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	ANATOMY CLASS

 

F**k me, Max," I moaned. "You don't tell ME what to do. I tell YOU what to do." On the outside, sexy 25-year-old grad student, Jessica Scott has it all – a great apartment, a sharp intellect, good friends, and she's gorgeous. The only problem? She's just days away from getting evicted and having her car repossessed. And oh yeah. She's still a virgin... When she gets a job interview with sexy billionaire, Max McGuire, she vows that she'll do just about anything for a paycheck. Max is a sexy as hell older man, filthy rich, and yes, a cocky bastard. Even though she tried as hard as she could, she could not take her eyes off of his fine ass. After a very brief interview, he gives her a document to sign. Thinking that the document is her job description, she signs it without reading the fine print. She learned about Max McGuire and his job opening from her college friend, who recommended that she give him a call. Since Jessica trusted her friend, she had no reason to believe that the job interview would be anything but professional and legit. After signing the document he gave her, she realized she made a mistake. A TERRIBLE mistake. The document was definitely NOT her job description. It was a contract. A surrogate contract. It stipulated that if she complied with the terms of the contract, she would be chosen to be Max's surrogate, which would make her a very rich woman. The contract was very specific and it stated that she would only get the opportunity to be his surrogate if she complied with it. The contract was a BDSM VIRGIN SURROGATE CONTRACT: Remain a virgin and become his perfect submissive. **READ NOW**

 

Episode #1

I'm Jessica Scott, a 25-year old Ph.D. student, and soon-to-be homeless person. After losing my job as a marketing assistant, I fell behind in my rent, and now, I'm facing eviction. I was recently hired by Max McGuire, CEO bad boy extraordinaire. He's sexy as hell, a cocky bastard, and heir to the multi-billionaire dollar McGuire Steel Corporation. During my job interview, he asked me a bunch of questions, some of which were very inappropriate, I thought. He asked me questions about my personal life and my dating history. After grilling me for what seemed like two hours, he handed me my job description. I was so damn tired from answering his intrusive questions, that I just glossed over it. As it turned out, I read my job description wrong. Scanning the multi-page document, I thought I was hired as his administrative assistant. I was not. Instead of his administrative assistant, I was hired to be his surrogate. His virgin surrogate. Well, good thing I'm a virgin then. I knew it would come in handy.

I felt blindsided by this whole fiasco. What the hell was I supposed to do, now that I signed his stupid job description? I know it's my fault for skimming the job description instead of reading it word for word. I was honestly terrified at the prospect of becoming a surrogate, but I was also fascinated by it. Not only by the surrogacy process but fascinated by the idea that I would soon be a very rich young lady. I was freaking out and on the verge of a panic attack. What do I do when I'm stressed out?  I eat, of course. I headed for the kitchen and took a pint of chocolate chip cookie dough ice cream out of the freezer. I set it on the counter so that it would soften up, but by the time it did, I put it back. I was packing on the pounds ever since my money situation tanked, but I'm trying to make a conscious effort to eat healthier. Instead of the ice cream, I opted for some raw vegetables and low-fat yogurt dip. Not as decadent and fulfilling as the ice cream, but definitely more nutritious. Now, more than ever, I needed to be healthy and prepare my body for the changes it's going to undergo when I become pregnant. 

After overcoming the initial shock of my new "job title," Max explained in great detail what my responsibilities would be and how I would be financially compensated for being his surrogate. For one thing, I was forbidden to date, and of course, I would have to be celibate and maintain my "virgin status" until I gave birth to his baby. What wasn't so clear to me, was how was this pregnancy going to materialize? Would I get artificially inseminated or have in-vitro fertilization? Are they the same thing or are they completely different procedures? Who the hell knows. If not those procedures, then what? I must say, that Max McGuire is one sexy m---ther f--ker. I would not be averse to getting pregnant the old-fashioned way. Who knows, though. Maybe he's unable to father a child. Maybe he's sterile or infertile, or whatever you call it. Maybe he had the mumps when he was a kid and now his sperm count is zero. Maybe he's gay, but I don't think so. I heard he's quite the Casanova. Every now and then, an article about him pops up in some magazine or business publication. They're usually juicy stories about his lavish lifestyle, his bad-boy persona, and the bevy of gorgeous women he surrounds himself with. 

