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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.









Preview

But his hands were still on me, so that was close
enough for the moment. They moved down my torso in exploratory
motions.

He pressed against my chest, slow but firm. His
hands cupped by breasts, his thumbs pushing and caressing. A slight
breath escaped my lips. My eyes were closed as I lay back, giving
him access in spite of myself.

I stiffened as I felt his hand move to my thigh, but
my eyes remained shut. He was touching me where no one had ever
touched me before. Was this allowed? Was this wrong? Was this
supposed to be happening?

It felt wrong and forbidden and yet I had been told
to be a good girl and be obedient. This must be right. This must be
what was supposed to happen, and I just didn't know how the world
worked. There was so much I didn't know, and so much that Dr.
Clayton could teach me.

His touches seemed to be less and less evaluatory
and more and more appreciative. This didn't feel like an exam any
more. It felt like ... I opened my eyes.
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My skin felt hot against the sheets of my childhood
bed and I pushed them down as I lay there, looking up at the
ceiling.

The memory had come into my head and now I couldn't
stop thinking about it. I remembered the hot, sticky feeling of
forbidden want. Don't, I tried to tell myself. You're not
supposed to be having thoughts like that.

I had just finished my first semester of college and
now I was back at home for the holidays. Lying in my old bed,
hearing the occasional sound from downstairs as my parents ate
their breakfast together, this was the last place on earth I should
be dwelling on that dirty, wrong little corner of my mind, but
suddenly I couldn't get it any of it out of my head. Without
meaning to, I was back there, reliving it with desperate, guilty
relish.

It had been in early afternoon and I had been
showering after my lunchtime jog. The bathrooms in my dorm were
co-ed, like most on campus housing. I had hated the idea from the
moment I heard it, but the college was really liberal that way and
we were all supposed to act like it was normal. Every time I was in
the bathroom I got in and out as fast as possible, hoping I'd be
able to pass through before one of the guys who lived on the hall
happened to come in.

That was why I was paying such close attention when
I heard the door open. I heard the footsteps and heard the door to
the shower stall across from mine swing open. I turned off the flow
of my own shower. The air was thick with steam and my naked body
was radiating heat from the water. I jumped into my towel,
uncomfortable with the idea that only a thin piece of metal
separated my nakedness from someone else. Those little stall doors
have gaps in them, after all.

I rubbed myself to semi-dryness quickly and opened
the door of the little shower stall in a rush. Suddenly I was
staring into the stall across from mine. The person I had heard
come in was standing openly with nothing but a towel around his
waist. It was Ben Sanders, the football player. He was the jock who
lived on our hall, always blasting music and having people by to
drink on any night of the week. I had always been more than a
little intimidated by him.

I had never really appreciated the kind of body it
took to be starting linebacker for the school team when he was only
a freshman. But suddenly there he was in just a thin towel wrapped
around his waist. His chest and arms were thick and strong, and
they gleamed a bit in the humid air of the bathroom. His shoulders
were broad and heavy, like he could walk through a wall if he
wanted to.

Hearing the noise, he turned slightly to look at me.
The movement put him in profile, his firm, round ass visible under
the towel. I didn't even mean to look, but my eyes wandered down
him and fell on the thick bulge where the towel stretched across
his crotch.

Even now, a month later and a hundred miles away,
the memory sent a hot, terrifying shiver through my body. I lay
back, pressing my cheek against the cool cloth of my pillow and
kicking the sheet away to press my hand to the warm, slick skin of
my thigh. I slid my hand up and felt the wetness in my panties. My
fingers teased at the cloth and my eyes were closed.

I had gasped aloud and frozen in place, staring very
obviously. I couldn't move. My eyes had met his. Then he had looked
down, very slowly and comfortably taking in the sight of my barely
covered body. I couldn't do anything but stand there, staring at
him, as I watched him drink in the sight of me. Blood was pounding
in my ears and I couldn't get breath.

After lingering very obviously on the shape and
curves of my body, his eyes flicked back up to mine. They were sort
of challenging. Like he had just looked through the towel and drank
me in, and then his eyes met mine to say 'what do you think of
that? You like me looking, don't you?'

