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When Michelle hits it off
with a handsome stranger at the grocery store, he leaves her with a
fluttering heart and his business card that informs her he's a
doctor with a practice downtown. Eager to see him again but too
shy to approach him directly, she schedules an appointment for a
check-up, even though she doesn't know what kind of doctor he
is. In fact,
it isn't before she finds herself sitting in his exam room until
she learns just what kind of check-up she's scheduled for, and
that she's
signed up for some very hands on attention.


Before long, the young, handsome Dr.
Huntley is finding out just what kind of effect he has on the eager
but embarrassed young woman, and letting his own desires respond
...














Preview

"So, how long has it been since your last check-up?"
he asked, glancing at his clipboard. "There seems to be a bit of a
hole in your medical history."

I frowned slightly. "I saw Dr. Andrews just a year
or two ago."

He looked down at the chart in slight puzzlement.
"It says here that Dr. Andrews is a General Practitioner."

"That's right," I nodded, not sure what the problem
was.

"Well, I was asking when was the last time you were
seen by a gynecologist."

It took a moment to register what he had just said.
I stared at him, my mouth opening slightly as I realized what he
was saying. "Oh," I stammered trying to hide my confusion, "I'm
sorry, I did get them confused. Let me think." I made a face like I
was trying to reach back into my memory for the answer to his
question, but on the inside my head was spinning. Gynecologist? Was
that what he was? Was that what this appointment was? Did that mean
...

I found myself blushing furiously.


































Bared for the Doctor






Sarah and I were doing our grocery shopping together
on a Sunday afternoon. We weren't the kind of roommates who spend
all their time together, but grocery shopping was our little joint
ritual. Most people hate going to the store, but we both kind of
enjoyed it. It was just fun to people watch, and you could joke
about what you would eat every day if you won the lottery and you
couldn't get fat. Maybe it was weird, but it was our little
thing.

"What would you even do with a banana that size?"
Sarah asked.

"That's not a banana, that's a plantain," I told
her. "You fry them."

"Fried banana?" She scrunched up her face. "No
thanks."

I shrugged. "I hear they're pretty -" But I fell
quiet as she elbowed me in the ribs and made a discreet motion over
across the produce section. I followed the direction of her nudge
and caught sight of what had distracted her. My, my, a definite
hotty of the day candidate had just made his appearance.

"Would you look at that jawline. He's a God damn
statue."

I was looking, and not just there. My eyes ran over
his broad shoulders and full chest. He was wearing a t-shirt that
showed off thick, well-shaped arms. His hair was light brown,
almost chestnut, and cut relatively short. We both stopped and
watched him with unconcealed admiration as he picked several apples
out of the bin and placed them in his basket.

"How old do you think he is?" I asked Sarah.

"I don't know, maybe 28, 29."

"No way, look at the way he's dressed. Those are
designer."

"Young guys can't be rich?"

But we fell silent as he looked up and seemed to
catch us staring. Slightly embarrassed, we beat a hasty retreat to
the wall of lettuce and carrots, both of us trying to stay
disciplined and not peak to see if he was watching us. Isn't it
funny how two grown women in their mid-twenties can turn right back
into middle schoolers when an attractive man walks by? We pretended
to be very interested in the produce in front of us, trying not to
giggle about being caught looking.

"You know, I never know how to pick a good radish,"
a rich, baritone voice said from our left.

I jerked around with a little start. Our hotty of
the day candidate was poking through the rows of root vegetables,
smiling easily as he glanced over at us. My stomach gave a little
flip as I gaped at him, but only for half a second. I recovered
quickly.

"There's no such thing," I piped up, as Sarah
elbowed me in the ribs again.

He turned to look at me, eyebrow raised. "Not a
radish girl, hmm?" God, that voice. And that smile. I fought to
suppress the warm, eager feeling threatening to turn me into a
puddle from the inside out.

I put on a dramatic air. "I'm many things, but a
radish girl I certainly am not."

He laughed, warm and deep, and I instantly felt
better about my day. "You certainly seem to be studying them pretty
carefully."

I looked down and noticed he was right. We had been
pretending to look through the radishes. "Keep your enemies close,"
I intoned solemnly.

He nodded sagely, a smile twitching on his lips.
"Wise words."

