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Reader Advisory: These stories are for mature
audiences only and feature intensely erotic situations, wealthy,
powerful, and well-hung doctors and the fertile young women who
work for them, multiple partners and rough group sex, dominance and
submissiveness. All characters are 18 or older.









A doctor's office is a
charged environment: clothes are coming off, bodies are being
explored, and the doctor is the one in control. 



Follow these three young women whose jobs as nurses fly them a
little too close to the flame and incite the lust of the handsome,
alpha men who are used to getting their way ...









Preview






"I just ..." I started to say, trying to collect my
thoughts. The way their looks were affecting me ... it was so hard
to think. "I - yes, doctor," I finally said, realizing I had
forgotten what the question was entirely.

Dr. Alby shifted to be closer to me and put a finger
out to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. "It's like I said, you
just need a couple of friends."

His touch sent a shiver through my entire body. My
head was swimming. He was so, so close. I could barely stand it.
"Y-yes," I breathed. "A couple of friends."

"We like to make new friends," Dr. Alby murmured, his
hand moving down slightly to stroke my neck. "Especially such a
nice girl with friends in such high places. We kind of like seeing
how naughty the good girls can be, isn't that right, Dr.
Lakewood?"

The other man stood and moved over to stand next to
Dr. Alby. His eyes were bright and brazen as they took me in.

"The poor girl's shaking," he observed with a kind of
amused sympathy. "We'll leave you alone if you'd like." He took a
step closer still and I could smell the thick, masculine scent of
his body so close to mine. "But you don't want us to leave you
alone, do you?"

Dr. Alby's hand was still pressed lightly against my
neck, his fingers rough against my soft skin. I looked from one to
the other. God I was wet. Almost imperceptibly, I shook my
head.

Dr. Lakewood smiled. "I could tell she was a good one
the minute I saw her waiting outside our door."
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Doctor's Orders






It was just a little past 8 am when I put my hand out
and rapped lightly on the door to the ward supervisor's office.
There was then a sound of movement inside and then a familiar voice
said, "Come in."

"Mr. Sculpin?" I poked my head in.

The man in a lab coat seated at the desk looked up.
"Oh, Laura, " he said in recognition. His distinguished face
brightened and his broad shoulders leaned back from the paperwork
on his desk. "Come in. You're here to start your first day."

I nodded, beaming. "I can't tell you how much I
appreciate the opportunity," I bubbled.

"Well, I'm sure you'll make a very good addition," he
said. "But I shouldn't have to remind you, Laura, that when you're
wearing that uniform it's Doctor Sculpin." He pointed at the
front of my tight white nurse's outfit.

I looked down at myself, momentarily chagrined. "Oh,
of course. I'm sorry, doctor. It won't happen again." I
straightened my clothes nervously and looked back up at him. It was
a little strange to see him like this. He'd always been Mr.
Sculpin, a family friend who'd known my father since college. To
see him now like this, in his element, director of a whole hospital
ward, was more than a little intimidating.

He waved it off. "I'm sure it won't. You'll learn
quick. You're not Jim's little girl any more, I can tell." His eyes
seemed to linger, just a little bit, as he said it. Or maybe that
was just my imagination.

I blushed and nodded. "Thank you, doctor, I'll do my
best." My hands went back to fiddle at my uniform again. I ... had
I just imagined that look? He had always had a certain affect on
me, ever since I was a little girl. His good looks were still very
much there, even in his early fifties, and his salt and pepper hair
was distinguished and very becoming. I couldn't help but be a bit
... sexually intimidated by him. That was probably why I had
imagined his eyes running over me that way. It was the sort of
thing I would think about late at night that would make me shiver
in a guilty sort of way, not what I should be dwelling on as I
started my first day of work in a challenging new field.

As though he could read my mind, Dr. Sculpin decided
our little session was over. He nodded his head in the direction of
the corridor. "Dr. Alby will be starting morning round-up in a
couple minutes. You'd better scurry along. He doesn't like it when
the girls are late."

"Yes, doctor," I said, bobbing and smiling, my
girlish blush still firmly in place.

I hopped out into the corridor and, following his
advice, made my way as quickly as I could back downstairs to where
I had been told the 9 o'clock shift would assemble. The corridors
were full of people bustling every which way, and it was all a girl
could do to wiggle her way through and stick to the direction she
was moving in.

Dr. Alby was a younger doctor, probably in his
mid-thirties, with short blond hair and a strong jaw. He kept the
nurses in the appropriate assignments, and I had been told to make
sure I made a good impression on him.

Thus, I was on my best behavior as I scooted up
behind the several other women in their pressed white uniforms and
beamed with enthusiasm as the man made his way down his roll.

When he called my name he looked up, searching for a
face he didn't recognize, and his eyes alighted on me.

"Laura Cassel," he guessed, his gaze steady on
me.

I blushed in spite of myself. "Yes, doctor," I
confirmed.

He handed out patient assignments without addressing
me further, but I got the sense that I hadn't escaped his attention
for long.

I set about taking care of the patients I had been
given. I was nervous, but there wasn't much that I hadn't been
taught in nursing school. I hurried through my first assignments,
eager to make a good impression and not step on any toes.

But true to my slightly nervous expectations, I
passed Dr. Alby in the hall a little before noon and again caught
his eye. This time he stopped me.

"So you're my new nurse," he said.

I nodded. "Yes, doctor."

"How are you getting on so far?"

"Ah, doing my best, doctor. Everything's seemed
pretty straightforward."

"We try to let people get their feet wet for a few
days before we ask them to share the full load," he agreed mildly,
his eyes resting on me in a lazily evaluatory gaze. Even though he
was just one man, the feeling of him looking at me and asking me
questions made me feel like I was up on stage in front of a
thousand people. I pushed a strand of hair behind my ear
nervously.

"In the future, you should know that I like to get
everyone on shift by 8:30," he said.

I blushed. "I'm terribly sorry, doctor. It won't
happen again. I just went up to see Dr. Sculpin and I guess the
time got away from me."

He leaned against the wall, his arms folded. "That's
right," he said, an amused smile on his face as he watched me
squirm. "I did hear you've got a bit of a relationship with our
dear director. Isn't that convenient?"

I looked at him in consternation. Did he hold it
against me? Did he think that I didn't deserve to be here? Or that
I was going to go running to him to get the people I worked with in
trouble. "He's a friend of my father," I explained with a slightly
apologetic tone. "I -"

"A word to the wise, Ms. Cassel," he cut me off.
"Don't expect it to be easier just because of the people you know.
The people who work here are here because they're good at what they
do."

"Of course, sir," I agreed nervously, not happy with
the direction this was all going. "I would never think anything
else. I certainly don't expect preferential treatment."

He smiled. "Good. I'm glad to hear that. Sometimes a
cute little thing like you comes through, fresh out of school,
thinking a few good grades or a few friends in high places means
she's guaranteed a fast track to something bigger. They think
they're too good to pay their dues."

"Oh, of course not, Doctor," I assured him with
consternation.

His eyes were glittering slightly as they lingered on
me, and the feeling of being on stage with a spotlight leveled at
me redoubled.

"Well," he said, a touch of amusement still on his
face, "I'm glad to hear that. Actions speak louder than words, of
course, but I'm glad to hear you say it anyways."

"Anything I can do, doctor," I said. "I know my
place."

His smile broadened. "Maybe you'll do alright here.
But you should be sure to meet the other doctors you'll be working
with. They might have some of the same doubts."

"I'll do that. Thank you, doctor."

He pursed his lips. "If today is a Monday, 3 o'clock
would probably be best."

"3 o'clock?"

"For you to stop by the doctor's break room. Most of
us take a few minutes in the mid-afternoon. I'll let them know
you'll be coming by so we'll expect you."

"Oh," I said, slightly taken aback. "Al - alright,
sir. The doctor's break room at 3."

"Good girl, now run along."

And I did, not daring to look back until I had
rounded a corner and was safely out of view. My heart was beating
and there was a sick, tight feeling in my stomach. It had never
really occurred to me that I might be resented for the way I had
gotten this job. I suppose it made sense, maybe a little, that the
other nurses would think I didn't deserve it. But the doctors, too?
This was all wrong. I couldn't let it stay like this.

I worked even harder for the rest of the morning and
into the afternoon, barely stopping for lunch. The conversation
with Dr. Alby had made me a little nervous, but it wasn't enough to
completely spoil my good mood and excitement for my new job. I
could show them that I was there to be a team player and wasn't
full of myself and then everything would be alright again.

2:30 came and went, and 3 o'clock drew close. It
wasn't until I was making my way up to the doctor's lounge that it
occurred to me that I didn't really have any idea of what I was
going to say.

I paused beyond the closed door to the doctor's
lounge, hearing several raucous voices echoing out into the
hallway. Was I just going to waltz into a room full of doctors on
their break and start making speeches about what a good worker I
was? The idea was suddenly not only ridiculous but more than a
little frightening. I would have given it up and fled, tail between
my legs, if I hadn't been expected. Dr. Alby hadn't given me a
choice. 'Be there at 3,' he had said, and he was going to tell the
others.

I was still wavering nervously on the threshold when
the decision was taken out of my hands. The door swung open
suddenly and a tall, broad-shouldered man with a strong-jawed face
and thick arms was on the other side.

He blinked at me. I froze.

"Can I help you?" he asked.

"Ah," I started, my voice sounding very small and
weak. "I'm Laura Cassel. I'm just starting as a nurse in the ward.
I -"

"Oh," the doctor said, "you're the new girl. The one
with the tight little ass. John told us about you."

My mouth dropped open a little bit and heat rushed
into my face. Was that the way they talked around here? I didn't
know whether to be upset or flattered. In spite of myself, I peered
down at the part of me in question.

"Who's that over there?" Someone called out from
behind the doctor standing in the door.

"It's the new nurse," he called back over his
shoulder.

"Well what does she want?"

He turned back to me. "Were you trying to come
in?"

I nodded. My mouth felt very dry.

"Well ..." he gestured for me to enter.

My steps were small and faltering as I edged into the
room. It was a decent-sized room, not huge, but with couches and a
TV on one side and a table on the other. A few men were seated
around the table, most of them looking over at me.

My blush deepened. I had always been intimidated by
doctors, especially young male doctors. Maybe I even had a little
bit of a thing for them, the way they dealt with life and death
every day while the rest of the world worried about their commute
and inter-office memos. There was something really primal about
them - something that made the rest of us seem like children in
comparison - and now I was standing in a room with five or six of
them looking at me expectantly. They were all young and handsome,
and I didn't seem to be able to move or speak.

I looked through the faces and found Dr. Alby. My
eyes met his. Was he going to help me? I had entirely forgotten why
I was here.

"Um, I thought it would be a good idea to introduce
myself," I stammered.

"Oh?" said one of them, dark-haired and tall, sitting
nearest the door. "What's your name then?"

"I'm - that's - Laura. I'm Laura. I'm Laura
Cassel."

"You start today?" he asked.

I nodded.

"She's the girl Director Sculpin asked us to hire,"
Dr. Alby supplied.

Murmurs went around the room, and the interest seemed
to increase.

"Who knew the hospital administration would know
where to find such a cute little thing as this," one of them
remarked.

