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SIGN UP FOR THE JEN EASTWOOD EROTICA NEWSLETTER

JEN EASTWOOD EROTICA TUMBLR

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD

READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.





BIMBO THERAPY

I didn't know why the other patients were coming out of the exam rooms so exhilarated, but I knew I had come to the right place. I was worried about my lack of libido, and the fact that I was still firmly in my twenties had set off alarm bells. I figured it was just a bout of depression.

Yet here I was, visiting the OB/GYN for hormone therapy. My best friend Lindsey suggested it, since it fixed her problems almost overnight. Antidepressants had simply made me feel numb, and they certainly didn't help me get much excitement for my husband. Lindsey was almost a nymphomaniac herself, but I wanted to stay faithful to Ben, unlike her newfound love of one-night-stands with total strangers.

I thumbed through another magazine, finally hearing the receptionist call out, “Jenny Farlan, the doctor will see you now.” The two hour wait was over.

I muttered, “Fucking finally,” under my breath as I got up. The pangs of nervousness returned. I felt awkward enough telling my general practitioner about feeling depressed, but surely a specialist like Dr. Vick would be used to hearing about this sort of thing, I assumed.

The stuffy air of the waiting room gave way to a slight draft as I opened the door. The narrow hallway looked far longer than it could have possibly been. The voice of the middle-aged desk jockey nearly sent me into the ceiling. “Exam room three on the left, sweetie.” 

I turned back to look at the woman behind the counter. I thought I noticed a hint of a wink in her stare. It was strange, but I didn't feel up to asking questions at that point. My heart was already on the verge of jumping out of my throat.

After ten paces that felt eternal, I took the handle of room three's door and took a deep breath. Rather than the usual exam furniture, the room looked more like a psychologist's office. Plush couch, twin-size resting bed, and decent wall decorations instead of anatomy posters. Even the dark red of the walls threw me for a loop. I was expecting a sterile and clinical whitewash.

I took a seat in the middle of the couch and crossed my legs. If it weren't for the pencil skirt I had on, a quick rest on the bed during the wait would have been tempting. But I didn't really want Dr. Vick seeing up my skirt if he walked in on me. It wasn't that kind of OB/GYN visit.

I pulled up on my pantyhose and blew the hair out of my face. You'd think the doctor would be decent enough to hurry since he's charging me so much, but I was already used to the wait.

At the tail-end of my thought, the door opened. Dr. Vick was slightly taller than I anticipated. He never broke stride as he walked to his seat, and then asked me, “Jenny Farlan, I hope?”

I felt the blush already going in my cheeks as I leaned forward and reached a hand out. “Yes.”

Dr. Vick's grip was firm, a sign of confidence that made my feel like drawing into myself. “So, your chart says you've been having libido troubles.” It at least saved me from stammering out the problem.

I cleared the herd of frogs in my throat and said, “That's right.”

“How long has this been going on?”

It had been two months since I felt like being intimate with Tim. “Almost a year.”

Dr. Vick scooted a chair in front of the couch and looked directly into my eyes. “Any pattern to this, or has it been a constant problem?”

“I'll have a few days a month when it's not as bad, but it's still there to some extent.”

He pulled the pen and pad from the lab coat's pocket. My shoulders relaxed, thinking Dr. Vick had already come to a solution. He stopped writing. “It's classic hormone imbalance, which is making every decision for your mind. What's your age?”

My heart sank at the worst question possible for a woman other than her weight. “Twenty-seven.”

“That's–,” Dr. Vick turned toward the cabinet behind him, “–not normal for someone so young.”

I couldn't help trying to check out his ass as he bent over. “Is it like early menopause or something?”

He turned back around, flicking a syringe. Dr. Vick grinned and shook his head a bit. “It's odd, but not unheard of.” He stepped closer and pulled the plastic cover off of the needle. “The good news is, it's easy to treat.”

“So it's just a shot and I'm done?” My mind relaxed like it had just sat down from a mile jog.

