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Between a tough job and tougher grad school
classes, Vanessa Worthing is being
stretched to the limit. What she really needs is something
to help her let go and unwind,
and her doctor has just the stress relief medication. Its only
drawback is a certain rare side effect in individuals with a lot of
latent sexual tension, though
Vanessa is quick to deny to her
handsome young doctor that this
could be a concern for her.



But when he issues her the drug and keeps her in his exam room
for monitoring, the truth is bound to be unleashed before
long.

 







Preview

His voice stopped me, understanding but firm. "Try
to focus, Vanessa. I understand the drug can be a little
disorienting, but try to remember why we're here. You came in
because you were having trouble with -"

"Oh, I remember now, Dr. Stevens. I'm sorry. Yes, I
really am feeling a lot better. In fact, it's hard to even remember
what had me so worked up in the first place."

"That's good," he said, scribbling something.
"That's very good. And what about the other issues we talked
about?"

"Oh," I said, having forgotten for a moment the
source of my previous anxiety. "I - uh, I'm sure there isn't
anything to worry about."

"Well lie back," he said. "I need to take your blood
pressure."

Compliantly, I flopped back onto the exam table. My
legs splayed open lazily and for a moment I worried that my gown
had hiked up to show more than I meant to. But it felt so good just
to lie there that I really couldn't find it in myself to check.

Dr. Stevens came over next to me. I saw his gaze
flick over my body and caught a momentary gleam of desire in those
dark, alluring eyes.

"Is my pussy showing, Dr. Stevens?" I asked
lazily.

"It is, as a matter of fact," he said, putting a
hand to my forehead and writing something down. "You know we don't
require patients to remove their underwear when we have them
change, don't you?"

"I'm sorry, Dr. Stevens. I don't mean to be
improper. It's just that I wasn't wearing any panties today. Isn't
that silly? I completely forgot to wear panties."
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"That's quite alright," he said, removing his hand
from my forehead.

I closed my eyes again. The drug's effects were
getting stronger, and there was definitely something sexual about
the way I was feeling. I liked talking about my pussy with him. I
liked him looking at it.

"Why don't I give you a quick once-over?" he
suggested. "While we've got you down here anyways."

"Of course, doctor," I agreed, spreading my legs
wider for him.

He put his hand on the side of my throat, feeling at
my pulse. His fingers were gentle and strong and my skin felt hot
and very sensitive to his touch. Everything felt good, but
especially him. "Body temperature seems stable, and pulse normal,"
he said, scribbling.

"You know I really like when you touch me, Dr.
Stevens. You should do it more."

"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself," he said
distractedly as he continued the exam. His hands made deft, knowing
little movements down my body. Each one sent a shiver of pleasure
up through me.

He prodded several times at my upper stomach and
then moved lower. It wasn't until I felt his fingers on my bare
skin that I realized how much of myself I was showing. He hadn't
just caught a glimpse; the entire lower half of my body below my
navel was bared and in view. I wriggled in a naughty sort of
glee.

"Try to hold still, Vanessa," he chided.

"Sorry, Dr. Stevens," I apologized.




 


I sat in the waiting room at Pilgrim Medical,
drumming my fingers against the cold metal of the chair beneath me.
The anxious tightness in my chest felt like a vice, and the hushed
voices and people in white uniforms weren't making me feel any
better.

This would be my third doctor in a year, and even
though I had never met him, I already knew exactly what he would
tell me. "You're too tense," he'd say. "You're not treating
yourself well. You need to find a way to take some time off and
relax. Sleep in. Do yoga. Lay off the coffee."

The last woman I'd been to had said it like it was
the easiest thing in the world. How I'd wanted to scream at her.
"But I can't," I had said. "I can't take time off. I'm in classes
and working every day just to pay the bills. Can't you give me
anything?"

"Sorry, I'm not in the business of drugging you up
to maintain an unhealthy lifestyle," she had said. I could have
choked her with her little black stethoscope.

"Ms. Worthing? The doctor will see you now," a voice
chimed out in the almost silent room. I turned around to see a
pretty brunette nurse looking around, a clipboard clasped to her
petite form.

"Oh, thanks," I said, snapping out of the
frustrating recollection and waving a finger to identify
myself.

I stood and followed her beyond the reception desk
and down a narrow corridor. She led me into a small examination
room and indicated a medical gown folded across the exam table.
"Get changed and the doctor will be in shortly."

"But I'm just here for - " I began in a subdued
voice, but already the door had closed with a soft click, leaving
me alone. After a minute of vexed silence, I accepted my position.
Maybe they just wanted to do some quick tests. I had complained of
tightness in my chest, after all, so maybe it was my own fault if
they wanted to do a full physical. I began to undress, muttering
curses at myself for trying to be melodramatic.