And then after the longest five seconds of my life,
I had scrabbled for my things and beat a retreat from the bathroom,
my face flaming. I had gone back to my room and locked the door and
it was forever until my heart stopped trying to jump out of my
chest. I wasn't sure I understood the way that had affected me.

Thinking back to the way his eyes followed over the
thin, wrapped towel and my wet, trembling limbs with appreciation
still made me shiver.

Now, lying in bed thinking about, I put my hand
between my thighs and squeezed my legs together with a slight moan.
Good God, why did that effect me so much?

Without thinking about it, my fingers were pushing
beneath the soft cotton of my panties. I let out a soft moan as
they touched my sensitive folds. I felt a little light-headed.
Everything felt so strangely intense. Again, as though they had a
mind of their own, my fingers were probing at my hole.

With a hot burst of excitement somewhere below my
stomach, I realized what I was doing. My fingers were soaking wet
as I pulled them out of myself and the liquid seeped onto my
thighs. I wriggled in uncontained pleasure against the bedspread
and pressed my free hand against my breast. God, this felt
incredible. How had I never known I could feel like this?

I pushed my fingers back inside myself and felt
around, stroking and caressing as I found more and more new,
incredible feelings. A gasping moan burst from my lips and pulled
the pillow across my face to try to stay something close to
quiet.

My hips bucked upwards off the mattress, pressing my
groin into my own hand as I stroked at myself. I could feel
something building. I could feel myself getting close to something.
I could hear myself moaning again. I bit the pillow, but the pillow
wasn't enough. I could hear my own desperate, forbidden sounds loud
and unrestrained in my ears. I couldn't breathe. And then I was
coming.

The feeling that burst through me was overwhelming.
It was hot and tight and felt like it would make all my muscles
burst. I couldn't control my body. I could only clench myself and
hope I wouldn't explode. Good GOD did that feel incredible! What
WAS this!?

At first it didn't occur to me that it wouldn't go
on forever, but it was over much too soon. The hot ecstasy cooled
into tingling warmth. I let the pillow fall away and gasped for
breath.

"God," I murmured softly up into the room, squirming
my spread legs slightly on the bed sheet. It felt damp beneath me,
but whether that was the sweat or my own juices I didn't know. I
could barely wrap my head around what had just happened. That was
what an orgasm felt like? Why did anybody ever talk about anything
else? Why did anybody ever do anything else?

I was so lost in giddy amazement that I didn't hear
the floorboards creaking in the hallway. I only vaguely heard the
door open.

"Casey, are you al-" I heard my father start to say.
And then he stopped.

My heart stopped, too. I jerked my head up to look
at the door. My father was standing in the doorway, his face frozen
in an expression of shock and outrage.

I cast a mortified look down at myself - his little
girl. My panties were pushed to my ankles, leaving me completely
naked from the waist down. My wet pussy was pointed right at him,
and my legs were spread wide. My shirt was pushed up to my throat,
and left hand was still pressed against my naked tit.

"Dad-" I yelped, scooting upright and trying to
cover myself.

"Don't you cover your sins, young lady!" he barked
at me.

I froze. In the hallway, my mother made a curious
sound and then joined my father in the doorway. My mortification
increased and my face, already a deep shade of scarlet, got a
little bit redder.

"Do you see what your daughter is doing in our
house?" My father asked my mother, anger still clear in his
voice.

I looked from one to the other, humiliated to be
sitting naked in front of them with the evidence of my misdeed
still wet on my thighs, but I was too afraid to move.

"Casey," my mother said weakly.

"Dad-" I started.

"Don't justify yourself," he said. "Not now. Not
after we spent eighteen years teaching you right from wrong, only
for you to bring this into our house. Is this what they teach you
in college now?"

"Dad-" I started again.

"We are going to talk about this," he said, his tone
dangerous but unreadable. "Right now, young lady, you are going to
bathe and get dressed and then you will come down to the
kitchen."

And he shut the door, leaving an awful silence. I
sank back against my pillow with hot humiliation coursing through
my still glowing body.

I screwed my eyes shut and tried not to think about
what had just happened, or about what was now waiting for me
downstairs. But my unruly brain had a different idea. I couldn't
stop running my mind over that incredible, overwhelming feeling. I
couldn't forget those few moments when the sexual energy completely
overtook me.