"Are we in your way?"

"No, not at all. I'm just here to pick through the
carrots."

"Oh, that's alright, then. I don't mind making
friends with carrot eaters. It's just the radishes I object
to."

He inclined his head in mocking good humor. "You're
too kind, miss ..."

"Warner," Sarah piped up. "Her name's Michelle
Warner."

"I see," he said. "Well, Michelle, I'm always glad
to meet people who approve of my dietary choices. There's a nurse
at my practice who has similar prejudices, I'm sorry to say, and I
do hear about it."

"Practice?" I repeated.

"Medical," he said, making an off-hand sort of
gesture. "In the city."

I winced as I received another strong nudge in the
ribs from Sarah's general direction. "What sort of - OH!"

My question broke off abruptly as the produce
misters turned on above us, releasing a deluge of water droplets.
It stung cold and wet as it drenched us pretty thoroughly before we
could leap out of the way.

I looked over to see our stranger laughing deeply as
he wiped droplets from his cheek. Sarah and I had got the worst of
it, but he hadn't escaped completely unscathed either.

My dress was clinging thinly to my body as I looked
down at myself. I tugged at it in momentary embarrassment at how
revealing the flimsy cloth had suddenly become. I looked up to see
him surveying my predicament, an amused smile still on his face,
but overall the look didn't seem entirely unappreciative either. He
wasn't missing a detail.

"Well," he said, his smile still broad, "I think
that's my cue." He reached into a pocket and produced a small card.
"If you ever need anything in my particular area of expertise, give
me a call. You two ladies have a wonderful day."

I smiled dumbly at him as I took the card. "Yeah,
it's very nice to meet you, too," I stammered awkwardly as he had
already begun to walk away.

He turned briefly to flash an infectious smile and
then circled around the next aisle into the frozen foods.

For a long moment, I stood staring after him, my
mouth not quite closed. What had just happened? I pushed a strand
of wet hair out of my face and shook my head. The way he had been
looking at me in that one moment ... I was wet in more ways than
one.

Sarah gave me a final elbow for good measure.

"Alright," I said, protecting my sensitive ribs, "I
get it. And now we're both soaked."

"Who cares?" She yelped. "I can't believe that just
happened. When are you going to call him?"

"Call him?" I made a dubious face. "Why would I -
you think I should?"

She rolled her eyes in disgust. "Do I think? Are you
crazy? You two were really hitting it off. Call him and ask him to
dinner or something."

"What!? I can't just do that," I objected.

"Why not?"

"I don't know, it just seems so aggressive. I'm not
that kind of girl."

She let out an exasperated sigh. "Michelle Jeanne
Warner, when is the last time you went on a date?"

I shrugged my shoulders in a I-know-you're-right
sort of way. "Okay, so it's been a few weeks."

"Try a few months. You call that man tomorrow or I'm
kicking you out of the apartment."

"You can't do that. I'm on the lease."

"Call him."

"All I've got is his work number."

"Call him."

"Maybe I could schedule an appointment or something.
Maybe we could get talking that way. Pretend I've got a cough or
something."

She put her hands on her hips. "Michelle, you really
are infuriating, you know that? Are you really going to go through
that whole song and dance? He liked you."

"I mean, I could just say I had already been looking
for a new doctor."

She let out a final, exasperated sigh, and seemed to
decide that if I was going to be difficult, this plan was better
than nothing. "What sort of doctor is he anyways?"

I looked down at the card. "Oh shit, look at this.
It's all soaked." I stared down at the wet little piece of paper in
dismay.

Sarah stepped over to look at it with me. "Huh.
Well, you can still read the number, at least. It could be
worse."

I squinted at the washed out ink. "What does that
say. Hunsley? Huntley?"

"Huntley," Sarah agreed. "Dr. Huntley."

"Alright, I'll call," I promised.

 


Six days later I found myself in my very cute blue
and white summer dress, my hair well-teased, and sitting in a cozy
little waiting room in a small medical complex on the north side of
downtown. I was scheduled for a check-up at 4, and I was very proud
of myself for only getting there 15 minutes early.

"Michelle Warner?"

I looked up to see the receptionist motioning me to
follow a nurse down the corridor to the right.

