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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, handsome
older doctors and an untouched younger patient, medical
examination, multiple partners and rough group sex, dominance and
submissiveness. All characters are 18 or older.









When college-bound Katie
Essex makes an appointment for a medical check-up at a teaching
clinic to save money, she doesn't realize she's
volunteering her body as a teaching subject for a host of handsome
young doctors in training.


It's demeaning, humiliating, and
incredibly arousing. If only it weren't so obvious to
the young,
well-hung doctors in the room how much the inexperienced young woman's
untouched body is responding to this new attention.









Preview

I peaked up between my spread legs to see four men
filing into the room. They were all much younger than Dr. Nelson,
probably not more than 25, and they all fell silent as they turned
to see me, the naked, flushed girl spread open for them on the exam
table.

"Alright, is everybody here? That's all four of you?
Good. This won't be a long demonstration, but I just want you all
to be familiar with something you'll encounter from time to time
when working with female patients, particularly younger ones like
Miss Essex here. Gather around. Can everybody see?"

There was a shuffling of feet and then a general
murmuring.

I closed my eyes again, the feeling of being on
display was sudden and unwelcome now as I lay there at my most
vulnerable, my head clouded and my body hot and throbbing.

"You will all notice this young lady is quite
excited. Does everyone see? She's become increasingly aroused over
the course of a simple physical exam." I felt his hand on my inner
thigh again, indicating my wet pussy to the newcomers.

"This is something that can happen from time to
time, particularly in the sexually frustrated or inexperienced. Are
you sexually inexperienced, Katie?"

I screwed my eyes shut and tried to focus on the
question. "I - what, doctor?"

His finger brushed my folds, almost teasingly. "Are
you a virgin?"

"Oh," I moaned. "Yes. I'm - yes."

"Not surprising," he said. "This is a particularly
extreme case, which is why I wanted to be sure you were all
familiar with the situation. The swelling and wetness can appear to
indicate other conditions that are simply explained by a patient's
intense arousal.
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Spread for the Doctors

 


The clock on the wall ticked nine, the time of my
appointment, and I shifted a little in my seat, trying to find a
different position.

The warm, empty sensation between my legs was still
there. I had woken up this morning in the middle of a very intense
dream. There had been hands on me, strong and moving over me in a
sort of possessive, exploratory way. I didn't know whether I wanted
them there or not, only that they made me feel very good and very
excited. And then I had woken up.

Now I couldn't seem to get rid of this needy sort of
itch between my legs. It was like I had to concentrate on not
touching myself there, though of course I knew I wasn't supposed to
be having those kinds of thoughts and did my best to keep them out
of my head.

I got these moods sometimes, but today of all days
seemed like really bad timing. I imagined the doctor looking at me
and asking me what was wrong and if I was comfortable and all of
that, and me just shaking my head, hoping he couldn't tell what I
was feeling.

The second-floor waiting room at the Garnby Clinic
was small and a lot more intimate than I had expected. There were
only about seven chairs, and all of them were empty except for me.
The lighting was kind of soft and relaxing, and the blonde woman at
the reception desk had seemed really nice when I had come in. I was
still on edge, but I was starting to get a small hope that this
wasn't going to be as bad as I had been worried it would be.

I had been nervous about this check-up ever since I
had been told by university admissions that I needed to get one. I
had visions in my head of bright white lights and being prodded and
poked like I was a farm animal with a bad foot. The fact that I
only had enough money for an appointment at this teaching clinic
made it even worse, but now that I was here I was starting to feel
a little bit better.

I was too distracted to read all the legal mumbo
jumbo in the "Teaching Facility Release Form," so I just scribbled
my signature and gave it to the receptionist before retreating back
to the chair in the corner, legs crossed and my hands nervously
smoothing my skirt.

"Katherine Essex?"

I looked up to see a new nurse looking in from the
corridor beyond the reception desk.

"Yeah," I said, standing up stiffly.

"Come with me please."

I grabbed my bag and followed her down the hallway.
She was a small blonde woman with a stiff walk and a clipboard
clasped to her breast.

"In here," she said, stopping and gesturing into a
small exam room. "Go ahead and get changed. Your primary doctor
will be here soon."

"Thanks," I said, stepping inside and looking around
dubiously. "You mean into that?" I pointed at the small piece of
folded cloth on the exam table.

"Of course," she said brusquely, and closed the door
behind me.