I determined that it was probably too late to talk to my landlord about the eviction. Unless I gave him the entire amount of the past due rent, he wouldn't give me a break. Even though I signed on to be Max's surrogate, I wouldn't get financially compensated until the baby was born. Maybe I could ask him for an advance. I don't know about that though. I barely know him and having him pay my rent isn't in the surrogacy contract. I poured myself a glass of wine and headed upstairs to take a hot bath. I sunk into the soothing water, allowing the bubbles to completely cover my body. Tears flowed down my face as I contemplated my future. Not only was it uncertain, but I was having trouble controlling my eating. Despite my best efforts at eating healthy, my weight was spiraling out of control, and I know that if I get too heavy, I might not be able to get pregnant. Not only that, but if I keep packing on the pounds, Max might rescind the surrogacy contract, leaving me with nothing. I always loved my curves, but enough is enough. What's even sadder, is that I had to cancel my gym membership. At least when I went to the gym, I could work off the calories from my eating binges. Not anymore. God, help me.

As soon as I got out of the bathtub, I received a text. It was from Max, but I was scared to read it. Did he forget to mention something about the surrogacy agreement? Probably so. We didn't get into the logistics of it. I should have asked him more questions. Lots more. I still don't know what to expect. I've never had any real experience with contracts or powerful rich men who are looking for young virgins to carry their babies. Finally, I read his text. "I need you to come to my house tonight. I'm sending a car to pick you up in an hour. Pack a bag. You'll be spending the night."

 

Episode #2

What the hell does this man want from me. Granted, I got myself into some big shit when I signed his surrogacy contract, which I thought was my administrative assistant job description, but I didn't think I would be required to make personal house calls. Just as I was scrambling to get ready to go to his house, my mother called. 

"Hi, Mom, How are you?" I asked, trying to make my voice sound as cheerful as possible. "We're good, honey. We were hoping that you could come home for our annual family barbeque next month." I used to love the family barbeques, but now, with so much crap going on in my life, I don't even want to think about it.

"I'll try, Mom, but I think I'm scheduled to work that weekend." I hated to lie, but I didn't want to burden my mother with my problems. My mother didn't say anything at first, but then she spoke up and said, "We miss you, Jessica. Please try to come. Your brother has some good news he wants to share with you but he doesn't want to tell you over the phone." What kind of news, I wondered. 

Knowing my brother, it could be anything, from the smallest of victories such as getting a good parking spot, or some life-changing event such as getting a huge job promotion. "So you'll see what you can do, Jess?" My mother asked. "Yes, I said I would try to make it there but I can't promise you," I snapped back. 

I felt bad for lashing out, but I was so damn stressed out. "I'm so sorry, Mom. I've got a lot going on in my life now. I'm so busy and I'm just really exhausted," I said. "I understand, sweetheart, my mother replied. "We miss you terribly." "I know you do, Mom. I miss everyone too." When I lived at home, my brother and I were close. We told each other everything. We were close in age, he, being only two years older than me. It was hard on him when I left home. "Mom, I have to go now." I was so damn nervous because Max's chauffer was picking me up in a few minutes. "I'll call you soon." "Okay, Jess, I love you." I hung up and gathered the rest of my stuff to put in my bag. I didn't have time to worry about the family barbeque and my brother's "good news."
 

My so-called "interview" with Max McGuire was brief. Other than asking inappropriate questions about my dating and personal life and having me sign the papers, there was no substance to the interview. He didn't ask me about my education or job experience. He didn't even have a copy of my resume, nor did he want one. One of my college classmates referred me to Max. She told me that he might have an "interesting" job available that pays well and would provide me with financial security. Not even in my wildest dream could I have ever imagined that his "job opening" was to be his surrogate. His virgin surrogate, no less. Is it too late to back out? He's a billionaire CEO who employs some of the best attorneys in the world. They know how to draft an iron-clad contract, like the one I signed. I suppose there's really no way out.

