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Nurse’s Rounds



In the decade I’d spent as the head of nursing at St Agatha’s Hospital, I’d never come across such a curious case as Emilia Stanhope. From the moment she began her first day as a student nurse, she caught my eye and remained at the back of my thoughts practically every day. She possessed as strangely intoxicating quality and I couldn’t figure out whether it was her pixie cut blonde hair, her cute button nose, or the angelic little chuckle she emitted whenever she found something remotely funny. Even though I was many years her senior, I couldn’t help but fall for her adorable naivety and playful innocence. That said, as cute and alluring as she was, she was crippled by her own anxiety to the point where I wondered why she wanted to be a nurse in the first place. I had to hide my fondness for her, although on a few occasions, I did catch myself unfairly favouring her over her peers. The way it worked was that the interns would assist the general medical staff, frequently observing procedures carried out either by me or the doctors. As the head nurse, it was my duty to keep the fresh faced student in check and part of my role involved a daily routine where they would all gather on the main ward for a round of quick fire questioning. It was a way of keeping the interns on their toes whilst making sure their subject knowledge was up to scratch. Anyone who failed to answer a question would then have the arduous task of finding out the correct answer. The sadist in me would revel in making them research all manner of impossible questions, although I did have a merciful side as well.



It was during these little quizzing sessions that Emilia’s timid side really shone through. At first, I assumed she was simply nervous and would eventually come out of her shell but as the weeks turned to months, I began to realise she had a much deeper problem. Her written essays were all thorough and extremely detailed, leaving me wondering why she wasn’t able to verbalise her answers as well as she could write them. In fact, the longer it went on, the more compounded the problem became. I knew that as her superior and her teacher, I would have to remedy the situation the best way I could. So, I set about concocting a plan to do just that. My method, however, was certainly different to any other mentor in my profession, and any other for that matter. It was a huge risk to take and could very well have placed my position at the hospital in jeopardy, but something about her wry, flirty smile and the way our gaze would linger when we looked at each other reassured me I was taking the right course of action. It wasn’t just out of the desire to see her prosper and fulfil her potential; it was just as much about exploring my own sordid desires and the fantasy rolling around in my head quickly became so strong, I could barely think about anything else. All the doubt and apprehension I felt was eventually drowned out by my baser instincts.



“Emilia...” I whispered as loudly as I could to get her attention without waking any of the patients on the ward. It was the middle of the night and it was her turn to endure the delights of working a late shift – an important part of the nursing profession. Naturally, there were less people around at that time and I’d scheduled for both of us to be on duty so I could enact my devilish little plan.



“Yes, Sister?” she replied as she approached, holding a patient’s chart to her chest like a shield. Even in the ward’s dim night lighting, her slender, petite figure and sparkling blues eyes were as prominent as ever.



“I’d like a word in my office.” I explained sternly, instantly setting her on guard. I needed her to be as nervous and jittery as she was during our question and answer sessions, as it was that shyness I hoped to hammer out of her.



“Is there a problem?” she gulped, trailing behind me as I marched down the hallway outside the ward, leading her to my office. The hospital was deadly quiet with only the faint patter of footsteps right at the end of the corridor fading into the silence. Most of the patients were fast asleep and all the nurses were either resting in the on-call room or gathered together at the staff desk on each ward. My office was situated at the end of a narrow passageway that splintered off from the main corridor, affording us just the level of privacy I required.



“Well, in all honesty,... yes.” I replied bluntly, pushing the door open to guide her inside. She silently scurried in behind me, allowing the door to slowly creep to a close behind her. I walked over to my desk and turned to face her, perching myself right on the edge as I looked her up and down. The door clicked shut and she stood in the centre of the office, surrounded by shelves and filing cabinets filled with books and stacks of paper. The clipboard was still clutched to her chest and her fingers were visible shaking.



