:

“You're going to count out the number of strikes,” he told me. “You're going to thank me after every one of them. Do you understand?”

He held the handle of the flogger up under my chin, pushing it upward. I melted a little inside.

“Yes, D- sir. Yes, sir.”

Internally, I prayed he didn't catch that little slip-up. He didn't, thankfully, and so he stepped back and the flogging began.
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Sometimes, the first swing hurts the most. Sometimes it hurts the least. Sometimes it doesn't hurt at all.

With Dr. Matthews, the first swing hurt enough for me to believe it would be the worst.

He barely flicked his wrist but still managed to push such incredible velocity through the flogger that when it found my skin in the middle of its graceful arc, the side of my stomach — where it hit with no mercy at all — lit on fire. I clenched my eyes shut as tears immediately ran to them, and saw little red streaks behind my eyelids. The pain was intense, radiating outward from the spot of impact and simultaneously making me long for the vibrator's machinations.

Right now, Dr. Matthews is swinging a flogger at my naked torso. He's inflicting a lovely redness on me that I won't shake for hours, maybe days, and when I walk into work tomorrow morning he's going to have no idea I'm favoring the raw skin under my scrubs because of how swiftly and deftly he went to town on me in the BDSM club the night before. Fuck, that's hot.

I grunted against the pain, trying to keep my voice low, lest I get found out.

“One,” I growled. “Thank you, sir.”

“Very good,” he said.

The second strike landed on the opposite side,  and when I opened my eyes just long enough to look down at my torso, I noticed he'd already put solid red marks on either side of my ribcage.

Fuck, he swings that thing with some power.

“Two,” I said, still managing to keep my voice low. “Thank you, sir.”

“Very good,” he said, his eyes entirely focused on my bare stomach.

That was the next spot he targeted: down a little lower, smack in the middle, right above my bellybutton. I don't know if you've ever been hit with a powerful stinging sensation there, but even when you can do something about it, it hurts like hell. When you can't — when you're incapable of rubbing the spot to comfort it, when you can't reach down and calm your nerves with a soothing touch — it might as well be on fire.

At that very moment, the vibrator went off again.

I threw my head back and howled in a mix of pain and pleasure, the sensations double-teaming to overwhelm me already. My pussy — and, by extension, my underwear — was soaked, and I was wiggling my hips in a desperate attempt to maybe push myself further along and get myself off. It was not at all working.

When I brought my head back down, Dr. Matthews was there, waiting patiently with the flogger cocked. I could see he was debating where to hit next.

Oh, wait, I—

Three more hits, all in quick succession, right in the same exact spot along my stomach.

I screamed. I thrashed, hard. I saw red and white specks behind my eyelids. My skin felt hot to the touch, my nipples were fully erect and ready to burst. My pussy throbbed for any kind of attention, even while my nerves were on fire.

“You had instructions, my dear,” he said. “Repeat the instructions.”

I sniffled hard, trying to regain some composure.

“Count out each strike, thank you for each strike,” I said, my voice shaky but getting stronger with each passing second I wasn't under a flogger assault.

“So you know the instructions,” he said, jamming the handle of the flogger under my chin again. “Why didn't you follow them?”

“I- I'm sorry, sir, I'll do better, I'll—”

The vibrator went off again. Fucking random setting. I squirmed and moaned, unable to hold it back, unable to keep myself contaIned enough to answer Dr. Matthews's simple question.

He looked down, toward my hips. They were writhing as best they could. He looked back up at me, his eyes trained on mine.

“Are you distracted?” he asked. “Is that what the problem is? Have you found a way to distract yourself?”

I didn't say anything. Inside the mask, I was biting my lip.

He stepped back quickly and held the flogger up. It wasn't menacing, but it certainly made me flinch.

“I asked you a question, slave, and I expect an answer,” he barked.

I'm not going to be able to answer you if I'm coming so hard my brains fall out. I'm not going to be able to work with you if I'm so desperate to hop on your cock I can't even think straight. What the hell am I going to do?

“Yes,” I finally uttered, weakly. “Yes, I'm distracted.”

“I see,” he said, lowering the flogger. He stepped closer again, pressing his body lightly against mine. I stiffened in the restraints. The heat radiating off of him was tremendous. I wanted him to move over slightly so I could feel the bulge in his pants press against me. No such luck.