“Hold out your left arm, please.” Dr. Vick rolled the sleeve on my blouse up. “The shot is just to jump start the treatment. One pill in the morning will make your husband or boyfriend a very happy man.”

“Any risks?”

Dr. Vick smiled. I felt the mild sting of the needle, and the injection harsher pain of the injection. “Similar to oral contraceptives in side effects. Don't take up smoking or gain weight.” The needle came out, leaving just a little pain behind. “And of course, your behavior will change in ways you may or may not like in your current state of mind. My chart says your friend Lindsey referred you. I'll call and ask if she'll be your handler.”

“Handler?” I knew it would cause a difference, but I wasn't expecting terribly dramatic. “As in what kind of changes?”

“There's a chance your husband, alone, won't be able to keep up with you.” I suddenly thought Dr. Vick was straight out of soap opera casting as he made his way to the door. “For instance, in five minutes, I'm fucking you inside out. And you'll want it.”

My jaw dropped. As the door slammed behind Dr. Vick, the idea of what he had just said began to sink in. I couldn't helping thinking to myself, “I never agreed to fuck him! Where does he get off thinking I'm some kind of slut?”

I got up and pulled down on the handle. Locked. But why?

I started pacing around the exam room, hoping the doctor was just guilty of having a terrible bedside manner. “But what if he does come back? What would I tell Tim if he actually tried having sex with me?”

About a minute after the injection, I started to feel the changes. It started with my breasts, swelling and getting tender inside my bra. I reached around her back and unclipped it. Tucking it in my purse. I couldn't help blushing as uncontrollable thoughts of wild sex crept into my mind.


A few minutes passed as I waited, feeling myself wanting any man who might walk through that door. I hadn't felt like this since I was a drunken sorority girl a few years ago.

I almost jumped when I heard the door handle turn. Dr. Vick walked in, pressing the button lock as he shut out the rest of the world. I couldn't help wanting him, even though I had some guilt about cheating on my husband nagging in the back of my mind.

He went straight for one of the cabinets, digging through the contents as I thought about jumping on him right away. I popped the top couple of buttons on my blouse, my breasts threatening to burst the whole thing open as they swelled.

Of course, Dr. Vick paid no attention to what I was failing to sell him. He chucked a bottle of unmarked pills beside me onto the sofa and pulled at his tie. He could already tell I was doing exactly as he predicted.

“Something wrong?”

I blushed and looked away. “No, not really.”

“You're lying.”

My ears burned red hot as I met eyes with him. “What did that shot do to me? I feel amazing, but–”

He cut me off. “You said no,” Dr. Vick stepped a few feet closer. “What's the matter?”

I couldn't even try to speak. I put my palms against my thighs as I sat, feeling the warmth springing up from my skin. I shrugged and started to get up.

Dr. Vick grabbed me by the arm. "I think you know, and I think I know." He gripped harder and pulled my face in front of his own. “What's going through your mind right now?”

I tried looking away again. He jerked me back into place.

“What is it?”

It finally had to happen. I felt like I was gonna crack, or at least start bawling on the spot. I decided on a cop-out. “Dr. Vick, I know this will sound silly, but what if I wanted to seduce you?”

He just grinned. I pulled free and stepped back. Dr. Vick matched the steps coming forward, breathing down onto my forehead and pulling me close. “You think I didn't know you want to?”

“What?” You could have lit a cigarette with the heat in my cheeks.

“That look on your face when I left the room was cute, though.” He patted me on top of my head. “Good girl.”

“You don't have to fucking patronize me, Dr. Vick.” I pulled myself away from him. “Fucking jerk!”

His smile never changed. “Did you think you wouldn't become like your friend?”

“You mean, just like her?”

He perfectly understood what I had left unsaid. “It's only a problem if your husband finds out, but don't worry.” He grinned and took notice of my breasts. “Spouses only get suspicious when you lose interest in them. You'll have plenty left to spare for him, no matter how promiscuous you get with other people.”

I felt the nagging angel on my shoulder shrink a size or seven. “I won't lie, this is a good feeling.”