“Is it serious?” she finally asked, unable to raise her eye line up to meet my purposefully intense stare. I had to put the fear of God into her before I could go any further, and it didn’t take much to instil such a sense of dread in her. I crossed my arms over my chest, causing my bust to bulge beneath my pinstripe white blouse. As my role involved a mixture of medical and administrative duties, I was dressed in fairly traditional office wear, with my suit jacket hanging over the back of my chair and my black skirt clinging to my thighs. Emilia, on the other hand, was kitted out in the traditional hospital scrubs, consisting of a baggy, deep blue top and trousers that hung from her demure frame like she was a mere coat hanger. Although she was fairly skinny, one of the things I found most alluring about her was her modestly sized, but deliciously round breasts. The slight hint of cleavage peeking from between the lapels of her top was enough to set my pulse racing and as I sat on the edge of my desk scanning her from head to toe, I could feel my carnal desires taking over where logic and professionalism once stood.



“I’ve been growing quite concerned by your... ,shall we say, lack of confidence.” I explained.



“I see...” she said softly, no doubt fearing that her time as a student nurse had come to an abrupt end. She was even more adorable when she felt threatened and I could almost taste the little whimper that trembled over her lips as she stood waiting for my judgement.



“I could understand once or twice but every time I ask a question in front of the others, you just freeze.” I said, trying to sound at least a little sympathetic so as not to completely alienate her. I wanted her to trust me as implicitly as possible, as that was key to my plan for her.



“I just... I don’t know why it happens...” she sobbed as her cheeks bloomed like roses, “My mind just goes blank and it’s like someone has cut out my tongue.”



“Well, as you can imagine, such mental blackouts can be devastating for a nurse.” I said, “Just imagine if it were to happen during an emergency procedure!”



“It’s not even that I don’t know the answers...” she continued, tapping the side of her head with her finger knuckles, “They’re in there, every time! I just find it hard to focus when I’m on the spot!”



“Hmm...” I muttered, still admiring her delectable figure beneath the fabric of her scrubs, “How dedicated are you to becoming a nurse?”



“Absolutely!” she insisted, finally meeting my gaze with a certain stare, “It’s all I’ve ever wanted to do! You’re not letting me go, are you?”



“No.” I responded, “Far from it! In fact, you’re one of the brightest pupils I’ve ever taught.”



“Oh?” she replied, slightly dizzied by my sudden change in tone.



“Which is why I’ve decided to give you another little test...” I continued, “... with a bit of a twist.”



“A test?” she asked, frowning at the thought of further embarrassment, “Twist?”



“I’m going to ask you a series of questions.” I explained, “But rather than homework, for each incorrect or failed answer, you will be punished.”



“Punished how?” she asked, clearly alarmed and yet slightly curious. Rather than reply, I decided it was easier to show her what I meant and stepped around behind my desk to unlock my top drawer. The metal rails glided open with a slick hum to reveal the cache of toys I’d collected for that very meeting. I hesitated for a moment, wondering if I was making a catastrophic mistake. After all, what I was about to suggest could have ended my career and severely embarrassed both of us in the process. I fished out a black leather flogging whip, replete with foot long tassels that drooped from the handle like an octopus trying to find solid ground. Her eyes bulged immediately and darted between the flogger and my face as a look of horror and confusion clouded her expression. I stepped out from behind the desk, allowing the tassels to sway beside my thigh as I sat back where I was before. It took me a moment to conjure the right words and the prolonged silence only made her heart race faster.



“You have a choice.” I said, “You could walk out of the door and quit, taking with you any chance of ever fulfilling your dream.”



“Or?” she gasped; her breath already wavering as she trembled before me.



“Or...” I said, dragging out every tortuous second, “You could go to the door and lock it.”



She took a long look at the flogger in my hand and then allowed her eyes to wander up over my blouse, pausing momentarily the imprint of my bra beneath the fabric before looking squarely at me. Her dilated pupils were like pure beads of onyx and she stood there as if she was nailed to the carpet for a good twenty seconds as she considered her options. Then, with a deep breath, she turned and started for the door. I watched her cute little ass wiggling away, unsure of what decision she had made until she stopped and reached out to flick the latch into the locked position. I breathed a sigh of relief and watched intently as she hobbled back over to where she had been stood. She still couldn’t take her eyes off the flogger and I couldn’t tell if she was trying to figure out what it was, or if she was already familiar with its intended purpose.