He ran a hand along the raw, pink battlefield that had just recently replaced my stomach. It made me wince. His hand traveled lower, over my bellybutton. Lower, along the waistband of my jeans. Lower, outside of my jeans but just over my groin.

Lower still, finally tucking between my legs, settling neatly into the apex of my thighs, pressing tightly against my pussy.

I moaned loudly and thrashed as hard as I could in the restraints, every muscle tensing and releasing seemingly at random as my body tried to cope with the new flood of sensations. All at once, every bit of attention I'd been wishing for my pussy to receive was, in a small way, answered — and that, paired with the situation as a whole and the vibrator's seemingly impeccable timing — had the pedal to the metal within me. I was rapidly accelerating toward that long-desired orgasm, completely unable to pump the brakes.

But then he pumped them for me, by taking his hand away.

I groaned in frustration and looked down at him, my eyes undoubtedly filled with a mix of anger, longing, and disappointment. His eyes, meanwhile, seemed to be smiling.

“What a wonderful little pet you are,” he said, the joy apparent in his voice. “I think we'll have to reward you accordingly, sometime later.”

“Yes, please, sir,” I said, willing to do anything I had to do.

“For now, though, I've given you an order, and I expect you to follow it to the letter. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

He stepped back a bit, and readied the flogger. I bit my lip in anticipation and braced myself for its impact.

All told, there were another twenty-five strikes. I counted each one, even though I was barely coherent by the end of it.

And then he was gone, sinking back into the crowd and leaving without my ever being able to reveal myself.

After I got home that night, I masturbated for an hour. I kept picturing myself in the same position, without our masks, Dr. Matthews leaning in close to steal a hard kiss every now and then.

I had to maneuver over the raw and reddened skin of my torso to do so, and that only made things sweeter.
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I didn’t have a problem with going to the BDSM club that evening because I was working the night shift the next day, which gave me the whole morning and afternoon to sleep, recover, take some more time to get myself off, and think about what the hell I was going to do.

Unfortunately, all of that extra time didn’t yield any answers. I went into work that early evening with absolutely no clue how to handle the situation. I found myself debating it over and over in my head as I walked through the halls and plucked away at some paperwork in the nurses station.

He didn’t recognize you. There’s absolutely no reason to act on anything that happened last night because, to him, nothing really happened. Not with you, anyway, and so there’s no reason to think anything’s going to be any different.

Naturally he’s going to act like everything’s exactly the same. This is his lifestyle. The only thing different from a few days ago is now you know about it.

Of course, there is this: you recognized him with one of those masks on, who’s to say he didn’t recognize you? Who’s to say he didn’t pick you out from across the room and make his way over because he knew exactly who he was going to be flogging? What about that possibility?

It was all too much to bear, too much to have to think about without any kind of immediately available answers.

He was going to be coming in later in the evening, so I watched the clock eagerly when there was little else going on. It crawled by at a pace regularly reserved for glaciers and boats to China.

I couldn't get him off of my mind. I tried the usual daydreams and fantasies to distract myself, but I just kept coming back to last night. I just kept coming back to watching Dr. Matthews swing that flogger back and forth over my exposed flesh, feeling his hand on my clothed pussy, knowing he was only two layers of fabric away from having his hand inside me. I imagined him running his hand over my bare breasts, feeling the hard nipples roll under his fingers. I imagined what it would be like to submit to him, to give him everything.

When the hour finally rolled around and Dr. Matthews walked through the door to our floor, I didn't see it because I was too busy locking myself inside a janitorial closet to try and regain some composure.

You're not the first woman to have a sexy encounter with a guy she works with, and you won't be the last. You're going to calm the fuck down, you're going to be professional, and you're going to work with him if you have to.

In the extremely unlikely event that anything actually comes of what happened last night, you're going to play it cool and see what happens. Barring that, you need to remember what you're here and being paid for.

It wasn't the greatest pep talk I'd ever given myself, but it was enough to bring me a little more back down to earth. I took a few deep breaths and stepped out of the janitorial closet. I was lucky enough to step out when nobody was wandering the halls nearby, so I didn't have to answer any questions.