The driver was right on time to pick me up. I was a nervous wreck, but the guy seemed kind, and I felt at ease during the long ride. We exchanged pleasantries but didn't really engage in small talk. I had a feeling that Max instructed his driver not to speak to me. Maybe he was afraid that I'd ask him too many questions. Anyway, once we got to his house, the driver opened the car door for me and helped me out of the limo. "Have a nice evening, Miss," he said. "Thank you, and you do the same," I replied. I quickly went from being relatively calm during the car ride to trembling. My knees were shaking, I was sweating, and my heart was beating so fast that it felt like it was going to come out of my chest. I took a couple of deep breaths to calm myself. I honestly could have kicked myself for being so damn stupid. How did I get myself into this mess? I'm 25-years old, and I literally signed my life away to be this guy's surrogate. I've never had sex in my life, and I've only had a couple of boyfriends. Even though Max McGuire is a well-known businessman, he could still be crazy and harm me once I'm alone with him in that mansion.

I walked up to the massive door of his home and rang the bell. I just about got down on my knees and kissed the ground when a member of his staff answered it. At least I wouldn't be alone with him in the house. "Good evening, Miss Scott. Mr. McGuire is expecting you," she said. "Good evening, and thank you," I replied. My eyes almost popped out of my head as I looked around at the stunning artwork on the walls. When you stood in the living room, you had a panoramic view of the ocean. It was stunning and I've never seen anything like it in my life. His house even smelled rich, like fine leather, expensive Italian men's cologne, and aged cognac. 

It was obvious that he had a good sense of style, or at least an amazing interior decorator. The living room had an aristocratic atmosphere feel to it. It was almost as time stood still and untouched by modernism and the latest decorating trends. The space was definitely reminiscent of the distant past instead of the "here and now." It was like stepping into a museum. Lots of sculptures, gold, heavy draperies, and brocade upholstery. It's not really my style, but I have to say, it is stunning and even very cozy. I could see myself living here. 

"Hello, Jessica. I'm glad you could make it." He really didn't give me much choice. He just about demanded that I come to his house when he texted me. "Hello, Mr. McGuire. You have a lovely home," I said. 

"Thank you. As you can see, I'm a fan of the Renaissance era. I wanted to reflect that in my choice of decor. "Yes, I can tell. It's spectacular."

"Well, then, Jessica. You're probably wondering why I requested your presence?" he said. "Yes, Sir, that thought did cross my mind," I stammered. It was hard to focus on my words because I was almost hypnotized by his presence. He reminded me of one of those Italian sculptures of men you see in European art galleries. He's so freaking sexy it almost hurts to look at him. His muscular arms are tastefully tattooed, and his angular jaw is chiseled as though it was created by an artist. As I stare up at him and look into his cerulean blue eyes, he smiles at me, revealing the sexiest dimples I've ever seen in my life. From that moment on, I knew in my heart that this surrogate wasn't going to be artificially inseminated. Hell no, I wasn't going to let that body go to waste. This is the man that I need to feel inside of me. He is the man I will surrender my virginity to. I will not surrender it to a large syringe filled with his semen.

 

Episode #3

"Jessica, it seems to me that you didn't really understand the totality of the surrogacy contract you signed," Max said. "I understood most of it, Mr. McGuire, but you're right, there were some parts of the contract that I didn't fully understand," I said. "I actually thought I was signing a copy of my job description, which I thought was a description of an administrative assistant's job."

"Why didn't you ask any questions," he replied while scanning my face with those gorgeous eyes of his. "I didn't want to seem stupid," I said. If I could have crawled in a hole, I would have. Never in my life have I ever felt so humiliated. What kind of person signs a multi-page document without reading it carefully? While I did see the words "surrogate" and "heir," on the pages, they didn't click. Hell, I didn't even know what a surrogate was. I actually thought that it meant that I would be a representative of Max's company. A surrogate for his company. Not a surrogate to have his baby. 