I folded my blouse neatly on the small folding chair
next to the exam table, but when I went to unzip my skirt I had a
terrifying realization.

It was laundry day. I had meant to get to the
laundromat before work, but had ended up oversleeping. Nothing was
clean, and so I had just figured I could get by. I had completely
forgotten I'd be in a doctor's office. I was not wearing
panties.

In panic I held the gown up in front of me. The
bottom hem was almost to my knees. That was probably long enough
that I didn't have to worry, and even if it wasn't, what could I
do? If I tried to keep my skirt on the doctor would only ask me to
remove it, and I couldn't stand the thought of explaining to him
why I would be reluctant to do so.

For one brief, terrifying instant I was standing in
a strange room wearing absolutely nothing but a bra. I dove inside
the paper-thin gown and burrowed into its scant covering.

Calm down, Vanessa, I told myself. You're here to
deal with your anxiety, not send it through the roof. Nothing's
going to happen. Nothing's going to happen.

It was only a couple more minutes before I heard a
light rap on the door.

"Come in," I said, struggling to keep my voice
steady.

The door opened and a cool rush of air from the
hallway heralded a new figure. I raised my eyes shyly to greet him
and let out an involuntary gasp. Immediately I struggled to collect
myself, trying not to stare into his dark crystalline eyes or ogle
too obviously at his rugged jaw-line and the way his doctor's
scrubs hugged over a thick, muscled chest.

"Vanessa," he said, smiling with white teeth. "Sorry
to keep you waiting." He had that easy air of familiarity that good
doctors seem to have, like he had known me all my life.

"It's not - not a problem, Dr. Stevens," I
stammered, smiling to hide my momentary surprise. My body was
helpfully choosing this moment to remind me that it had been quite
a while since I had had anything resembling a sex life.

His smile widened and he indicated for me to sit on
the exam table. I scooted backwards onto it, keeping my legs
clamped tightly together.

"Now, how are things? I hear you're having a bit of
chest tightness, is that right?"

"Oh," I said, "Uh, yes. Chest tightness. Just sort
of tight." I gestured in the direction of my breasts.

He nodded, his eyes lingering in the direction of my
gesture but his smooth forehead creasing in sympathy. "About how
long would you say this has been going on? A constant tightness or
just sometimes?"

I shrugged a little girlishly. "Ah, sometimes, I
guess. More and more over the past week or so, especially when I'm
feeling really stressed or tired."

He nodded understandingly. "Well, why don't I have a
listen," he said, removing the stethoscope from around his neck.
"Just lie back and try to breathe evenly."

I agreed a little breathlessly and turned to lie on
the exam table, making sure to pull down the bottom of the gown
below my mid-thigh before laying back. He moved to stand over me,
his strong, sure hand pressing briefly at several points between my
breasts before he brought the small metal implement around. He
warmed it with a quick breath and then slipped it beneath the gown.
My heart fluttered, suddenly the center of attention, as his hand
moved beneath my clothing and settled against my bare, sensitive
skin. I struggled to breathe deeply and evenly, but for some reason
the air refused to go past than my throat.

He paused with eyes closed, listening intently to my
heart beat. I tried not to look at him or think about his hand
against my body, but trying to relax was a lost cause. He was
standing close enough that the exam room's ambient aroma of
chemicals wasn't enough to mask his rich, masculine scent. My
heartbeat hammered in my chest, playing a staccato of nervous
excitement into his attentive ears. After several seconds that felt
an eternity, he broke contact and removed his hand.

"Just run a marathon?" he joked lightheartedly.

"I just -" I floundered.

"No, it's quite alright. I'm only teasing." He
smiled good-naturedly at my embarrassment and consulted his
clipboard. "Well, Vanessa, I think what we have here is a clear
case of excess anxiety. What would you think about that
conclusion?"

"Well, I have been pretty high-strung," I admitted.
"There's just a lot of stuff going on and it's hard not to be
constantly thinking about everything I need to do to keep up."

He nodded understandingly. "Say no more, Vanessa. A
doctor certainly knows a thing or two about work-related stress.
But at the end of the day, you're the one paying the price for
this. In my opinion, what you need is a bit of rest and a
vacation."

I groaned with frustration. "That's what they tell
me every time I come in. I can't just drop everything and go on
vacation. I'm in grad school and working full time. It takes all
day everyday just to keep all my commitments."

He nodded knowingly and pursed his lips. "I
completely understand," he said. "And I want to help, but chronic,
lifestyle-based anxiety is dangerous to medicate. Unless -"

"What?" I asked eagerly.

"It's a relatively new drug, and it doesn't have the
risk of physical dependency that other anxiety medications do."

"It sounds perfect," I chirped.

"Well, it's certainly promising, but it's still in
clinical trials. We would need to be absolutely sure you're a good
fit."