“You’re mine now.” I explained, stepped toward her with the whip in my hand, “And I can do with you however I please.”



Every muscle in her body became tense as I moved beside her, allowing the scent of my perfume and the heat of my body to radiate around her. She gave me a brief little nod as I continued around, circling behind her with my fingers draped across her hip. It was the first time I’d acted in an overly sexual manner, but I wanted to test the water before I dove in. She let out a tiny tremor of a breath but kept still, allowing me to touch her however I wanted. I ran my fingers along the elastic waistband of her trouser scrubs and then slipped a finger between them and her skin, pulling them away from her body and then allowing them to snap against her back. Now standing behind her, I leaned in close with my breasts squashed to her shoulder blades and wrapped my arm around her to take the clipboard away. She released her grip and fumbled for a moment, unsure whether to cross her arms, hold them by her sides, or behind her back. As polite as ever, she held them parallel to her body as soon as I stepped away. I placed the chart down on a nearby filing cabinet and stood in front of her again.



“Alright then...” I said, “What intervention is appropriate for a patient in severe pain receiving a continuous I.V. infusion of morphine?



“Uh... um...” she stuttered, immediately raising a cruel smile on my face. I knew for a fact that she knew the answer because she’d worked on such a case just a few weeks earlier. I gave her long enough to think and then stood up straight, holding the flogger in my hand as I moved behind her. She followed me carefully, her eyes trained on the toy until I was beyond her peripheral vision. She was unable to speak, let alone give an answer. So, I swung the flogger a couple of times, filling the space behind her with a deadly whine as the tassels sliced through the air. Then came the moment of truth. With a decent amount of strength, I swung the flogger toward her ass, bringing the dozen or so thick leather strands crashing down against the back of her scrubs. She jolted forward the moment it hit her and let out a piercing howl, gasping and panting as she clenched her ass to dispel the pain. I grabbed her by the shoulder and pulled her back where she had been standing. She tried to rub her ass to wipe away the pain but I clamped her arms at her sides and held them there until she received the message.



“Obtain the vital signs and then administer the dose...” I said, immediately triggering a sigh from her dainty pink lips as she realised the answer, “Now, what does Humulin 70/30 contain?”



“Shit...” she muttered under her breath, biting her lip in the hope that I hadn’t heard. I allowed her that one mistake and began to circle around, dizzying her with my movement as I counted down from five to zero. I could almost see the cogs twirling in her mind as she tried to recollect the answer, but nothing was forthcoming. I raised the whip again and with a somewhat stronger swing, I delivered a second hard strike to her ass. This time, she managed to keep both her arms and legs still, but the resulting squeal was almost doubly penetrating. The sound of her screams only fanned the flames of my dark, depraved lust and I had to fight the urge to whip her again straight away.



“Focus!” I barked, “That’s your only problem! Concentrate on the question and not the things around you!”



“I’m trying!” she whimpered, “It’s... uh... 70 of regular insulin and then... no, wait, 70 of...”



“Too late!” I sneered, swiping a third brutal lash across the back of her thighs, “The patient died already.”



“Oh, come on!” she said, “I was almost there!”



“Almost isn’t there!” I said, “Your patient is hyperglycaemic with increased osmolarity. What does this suggest?”



She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying her best to remove all other thoughts from her mind. I gave her more than long enough to think, but her efforts were fruitless. I moved around behind her and saw her shoulders tighten with every footstep, obviously expecting another lash of the whip at any moment. However, I’d teased myself long enough and there was something I wanted even more than to whip her. I stepped close behind her again and leaned in to her neck, peering down between the sides of her top to enjoy the sight of her supple young breasts. Her chest was heaving, pressing the cups of her bra firmly against the inside of the blue material. It was then that I noticed the faint imprint of her nipples poking through the cups.
 Is she excited by this?
 I wondered.
 Does she like being whipped?
 Either way, there was nothing that could have stopped me from doing what I did next. I gripped the waist band of her scrubs and began to inch them down and to my surprise, she didn’t try to keep them on. It was a miraculous feeling knowing I had such power over her and as the trousers slipped down over the satin skin of her thighs, I could feel my pussy growing wetter between my own.