"You do understand the gravity of signing a contract that you don't fully understand, don't you, Jessica?" He said while giving me a disapproving look. "Yes, Sir, I do now," I said softly. 

"Well, Jessica, I could be an asshole and enforce the surrogacy contract, but I won't," He said with a hint of compassion in his voice. "If, after I explain the contract to you, line by line, you decide that it's not something that you want to involve yourself with, I will void it." Relief swept over me, and for the first time in days, I could take a deep breath.

"I am so grateful, Mr. McGuire. You see, I'm facing eviction and I only have about a hundred dollars left to my name. I was so excited that you hired me for what I thought was an administrative assistant job, that I didn't read all of the paperwork that you gave me." Even though I was grateful to him that he was willing to give me an "out" regarding the surrogacy agreement, I was still intrigued by it and was dying to learn more. Yes, I fantasized about him taking my virginity, but in reality, I don't know if this surrogacy and its financial gain would enhance my life or ruin it. I'm only 25-years old. I'm so damn confused. 

"Yes, Mr. McGuire. I want to learn more about the surrogacy agreement," I said.

"Very well, Jessica. Before we get into the legalities of the contract, I'd like to ask you some additional pertinent questions. Is that alright with you?" 

I answered, "Yes, of course, Sir." He smirked at those words. "Please, Jessica, if we're going to be "working" together, call me Max." 

Giggling like an immature teenager, I said "Okay, Max!"

"Well then, Jessica, my first question to you, and this is an important one, is "are you a virgin?" I thought we had already established that earlier, but since he wants to further discuss it, I reiterated the fact that I was. "Yes, I am a virgin." His next question really threw me for a loop. It was shocking actually. How in the hell can someone even ask such a thing. Was it even legal for him to suggest this? 

"Would you be willing to have your virginity confirmed by a physician? In order to proceed with the surrogacy agreement that I have drafted with my lawyers, I need to confirm that you really are a virgin." He seemed to sense my shock and disbelief. He almost looked guilty after he asked me. I told him that I would agree to get a physical examination attesting to the fact that I was indeed a virgin. The only stipulation that I had was that he needed to agree that I would be examined by my own personal physician, and not by a physician of his choice. 

He further went on by saying, "I don't know if you are aware of this, but surrogacy contracts typically stipulate that the surrogate must have had a full-term pregnancy prior to becoming a surrogate. I would imagine that this is to ensure that the person is healthy enough to give birth to a full-term baby." I didn't know that, but it does make sense, I told him. 

"While standard surrogacy contracts typically mandate that the surrogate have a previous pregnancy, my contract is different. While I don't require a previous pregnancy, I do require that my surrogate be a virgin, before and during the pregnancy. What you choose to do after the baby is born is your business," he said. 

What was so weird about this whole thing was that he didn't explain how I would get pregnant. When he looked at me, I got the impression that he wanted to get me into his bed as soon as possible. He was undressing me with his eyes. He was a horny son of a bitch, that's for sure. My horndog radar is never wrong. "Jessica, um, do you ever have "needs?" he asked? "I mean, what do you do to satisfy your sexual urges?"

 

Episode #4

Well, I did expect that he would ask me some probing questions but I never expected this. He actually had the damn balls to ask me what I do to satisfy my sexual urges. What kind of shit is this? I knew that he had kind of a raunchy "bad boy" reputation, but this was ridiculous. His dumb questions are making me lose interest in him. I thought he was sexy as hell before. That's because he was relatively nice, even though he was kind of edgy and cocky. His invasive questions take all of his sex appeal away from him and make him look like a perv. I hope he says or does something to redeem himself because in my eyes, he's looking pretty bad right about now.

"Max, I don't see how your question is relevant to this surrogacy agreement," I said in a shaky voice. "It's not relevant to the surrogacy contract at all," he shot back. If it wasn't relevant to the damn surrogacy agreement, then why the hell did he ask it. 

"I asked you an inappropriate question because I wanted to see how you would handle it. I hope you believe me when I tell you that I would have stopped you right in your tracks once you started answering it," he explained. Well, I'll give him credit for that.  