"Anything," I agreed.

He flipped through a couple pages of his clipboard,
considering the matter. "Well, this is a bit unusual. I'm going to
have to ask you a couple very personal questions, Vanessa, if
that's alright with you."

"It's certainly alright, doctor," I said, smiling at
him.

"How regularly do you experience sexual
release?"

I started and stared at him, sure I had heard him
wrong. "Experience what?"

"I am sorry to have to ask," he apologized. "But the
drug in question has been known to produce certain, possibly
undesirable and uncontrollable side-effects for individuals with a
great deal of pent-up sexual tension. Otherwise I would certainly
never pry into something so personal. You see, as an anti-anxiety
drug it tends to induce a more relaxed - ah -" he coughed politely
" - impulsive mental state."

"Oh," I said, blushing furiously. I looked at him
and then looked away. If I was being completely honest, I probably
knew what the answer should be, but I'd sooner die than
admit to this handsome doctor smiling at me that I hadn't been
getting any. "Regularly, yes," I informed him. "Of course, not
constantly, I mean not excessively, of course. The appropriate
amount." My voice sort of rose in pitch as I gushed to present the
matter the right way.

He cocked his head at my stilted response. "Honesty
is very important in a doctor patient relationship, Vanessa. Now if
there is any possibility of that condition appearing in you, we
need to talk about it before this goes any further."

"I'm sorry," I said, not knowing what I was
apologizing for. "I just get a little flustered talking about this.
I have a fulfilling - ah - sex life, doctor. It really shouldn't be
a concern."

He pursed his lips and considered his clipboard
again. "Alright," he said after a moment. "I'm going to prescribe
it, but I'd like to keep you here for monitoring as you take your
first dose. The onset will be rapid, and we need to know if any
dangerous symptoms are going to manifest themselves in your case.
If everything seems to be going well, I won't keep you here more
than an hour."

I considered the implications of what he was
suggesting. If I did become ... impulsive, maybe I could hide it.
How strong could it be? I could fake it and get out of here without
any embarrassing admissions being made, right?

I couldn't help squirming a little at the prospect,
but the stakes were too high to get squeamish now. But how had I
ended up in this position?

"There isn't any other way?"

He shook his head. "I can't in good conscience just
hand you a bottle of pills and send you out the door. I'll be
violating protocol as it is, but I can see you're obviously having
a hard time and I want to help. But this is the only way I'll do
it."

I sighed. "Alright, Dr. Stevens. If that's what you
want to do."

"Good," he said in satisfaction. "I appreciate your
understanding. I'm sure this is inconvenient for you, but it sounds
like the only way we can get you feeling better. Just sit tight for
a minute and I'll be right back."

He turned and exited the little exam room. The door
closed with a sharp click and I let out an explosive breath. My God
was he handsome. Why hadn't I had a doctor like this all my life?
But on the other hand, it did make it a little hard to concentrate
around him. It had been almost torture when he had his stethoscope
on me, listening to me and so close that I could almost feel him
the same way he was feeling me.

In a moment, he had returned holding a small bottle.
He placed it on the desk, checked his watch, and scribbled
something down on a sheet of papers. Then he turned, shook a long
narrow pill into his palm, and turned to me. I glimpsed the name
Vassitromen-B on the label above a large warning message.

"When did you last eat?" he asked.

"I had breakfast a couple hours ago. And coffee on
the drive here, I guess."

He nodded and scribbled more. Then he filled a
plastic cup of water at the sink and handed both the cup and the
pill to me. I looked first at the pill, then shyly back at him.

"It's alright," he said encouragingly. "I'm not
going to let anything happen to you. We're in this together
now."

My doubts were still there, but I couldn't help but
feel reassured by him. He seemed so competent and in control that
it was difficult to imagine anything bad happening if he said it
wouldn't. With a silent prayer I threw back the pill and swallowed
it down with a gulp of water.

"Ugh," I said, grimacing. "Bitter."

"That's how you know it's working." He gave a
familiar wink and gathered his papers. "Alright, you hold tight
here. I'm going to go take care of a couple quick things and be
back to check on you before you know I'm gone."

"Alright," I said. "Thank you."

He stepped out again, leaving only a still, empty
room behind him. I stared at the floor, wondering idly whether I
had made a mistake in all of this, but there's only so far you can
second-guess yourself. The tight anxiety in my chest felt worse
than ever. Slowly the seconds ticked by on the large clock on the
wall. 10:02. 10:03.

I strained to feel something happening, and my
imagination started to run wild. My feet felt warm. Was that the
drug? My elbow itched. Was that the drug?

I took a slow, deep breath and lay back on the exam
table, trying to put the thoughts out of my head. Breathe in.
Breathe out. Don't worry about what's going to happen. Don't worry
about what's already happened. Just be. Just be.