His eyebrows lowered. “And?”

“What? It doesn't seem like you're holding up your end of what you said you'd do to me.” They way it came out shocked me. I didn't intend to make it sound like a proposition, but my body had taken on its own will.

“You're probably wondering about that little change in your voice. Perfectly normal with this treatment.” His whole body started to relax. “And that side effect will keep getting more pronounced as the treatment takes hold.”

“You mean,” I didn't want to finish, “I'll turn into a complete slut.”

Dr. Vick was beaming again. “Now you're getting it.”

“I just don't know about this. Why would I agree to take that medicine if I just want to be more intimate with my husband?”

He leaned forward, looking me directly in the eyes. “The therapy itself isn't addictive, but the feeling you get from how it makes you behave will be.”

“Are you serious? I'd never betray Ben like that.”

“It's not all bad.” Dr. Vick began pushing me back into the couch. “You know you can't deny what you're feeling right now.”

. Dr. Vick was confident as a man betting on a fixed race. I was looking up to him like he was the center of the universe, vaguely aware of why I felt that way.

I gulped as the last of my resistance faded. “How many women have you done this to?”

“If you're asking about today, three. Over the past few months of my secret test run, I stopped counting.”

I was ready to slap the white off of him. “So I'm just another cheap lay?”

“Isn't that what you're showing those tits off to say? Don't worry, I let my my nurse practitioner take care of the clients I don't want to handle myself. James is quite happy with his job.” He pulled his cuff links loose.

He was right, and I knew it. “So I'm your type?”

“Far above the average patient I get through here.”

“I don't know.” I tried to glance away. Dr. Vick cleared his throat and had me looking directly into the cold blue of his eyes again. “It would kill my husband if he found out.”

“Is that really something you're concerned about? That little annoyance is fading away with each second.” It was true.

“But,” I hesitated for a second, “I can't just cheat on Ben like that.”

Dr. Vick pushed me into the cushions and towered above me. “Of course you can.”

It was too hard to come up with a response. The whole room started going blurry and I resigned myself to letting Dr. Vick have his way, gradually getting more excited about the idea. “Are you just fucking with me right now?”

He put his hand on my knee. “What do you think I'm doing?” I felt his fingers slide up my thigh, pushing my skirt up.

My hesitation gave out. “You're toying with me.”

“And you're making it fun.” It hit me hard, pushing my desire through the roof. “But I don't want to be too forward.”

“Is that a proposition, or a tease?”

“Don't worry. I'm putting taking this any further on you.”

I didn't know what to do or say. Before I could even blink, Dr. Vick stroked the inside of my leg, drifting his way closer to the burning heat.

“If you're confused, that's alright. I won't judge you for it.”

My lips started to tremble. I had no idea what kind of stunt he was trying to pull, and none of it made any sense in my mind. “Dr. Vick, stop messing with me.”

“Who says I am?”

“You just did.” His fingertips brushed against my folds, teasing against the fabric of my panties. “I can't even begin to say how fucked up this is.”

He slipped past the silk barrier, toying with my pussy like he wanted it, but not desperately. “Will this prove I'm being direct?”

“You're good.”

“Am I now?” His other hand pushed my skirt even further up. “Exactly how good?”

It was more than I could resist. I bent in and met our lips, hoping I could stop myself at just a peck. Dr. Vick kept himself under control as I wondered exactly how far I would go.

Dr. Vick cut the forming moment of awkward silence off before it could start. “That’s good, I guess.” He withdrew the teasing fingers and pushed me onto my back. He was on top before I could process it.

Our lips had their reunion as I let my tongue knock on his door without thinking. He answered, slipping into my mouth like a horny schoolboy. My eyes jarred open for an instant, settling shut again as I tossed away my concerns.

He was being too gentle. I reached down for his belt and tugged him into me. He responded with enthusiasm, sliding both hands up my waist.

Before I knew it, I was pulling Dr. Vick’s shirt up from beneath. As soon as I felt a hint of abs, I hit my limit. I pulled my mouth away and stuck it in his ear. In the loudest form of a whisper possible, I said, “I want you to fuck me, hard.”