Everything that had happened after that was
strangely confused and intermingled. I fought against it, but in my
memory, that moment of hot climax and the moment that followed - of
my father staring in at my nude, quivering body - seemed linked.
With a terrifying, forbidden shiver of pleasure, I realized that I
had liked getting caught. What was wrong with me?

 


 


 


Twenty minutes later, I made my shame-faced way down
the stairs and into the kitchen. I had put on my most conservative
outfit, hopeful that a little modesty now might undo some of the
damage. The skirt reached almost to my knees and my blouse was
loose and buttoned almost to my throat.

My parents were waiting for me at the table. Their
expressions were serious. Timidly, I took my usual seat by the
wall.

"Well, miss," my father began, "is there anything
you'd like to say for yourself?"

I blinked, taken aback. I had assumed I would be the
one listening and they would be talking. What did they want to
hear? "I -" I began, "I'm sorry about what I did. It was wrong. It
just sort of came over me to do it. It's not something I've ever
done before."

I could tell they didn't believe me, but I went on
anyways. "I don't know why it happened, but it was all so fast. I
know I shouldn't have. I won't again. I'm saving myself. I know I'm
supposed to be saving myself and - I mean, I am."

I trailed off into silence, looking at the
floor.

"I really don't know what I can believe," my father
said. "We send you to college a nice, proper girl, and then you
come home for your first break and we catch you doing ... that? For
all we know, it's just the tip of the iceberg. I mean, the noises
you were making, and at 8 in the morning. It's not normal, and it's
not healthy. We're sending you in to Dr. Clayton."

"What!?" I yelped. They were sending me to a doctor
because of a little fingering!? "What for?"

"I just said what for," my father said, his tone
sounding like it was the last time I was going to make him repeat
himself. "Either you own up to your mistakes and try to get better,
young lady, or we're going to have to take more drastic
measures."

I shivered, not needing to hear what those drastic
measures were to know this was the better option. "But it was
really just a mistake," I whined. "It was just once. It isn't going
to happen again. I've learned my lesson. Can't you tell?"

But they would have none of it. The appointment was
scheduled for the next day. Idly I wondered how they had managed to
get an appointment so fast, but that was really the least of my
worries.

 


 


 


"Casey Atkins?"

The nurse that had called out my name was petite and
blonde with a friendly but kind of distant smile. She led me down
the corridor away from where I usually went to see my doctor, Dr.
Leigh.

My parents wouldn't tell me anything about Dr.
Clayton, but only that he was being very nice to see me on such
short notice and that I had better be well-behaved for him or they
would hear about it. 'If we don't hear back that you were the most
polite and cooperative girl he's seen in years, we will have a
problem,' my father had said.

So I was walking on pins and needles as I followed
the nurse down the hall. My heart was in my throat. Even in the
best of circumstances I didn't really like doctor's visits, and
this was hardly the best of circumstances.

The nurse deposited me in a little exam room at the
end of the hall and pointed towards a medical gown to change into.
"Underwear, too. The doctor shouldn't be long," she said, smiling
that distant smile of hers and slipping out the door.

I surveyed the little room and slowly turned to the
exam table and the medical gown folded on top of it. I could feel
my heart fluttering a little as it always did when I found myself
in a doctor's office. I think it was something about the type of
light bulbs. Everything was so brightly illuminated, like it was
under a microscope and there was nowhere to hide.

With reluctance, I picked up the medical gown and
looked at it. So this was some kind of exam? All because I was
caught touching myself? And I was supposed to change into this
skimpy thing, right here in the exam room? There wasn't even a lock
on the door. I looked down at myself and realized with a start what
the nurse had meant when she said "underwear, too." I was supposed
to be completely naked under this thing?

I twisted the little garment in my hands in helpless
frustration, trying to think of some way out of this. But the
doctor would be there any minute, and if I hadn't changed he would
probably get a bit impatient with me. It was very, very important
that this doctor get a good impression of me.

With a sigh, I started to undress. Half a minute
later and my second most conservative outfit was draped across the
little chair across from the desk. A whole lot of good it did me
now. I shivered a little as the air played across my skin.