My blush deepened. It felt like there was maybe
something a little inappropriate in the way they were looking at
me.

"This morning she was telling me how eager she was to
show that she doesn't expect special treatment for knowing the
director," Dr. Alby went on. "Isn't that right, Laura?"

"Ah, yes, doctor," I nodded uncertainly.

"You want to show you're a team player and don't
think you're above anybody."

I nodded.

"That's too bad," I heard one of them say to another.
"It can be a bit fun to put a new nurse in her place."

"I'll bet she's fun anyways," the man next to him
replied.

I stood on my spot, unsure whether to acknowledge I
could hear them or not.

Somewhere on the wall behind me, a tone sounded.
Grumbling, most of the doctors stood, talking among themselves, and
circled around past me to the door. Unsure of myself, I started to
turn to follow them back to work.

"Stay a minute, Laura," I heard Dr. Alby say behind
me. "I've been monitoring your progress. You're a good worker. Very
efficient. You can afford to stay for another few minutes."

"Alright, doctor," I agreed. I didn't know whether I
felt trapped or excited. I had expected to be able to edge my way
in, keep my head down, and learn the ropes. Instead, it seemed like
being a new nurse made me the center of attention. It was the kind
of attention that was frightening and exciting at the same time,
always under the eye of these powerful, driven men into whose
domain I had inadvertently wandered.

When Mr. Sculpin had offered me a job, it had seemed
like working for him would make this a safe, comforting transition
to the new and intimidating world. But Dr. Alby was absolutely
right, knowing Dr. Sculpin wasn't going to get me anywhere or
protect me from anything. I was here, working for the doctors, on
their terms. Had I been told that a day ago, I would have been
petrified, but now that it was happening, a small, secret part of
me found the attention more thrilling than I could have ever
imagined. Every time I tried to squirm back out of the limelight,
Dr. Alby pulled me back in with an amused look on his face.

The room was empty now but for Dr. Alby, myself, and
the doctor who had found me outside the door.

"You want some coffee?" Dr. Alby offered me.

"Ah, alright. Thank you, doctor," I agreed, starting
over towards the counter against the wall.

"No, no, I insist," he said, standing up and joining
me at the counter to pour the coffee for me. "You need friends when
you start in a new workplace."

I smiled at him gratefully and took the cup. "Thank
you."

"You got your degree at State, isn't that what I saw
on your resume?"

I nodded.

"That was my sister's alma mater back in the day," he
commented, leaning against the counter and sipping a drink of his
own. "She was a bit of a wild one."

"Is that so?"

He grinned. "From what I understand, it's a bit of a
school tradition." A sly smile came over his face. "I've got this
funny little feeling you'd know something about that."

I hid my face in the mug of coffee and tried to give
a non-committal answer.

"So what about it? Are you always as straight and
proper as you try to pretend?"

I coughed into my coffee. "I - I try to be."

He laughed. "No naughty streak in you, is that what
you're telling me?"

I found myself smiling in spite of myself. He was
very disarming, and his laugh was warm and full and made me feel
good, even if I wasn't sure exactly what I had said that was so
funny.

"Well, you should try it sometime. It can be a lot of
fun."

His eyes lingered on me as he said it, and until then
I hadn't really noticed how close I had moved to him. I took a step
back, a little embarrassed.

"Are you always this friendly with new hires?" I
asked him.

He laughed again. "Just the ones I like. It's not
every day we get one as cute as you."

I blushed again and looked down at myself
deprecatingly. "You're just being nice. This uniform really doesn't
flatter," I protested.

He pursed his lips and looked me up and down in a
long, slow sweep. "Well, until I see you out of it, it's hard for
me to say," he agreed.

I let out an amazed laugh at his forwardness before I
could stop myself.

The other doctor, who had been sitting at the table
reading a medical journal, looked over. "What was it she said she
came here to do?" the doctor asked.

Dr. Alby looked over at him with a sly wink. "She
came to tell us she knows her place and wants to show her superiors
how eager she is for them to be satisfied with her."

"Is that so?" the other doctor said with interest,
putting down the journal.

Dr. Alby turned back to me. "I got that right, didn't
I, Laura?"

I looked from one to the other, in slight shock at
how quickly the atmosphere had changed. The two men were looking at
me with undisguised interest bordering on open lust. I knew the
right thing to do would be to make some excuse and leave. I could
slip away and try to keep my head down like I had planned. But then
... what if I kind of liked how they were looking at me? I mean,
maybe it wouldn't go too far, and I could just stay for a little
longer and I could flirt a bit without getting in over my head.

"I just ..." I started to say, trying to collect my
thoughts. The way their looks were affecting me ... it was so hard
to think. "I - yes, doctor," I finally said, realizing I had
forgotten what the question was entirely.

Dr. Alby shifted to be closer to me and put a finger
out to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. "It's like I said, you
just need a couple of friends."

His touch sent a shiver through my entire body. My
head was swimming. He was so, so close. I could barely stand it.
"Y-yes," I breathed. "A couple of friends."

"We like to make new friends," Dr. Alby murmured, his
hand moving down slightly to stroke my neck. "Especially such a
nice girl with friends in such high places. We kind of like seeing
how naughty the good girls can be, isn't that right, Dr.
Lakewood?"

The other man stood and moved over to stand next to
Dr. Alby. His eyes were bright and brazen as they took me in.

"The poor girl's shaking," he observed with a kind of
amused sympathy. "We'll leave you alone if you'd like." He took a
step closer still and I could smell the thick, masculine scent of
his body so close to mine. "But you don't want us to leave you
alone, do you?"

Dr. Alby's hand was still pressed lightly against my
neck, his fingers rough against my soft skin. I looked from one to
the other. God I was wet. Almost imperceptibly, I shook my
head.

Dr. Lakewood smiled. "I could tell she was a good one
the minute I saw her waiting outside our door."

He took another step forward, pressing himself
against me and taking me by the back of the head. He kissed me,
long and possessively. His lips were soft against mine, and his
arms pressing and conforming my body to his. After a surprised
second, I began to return his affections. It felt so good to be in
his arms, strong and muscular, as they held me against him. My body
hummed at the contact. I felt his hand press against my breast, and
I moaned around his lips at the exquisite pleasure of his touch and
the sense of powerlessness his embrace gave me.

After the most intense moment of my life, he
separated. His eyes found mine. A smile of satisfaction played
across his lips.

"Let's show her the on-call room," he said to Dr.
Alby.

I was in a daze as I followed him. I wanted what was
happening so badly that I couldn't stop to be amazed that it was.
The two men, one in front and one behind, led me into a small side
room with several beds.

Dr. Alby turned, his eyes bright and hungry, and his
hand played toyingly at the neck of my uniform where the zipper
began.

"It is a shame we put our pretty nurses in such
shapeless, constricting outfits," he murmured.

I watched him, immobile and practically panting. I
could feel each little twitch of his fingers as he watched me with
amusement. "She's an eager one," he said with a smile.

"Well let's not toy with her," Dr. Lakewood said,
dropping his lab coat on one of the beds and pulling his shirt over
his head. His torso was thick and muscular, and much more toned
than it had looked under his bulky lab coat. I drank in the sight
of him before turning back to Dr. Alby, who was starting to undress
me.

With a final zip, he let the nurse's uniform fell to
my ankles, leaving me standing in a bra and a pair of very damp
panties, watching him with nervous excitement.

He, too, shed his lab coat, shirt, and belt, before
pushing me back onto the bed behind me and moving to straddle me as
he removed my bra. My breasts breathed out of their confinement as
he tossed the undergarment aside, and his rough palms cupped my
chest appreciatively.

"You're right," he breathed in my ear as he pressed
me back against the bed. "I like you much better this way."

I let out a soft moan as his hands sent renewed waves
of excitement and pleasure through my tense body. His fingers
hooked into the waistband of my panties and pulled them to my
knees. I looked down with hungry, eager eyes to see him shedding
his own pants and underwear to unleash an already large and growing
cock.

"Oh fuck," I breathed as the sight of what was about
to be inside me released a flood of wetness in me beyond anything I
had ever felt before. "Fuck me, doctor," I breathed.

He ran a hand up my torso. I could feel his cock
hardening against my thigh, long and hot. I could feel each pulse
as his blood flowed into it and grew it against me.

He took me by the hip and ran a finger down my hot,
slick folds. Feeling my wetness, he smiled in primal satisfaction.
"God do you want it," he growled, dipping a finger into my hole for
only an instant, unleashing an intense moan from my chest as my
body coiled around the fleeting penetration.

And then he was pushing into me, the thick head of
his cock stretching me as big as I could go. I was so wet that he
slid in smoothly, even as big as he was. "Oh fuck," I gasped.

But no sooner had I had a chance to appreciate the
intense feeling of satisfying fullness than he was pulling back
out. I opened my eyes and looked up in dismay to see what was
happening, and then understood.

I allowed myself to be rolled over onto my stomach,
ass pushed out by the edge of the bed. Dr. Alby moved back into
position and again the feeling was indescribable as he slid
inside.

But I was looking around at the second man who had
insisted I be rolled over so that he could have access to me as
well. He moved to the other side of the bed, pulling an equally
large cock from his own pants, and pressing it to my lips. I took
him inside out of desperate, grateful instinct.

The smell of his groin and the feeling of being used
was incredible. He took my head by the hair and guided me down his
full length until I was chocking. I fought and managed to breathe
without gagging.

And then it was all I could do to hold on. The two
men were going at me from each end, rough and fast and hard. My
moans were muffled by the cock in my mouth, and my pussy clenched
gratefully around the thick shape drilling into me.

I came within only a few seconds. The sensations were
just too intense to stand. My hands balled into fists against the
bed as hot ecstasy poured through my helpless body. My entire body
was clenching and unclenching around the oh so welcome penetration.
I was trying not to call out. I was trying so hard.

I slowly returned to earth, caught back in the
aggressive fucking of the doctor on each side of me. Dr. Alby was
fucking me faster now. Harder and harder, like he had lost all
control or moderation. He held my hips clenched in his hands and
hammered into me until I was moaning beside myself. Then he pushed
deep, deep, deep in. I felt his cock swell bigger and then he was
coming inside me, shooting long, full spurts of come into my body.
I clenched around him, orgasming in grateful, ecstatic
response.

I was so caught up in it that I almost wasn't ready
when Dr. Lakewood took my head in his hands, forcing himself deep
into my throat, and came himself. The hot liquid burst into my
throat and I struggled to swallow, given no other choice.

After several desperate, gasping moments, I began to
remember where I was and what was happening. Jesus, I had no idea
it was possible to get fucked like that.

My head was swimming and my skin was flushed. I
squirmed slightly against the sheet of the bed, relishing the
sensations of my body: the warm glow, the pleasurable soreness of
my rough handling.

After a minute, I managed to roll over, opened my
eyes to the ceiling and then propped myself up on my elbows.

It was quiet in the room. I looked over and saw Dr.
Alby and Dr. Lakewood hurriedly dressing, their expressions guilty.
Both seemed to be looking over towards the door.

Something about the way they were acting struck me as
worrying. I stretched, moaning softly as the warm feelings
continued to move through my body.

I sat up farther and tried to follow their gaze.
Someone was standing in the doorway of the on-call room. Someone I
recognized.