“Well?” I whispered directly into her ear, “Do have an answer for me?”



She shook her head; half in shame, half in defeat. I moved away to admire her ass nestled beneath the soft pink cotton of her panties. They had a frilly lace trim and hugged her ass just enough to emphasise the pristine curves of her perky cheeks. I almost felt guilty for staining her flesh with the burning lash marks caused by the whip. She didn’t look so angelic any more.



“Deficient fluid volume.” I said, answering the question for her. Then, with barely anything to protect her ass, I snapped the tassels at her ass with every bit of strength I could muster. A thunderous crack echoed off the walls, followed by a hearty, agonising scream as she toppled forward. She quickly found her spot again, though, further showing her obedience. She was learning her place quickly but sadly, her answers were as lacking as ever. I asked a few more questions, returning each failed answer with a deafening thrash of the whip until there was barely an inch of her peach coloured flesh still on show. Her ass was completely scorched and her thighs didn’t look much better. Of course, the sight of her naked flesh in such a tormented state only turned me on further, sending a trickle of moisture to my pussy that grew stronger with every harsh clap of the tassels hitting her flesh. Soon, I began to wonder if maybe it wasn’t the method, but the implement that was at fault.



“Maybe something a little harder...” I said, walking back over to my desk. I placed the flogger on top and reached into the drawer, pulling out a foot-long triple rattan cane. It had three wooden spokes that extended from the moulded rubber hand grip and rattled with the slightest moment of my fingers. I stood behind her and grazed the canes across her cheeks, further intimidating my loyal subject.



“Now, every wrong answer will lose you another item of clothing.” I announced, stepping back to begin the next round of questioning, “A patient with osteoarthritis is worried the condition will prevent them from carrying out household chores. What would you suggest, Nurse?”



“Um...” she hummed, almost on the verge of an answer. Before she could say any more, I swung the cane, creating a much more noticeable hum as it whisked through the air. It landed directly on her ass, sending the reddened flesh rippling out in every direction. She squirmed in agony and panted in a vain attempt to dissipate the sharp twinge of pain shooting through her skin. I pinched the sides of her panties and began to tug them down, allowing them to drop to her ankles atop the crumpled folds of her trousers. She stood there, now half naked and shivering with fright, or at least, so I thought. I slipped my fingers between her thighs and quickly noticed the sticky film of her own juices seeping from her pretty pink slit. I coated by two middle fingers in her nectar and brought them up to my lips, where I smelled her scent and licked the moisture from them.



“Pace yourself, and take frequent rests.” she suddenly perked up. It took me a moment to realise that not only was she responding to my question, she had it right.



“Better!” I commended her, “Alright, after surgery, what might cause a patient to suffer from DVT?”



She winced, trying to rattle the answer from her brain rather than out of fear of the canes. I could tell it was on the tip of her tongue, but we both knew that wasn’t enough. I swung again, mercilessly searing her ass with the canes. A few patches of speckled bruising began to form amidst the fire, leaving me little choice but to refocus my strength elsewhere. Thankfully, she had plenty of places to whip; I just had to uncover them. Once again, I moved in close behind her, pressing my tits on her back as I thrust myself against her tender cheeks. The coarse texture of my skirt grated on her skin, leaving her quivering in place as a stream of pathetic sobbing and hushed curse words erupted from her lips. I grabbed the hem of her top and pulled it up, forcing her arms into the air so I could strip her of it. I gazed down over her chest and watched as her breasts squished between my fingers as I fondled the cups of her bra, using her body like a toy for my own gratification.



“Immobility...” she said, wincing at the possibility that she was wrong, “Right?”



“Good.” I said, stepping around to face her, “Give me three uses of a Doppler ultrasound.”



“To find... um...” she fretted, snapping her fingers as she squeezed the answer from some deep recess of her mind, “Poor circulation,... um, valve defects, and...”