Slowly the tension eased. It occurred to me how rare
it was for me to just sit still, in silence. I had nowhere to go
and nothing to be doing. I could just let my mind drift. Why didn't
I do this more often?

I closed my eyes and relished the moment. Cool air
played over my face and even through the thin paper of the medical
gown. I could feel it on my body, caressing my skin. I could feel
the cool air trickling over my nakedness like a soothing breath. I
breathed in and breathed out along with it. I felt all the little
sensations of my body as my chest rose and fell. I could almost
feel my heart slowing down. Everything was slowing down, becoming
simpler.

I opened my eyes, and then blinked rapidly. The
light overhead had grown brighter. Slowly I sat up. My movements
felt languid and calm.

"Hello," I said into the empty room. My voice
sounded slightly slurred. The drug was definitely starting to do
something. "What's this?" I said, relishing the strange sound of my
words. "I feel great. I feel won-der-ful." I giggled slightly at
the sound of the word. "Where's the doc-tor? He's so friendly." My
words bounced around, striking the walls and coming back to me. "I
feel fucking fantastic, actually."

I took the front of the gown in my hands and
billowed it outwards. Air rushed up over my nakedness and I gasped
at the delightful intensity of the sensation. I repeated the motion
and let out a slight hum of satisfaction. This was great
medicine.

The door clicked open and Dr. Stevens stepped back
into the room.

"So how are you feeling?" he asked.

"I feel really wonderful, Dr. Stevens. Thank you for
asking."

"Any light-headedness? Nausea? Dizziness?"

"No, none of those. Lots of other things,
though."

"And how about the tightness in your chest?"

I put hands up to my breasts and cupped one in each
hand. My nipples felt incredibly sensitive, sending a hot wave of
feedback at the slightest pressure. Momentarily distracted by the
feeling, I shook my head to clear it. "What was the question, Dr.
Stevens?"

"Your chest. Is the tightness gone?"

"Well, no, I suppose you're right. My bra really is
too tight." I began to reach around towards the clasp.

His voice stopped me, understanding but firm. "Try
to focus, Vanessa. I understand the drug can be a little
disorienting, but try to remember why we're here. You came in
because you were having trouble with -"

"Oh, I remember now, Dr. Stevens. I'm sorry. Yes, I
really am feeling a lot better. In fact, it's hard to even remember
what had me so worked up in the first place."

"That's good," he said, scribbling something.
"That's very good. And what about the other issues we talked
about?"

"Oh," I said, having forgotten for a moment the
source of my previous anxiety. "I - uh, I'm sure there isn't
anything to worry about."

"Well lie back," he said. "I need to take your blood
pressure."

Compliantly, I flopped back onto the exam table. My
legs splayed open lazily and for a moment I worried that my gown
had hiked up to show more than I meant to. But it felt so good just
to lie there that I really couldn't find it in myself to check.

Dr. Stevens came over next to me. I saw his eyes
flick over my body and caught a momentary gleam of desire in those
dark, alluring eyes.

"Is my pussy showing, Dr. Stevens?" I asked
lazily.

"It is, as a matter of fact," he said, putting a
hand to my forehead and writing something down. "You know we don't
require patients to remove their underwear when we have them
change, don't you?"

"I'm sorry, Dr. Stevens. I don't mean to be
improper. It's just that I wasn't wearing any panties today. Isn't
that silly? I completely forgot to wear panties."

"That's quite alright," he said, removing his hand
from my forehead.

I closed my eyes again. The drug's effects were
getting stronger, and there was definitely something sexual about
the way I was feeling. I liked talking about my pussy with him. I
liked him looking at it.

"Why don't I give you a quick once-over?" he
suggested. "While we've got you down here anyways."

"Of course, doctor," I agreed, spreading my legs
wider for him.

He put his hand on the side of my throat, feeling at
my pulse. His fingers were gentle and strong and my skin felt hot
and very sensitive to his touch. Everything felt good, but
especially him. "Body temperature seems stable, and pulse normal,"
he said, scribbling.

"You know I really like when you touch me, Dr.
Stevens. You should do it more."

"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself," he said
distractedly as he continued the exam. His hands made deft, knowing
little movements down my body. Each one sent a shiver of pleasure
up through me.

He prodded several times at my upper stomach and
then moved lower. It wasn't until I felt his fingers on my bare
skin that I realized how much of myself I was showing. He hadn't
just caught a glimpse; the entire lower half of my body below my
navel was bared and in view. I wriggled in a naughty sort of
glee.

"Try to hold still, Vanessa," he chided.

"Sorry, Dr. Stevens," I apologized.

 

His hands moved lower still, until they were almost
... but no, they stopped and pulled away. I was surprised by how
much I had wanted him to keep going.

