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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, a mature
man of the house and a young inexperienced babysitter, discipline
and physical punishment, forbidden desires, unprotected first time
sex, dominance and submissiveness. All characters are 18 or
older.









Young, beautiful, and used
to getting her way, Sandy assumes her new job
watching Mr. Green's kids will be a pretty effortless way to make a
bit of money.



But when Mr. Green walks in on the chaos that she has allowed to
take over his home, he decides the pretty young
sitter he's hired needs a bit more hands-on
motivation. His methods change everything for the inexperienced young
woman, and his strong discipline starts to dominate Sandy's
confused thoughts ... and desires. 


She lives in fear of the day he'll
find out his punishments turn her on, and what he'll do when her
secret is finally uncovered ... 
















Preview






He stood up and came around behind her. His hand
positioned her waist, pushing her ass further outwards and her
torso down into a more humiliating posture. His touch was strong
and authoritative against her trembling stomach.

"Lift your skirt up."

Her face burned more hotly as she reached back and
lifted the hem of her skirt up to her waist, exposing her
panties.

She couldn't stifle a gasp of chagrin as she felt
his fingers hook into the waistline of the panties and pull them
down her thighs, leaving her suddenly and mortifyingly uncovered.
She stood there frozen, holding up her own skirt to expose herself
for the man about to spank her.

As she felt the cool air of the room playing across
her bare ass and pussy, she realized with a tremble that she was
wet. Not just a little wet, but very wet.

Mr. Green's hand ran lightly over the full, tight
curve of her ass. His fingertips made her skin tingle as they
passed over her, effortlessly and perhaps unintentionally
communicating how thoroughly he had come to control her, mind and
body.

"This will happen every time you are bad," he said.
"Every time you are lazy or apathetic to the job you were hired to
do. You will be spanked. I will bring you into my kitchen and you
will lift up your skirt for me and then I will punish you just like
I am about to do now. I don't care if my children hear you. They
know what happens to rule breakers in this house. Do you
understand?"

"Yes - yes, sir," she said, her voice halfway
between a whimper and a moan.

"Good. Count for me."



















Spanking the Sitter






"I'm serious, Katy, you should have seen the way
they were looking at each other. It's obvious he must have been
fooling ar -" a loud sound came from back in the house, cutting
Sandra off mid-sentence. She took the phone from her ear and glared
down the hallway. "Hold on," she said back into the phone, and
muffled the receiver against her chest. "Hey, keep it down!" she
yelled through the doorway without getting up.

There was no response, but she could hear the two
kids laughing about something.

She let out an exasperated sigh and looked up at the
high-arching egg-shell ceiling of the entrance hall.

Little words chirped tinnily from the phone and she
picked it back up. "What? Sorry about that. It's just these -" she
raised her voice with the hope of being overheard "- goddamn brats
- I'm supposed to be babysitting."

"What? What are you doing babysitting?" Katy
asked.

"I just needed a little money. It's not as bad as it
sounds. The mother's gone and the husband is away too much to know
what's going on. I seriously don't have to do anything but make
sure the house doesn't burn down."

"Oh yeah? What are you shouting at them for
then?"

Sandra forced a laugh. "Oh, they're just being loud.
I mean, I guess if your dad is CEO of a big company you can't help
but grow up a little spoiled, but seriously. They're ten and twelve
years old. They should be able to keep themselves out of trouble,
right? Is that really too much to expect?"

"Wait, their dad runs a company?"

"Oh yeah, he's like super rich and kind of intense.
But he's also pretty much gorgeous, so working for him could be
worse. Whoever his wife was must be crazy for leaving."

"Yeah? Sounds like you're about ready to take her
place." Katy's voice sounded snarky. Katy always got snarky when
she was jealous. That's one of the main reasons Sandra liked making
her jealous.

"I'm just saying," Sandra said. "Listen, I should
probably go make them go to bed. I was supposed to do it hours ago
and their dad'll be home in a few minutes. I'll catch some real
problems if they're still up when he gets in. I'll call you back in
a few minutes."

"Tuck them in extra tightly for me," Katy said in a
sing-song voice.

Sandra hung up.

"Hey, kids, it's time for bed," she called.

They didn't answer, so she pulled herself up off the
couch and went back looking for them. Sound was coming from the
basement.

"Hey!" Sandra called down the stairs. "I said it's
time for bed! Your dad'll be home any minute."

Lights shone in through the front windows, and she
looked back in chagrin. Headlights in the driveway. Mr. Green was
home early.

"Okay, seriously, get your butts up here," she
yelled in rising panic. She descended the stairs. "I am not getting
in trouble for you guys!"