"Mr. Sculpin!" I gasped, chagrin and mortification
pouring over me like an ice bath. I threw myself back against the
far side of the bed and tried to cover myself.

"Dr. Sculpin, I thought it was," he said with a calm
tone.

I nodded, still clutching at my nakedness.

"Dr. Alby, Dr. Lakewood, if you'd be so kind as to
give us the room," he said.

The two doctors, more or less dressed, made a quick
exit without sparing me a glance.

Dr. Sculpin turned to me. "So that's quite a way to
start your first day. Jack's little girl you certainly are
not."

I swallowed. Tears were in my eyes. I had never been
so scared in my life. Would he tell my father? How had I let this
happen?

"But obviously that doesn't mean you have finished
learning right from wrong, or proper behavior from improper
behavior, I see."

"Yes, sir," I agreed quietly.

"Stand up."

Covering myself as best I could with my hands, I
moved stiffly to my feet.

"Hands at your sides, miss," he ordered.

The forbidden sensation of being naked before the man
who had been like a father figure to me flushed through me. With
mortification, I let my hands drop.

He pursed his lips, letting his eyes run over my
naked, quivering body. His hands rested in the pockets of his lab
coat as he surveyed me.

"Well, it seems like we've got to do something about
this, don't we?" he said mildly.

I stayed quiet, trying to shrink into
nothingness.

"If your father never taught you better decorum, then
I suppose it falls to me. After all, I am the one who brought you
here." He seemed to be talking to himself as much as me.

I squirmed slightly, wishing to do anything to get
myself away from this mortifying situation. How had it all come to
this? How had I been caught like this by the man I respected and
wanted to impress more than any other?

"Bend over and put your hands on the edge of the
bed," he instructed, as though making up his mind.

Numbly, I complied. The position thrust my ass out
into the air.

I heard his footsteps approach, but I didn't dare
turn my head.

There was a whooshing sound and then my flesh
exploded with pain as his hand landed with a ringing smack to my
raised ass. Red flooded my brain and I sagged forward, gasping in
discomfort and astonishment.

"How would you describe your behavior on your first
day?" he asked me, his hand coming back to rest on the same part of
me he had just hit.

"I've been bad," I gasped, blinking my watering
eyes.

Several more spanks followed. Now that I realized
what was happening, the pain itself was not nearly so bad as the
humiliation. I was naked and being spanked by Mr. Sculpin.

"I'm sorry," I wailed between blows. My ass stung
with the sharp pain of my punishment.

"I hope so," he said, bringing his hand down again
and again. "I never realized Jack raised such a little slut. Two
men here in the on-call room, on your very first day?"

"I'm sorry," I repeated again.

"Tell me you know you're a little slut," he
ordered.

"I'm a little slut," I moaned.

"Say it again!"

"I'm a little slut! I'm a horny little slut!"

"Again!"

"I'm a slut! I'm sorry I'm such a horny little
slut!"

The punishment stopped. "And you want to be a good
girl," he prompted.

"Yes, sir. I want to be a good girl."

"Good," he said, his voice softening. "That's
good."

The grip he had to hold my hips in place went away
and I collapsed forward onto the bed, my hands going back to clutch
at my smarting backside.

"I understand how it can be," he said. "Surrounded by
these aggressive, powerful men. I'm sure it's very confusing for a
young girl like you." He stroked my lower back. "And anyone can see
why they were interested in you."

I looked around at him, surprised at his tone.
"You've grown into yourself tremendously," he observed, his eyes
running over me. "You're an incredibly sexy young woman. I just
wish you had better sense in choosing men who would take you the
right way, for the right reasons."

My mouth opened in surprise as I looked around at
him.

"You find me attractive," he observed. "I've been
able to tell for years. You're very attracted to me. I told myself
I'd never lay a hand on you, much as I might want to. But seeing
you know, like this, having my hands on you, it's more than a man
can ignore."

I started to get up, but his hand pressed to the back
of my neck, holding me down gently. "You're not going to deny it,
are you?" he asked.

I let out a gasping breath. My head was whirling. Was
this happening?

"Are you?"

"No, sir," I breathed.

"No, I didn't think so," he said, satisfaction in his
voice. "If I didn't know better, I'd say this whole stunt was an
attempt to get my attention. Is that it?"

"I - yes, sir," I whispered, not sure whether I
believed it or whether it was just so easy, so wonderfully easy, to
let what was happening happen. I'd wanted it for so long.

I felt him get up and looked around to see one hand
on his belt, the other never leaving my shoulder as it pressed me
down against the bed. "Tell me that you want it," he breathed.

"I want it, sir."

"Beg for it."

"Please fuck me, sir," I moaned.

And then I felt his cock against me. It laid between
my legs, rubbing against my folds. I closed my eyes and took my lip
into my mouth as I felt the rich, tantalizing sensations of his
cock getting hard against my pussy. God, I wanted this.

And then he was pushing inside of me. "Oh my God," I
breathed.

He felt incredible sliding in. Everything about this
felt so incredibly wrong and taboo that it made me want to curl up
into a little ball. How could this be happening? But it was. He was
moving in and out, and the feeling was incredible.

How many nights had I fantasized about this?

He moved faster and harder, plunging into me. I felt
his hands holding me down against the bed, his fingers scraping
against my soft, slick skin.

He reached out and gathered a fistful of my hair. He
pulled me against him, bending me back and up and holding me in
place as he fucked me against the bed. All I could do was let it
happen, and letting it happen felt so, so good.

"OH GOD!" I yelled. The feeling was building. I was
about to come. I was about to come. I was coming. The orgasm ripped
through me like I had been holding it in all my life.

I couldn't stop from yelling. My yells bounced back
to me off the walls of the small room. And then I felt him coming
inside me, pumping me full of his seed, and the grateful ecstasy
intensified unbelievably. I had never felt like this. I had never
thought I could feel like this. And it was lasting for so, so long.
It was terribly wrong and yet every feeling was right and good and
perfect. How long had I held this back and not dared to want
it?

After the most powerful, longest orgasm of my life, I
slumped forward against the bed, utterly spent. My chest was
heaving as I struggled to get air. I could feel him gasping on top
of me. Dear Lord. What had that been? What was that?

I felt like I had run a marathon. Every muscle in my
body had contracted and relaxed a thousand times. My pussy was
clenched around his cock.

Slowly, he pulled out, leaving me with a slightly
empty feeling that gradually subsided.

"God that felt good," I heard him say. "I've been
fighting to keep my hands off you for so long."

I rolled over, feeling a trickle of his come spill
out of me and roll across my thigh.

I looked up to see him watching me, a satisfied,
possessive smile on his face. "I think I'm going to do this again
soon," he murmured.

In spite of all I had just experienced, I felt my
body respond to the suggestion. I knew I would have to wait, but
maybe not for long.




 


The Doctor's Dark Secret




My transfer notice came without warning. I'd only
been working in the hospital for three months since getting my
nursing certification and was still learning the ropes, so at first
I assumed I had done something wrong.

"It's not anything like that," my boss Linda assured
me. "Dr. Rowley just filed a request. I only send him the most
promising candidates or I get an earful, believe me." She
shuddered. "He didn't think much of the last girl I sent him. But
you, I think he'll like you. For my sake, at least, try to make it
that way."

"I don't know where this is," I objected, holding up
the little memo paper with the facility number listed on it.

"His practice is in the expansion wing across the
street."

"His practice? I thought his department was part of
the hospital."

Linda shrugged. "It's complicated. Just report over
there and you'll get the situation explained to you well
enough."

I made a face, but tucked the paper into my bag and
headed downstairs and across the street.

The building, number 4410, was one I had never
noticed before. It was set a ways back from the road, fronted by a
rolling lawn and manicured trees that made the whole place feel
more like a country club than a medical facility. I had even
started to wonder if I was at the right place until I came to the
directory listing on the side door. Sure enough, the entire front
wing - all three floors of it - were labeled under Darren Rowley,
M.D., General Practice. Strangely, however, there wasn't a
corresponding listing for the rest of the building, which must have
been at least as large as the front wing. It was left blank. I
assumed they must be doing renovations or something like that, and
didn't pay it any more mind.

Any thought that I was getting transferred for
substandard work immediately left my head as I made my way into the
building. Everything from the way the corridors sparkled bright
white to the mahogany woodwork in the empty front reception desk
proclaimed that this was all very, very high end. Equipment that we
had regularly put in requests for back at my old department in
internal medicine were just sitting in vacant rooms, available to
be used at a moment's notice. Even the air smelled fresher and more
expensive.

My thoughts began to swim back the other way. Was I
ready for this? Was I capable of keeping up at a place like this?
How much more demanding would the doctors be in a place like this,
where everything was impeccable and orderly and obviously held to
the highest standards?

I looked down at my transfer memo and started looking
at the numbers on the walls. The woman I'd be working directly
under would be ... yes, it was this way. I climbed a flight of
stairs and found myself in a small waiting room. A cute brunette
looked at me expectantly from behind a wide, polished counter.

"Yes, how can we help you?" she asked.

"My name's Jane Lewis," I said. "I was just
transferred here from Internal Medicine. I have an office to report
to." I waved the memo as I approached the desk.

She took the little paper, glanced at it, and then
nodded down the hallway to her left. "Take the second left down
that hall and then it should be about ten doors down on your
right." She put out a hand. "I'm Leigh."

"Thanks," I said, smiling at her and taking her hand.
"It's nice to meet you."

She smiled back as I went on past her in the
direction she had pointed. My footsteps echoed down the long,
polished corridor like it was all some huge musical instrument.

I stopped in front of office 238. The door was
closed, but a light knock produced an immediate answer.

"Come in," a curt woman's voice answered.

I pushed inside to see a blonde woman in a white
nurse's outfit working at a desk. She looked to be in her late 30s,
and had a pen tucked behind one ear.

"Hi, I'm -"

"Ms. Lewis, yes," she agreed, looking up. "Come in,
come in. Welcome."

I moved in off the threshold and took a seat across
the desk. For a moment I looked around nervously as she finished
typing something.

"Linda Bell recommended you very highly," she said as
she looked up.

Before she could say more, her eyes flicked over my
shoulder and she scrambled to her feet. "Good morning, Dr.
Rowley."

"Morning, Claire. I thought all the charts were going
to be in the new format by this morning."

The voice was a rich baritone, coming from somewhere
just behind me. I side-stepped out of the way of the door, rising
up straight and taking my cue from my new boss's sudden change of
demeanor.

I let out an audible gasp as I turned to take in the
man in the doorway. Dr. Rowley - and even if I had not heard him
called by name there was no question this was the man who ran this
wing of the hospital - was intimidatingly handsome. His dark hair
was cut short and his strong jaw was colored with just the hint of
stubble. A white lab coat hung perfectly over broad shoulders and
his eyes were a clear, hard blue as they flicked over to glance at
me.

"Oh, Dr. Rowley, this is Jane Lewis," the woman
introduced me, following the doctor's eyes. "She's been recommended
for a transfer here."

"Is that so?" He took me in with a slow, deliberate
survey that made me feel a little warm and light in the stomach. I
stood up even straighter, sticking my chest out in that
subconscious way you do when trying to make a good impression.

