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



















Preview

I felt a firm grip pushing on my knee and I opened
my eyes to realize I had clamped my thighs together around his
probing hand. He smiled, maybe a bit knowingly, as he pushed them
back open and held them.

"Sorry," I breathed. "I just ..."

"It's a perfectly natural reaction," he said. "A
very healthy reaction, in fact. You are a very healthy young woman.
Don't apologize."

He withdrew his hand, leaving a hot, wet residue on
my thigh as he pulled it away.
























Double Session at the Fertility
Clinic






I was more than a little nervous as I sat in the
waiting room of the small fertility clinic. After twelve
frustrating, worrying months, I might be sitting in the place that
could finally give me answers. Were Jake and I doing something
wrong? Was ... was there maybe something wrong with me?

I tried to keep thoughts like that out of my head,
of course, but how could I just completely not think about it? What
if I couldn't have children? Right now I was sitting in the small
medical facility, maybe only a few minutes away from getting the
answers to so many questions I hadn't been able to keep out of my
head. I knew it wasn't always easy and it usually took time, but
...

We were both so young and healthy. He was
twenty-five and I was twenty-three. We were only married a year,
and I could remember all those wonderful, hopeful plans about how
we'd raise our family like some surreal dream. Now here I was.

"Lilly Marone?"

I looked up in surprise at the sound of a male
voice. I had thought the two nurses here were women. The voice had
come from the doorway to the hall beyond the reception desk, and I
looked up to see a tall, strong-shouldered man in a white medical
coat looking up from a clip-board. My eye caught on the hand
holding the pen, for some reason. It looked so strong and easily
competent, and his wrist rose into a thick fore-arm in a way that
made me a little light in the head. Who was this man?

"You're Lilly, aren't you?" he repeated.

"Oh," I jumped. "Yes, sorry. That's me."

I grabbed my bag and hurried over to follow him down
the hallway, trying not to get mad at myself for the way my eyes
were lingering on him as he walked in front of me down the hall.
There's nothing unfaithful about admiring someone a little, I told
myself. We're all human, after all.

The corridor passed a series of doors, each neatly
numbered on the frame and the door itself.

He pushed into the door second from the end and I
followed him into a small white room with an exam table against one
wall and a desk opposite. He set the clipboard down as I nervously
hovered on the threshold.

"Come in and sit down," he said without looking
around at me as he arranged some papers on the desk.

I took two tentative steps and perched lightly
against the side of the exam table, my legs crossed. The rubber
cushion was stiff and unyielding to the touch. I pushed at it with
a finger, trying not to look uncomfortable.

I turned my eyes up to see him looking at me. His
look was evaluatory, as though he were capable of taking in all of
me and everything about who and what I was in the space of a few,
considered moments. I felt a slight blush come into my cheeks.

"I'm sorry about the delay," he said. "You know how
appointments can run long. I'm Dr. Nash."

"It's very nice to meet you, doctor," I replied. My
stomach felt light.

"I understand you're here for a consultation, yes?
Is this the first time you've come to a fertility clinic?"

"Ah, yes," I nodded, my blush increasing. There
wasn't any secret I was trying to have a baby. Why did hearing him
say the word fertility send a little forbidden shudder through my
body?

"And how long have you and your husband been
trying?"

"About a year."

He made a note on one of the papers, taking his eyes
off me for only a moment, not even long enough for me to take a
breath. For some reason I found it very hard to breathe when he was
looking at me.

This was all taking me a little off-guard. I hadn't
expected such intense emotions. But now I couldn't help but feel
that something very intimate and private, maybe the most intimate
and private, was being brought out from deep inside of me to become
center-stage for this handsome stranger to look through and
evaluate.

"I just - I'm worried something's wrong with me,
doctor," I blurted. "What if something's wrong with me?"

His face softened. "It's alright, Lilly. There's
really no reason to be thinking like that. A young woman your age,
as healthy as you seem to be, has just about everything going for
her. Just by looking at you I get a sense that we're going to find
nothing but good news today, but I need you to be positive and
cooperative or I won't be able to do my job. Can you do that for
me?"

I swallowed. "Yes, sorry, doctor. I just never
expected to have to worry about all of this. I just ..." I fell
into apologetic silence, staring down at my feet.

I started when I felt a hand on my arm. Dr. Nash was
beside me. "Lilly, I do this for a living. There are a thousand
reasons why a woman might not be pregnant after a year, and very,
very few of them are something to get truly worried about. Let's
just talk for a bit, okay? It's all going to be alright."