She found them lying around, watching some
late-night cable show full of half-naked women. Jason and his
little brother Andrew were sprawled in front of the TV. The floor
was littered with pieces of popcorn trampled into the rug.

"Jesus Christ, look at this mess!" Sandra
barked.

They turned around. "Oh hey, Sandra," Jason said.
"Didn't realize you were here."

"Come on, up up up. Do you want your father to see
you awake at 11:30? Let's go!"

But it was too late. As she herded the two boys up
towards the front stairs, Mr. Green was already in the landing,
hanging up his coat and looking surprised at the commotion.

"Andrew, Jason," he said. "What -"

Sandra switched gears fast. "I'm sorry, Mr. Green!"
She moaned in her best distraught pretty girl voice. "They've been
awful all night. I absolutely couldn't get them to do anything."
She managed to tear up just a little.

"Boys!" Mr. Green said in dismay.

"That's not true!" they protested in unison.

"She's just been in here talking on her phone all
night!" Andrew said. "We didn't even see her until she came running
downstairs just now, screaming about how we had to get to bed."

Sandra turned on them. "You two are -"

"I saw her drinking your wine!" Jason blurted. "I
came up to go to the bathroom and she was pouring herself a glass
of it!"

Sandra froze. How had the little sneak seen that?
She tried and failed to speak.

Mr. Green surveyed the three individuals with a
regretful look on his face. "Andrew, Jason, get up to bed."

"But she -"

"Now!"

They knew when to shut up. Much quicker than Sandra
was comfortable with, she was alone with Mr. Green. He surveyed her
with grey, piercing eyes. His handsome face was unreadable.

Without saying a word, he turned and made his way
into the kitchen. He stood in the doorway, waiting for her. She
jumped to follow and slid in past him, just brushing against him at
the doorframe. She caught a breath of his scent, strong and
masculine. He closed the door behind her and made his way around
the table.

She watched him fearfully.

He took down a wine glass from the shelves above the
sink and then retrieved the open bottle of Malbec from the
refrigerator. All this he did, slowly and very deliberately,
without looking at her. Instead, he raised the bottle, noted the
level of the liquid inside, and then poured himself a glass.

He sat at the table, swirled the wine, and took a
drink from it. "It is an excellent vintage," he noted, as though
complimenting her taste.

"Mr. Green," she started to say, "I -"

He held up a hand to stop her, and she fell
silent.

His strong, smooth-shaved face gave nothing away,
and he ran a hand lightly through his medium length auburn hair. It
was obvious this was not how he had wanted to end his long day.

"Tell me," he said at last. "Are my sons telling the
truth?"

She paused, a denial hovering on her lips but she
couldn't quite seem to give it voice. It all seemed so transparent.
She struggled to find something more plausible to say to defend
herself.

"I see," he said. "You have abused my trust."

She swallowed the lump in her throat.

"I'd like to hear you say it."

She looked at him questioningly, even
pleadingly.

"Say 'It's true.'"

She tried to wet the dryness of her mouth. She had
never felt dread quite this intense before. "It's true."

"You've abused my trust."

"I've abused your trust."

He nodded in small satisfaction. "I've noticed the
orderliness of the house has gone down when I leave the boys with
you. I thought maybe you just weren't a very firm hand with them
and couldn't get them to behave. I even felt a bit bad for you. But
I suppose that was a bit misplaced, wasn't it? You just didn't
care."

She tried to swallow again. "I ..." She trailed
off.

He politely waited for her to continue, but she had
nothing to say. Every lie seemed to wilt on her lips before that
steady, stern gaze.

"Well," he said at last, "I suppose the simplest
thing to do would be to end our arrangement right here, wouldn't
it? I hired a babysitter, not a third child to look after."

Sandra felt a hot flush rising in her cheeks. His
words stung worst of all because she knew she deserved them.

"But that's not how I've run my business and it's
not how I like to conduct my affairs." He shook his head. "I see in
you a perfectly capable young woman who simply needs guidance. You
aren't weak. You aren't stupid. You're impulsive, and you need a
strong hand to show you why hard work is worthwhile."

He took another long drink from his glass. He paused
to admire it's luster in the light of the lamp overhead, turning it
slightly in his hand as he savored it.

"So, Sandra, I'd like to help you. But of course,
it's not just up to me. Maybe you're just interested in taking
people's money for a job you have no interest in doing. You can run
away, pretend this didn't happen, admit you're just some silly
girl, and try to find someone else stupid or naive enough to pay
you to let their children run amok." He paused, watching me. "But I
think you need direction, and I think you realize you need
direction. Am I right?"