"I'm very glad to meet you, doctor," I said, getting
a very strange impulse to curtsy or something.

"Yes, well, we're always looking for good additions
to our staff," he said, his gaze resting on me. "You seem young,"
he observed.

I flushed. "Twenty-three," I said. "I just started
here in April."

He nodded. "Well, I'll take that as a good sign,
then. The good ones rise quickly, at least in an ideal world."

I nodded, unsure what to say. I was trying not to
look at the way his arm bulged out in that very casual way against
the sleeve of the lab coat and definitely trying not to think about
what it must feel like to have an arm like that around me. Was the
room getting smaller?

"Well, I'm sure Claire will get you up to speed -
just as soon as she finishes explaining to me why the chart
conversions I asked for two days ago still haven't been done."

I turned back to see the seriously blushing face of
my new boss. "I'm sorry, doctor. It must have slipped through. I'll
get two of the girls on it right away."

"My thanks," he said, turned, and stepped out of the
room.

I decided to stay pressed against the far wall as the
very flustered head nurse called in two nurses a bit older than me
and took them to task for the oversight.

After they had been dismissed, I tentatively moved
forward to resume my seat.

"Ah -" I started a little timidly, "are things always
so ... high stakes around here?"

She sat back in her chair with a sigh. "He'll keep
you on your toes," she said, "but no, he's really not bad. He's a
very reasonable man who is very good at what he does. I shouldn't
have let that slip through." She looked sourly at the desk. "And of
course he's only here Monday through Wednesday. The rest of the
week things move a bit slower."

"He only works three days a week?" I asked,
amazed.

"It's his special contract with the hospital. His
qualifications attract richer clients than most, so they built him
a research facility in the back half of the building. Didn't you
see it?"

I nodded. "It looked empty."

She shrugged. "And Lord knows what sort of research
goes on there. It's all confidential. I haven't even met his other
staff. It must have something to do with the government."

"The government?"

But she shook her head in a 'you didn't hear it from
me' sort of way. I reluctantly let it drop from the conversation,
but her insinuations and the prospect of a tantalizing secret had a
profound effect on me.

Beginning with some basic introductions to people and
procedures from Mrs. Reinhart, the head nurse, I began to settle
into the new practice. It took some adjustment from the sort of
chaotic internal medicine ward, but after the initial shock it was
refreshing to be in a place where just about everything was as it
should be, the people knew what they were doing, and things got
done right. Whatever else he might do, Dr. Rowley could run a tight
ship.

And getting to know Dr. Rowley was certainly one of
the more thrilling parts of the change. It turned out my first
experience with him wasn't representative at all. Most days he was
light, cheerful, and even had time to stop and give me pointers if
he saw me in the middle of a mistake. He had an easy competence to
him that made patients and employees alike trust they were in the
best possible hands. I quickly gleaned that he was known for a
slightly unorthodox style that had always kept him apart from the
medical establishment. If not for that, he would probably already
be at the level of director or even board member as young as he
was. He did things his own way - creative, insightful, and frowned
upon by his stuffy but intimidated bosses in hospital management -
but it wasn't for nothing that the rich and successful invariably
chose him and paid for the privilege when they needed an initial
medical opinion.

Working for him was exhilarating. He was the kind of
person whose compliments you would do anything to get, who could
make you feel warm and valued by someone who really mattered. It
was never easy, but it never occurred to me to be anything but
excited and grateful. Even if I was exhausted by a Friday night, I
could take comfort in the knowledge that any and all of my chipper,
stress-free friends would kill to get to work with someone like Dr.
Rowley.

And as he became a more and more important part of my
life - maybe a little more important than I should have let him
become - the more and more I needed to know about him. First and
last among my questions was what he did the rest of the week, when
he wasn't in the practice but instead at his research facility half
a building over.

I never saw staff coming or going from that locked
off area, or any other activity passing through the shared
entrance. I was torn between assuming it was something
breathtakingly exciting and important and being afraid that it was
somehow wrong and illegal. Dr. Rowley, for all his upstanding
qualities, was the kind of man to have a dark side. I could never
put my finger on it precisely, but there was a sense with him that
he could be dangerous, if he wanted to be.

I didn't even know what I wanted. Did I want my fears
assuaged, and discover that he was simply developing very
uncontroversial medical treatments? Or did I really want him to
have that dark side? Did I maybe want a glimpse of that hidden
layer, see it in action, become a part of it? Well what girl my age
really knows what she wants, anyways?

Regardless of the wisdom of doing so, I started
snooping around. It began as walking a casual loop of the facility
grounds during lunch break or lingering for a split second longer
than necessary near the open door of Dr. Rowley's office. In and of
themselves, they were completely innocuous. No one looking at me
would have thought I was doing anything other than getting a breath
of fresh air.

After a week or so of tentative probing, I began to
suspect a second entrance from the alley that ran behind the locked
wing. At first, that had felt like enough. I knew just enough of
the mystery to feel privy to something I wasn't supposed to be. I
knew enough to know they didn't want me to know more. Without him
ever knowing it, I shared a secret with Dr. Rowley that none of the
other nurses or high roller patients did. I knew about the hidden
entrance, even if I didn't know who used it or why.

But as it inevitably had to, the half-solved mystery
began to eat away at me. Knowing that little tidbit only made me
want to know more. Try as I might to fight it, eventually I was
going to have to try to get in there and have a peak at what was
going on.

It was mid-afternoon on a Thursday when I made that
first, fatal move. I took an especially late lunch, only a few
minutes before 3, when I assumed most people in the building would
be settled into their respective projects for the afternoon,
hopefully leaving hallways and common areas empty. I made my way
around to where I assumed the service entrance must be.

With a thrill of forbidden satisfaction, a small ramp
into a below ground parking garage lay exactly where I had
suspected it must be, disappearing into shadows below the steel and
concrete ground floor.

A gate blocked the ramp downwards, but it was meant
to stop cars, not people, and it was easy enough to duck beneath.
Several cars were parked in two rows in a small underground garage,
with a set of sliding glass doors visible at the other end.

I paused in front of the doors, eyeing a small
security pad. I had my hospital ID. Was there any chance it would
work? How sophisticated were the clearance levels in this
place?

I pulled it off my nurse's uniform and swiped it
through the little electronic device. With a beep and a quiet hiss,
the doors opened, bathing me in a rush of air-conditioning.

Inside was an empty room, furnished in the same
high-end, spotless fashion as Dr. Rowley's practice in the other
half of the building. A hallway led off to the right. I hovered on
the doorstep, too nervous to continue but too committed to go
back.

I looked around for some hint of what the facility
was for, but there was nothing to give it away. Just bare walls and
bare doors. I had come all this way. Who knew what might be just
out of sight?

I took a breath and stepped inside. Nothing happened.
No alarms went off, no security guards came running in. I was
almost disappointed.

Keeping my feet as quiet as possible, I turned down
the corridor on the right. Up ahead I saw a series of glass windows
looking into some sort of large room.

As I approached, more and more of the room became
visible. Several medical instruments were pushed back near the
windows, partially obscuring the view. The walls were painted in
that same crisp medical white as the rest of the building. A slight
beeping was coming from inside. I drew up against them and peered
in through the gap between two of the machines.

Stifling a gasp, I ducked below the bottom of the
glass and crouched there, my heart hammering in my chest. I had
seen movement. Someone was in there, being very still but whoever
it was had moved. I had seen someone sitting in a chair of some
sort.

Very, very slowly, I rose up to peek through the
bottom of the window. Recognition of what I was seeing worked its
way into my brain and again I had to stifle a gasp, although this
time I did not turn away.

There was a naked woman in the room. She was
beautiful, with sleek red hair and an elegant face.

She was also blind-folded and tied to her chair. Her
pale breasts gleamed in the overhead lights and her face and lips
were flushed. The straps were dark leather and held her in place at
the thigh, ankle, wrist, and throat. Her legs were held open, and I
could see what looked like a dildo in her pussy, and connected to a
wire that ran down the leg of the chair and across the floor to
somewhere out of sight. There were also wires attached to the strap
at her throat, leading to a machine that seemed to be reading her
pulse. That explained the beeping. Each little beep was accompanied
by a spike in a line on a small display. Her heartbeat was above
normal. She appeared nervous or excited.

I couldn't believe my eyes. I couldn't look away. My
mouth was hanging open as I stared. I should have run screaming
from the building, but instead I was transfixed, even rooted to the
spot. Something was about to happen, and without knowing how or
why, I desperately wanted to know what it would be.

Suddenly she seemed to tense and the beeps announcing
her heart rate to the empty room suddenly began to hammer twice as
fast.

Then I heard what she had heard. Footsteps! They were
coming from down the corridor, and they were moving towards me!

Without thinking, I turned and ran back down the
hall, out the doors, and out through the parking area.

I didn't stop until I had circled around and made it
safely back to the front lobby of the building, and it took me much
longer than that to get calmed down.

What I had just seen was so far beyond anything I had
expected. The image was burned into my brain. Mercifully I only had
another couple hours of work before getting off for the day, but I
barely made it.

That evening my thoughts were consumed by the image
of that woman in the chair. What was she doing there? What was
about to happen to her? Why did I find the image so exciting,
instead of upsetting? Why had I been so ... turned on? Why was I
turned on now, thinking about it? Why did the vision of myself
strapped to that chair keep popping into my head, and why was that
image so … exciting?

After lying in bed for several long, sleepless hours
I gave in to the fantasies I had been denying I had. I fingered
myself, moaning desperately in the darkness as I imagined being the
woman in the chair, bound, helpless, the most sensitive, intimate
parts of me connected to machines. I could feel the leather around
my thighs and the tight constriction around my throat.

The orgasm that ripped through me was incredible. The
hot, forbidden ecstasy felt like I had been holding it in all my
life. For many long minutes I lay gasping in the dark room, warm
and confused and still helplessly turned on.

It was impossible to concentrate on work on Friday.
My mind kept wandering back to what could be happening - right that
very moment - only a few hundred yards away in a large white room
with windows in its walls. Every time I heard a set of footsteps I
was taken back to that moment of terror when I had almost been
found. What if someone found out? What if they already knew what I
had done, and were just waiting to decide what to do about me?

And yet, despite all the anxiety about what I had
done, every other part of me was simply waiting until I could do it
again. I had to know more of what was happening there. It felt like
something forbidden and powerful had been hidden just out of sight
all my life, something at the core of what I wanted or what I could
feel, and that research facility held the secret. Dr. Rowley held
the secret.

In the end, I couldn't even make it one day. As
things started to quiet down like a typical Friday afternoon, I saw
a window to slip away and took it. Before I could second-guess
myself I was already re-tracing my way back to the alley and its
second private entrance.

Again the parking area was empty and again the doors
opened to a swipe of my ID. My heart was pounding in my ears as I
retraced my steps down the hallway to the right, listening with
baited breath for the sound of footsteps.

Again I could see lights were on behind the glass
windows. As I drew closer I began to hear the steady, elevated
beeping from inside.

This was a different woman, with light blonde hair
and a long, slender frame. Her hands were clenched around the
arm-rests her wrists were bound to, and I could see her struggling
half-heartedly against the restraints. She was also moaning: long,
drawn out sounds of helpless pleasure or need, I couldn't tell. I
looked closer and realized that this woman too had a dildo in her,
and this time that dildo was turned on and vibrating lightly. How
long had she been like this?

