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            Andrew walked across the office to where Molly was sitting and stood behind her, resting his large hand on her petite shoulder.

“Molly,” he said, his voice stern and serious, “we need to have a talk about what just happened.”

Molly looked up at him with wide eyes. “What do you mean, Dr. Harrington?” she mewled, her lip quivering.

“I was listening to that call, Molly. I’m not happy with what I heard.”

Molly looked down at the carpet, and Andrew reached out and grabbed her chin, pulling her face toward him. His touch with firm, but his movement tender, being careful not to jerk her head around. “Look at me when I’m speaking to you, young lady,” he scolded.

Molly struggled to maintain eye contact, her face growing pink with embarrassment and shame.

“How many times have I spoken to you about being calm and respectful when dealing with the people we work with?”

Molly shrugged her shoulders slightly, attempting nonchalance. “A couple, I guess.”

“A couple, you guess?” Andrew repeated. “Molly, we’ve talked about this time and time again. I stressed this to you when I first hired you, didn’t I? That you were turning over a new leaf and starting new behaviors?”

Molly nodded. Andrew let go of her chin, admiring the way she blushed and curled her face against her shoulder in shyness.

“I’ve come to the point where I’ve considered firing you,” Andrew admitted.

For a second, Molly’s face looked ashen. He quickly continued.

“I’m not going to do that. I care about you, and I’m not going to let you continue to go from place to place, making one mess after another. This stops now, Molly.” His voice was low and undeniably serious.

Molly played with the hem of her skirt nervously. “Okay, in the future I’ll be more careful. Just give me another chance,” she begged. “I was only trying to help! He wanted me to bend the rules for him and I was trying to stand up for you!”

Andrew shook his head. “What I’m going to give you is something that you richly need in your life, little girl. That’s discipline.”

Molly tilted her head a little in confusion.

“Everyone else has gone home for the day,” Andrew reminded her, thinking that she needed this information to make her feel a bit calmer about what was going to happen next. “You and I are going to stay a little bit later and take care of this.”

“I don’t understand what you mean, sir,” she whimpered, still avoiding eye contact with the doctor.

Andrew had to hold back a smile. He was glad to see that she was recognizing his authority. He wondered if it had been a conscious choice or if it had just slipped out, but he hadn’t heard her call him ‘sir’ in what felt like ages.

“Stand up,” he ordered. Molly stood, seeming like she had trouble balancing on her own two feet. Nervous little Molly reminded Andrew of a baby deer sometimes. She had the potential of grace, but her body just never moved exactly the way it should and she often teetered around in a way that he found endearing.

Andrew took a minute to inspect her. She was wearing a badly wrinkled blue and pink striped blouse that was messily tucked into her knee-length black skirt. Her legs were bare and she was wearing her old, scuffed flats. Her hair had been messily tied back, and her face looked slightly shiny. She was probably sweating a little with nervousness. He couldn’t help noticing, despite the seriousness of the situation, how strikingly pretty Molly was. The usual word he used to describe her was ‘cute,’ with her button nose and her clumsy mannerisms. Still, her dark eyes were captivating and her features had a doll-like beauty to them. “Don’t move,” he told her.

Andrew walked out of the reception office and into the waiting room. He double-checked that the main door to the medical suite was locked, then grabbed one of the straight-backed chairs and carried it into the room where Molly stood, waiting. She was twirling her hair in her fingers anxiously. Andrew wondered if she had figured out what was going to happen to her next. He decided to fill her in.

“You’ve been behaving like a naughty little girl, not a proper young lady, haven’t you?” he asked.

Molly seemed to be incapable of speaking and simply nodded slowly.

“Do you know what happens to little girls who don’t behave themselves? Who don’t listen to what they’re told to do? Who break rules and treat people with disrespect?” he asked.

Molly shrugged, still muted by her fear.

Andrew sat down in the chair, making sure that he was comfortable. “They get spanked.”

“Spanked?!” Molly cried out. “You can’t possibly mean that!”

“Oh, I mean it, young lady. I’m going to turn you across my lap and give you a spanking on your bare bottom.”