I looked around at the small room: white walls, a
high rubber-cushioned table, and a set of cabinets in one corner.
Footsteps passed by in the hallway, coming and going. It felt
awfully in the middle of things. Weren't exam rooms usually a lot
more private?

I went over to the table and picked up the folded
medical gown I had pointed to. It was flimsy and thin and didn't
look like it would reach my knees. This was what I was supposed to
have on?

Reluctantly, I started to change.

It felt very odd to find myself standing in nothing
but a bra and panties in a strange building, with strangers passing
back and forth beyond an unlocked door. I half expected someone to
come bursting through the door and see me like this, just to add to
my discomfort, but I managed to wriggle into the paper gown without
incident.

But not a moment too soon.

There was a click and I spun, pulling down the
bottom of the dress instinctively.

A man in a white labcoat pushed his way into the
room. His hair was a sort of light auburn and he looked to be maybe
in his mid-thirties. A bit of stubble covered part of a handsome,
strong face that flashed me a friendly smile as he swung the door
closed behind him.

"Good morning, Ms. Essex, how are we doing?"

I tried to swallow the dryness out of my throat as I
looked at him. He was the kind of attractive slightly older man I
would be much too shy to talk to if I passed him in the street. "Al
- Alright," I stammered.

"I'm Dr. Nelson," he introduced himself. "And I
understand you're here for a check-up, is that right?"

I nodded.

"Excellent. Very excellent. Have you ever had an
appointment at a teaching clinic before?"

I shook my head.

"Well coming here really isn't so different from any
other doctor you might see. The main thing is being sure you're
happy, healthy, and doing well. We rotate a few medical school
students and interns through to let them get experience with live
patients, but that's not anything to worry about. They're
well-trained and supervised every step of the way. Do you have any
questions for me before we get started?"

I shook my head, feeling relieved. So it sounded
like sometimes doctors were giving exams and sometimes students
supervised by doctors gave exams and I had lucked out. Or did he
mean something else?

But already, he was moving on. He looked over some
papers on a clipboard in front of him and asked me a few questions
about my medical history. Yes, I was 18. Yes, I had been vaccinated
for this and that. No, I hadn't been experiencing any chest or
breathing problems.

"Excellent," he said after a few more questions.
"We're off to a very good start. Why don't you hop up on the table
behind you and I'll take a look at a few things."

I did as I was told, keeping my legs tight together
under the very short medical gown and noting as I did so that the
hot, eager feeling of the morning wasn't going away.

He came to stand next to me, his eyes running over
me with a curious, evaluatory expression that made me feel very
strange and on display. I felt very much under his power as he
looked down at me, like I had wandered into his domain and now I
had to accept whatever came of it.

His face didn't suggest any of that, though. His
eyes just ran over me in a smooth, unhurried evaluation.

He took a stethoscope from around his neck and put
it into his ears. "I'll listen to your breathing, first," he said.
"Just breathe deeply for me and try to relax."

I was very much not relaxed, but I tried to do as he
said. I closed my eyes and took in a long, slow breath.

I jumped as his hand first touched me. He took the
back of the neck of the medical gown and opened it slightly along
the back slit. His other hand came to rest on my knee as he leaned
over me and slid the disc of the stethoscope a few inches down my
back.

The sense of his nearness was suddenly intoxicating.
The scent of his body, heavy and masculine and with the faintest
whiff of his sweat reached my nostrils and made everything else
about the circumstances drop out of my head. All I could understand
about what was going on was that a strange, powerful, handsome
older man was bending over me, his hands on me in two places. It
was paralyzing and exhilarating and thrilling in every way it
shouldn't have been.

I was always so careful to avoid thoughts I wasn't
supposed to have. I was too young to be thinking about marriage,
and ... but somehow this didn't seem to have anything to do with
that. I tried to pull myself back from that sudden awareness - that
intense sense of closeness - but it was like trying to forget I was
on fire. The hot feeling between my legs was wet. I was wet.

I felt the cool metal of the stethoscope press
against my skin. I thought it was going to push inside me.

I was certain I was being transparent. Everything
the doctor could see or hear or feel of me seemed like it was
guaranteed to tell him everything I was feeling and thinking ...
everything I shouldn't have been feeling and thinking.

"Deeper breaths for me, Katie, alright?" he
chided.