She led me down past a set of offices and deposited
me in a small exam room. "Dr. Huntley should be in to see you in
just a couple of minutes," she said.

"Thanks," I said, settling into the small chair by
the door and looking around. There was a contraption with stirrups
positioned beside the little exam table against the far wall. It
sort of looked like the kind of thing you'd see in a delivery ward
or something. For the first time, I began to wonder what kind of
medicine Dr. Huntley might practice.

I hopped up as I heard footsteps out in the hall,
but they passed by without coming in. I fanned my face with my hand
and walked over to lean against the edge of the exam table. My
heart was starting to flutter a little as the reality of who I was
about to see walk in that door settled in. A casual conversation in
a grocery store was one thing, but this was completely another.
This was so unlike me. Why had I let Sarah talk me into this? I
mean, what would I even say?

Another set of footsteps sounded in the hall, and
this time they stopped outside the door. I turned, my heart
hammering, and put an absent hand up to play with a lock of
hair.

With a click, the door swung open and he was walking
in, the delicious man from the grocery story. He was in a white lab
coat that seemed to make him even more attractive than our first
meeting. His broad hand was clasped loosely around a clipboard and
a stethoscope was stuffed in the breast pocket of his coat.

"Good afternoon, Ms. -" he began to stay, but
stopped when his eyes fell on me, and he wagged a finger at me, his
face mockingly accusatory. "Aha," he said, "I thought I recognized
the name. I believe I had the pleasure just this past weekend,
wasn't that it?"

I smiled at him. "I'm sure it must be hard to keep
them all straight."

He gave a mysterious little smile and closed the
door behind him. "So, you decided you were overdue for a check-up,
is that it?"

I shrugged a little teasingly. "Well, I had been
looking for a new doctor," I said. "Maybe you struck me as a man
who's good at what he does."

His smile widened. "Well, I must be doing something
right then. Clearly my talents at selecting produce made a good
impression."

"It really is one of life's most important
skills."

He gave a little mocking bow. "Well, let's hope I
have at least one or two others of those to recommend me. Would you
like to have a seat?" He gestured at the table behind me and moved
over to the desk in the corner.

I scooted back, crossing my legs with a very keen
awareness of how short my dress was.

"So, how long has it been since your last check-up?"
he asked, glancing at his clipboard. "There seems to be a bit of a
hole in your medical history."

I frowned slightly. "I saw Dr. Andrews just a year
or two ago."

He looked down at the chart in slight puzzlement.
"It says here that Dr. Andrews is a General Practitioner."

"That's right," I nodded, not sure what the problem
was.

"Well, I was asking when was the last time you were
seen by a gynecologist."

It took a moment to register what he had just said.
I stared at him, my mouth opening slightly as I realized what he
was saying. "Oh," I stammered trying to hide my confusion, "I'm
sorry, I did get them confused. Let me think." I made a face like I
was trying to reach back into my memory for the answer to his
question, but on the inside my head was spinning. Gynecologist? Was
that what he was? Was that what this appointment was? Did that mean
...

I found myself blushing furiously.

"Are you alright?" he asked.

"Oh," I said, "ah, yes. I, actually, now that I
think about it, have kind of been putting off finding a
gynecologist."

"You've never been seen by one?"

I coughed uncomfortably. "I guess I haven't. Isn't
that a terrible oversight?"

He frowned at the chart. "Well, better late than
never, of course. And at least I don't have to worry about our
paperwork being incomplete."

I watched his frown of disapproval nervously,
temporarily distracted from the mortifying discovery I had just
made.

"Well, yes, again, you really should have ... but
obviously you realize that. I'm not going to chide you. What's done
is done." He smiled at me, that same infectious smile with those
perfect lips. "Why don't you get changed and I'll be back before
you can miss me."

He gestured to a medical gown behind me on the exam
table. "That's a lovely dress you're wearing, by the way," he
complimented me.

"Thank you," I said weakly as I watched him
leave.

The door clicked behind him and then I was alone.
For a moment I stood there, and then slumped against the table with
a groan.