"You see, Jessica, once people find out that you are my surrogate, you will be bombarded with inappropriate questions, I assure you. You'll need to learn how to answer them without getting flustered. I was just testing you."

How the hell are people going to know that I'm his surrogate? Isn't that something that should be kept confidential? Is he going to blab it around town to every Tom, Dick, and Harry? I'm starting to like this less and less. 

"How are people going to know if I'm your surrogate? Are we not going to keep it confidential?" I asked. He seemed pleased with my question because he smiled and nodded his head after I asked it. 

"I'm so glad you asked that, Jessica. Yes, of course, the surrogacy would be kept confidential. The only people that would have any knowledge of it would be us, your doctor, and my legal team. While I would prefer to keep it from my lawyers, that just isn't possible," he said. I must say that he was redeeming himself. 

He seems to have my best interests at heart. Even though I don't know him, and even though he has a notorious reputation for being a rich bastard bad boy, I trust him. A lot. I think the reason I trust him so much is that I'm envisioning him as my boyfriend. Maybe even my husband. One thing is for sure. If I agree to the surrogacy agreement, I'll be the mother of his child. Whether or not he'd want me in his life after the baby is born remains a mystery though.

"Jessica, I want you to make yourself comfortable in the living room and read through the surrogacy contract. Read it very carefully. I'll give you a highlighter so that you can highlight the parts of the document that concern you or that you have questions about," he said.

"Before you start reading the surrogacy contract though, I'd like to have dinner with you. You're not in any hurry to get home, since I requested that you spend the night here." Shit, I forgot all about that for a minute. I did bring a small suitcase though. I packed the sexiest little nightie I own in the hope that he might catch a glimpse of me if I get up for a glass of water in the middle of the night.

"I would enjoy having dinner with you, Max. Will we be going out or staying here for dinner?" I asked. "If you don't mind, my chef will be preparing dinner and dessert for us here," he answered. 

I was actually excited about having dinner at his home. It was much more intimate than a restaurant. Maybe his chef will also work his magic with the ambiance. Candles on the table, soft lighting, and mood music would be just divine.

"Of course I don't mind. I'm looking forward to it." Again, he gave me a look as though he wanted to devour me. "I'd like you to slip into something more comfortable. That outfit you're wearing looks quite uncomfortable. Did you pack any pajamas?"

What the hell? Did I pack any pajamas? He wants me to put on my pajamas? Well, I did want him to see me in my lacy skimpy nightie, so now I'll get my chance to parade around in front of him wearing it. It's actually not that revealing. It's a shortish nightgown but it's kind of low-cut both in the front and in the back. I think he'll like what he sees. 

"I do have pajamas, Max. It's a nightgown, though. A nightie, as I call it. I forgot to bring a robe and I don't feel comfortable wearing my nightie in front of you. Do you have a robe I could borrow?" I asked. "Yes, I have plenty of robes, but you won't need one. I'll turn the heat up so it stays nice and toasty in here."

I don't even know what to think. Part of me is mad as hell and part of me wants to f--k the shit out of him. 

 

Episode #5

The dinner Max's chef had prepared for us was superb. I'm not a big seafood eater, but the grilled salmon in dill sauce was fresh and light. We also had curried roasted eggplant, Gruyere and bacon quiche, grilled steak and gorgonzola pizza, and mango cheesecake for dessert. It was the most elegant meal I'd ever eaten. Not only was the food delicious, but the chef and the rest of Max's staff were kind, efficient, and knowledgeable. All in all, it was a lovely experience, even though throughout dinner, I kept thinking about Max wanting me to wear my pajamas afterward when we discuss the surrogacy contract. So damn weird. One minute I think he's Prince Charming, and the next minute, I'm worried that I have a crazy person on my hands. Since his entire staff lived on the premises and all three shifts were staffed, I felt safe because I wouldn't be alone in that huge mansion of his. There would always be someone around. Maybe he's just eccentric or he wants to put me at ease by wearing comfortable apparel. I'm rolling my eyes just thinking about it though.  