"So, Nurse Lewis, you saw fit to join us this
afternoon."

I started violently and swung around, already knowing
who I was about to see. I knew his voice too well for there to be
any mistake.

"Dr. Rowley," I stammered. "I -"

His face did not betray anger, but a sternness that
sent a wave of hot dread through my body.

"I assume you know this area of the building is
off-limits to those without special clearance," he said.

"I - I got lost," I warbled, wanting to back away
from him but finding myself rooted to the spot. I was afraid and
yet ... finding myself alone with him was as thrilling as it ever
was. Why were men so sexy when they were angry? Why didn't my body
know well enough that this wasn't the time to be paying attention
to things like that?

"Why don't we step into my office," he suggested,
gesturing me farther down the hall.

"I ..." I began, thinking I could object but in the
end being unable to.

I walked in front of him through the hall, eyes
downcast, trying not to think of his gaze resting on my guilty
profile.

"Right in here, if you please, Ms. Lewis," he said as
I drew abreast of a closed door at the end of the hall.

He pushed it open and ushered me inside. It was a
large, sprawling office. He went over and took a seat behind a
large desk on the far side of the room. I stood in the center,
shifting nervously.

"So," he began. "You got a little curious."

 

"I -" I started again, but he held up a hand to quiet
me.

"You were here yesterday," he observed.

He said it too confidently for it to be an
accusation. It was simply a fact. My heart sank further.

"You must have found it very compelling, for you to
risk coming back like this. And so quickly, too."

"How did you know?" I asked in a very small
voice.

"You think a security system like ours doesn't record
who uses the doors? You always struck me as such a good, nice girl.
When our head of security called me, I assumed it must have been a
mistake. Either that or someone had stolen your ID. It was pretty
foolish to use your own, wasn't it?"

I let out a long, quavering breath. What was there to
say? I stared at the floor.

"So, what did you think?"

I looked up uncertainly. "What did I think?"

"Yes, about what you've seen. About our little
research project."

"I ... I don't really know," I stammered.

I saw a glint of amusement in his eyes. "It can all
be a bit confusing," he agreed. "But to come back so soon ... it's
hard not to think you had a very pressing reason."

I didn't answer. What could I say?

"Did you like what you saw here, Jane?" he asked.

"Liked?"

"Did you touch yourself thinking about what you saw
here yesterday?"

"No, doctor," I denied, blushing furiously.

"Is that a lie?"

I squirmed against the truth that was already obvious
to both of us. "... Yes."

He nodded neutrally. "I see."

"It wasn't -"

He held up his hand to quiet me, and I lapsed into
silence with a certain degree of gratitude. I had no idea what to
say. I had no idea where this was going.

"I assume you have guessed what we do here," he mused
to himself.

"Um, not really, doctor."

"No?" He gestured back behind me in the direction we
had come. "It's nothing particularly ground-breaking, but people
tend to get irrational when they find out respectable medical
institutions fund studies of sexual behavior, particularly the
juicier parts of sexual behavior."

I nodded, not sure if this was supposed to be the
full answer. Why was the woman tied up? Why was she blindfolded? My
questions must have been plain on my face.

"Obviously this facility is a little more in depth
than basic sexual responses," he said. "It was frustratingly
difficult to find a place where I could really dig in to the taboo
parts of the human psyche. Bondage, orgasm deprivation, physical
discipline. Don't you agree those things deserve study? Why are
they so ... titillating? We have gone so long with so few
answers."

I shrugged almost imperceptibly, uncomfortable with
how close this conversation was to the thoughts that had been
roiling through my own head for the past 24 hours.

"For instance, some women are so drawn to the
prospect of structure and discipline that they will do bad things
knowing that they will probably be caught. The idea of what could
happen makes the prospect of misdeed more titillating, not
less."

I shook my head.

"In other words, Jane, I think you came here knowing
what would happen and wanting it to happen. Am I wrong?"

"I just ..." I couldn't think of what to tell him.
Maybe even I didn't know.

"You came here wanting to be caught," he told me.
"You came here wanting to be punished."

I stared at him.

" I know your body and mind better than you do, it
seems. Would you like me to show you?" he asked. It didn't feel
like the kind of question with multiple right answers.

"Alright, doctor," I said barely loud enough to be
heard. "Yes."

With slow deliberate movement, he stood up and
circled the desk. "What you did was very wrong," he told me. "I'm
going to show you that when you work for me, you get exactly what
you ask for, even if it's more than you can handle. That's the best
lesson I can give."

He gestured me to approach him, and I obeyed with
three faltering steps. I was now so very, very close to him. I had
never been this close.

"Have you ever been physically disciplined, Jane?" he
asked.

I shook my head. I was having a very hard time
getting my breath.

"The pain is really just a vehicle to accepting that
you are a bad girl, and that you must do better. Would you tell me
that, please? Tell me that you know you're a bad girl."

"I'm a bad girl."

"And you want to be better."

"And I want to be better."

"You want me to help you."

"I want you to help me."

"Ask me to punish you."

"P - Punish me, doctor." My voice was now nothing but
a whisper.

He moved beside me and put a hand against my back to
push me over until I threw out my hands to catch myself on his
desk. He held me bent over that way as his other hand pushed up my
skirt and tucked the cloth into the waistband.

I gasped as I felt his fingers push beneath the
elastic of my panties and slide them down my thighs. I sank onto my
elbows, closing my eyes against the embarrassment and forbidden
excitement of suddenly being half naked in front of the man I had
watched and admired secretly for so long.

I heard a scraping sound and looked back to see him
producing a long wooden yardstick from the desk.

"Count for me, Jane," he instructed.

I nodded, closing my eyes again as I waited for what
was about to happen.

With a whistle of air, the first contact exploded hot
and sharp in my flesh and in my brain. "Oh God!" I moaned, trying
to separate in my own mind the pain of the sting from the hot flood
of excitement that was even now still pouring through me.

"I asked you to count," he rebuked.

"Sorry, doctor," I gasped. "One."

"Do you think one was enough?"

I swallowed, knowing the right answer. "No, sir."

Another whistle of air and resounding thwack and
sharp, bright pain exploded in my mind again.

"Two," I gasped, managing to bite back the
exclamation of pain.

"Is that enough?" he asked.

"No, sir."

The pain built on itself: intense, multi-layered, and
at times all-consuming. Had I actually wanted this or did I want
desperately to get away? I couldn't think straight.

After each one he asked again.

"Twenty," I gasped.

There was a long pause. "I think that might be enough
for now," he mused to himself. "Do you think this might have helped
you not be such a bad girl?"

His hand was feeling my ass, probing at my
soreness.

I blinked water from my eyes. "Yes, sir," I
moaned.

"Are you sorry for what you did?"

"Yes, sir."

Suddenly I was being turned around and throw
backwards to sprawl across his desk. He was on top of me, his body
pressing down on me, his hand holding me down just an inch from
closing on my throat. "You never really wanted to make me angry,
did you?" he asked in a harsh, menacing voice.

"No, sir," I struggled to say.

His other hand was undoing the buttons of my uniform.
It slipped inside and pressed roughly against my breast.

"No," he agreed, "I can tell."

I squirmed weakly against him, relishing the sense of
powerlessness rather than actually trying to escape or fight
against him. I could feel him against me. I could feel his groin
against my stomach. He was going to take me. God I was wet.

"Never, sir," I whispered.

His smile glinted in vindicated triumph. In one rough
movement he unsnapped my bra and pulled my blouse and bra away and
sent them fluttering out of sight across the room.

His hand went to his belt and then his cock was out
and against the quivering skin of my thigh. It was hard and thick
and hot, and his hand went down to open me for him. His fingers
dipped into me and felt my wetness.

His breath was warm and harsh against my throat. With
a slow, forceful movement, he pushed into me.

I gasped, stretching around his size. He felt
incredible inside of me.

He gathered a fistful of my hair in his hand and held
me down with his hand gripping down against my breast as he started
to drive into me.

"Oh God," I gasped. I felt him so deep in me. His
body weight pressed down as he controlled my position against the
desk.

All the emotional highs and lows of the past day and
the past hour solidified into the physical sensations of him
fucking me. Good Lord did I want this. I was so incredibly wet, and
it felt so good. My hands balled into fists as I reached out
towards the sides of the desk.

I could feel the orgasm coming. The rhythm built and
intensified and then broke over me like a wave. For a minute I was
suspended in blind physical delight. I could hear my own yells of
ecstasy bouncing back to me as if from a million miles away. My
body clenched gratefully around Dr. Rowley's cock driving into me,
again and again, deeper and deeper.

I had barely back on earth when I felt him pull me up
and flip me over. Apparently he had decided he would rather take me
from behind, and in another moment I was more than in favor of the
decision.

It was like he was driving into new parts of me,
parts I had never known existed, and soon I was approaching another
orgasm. I had never known sex could be like this.

His movements became more and more frenzied against
me. I could feel him getting close. The heavy, thick muscles of his
body strained against my own.

And then, with final, frenzied thrusts he came inside
me. The explosion was enough to push me over the edge and I
orgasmed around his spurting cock as he pumped me full of his come.
His elbow dug into my shoulder as he held me down and held himself
deep inside me.

Over the course of several long, desperate moments,
our breathing slowed. I laid my cheek against the cool, hard wood
of the desk. "Jesus," I moaned softly. I could feel his breath on
the back of my neck.

His hand stroked my cheek. "My curious little nurse,"
he murmured. "What to do with you?"

I closed my eyes and savored the feeling of his body
against mine.

Slowly, he started to get up.

"You could do that to me again sometime," I
suggested, eyes still closed.

I heard him chuckle. "I was just thinking the same
thing myself. Maybe we can put a little window in your schedule so
next time you won't have to sneak away on your coffee break. Maybe
I'll even show you a little bit more about what we've learned
here."




 


The Nurse's Turn to Get Examined




"Katy, did you prep Mr. Leyton for me?"

I turned around to see Dr. Adams shuffling through a
stack of clipboards next to the nurse's desk. I took a second
before answering. He was looking especially good today, with his
lab coat sitting easily on his broad shoulders and his short dark
hair just brushing his forehead.

"Of course, Dr. Adams," I said, stepping towards him
and giving him a teasing smile. "Did you really think I could
forget about you?"

His expression was amused as he looked at me. "I get
the sense that a man can't get too sure of himself, where you are
concerned," he teased back, winking.

I hit him playfully with the folder in my hand. "What
a thing to say. Are you calling me a flirt?" I protested.

"I wouldn't dream of it," he said, pulling the
clipboard he'd been looking for out of the stack. "But you're
certainly pretty enough to be one. Did I see you walk in here in a
new dress?"

I gave him a mischievous smile. "Well I can't wear it
working, but who's to say I can't look nice?"

His eyes ran over me appreciatively. "Well, I'd
better get in there. You stay out of trouble."

"Of course, doctor," I said, in my best silly girl
voice.

I admired his profile as he turned and disappeared
down the corridor. I turned back, that silly smile still on my
face, to see the raised eyebrows and slightly skeptical expression
of Ruth, one of the senior nurses.