The girl turned brighter and brighter red. “But, Dr. Harrington, I’ve never been spanked before!”

“Yes, that’s clear to me from your behavior. It’s time we changed that. Come here.” He beckoned to her with his finger.

Molly inched her way over, dragging her feet across the blue office carpet as she did. She stopped about two feet away from Andrew. Having had enough of this, he reached out and grabbed her by the arm, forcefully pulling her over his lap. She let out a gasp.

“This is the position that you’ll find yourself in every single time you disobey me in the future. That’s the only way this is going to work, and I think you’ll see that it’s going to work well,” he told her.

Much to Andrew’s surprise, she didn’t struggle much. Instead, she adjusted herself, almost snuggling into his lap as she lay with her toes just touching the floor and her hands supporting her upper body.

“Now,” Andrew told her. “I want you to ask me to lift your skirt and pull down your panties so I can give you a bare bottom spanking.”

He could feel Molly trembling over his lap. In all honesty, he was trembling, too, although he tried to hide it. He couldn’t believe that this was real. He was really doing this, and she was really letting him.

“Do I really have to ask?” she managed to get out, her voice cracking.

Andrew forced himself to remain the calm and collected authority figure that he realized the young girl needed him to be. “Yes. Ask me for it and tell me you deserve it.”

Molly lay still for another few moments, presumably building up the courage to speak. Finally, she let out: “Dr. Harrington, will you please lift my skirt and pull down my panties and… spank me?” The word ‘spank’ had been almost inaudible.

“And how will I spank you, Molly? Andrew prompted.

“On… on my… on my bare bottom,” she whispered.

“And why?”

Molly twitched and shuddered. “Because I deserve it, sir. For being a naughty little girl.”

Andrew felt satisfied by this. Not only was Molly listening to him, but she seemed to be accepting what he was doing very well. He had expected that he would have to practically chase her around the office to get her to take her spanking, and he had been prepared to do that, but this was much… nicer.

He felt exhilarated by his current position, but also filled with care and affection toward Molly. Lifting her rumpled skirt, he took a moment to look at her panties. They were soft cotton with butterflies printed on them and a narrow strip of lace trim at the top. They were childish and sweet-looking: the kind of panties that he always expected he would lift a naughty girl’s skirt to find. This felt very right. It was almost a shame to pull them down and expose her bottom.

Almost. Andrew had a task to accomplish, and he was going to do it properly. He hooked his fingers in the edges of Molly’s panties and slowly rolled them off her bottom. They turned inside out as they went down and he couldn’t help but notice that the gusset was glistening with wetness. He smiled to himself.
Good,
he thought.
I’m not the only one showing signs of arousal from this.
His cock was hard as could be, and he had been somewhat worried that Molly would be able to feel it while lying over his lap. It didn’t matter that he was enjoying the sight of Molly’s naked butt, or that he had been fantasizing about spanking her ever since he first laid eyes on her. This was serious, and he was going to make sure that she knew that.

“How does it feel to have your bottom bared and exposed for punishment, little girl?” he asked. He could hardly hear Molly’s response.

“I’ve never felt so embarrassed.”

“Good. You should feel embarrassed after behaving the way that you did.”

Andrew placed his hand on Molly’s round, pert bottom cheek. Then, he raised it and landed it with a sharp smack. Molly bucked forward on his lap. He immediately repeated the action, slapping her crisply on the other cheek. He gave her a moment to let the fact that she was really getting a spanking sink in as he watched the lightest pink flush rise on her bottom, sensitive and responsive to its first attentions of this kind. Then he raised his hand again and began to spank with a quick tempo. Molly immediately began to squirm.

“I’m disappointed in the way that you behaved today,” Andrew scolded. “I know that a smart and caring girl like you is capable of making better decisions than that.” Molly thrashed and kicked as he continued to spank without lessening the pace. The palm of his hand began to sting a little, but he didn’t care. If anything, he started to spank harder, feeling the momentum grow.