It was almost funny. In fact, it would have been
hilarious if it had been happening to anyone other than me. But of
course, this was the sort of absurd thing that would never happen
to anybody else. It could really only happen to me. I almost
couldn't believe it myself. I finally meet someone handsome,
charming, with a good career, who seems interested in me ... and I
promptly schedule an appointment for him to put me in stirrups and
stare up into me from my most unromantic angle.

 

Even in a best case scenario I was very squeamish
about a stranger seeing those parts of me, let alone a man, let
alone a handsome man, let alone a handsome man who ... ugh. I
should have just asked him to dinner like Sarah said, or better
yet, leave the whole thing alone and keep it as a nice, innocuous
memory of meeting a handsome man at a grocery store.

And to think how I had been talking. I groaned and
slumped against the table in renewed mortification. All that flirty
little talk about being overdue for a check-up. It all probably
sounded to him like I jumped at the excuse to have him ... do
whatever it was he was about to do to me in those stirrups. What a
joke.

It took me a minute or two to face the world again.
What was done was done. Now I just needed to somehow survive this
and hope that maybe one day I could get past the humiliation.

I turned to pick up the medical gown with a distinct
lack of enthusiasm. It felt paper thin and didn't seem to offer a
whole lot in the way of covering.

So much for my cutest dress, but at least he had
noticed it. A warm little feeling rushed through my limbs as I
remembered that parting compliment. He was certainly nice enough.
Maybe this wouldn't be so totally unbearable. If only we were
meeting again under different circumstances.

I pulled my dress up over my head and laid it on the
exam table. For an uncomfortable moment I was standing in a strange
room with an unlocked door in nothing but my nice black lace bra
and panties. Hurriedly I wriggled into the medical gown and tied it
tight.

It was just in time, too. I was still fiddling with
the last knot when footsteps sounded outside in the hall and the
door swung open again.

I looked over to see him, that disobedient hand
creeping up to play with my hair again.

He closed the door deftly behind himself and smiled
at me. "See, I told you you wouldn't have time to miss me. Would
you like to hop up on that exam table for me?" He gestured at the
high rubber cushioned bed behind me.

I scooted up onto it, self-consciously keeping my
legs together. It was just force of habit I realized with a silent,
resigned giggle. It probably wouldn't matter what I did or didn't
want him to see where that was concerned when all was said and
done. Still, I tried to look modest, putting my hands on my knees
and sitting up straight as I looked at him expectantly.

"Now, were there any specific concerns you've had
regarding your health? Anything you'd like to talk about or mention
before we get started?"

I shook my head slightly. "Ah, no, doctor, I'm - I'm
a pretty healthy girl, I think."

He smiled. "Excellent. My favorite kind of
patient."

I blushed a little and tried to sit a little
straighter. My heart hammered in my chest every time he gave me
that smile.

He set the clipboard down and moved to stand over me
where I sat on the edge of the exam table. I had trouble knowing
where to keep my eyes. I could only manage to look at him in the
face for a second, but if I let my eyes go where they would, they'd
just be running over him. How did a doctor find time to keep such a
good body? It was like he was nothing but firm, dense muscles and
good bone structure. And oh, a really, really nice ass. With
tremendous effort, I stared down at my feet.

"I like to start with a breast exam," he said. "Do
you check yourself regularly?"

I blushed deeper and resisted the urge to draw back
shyly as his gaze swept over the faintly heaving region in
question. "Ah ... I guess not that regularly, doctor," I managed to
say in a very quiet voice. "I don't ... I mean -" I fell silent,
trying not to look embarrassed by what was about to happen. I felt
cornered. I ... he was so close. I could sense his body. I could
feel his body near me. I could taste and smell his fresh, slightly
husky masculine scent. I was also very, very wet.

He tutted. "Girls your age think they're too young
to worry about it, but that's really not the case. Even healthy
young women in their prime should be checking themselves."

He rolled up his sleeves and gestured for me to hold
still and keep my arms at my sides. His hands were firm and sure as
they came to rest pressing against the tops of my breasts.

That first touch was like a jolt - frightening and
yet so incredibly, unbearably exciting. My visceral reaction was to
pull back and stop him, but ... it felt so good to be touched. His
hands on me were like plugging myself into a power line. I was
rigid. I couldn't move. I couldn't breathe.

All of this happened in only a second. He pulled
back. "You still have your bra on," he observed. "I suppose I
wasn't clear, but you'll need to take it off. May I?"