I nodded again, already feeling better. There was
something so calming about him. When he said it was going to be
alright, I couldn't help but believe him.

He asked me a few questions about my medical
history, and a few questions about other things that I couldn't
help but blush to reveal. He was sharp and attentive. He seemed to
fill the room, and I began to feel at home in his space, willing to
be a part of the world he controlled and evaluated. The answers
came easier. It was becoming so easy to talk to him. Seeing him nod
approvingly or smile was almost enough in and of itself to have
come here and gone through all the hassle and worry of the past few
months. Surely everything was going to be alright.

"Well, that's about everything we need to talk about
for the initial evaluation," he said at last. "Why don't you hop up
on that table so I can get a look at you."

It took me a second to realize he meant he was going
to examine me. I guess the exam table should have tipped me off,
but I had assumed we were just using the room out of
convenience.

Trying to hide my confusion, I scooted back onto the
exam table, keeping my legs closed carefully in my thigh-length
skirt. I watched him with fast-beating heart as he came over to
me.

His approach brought the wealth of sensations of his
presence and washed them over me. I could smell his rich masculine
scent, faint at first and then stronger as he leaned over to place
his fingers on my throat.

I jerked in surprise at the unexpected and
unexpectedly erotic feeling of his hand on my throat. Was he
grabbing me? Was he going to choke me? Had I been lured in here for
him to -

"Just taking your pulse," he murmured, noting my
reaction.

A strange mixture of relief and disappointment
washed over me. That had been a very strange moment, and it left me
more confused than ever. Why had I reacted that way? Why had that
terrible moment when I thought I was in danger been so thrilling
and ... hot?

"Try taking a few deep breaths for me," he said,
placing his other hand against my chest just below my sternum. I
could feel his thumb brushing against the underside of my
breasts.

I obeyed, pulling air in as deep as it would go, all
of it tinged with the scent of the man whose hands controlled my
body.

His fingers were gentle but firm as my chest pushed
out into him and then fell back.

"So far so good," he said with a reassuring smile.
"I hate to see a patient so tense."

"Sorry, doctor," I breathed. "I just ..."

But I got a lot more tense a moment later as I felt
his hands move to the front of my blouse and begin undoing the
clasps.

Again I had a moment of thrill and panic before I
realized that this was part of the exam. Why did I keep forgetting
that?

The garment opened and he pulled it from my
shoulders to lay it on the table beside me.

"Sorry the room is a bit chilly," he apologized. "I
try to tell the building manager that people get cold, but he
doesn't seem to understand."

"It's alright," I said quietly. His hands had
circled around me to take off my bra, and I found my face suddenly
very close to him as he leaned forward. I tried to stay neutral as
I watched the slight bulges of muscle on his chest and shoulders
beneath the loose coat and scrubs.

I held my arms out obediently as he pulled the bra
from me and laid it on my blouse. I shivered slightly, looking up
at him. His eyes took in my bared chest and I found myself arching
my back, pushing my nakedness towards him in some subconscious way.
My blush was deep red, but feeling him look at me was good.

In spite of myself, I was looking for some show of
approval or appreciation. I wasn't disappointed - or at least, I
thought I saw a glint of something. Maybe I was just so eager to
see it.

His hands cupped my breasts, evaluatory and with
just the slightest hint of roughness that it brought back the same
strange excitement of his fingers on my throat. It was like I could
imagine everything about being manhandled by him, just the way his
fingers pushed into my breasts.

My husband, for all his wonderful qualities, had
never really done that for me. He had never made me feel like the
powerless object of his desire. It never felt like he was having
his way with me. All of a sudden, in this doctor's office, the
small indescribable disappointments of our respectable but
sometimes heatless relationship fell into clarity and flooded
through me when I least wanted them to. Stop it, I told myself.

But how could I? I was wet, very wet now. I tried to
ignore it and look away, but the sensation of the doctor's hands on
me dominated my head.

"No lumps," he noted with satisfaction after an
eternity in which I had only breathed and felt, impotent to fight
even the desires in my own head.

His hands dropped to my waist and he leaned forward
again to continue the act of unclothing me. I scooted forward and
lifted my hips, my heart beating out of my naked chest. The touch
of his fingers ran down the outsides of my thighs as he slid my
skirt down and off my legs, that suddenly felt very, very weak.

"Don't be nervous, Lilly," he said, pushing a strand
of hair off my face. "I'm sure it's all going to be good news. We
just have to make sure."