“Owwwwwwwwww!” Molly cried, wiggling and struggling. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

“You’re well on your way to being sorry,” Andrew told her, enjoying the redness that was growing on her cheeks. “I’m just getting started. I’m going to see to it that you really learn what you need to.” He continued to smack her bottom without giving her any break, hoping to build the sting to the point where it was overwhelming. Molly was obviously approaching that point, as she threw one of her hands back to protect her bottom.

“Please, Dr. Harrington! This hurts!”

Andrew grabbed her hand, holding it away from her bottom in his left hand with firm grip and began to spank even harder, focusing stinging swats on the undersides of her bottom, where she’d eventually have to sit. Molly let him hold her hand away and didn’t resist anymore, but he continued to smack that sensitive area, the slaps resonating throughout the office. Soon, he heard sniffles coming from the girl over his lap.

“I can tell you’re starting to learn your lesson, Molly. That’s good. That doesn’t mean I’m going to stop, though.”

Soon, Molly was crying outright, her complaints having turned to sobs. She heaved and wailed over his lap as he colored every inch of her bottom bright red, the places that he had focused on looking even redder. She had stopped supporting herself and was just lying over his lap, the fight gone out of her. Something about her crying, her helplessness, and the way that she had given over to the spanking made Andrew feel even more aroused than he had before. He gave her a final volley of smacks, each one harder than the last. Molly’s crying intensified, and she shook as she wept over his lap.

Finally satisfied that she had learned a lesson, Andrew rested his hand against her bottom. “Shhhh,” he whispered. “It’s all over, honey.” He rubbed her back gently in circles as she hiccupped with tears.

After a few moments, he helped her to her feet and she immediately climbed into his lap, resting her head on his shoulder and crying into his shirt.

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, I promise it won’t happen again,” she repeated.

“I know you’re sorry, and I believe you. You’re alright now, aren’t you?” he reassured her.

“Yes, sir,” she agreed, clinging to him more tightly. Andrew didn’t mind. He could stay like this all night.

 

* * *

 

Molly couldn’t believe what had just happened. Dr. Harrington had taken her over his lap and spanked her. Spanked. She didn’t understand why just the word made her tummy feel funny. She stood in the bathroom of the office, trying to dry her eyes. The doctor had just spanked her bare bottom. She had cried her eyes out. And she had never felt more loved in her life.

The whole thing had been strange. It had hurt terribly. In fact, her bottom was still incredibly sore, and it felt hot to the touch, the skin seeming all swollen and hardened from the impossibly high number of swats she had endured. Yet the whole time it was happening, she had never wished that it would stop. Something clicked inside of her and she felt content and safe over Andrew’s lap. He seemed like far more of an authority figure than anyone had ever to her in her life, and she felt very young and small and vulnerable.

And aroused. She could feel just how wet she was between her legs, and her pussy felt just as hot and swollen as her bottom. She lifted her skirt and twisted around so that she could see her bottom in the mirror. It was a bright red color, especially in the area where her bottom and thighs met. She marveled at the contrast between her white skin and her red backside. It felt strange to see herself this way, and part of her thought that this was just a dream, and that she would soon wake up in her bed, cuddling her bear. Still, she knew that it was real. It couldn’t not be. She had never been this horny in a dream before.

Hell, she had never been this horny in her life. She leaned up against the bathroom door, her skirt still raised. She imagined that her bottom should have sizzled as it made contact with the door, but it only gave her a surge in the pain that she felt there. She slipped her hands into her cotton panties and began to feel the slick wetness all over her vulva.

Slipping two fingers inside her tight and throbbing pussy, she began to rub her clit with her other hand. Masturbating was usually a long process for Molly. Normally, she lay on her back and took her time exploring her body, slowly climbing toward orgasm with every little circle that she made on her clit and every thrust she gave with her other hand until she finally exploded with climax and then always fell asleep exhausted, often with her hands still in her panties.

She hadn’t touched herself at all since she moved out, because she was so loud, moaning and writhing when she experienced pleasure and it embarrassed her to think that Andrew was just down the hall. Now, she didn’t care that, for all she knew, he was just standing outside the door waiting for her to take her home. She had to cum. She felt like she was going to erupt.
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