I made my way to the nurses station and looked at the evening's charts. There weren't many. It looked like it was going to be a slow night.

On any other evening, I'd be ecstatic about that. This evening, however, I wanted to fly by as quickly as possible, and a lack of patients was going to make that particularly difficult.

I did what I could to pass the time by tidying up vacant rooms and making sure a whole bunch of paperwork — stuff I'd gone over countless times already —  was in order. For a while, I managed to avoid even seeing Dr. Matthews at all.

And that's when the phone at the nurses station rang. Cindy, one of my coworkers, picked it up on the first ring before I had a chance to get to it. I only heard her end of the conversation.

“Nurses station. Oh, hey, Dr. Matthews. Trish?”

Cindy looked over at me.

“Yeah, Trish is here. Do you want me to hand the phone over to her?”

I froze. I knew I couldn't just refuse the call — doctors didn't call the nurses station unless something had to get done or cleared up right away — but all the same I was worried something in my voice or demeanor would tip him off. Then, Cindy interrupted my panic:

“Oh, okay, I'll do that, then. No problem at all, Dr. Matthews.”

She hung up the phone and looked at me.

“You okay, Trish? You've got a real 'deer in the headlights' look about you right now.”

“Just fine,” I managed to squeak out. “Did Dr. Matthews need anything?”

“He said he wanted to see you in the break room,” she said. “Has some of your charts that he wants to go over. Part of this nightly review thing he's implementing, I guess.”

Yet again, I froze. I don't know what I looked like, but I couldn't have appeared very well composed at that moment — stuck somewhere between blushing heavily and going a sickly white. If Cindy noticed, bless her heart, she didn't say anything about it.

“All right,” I said, steadying myself. “I'll be over in the break room, I guess.”

The walk to the break room was, at most, about thirty seconds. I swear I had about ten full conversations with myself in that span.

Remember what you told yourself in the closet. You're going to handle this professionally and you're not going to acknowledge anything unless the situation calls for it. There's nothing to be done about it right now, anyway.

And even he did recognize you and does want to talk to you about it, it's not like there's anything that can happen here. You're in a hospital break room, not your apartment. Worst-case scenario, you're going to have a few awkward weeks avoiding one another in the hallway. Right? Right.

As I rounded the corner and walked through the door into the break room, Dr. Matthews was waiting in exactly the same spot he was when we first talked.

Oh, man. If the conversation we have this time around is only as awkward as that first conversation, I'll have to consider it a pretty big win.
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“Trish,” he said when he looked up and saw me, a warm smile on his face. “Please, sit down.”

I did, almost directly across the table from him. I realized this was the second time in the past twenty-four hours that I was taking his commands.

Maybe let's not allow distractions to creep in that easily, huh, Trish? Maybe give yourself a damn chance.

“Was there something you wanted to talk about, Dr. Matthews?”

He had his head down, looking at the charts, writing things in here and there. He didn't look up.

“Yes,” he said. “As you've probably heard, I'm instituting a bit of a nightly review process for this floor. It's absolutely no reflection on the job you've all been doing, it's just something I've grown accustomed to performing at every location I've been at. It's a valuable tool for keeping everybody on the same page.”

“A measure of control,” I said, without even thinking. Dr. Matthews looked up from the paperwork.

Trish, you idiot.

The look on his face was completely unreadable. He might as well have been wearing the leather mask. Finally, he smiled warmly.

“Yes,” he said. “A measure of control. I take it I left an impression on you.”

Oh, come the fuck on. This isn't even fair. What's he getting at?

Subconsciously, I brought my hand up to my stomach. It was still very, very sore — and plenty red, with a mix of a few other colors to boot.

“I'm sorry, Dr. Matthews?”

“From when we talked a while back.”

Oh! Oh. Okay. Holy shit, don't do that to me.

“Right! Right, yes,” I said, trying desperately to seem like I wasn't analyzing absolutely every aspect of this conversation from every possible angle as it occurred.

“I'm sorry I wasn't much to talk to that day,” he said. “It's tough for me to really get accustomed to a new place. I'm a bit of a closed book, and it can seem standoffish. I don't want you to think of me that way.”

You don't want me, in particular, to think of you that way? Or 'you' as in the nursing staff? There's no way I can really ask about that, right? Balls.