She stared at him, hanging on his every word so
helplessly that it took her a moment to realize he expected her to
speak. There was something chilling and scary about what he was
telling her, but it was also compelling. She had never experienced
this kind of interest in who she was and what she was capable of
before. Did he want to help her? Did she need his help?

"I -" she started again. "Yes."

He leaned forward. "I'm sorry, I didn't hear what
you said."

"You're right," she said louder. "I'm sorry."

"I'm right? You want to continue to work for me? And
for me to help you do so effectively and appropriately?"

She nodded, a strange combination of miserable and
masochistically excited. There was something so compelling about
the way he was talking to her that - despite everything else - she
couldn't bear the thought of walking out of here and never really
knowing what his guidance would feel like.

He nodded in satisfaction. "Good. Then stand
up."

Again she took a moment to respond, so drawn in by
his quiet, direct voice that she had to remember how to use her
legs. She scrambled to her feet, swaying slightly behind the chair
at the table.

"Come around to the end here and bend over."

Her mouth opened slightly as she realized what he
intended to do. He was going to spank her? Right now, in the
kitchen? With his kids upstairs?

Her face burned in humiliation and resentment. She
wanted to refuse, to tell him no, that she was done here and didn't
care and wanted to leave. But just like all the lies before, those
words too simply couldn't make it past her lips.

She walked over to the end of the table. The noise
of her footsteps seemed suddenly loud as it bounced back off the
hard, bare surfaces of the kitchen.

She put out her hands to the end of the wooden table
and bent over.

He stood up and came around behind her. His hand
positioned her waist, pushing her ass further outwards and her
torso down into a more humiliating posture. His touch was strong
and authoritative against her trembling stomach.

"Lift your skirt up."

Her face burned more hotly as she reached back and
lifted the hem of her skirt up to her waist, exposing her
panties.

She couldn't stifle a gasp of chagrin as she felt
his fingers hook into the waistline of the panties and pull them
down her thighs, leaving her suddenly and mortifyingly uncovered.
She stood there frozen, holding up her own skirt to expose herself
for the man about to spank her.

As she felt the cool air of the room playing across
her bare ass and pussy, she realized with a tremble that she was
wet. Not just a little wet, but very wet.

Mr. Green's hand ran lightly over the full, tight
curve of her ass. His fingertips made her skin tingle as they
passed over her, effortlessly and perhaps unintentionally
communicating how thoroughly he had come to control her, mind and
body.

"This will happen every time you are bad," he said.
"Every time you are lazy or apathetic to the job you were hired to
do. You will be spanked. I will bring you into my kitchen and you
will lift up your skirt for me and then I will punish you just like
I am about to do now. I don't care if my children hear you. They
know what happens to rule breakers in this house. Do you
understand?"

"Yes - yes, sir," she said, her voice halfway
between a whimper and a moan.

"Good. Count for me."

His hand came down before she was ready for it, and
the sudden and immediate sting of pain caught her by surprise. She
let out a wail before she could stop herself, and heard its echo
resound through the quiet house.

"One," she gasped.

"One what?" he asked.

His hand came down again before she could answer,
again before she could prepare for it. Another howl of discomfort
escaped her lips and resounded through the house. "Fuck," she
gasped under her breath, shifting slightly from one leg to the
other.

"Two, sir," she said through clenched teeth.

"One," he corrected.

"One, sir," she agreed helplessly, her flesh
stinging.

His hand came down again. This time, finally, she
was able to clench her teeth and take the punishment in relative
silence. The only sound was the resounding smack of his hand
against her exposed flesh.

"Three, sir," she gasped.

It was taking significant concentration just to keep
her hands from flying to her stinging ass. Her face was scarlet and
tears streamed down her cheeks.

When she had counted twenty aloud, Mr. Green
stopped. He left her standing, reddened ass thrust out, as he
walked around the table and took another drink from his glass of
wine. Then he stood there, surveying her.

"How does it feel?" he asked.

"It hurts."

"Sir."

"Sir," she repeated submissively.

"Do you think this will be a sufficient deterrent
for you, or do you need something more persuasive?"

She shook her head violently. "It's enough, sir.
I'll be good."

"You will?"

"Yes, sir."

He nodded thoughtfully, and then walked back around
to stand behind her. He held his wine in one hand, and traced again
over the reddened, sensitive skin of her ass cheeks - surveying his
handiwork.

"I suppose this will do for now," he agreed. "I
don't doubt we'll be here again soon, but it's a good start."

He reached down to her knees and brought her panties
back up her thighs and fit them into place. He ran a finger around
her waistband to ensure they were properly positioned. A breath
caught in her chest as his finger passed through the thin, groomed
hair of her groin, so very close to touching things even more
sensitive and intimate.