I pulled the gown on and tied it tight before I was
ready to take off my underwear. I didn't want to take any chances
of someone wandering in here and catching me with anything showing.
The fabric of the gown was very thin and papery, almost like it
wasn't there at all. Even with my panties and bra still snugly in
place I already felt inappropriate and undressed.

With a nervous little shiver I unsnapped my bra and
worked the straps down over my arms. My nipples brushed against the
flimsy, strange-feeling fabric of the gown. Between the unfamiliar
sensation and the cool air of the office, I watched them start to
stand up very noticeably through the cloth covering my front. I
groaned in exasperation and rubbed at them, trying to avoid the
humiliating spectacle.

With a click and a rush of colder air from the
hallway, the door swung open. I jumped, my hands pressed against my
breasts unconsciously, and looked up.

"Are you - are -" I tried to say, but the question
wasn't coming out.

He was handsome - much too handsome. His strong jaw
was covered in salt and pepper stubble and his hair was a sort of
deep auburn and cut very short. He held a lab coat folded over one
arm, but wore only a short-sleeved set of scrubs that stopped
halfway down thick biceps and left his toned, lightly tanned
fore-arms bare.

He smiled as he stepped into the room with the easy
authority of a man who entered many rooms a day and was in charge
of all of them as soon as he got there.

"Casey," he said by way of greeting.

"Dr. Clayton?" I asked almost inaudibly. I realized
my hands were still pressed firmly over my nipples. I let them drop
self-consciously, trying to guess without looking down how
prominent the two points were by now.

"That's right," he said. "How is everything? Are you
ready for our little exam?"

 

"Yes, doctor. Or, well, the nurse told me to take
off my panties," I remembered.

"That's right," he said. "It'll be hard for me to do
much of a pelvic exam with your pelvis covered," he joked. "If you
want to try, though, maybe you could ask down the hall in the x-ray
lab."

"Oh," I stammered. "This is a … pelvic exam?"

He gave me a quizzical look. "Isn't that what you
made an appointment for?"

"Well, I didn't make the appointment. I don't really
know what that is."

He frowned down at his chart. "Are you having any
problems that led to this appointment? Any pain or discomfort?"

I studied the floor, trying to avoid answering the
question as long as I could. "I tried masturbating," I answered,
barely above a whisper. My eyes were locked on the clean tile at my
feet.

"Ah, I see," he said. "And there was pain ..."

"My father caught me," I explained, my face now
crimson.

The doctor was quiet another moment. I looked up
fearfully, but he didn't seem disgusted. "And your father was angry
and made this appointment," he surmised.

"That's right, doctor," I confirmed, letting my eyes
fall back to the floor, resigned to my humiliation now that the
truth was all out in the open. This handsome doctor knew the whole
dirty story.

"Well, I think it's all for the best," he
murmured.

I looked up at him in astonishment.

"It's important for you to be getting regular
check-ups, now that you're a young woman beginning to explore her
body and her sexuality. You might even be a bit overdue for this
appointment." His tone didn't seem accusatory.

"I - alright," I stammered.

"But we'll need you undressed," he reminded me.

"Oh," I nodded, my shyness getting overcome for the
moment by my eagerness to please this doctor who seemed so
understanding. I slipped my hands up under the hem of the gown as
modestly as I could and pushed my cotton panties down my legs. I
stepped out of them and placed them on the pile of my clothes on
the small chair. Air circulated up beneath the gown and over the
hot, slick skin of my groin. It was hard not to feel naked.

The doctor gestured at the table behind me. "Up
there, miss."

I scooted back onto the cold rubber, keeping my legs
together. He took a stethoscope from around his neck, warmed it
with his breath, and placed it against my back.

"Breathe in and out," he instructed. One strong hand
held the small metal disk against my skin, and the other took me by
the upper arm, holding me effortlessly in place. It was even a bit
of a comforting feeling, and I tried to relax as I breathed in and
out. The doctor seemed very nice, and there was something easy and
calming about the way he touched me and supported me as he listened
to me breathe.

I drew in through my nose and savored the hint of
his scent in his clothes. It was deep and masculine. Somehow it
made everything else seem less significant. It made me remember
that beneath all these pretenses and professions, we were just two
people here next to each other. I was just me, young and shy, but
maybe not so bad-looking. And he was just him, a strong, competent
man. He was a few years older, but right now it didn't seem to
matter. He was standing beside me, his hands on me, his attention
on me. Right now, in this moment, I was the only one in his world
and he was the only one in mine.