She tried her best and I was positively willing her to succeed even though my darker side wanted nothing more than to unleash the canes upon her flesh one more time. She shook her head, staring straight ahead in frustration. I was proud of her but it had to be done. I raised the canes and swiped it across the front of her thighs, causing her to dance on the spot in a futile effort to shake away the pain. Then, no sooner had I struck her, she spoke once more.



“Clots!” she projected triumphantly, as if addressing a hall full of people. Then it dawned on her; my method was working. She still had room for improvement, but it genuinely felt like she’d broken down a significant barrier and all of a sudden, the smog that had clouded her mind for so long was beginning to clear. I approached but before I could even reach out to remove her bra, she reached back and did it herself, tossing it to the floor and stepping out of her crumpled scrubs. She was now completely naked and I would have given anything to simply stare at her body for a little longer. She was even more perfect with her clothes shed, from the light tuft of hair above her pussy to the tiny pointed nipples atop her firm C-cup breasts. She could tell how aroused I becoming and it was clear from the slick film of pussy juice lining her own labia, she felt much the same way. Seeing how well my plan had worked and feeling the dominant crack of my whip, she had developed a strong trust in me and was becoming more and more submissive to my will by the second. It was a whirlwind of sexual and psychological discovery and I could almost hear the beat of her heart thumping beneath her chest as I stood before her. We were roughly the same height but my high heels allowed me to tower over her, drawing her eyes toward my chest. I could tell she wanted nothing more than to please me; both through her learning and in other ways as well. I walked back over to the drawer and pulled out all of the remaining toys, lining them up along the edge of the desk in front of her.



“You’re getting faster, but we’re not quite there yet.” I said, setting down a bundle of black leather studded harness, a handful of metal clamps, a solid steel ball gag, and an enormous, red, plastic strap-on dildo. The latter was no ordinary strap-on, though. It consisted not only of a main phallic shaft for fucking my sub, but also a second vibrating dildo for the wearer’s own pleasure. It was one toy that I particularly couldn’t wait to use.



“Yes, Sister.” she replied, almost gasping with excitement and anticipation. Her eyes followed me everywhere, watching carefully as I took the leather harness and brought it over, holding it up to saddle her with it. Holding on to her arms and having her obeying me so easily gave me a perverse thrill that set the juices gushing to my pussy. I placed her inside the harness and tightened the many straps and buckles around her chest with her arms pinned horizontally across her back. One strap crossed her chest directly beneath her breasts with a few more just above and between them, squeezing them from every angle to leave them slightly swollen and gradually turning a darker shade of pink from the constriction. I flicked her nipples, eliciting an uncontrollable, shuddering intake of breath between her gaping lips. I stepped away to admire my work and then selected the clamps from the table, raising them up to prong her nipples. I stared into her eyes as the first set of metal teeth gripped her left nipple, enjoying the sight of her tears welling up behind her eye lids. One spilled out and rolled down her cheek but she kept absolutely still and absorbed the pain, staring right back at me with her sultry gaze. I snapped the second one shut around her other teat, leaving her wriggling softly to soften the sharp twinges of pain shooting through her nipples.



With her arms now tightly bound, I picked up the flogger again and proceeded with another round of intense questioning. Once again, she found herself unable to respond as quickly as I required, and every stuttered half answer was met with a fierce lash of the tassels. I flayed her skin over and over again, sweeping the flogger across her burning cheeks, thighs, and the supple, jiggling mounds of her breasts. The nipple clamps held firm, tugging on her engorged areolas with every searing swipe of the whip. Each answer she gave was quicker than the last and through a process of intense, brutal flogging, she fine tuned her responses to the point where I could barely even swing the whip toward her before she spoke. Then, the moment I’d been anticipating since we entered my office finally arrived. I asked her one final question, the details of which I can’t even recall. Her answer, on the other hand, was as clear as day.



“An ECG!” she bellowed; her breath surging from her lungs as the adrenaline of the moment pulsed through her veins. “Order an ECG!!”