Whether it was his original goal or not, Dr. Vick was more than willing to grant my wish. He pushed himself up and smiled. “Are you sure?”

“I've never been as certain about anything in my life.”

He didn’t need any more convincing, either. I felt his fingers grasp the waist of my panties on each side from underneath the skirt as I stayed on my back. Their removal had a bit of grace to it, slowly but steadily inching their way down to my knees. Dr. Vick pulled my legs up as his head vanished between my legs.

His tongue might as well have been a tazer, considering the gasp I belted out. The smooth, wet tip of his tongue glided along the lips of my pussy.

I tried to stay silent, but the hunky slice of Heaven taking his oral liberties between my legs wouldn’t allow it. His first light contact with my clit set my hips ablaze. I knew he was teasing and taking his sweet time again.

Dr. Vick sent his hands up and out of my skirt. Lifting my blouse, he traced a set of lines along my stomach, each fingertip sending its own chill up my spine. I buried my face in my hands, giving it my damnedest effort not to let him know how ready I was for him to be inside me.

Without a trace of warning he set to attacking my pearl with a vengeance. I didn't care for how rough he was at first, but I got used to it quick. Ready for more, I pulled Dr. Vick’s hair to give him that extra bit of force.

The whole midsection of my body felt like an inferno. I started to whimper as I felt the taste buds rub against my clit. In a matter of seconds that felt like glorious hours, Dr. Vick slid his tongue to my entrance, and then back up to my swelling bean.

He followed up with a quick burst of delicate lashings. It was the finishing blow, forcing me to jerk back and moan like I hadn't before. My first climax hit like the fist of an angry deity, twisting my arms and legs into knots.

I shook out the beautiful echoes, panting like I had just had a hard workout. Dr. Vick snuck himself back up to face level. His lips parted mine as I savored the aftertaste of my own body.

He pulled himself away after the brief exchange. “I think you enjoyed that,” he said, straightening his short waves of auburn hair.

Dr. Vick had a gift, alright. I was glad he decided I was worth sharing it with. I tried to catch enough wind but barely uttered out, “Amazing.”

“You’re welcome.”

I was ready and willing to return the favor. Shoving him off of me and into a sitting position, I slipped myself between his legs. Dr. Vick grabbed the unbuttoned shirt and pulled. It went flying to the floor by the couch, no longer necessary.

His belt flew open as my hands frantically moved on to the button of his perfectly fit slacks. The stiff pole beneath the nylon felt like it was made just for me. Working the zipper, I worked one-handed, treating myself to that subtle washboard again.

Dr. Vick cupped my cheek with his fingers as the zipper screeched down. He arched his back, pushing the cotton obstacle out of the way a few inches. I jerked at the waistline like a girl possessed.

The slacks slid down to his knees. I grabbed his boxers without any intention of taking things slow. The V from waist to crotch lit up my lady parts like a Christmas tree.

His cock snagged on the underwear. I wasn’t ready to give up so easily, giving them a final pull and freeing it from the fabric prison. It was wondrous and ready.

I had work to do. Pushing the slacks and boxers into the floor, I rested my tits against the inside of Dr. Vick’s thighs. The pulsing rod called out, breaking down what traces of reluctance I still had.

My mouth pursed in anticipation. The plush head pressed against my lips as I let it slide past. I flicked out with my tongue, smiling to myself as my contact with the ridge of skin underneath squeezed a groan out of Dr. Vick.

Using his soft moans to guide me, I kept my tongue pressed against the bottom of his dick. Stopping short of choking myself, I sealed my mouth. I could feel the negative pressure, noticing the hand running through my hair as a compliment.

My free hand wrapped around the base and his sack. I pulled up to let my tongue weave along his most sensitive parts. As I guided him back in, I absorbed the full glory of satisfying that strong urge I was feeling.

While I reared back to make another go at it, Dr. Vick held me back with a finger on my chin. “Too much more of that and I’m gonna blow.”