So when the little metal disc went away and I felt
those strong hands guiding my shoulders back onto the exam table,
it felt like the most natural thing in the world. 'Come lie down
next to me,' I wanted to say. 'I'll put my arms around you and you
can put your arms around me and it will feel so good.'

But his hands were still on me, so that was close
enough for the moment. They moved down my torso in exploratory
motions.

He pressed against my chest, slow but firm. His
hands cupped by breasts, his thumbs pushing and caressing. A slight
breath escaped my lips. My eyes were closed as I lay back, giving
him access in spite of myself.

I stiffened as I felt his hand move to my thigh, but
my eyes remained shut. He was touching me where no one had ever
touched me before. Was this allowed? Was this wrong? Was this
supposed to be happening?

It felt wrong and forbidden and yet I had been told
to be a good girl and be obedient. This must be right. This must be
what was supposed to happen, and I just didn't know how the world
worked. There was so much I didn't know, and so much that Dr.
Clayton could teach me.

His touches seemed to be less and less evaluatory
and more and more appreciative. This didn't feel like an exam any
more. It felt like ... I opened my eyes.

"Doctor," I protested weakly. His hand was poised
between my legs, stroking softly over the wet, soft lips of my
pussy.

"Yes? You want me to stop?"

"I think - maybe -" But I couldn't finish the
thought.

"A young woman like you has to learn how her body
can be used - learn how it can feel and make others feel. If she
doesn't, she'll get into trouble, don't you know that?"

I lifted my head up and looked down into his face.
Desire was now playing across his features and he was making no
attempt to hide it.

"You're going to pretend you don't want this?" he
asked, seeing my hesitation. "You, the little slut who goes around
getting caught fingering herself?"

"I-"

His fingers dug into me and I released an
involuntary moan. God it felt good when he touched me like that.
Why did everything have to be so complicated?

"Tell me you want this," he growled. He was bending
down, his mouth inches from my face. I could feel the hot breath on
my cheek.

"I -" I started, not knowing if I would obey or
protest. This wasn't what was supposed to be happening. I was
supposed to be a good girl and not want this. It was so wrong, so
terribly, terribly wrong to want this. I couldn't. But then his
fingers pushed in deeper still, stroking at places I never knew I
had. "Yes! God yes I want this!" I moaned shrilly.

"You're desperate for it. You couldn't keep your
hands off yourself you were so desperate for it!"

"Yes!"

"Tell me you liked getting caught, you little
slut."

"I did, I did," I wailed.

"You want an older man to guide you and show you how
your body is supposed to feel."

"Yes," I almost shouted. "Yes. Show me!"

And with the final urging, both from his touch and
my own mouth, the orgasm exploded in me, wrenching my body into a
taught rope that writhed against the exam table under his heavy
weight. The feeling was all-consuming. Every part of my body was
experiencing it. It was like energy was pouring through me and had
to be let out through every inch of skin and through my mouth, via
any sound that would come out. God, I could really feel like this?
Why had I fought it? Why had I fought it?

The glow of the orgasm slowly faded. I looked up as
I felt him moving up onto the table to mount me, his cock already
out: thick and hard and erect.

I could see the eagerness in him. There was
something predatory in the way he was taking advantage of my
orgasmic afterglow, and without really understanding why I found
myself incredibly turned on by that. Use me, I silently encouraged
him, even as I lay still, afraid to move for fear of being too
eager or of stopping what was about to happen.

His hands pushed up the paper-like fabric of my gown
until the thin garment was bunched at my throat. He ran his hands
over my soft, nude body: up the curve of my side, around the soft
fullness of my breasts. My breath was shallow in my chest as I felt
the heat from where his swollen cock lay against my thigh, only
inches from being inside of me.

His hand reached my head, and his fingers encircled
around to twine into my hair and hold my face towards him. He
kissed me, his strong lips and tongue surprisingly soft as they met
my own. I could feel the shape of his body down my entire length.
The thick, dense muscles of his torso pushed into my soft stomach
and breasts as his weight pressed down on me.