"You may lower your skirt and stand up," he
said.

She did so, her face burning anew as she failed to
meet his gaze.

"Look at me," he instructed her.

She lifted her eyes to his. It was one of the most
difficult things she had ever done.

"I didn't do this to you. You did this to yourself.
Do you understand?"

She nodded.

"I hope you don't bring this upon yourself more than
necessary."

"Thank you, sir," she mumbled in a barely audible
voice.

"Good." He finished his glass and put it by the
sink. "It's late," he observed. "Wash the glass and then you may
go."

"Thank you, sir."

"And Sandra?"

"Yes, sir?"

"That wine is fifty dollars a bottle. I'll be taking
it out of your payment for this week."

"Yes, sir."

And with that, he strode from the kitchen.

 


 


Sandra could barely sleep that night, and it wasn't
because of the lingering sting of the punishment. She wasn't
entirely sure that it had all really happened, and not been some
strange, surreal dream. Had she really been spread out in Mr.
Green's kitchen, panties pulled down, getting spanked for the
neighborhood to hear?

Katy had sent a few angry texts about not getting a
call back as promised, but Sandra ignored them. She had absolutely
no intention of sharing this little experience with anyone.

She briefly considered never going back. She could
ignore any calls to schedule future nights and let it all slip away
as if it really had been just a horrifying but strangely exciting
dream.

In truth, it was that more than anything that
confused her about the experience. Mr. Green had always struck her
as a man she didn't want to cross, and the punishment she'd
received seemed to validate everything she had been afraid of in a
very fitting way.

No, what really surprised her about the ordeal was
how she herself had responded to it. It had been ... exciting. It
had turned her on. Being treated like that by a man, disciplined
over his kitchen table, had opened up parts of her she had never
known existed.

Over the next couple days, a chance remark in
conversation or a slight twinge of lingering discomfort in her
buttocks would bring back an image of that evening. Instantly she'd
be wet. Instantly she'd be horny. It was tremendously distracting
and more than a little confusing.

And so when the call came for her to babysit again
on Thursday, she agreed easily. She intended to never put herself
in that position again, but shutting off any link to that secret
world seemed even more unthinkable.

When she arrived, Mr. Green greeted her on his way
out of the house. He gave no indication that anything had
transpired between them, other than to say, "I trust you're ready
to be a good girl for me this evening."

The comment alone had her flooded before she could
so much as nod and mumble an embarrassed response.

Judging by the way the two boys snickered and
exchanged looks when she showed up, they had heard enough to guess
more or less what happened. It was mortifying, but she wasn't going
to let her embarrassment prevent her from doing a better job
keeping them in line.

Despite enduring any number of jokes and threats to
"tell on her to Dad," she managed to keep them in line and get them
to bed at the appropriate time. She spent the rest of the evening
cleaning the house, and when Mr. Green returned that night he found
nothing to reproach.

Maybe it wasn't all that much of a victory, but it
sure felt like one.

In any case, it was short-lived. The following
Saturday, Sandra forgot to change the loads in the washing machine
as requested, and back she was at the kitchen table, biting her lip
to keep from calling out.

It became a familiar position. And far from growing
accustomed to it, it seemed to affect her even more intensely with
each new session.

Often she would be so horny after a spanking that
she could barely drive home before fingering herself furiously to
climax, and when the orgasm did come it was overpowering - more
intense than anything she'd experienced before.

It didn't just distract her on nights at Mr.
Green's. She was wet all the time. Often when trying to work on
other things, she would catch herself switching over to search
through the internet for discipline porn, imagining herself tied up
and whipped like the women in the videos.

 

And the less she came to dread the little discipline
sessions, a new fear began to grow. She was desperately afraid that
Mr. Green would discover his effect on her. Did he notice that her
pussy was always so wet when he pulled her panties down? Could he
tell the difference between the moans of excitement that slipped in
between the moans of discomfort when she was starting to lose
control?

And then late on a Friday, about a month after the
change in relationship with Mr. Green, the unthinkable
happened.

She had been asked to close up the house after
sending the two boys to a sleepover at a friend's house. Around 10
pm, she received a call from Mr. Green, summoning her back.

"I trust you to leave the house orderly and I come
home to an unlocked front door and an open window?" he demanded of
her.

"I - I'm sorry," she said, dismayed at the intensity
of his anger.

Before she could say more, she was in her usual
position: legs splayed, ass out, skirt up, and panties down.

"Eighteen, sir," she gasped.

Thwack!

"Ni - Nineteen, sir!" she gasped.

From the first hit she had recognized how angry he
was. This was much harder than usual, and he didn't seem to have
any intention of slowing down at twenty. Each blow was sharp and
intense, and they came faster and faster. He wasn't giving her the
usual second or two to collect herself, and the cumulative effect
was starting to build.