“Not at all,” I said, flying by the seat of my pants. “Really, it's nothing. You didn't come off that way at all.”

He stared at me for a second, squinting slightly, as if he saw something in my eyes that struck him as familiar. Internally, I panicked for a quick second before he went back to the charts.

“So we're just going to go over a few of these right now, and we'll have you on your way in no time,” he said. “Does that sound good?”

“Sure,” I said.

He started to show me something in the first chart, then looked at where I was seated and paused.

“Actually, Trish, would you mind coming over here?” he said. “It'd be easier if we could read the chart without having to turn it around a bunch.”

“Oh, right,” I said, and got up to switch chairs and slide it over beside him.

“Promise I don't bite,” he said with a wry smile as I moved closer, and I felt myself grow a little hotter at the thought of him ignoring that promise entirely.

As I sat down next to him, I noticed he smelled just a bit — the smallest bit, in a way I don't think I would've noticed were it not for our particular circumstance — like the leather of the mask he wore the night before.

It was a massive turn-on, and one I hadn't been prepared to deal with. I squirmed gently in my seat, suddenly very aware of a growing wetness in my panties. My skin felt hot, and my nipples poked hard at the interior fabric of my bra.

Keep it together. Keep. It. Together. That's not optional, Trish, it's mandatory. Get your shit straight.

He started pointing out a few things on the charts, speaking while looking down at his pencil as he worked. I considered that a bit of a blessing, because as aroused and frenetic as I was on the inside, I had no doubt it was manifesting externally in one form or another. The last thing I needed was for him to pick up on it and think I was just some girl with a crush.

I mean, I was a girl with a crush, but the situation was considerably more complicated than that.

I paid as much attention as I could, and to my surprise I was actually holding my own. When he had something to ask me, I was able to answer. When he wanted my input, I was able to give it. We went back and forth like that for a couple of minutes, him looking almost exclusively down at the chart and my internal panic subsiding little by little.

It all went just swimmingly until he went to ask me a question about one of the charts and looked up at me, then froze as his eyes locked with mine.

Oh, shit. He knows. Look at the look in his eyes, there's no way he doesn't know.

He shook his head quickly and went back to looking down at the charts. It was over in an instant. Hell, someone who wasn't paying as much attention to this man as anybody had ever paid him might not even have noticed. But I was locked in, I was picking up on every little thing, and I knew what I saw.

“Anyway,” he said, “I was wondering if you could explain why you've coded this procedure the way you have — not that you've done it wrong, just that I'm curious why—”

The question went on and on, but I stopped listening to it. The words simply flowed through my head, not even stopping to pay a visit to my brain as they ventured on. I was taken. I was completely and utterly frozen in place by what I'd just seen, and as much as I wanted to let it go, I simply couldn't.

He knows. You know. For all you know, he's sitting there panicking just as much as you are, only he's a little better at hiding it. For all you know, he's been waiting for you to say something this entire time.

Look at him. He's gorgeous. He's built beautifully. You know that, you've seen him in something much tighter than his white coat. He spent a solid chunk of last night swinging a flogger at your half-naked body, and now you're too chicken to bring it up a day later?

He asked me a second question on top of the one he started earlier. I had no answers, because I hadn't really heard either of them. When he didn't receive a response, he waited a few seconds before — reluctantly, it seemed — turning to look at me again.

I can only imagine what my face looked like, and I think that's when he realized that the familiarity he saw in my eyes had nothing to do with just a passing coincidence.

We were locked in place, staring intensely at one another, neither one of us exactly sure what the other was thinking, but both of us with our own hopes for what it might be.

When I spoke, it was soft and quaking.

“One,” I said. “Thank you, sir.”
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He stared at me for what couldn't have been more than a few seconds but felt like an eternity. His eyes were as piercing as ever, his expression so intense I almost pulled back a little.

Finally, without a word, he began gathering the charts up into a folder he'd been keeping off to the side.

“Dr. Matthews,” I said, “I'm s—”

“Not another word,” he said. “Follow me.”

Once all of the charts were in the folder, he collected it under his arm and stood up quickly, and I followed him out the door and down the hall a bit, where there was an empty room waiting.