I looked up past the firm, but not overdone muscles. “So what do you want to do with me now?” I asked, not quite grasping the situation I was putting myself in quite yet.

“Prove you're serious.”

I thought I was more than ready. “How?”

Dr. Vick’s forehead tightened. “I heard you say how much you wanted it. Now prove it.”

Fucking another man was a silly little fantasy I entertained when I couldn't sleep, but this went far beyond anything I'd thought about late at night. “Now I know you're just messing with me.”

“If you want to think that, fine.”

I planted my palms on his knees and stood up. Undoing the remaining buttons on my top as fast as I could, I gave Dr. Vick the scenic view of my breasts, engorged and larger than they've ever been. I cocked my head and asked, “Do you like them?”

He seemed enamored as I felt his hands grab my ass through the skirt. I only felt the rush of air as he tore it downward. I stepped out, undoing the straps on each heel along the way. Dr. Vick took it upon himself to kick off his shoes and socks along with his pants and boxers. 

Dr. Vick was fully nude, and so was I. He was exactly where I wanted him to be. I twirled around, loving the feeling of his experienced eyes coveting every inch of my body.

I gave him his wish, straddling his lap. Dr. Vick’s manhood pressed against the front of my pussy. I pressed myself into him, shoving his chin between both tits. “Do you want that dick inside me?” I asked, trying to tease out the aggression I knew he was holding back.

His hot breath enveloped my neck as he whispered, “Very much so.”

“How do you know I'm ready for it?” Where the words were coming from, I had no idea. Not that I’m complaining.

“You’re an evil little bitch.”

The roast wasn’t done. I wanted to see how hard I could tease him before he snapped. “That’s a good thing if I let you fuck me, but it’s a bad thing if I don’t.” I closed my arms together in front of me, pushing my breasts together. “I don’t know if I’ll let you in yet.”

Dr. Vick felt as if he was giving in, ready to beg. I ran two fingers along his collarbone, then up his throat. I was wet, ready, and wanting it so bad it hurt.

I forced him to look me in the eyes as I said, “No, you’re not man enough for it.”

The denial was too much for him to bear. Without a shred of humility, he told me, “You’re just asking for a hard fuck.”

My heart went into rapid-fire mode. “That’s a big assumption, thinking I even want it.”

“I know better.” Dr. Vick slipped his fingers around my backside, getting his feel of my rump. “I think you might be holding back, like you’ve still got doubts or something.”

My throat developed a lump the size of a cantaloupe. I tried to speak, but the words wouldn’t come forth. Dr. Vick’s grip on my ass tightened.

I didn’t expect his face to bury itself in my breasts, my doctor taking his full liberties. I held my breath, cursing myself in my mind.

Dr. Vick began to shift his weight to the side. I felt the rush of air as he tossed me into the cushions. Before I could even begin to protest, Dr. Vick was on top. If the appointment was a setup for Dr. Vick, was I alright with it?

His strong fingers danced over my opening. “You're as wet as a bottle of water.” Dr. Vick stared into me as I felt a digit break into where I ached for fulfillment. “You can't honestly say you don't want this.”

“You caught me.” I pulled him closer, not putting up the slightest resistance as Dr. Vick jerked the panties the rest of the way down my legs. The look on his face reeked of his urge to claim me as his own, straight out of my husband's arms.

I felt a sudden, unexpected parting of my walls as the doctor sank into me. The dull sting of my first cock in that big forced a scream from my lips. Dr. Vick settled in my deepest recesses, giving me time to adjust to the complete stuffing he was giving me.

As Dr. Vick began to pull away, I wrapped my legs around his back, keeping him locked deep. I knew what I was doing was wrong in the most basic sense, but the sin of the act was liberating. I cradled his face with my hands and said, “I still don't think you're man enough to handle me for very long.”

I began to grind my hips, communicating fully that I knew how to handle him. Dr. Vick craned his neck back, apparently satisfied at the moving warmth and texture pleasuring his staff. The last of the soreness gave way to sheer pleasure.