"Twenty-five, sir!" she moaned, her body
involuntarily stretching backwards to press her ass out into the
biting contact. The pain was so ... welcome. The humiliating
posture felt so right. She could feel an intense warmth in her
groin, and every few spanks or so Mr. Green's hand would land just
near enough to her pussy to send a wave of physical pleasure
through her quivering body.

"Twenty - twenty ..." she realized through her
distracted fog that she had lost count.

"Start over, then," she heard him grunt behind
her.

"Yes, sir." Thwack. "One, sir!"

She squeezed her thighs together, trying to stop the
sensation that threatening to overtake her completely.

"Two, sir!"

But it wasn't any use. She couldn't fight it. She
couldn't keep count and she stopped trying. Mr. Green increased his
intensity, but all she could do was shout "One, sir!" over and over
and over.

And then the pain transformed entirely. Her body was
curling in on itself, closed off to any sensation but blinding
ecstasy. She could feel it in every part of her body. She could
hear herself moaning helplessly. She had collapsed against the
table, but that didn't seem important. The only thing that mattered
was how good this felt.

Slowly the feeling ebbed to a lingering bliss. She
opened her eyes and looked down at the object she was clinging
to.

She remembered where she was and what had just
happened.

She scrambled to her feet and thrust her ass out,
trying to pretend nothing had happened.

"No, that's alright, Sandra," Mr. Green said. "I
think we're done with that. You've had enough for tonight."

She swallowed, still trying to process everything
that had just happened. How obvious had she been?

"Well," he said, "what a fun little discovery this
is. You like being put in your place."

She hadn't moved yet. She still stood bent over,
bare ass out. She could feel a bead of her juices run down her
thigh.

"I was starting to suspect you liked getting told
what a bad girl you are. It was hard to explain how you kept making
mistakes, otherwise."

She felt a hand cupping her ass and then fingers
wandered down, down between her legs, parting and rubbing curiously
between her slick folds. She whimpered slightly, still sensitive to
every smallest sensation.

"Tell me," he said, "do you like being spanked?"

She bit back the answer as long as she could. "Yes,
sir."

"You like it when I punish you?"

"Yes - Oh!" she gasped in mid-response as his
fingers pushed slightly inside her wet hole. "Yes, sir."

"Well," he murmured. "We can't have that. I guess
I'll just have to be a little more exotic. Turn around and get on
your knees."

She dropped to her knees immediately. Her legs had
felt on the verge of giving out on her anyways. Her skirt fell
loosely back over her ass, stinging at the angry red marks she
could feel there. With difficulty she shuffled around to look up at
him.

His hands were on his belt, and in a moment the
buckle was undone. She could see a growing shape in his pants, and
her mouth had started watering even before she fully processed what
was about to happen.

He pulled his cock out of his pants. It was long and
thick and still swelling. She could see the slight throbs as his
hot blood flowed into it. She didn't need to be told what to do.
She leaned forward and ran her tongue over it, curiously at first
and then with relish.

When she breathed, her nose was full of the scent of
sex and of his masculine musk. Her mouth was full with the hot
sensation and taste of his cock.

He gathered her hair into his fist and pulled her
further down his cock, then back out and in again: guiding her to
take him deeper and faster and more eagerly. She obliged, but his
hand stayed where it was, controlling her movements and giving her
a feeling of helplessness and lack of control that made everything
that was happening a thousand times more thrilling.

His low sounds of appreciation and arousal were also
an exciting thing. The idea that she could have an effect on him,
such an apparently implacable and powerful man, changed everything.
She worked harder and harder to evoke those sounds. She wanted him
to want her. It would feel so, so good to be wanted by him. And she
could feel that desire in his body, in the way he drove himself
into her and caressed her neck and cheek.

"Fuck, you do that well," he gasped.

She worked harder and more eagerly, relishing the
feeling of his desire and pleasure. He was going to come soon; she
could feel it building.

She took him even deeper, encircling him with her
tongue. She felt his balls tighten and his muscles clench as he
thrust himself deep, deep into her.

She felt his cock spasm, and then it spurted his hot
seed down her throat in several long, thick loads. She swallowed
eagerly, and when he was finished, she withdrew his cock slowly,
licking to clean him as she went.

"Oh, fuck," he groaned, cupping her cheek. His chest
was heaving with the pleasure she'd evoked in him.

He looked down, his eyes locking to hers. With a
gentle, guiding hand, he drew her back up to her feet so she stood
in front of him, looking up into his face. Lust was burning in his
eyes.