I couldn’t help but chuckle at her enthusiasm, for I couldn’t quite believe it either. It was exciting for two reasons; firstly because she had succeeded in overcoming her shyness, and secondly, because it now meant that there was no more need for her to speak. Her eyes trained on the ball gag as I carried it over, holding it up to her mouth. She parted her jaws willingly, allowing me to wedge it between them and fasten the tight leather straps around the back of her bright blonde hair. She was finally ready to be fucked the way I wanted her; bound, clamped, and gagged, with her flesh reeling from the incessant thrashing I’d given her. The sight of her distressed body was making me wetter still, and my own thighs began to tremble as I peeled the zipper of my skirt down along my leg. I unravelled the fabric, unveiling my delectable stocking clad thighs and the lacy g-string clinging to my crotch. A faint shadow of pubic hair was visible beneath my knickers, which furrowed beneath the elastic as I pulled them down and dropped them to my ankles, stretching a small sliver of my juices along with them. Then, I took the strap-on dildo and began to attach it, sliding the inner vibrating dildo between the dripping wet lips of my pussy until it was lodged deep inside me. I fastened it tightly to my waist, leaving the bigger plastic dildo protruding from my crotch, aiming directly at Emilia’s restrained body.



I took a moment to consider how I wanted to fuck her and then pulled her closer, bending her over the edge of the desk with her perky ass sticking out behind her. I clasped her cheeks and groped at them, causing her to try and wriggle free as wave upon wave of splintering pain shot through her ass. With one hand on each cheek, I crouched behind her and spread them apart, exposing the slippery pink lips of her pussy and the puckering rim of her ass hole nestled between them. I leaned in and savoured the scent of her juices, wedging my nose between her cheeks as I lashed my tongue up and down along her labia. She shivered with excitement and moaned around the sides of the gag, growing louder as I slipped my tongue inside to lick around the opening of her vulva. I snacked on her pussy for a little while, lapping up her juices as I clung onto her cheeks, digging my fingers in to moderate how much pleasure I wanted her to have. Then, I moved up and slithered my tongue between them, smothering her anus in my warm, sticky saliva as I nudged and probed around it. Again, she moaned, clenching her fists behind her back as I spanked her cheeks. With my appetite thoroughly whetted, I climbed to my feet and positioned myself behind her, gripping the shaft of the dildo between my fingers with the bulbous head pointed directly between her legs.



I pressed the tip up to her pussy lips, easily splitting them apart around the sides of the shaft as I slowly penetrated her. She groaned and panted with every inch I gave her, sliding it between the walls of her pussy and coating the entire thing in her juices until her labia kissed the leather base. I pulled it almost all the way out and then rammed it back inside, pounding it in and out repeatedly as her thighs crashed against the front of the desk. I fucked her harder and faster with every deep thrust, sending the thick plastic shaft plunging as deep into her moist slit as it could reach. My office quickly filled with the sound of my skin slapping against her ass and her knees knocking against the desk, permeated by the endless chorus of our combined elated moaning. Her breasts cushioned her chest as she rocked back and forth atop the desk, unable to lift herself off with her arms so tightly bound behind her back. Even her ecstatic moaning was restricted, having to seep around the sides of the gag holding her jaws apart. I flicked the small switch on the side strap to enable the vibration of the dildo inside me, instantly setting it into a powerful frenzy. I could feel it buzzing around the walls of my pussy, beating at my g-spot so furiously that a couple of times I lost my own pace and had to regain control of my senses before putting my hips to work once more.



Everything about her was turning me on, not least the sight of her arms tugging at the restraints behind her back. She, too, was having some difficulty coping with the immense pressure of the dildo surging in and out of her pussy, leaving her in a blissful state that grew stronger with every thrust I delivered against her ass. The two of us were creating such a cacophony, I wondered if being so far from the wards mightn’t have been enough to shield us from eavesdroppers. It was only a minor concern, though, as most of my mind was focus solely on the ripples of flesh soaring up over the small of her back as I pounded her from behind. Slowly but surely, and in almost perfect unison, we edged each other closer and closer to the divine light that had lain just out of reach since I began fucking her. We were both teetering on the precipice of sexual ecstasy and as much as I wanted the moment to go on forever, every masterful thrust of my hips only made it harder to resist. Then, as the pressure of the two dildos grinding over our g-spots became too great to handle, our hips began to spasm and a string of wanton, carnal groaning and exasperated curse words poured from our lips; hers somewhat less distinguishable than mine as she chomped down on the gag.