I was ready for more. “Enjoying the ride is all you can do.” I ran my hands down his sculpted torso. “Isn't that right, Doctor?”

His trigger didn't take much of a pull. The fire came back to his eyes as he planted both hands on the apex of my shoulders. He broke free from the grip of my thighs and lifted his waist.

I whimpered with his first hard thrust and inhaled deeply as he eased back out. It was only a prelude to the savage hammering with which he began punishing my soft, ready pussy. I belted out the cries of ecstasy, gladly taking my lesson.

Dr. Vick's iron-hard cock worked in harmony with my abandoned guilt. My pussy went electric, gripping at the shaft with each retreat. Each pulse urged him ever onward, sending me on a collision course with orgasm.

His grip on my shoulders tightened as I opened my mouth for another shriek. I failed to make a noise as my eyes rolled to the back of my head. I had utterly lost control.

Dr. Vick kept up the assault until my furnace gave up and forced him out. I came, hard, as he tried to regain entry. My head twisted from side to side.

I finally regained enough sense and control to split my silence like a knife. Through the howls and stammering I managed to blurt out, “Fucking God!”

Dr. Vick didn’t bother hesitating. He pulled me up and immediately pushed me onto all fours. My first affair ever positioned himself as I felt the eager knock on my door.

Before I could open and provide a greeting, Dr. Vick barged back inside. His tip had already become reacquainted with the furthest limits of my pussy. I moaned, still feeling the aftershocks of the miracle I had just experienced.

I was dripping with wetness, feeling the excess cool against my skin. Each push from Dr. Vick forced more out of me. If his girth and my tightness hadn't been above average, there would have been no friction.

Dr. Vick sounded like he was having the time of his life, groaning as I pushed my ass into his hips. As he attempted to pull out, I backed up further. The gentle rub of his fingers against waist was the clearest compliment I can remember getting in my life.

My refusal to let him give much of a thrust was an investment in a firm fucking. Dr. Vick cashed it in, overpowering my ability to keep him deep. I pushed my face into the sofa as his balls slapped against my landing strip.

I felt my feet and toes curl in on themselves. I screamed out, “Don't fucking stop!” Dr. Vick obliged, bringing my next climax just over the horizon.

The first bead of precum mixed with all of that wetness he'd brought out of me. I brushed the hair out of my face, even though I knew he was about to knock it all over again. Dr. Vick's breathing became a pant.

I backed into him again, stopping the glorious pounding. Looking back at him, I teased out, “You look like you want to come in this pussy.”

Dr. Vick sat his hands between my shoulder blades, running them down to the small of my back. He tried to pull away again, but I denied the attempt. He didn't say a word, but the answer was all over his face.

I smiled and pulled the hair out of my face. “You do, don't you?” I surged forward and back, giving him a jolt that forced him to nod. “I don't think you should. I'm not on birth control or anything like that. My husband might get a little mad about it.”

He set back to work, forcing himself out and back in with as much enthusiasm as ever. I could feel his dick gain that last little bit of hardness.

“You really want to come in this pussy?”

Dr. Vick gave a particularly rough thrust before he just managed to let out, “Yes.”

I denied his efforts again, this time by leaning forward enough for his cock to be left dangling in the air. I stood and pushed him into the couch, ass first.

Taking a seat in his lap, I met my lips with Dr. Vick's for a quick peck. I pushed my pussy into his shaft, giving him the wettest dry hump of his life. “I'm sorry, but you can't.”

The surprise in Dr. Vick's face bordered on rage. Before he could speak, I reached down to take his cock in my hand. I sat up, and then eased back down, letting him slide back inside me.

Dr. Vick's cock buried to the hilt, I leaned into him. “Don't you fucking come inside me.” I could see the way the dangling of his greatest wish just beyond reach was driving him insane.

I set about rubbing it in with my hips. His breathing was enough clue to how close he was. My own body was reacting with sensory applause, rewarding me with sheer bliss with each slow grind.