I did my best to obey, my face turning a deeper and
deeper red as my inability to comply seemed to build into some
terrible evidence against me. This was all just so new and exciting
and terribly forbidden. For the first time it really struck me how
strange it was that doctors were allowed to do this, just take
women into their exam rooms and touch them and look at them like
this.

After a few moments that were both the shortest and
longest of my life, the doctor stepped back and brought the
stethoscope back to his shoulders.

He looked at me speculatively, and I felt myself
blushing even deeper as he looked at me.

"Is everything alright, doctor?" I asked in a sort
of squeaky voice.

"Yes, very alright," he said. "I'll need to check
your physical responses now."

The phrase seemed to have a dangerous sound to it,
like he was going to do things to me, but he reached into his lab
coat and pulled out one of those little rubber mallets that doctors
carry.

"Now try to relax and dangle your legs off the
table," he instructed, moving forward and placing one hand on my
thigh above the knee.

I sucked in a breath in spite of myself as I felt
the slightly rough sensation of his large, strong hand on my thigh.
It rested against my soft, sensitive skin, up on my leg where a man
had never touched me, and made me feel very small and delicate and
very much under his control.

He took the little mallet in his hand and tapped me
sharply on the knee. My leg kicked out in automatic response, and
he nodded before repeating the process on my other leg. Every
muscle in my body was tense, as I'm sure he could feel under his
fingers, but he didn't remind me to relax again.

When he had finished, the memory of his touch left a
slight tingling sensation on each of my thighs.

"Have you ever had a breast exam?" he asked me.

"A what?" I asked, forgetting the feeling in my
thighs in an instant.

"A breast exam. Have you ever been checked or
checked yourself?"

I looked at him and then down at myself. Helpless, I
shook my head.

"Alright," he said, "then I want you to pay very
close attention as I do this. It's something you can do yourself
from time to time, and should do."

Mutely, I nodded.

As though oblivious to my sudden and intense
mortification, he reached up to untie the strings holding up the
top of my medical gown. The thin garment fell from my shoulders and
gathered on my lap, exposing my pink cotton bra.

He reached farther around behind me, intensifying my
sense of closeness and chagrin at my state of undress, and
unclasped my bra as well.

Helpless to protest or object, I watched the bra
slip from me, the straps sliding down my limp arms, and baring my
breasts

to the cool air of the room and his unabashed
gaze.

He took the bra from my lap and set it aside on the
exam table. I watched him move it out of reach as though a lifeline
were being pulled out of the water. I turned up to look at him, my
body a mass of mixed emotions, forbidden excitement and impotent
embarrassment fought inside me. There was something undeniably
exciting about being unclothed by him.

But I didn't have time to dwell on it. His hands
moved to take my suddenly naked body, cupping my breasts and
starting to massage them slowly. A gasp caught in my throat as a
sensation of intense pleasure coursed through me, a thousand times
more powerful than I could have expected. I could feel my nipples
stiffening against his palms. The wetness between my legs was
growing.

I bit back a moan. God, his touch felt good. I
shouldn't be enjoying it. Loud parts of me were telling me how
wrong it was to enjoy this, but the delight was irresistible. His
fingers kneaded and massaged at me. I felt like a collection of
parts, and he was toying with each one in turn, and all I could do
was let my eyes fall closed and try to hide my intense enjoyment. I
was almost giddy.

My eyes were still closed when his hands went away.
I let out a quiet, helpless moan and pressed my own hand to my
breast, relishing the lingering thrill and completely forgetting
where I was.

My eyes flew open and my hand shot back to the exam
table, my blush redoubling as I looked up at him. I coughed
embarrassedly and looked away as soon as our eyes brushed. His
looked seemed a little knowing and not as detached as it had been
before.

I could feel him watching me as I stared at the
floor. "I'm sorry, doctor," I said. "I've just been feeling strange
all morning."

"That's alright," he assured me. "It's a perfectly
natural response from a sexually mature young woman like yourself.
It's an encouraging sign. It's an indicator of good health."

I was looking down at myself as his hands moved back
into position, although this time only exploring my nipples. He
rubbed and caressed them, and they stood up dutifully and eagerly
under his attentions. And then his hands were gone again.

"Healthy response to stimulation," he noted,
scribbling in his keyboard. "And now the rest of the gown will have
to come off. Would you stand up please?"

"What?" I yelped.