I gave a little shrug and hurried off down the
corridor in the opposite direction of Dr. Adams. I wasn't going to
let Ruth spoil my mood today.

I got a sense that some of the older nurses weren't
all that pleased with the flirty way I had of talking to the
doctors, but you can't please everyone.

A couple of them had even taken me aside when I first
started and told me I needed to act more professional or I wouldn't
be taken seriously or ... something. They left it a bit
open-ended.

But I was a big girl and I could take care of myself.
After 23 years on this earth I didn't need to go running around
asking the advice of old women who were just bitter that they had
let themselves go twenty years ago. It was just harmless fun,
really. It made the day go by faster.

If I was really being honest with myself, maybe it
was just a little bit fun to tease them along, knowing that in a
professional environment they couldn't try to make anything happen.
But that's what made it okay. Nothing was going to happen, so a
little flirting was fine.

My mood was bright as I strolled down the hall. I
should probably have tried to take care of a couple more patients
in the ten minutes I had to spare, but it wasn't the end of the
world. I had been called up to a ten o'clock meeting with the ward
supervisor about some paperwork or something in my employment
records, so no one could really blame me if some of my duties had
to wait until later in the morning.

I paused as I went along to smile at Dr. Brattle. He
was a little younger than Dr. Adams, probably in his mid-thirties,
and probably could have gone into modeling if he wasn't a doctor.
He had a head of auburn hair that always seemed casual and exactly
right, and his smile lit up a room. He also clearly worked out, and
had a thick chest and arms that made me feel kind of small and
delicate and wonder what it would feel like to press up against
someone like that.

He went into an exam room and closed the door behind
him. I still had a couple minutes to kill and the rooms in this
part of the facility all had windows looking out into the hallway.
They kept the blinds down when they were in use, but there were
usually little gaps at the edges where you could see in.

Without really trying to be a snoop, I leaned up
against the edge of the window and peeped in curiously.

A dark-haired woman in a medical gown was seated on
the table, long smooth legs dangling off the edge. She was pretty
big-chested, and she smiled a lot at Dr. Brattle as she answered
his questions. He was smiling back.

Without really knowing why, I felt myself getting
just the littlest bit jealous. I was the one these doctors usually
smiled at like that.

Dr. Brattle said something and the woman scooted back
and laid down on the table. She spread her legs and bent them up at
the knees. I drew closer in sudden interest.

Dr. Brattle stepped in between her legs and reached
... and then stepped back, holding her panties and setting them on
the table beside her.

I felt heat rushing into my face, but I couldn't look
away.

Dr. Brattle was talking to her, a casual hand resting
on her inner thigh. Her head was back, eyes closed, her hair
cascaded across the surface of the exam table. She nodded to
something he had asked her, and spread her legs wider.

I saw him reach out and run a finger down between her
legs. I watched her body give a small shudder and arch slightly up
off the table.

I stepped back from the window, my heart hammering
and my face flushed. I turned and hurried down the hallway,
suddenly worried someone had seen me peering through the window but
too afraid to look around to check.

I guess I had known Dr. Brattle gave pelvic exams, or
something like that, whatever that had been. But it was entirely
different to see him, smile at him in the hallway, and then ... see
it. It was so visceral. The way the woman had relaxed and allowed
him access to such an intimate part of her, the intense, distant
look on her face as she felt him touch her ...

I darted into the women's bathroom and splashed water
on my face. The idea of a man like Dr. Brattle, so handsome and
competent and commanding, doing that ...

For a second, all the little smiles we'd exchanged
seemed sort of empty. The thought of being the focus of his
attention like that as he ran his hands ... it was thrilling and
terrifying.

I was very, very glad I wasn't that woman and have to
deal with that. Or at least, 99% of me felt that way. The other 1%?
Even I didn't know.

"I'm sorry I'm late," I apologized as I tiptoed my
way into Dr. Loughton's office three minutes later.

"It's fine," he said without looking up. "Sit
down."

I slid into one of the small cushioned chairs in
front of his desk. He was an older man, maybe in his late fifties,
with salt-and-pepper hair and a dark suit that contrasted with the
white coats and bright-colored scrubs of the men and women who
worked beneath him.

After another minute, he looked up from his desk.
"Katy Stanton, isn't it?"

"Ah, yes, sir," I nodded.

"And how has your first month here gone? Starting to
get a good feel for things, I hope?"

I nodded. "Oh, yes, sir. It's a lot, but I'm picking
it up as fast as I can. Thank you."

He nodded thoughtfully. "Good. Very good. Well, I'm
sorry to have to pull you out of your duties. I just have a concern
with your employment records." He shuffled through some papers and
brought out a folder. "Obviously at a medical facility we take
great interest in ensuring that our staff are in good health, both
for their own safety and the safety of the patients."

A little inkling of what this must be about popped
into my head, but I continued to smile blankly at him. "I
understand, sir," I agreed, nodding. "That's very smart."

"Yes, yes, but smart or not, that's how we do
things." He took out a sheet of paper and waved it at me. "Your
records show that you haven't been to a doctor since you were
sixteen."

I winced. "Well, it's just -"

"It's a simple issue, Miss," he cut me off. "Either
you have or you haven't. Is this right or is it wrong?"

I sighed. "It's right."

"Well, I don't know how HR missed that when you were
hired, but it's really not acceptable."

"It's just hard to find the time, sir," I explained
lamely.

He snorted. "This is a building full of doctors.
Let's not play games here, young lady."

He picked up the phone on his desk and dialed two
numbers. "Melinda? Yes, you know the new nurse, Katy Stanton? Good.
I need you to schedule her for a full medical. Yes, here in house.
Anything sooner than that? Excellent." And he hung up.

"Easily done," he informed me. "She's got you
scheduled at the end of your shift tomorrow. Check in with her at
the front desk for the details."

I fought to keep my helpless protest went unspoken.
"Al - alright, sir. Thank you very much."

"That'll be all."

"Thank you, sir." I stood and started for the
door.

"Oh, and Miss Stanton?"

I turned back. "Yes, sir?"

"I sense a bit of reluctance on your part that's not
really appropriate for a person in your profession. I hope I don't
hear you've called in sick tomorrow or some other silly
excuse."

I swallowed. "Alright, sir, I understand."

"Good."

I slipped out, my heart beating a little fast at the
stern tone in his voice.

It was on the way down from the second floor that the
full consequences of that little meeting started to set in. Not
only did I have to get a check-up, which I hated, but I had to get
one here. Here. Where I worked.

It was bad enough for these strange women who came in
as patients. I was going to be laying on the exam table in front of
one of the doctors here - one of the men I knew and worked with and
...

The only question left was who I was scheduled for.
Dr. Loughton had left out that crucial little detail.

My pace quickened and I was barely keeping myself
from running by the time I got to the front reception desk.

Melinda was sitting at the desk. Her cool eyes rose
to see my flushed, anxious face and quick footsteps rushing towards
her.

"Well, hello Ms. Stanton," she said with intentional
laziness. "You know I was just in a conversation about you."

"Who did you schedule me with?" I asked, not
bothering play her game.

She eyed me with undisguised amusement. I could tell
she was one of the women here who didn't particularly care for the
way I acted, and she was enjoying this a lot more than she should
have.

"I have you on fill-in, dear," she said. "You should
have made your appointment weeks ago. As it is, whatever doctor
happens to be running ahead of schedule will pick you up."

"Oh."

"Your name will go out at the top of all the
appointment sheets, and I'll let you know when someone takes the
appointment."

"All the appointment sheets?"

She smiled and nodded.

"Thanks," I muttered, and left her sitting there,
smiling slightly to herself.

 


 


By the next morning, it was clear she had told me
exactly right. Or maybe it was only my imagination. It felt like
everyone that worked there knew and was in on some big joke, and I
was the butt of it. Well, the other nurses found it funny, at any
rate, but the doctors were harder to read. I thought I caught a few
more appreciative glances. Doctors that passed me in the hall swept
their eyes up and down me speculatively, and for some reason I
couldn't quite muster the usual smile and playful wave.

A couple minutes before the end of my shift at 5, I
stopped by the reception desk again.

"Has anyone taken the appointment?" I asked her in a
slightly tight voice.

She regarded my nervous appearance with enjoyment for
a moment before looking down to consult her scheduling computer.
"It looks like they have," she told me. "I've got you in exam room
14."

"Who?"

She peered down. "Dr. Adams, it looks like."

A hot, mortified feeling seemed to turn over deep in
my stomach. "Alright. Thank you."

She smiled at me. "Have fun."

I turned and retreated down the corridor, trying to
get her smug smile out of my head. 'Be professional,' I was telling
myself. 'Be professional. It's just an exam, like goes on here
every day. You're the only one making a big deal out of it.'

Exam room 14 was around the corner, unsettlingly
close to the nurse's desk. I passed it every day without noticing
it, but I had a feeling that after getting to know the inside of it
I wasn't going to overlook it again.

I knocked lightly on the door, and after there was no
answer, I let myself inside. The room was indeed unoccupied, and I
surveyed the medical furniture, for the first time from a patient's
perspective rather than a nurse's.

The doctor's desk and supply cabinets sat on one side
and the rubber exam table sat on the other. I refused to look back
at the wall behind me, where the window into the hall was covered
with nothing but that same flimsily designed blinds that I had been
peeping around only yesterday morning.

I remembered the shiver and secret gratitude that I
would never have to be in that woman's position. I had thought it
was kind of funny back then, watching the woman have to lie back
and ... but now it didn't really seem all that funny.

I noticed a medical gown sitting on the exam table
and picked it up. I had put enough patients into these rooms to
know that I was supposed to be wearing this by the time the doctor
showed up. Was this one really regulation? It seemed so small and
flimsy. Was this really what patient's had to wear?

I fussed with the window blinds for a minute, trying
to be sure every gap out into the hallway was covered by the thin
plastic.

Reluctantly I shed my nurse's uniform and folded it
on a small chair beside the table. Even with the door closed and
window covered as best I could, I didn't like the feeling of
standing there in just my bra and panties. It made me feel so
powerless, and in a place where I was usually the one calling the
shots.

I didn't waste any time wriggling into the paper
gown. Flimsy as it was, it was much better than nothing.

A quick rap sounded from out in the hall, and then
the door swung open.

I looked up shyly, knowing who I was going to
see.

"Hi, Dr. Adams."

"Well hello there, Katy. You've gotten a little bit
behind on your check-ups, is that what I hear?" He had that same
smile on his face, and his eyes seemed to linger in that same way.
Only now, given the circumstances, it made me feel very nervous and
at his mercy.

"I guess so, doctor," I mumbled.

"Tut, tut," he reproached me light-heartedly. "That
hardly sets a good example. We'll have to be extra thorough to make
up for lost time."

"That's really alright, doctor. I'm perfectly
healthy."

"Oh, trying to spoil all the fun, is that it?" He
wagged his finger at me. "Come on, it won't be so bad. Just hop up
on that table for me."

With a little sigh, I obeyed reluctantly.

He leaned back and cocked one leg over the desk
opposite me as he looked over his clipboard.

"You're most recent physician was Dr. Lahey? Over at
the Hingham Medical Group?"

"Ah, yeah."

"But you haven't been in to see her in almost seven
years?"

I nodded, a little guiltily.