He shut the door behind me as I walked in and locked it quickly, then put the charts down on a small table near the entrance of the room. He wandered over to the middle of the room, near the empty hospital bed, arms folded. I followed.

“Dr. Matthews,” I said, still desperate to explain why I'd brought something like this up in the middle of the workplace, “I—”

He interrupted me by grabbing my head in his hands and driving his face into mine, our lips locking together hard. His kiss was somehow both soft and rugged, a determined sort of thing that danced within my mouth and made my stomach leap up into my chest.

I responded by bringing my hands and arms up behind his back, gripping the back of his white coat hard and pulling him more tightly into me. I could smell him and nothing but him now, smell the leather of last night on his skin, feel the heat and power of his body radiating out from underneath his clothes.

Down around my groin, almost directly in the middle of my hip bones, I could feel him getting hard, his growing cock pushing against the fabric of his pants, against my body.

He was so much more solid than I realized, even having seen him in something much more form-fitting just the night before. I could feel his muscles tensing and moving as I ran my hand over them, and it drove me insane with desire as our lips continued to mesh with one another, sharing heated breath.

He pulled back, my head still in his hands, and looked me in the eyes with that steely gaze, both of us breathing hard.

“I thought it might have been you,” he said. “From the very moment I saw you up there, I could have sworn I recognized those eyes. But I thought there was no way, no possible way.”

“I know the feeling,” I said, my voice breathy and hushed.

We both stared at each other for a few seconds, reveling in the moment.

“Dr. Matthews,” I finally said, running a single finger down the middle of his chest, “you seem to know your way around a flogger pretty well. I never would have suspected.”

“Really? Never?”

“Well, I'd hoped,” I said. “But I don't know if I was brave enough to suspect it.”

“Yet brave enough to get half-naked and let yourself be strapped to a huge wooden cross while strangers beat you and tease you,” he said, a slight smile on his face.

I didn't really have a response. I just looked down and snickered.

In looking down, I couldn't help but notice the bulge in Dr. Matthews's pants had grown considerably. It looked almost uncomfortable, struggling hard against the interior of his pants. I reached a hand down and cupped it, feeling the heat and power of his shaft in my grip for the first time.

“I wonder,” I said, for the second time in twenty-four hours firing away with my 'fuck me hard' eyes, “if maybe we can do something about that.”

I gestured with my eyes down toward his hot, hard cock, and he breathed in deep before kissing me again.

“How much sound do these doors block out?” he asked, nodding toward the locked door to the hallway.

“Plenty,” I told him. “And even if they don't, hardly anyone's around tonight.”

“Interesting,” he said, and walked over to one of the rolling carts over by the bed. He slid one of the lower drawers out and rummaged through it briefly.

Wait, that's where we keep— oh, boy. Oh, boy. Trish, what have you gotten yourself into?

Dr. Matthews pulled his hand out of the drawer and stood up. He was holding four sets of patient restraints.

“Strip down,” he said.

I didn't want to fail following his orders twice in twenty-four hours. So I stripped.


~9~

As I stood there, completely naked — my scrubs and underclothes having been shoved off to the side and forgotten immediately — Dr. Matthews took the time to look over the damage he'd done the night before.

He ran his fingertips over the red areas, taking note and pausing every time I winced from the pain.

“You took quite a beating,” he said. “I was proud of you last night.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said.

He walked me over to the very foot of the bed and turned me around to face it longways. I stared at the wall, my heart pounding, my pussy so wet it must have been dripping.

He hadn't seen me completely naked last night — just topless — and so I wondered as I took off my top if I would feel self-conscious taking off my bottoms. It turned out to feel like the most natural thing in the world.

I could hear Dr. Matthews getting the restraints ready. He undid the clasps that were locked in place for storage, then bent over and grabbed my ankle in his warm, powerful hand.

“Spread your legs slightly,” he said. I did so, bringing them out to about shoulder width.

I felt the cloth of one of the restraints wrap around my ankle and then fasten to one of the support braces along the bottom of the bed. Just like that, I was locked in place. I pulled on it gently as he moved toward my other ankle, and noted that I wasn't going anywhere.

These things are made to hold people struggling harder than you've ever struggled in your life, Trish. And this guy apparently knows what he's doing when it comes to both medicine and restraints, so you're probably not going to stand a chance once he starts using medical restraints on you.