I looked up at him, blushing crimson. "I - alright,
doctor," I whispered almost inaudibly.

He reached around to untie the medical gown from
behind my neck and pulled the front of the little garment down to
my elbows and stomach, uncovering my black lace bra.

His arms moved around me, the firm muscles of his
arms brushing against my shoulders. With a click, he unhooked the
bra and then drew back.

Unable to find a reason to cover myself, I sat
helplessly as he unclothed me. Freed of the bra, my breasts
breathed outward. My nipples were poking out full and stiff as the
soft cups fell from me and into my lap.

I looked up at him, my stomach in my throat and my
heart hammering and my skin hot. Only a few minutes ago I had been
thrilled and terrified at the prospect of lightly flirting with
him. Now I was sitting on his exam table, my breasts naked for him.
And who knew what was to come?

He pulled the bra away and laid it on the table
beside me. I searched his face for some small sign of approval as
some consolation for the way I had been so suddenly and
unceremoniously stripped for him. But when I saw that momentary
gleam of appreciation and restrained desire, just like I had seen
after the misters in the supermarket, it felt like a whole lot more
than a consolation prize. My whole body flushed with pleasure, and
there was suddenly something very right and exciting about my state
of undress.

He cupped my breasts in the palms of his hands. My
hard nipples poked into his rough touch. He massaged firmly but
gently in small circles, and I let out a slight involuntary breath
of pleasure. God it felt good when he touched me like this. Why had
I been fighting this again? Why did I want to be anywhere else?
Couldn't this go on forever?

My body arched forward of its own accord, urging the
hands to take a rougher, harder grip of me. I could feel a hot,
spreading wetness in my panties against the cool rubber of the exam
table.

"Does it - is it alright, doctor?" I breathed,
partly to bring myself back to reality. Another second and I was
going to lose my head. There was a deep, aching empty space right
near where my panties were getting so damp. I needed it filled. I
needed …

I managed to look up at him as he brushed a strand
of hair out of my hot face. "Yes, you feel very healthy."

Somehow, I managed a smile that I hoped looked a bit
playful. "I told you."

His answering smile sent a little tremble through my
body. "Maybe us doctors are just a curious bunch. We don't like to
take others word for things."

A little giggled slipped from my lips and my blush
got a little deeper.

"Have you ever had a pelvic exam before, Michelle?"
he asked, that smile still on his lips.

I shook my head.

"Well, I'll try to keep it as easy as possible for
you. Would you mind sitting back for me?"

Without suggesting that I cover my bare chest, he
guided me back onto the table and positioned my legs apart, knees
bent. My feet rested against the edge of the table.

My breath was catching in my throat as his hands
moved up between my thighs. Each inch they progressed felt a
thousand times more forbidden than the last. My eyes were closed as
I concentrated only on what was happening to me – what I was
powerless to stop as much because so much of me wanted it to
continue as because I had unknowingly signed up for this.

His fingers touched against the bottom line of my
panties my eyes flew open. I could see the slight look on his face
as he started realized how wet I was. Part of it was surprise,
pleased amazement, and that smallest hint of desire that he
couldn't completely shut out. Even as I lay on his exam table
trying to stay calm and pretend all of this was completely normal,
my body was preparing itself for him to enter me.

"God," he groaned. The desire I had glimpsed seemed
like it was threatening to take him over. He seemed to be split
between knowing he shouldn’t and knowing he had to. I lay, looking
up at him, watching, knowing that if the latter part won, I
wouldn’t or couldn't stop him. It was like I could see myself
getting fucked, violently and desperately over this table, just by
looking into his face.

He took the panties between his fingers and guided
them down my thighs, leaving a wet residue behind them. Then his
fingers were back between my legs, brushing in slow exploration of
my hot, wet area. His wrist pushed the bottom of the medical gown
up until it was bunched at my waist.

My eyes squeezed shut again as the intense
sensations of his fingers fought to overwhelm me. God, was this
really a medical procedure? If felt like the ultimate tease. How
did any woman not get turned on? Maybe … maybe this isn't how they
usually went.