He tutted. "You really shouldn't let it go so long,
particularly at your age."

"Sorry," I said quietly.

"Well, Katy, you know better than most that we try to
be good about reminding our patients when it's time for their next
check-up. I'll make a note for HR to be just a little more
persistent with you." He winked at me. "I'm sure it just slips your
mind."

"Yeah, something like that," I agreed a little unsure
of whether he was actually upset or not.

"Well, we all do our best," he said mildly, setting
down the clipboard and pulling his stethoscope from around his
neck. "I'm going to listen to you breathe first. If you could just
lie back, please, and breathe evenly. "

I agreed a little nervously and scooted back to lie
on the exam table, making sure to pull down the bottom of the gown
below my mid-thigh before lowering myself. He moved to stand over
me, his strong, sure hand pressing briefly at several points
between my breasts before he brought the small metal implement
around. He warmed it with a quick breath and then slipped it
beneath the gown. My heart fluttered, suddenly the center of
attention, as his hand moved beneath my clothing and settled
against my bare, sensitive skin. I struggled to breathe deeply and
evenly, but for some reason the air refused to go past than my
throat.

He paused with eyes closed, listening intently to my
heart beat. I tried not to look at him or think about his hand
against my body, but trying to relax was a lost cause. He was
standing close enough that the exam room's ambient aroma of
chemicals wasn't enough to mask his rich, masculine scent. My
heartbeat hammered in my chest, playing a staccato of nervous
excitement into his attentive ears. After several seconds that felt
an eternity, he broke contact and removed his hand.

"Just run a marathon?" he joked lightheartedly.

"I just -" I floundered.

"No, it's quite alright. I'm only teasing." He smiled
good-naturedly at my embarrassment. "Just take a deep breath. Count
to five as you breathe in."

I struggled to do what he was asking. One. Two. But
after two I felt like I would pop and almost no air had gone in
anyways. My limbs were tingling and my stomach felt weightless. He
was standing so incredibly close. I could feel his fingertips at
the base of my breasts. I felt a sudden, unexpected urge to push
myself into his touch. I wanted to wrap myself around his strong,
steady arm and press it against me until it felt like it would
never go away.

I realized with a renewed flush of heat and
embarrassment that I was subconsciously acting out that guilty
impulse, thrusting my chest forward into him. I stopped, my eyes
big and round as I looked up at him.

After another long moment he took away the little
metal disc and looked down to meet my gaze. I had the strange
sensation, terrible and yet terribly, unbearably exciting, that he
knew what was going on in my head.

"It's not unusual for people to get a little nervous
in an exam room," he said reassuringly. "Everything sounds healthy
to me."

He retrieved his clipboard and scribbled a little
note on it as grateful relief flooded my tense body. For a moment,
the first moment in what felt like hours, his back was to me. My
eyes stared at him openly, drinking in the sight as I tried to wrap
my head around the situation. I had gotten frighteningly close to
doing something rash. I thought – or I hoped – he hadn't
noticed.

He set down the clipboard and turned back.
"Everything sounds good," he said again, encouragingly. "You're
exercising regularly?"

"Ah – as much as I can," I nodded.

"Good, good. It's always much nicer to have people
who care about their health." He set his stethoscope down on the
desk beside the clipboard. "Are you also good about checking
yourself?"

"Checking myself?" I asked, at a loss for what he
meant.

"You should be giving yourself at least a quick
breast exam once a month. If anything seems like it needs
attention, it's much, much better to catch it early."

"Oh, that," I said, blushing anew and looking fixedly
up at the ceiling from where I was lying on my back. "Ah, I guess I
could be better about that."

He stepped over beside me and put a hand on the hem
of my gown. "May I?" he asked.

"Oh," I stammered. "Ah, you mean – alright, I guess."
I closed my eyes and balled my hands, fighting not to throw my arms
over my chest and stop him as he started to undress me. He lifted
the gown up off my thighs and air rushed in over the slick, hot
skin of my stomach. He guided it farther up and bunched it around
my throat. I could feel it resting against the tops of my breasts
and kept my eyes closed shut. It was like I could feel his eyes on
me.

With a light touch he indicated for me to lean
forward slightly and then in an easy, practiced motion he unsnapped
my bra and pulled it away.

I could feel my breasts exposed to the open air and
this handsome, competent man standing next to me, slowly unclothing
me. Excitement and mortification wreathed and fought in a place
deep and wet inside me.

I let out a sharp breath as his hands touched me. His
fingers were strong but gentle, and at first their touch was very
light. It felt so unexpectedly wonderful that I almost cried out.
He felt and massaged at my soft breasts, kneading and exploring. He
cupped them tenderly in his palms. The pressure of his fingers
increased. Every little move and squeeze was intensely welcome and
almost overpowering. Everything he gave me, I wanted more. I wanted
rougher. I wanted him to take me.

I felt like every other part of me ceased to exist,
except where he was touching me and where I wanted him to touch me.
A high, desperate sound escaped my lips. "Oh, fuck," I moaned. "Oh,
God."

His hands paused, still grasping my breasts, and then
the touch was gone.

My eyes opened. "Oh," I said, remembering where I was
and what was happening. "I –" Hot mortification flushed through
me.

He leaned back. "Please, don't be embarrassed. It's a
healthy response from a very healthy young woman." He was looking
down at my body and for a moment it felt like he was still touching
me, like he had never wanted to stop. But again, I was very mixed
up. This was getting very intense very fast. I needed to get a hold
of myself. I needed to calm down.

But unfortunately, that was not the direction things
were headed. I let out another gasp as I felt his hand tracing
lightly down my stomach.

"I'd like to do a pelvic exam now, Katy, if that's
alright," he said, his hand coming to rest at the waistband of my
panties. "You're more than overdue."

I squirmed slightly, rubbing my thighs together in a
useless attempt to squeeze out the wet neediness I felt deep in my
groin. "I – alright, doctor," I breathed.

"Are you sexually active?" he asked, running a finger
along beneath the elastic.

I shook my head, my eyes closing again as the
sensation of him touching me took me over once again. I wanted to
move against him. I wanted to reciprocate. I wanted to feel him
press against me and show how willing I was – how eager I was for
everything that was happening. But … that was not what I should be
doing. This was just an exam. I needed to respond less, not
more.

He took my panties in his hand and began to pull them
down. Again my toes curled and I fought the urge to push my hips up
into him as he guided my underwear down my thighs.

I was naked, now – completely naked but for a bit of
cloth bunched up around my throat and a scrap of wet cotton down at
my ankles. I was spread out nude on his table, and he was standing
next to me in his lab coat, like the most powerful, desirable man
in the world – the only man. I whimpered slightly in impotent,
helpless need – need I shouldn't have been feeling. Why was I
reacting this way?

The whimper became a moan as his finger ran lightly
down my folds. They passed over my opening and I felt my whole body
tense and clench as the need to have something inside of me rose
almost unbearably.

I heard his breathing change and his fingers pulled
back for a moment. I partially opened my eyes to look up at
him.

"My God you're wet," he murmured.

My almost involuntary response was to nudge his hand
with my groin in silent protest. Touch me again, I was saying.
Don't stop. Don't take your hand away. Can't you tell how much I
need you?

I was fighting it, but I was being less and less
successful. My breathing was ragged.

Again his fingers paused at my opening, feeling at my
soaking hole. I could feel my body shuddering at the touch, drawing
desperately, dangerously close to something.

Slowly, he pushed his finger into me. I clenched
wetly around him in desperate delight, but I needed more. I needed
deeper. He felt at me. His finger probed farther into me.

With a click and a slight breath of air, the door
swung open. I looked around in surprise to see Dr. Brattle moving
into the room. I stared at him in a mixture of amazement and
chagrin.

"Everything going well in here?" he asked. "I thought
I should stop by and make sure our little nurse is in the best
possible hands."

Dr. Adams looked around, his fingers still inside me.
My position was mortifyingly exposed. It was degrading, but at the
same time … Dr. Adams was still touching me and the confusing
sensations mixed in my over-stimulated body.

"Quite well, Dr. Brattle," Dr Adams said. "But I'm
sure she'd have no objections if you'd like to observe for your own
peace of mind."

I could feel the two handsome men's eyes on me,
laying naked and legs spread before them, my wet pussy and ass
thrust prominently forward. It was an overwhelming situation, and
my body was responding. This was exactly what I had dreaded, and
exactly what I had fantasized about, being here humiliated on the
table, with the eyes of these men on me.

Dr. Adams slid his fingers in slightly deeper.

I arched backwards as the intense, exquisite,
unavoidable pleasure of his touch ran through my body. I was
shaking. I was so close. "Oh … God," I breathed. I had never felt
anything like this. It was like a noise was rising deep inside
me.

He stroked once experimentally, and I climaxed.
Everything inside me felt like it was pouring out of me and into me
at once. It felt better than anything I had ever felt before. I was
just an instrument of his hand. The only thing in the world was his
finger inside of me and how good I felt. My fingernails dug into
the rubber of the exam table beneath me and my hips bucked upwards.
I could hear my own desperate moans bouncing back at me from the
hard, bare walls of the exam room.

Slowly, the hot, rushing ecstasy faded into a soft
glow. I lay back, my eyes closed, savoring the endorphins filling
my body with happiness and gratitude. After a minute of heaving
gasps, I managed to catch my breath.

"Well," I heard Dr. Brattle saying, "I guess things
are further along than I thought. Glad I got here when I did. Are
you going to fuck her now or am I?"

A lightness ran through me, a weightless moment of
surreal disbelief. I was trembling as Dr. Adams idly stroked my
thigh.

"Fuck me?" I asked in a weak voice.

"Of course," Dr. Brattle said. "That's what you need,
isn't it? A good fucking? What were all these games about, then?
You don't know how I've been waiting to get my hands on you. Most
of us have."

I should have objected. I should have said I would
report them, but I was so obviously turned on at the prospect that
there was no point. The question had already been answered by my
quivering, eager body. I had needed this from the moment I felt his
hands on me what felt like a lifetime ago.

"You concur, don't you doctor?" Dr. Brattle asked,
never taking his hungry eyes from me.

Dr. Adams stepped to the side. "Stop playing with
her, John. She wants it."

Breathlessly, mutely, I gave a faint little nod. It
was probably barely visible, but it was just a bit of pressure
against the firm hand that held my neck and head in their place,
looking up at him.

A look of dominant satisfaction came into his eyes, a
look of pleased ownership. His fingers twined in my hair and he
leaned forward to push his mouth against mine, increasingly rough
and possessive. With his mouth to mine and a grip in my hair, he
pushed me down to lie on my back.

His hand ran down my throat and again I got a sudden,
frightened thrill of danger. Now, it was all very real. Now all the
forbidden dangers and pleasures of a passing touch were very much
in the room, and not just my own head. God I was wet.

The hand went on past my throat and pressed into my
breast. The rough desire was all there now, not just in his voice
but in his touch. I released control of my body, letting him take
me over and do with me what he wanted - what I could tell from his
eyes that he wanted.

Leaving one hand pressing me to the rubber of the
exam table, his other reached down to unzip his pants. He pushed
them down and I felt the hard, hot shape of his cock against my
leg.