His hands were at the front of her shirt, pulling it
up. She raised her arms and he pulled it over her head and threw it
on a chair beside them. Her bra followed as he exposed her tits and
cupped them in large, strong hands. His caressing massage brought
renewed moans from her lips as she arched her back to reflexively
push herself into him.

Instead, he turned her around. His finger hooked
into the waist of her skirt and he pulled it down to her ankles.
When he stood behind her she could feel his cock against her ass.
It was slick with her saliva, and it hadn't even gone fully soft.
She could already feel it hardening again, stiffening against her
soft, punished body. Soon, she could tell, soon he'd be inside of
her. That was what she wanted. That was what she needed. It was
startling how quickly she'd gone from first realization that she
wanted it to knowing she absolutely had to have it.

He put a hand to her back and bent her forward over
the kitchen table. Her arms reached out wide to grab its edges to
steady herself.

He pushed his cock between her legs, rubbing between
her thighs and between her lips in a maddening tease. She almost
cried out in frustration. She could feel the heat of his cock
against her pussy. She needed him inside of her.

And all of that need became intense pleasure as he
slid inside. She felt all of his full girth, stretching her to
accommodate him.

He had her pressed against the table with one hand
as he took her by her waist with the other. He held her down as he
thrust into her, slowly relishing the feeling of her tight pussy at
first and then driving into her with increasing intensity as the
urge to fuck her overtook even his ability to enjoy the moment.

"God you're tight," he groaned. "I'm going to
destroy your little pussy."

She gasped helplessly as he dominated her body. His
cock drove pleasure deeper into her than she could have ever
anticipated. She orgasmed, her pussy clenching around him as a new
rising tide of pleasure flooded her.

She couldn't control what was happening, either to
her or inside of her. She could only take it, and taking was giving
her almost overwhelming waves of ecstasy, again and again, as
though every powerless fantasy she'd had in the past month were
playing out simultaneously.

"Jesus," she moaned. "Jesus."

His pace increased. He was getting rougher and
harder. She couldn't take it. It was too much.

And then he exploded inside of her, pumping his
liquid into her body like he had never come before. She felt the
warm fullness.

She gasped as the feeling swept through her body
like an orgasm all its own. God, it felt so right for him to come
in her. It felt so fucking right!

After a minute, she felt him pull out. A small
rivulet of his come leaked down her thigh. Her fingers ached from
clenching against the table so hard.

With difficulty, she turned to see him dressing
himself.

He put out a hand to her cheek and caressed it.
"Well," he said, "now we both get to enjoy it when you misbehave.
It did seem a waste to be doing nothing but spanking such an
incredible young body."

She pushed hair out of her eyes and tried to regain
her wits.

"So is this what will happen from now on?" she
asked, wondering whether she was better off keeping the hope out of
her voice.

He considered her, running his eyes over her nude,
heaving body and relishing in what he'd just done to her. "I guess
we'll have to see if it's effective."
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"Nah, let's not," Lindsey was saying. "The Blue Room
is so expensive."

It was a beautiful Saturday morning and the three of
us, Lindsey, Caitlyn, and I, were walking by the student health
center trying to decide on a lunch place.

"If you're short on cash maybe you could do a few
rounds of that," Caitlyn joked, pointing past her to a bulletin
board.

"Do what?" Lindsey asked, uncomprehending.

"Be a medical dummy." Caitlyn pointed to a bright
orange flyer posted on the board. "Look right there, it says it
pays $30 an hour."

"$30 an hour?" I repeated. "Seriously? Why isn't
that something people do?"

Caitlyn laughed. "You can't be serious. You'd take
$30 to let med students strip you down and poke and prod you, with
the rest of the class watching? Raise it to a million and maybe I'd
think about it."

"That's not what they do," I scoffed.

"Oh yeah? My sister's friend's brother went through
med school. He used to tell me stories."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I waved her off. "Like he wasn't
saying just about anything to get in your panties."

"I heard the same things, Megan," Lindsey joined in.
"Who knows what they do to people dumb enough to sign up for
that."

"You two don't have a clue. That's not how those
things work. Those places are respectable medical schools. You just
go in and let them take your blood pressure and things like
that."

"If you're so smart why don't you do it, then?"
Lindsey countered, one eyebrow raised.

"Maybe I will," I retorted. "I wouldn't mind an easy
thirty bucks. And I'm so sure you're wrong, if I have to take even
one single piece of clothing off, I'll buy you both dinner."

"Yeah, right. Like you'll actually go through with
it," they laughed.

"You don't think I will? I'll call that number right
now."

 


That was how I found myself sitting in a waiting
room the following Monday afternoon. The Med School was a big glass
building a few blocks down from the Econ building, so it wasn't
hard to get there after my 2 o'clock class let out.