"Swollen clit, indicating arousal," he muttered.
"Redness around the labia. Evident vaginal wetness."

"I am wet, aren't I?" I said, realizing it with a
sort of clenching physical pleasure. "I just think you're really
handsome, Dr. Stevens. I'm sure a lot of women get wet around you.
Don't you know you're handsome?"

"Well that's very nice of you, Vanessa," he said,
"but it could be a symptom of something more significant."

"Well," I said, trying to remember what all the fuss
had been about. "So what? You have a cock, don't you, Dr. Stevens?
Why don't you just fuck me if the drug turns me on."

He didn't answer, but I thought I sensed a slight
change in his body. His fingers came back, drawing a light line
along my wet, sensitive folds. My breath quickened eagerly and I
released a low moan.

"Responds strongly to physical stimulus," he
noted.

His hand went away again and I moaned again, this
time in frustration. He kept stopping. Why did he keep
stopping?

"Why did you stop, Dr. Stevens?" I managed to ask
aloud after a moment. "I wanted you to keep going."

"Vanessa," he said, a hint of strain coming into his
previously calm voice. "I think we need to accept the fact that
you're experiencing the sexual compulsions I was concerned
about."

I sat up, the world swimming back into focus. At the
center of that world was him, sexier than ever and now it was
obvious he was being effected by what was happening. "So what, Dr.
Stevens?" I repeated. "So what if I'm a cock-hungry little whore?"
Even saying the word 'cock' aloud sent a needy throb through my
body. I put my own hand down and rubbed at myself, seeing as how he
was being so stubborn and selfish. My own touch obviously didn't
feel quite as good as his, but it was still incredible. I had never
felt quite like this before. "I mean, there's medicine for
cock-hungry little whores, isn't there?" I went on. "Why don't you
just give me my medicine, doctor? Why don't you just give me that
cock you've got? I bet it's a nice one."

He took a step back, throwing the clipboard aside
and holding up his hands. "I knew this was a mistake," he said, but
I could tell he didn't believe it.

I stood up from the exam table and ripped the gown
off my body, leaving me in nothing but my bra. I reached back and
unsnapped that, too, baring myself totally in front of him. "You're
saying you don't want me?" I asked him coyly, my mind coming back
into focus with a new goal. "If I felt your crotch right now, I
wouldn't feel a big, hard cock in there, just straining to get at
my tight little body?" I ran a hand down my front for emphasis,
getting distracted again by how good it felt just to rub hands over
my breasts. "Come on," I repeated. "I bet you're hard as a
rock."

I stepped forward and he didn't back away. I took
another step and pressed my body against his, feeling his body's
warmth and the tantalizing sensation of the cloth of his white lab
coat brushing against my nipples. I reached down and palmed his
groin. I hadn't been wrong. The feeling of the hard shape released
a wave of wetness in me and my knees went weak.

He looked down at me, conflict wreathing his
handsome face. Intense desire was burning in his eyes as he looked
down at me, but he did not act yet. Indescribable energy sizzled in
the air as I shook with need and want against him.

He reached out a hand and cupped the back of my
head, holding my face an inch from his.

"Fuck me," I begged him silently with my gaze.

His eyes moved down my face, down my body, and then
he kissed me. It was a fierce, strong, lustful kiss. His lips were
aggressive and his tongue pushed into my mouth. His other hand took
me by the ass and pulled me into him, pressing me against him along
every inch of our forms. After a frenzied moment he broke away.

"God damn," he said to himself. "Why did I think
anything else would happen? I guess I could tell where this was
going all along, and I just pretended innocence for my own
conscience."

"That's alright, Dr. Stevens," I said. "I don't care
about any of that. Right now you have to finish what you started
and stuff me until I'm screaming. All of this not doing anything is
starting to make me go crazy."

He kissed me again and his hands lingered.
"Alright," he breathed huskily. "I put you in this situation; I
guess I'll have to help you through it. Get on your knees like a
slut and I'll treat you like one."

I sank to my knees and opened my mouth, my hand
going back to rub at myself again. My whole body was vibrating as I
watched him unbuckle his belt.

He let his pants fall off his thighs and I could see
the thick, long shape constrained in the soft cotton of his briefs.
He pulled the waistband down and his cock swung free, standing out
from him and toward me.

I put out a hand and grasped his shaft. The skin was
hot and soft but the shaft itself was incredibly hard. I ran a
curious hand along it and then leaned forward to lick the tip. A
faint, salty taste met my tongue and I felt a shiver run up through
his body. Eagerly I encircled it in my lips and pushed down along
its length as far as I could. The hot, blood-filled organ took over
my mouth and I sucked hungrily at it. I had never been as desperate
for anything as I was for any contact I could get with it. The
touch and scent and taste flooded my pleasure receptors until I was
writhing with gratitude and sucking and licking at it in
frenzy.