He looked at me with puzzlement. "Well, it's hard to
do a physical if the body in question is covered, isn't it, Miss
Essex?"

I blushed, both at the instruction and my own
inappropriate response to it. "Sorry, doctor," I apologized.

"You're just not used to all the excitement," he
said with a knowing smile. "Don't apologize. I'm a professional,
and we're not doing anything here I haven't done many times before.
Just try to relax and not worry so much. This is all perfectly
normal."

"Sorry, doctor," I said again. I felt just a little
bit better, but this was all still terribly wrong. I wasn't
supposed to be letting him do this, or I wasn't supposed to be
enjoying it, or something.

I stood up and let him remove the rest of the
medical gown. He laid it on the exam table. His hand brushed my
side. I put my hands out to his shoulders to steady myself as he
hooked his fingers into the waistband of my panties and lowered
them down my legs.

I stood before him, shivering slightly and fighting
the urge to cover my nakedness as I stood in front of this older,
handsome man.

He indicated for me to slip back onto the exam table
and I obeyed. The rubber was cool and smooth against my skin.

He pushed me back slightly with a hand to my
shoulder and helped me lift my legs up so that my feet rested on
the edge of the table and my legs were spread and bent at the
knees.

His hand probed down along my thigh, getting close
to that hot, uncomfortable feeling of need that I had been fighting
all morning. God, I had never thought it would be like this.

I was quivering as his hand moved over my hot skin.
My chest was heaving as I felt him explore my body.

He brushed my inner thighs and I felt my body
respond. God was I wet. I had never been this wet in my life. Why
now?

His fingers brushed over my folds and a gasp escaped
from my throat. The contact became solid. He was running a finger
between my swollen, sensitive lips. God, the sensation of his
closeness was too much. He was touching me so very close to ...

And then his thumb brushed the opening itself. My
body arched involuntarily as every fiber of my being demanded him
inside of me.

My eyes flew open. My hands were balled into fists.
I needed to think about anything but how much I wanted ... about
anything but these wrong thoughts.

I drew a shuddering breath. It didn't help.

"You're having trouble relaxing," I heard Dr. Nelson
say.

"Sorry, doctor," I breathed. "I'm not - I" but it
was impossible to think straight. Why was he talking to me like
this while his fingers were still ...

"This would be a useful teaching opportunity," he
said, as though mostly to himself. And then his touch was gone.

I stared up at the ceiling, trying to collect
myself. The opportunity to try to regain my wits was both welcome
and unwelcome. The need to feel something inside of me was almost
overwhelming.

"Yes, if you'd have the B group come down for a few
minutes. Right. Exam room 219. Thank you."

I wasn't really paying attention. I was laying back
on the exam table, more or less surrendering to the intense sexual
needs swirling in my head. I rubbed at myself placatingly. It felt
good, very good, to touch myself like that, but it wasn't
everything I wanted.

"Let's try to hold off on that, Katie," Dr. Nelson
said, coming back over to me.

"Oh, sorry, doctor," I said, pulling my hand away
apologetically. "I didn't mean to."

 

"I understand," he said, "but try to be a good girl
for me for just a few more minutes."

I let out a long breath and tried to exercise
self-control.

Footsteps sounded in the hall. The door swung open,
and several hushed voices were sounding in the small room.

I peaked up between my spread legs to see four men
filing into the room. They were all much younger than Dr. Nelson,
probably not more than 25, and they all fell silent as they turned
to see me, the naked, flushed girl spread open for them on the exam
table.

"Alright, is everybody here? That's all four of you?
Good. This won't be a long demonstration, but I just want you all
to be familiar with something you'll encounter from time to time
when working with female patients, particularly younger ones like
Miss Essex here. Gather around. Can everybody see?"

There was a shuffling of feet and then a general
murmuring.

I closed my eyes again, the feeling of being on
display was sudden and unwelcome now as I lay there at my most
vulnerable, my head clouded and my body hot and throbbing.

"You will all notice this young lady is quite
excited. Does everyone see? She's become increasingly aroused over
the course of a simple physical exam." I felt his hand on my inner
thigh again, indicating my wet pussy to the newcomers.

"This is something that can happen from time to
time, particularly in the sexually frustrated or inexperienced. Are
you sexually inexperienced, Katie?"

I screwed my eyes shut and tried to focus on the
question. "I - what, doctor?"