By then I was starting to have a few doubts about
what I had gotten myself into, but that's just what happens when
you make a hasty decision and then have to spend 3 days waiting to
see what the consequences would be. I was still 95% sure that this
was going to be the easiest thirty bucks I'd ever made. Lindsey and
Caitlyn still believed every silly rumor they'd heard since 6th
grade. I mean, we were college freshmen now, shouldn't we be a
little less gullible by now?

"Megan Lipsky?"

I looked up to see a small blonde woman with a
clipboard looking out into the waiting area from the hallway.

"Yeah, that's me," I said, waving at her and
starting to get up.

"Okay, come along with me. You're going to be
working with Group A. When you're finished, come back here to the
main desk and we'll sign your check."

"Alright, thanks," I said, following her down the
corridor.

She led me down, past a long series of doors, until
stopping and opening one for me. It led into a large,
high-ceilinged room, maybe thirty or forty feet across, with
several medical exam tables spaced out in a row and a desk in the
back.

"You'll be in here," she said. "Hop into one of the
gowns on the table. The group should be coming along soon."

"I need to change into a gown?" I asked, taken
aback.

"Of course. It shouldn't be long, so step right
along, miss. We try to keep things efficient here. These classes
keep a very tight schedule."

She ushered me inside and then closed the door
behind her with a cold click.

I turned back to the room with what probably would
have been a pretty funny-looking expression on my face, if I'd been
in a mood to laugh. The whole thing hadn't even started yet and
already I'd lost my bet?

But was changing from one outfit into another really
the same thing as taking off my clothes? I mean, I'd be just as
dressed with the gown on as I was in my skirt and halter-top,
wouldn't I?

But it was hard to keep that attitude as I started
to change. Even having kept my panties and bra on, the medical gown
felt like it was much too thin and much too short. It was like
wearing a sheet of paper, and there was going to be a group of med
students coming in here any minute. I looked down at myself in
consternation. This might end up being more than I bargained for,
but was that the end of the world? It was still thirty bucks. What
did I care if they wanted to put a stethoscope on my chest or ... I
didn't know, hit my knee with one of those little rubber hammers.
The medical gown was probably just a formality. They were training
to be doctors, after all, and doctors were supposed to look at the
human body as just an interesting science object or something.

It was only another minute into my slightly worried
internal monologue when the door to the large room clicked open
again.

I turned to see a group of people filing in. There
were about ten, and they all looked like they were maybe 25 to 30.
I felt myself blush slightly as my eyes passed over a couple of
very cute guys maybe a little bit closer to my age. At least I had
taken the precaution of wearing my cutest panties, if worst came to
worst.

A slightly older man appeared behind them, ushering
them in. He looked like he was in his late thirties, with just a
hint of salt and pepper in his stubble contrasting with his short,
dark hair. His face was strong and he moved through the others with
the easy authority that left no doubt he was the man in charge.

"Alright, everybody, let's form a nice orderly
circle here. I know you're all excited for your first live patient,
but try to keep our recent lessons in mind. " He turned to me,
smiling. "And who might our patient be today, miss?"

I took a small, involuntary step back against the
nearest exam table as eleven sets of eyes settled on me.

"Ah, I'm Megan Lipsky," I answered in a voice that
felt very light and weak after his strong baritone. "I'm an
undergrad here."

"And your age, Megan?"

"Nineteen."

"Well, thank you for joining us today," he said,
smiling encouragingly. "I'm Dr. Loyola, and we appreciate you
volunteering to be a practice patient for us today." He turned to
the class. "You should all have taken a copy of Miss Lipsky's
medical chart with your packets. Does anyone see anything in the
chart that we should ask her before a standard physical? Any
sources of concern?"

There was the sound of rustling paper as everybody
looked down at the clipboards in their hands.

One hand went up in the back.

"Yes," Dr. Loyola said, nodding in their
direction.

"She said she suffered from frequent anxiety last
visit," a man's voice observed. "We should ask her if she's still
having trouble with that."

"Good. It's important to monitor that sort of thing.
Patients won't always bring chronic health issues up after a first
time. So, Megan, are you still struggling with that problem?"

I blushed a little. I hadn't expected this to be
personal. Those were my real medical records. I thought I was going
to be an actor or something. "Ah, it's gotten a lot better,
actually," I said.

The doctor nodded in satisfaction. "I'm very glad to
hear that. If it starts to become a problem again, please do bring
it up with your regular physician or a school counselor. There are
many ways to get help and it's a common problem in people your
age." He turned back to the class. "Anything else?"