The powerful orgasmic convulsions left me thrusting uncontrollably forward, fucking her harder still as I closed my eyes and stretched my neck to the heavens. All she could do was bob back and forth on the desk with her thighs slamming against the front of it as the dildo worked every nerve ending inside her pussy. Her juices were seeping freely around the sides and her hips were contracting just as much as my own. I collapsed forward and squeezed the last drops of pleasure from my climax, gently grinding my hips against her as the vibrator hummed inside me. Then, as we finally caught our breath, I lay across her back with her arms beneath my stomach, still twitching with the aftershocks of our orgasms. Eventually, I found the strength to climb off her, although I was so addicted to the smell and touch of her naked flesh that even standing a few feet away was a challenge.



“Thank you, Sister...” she whispered, still somewhat exhausted by what had just happened. “You’ve cured me of... well, myself.”



“We’ll see if it sticks.” I said, “Bright and early tomorrow morning. I’ll expect you to be as sharp as the rest.



“Yes, Sister!” she replied. The way she constantly addressed me that way only added to my feeling of dominance over her.



“Of course, if you were to require additional training in that area, I’d be more than happy to oblige...” I said, stroking hair ruffled hair over her beautiful ears.



“I look forward to it, Sister!” she smiled, shaking her arms to get the blood flowing again as I unshackled her from the harness. The leather had left a web-like imprint on her flesh, further enraging my libido. I almost wanted to pin her down and fuck her again right there on the carpet, but I knew she had some actual work to do as well as satisfying my twisted desires. So, I watched as she dressed and sauntered off out of the door, flinching occasionally as the fabric of her scrubs grated a little too firmly on her tenderised skin. I couldn’t wait for our next appointment and even though I was immensely proud of her and yearned to see her overcoming her nerves in the workplace, the darker part of me wanted to see her crash and burn the following morning so I could punish her even harder next time. Only time would tell, and I barely caught a wink of sleep that night as I fantasised about the many painful things I wanted to enact on her body. The remainder of her internship promised to be very eventful indeed!



 



The End
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Paranormal Erotica (11 Hot Stories) (Erotic Short Stories/Werewolf/Vampires/Demons/Ghosts/Shapeshifter)





Babysitter Sex Stories (3 Babysitter Erotic short stories/ass smacking/anal/rough sex)




 




Punishing the Babysitter

 When an older single father discovers his babysitter has been stealing from his home, he decides to give her the punishment she deserves by tying her up and giving her a rough, hard fucking.




The Couple's Babysitter Fuck Toy (Threesome/Erotic short story)



A teenage babysitter is set up by the couple she works for. They know she has a crush on the husband and arranges it so the wife can catch the husband playing with her. The babysitter promises to do anything if the wife doesn’t tell her parents she was playing with a married man and the couple take her to their bedroom and use her as their fuck toy.




Excerpt: Jack could hear Melanie breathing harder and could sense her excitement. He put his hand on his own thigh and then slowly let it slide down so it was resting against Melanie’s bare leg. Again, she didn’t move away and Jack stroked his fingers up her thigh. Melanie slid down further and Jack moved his hand under her skirt and onto her panties.


He heard Melanie gasp and finally turned to her. “I’ve wanted to touch you since I first set eyes on you, Melanie. What age are you?”


“I just turned 18,” answered Melanie. She looked at Jack. “What about your wife?”


“What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her,” answered Jack and stroked his fingers harder against Melanie’s teen pussy.


Melanie felt her heart racing. She put her hand on top of Jack's and forced it harder against her pussy. “I’ve fantasized about you fucking me so many times,” she said. “Take off my panties.”


Jack slid his fingers into the top of Melanie’s panties and when she lifted her hips, he pulled them down, exposing her pussy.


“Oh, fuck, that’s beautiful,” he said.


Melanie leaned across and kissed Jack, parting her thighs wider to make it easier for him to slide a finger inside her wet pussy.
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