I couldn't tell whether the strength of the drug was
still increasing or whether I was just reinforcing it by giving in
to its urgings. Whatever the cause, every passing moment made the
hunger for that cock and the aching need for it in my pussy
stronger. Sitting on my heels I could feel my soaking wetness seep
down my thighs and across my ankles.

At last I drew back, gasping for air. He reached
down and took me by the hair and raised me to my feet. "Alright,"
he said, "you are being a very good little slut. It really wouldn't
be fair if I didn't give you the fucking you obviously need."

I breathed fast and sharply in anticipation as he
took me and pushed me back against the desk. My hands splayed out
across the paper strewn surface to stabilize me as he moved to
stand between my legs. He reached down and brought his cock up and
ran it along my soaked lips. I moaned weakly in desperate
eagerness, and then he pushed into me, stretching me to accommodate
his girth. "Oh fuck," I gasped. "Fuck!"

He plunged into me again and again. My grateful body
sang with pleasure more intense than anything I had ever felt
before. In only a few moments, I was coming. Coming and screaming.
I could not have orgasmed quietly even if my life had depended on
it, and as it was, I didn't really care. "OH FUCK!"

The door banged open and a dark-haired man in scrubs
burst in. "Is everything alright in -" he stopped mid-sentence.
"Holy shit," he muttered. "Sorry, I didn't mean to disturb."

I drew a gasping breath and fought to remember where
I was. My body was an explosion if ecstasy, but I knew even before
it had faded that I wanted more.

"No, stay!" I called out as he turned to leave.

"What?" he asked, looking around.

"Stay. I want your cock, too," I breathed. "I want
to get passed around like the whore I am! I want as many men as I
can get." My words were punctuated by slight gasps and moans as Dr.
Stevens continued to pound me back into the wall. I opened my mouth
wide. "See? I have other holes. I have an ass, too. OH GOD!" Dr.
Stevens reached out and seized my tits as his body tensed against
mine. In another moment he exploded into me, pumping me full of his
thick come. The feeling of his spurting cock sent me into a second
orgasm, and everything was red and bright and heavy breathing. It
seemed I had to fight just to keep from exploding into pieces. Wave
after wave of ecstasy poured through my every nerve and blood
vessel.

Dr. Stevens pulled back, his dick falling out of me
and a slight dribble of come falling along my thigh and onto the
desk. I turned, breathless and weak, to seek out the other doctor.
He was still standing in the doorway, his pants tenting
visibly.

The other doctor was watching with a slightly open
mouth, but then he snapped back into focus. "Then come with me, if
you want all of that," he told me. "I know how to make it
happen."

Unsteadily I stood up and went eagerly over to him.
He ran a hand along my side and squeezed my ass with a strong hand.
I moaned slightly in pleasure, conforming my body against his, and
he took my elbow in his other hand. "You're a sight for sore eyes,"
he said. "It's this way."

He marched me out into the hall. Naked and dripping
semen, I stumbled to keep up with him. Nurses and patients passing
by turned to stare at me, but we were in any one place for only a
moment.

"Mindy," the doctor barked to a blonde woman in a
small office as we passed it, "call down to the surgeon's lounge
and tell anyone off-duty to come to the operating theater."

"Yes, sir, Dr. Parker," she said, not looking
up.

"And anyone who wants a free show is welcome on the
observation deck."

"I'll pass that along, sir," she said, still
oblivious to what was going on.

Down another hallway we stopped outside thick double
doors. He pulled a key from his belt, opened them, and ushered me
through. Another set of doors separated us from a large room with
an operating table in the middle. Ten feet above us, the room
opened out much wider and glass railings separated a seating area
large enough for maybe thirty people.

Once into the middle room I turned back to him.
"Observation deck?" I asked him.

"I know your type," he said. "Don't pretend it
doesn't get you hot to think about other people watching."

"I've never been this type before," I said.

"Trust me."

"I do, but let's not wait for them, alright?" I
beckoned him towards me with mouth slightly open.

He took me and flipped me around so that I had to
throw my arms out to avoid falling face-first onto the operating
table. He slid a hand up between my thighs, reached up, and toyed
with my clit. I sagged down against him at the intense pleasure,
moaning into the huge empty room.

With the sound of a zipper, I felt a new hot shape
poised between my legs. I bent back, presenting my pussy to him,
and I felt the second cock in almost as many minutes sliding into
me.

"You're Dr. Parker?" I asked him between gasps.

"That's right."

"I'm Vanessa Worthing," I told him. "Thank you for
fucking me, Dr. Parker."

"You seem like you needed it," he grunted, driving
himself into me hard enough to slam my hips forward against the
hard rubber surface of the operating table.

I heard the faint sound of doors opening, and then a
louder sound as several men came in through the inner doors of the
operating room.