After a long silence, a guy in the front put his
hand up. Dr. Loyala pointed and nodded. "Go ahead, Christian."

He cleared his throat. "By nineteen she should have
a regular gynecologist. It doesn't say anything here about her ever
having been seen by one."

Dr. Loyala peered down at his own copy, nodding.
"Good catch," he complimented. "That's likely an omission in the
record, but it's good to double check. Who is your gynecologist,
Megan?"

"Ah," I stammered, very unenthusiastic that this was
suddenly a topic of conversation. "I don't have one."

He looked at me in surprise. "You've never been seen
by one?"

I shook my head, my blush deepening. Did we really
have to talk about this now? I was just uncomfortable with the idea
of getting put in a big stirrup contraption and having a stranger
stick things up inside me. Was that so strange?

Of all the ways for me to get chided for that little
bit of timid negligence, this was much worse than anything I had
ever worried about. They were all looking at me. My face reddened
further.

"Well, that's certainly something that needed
bringing up, then," Dr. Loyola said. "Thank you, Christian. We
should be able to do some remedial work on that score after the
initial physical. Does anyone have anything else?"

He looked around, but no one was putting out any
answers.

"Alright, then. We'll get started. Would anyone like
to take her pulse and blood pressure?"

One of the cute guys I had first noticed when they
all came in raised his hand. My stomach bunched up in an excited
but self-conscious knot.

"Yes, Michael, why don't you show us how it's done,"
Dr. Loyola called on him. "Come on up and introduce yourself to
your patient. The very first job of any physician is to establish
trust with his or her patient. The doctor patient relationship
can't be emphasized enough."

I watched shyly as Michael made his way forward. He
had a good, strong face with short brown hair and light blue eyes.
He was also really well-built, with thick shoulders and chest. I
tried not to ogle too obviously as he came up beside me, but it was
certainly an unwelcome little reminder how long it had really been
since I was last on a date.

"Hi, Megan," he introduced himself. "I'm Michael.
I'm going to take your blood pressure, if that's alright."

I nodded mutely, trying to smile naturally and
subconsciously putting up a hand to toy with a lock of my hair.

"Why don't you scoot on up on that table for me," he
said, indicating the exam table behind me. "This might feel tight,
but that's normal. Let me know if it starts to hurt."

I lifted myself up onto the table obligingly and
held out my arm for him.

Dr. Loyola handed him an armband and pump, and
Michael leaned forward to strap it around my right arm, just above
the elbow. The touch of his fingers sent little thrills up my arm
and set my heart racing. The faint scent of his strong, masculine
body was infusing the air I was breathing in as I tried to appear
calm. His forearm brushed my breast and a hot, eager feeling filled
my chest. Immediately, there was a wet release deep inside in me.
Fuck, I thought, closing my eyes for a moment. This would be bad
enough if it were just me and him, but instead I had another ten
pairs of eyes watching me as I fought not to get turned on by a
cute older guy taking my blood pressure.

He stepped back and filled the armband with the pump
in his hand. It got tighter and tighter until it felt like my arm
was going to pop. He bent forward and examined the number and
scribbled it down.

"Hmm," Dr. Loyola said, peering over his shoulder,
"that seems a bit elevated. That's why we always take the pulse
with the blood pressure. An elevated heartbeat can make it look
like a healthy patient has an unhealthy blood pressure."

Michael released the armband and set it down next to
me. He pulled out a watch and put his hand out to my throat. After
a very confused moment, I realized he was taking my pulse and
lifted my head obligingly to give him better access. His fingers
were rough and firm pressing against my soft, trembling throat.

I struggled to stay as still as possible, obedient
to what he needed me to do even as my body throbbed in disobedient
excitement beneath his touch. I stared openly at his expression of
concentration as he felt the pounding of my heart beneath his
finger. Calm down, I told myself, but my heart only beat faster and
faster. It was like my body was trying to hold his attention,
communicate to him the last thing in the world I wanted him to know
...

After what felt like an hour, he took his hand away.
"I timed it at 135," he said a little uncertainly. "Are you
alright, Megan?"

"Ah, yes," I said in a sort of strained voice.
"Sorry. I guess I'm just a little nervous."

He put a comforting hand on my arm, accomplishing
exactly the opposite of calming me down. "Don't be. Everything's
going to be just fine, okay?"

I nodded.

"Should I be worried, Dr. Loyola?" Michael asked,
turning to his instructor.

Dr. Loyola was looking at me with an expression of
amused recognition, obviously more perceptive than his student.
"I'd say we can move along, Michael. I think you're just having a
bit of an effect on the young lady."

A couple titters went through the group of students
and my cheeks felt like they were going to burn off.
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