His finger brushed my folds, almost teasingly. "Are
you a virgin?"

"Oh," I moaned. "Yes. I'm - yes."

"Not surprising," he said. "This is a particularly
extreme case, which is why I wanted to be sure you were all
familiar with the situation. The swelling and wetness can appear to
indicate other conditions that are simply explained by a patient's
intense arousal. You can see the engorged, red lips of her pussy
and the wetness of her groin and thighs. She's clearly been very
wet for quite a few minutes for it to be this obvious
externally."

There was a murmuring of several male voices. The
sense of exposure and objectification was intensifying. In spite of
myself, I felt myself responding positively to this sort of
degrading position. The sense of five sets of male eyes on me,
talking about my most intimate parts, burrowed into me and
increased that delicious, forbidden sensation inside me.

"This is something that most often happens during
pelvic exams," Dr. Nelson was saying. "In such occasions, inducing
an orgasm is common. Don't be afraid of doing so. The important
thing is assessing the patient. It's certainly no time to be
squeamish or modest. Miss Essex has entrusted us with ensuring her
good health, and so we can't be afraid to perform the exam,
regardless of its effects on this nice young lady. Do you all
understand?"

Again there was a murmur of agreement.

"Oh, fuck!" I moaned before I could help myself. Dr.
Nelson's hand pressed against me and two of his fingers curled
against my hole, pressing slowly. The feeling of something,
anything, inside of me, was the most intensely satisfying thing I
had ever felt in my life.

Slowly, he pushed in, probing and exploratory.

I let out an explosive breath. My hips were rotating
to press my groin into his hand. God this felt good. Each passing
moment felt better and better. There was a feeling of building
excitement and pleasure deep inside me.

It was a moment before it happened that I realized
what was going on. A desperate moan escaped my lips. I could feel
it about to happen. It was coming. I was coming.

"Oh God!" I gasped as hot ecstasy poured through my
body. My body clenched around him, almost painfully tight, and then
released into an ocean of bliss. I collapsed back against the
table, physical joy filling my body. I could hear my own yells
bouncing back off the pristine walls of the exam room.

Slowly, the intense sensation faded. I felt Dr.
Nelson's fingers slip from inside of me. I squeezed my thighs
together in helpless satisfaction as the sensations slowly cooled
into a warm glow.

From somewhere very far away, the phone rang. I
heard Dr. Nelson go over to it and pick it up. "Alright. I'll right
there." The receiver clicked down.

"Okay guys, I have to run upstairs to help one of
the other groups. Finish up with Katie here and then leave her
chart with Nurse Clayborne, alright?"

I struggled to rise up onto my elbows as I watched
in amazement as Dr. Nelson pushed his way out the door.

Slowly, I turned to face the newcomers. I had barely
been able to register their presence earlier, but the release of
orgasm had slightly cleared my head. I was suddenly intensely aware
that I was here, naked, wet, and alone in a room of four very
attractive young doctors, and they were all looking at me with
undisguised looks on their faces.

"Katie, wasn't it?" one of them said. He had dark
hair and broad shoulders. His eyes lingered on me as he moved
forward. "That was quite a show, Katie."

I looked up at him, struggling to find something to
say.

"Was that really your first time getting touched by
a man like that?" he asked curiously.

Shyly, I nodded.

"What an amazing thing," he murmured to himself.
"You know what else can feel even better, right?"

"I should -" I started to say in a very weak
voice.

He put a hand out and rested it lightly on my inner
thigh. "She's trembling just a little," he said in surprise. "Are
you nervous?"

I nodded.

"Did you like what just happened?"

Shyly, I nodded again.

"Do you want to feel something even better?"

I looked at him, unsure of what to say.

Casually, his thumb brushed between my legs. All the
wet, eager need came flooding back into me as though one orgasm
hadn't been nearly enough. The sensation of these young, handsome
doctors looking at me had me back at a simmer almost immediately,
and all the forbidden, wrong thoughts returned a thousand fold.
This wasn't over. It wasn't over. The thought was so welcome and
excited that it surprised me.

And he could read my face - or my body - like a
book. "I think you do," he murmured. "Isn't that right?"

I closed my eyes and bit my lip, trying to convince
myself so that I could convince him.

"It is, isn't it?"

My eyes still closed, I gave the only answer I
could. I nodded.

A gasp burst from my chest as he stroked me
encouragingly. "That's it," he said. "Let's all have a little
fun."