He lowered the hand that held me down onto my hip. I
could feel the shaft of his cock pressed against my pussy and
sliding over my groin. I hooked my heels around the small of his
back and pulled impotently at him. God I needed him inside of
me.

He drew back and then pushed himself inside. I let
out a sound, grateful and gasping and loud. I was so, so wet. He
slid in easily, even though his size stretched me and filled me in
a way I had never experienced before. "Oh God," I breathed.

Taking my hips in his hands, he drew back and pushed
into me again, even deeper this time. The rough sensation was
indescribable. I closed my eyes and balled my fists, jostled back
and forth on the table as he thrust into my body. I could feel the
barely restrained aggression in his movements as he maintained a
slow, driving pace that gradually increased as he gave in to his
own urges.

Then I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked around.
Dr. Adams was on the other side of me, across the table. He
gestured to Dr. Brattle, and together they picked me up bodily by
the thighs and shoulders and flipped me onto my front. I had a
moment of emptiness as Dr. Brattle slipped out of me, but in a
moment his thick presence returned, more eagerly than ever,
drilling deep, deep into me from behind.

The reason for the change became clear when I looked
up to see Dr. Adams pulling his own cock out and moving to stand in
front of me. Past the point of paying attention to the voices
inside me screaming how wrong this was, I opened my mouth
obediently.

He was still swelling as he pushed into my mouth. I
could feel the hot blood rushing into him with each throbbing
pulse. I could smell the sexual musk and taste the slight saltiness
of his skin.

He grabbed my head roughly by the hair and pulled my
mouth down his shaft until he filled the top of my throat and I
could barely breathe. He drew back and thrust in, his fingers
twined in my hair. At no point did he expect me to do anything but
let myself be used by him.

I was almost limp, past the point of trying to
control what was happening. The rough fucking from both ends jolted
me rhythmically against the exam table. I was moaning helplessly
around the cock in my mouth. It was unlike anything I had ever felt
or known I wanted to feel before now. I was so powerless.

I felt an orgasm rising, drawing closer and closer as
Dr. Brattle drove into me from behind. It was coming. It was coming
so close now. I screwed my eyes closed, surrendering my body and
focusing only on that hot, rising ecstasy. And then there it was,
breaking over me like a wave and running through me from deep in
me. I should have exploded. It was too much to keep inside.

It lasted so, so much longer than I had ever thought
possible, and then gently cooled into a warm, giddy glow that - if
anything - intensified the physical sensations still ravishing my
body.

From somewhere far away, I heard the sound of shades
being drawn, but I couldn't pay attention. I was so distracted by
the powerful cock driving into me that I could have caught
fire.

I came again before I had collected myself. This one
was different, deeper, slower, and more lingering. Gradually I
became aware of Dr. Brattle's increasing pace. His hands were
digging into my sides, holding my weak body in place as he fucked
me harder and harder. I could tell he was getting close.

And then he thrust deep into me and I felt the
throbbing burst of his come. It filled me with long, hard spurts as
my body contracted and shuddered around him in sudden, desperate
gratitude. He pressed down on me, gasping.

I heard the two men say something to each other, but
I was past the point of understanding. Dr. Adams was fucking me
harder now, harder, harder, and then he pulled out of my mouth as
Dr. Brattle withdrew from my pussy, trailing a slight dribble of
come across my thigh.

For a brief instant, there was no cock inside of me.
I squirmed slightly on the table, delaying the moment when I would
have to look up and see why it had stopped. But then Dr. Adams was
behind me, and his cock was pushing into my hole. He gave several
fast, rough thrusts and then I felt him, too, depositing his hot
liquid deep in my pussy. That was enough to send me over the brink
again.

"Oh God," I gasped. "Fuck."

Dr. Adam's hands held me down as he lowered himself
after release. His chest was heaving. I could feel the intensity in
his touch, and it seemed to prolong my own sensations into a
lingering bliss.

A hand stroked my hair and then I was empty again. I
lay gasping for breath, looking up at the ceiling. When I could, I
rolled onto my side and looked at the two men who had just fucked
me so roughly and pumped their seed deep into me. Dr. Brattle was
dressed and Dr. Adams was zipping up.

"I …" I started, but didn't know how to finish.

"I think this was a good start," Dr. Brattle said. "A
few of the other doctors wanted to be part of this, but we thought
we'd keep it to just two, this time. There might be more for our
next session."

I lay back, exhausted, and barely managed to turn my
head towards the wall. I now saw what the sound had been. The
blinds were raised, giving a view from the hallway into the room.
Passersby peered in curiously, and several of my coworkers had
stopped to watch.

"Oh, that," Dr. Brattle said, "we just wanted to make
sure the rest of the ward knew you were open for business. I think
we could make this something of a regular thing, don't you?"

I put a hand down to feel at myself, my eyes closed.
"I – yes."

I looked up to see him admiring me. "Good," he said,
lust still clear in his eyes. "I'd very, very much like to do this
again."

He leaned forward and kissed me, and then he and Dr.
Adams exited the room.
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The hallways of the Cray-Wheeler Institute were
always full of people who seemed to be headed towards the most
important place in the world. They all had expressions of
suppressed excitement or concern or conviction on their faces. I
immediately found the whole place overwhelming. It felt like I had
spent all my life cooped up in the padded outskirts of nowhere and
now, finally, at the well-traveled age of twenty-one I had found
the place where real things happened – where real things mattered.
My primary instinct was to stay out from underfoot and not give any
of these important people reason to question whether I really
needed to be there.

At first I had been in disbelief that the department
that housed the most famous behavioral researcher in the field
would bring someone like me on, but reality set in quickly. Even
though I had not laid eyes on him, I had no doubt from the moment I
set foot in the place that a man like James Vellano would work in a
building like this. He could go anywhere, of course, and do
anything, and if I could go anywhere and do anything I'd want to be
here, and I wouldn't think twice about it.

The woman who hired me was a helpful HR rep with one
piece of advice. She told me, "Jump when they say to jump, run when
they say to run, and keep your ears open. You might just meet the
sort of person who can make or break your chances in this
field."

I did my best to follow her advice. I wasn't perfect,
of course, but everyone seemed to know what they were doing and
what they wanted, and it seemed about the most natural thing in the
world to stay out of their way and do what they asked without
thinking. Mostly it was little office tasks, getting coffee, making
sure visiting researchers found their way around the building, and
that sort of thing, but it was thrilling to be a part of it and it
always left me a little breathless at the end of the day to think
that somewhere in the distant future I could actually belong in a
place like this.

It was on a morning sometime into my second week when
I was asked to make a few hundred copies of a packet of papers that
my quiet little role on the periphery fell into exactly the type of
spotlight I had dreaded so much. The papers were a handout for a
conference starting in less than twenty minutes, and I had managed
to jam the copier twice. My heart was in my throat as I dashed into
the elevator and hammered the button for the ground floor.

"Hold the door, would you?"

I groaned inwardly and looked up to see who was going
to make me late. I froze. My breath caught in my chest. Recognition
flooded my brain in a hot, pounding rush. I was almost too
surprised and star-struck to notice how much more handsome he was
in person than he was in the newspaper. Almost.

With a ding, the doors started to close. I let out a
startled gasp and lunged to catch them, spilling my papers and
almost falling out of the elevator myself. I threw out a hand to
catch the smooth metal and found myself staring down at a pair of
polished shoes. Slowly, I looked up.

"Jesus," the shoes exclaimed, stepping forward and
putting a hand out to catch me. It was a firm grip but it felt so
very light against my arm, like all I could think about was if it
was going to go away. "Are you alright?"

I looked up and mouthed an unintelligible syllable.
His expression was a mixture of surprise and skeptical concern. It
seemed a very unnatural emotion on his strong, attractive face, as
though he wasn't surprised often.

"So sorry," I managed breathlessly. "I – you're Dr.
Vellano. I meant to catch the door –"

"Flattering," he said, helping me to straighten up.
He smelled very good. "It's rarer and rarer these days for someone
to try to kill themselves to save me a ten second wait. Do you
think you've got yourself back under control?"

I wobbled and nodded, backing away as he released my
arm. He stepped around me into the elevator as I hurried to pull
together the fallen papers in the hallway before the doors began to
close again. I managed to squeeze inside just before they shut, and
shifted breathlessly to the far corner of the elevator
compartment.

He looked up at the changing floor number and glanced
over at me with a hint of boredom on his face. His eyes seemed to
linger for a moment, tracing their way down my body, and I felt a
warm blush come into my cheeks as I stared abashedly forward at the
closed doors.

When his eyes left me, I couldn't help looking down
self-consciously and let out a sharp, audible breath. The top two
buttons of my blouse had come undone in my little bit of impromptu
acrobatics and my top had opened to reveal more than a hint of
cleavage. Hot embarrassment flooded through me and I instinctively
brought my hands to my chest, hovering in that way hands do when
you are desperate to cover yourself but don't want to look like
that's what you're doing.

An amused smile came to his lips as he saw my
ill-concealed discovery. "If those are the reference sheets for the
Gardner talk you're not going to get them there in time," he
said.

"What?"

He indicated the stack of papers I had clasped just
beneath my chest.

"Oh, right," I said, my stomach sinking as the reason
for my previous urgency returned with accompanying dread, "I know.
I know. I can't believe I jammed the copier twice trying to get
them printed." I swallowed, trying not to look as upset or afraid
as I was. I couldn't help but feel like I had found the single most
public way to screw up this job. A hot tear threatened to leak out,
but I blinked it away in mortification and tried to pretend
something had gotten into my eye.

I looked up to see Dr. Vellano considering me. "They
don't fire you for something like that," he said.

I swallowed again and nodded. "I hope not. It's just
– it's not the first thing I've managed to screw up, you know? I
can't believe I let this happen. Dr. Gardner has been so good to
me. I just wanted him to feel …" but I trailed off, not really
knowing how to put my guilt into words.

"You're eager to please," he offered. "That's a good
quality."

I nodded gratefully. "That's very nice of you to say,
sir."

"So you work in Dr. Gardner's office?"

"Yes, sir, I started last week."

"And your name?"

"Kelly Munson, sir."

"You seem too young to be a post-doc."

"Oh, I'm just an intern."

"Is that so?"

"Yes, sir."

He ran a finger along his slightly stubbled jaw
thoughtfully. "You've graduated college, though, haven't you?"

"Yes, just this past May, sir."

He nodded. "You know, I've been in the planning
stages of a new project that's going to need additional help. How
long is your internship?"

The doors dinged open at the ground floor, but
suddenly I was riveted to the spot I was standing on. Almost
without thinking, he guided me out of the doors with a firm hand at
my waist. "What I mean is, I might have a very special position for
a girl like you. Would coming to work in my office be something you
might consider?"

I looked up at him. Hopeful, eager astonishment was
plain in my eyes. "I – yes, sir! I would, without a second thought,
I mean."

He laughed approvingly at my eagerness and my spirit
soared. "Alright, then drop those papers off and be up on the
seventh floor when I get back from lunch. We might have to run some
tests to see if you're compatible."

"Yes, sir!" I exclaimed. "Thank you, sir. I'll be
waiting."

He waved me off with a hand and turned toward the
front atrium where several men in impeccable suits were waiting for
him. I watched him leave with mouth open and a sound buzzing in my
ears.
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