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I didn't know what to expect when Mike's assistant called me to the apartment. A part of me though he was just going to ask some questions about my last period and how far along I was before throwing me some money. Another, smaller part of me knew it wasn't going to be easy. 

The doctor pulled my corset down without ceremony and just like that, my breasts were out of their cloth prison and free for all to see. My nipples quickly perked in the open air. I struggled in his grasp, and Nicholas took that as his cue to step up and hold me still from behind me. 

Once I was immediately paralyzed, unable to move with Nicholas' body flush against mine and his hardness pressing on me. 

The doctor placed his stethoscope on my chest. 

"Breathe in deep," he ordered, "Hold it..." 

His scope was cold on my skin and I gasped lightly each time he moved to a different spot. He listened first from the front, then back, his movements so precise and calculated that I had no doubt he did this for a living. 

"You seem stressed," he noted. "Why don't you have a seat over there?" he tilted his head to the couch in the living room and I happily let him lead the way. 

"On the table please," he interrupted when he saw how I was making to sit on the couch. 

"What?" 

"On the table," he said. 

I gulped and sat down on the hard table, feeling the coolness of the hardwood against my buttocks. My breasts hung over my chest, nipples erect on my round mounds to betray my state of arousal. 

When he placed his stethoscope on me again, I couldn't help gasping out loud. 

"No heart murmur," he said with a satisfied nod and let the stethoscope hang over his neck.

I pulled back when his hands went to my breasts and cupped both in each hand. The men in the masks were all staring in avid fascination. They surrounded the doctor and me by taking various seats around the table as if I were some sort of alien specimen. 

He pressed down on my breasts, applying pressure around them and studying them intently with his fingers. Even his light, methodical touches made my breath speed up and I tried to calm myself down. 

"Any pain here?" he asked, taking my nipples between his thumb and finger. I gasped and gripped his wrists to try and pull him away, only succeeding in making him pull my breasts with him. I arched my back and moaned loudly despite myself. A warm blush crept up my chest and to my cheeks at how inappropriately I was behaving. 

A part of me loved being watched while another part of me was utterly humiliated that the doctor was examining me in front of all these strangers. Even so, I could feel my pussy throbbing in anticipation, thighs quivering ever so slightly as the doctor admonished me for disturbing his examination. 

"I'm sorry," I murmured, dropping my arms to my sides so that I was still once again, my legs over the edge of the table and my upper body precariously on top of the low tea table. 

This standalone story contains scenes involving exhibitionism & voyeurism, sex in public, caught having sex, domination and submission, & bare bottom spanking.
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My life was over. 

My life was over and I was busy masturbating. 

I stretched my back and held my hands between my legs. My fingers reached deep inside me as I stared at the open window, the soft breeze blowing directly into my pussy, cooling the burning heat. 

My thumb brushed against my clit and I moaned low in my throat, throwing my head back as the sizzle of pleasure traveled up my spine and straight to my mind, already struggling to remember to breathe. 

My legs were propped high on either sides of the window so that my neighbor could have the perfect, unhindered view of the soft red lips between my legs, my folds parted wide with my second and fourth finger while my middle finger thrust in and out of me. Pussy juice leaked out of my hole and over thighs, creating a sheen in the morning light. 

I moved my second finger into my pussy and slowly pulled my shirt up. My heart pounded against my chest, all decency screaming at me to close the windows and masturbate in private but I paid it no heed.

The thrill of being watched while I masturbated was like an electric sizzle through me. I felt my curves all the way up from my wide hips to my slender waist. My neighbor was staring straight at me, the heat and lust in his eyes evident in his erect cock.

His licked his upper lip as he pumped his cock in rhythm with my fingers disappearing inside my folds, stretching my walls inside in a way that made me squirm and writhe in pleasure.

I moved my hands upwards until my shirt was bunched on the underside of my breast. I could feel my chest rising and falling rapidly. His eyes widened and he leaned as far over the window as he dared while still keeping his body inside the apartment. It was a sight to see; his cock erect against his body, hips thrusting forwards and backwards. 

My fingers gripped the underside of my bra and I moved the clothes upwards until my breasts sprung free of their prison, round mounds bouncing slightly as they fell out. 

I pulled my fingers out of me and toyed with my wetness a little more, pretending it was the head of his cock brushing against me. The nipples on my breasts were already hard. I looked down on my pink areolas and traced circles around them. The shirt kept falling down over my breasts. 

I stood up and pulled my shirt and bra over my head, now completely naked by the window. I sat back down in an instant and propped both legs to each side of the window, exposing my glistening wetness to the man. Taking two fingers, I slid them inside me while my thumb worked on my throbbing clit.

My fingers worked in and out steadily, thumb rubbing against my clit while my other hand grabbed my naked breast and squeezed. 

I licked my lips, keeping eye contact with the man's cock. He was a grower, that was for sure!

My cheeks blushed crimson as I wondered if the other residents of the apartment opposite could see me playing with myself so shamelessly. Perhaps they were peeking through their blinds and masturbating in private. 

The thought of others seeing my indecent behavior made my pussy spasm. Staring up at the man, my mind and senses were filled with the memory of being bent over the hood of the car, my posterior exposed and spanked relentlessly as strangers watch my exposed pussy and bottom.

My bottom was still warm and stinging from being spanked by a belt two weeks ago. The memory of the professor's belt snapping through the air and slapping down on my thighs made me shudder. Like a switch, moisture escaped my pussy, wetting my hands. 

I would love for a man to come into my apartment right now and bend me over the window so that my breasts were hanging outside in the cold air, exposed for all to see while he thrust into me from behind, his cock stretching into my throbbing pussy. 

My breath quickened. 

I pulled my fingers out of me with a wet squelching noise and, keeping eye contact with the neighbor, licked the wetness on my fingers. His eyes widened and he started pumping his cock with renewed vigor.

My hands were wet and warm on my breast and I whimpered when my fingers on both hands found my nipples. I gripped onto the tips of my nipples and pinched hard, my lips opening into a soundless moan as I arched my back.

I quickly slid two fingers inside me and pumped in and out quickly, my breaths coming out in sharp gasps and my toes curling in pleasure as I fought to keep them apart.

I was cumming hard with just my own fingers and the man could see it. My thighs quivered and I felt my pussy clench onto my fingers, juice leaking out from the sides and dripping onto the chair. 

It didn't take long after that for him to reach his own orgasm, spasming and convulsing by his open windows whilst trying to keep as quiet as humanly possible to prevent our neighbors from hearing. 

He shot his load so far that it went out the window and onto the pavement below.

"WHAT THE FUCK!" 

I jumped in surprise at the sudden exclamation and put my legs down onto the ground so that I could lean over the window and find the source of the outburst. 

Whoops. Not pavement. 

The man had a streak of white on his bald head, contrasted sharply against his ebony black skin. His teeth drew back in an angry snarl as he wiped his head and flicked the cum onto the pavement. 

I glanced at the window opposite and saw how my voyeuristic neighbor pulled his window blinds close faster than
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