In a movement, he pulled his shirt away and tossed
it behind him. There was a rustling among the other men and they
seemed to draw closer.

The dark-haired one took my thighs in his hands and
drew my hips to the edge of the table. His hand went to his belt
and I saw a swelling shape in his pants.

He opened the belt and let the pants slide down. I
watched him, transfixed with need and disbelief as he let his
thick, swelling cock push into view.

He stepped forward to bring his groin against mine,
sliding the hard, hot shape against my lips with tantalizing
slowness.

"You want this inside of you, don't you?" he
asked.

I could only moan in response. God, was he toying
with me after everything else?

But after a few more terrible, desperate moments, I
felt his tip at my entrance. He slid in, stretching my tight hole
wider to accommodate.

"God," I gasped, ushering him inside me and wrapping
my legs around his waist. The feeling of fullness was
indescribable. I could feel the pulse as hot blood continued to
pump into his cock, swelling him inside me until he felt so huge I
couldn't believe I could take him.

"Fuck are you tight," he grunted in deep
satisfaction. His grip on my thighs became stronger and he started
to move in and out, slowly at first but quickening rapidly. God, it
felt incredible. Every tiniest sensation of friction between our
bodies seemed directly wired to my brain. I couldn't keep quiet. It
was like he was fucking sounds out of me with every little
movement. My legs clenched around him as he bounced me forward and
back across the table. My heels felt at his tight, firm ass. I put
my hands to my tits as they bounced in rhythm.

He became more and more intense and frenzied. I
thought he must be close to coming, because he was going so hard
and fast, but it just continued to intensify. It was almost more
than I could take. And then, right when it really was starting to
become too much, he grabbed me and pushed himself so deep into me I
thought I would scream.

His cock swelled and pumped several huge spurts of
his hot liquid deep, deep into me. My body exploded, clenching
around him in indescribably ecstasy and pulling at his cock as it
filled me. The world disappeared and nothing of me existed but the
part being filled by him.

Still wrapped up in the sensations of climax, I felt
a hand spank my ass. "That's a good girl," he muttered, and then
his cock was pulling out of me. I clutched at him blindly, but he
moved out of reach.

But I shouldn't have fought. A new body was moving
to take his place. Two new bodies.

Hands took me and sat me up. One of the other
doctors sat beside me, his pants down and his long, hard cock
standing up from his lap. Other hands took me under the arms and
lifted me and slowly started to lower me onto him.

I realized a moment before it started what was about
to happen. His cock pushed at my tight asshole. He gave me a second
to try to accommodate him and then he was pushing into me. My body
had no choice but to take him in, big and long, as he pulled me
back onto his lap. The sense of powerlessness and invasion was
overwhelming as he lay back and pulled me in top of him to give one
of the other doctors access to my pussy.

One of them moved forward to take the opportunity,
and I let out a shrill yell as I felt myself being stuffed tighter
than I could have ever thought possible. It felt like I was going
to be split open. "Oh God," I moaned.

They began to fuck me in tandem, sliding me and
jostling me as they drove their cocks deep inside. The intensity of
it all was too much, and I lost track of myself and everything
around me as I was drilled by the two aggressive men, intent on
plunging as deep into me as possible.

I orgasmed again, without breath or a grip on
anything, just flopping on top of them as their hands held me
between them. One after the other they pumped their loads into my
grateful but overworked body. The last man and the first one took
their place and it started all over again.

By the time they led me slide sideways, exhausted
and spent, over onto the exam table beneath me, I was drained and
exhausted. But I still protested weakly as they moved away, taking
with them something that I had never know could feel so good was
leaving.

I curled up, running my hands over myself, trying to
come to terms with the way my body had responded to the rough
handling of the doctors. I looked up at a hand on my side to see
the doctor with dark hair reach down and kiss my shoulder.

I smiled at him and laid out an arm, inviting him to
sit next to me on the table.

He joined me, running a thoughtful hand through my
hair as the others filed out.

"I don't think that was standard procedure," I
murmured.

He let out a slow breath with a laugh and kissed my
shoulder again. "You looked like you wouldn't mind it becoming
standard."

I scrunched up my face thoughtfully, playing with
the hair on his arm. "That would be a bit much every day," I mused.
"But maybe just one sometimes. Does it always feel that good?"

"It can feel even better," he assured me.
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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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