The second one went around my other ankle and was similarly lashed to a support beam on the other side of the bed, effectively locking my legs in place. I could bend my knees and move my hips side to side, but beyond that I was stuck.

“What do we do if somebody walks in?” I asked, both genuinely curious and wanting to hear the inherent sexiness of his response.

“Nobody's going to walk in on us,” he said. “And if they do, they're just going to find someone bent over this bed getting fucked harder than she's been fucked in her entire life. We'll have to cross that bridge when we get there.”

My head was swimming. My pussy dripped in desperation. I wanted him so badly, and every moment that he wasn't actively getting inside me was a moment I needed to be over as quickly as possible.

He stepped over to one side of the bed and grabbed my wrist — firm but gentle — pulling it forward and down toward one of the rungs running along the bed.

We used those all the time for patient restraint, but I'd never imagined being on the other end of it. Much less while naked. Much less in this particular position.

In pulling me forward and down with the first restraint, Dr. Matthews had bent me at a 90-degree angle over the foot of the bed, reaching forward toward the head of the bed. When he locked the second wrist restraint in place and stepped back to admire his handiwork, I had to imagine what I looked like then: a naked backside, sticking out along the foot of a hospital bed. I was quivering with anticipation, desperate to feel him spank me, desperate to feel him inside me. My skin was burning hot, and I craned my neck to watch him as he walked around behind me, to where I couldn't follow him anymore.

“I'm going to have to keep my belt to myself, since the smacking would be too loud,” he said in that low, dominant tone I'd heard the night before. “But you should be ready for it if we end up in this position somewhere a little more private.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, hardly able to contain myself. I bit my lip in anticipation, waiting impatiently for whatever was coming next. 

I heard Dr. Matthews removing his clothing, and a new wave of arousal took over, one even more powerful than the first. I couldn't believe this was happening. I couldn't have conceived of such a thing only a few hours — only a few minutes — before, and it's everything I can do to keep from moaning in ecstasy already.

He bent down and ran his fingers up the backs of my legs. It was hard and his fingertips dug in deep, and it made me bite the bed to keep from crying out as he traveled further and further up the backs of my legs toward my waiting ass and vulnerable pussy.

“Whose thighs are these?” he said, his hands firmly gripping the flesh.

“Yours, sir,” I said.

“Very good.”

His hands traveled to my firm asscheeks and gripped them hard, digging his fingers in and making me wince again.

“And whose ass is this?” he asked.

“Yours, sir,” I was barely able to choke out between the multitude of sensations overwhelming me.

“Very good.”

And then I felt it: one hand, running gently up the inside of my thigh, along the glistening line of my juices that had dripped out while I waited for him to take me, and finally up to my pussy, where he held his fingers in place directly over my lips, feeling their shaved smoothness.

I gasped and moaned gently.

“And whose cunt is this?” he asked.

Before I could respond, he slipped his fingers — now already wet with my juices and sitting on the very precipice of giving me all the pleasure I could ask for — deep inside me, feeling every ridge within me as I had to clench my fists and bite down on the bed once more to keep from screaming.

“Whose cunt?” he asked again.

“Yours, sir,” I hissed, my voice shaking as much as the rest of my body.

“Very good,” he said, and slipped his fingers out of me again. Every muscle in my body had tensed when he entered, and when he exited I felt them all relax once more. I breathed hard, trying to regain control to ready myself for whatever was coming.

And that's when I felt the hard heat of his cock, nestled nicely between the lips of my pussy, resting in my juices for just a second before plunging forward inside of me.

I found myself biting the bed yet again, and noticed there was a wet spot where I'd been gripping the sheets with my teeth over and over. I couldn't help it, though; it was the only way I could be sure I wouldn't scream out at full volume and get us heard. I had to settle for low moans and grunts as he powered into me again and again, his thrusts forcing me hard against the foot of the bed while he dominated me from behind.

I felt his hands grasping my ass hard, keeping it in place while he did whatever he wanted to do. His length worked into and out of me over and over, every inch of him unlocking a new level of ecstasy.

The restraints actually afforded me more movement than I thought they might at first, but all of it was moot because I was being held so firmly in place by Dr. Matthews and his tremendous thrusting. Even if that weren't the case, the tension running through my body as a response to the electric jolts of pleasure rolling up and down my spine was indomitable.