A soft moan of need escaped my lips. "I'm sorry,
doctor …" I started. "I'm just –" My voice cut off into a second
moan, more intense and desperate, as his finger slid into my
soaking pussy. "Fuck!" I whimpered through clenched teeth.

I looked up to see his eyes on mine, the desire
fully there now.

"You know," he said, his voice low, "when I gave you
my card, it was so you could call me outside of work. It had my
personal number on it."

"It did? I didn't see – Oh fuck!" I gasped as he
pushed his fingers in deeper.

"But you thought you could come in here and tease me
like this," he said. "You thought you could feel my hands on you,
all the while knowing I couldn't do anything more. Is that it?"

"No –" I gasped, as his fingers moved in and out. I
couldn't think. I just needed to feel what was happening. What was
he saying? I couldn't concentrate on anything. "I … I … God!"

And the orgasm he was torturously coaxing out of me
exploded through my body. I arched back against the table, my hands
out to grip it's hard rubber, my hands balled into fists. The
pleasure was hot and overpowering as it burst through my willing
form. It was like it was breathing through me, in and out.

"I wasn't trying …" I whispered.

"Oh no?"

"No."

"Then you want me to take you right here?"

"I –" I looked up at him, my face a mixture of
astonishment and desire. That empty place inside me wasn't nearly
filled by his fingers.

"Yes?"

"Yes." My voice was faint but throbbing with
need.

The hand that wasn't between my legs pushed me back
flat onto the table. He stepped back. Only an inch, but it felt
like a mile. I could still feel his waist between my ankles, but he
felt so far away. I watched his shirt come off and land on the
table beside me.

And then he was back against me. There was something
naked and hot and hard and very, very big brushing against my
groin. I felt him draw it over my folds, picking up their moisture.
I could feel his blood throbbing inside his cock. I moaned again. I
needed him inside me more than I had ever needed anything
before.

He moved back again, teasing me. I could feel him
getting harder against me and it was driving me crazy. I needed
him.

And then he was pushing into me. "Oh God!"
Stretching around him as he slid in was like satisfying every need
and desire I had ever experienced in my life, all at once. I was so
wet and he was so, so big.

He held me by the hip and one breast, pushing me
down and back into the table as he thrust into me. His hips drove
into my body with a power and aggressiveness that I almost couldn't
stand.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned in satisfaction.
His breathing was husky and gasping as he unleashed himself into
the body that had been waiting for him for the past half hour.

The feeling of his body against me was
indescribable. I felt the rhythm building me again, but this time
powerful and driving instead of teasing and tortuous. Heat and
intensity poured through me, holding me tight and breathless. After
a second, it released into the most powerful orgasm of my life. "Oh
God!" I yelled.

His hand came down and clamped over my mouth,
silencing me and cutting off my breath. I struggled against him,
helplessly turned on by his control over me.

He bent over, driving into me harder and faster,
losing himself in his urge to fuck me until I fell into pieces on
his floor. I was holding on for dear life, loving every thrust and
violent shudder. It was incredible. I could feel him getting bigger
inside of me.

And then he came, forcing great spurts of his liquid
deep, deep into me, and the feeling of him filling my body curled
me around him. My pussy clutched at him, taking his come into me,
and a third orgasm ripped through me.

Fuck. I had never realized I could feel like this.
It was so overwhelming. Every part of me was squeezing in on me,
holding what was happening deep inside me.

After what felt like an hour, my body began to
relax. I slumped back against the table, my skin slick with sweat
and my chest heaving. He was laying against me, his face between my
breasts. I could feel him gasping against me.

After a minute, he straightened up, leaned forward,
and kissed me long and hard. I took a second to respond and then
wrapped a hand around his muscled shoulder and held him against me
with my legs around his waist.

"That was incredible," I whispered to him when our
lips had parted for a moment.

He smiled. "It seemed like the only thing to
do."

He kissed me again.

After much, much to short a time, he straightened
again and backed away. "Maybe next time it won't happen here at my
office."

"Alright, doctor," I said, a teasing smile on my
lips.

"Would you like to get dinner?"

My smile was all the answer he needed.
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Transforming the Intern

Fresh out of college, Kelly
Munson has managed to land an internship at a prestigious
behavioral research institute. Resigned to making coffee and
working the copier, she's just thrilled to be in the same building
as the famous and handsome researcher Dr. James Vellano. Little
does she realize just how intimately his next project
will involve her. 