Dr. Parker glanced around, but I couldn't see who
had come in. "Room for at least one more," he shouted over his
shoulder.

Surprised voices sounded in conversation for a
moment. In the process of being violently nailed, I had a little
trouble following what they were saying, but after a minute another
man came around to where I could see him.

He was a big guy, thick-chested and with tattoos
peaking out along his biceps from under the short sleeves of his
scrubs. I looked at him and opened my mouth to say something, but
all that emerged was "OH GOD!" as I took a particularly deep thrust
that seemed on the verge of splitting me down the middle.

He laughed and lifted his shirt over his head. All I
could do was drink him in, hungry for what he had in store for me.
He approached us, and Parker slowed down long enough to turn me to
the side and allow the newcomer to take my head in his hands. He
unzipped and presented me with his own erection, also already hard
and eager. Among other things, this experience was proving very
good for my self-esteem. Seeing cocks already hard just from the
sight of me felt good no matter how many times it happened.

I opened my mouth and ushered him between my soft
lips. I was eager to pleasure him and show the others how much fun
I could be and that they should join in, but when I took him into
my mouth and had only just begun licking and sucking at him, I felt
the building pressure of another orgasm. When it ripped through me
I could only gasp around the thick cock, distracted entirely by the
delights being pushed into me from behind. "DHFHG!" I choked
out.

He took me by the hair and pulled me down his length
even as the orgasm flamed to its most intense and made me weak and
almost unable to balance. In and out of my mouth he thrust, and in
another moment I was back in control of myself enough to resume my
task.

A thrill of satisfaction ran through me as I heard
him groan in gratitude. The experience of pleasuring someone else
in the midst of orgasm was incredible.

Within another minute, I felt Parker come inside me
with desperate thrusts. He stepped back and his place was taken by
another, whose face I never saw.

Eventually, the tattooed man finished, too. I
swallowed eagerly and savored the feeling of the warm substance
sinking into my stomach.

After another couple rounds, two of the doctors that
had already had their first turn came back for seconds and wanted
to flip me around and go at my ass and pussy at the same time. I
struggled to find a position to accommodate them, and soon I was
experiencing a penetration more as intense as anything I had felt
until then. I orgasmed again and again, yelling out into space at
the overpowering physical ecstasy of it. After a few minutes,
cheers started to follow my particularly loud vocalizations, and I
turned in a daze to look up at a crowd on the observation deck.

Parker had been right, the feeling of being passed
around and used and fucked senseless in front of all these people
was electrifying in a way that the simple physical thrill of
penetration wasn't. I started to play to my crowd, begging for more
and responding loudly when I was given it.

At long last, things began to slow down. I took a
final load and then collapsed across the operating table. I was
exhausted and sore, but I could remember with relish every cock
that had been in me that day. I had lost count of the orgasms. I
smiled weakly into the rubber.

Dimly, I realized there was a hand on my shoulder.
It shook me lightly, and then more urgently.

"Can't you get it in from there?" I asked sleepily.
"Just put me in whatever position works best. I don't know if I can
stand up right now."

"Vanessa."

Recognizing the voice, I turned my head. It was Dr.
Stevens.

"Come on," he said. "Let me take you back and get
you dressed."

He put his lab coat around me and walked me back
through the halls, his steady hands keeping me from falling. I
pushed my face into his chest and clung to him, feeling safe and
content that he would know what should happen next. If he wanted
another go at me, he was more than entitled to it.

But back in the little room, he just set me down on
the exam table. He took a cold, wet cloth and wiped away the sweat
and grime and come from my hot skin.

"How're you feeling?" he asked me.

"Really very good," I mumbled. "I like your
drug."

"I didn't expect things to get so out of hand."

"No, it's alright," I said. "I'm alright."

"Well, I'm glad, then. How do you feel? Do you want
to go?"

"I probably should."

"Alright." He brought me my clothes and bag and
helped me dress. "Here," he said, slipping the bottle into my
purse. "I think you've earned at least this much."

I smiled weakly and clasped the bag to me in sore
but delighted gratitude. "It won't be the same if you aren't there
to make sure I don't develop any side effects."

He winked and helped me stand. "My door is always
open."

I put a hand out and pressed my face into his chest
in a final embrace. In another moment we were going our separate
ways, but with each step I heard the slight rattle in my bag and
smiled.
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The hall was dimly lit. Recessed fixtures cast only
a patchwork glow from overhead. The footprint of the space was
large enough that the ceiling, even twenty feet above my head, felt
low and oppressive. It, like everything else here, was watching
me.

I fidgeted nervously with the strap of my dress. The
fabric was green nylon, thin and stretched tight over the few
contours of my body it covered at all. I had wanted to protest when
Robert picked it out for me, but looking into his eyes had told me
louder than words that today of all days was not a time to be on
bad behavior.