The voice in my head — the same that had been doubting and running in circles all day long — was finally working with me, finally enjoying something, finally letting the stress and worries drift away.

You're bent over a bed. You're tied up and being fucked hard from behind. You can't move, you can't stop him, you can't do anything. He could leave you here if he wanted, dripping and sweating and panting and naked, and you'd be forced to take it, forced to deal with those consequences all on your own.

He could humiliate you fully. But you're trusting him, and he's giving you everything in return.

One of his hands left my ass and grabbed my hair, pulling it hard. I still had my teeth clenched around the bedsheet and so it came up with me as he pulled, but soon I had to let it go as he yanked harder and harder, craning my neck, making me bend unnaturally. In any other situation, it'd be painful — beyond my limits. In this situation, I wasn't about to stop him. I was too lost in the thrill, the pleasure, the ecstasy of the moment.

I'll pay for it tomorrow morning, but right now I just want him to keep pulling. Keep gripping. Do whatever you want, just keep thrusting. Give me all you've got, and don't hold back.

And that's when I felt it: the rumblings of an orgasm, bubbling up inside me like some great wave ready to take everything out. It rolled in me like thunder on the horizon, a portent of incredible things to come, a quickly approaching army ready to reduce me to a sweaty, helpless mess.

At the same time, his thrusts continued to grow quicker and sharper, punctuated by grunts as he began to move toward orgasm at an alarming rate.

Please don't finish inside me, not before I finish, please, please, please—

And almost as if my own body heard my pleas, the building orgasm was suddenly no longer a distant point on the horizon so much as an imminent occurrence, a figure in the road much closer than I'd suspected. It fired up within me, the heat and power of it rolling upward from my pussy to the rest of my torso and finally down my arms and legs, a beautiful excess of sensitivity I had no control over.

Everything tensed. Everything released. Everything tensed again. Everything released again. Dr. Matthews let go of my hair and my head slammed down into the mattress, where I screamed into it, the ecstasy needing some kind of release and finding the hospital bed's interior to be a perfect landing spot.

Everything tensed. Everything relaxed.

And, as his thrusts continued to gain in speed and intensity, my orgasm was complete. My mouth was agape. I had no words or noises to make. I could barely even process basic thoughts. I could hardly move, and it would have been that way even if I hadn't been strapped to the bed.

“Come for me,” I uttered, barely coherent. “Come for me, Dr. Matthews. Come for me!”

He grunted as he kept thrusting, harder and harder, seemingly so close to coming, so close to that precipice — and my beckoning may very well have pushed him over the edge.

With five hard, sharp thrusts and one great groan of satisfaction, he collapsed on top of my back, sweaty and panting hard.

We lay there for a minute or two, both of us trying to get our breath back, both of us overheated and basking in afterglow.

He had taken me. He had taken me hard, and powerfully, and — perhaps most importantly — unexpectedly. I'd gone into work this evening worrying about things potentially being awkward. Never in my life would I have imagined only a few hours later I'd be folded naked over a hospital bed, bound and fucked to the point of exhaustion.

“Thank you, sir,” I muttered when I got my breath back.

“Good girl,” he said as he climbed off of my back and bent down to unstrap me.

When all of the restraints were undone, I collapsed to the floor, too weak to move. He picked me up and placed me into the bed, then lay in it beside me, the both of us naked and cooling off.

After a while, I looked up at him, my hand on his strong, defined chest.

“People are probably looking for one of us,” I said. “We should get back out there.”

“We will,” he replied. “But first ...”

He rolled over with me and pinned my hands over my head. I looked up at him with surprise, and he looked down at me with a smile on his face.

“We're going to get plenty of opportunities to fool around outside of work, but who knows how many we'll have to fool around at work?” he said.

“Plenty of opportunities, you say?” I asked, a smirk on my face.

“Well at the very least, I'll be running into you at the club. And hopefully your place. And my place. And lots of other places. Name a place.”

I chuckled. “You're right, you do open up a bit.”

“Told you so,” he said, and kissed my neck. I inhaled deeply, a calm and warm arousal washing over me as he slid down my body and slipped his tongue into the apex of my legs.
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