When a chance encounter catches his
eye, she
quickly becomes the center of his newest
project. His studies of sexual pleasure have led him to design a
program to create the ideal bimbo: voluptuous, horny, and
desperate to please. Now he has the perfect test
subject, and he's prepared to work intimately and untiringly with
her until he has shaped her into his perfect
sexual plaything, though of course he'll be willing to
share.






Preview

I lived in a rhythmic haze, at times completely
caught up in the changes I was experiencing and at other times
regaining enough of a clear head to understand what was happening.
Gradually I began to recognize that this wasn't about unleashing
some empowering sense of sexuality. It was about making me into the
perfect bimbo, a little sex kitten dwelling in the world of sensual
pleasure. At first the thought alarmed me, but as the treatments
went on, the more the thought excited me. I began to consciously
work towards the little things that might please Dr. Vellano and
bring me in line with what he wanted me to be. I awaited new
measurements with breathless excitement. When my first reaction to
any request wasn't immediate and eager obedience, I stumbled over
myself to apologize and beg his forgiveness.

I was starting to have trouble with complicated
ideas, and even that I began to appreciate. The complicated ideas
were all just distractions anyways. The simple things were the
important things. Pleasure. Obedience. Keeping myself sexy and
available. When anything that didn't have to do with those things
came up, men like Dr. Vellano were happy to worry about them for me
in exchange for a little of those things that I did understand.

But best of all was the effect my changes had on
them. That was where I took my greatest satisfaction. When I had
first wandered in through their doors they had looked on me like a
nice piece of clay, something they could do something with but not
terribly interesting in my own right. But now I often saw their
admiring glances. I saw the way they responded to my body and the
little things I did to please them.

It was Dr. Vellano in particular that I focused on.
I knew he wanted me, and that he was only managing to restrain
himself because he didn't want to interfere with the experiment in
its early stages. But I didn't care about the experiment. I cared
about him, and I knew I could make him happy if he let me.

So I became a bit of a bad girl. I watched for the
little things I did that most affected him and did them at every
opportunity. I came and sat on his lap whenever he was too
distracted to immediately shoo me away. Once or twice I managed to
brush his groin with a thigh or a hand and could tell I made him
hard. He had created his perfect sex toy and now I took it upon
myself to be sure he got to play with me before his sense of
responsibility left us both unhappy.






Continued…

To read this story in its entirety, find it
available now at your online bookstore of choice.
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The Public Exam

Short on cash, Megan decides to prove to her
disbelieving friends that volunteering as a model patient for medical school
classes is an easy way to make
some quick money. How hard can it be? But before she knows what's
happening, there she is up on an
exam table with a whole class watching as the demonstration exam
starts to expose parts of her she planned on keeping
covered. At first she might not be
sure whether she's mortified or
turned on, but soon enough it's clear to everyone just exactly how it's all affecting her ...
and what the doctor's going to do
about it.
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Double Session at the Fertility Clinic

Lilly Marone has been
married a year with nothing to show for it. When she goes to a
fertility clinic for answers, the handsome, young doctor is more
than happy to take a look. But when his hands-on
examination shows she is a healthy, fertile young
woman, he and
his colleague don't hesitate to show her what real men can put
in her body.
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The Doctor Takes Advantage

When curious
but inexperienced Casey Atkins gets caught touching herself by her
father, she
might just die of embarrassment, but that's only the beginning.
Worried that his daughter has developed unhealthy sexual urges
while away at college, he makes her an appointment with Dr.
Clayton. It only takes the handsome young
doctor one
look to recognize what it is that Casey really needs ... and how to
get what he wants at the same time.



















Once again, thank you for reading.

Any and all feedback is greatly appreciated,
either in the form of an online review or by emailing me at
jessicawhitethread@theredspotpress.com.
The satisfaction of readers like you is what I'm all about, and
only you can tell me if I'm getting it right!

You can also keep up with me at www.theredspotpress.com/jessicawhitethread/
or by joining my mailing
list. I'll let you know about new releases and your
information will never ever ever be given out to a third party.






Click here to view the rest of my catalog.
Have a wonderful day.
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