The men seated in a semi-circle around me seemed
perfectly aware of how intimidating I found them. No doubt they
were used to it. Each of them went through life assuming absolute
power in any room he entered. They were well-dressed,
well-financed, well-serviced, and well-respected, and had been for
so long that they had forgotten there were other ways people
lived.

Their women lounged among them in various states of
repose and undress: some on the floor at their master's feet, some
of them perched smugly in a prized lap. Each of them had that air
of pampered obedience. Each of them was fully the creature of her
dominant, living and dying by his praises, rebukes, favors and
demands.

I could no longer tell whether the heat in my cheeks
was a blush or the flush of arousal. The wetness between my legs
was less ambiguous. I was under scrutiny, here, and my body was
responding. It knew that a great deal was about to happen.

"She's got nice little tits," one of the men
remarked. "A bit on the small side, but quite perky."

My blush deepened and my eyes lowered to the floor.
My nipples, as though sensing that they in particular had just
become the subject of general conversation, stood up obligingly
through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Can't you see how young she is, John?" A second
responded to the first. "Every girl her size has perky tits when
she's twenty."

For some reason it seemed important that they know
my age was actually twenty-two, but I knew better than to speak
without being invited to.

"Even so," the first said. "If her nipples weren't
popping out of her dress, would you have guessed she is not wearing
a bra? It's a good trait at any age."

My nipples stiffened further. Out of the corner of
my eye I saw the man who had spoken lay a hand under the chin of a
woman seated at his feet. "You would know what to do with a nice
little rack like that, wouldn't you, Renee?" he asked her.

"Yes, sir," she agreed obediently, casting an eye
over me and the breasts in question.

"Youth is wasted on the young, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," she agreed. The look she shot me was
resentful. She did not like the implication that her tits were not
as nice as mine, particularly made here in front of the full
Tremboix Society, and it was clear she blamed me for it. My master
is free to criticize me, her look said, but how dare you come in
here and make me look bad in front of him?

I tried to ignore her, but I couldn't help but be
bothered by just how few friends I had in this room.

"I don't mind the small tits," a third man noted.
"It's her ass that's nice enough to make up for any of that."

"I'll want a couple handfuls of it before I make
judgment," a fourth mused. "An ass is only as good as it feels
during a spanking."

Murmurs of agreement met this remark, and my blush
deepened. The image of any of these men bending me over and
spanking me sent a shiver, both welcome and unwelcome, through my
hypersensitive body.

"Well, we should begin, then," another, more
authoritative voice said. And then he addressed me. "You are
Jennifer Everette?"

I turned towards the man who had spoken. He sat at
the end, in a position of apparent authority. His dark eyes
glittered as he watched me, and I stood up a little straighter.

"Yes, sir," I answered.

"You are here under consideration on behalf of your
dominant, Robert Daniels. Is that correct?"

Robert. The name put warmth back in my chest and
reminded me that the wetness between my legs was natural and
acceptable. I was here for him, submitting to his demands and
trying to make him proud. Being aroused by doing that was the most
natural thing, and nothing to be ashamed of. It had nothing to do
with these men looking at me, evaluating me, and discussing
spanking me in such casual tones. As long as I was linked to
Robert, nothing truly bad could happen.

"Yes, sir," I said. A little pride came into my
voice and I stood taller.
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The Public Sex Dare

Emily Marion has had a
tough week rushing Kappa Kappa Delta: following instructions that
range from unpleasant to outright humiliating, but she's made it
this far and wouldn't dream of giving up now. That is, until she
hears what her final assignment is going to be. Apparently she's
managed to piss off the chapter president, and in return her final
afternoon of rush week is going to be an intense one. But does it
have to be with two fraternity brothers
she's never met, and in public? And do the sisters have
to give her apharmaceutical-grade
aphrodisiac to be sure she'll go through with it? It all sounds a bit
excessive, but deep down she probably can't deny she finds the
prospect a little thrilling, too. 
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Disciplining the Teacher

If she's being honest, Sandra Rogers
sometimes enjoys jerking around the male college students in her
classes … but when she goes too far with her bad marks, she
finds out there's someone in her class who won't get pushed too
far. Jackson, an undergraduate after completing his military
service, has discovered a dirty little secret that Sandra
will do anything to keep from getting out into the open.
He's willing to keep this secret between them, but he wants to be
sure that still gets the punishment she so very much deserves.
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Over My Boss's Knee

Emma's young and handsome boss has always
taken a special interest in her, ever since she first came to work
for him. After Emma loses the order form of a very important
client, he punishes her as he often has before: with a sound
spanking. But on this occasion, she settles onto his lap to savor
her punishment under his strong hands only soon to find herself in
the throes of a very loud orgasm.
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