I felt his hand against my groin and then with a
slow push, he took me. The initial feeling of penetration was more
intense than I was ready for. I felt myself stretching, wet and
desperate but still barely able to accommodate him.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned in approval.

His first thrusts were slow but deep. They pushed
so, so much deeper than his fingers or mine had gone. He filled my
body. I had absolutely no room left for thought or emotion beyond
wanting him and wanting more. "Yes," I breathed softly. "Yes!"

He was going faster now. Faster and faster. His
hands took me by the hips and held me as he began to lose control,
driving himself into me. I could feel him swelling a little larger
inside me. He was going to come soon.

"Are you going to come in me?" I asked, struggling
to process what was happening.

But in another instant, the question was answered.
He thrust himself as far into me as he could and held there, his
body taught and his breathing harsh and fast. I felt the throbbing
pulse of his cock inside me. I felt something warm.

The feeling that he had just come inside me was more
than I could take. My body pulled in on itself, wrapped up in
another orgasm. This time it was unfolding from deep, deep inside
me. It held me in place, helpless in ecstasy. His weight on top of
me and his cock inside me seemed to feed the sensation and stretch
it out for moment after incredible moment. I was some bodiless
vessel and his liquid was a new kind of ecstasy, filling me up.
Grateful emotions wreathed through my blissful mind.

At last, my breath began to come back to me and my
head started to clear.

"Doctor," I said weakly, realization of what had
just happened coming back to me, "I don't think you should have
-"

I felt his hand on my side as he lifted himself
slightly away from me. "I said I was going to show you how your
body could be used," he breathed. "Once I had my hands on you, I
knew I had to come in you. A beautiful untouched body like yours
has to be taken and used for its real purpose."

I pressed my face into the contour of his shoulder.
His arms were around me, strong and protective. I felt different –
marked, changed. He had made me his. I had walked in here and he
had taken me. Should I be unhappy about it? But I couldn't. Even if
I felt like I should be, I couldn't be. It just felt so good to be
beneath him and feel him around me and think of him inside of me.
If I had his child, then it would always be like this. I would
really be his and he would want to take care of me. Nothing was
deeper. How had I walked in here afraid of it?

He turned and his hot breath was on my cheek and in
my hair. His lips kissed me. "Now you have to go," he murmured. "I
think we're going to have to move these appointments outside of
office hours, so we aren't so rushed next time."
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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 Doctor's Presentation

Hopelessly struck by Dr. James Vellano's good
looks, celebrity renown, and of course his erotic pleasure therapy
techniques, Kelly Mundson has surrendered herself to the famous
researcher's experimental project to create the perfect sex kitten:
voluptuous, horny, and eager to please. A month ago she was
just a shy intern drifting without direction, but through
intense and extensive pleasure therapy - along with the
physical modifications that have given her the body to make any
man go wild - she has proven a flawless test subject for the
doctor's experiments in creating the ideal bimbo.

But now he's decided it's time to bring this
breakthrough the attention it deserves, and he's going to put Kelly
center stage for a demonstration of his new techniques to a group
of colleagues flying in from across the country. But maybe even
he has underestimated the power of the changes he has inspired in
his little project, because once the doors are closed and the
presentations have begun, things seem ready to get hot and out of
control, very fast.






Can the doctor's submissive, pleasure-loving
creation handle all the appetites of a world driven wild by her
sexual allure? Or will she prove powerless to resist even her own
scientifically enhanced urges to take it hard and fast from any man
who will give it to her?
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Bimbo Side Effects

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. 
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Bimbo Lawyer Gets Examined

An impromptu display in
Judge Harding's courtroom seems to have landed Veronica Tulane on
the bar association's naughty list, and it only gets worse when a
search of her possessions reveal a bag of suspicious white pills
which she can neither deny nor explain. 


The three man committee wants to
know what's going on and they're determined to penetrate right
to the core of the mystery. When Veronica volunteers to take a pill to
show how harmless they are, she soon finds herself showing
she has nothing to hide in a much more literal
sense. 


Before the meeting adjourns,
the fertile,
over-sexed young bimbo will have the
men fill the
holes in her
case and ensured her examiners leave satisfied with her
explanation.









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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