Dr. Vick closed his eyes and draped his arms over my shoulders. I could feel his heartbeat through my breasts as I took my time, taking extra care not to set him off early with any sudden movements.

Another dribble of precum. I finally realized he was on the verge of exploding. The gravity of what we were doing set in once more, this time catching me up to Dr. Vick as we took a slow walk to the finish line.

It wasn't like I was innocent in all of this, but I still felt bad about it. “What do we do if something happens?”

Dr. Vick pulled me close and stopped my movements. He slid his lips along my neck as it arched back. “Why worry about it now?” Horrible bedside manner.

It was an all out war inside my head. So much of me wanted to stop and crawl in a hole somewhere, but another side just wanted to keep going. “It's a lot to put on me like this.”

“Are you doing this or not?” Dr. Vick pushed me back. I didn't know what to do.

“It's too soon. Too sudden.”

Dr. Vick got even harder inside me as he shook my hips. I gasped out and ran my hands through my hair. “This is what you wanted. God damned take it!”

I bit Dr. Vick's bottom lip and began moving my hips a bit faster. I let go with my teeth, whimpering as I picked up speed and force. I took one last opportunity to speak while I still could. “How much do you want to come in this pussy right now?”

Dr. Vick began to gasp, unable to voice a response. He gripped onto my shoulders, giving me a clear answer. I sent myself over the edge, giving him the permission to make his claim whether I wanted him to or not.

It was one of those strange orgasms: The rare ones that are just as pleasurable, but you still have some kind of control over yourself. I buried my face in Dr. Vick's neck, trying to scream directly into his skin.

With his masculinity knocking on my roof, I felt Dr. Vick's first eruption. I pulled my face back, whimpering as I started to come down from my own heights. The moment was all about him, and I felt I had to repay a debt. With one last fall into his solid wall of chest, I felt the semen begin leaking around my opening.

As Dr. Vick groaned with his final outburst, I leaned into his ear and whispered, “You got what you wanted.”

I gave him a moment to catch his breath. My doctor and first pleasure fuck ran his hands down my back, fluttering all the way down past my ass, along my thighs. “We'll call the treatment an early success.”
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COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

BIMBO THERAPY 2

I didn't know if I had lost consciousness or not. My ass still burned, the pain tracing the outline of his hand plain as day. I felt like I had just been liberated, that itch from my treatment finally scratched, if only for a moment.

Trey offered me a hand. I took it, feeling his firm grip as he pulled me to my feet. I was still shaking.

“If it's too much for you to handle, we can stop.”

It was the last thing I wanted to hear. “What makes you think I'm finished?”

“But you're spent. You can always rest for bit and–” I pushed him into the couch, right on his ass.

“We're done when you are.” I stood over him, planting both hands on my hips. “You really thought you were in control, didn't you?” I had no idea where the words came from. They simply happened, like my sex drive had taken control of my mind.

Trey smiled ear to ear and stretched his arms over the back of the couch. “Then show me what you can do. I've been giving this whole time, so now it's your turn.”

I had an evil twitch in my face, one eye narrowing, as if it was the harshest dare I could get. “I'm not like those sorority sluts. I actually know what I'm doing.”

“Big talk.” Trey's shaft pointed toward the ceiling, ready. “You've got a lot to prove.”

“Is that a bet?”

“If you want it to be.”

That's the thing about this treatment. It gives you the sex drive of an attention-seeking slut, and the competitive streak of an alpha male. Trey didn't know what he had coming, but I wanted to show him. In fact, I wanted to show him exactly how much control I could have.

I mounted myself around his lap, making sure he felt my thighs rub against his. 

Trey closed his eyes as I scooted forward, feeling the heat from his cock match the heat between my own legs. I ran my fingers through his hair and asked, “Do you think you can hold it for more than a few minutes?”

He opened his eyes back up. “Is that a challenge for me?”

“Maybe,” I let my pussy slide along his entire length, feeling him twitch, “but you don't feel like you'll last much longer.”

“Well, stop talking and start doing.”
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