"I'm ..." I began, but lost my train of thought as
his hand moved back down and paused against the waistband of my
panties. My breath felt very high in my chest.

Unhurriedly, just as he had done with my skirt, he
slid them down my thighs and let them fall to my ankles. I felt a
renewed flood of wetness as he looked over my now fully nude body,
and I realized with a hot flood of what was either guilt or
pleasure that my arousal would no longer be hidden from him.

Taking my thighs in his hands, he guided me back to
lie lengthwise on the exam table. His fingers released their grip
to move over and up the insides of my legs.

I bit back a moan as I felt that first brushing
contact. His fingertips were rough and strong against my sensitive
folds. I let my eyes fall closed as the intensity of the moment
poured through me. God, this felt good. It felt good in a way it
should not have. It felt good in the way nothing was supposed to
feel good. Why was this happening?

But I could not bite back the next moan. In a
smooth, unapologetic motion his probing finger pushed inside me.
First one, then two. He massaged and explored, drawing back and
then probing deeper. God, I wanted this man inside me. Deeper and
more of him. I wanted more than just his fingers. His touch was far
from enough now. With a frightening lurch I realized I was close to
orgasm. Of all the inappropriate things, I screamed silently at
myself and my disobedient body. You're not supposed to be enjoying
this. The sensation was rising, but I had to fight for control. I
couldn't give in. I couldn't.

I felt a firm grip pushing on my knee and I opened
my eyes to realize I had clamped my thighs together around his
probing hand. He smiled, maybe a bit knowingly, as he pushed them
back open and held them.

"Sorry," I breathed. "I just ..."

"It's a perfectly natural reaction," he said. "A
very healthy reaction, in fact. You are a very healthy young woman.
Don't apologize."

He withdrew his hand, leaving a hot, wet residue on
my thigh as he pulled it away.

He turned and retrieved something from the desk
drawers. In the moment he was away I pulled in a gasping breath,
and the awareness of where I was and what was happening came back
to me in the cold, clinical light of the exam room. Get a handle on
yourself, I berated myself quietly.

I looked to see Dr. Nash returning. My legs were
open to him. Something was in his hand. It was a thermometer.

"I hope this isn't too cold," he said, putting his
hand down to my groin and then bringing down the long
thermometer.

He pushed it carefully inside me, going in and in
until I could feel its narrow end poking deep within me. He held it
for a moment, watching it, and then went back to the desk, leaving
the tube inside.

He returned with a second thermometer. I watched him
in confusion. Why the second?

Putting his hands under my knees, he shifted me so
that my legs were fully bent and my ankles pressed against my
thighs. I jerked slightly as I felt his finger moving down, below
my pussy, and between my cheeks.

"Try to hold still," he said.

"Sorry, doctor," I replied in a light, quiet
voice.

Much more slowly this time, he began to push the
second thermometer into my ass. I fought against every instinct
trying to get me to tense up. I just needed to let it happen, but
it felt so wrong and invasive, not to mention a little embarrassing
to be propped up into this position.

Once the thermometer was pushed in far deeper than I
had thought it could go, the doctor stood back and examined the two
measurements.

He wrote something down on a piece of paper, and
then went over to the desk. I heard the click of a phone and then
he was speaking to someone on the other line.

"Can you ask Dr. Largent to step in here for a
moment?" he asked. "Good, thank you."

It must have been only half a minute before
footsteps sounded in the hall and the door opened. I looked around,
still propped in the humiliating posture. The newcomer also looked
like a doctor. He was a man with jet black hair and a short beard
covering a strong jaw. His eyes were bright grey and he took me in
with a glance.

I squirmed slightly in passive, submissive
embarrassment. The thermometers felt very strange inside me when I
moved, though not as strange as the experience of meeting someone
like this.

"Here are here read-outs," Dr. Nash said, handing
Dr. Largent the clipboard.

Dr. Largent looked over the papers and then turned
to me. He walked over with a keen interest and bent to study the
part of me most prominently displayed to him. A hot flush, half
mortification and half submissive gratification, ran through me.
Why was something so degrading so exciting and hot?

 

"That sort of disparity is usually just an indicator
of arousal," Dr. Largent said, peering at my readings.

"Certainly," Dr. Nash agreed. "I assumed as
much."

Dr. Largent removed the thermometer from my pussy
and laid his hand on my groin. I fought the urge to grind my hips
up into his touch, incredibly aware of how on display I was.

He ran a thumb over my slick folds and I shivered in
acute need. He did it again and I balled my hands into fists,
fighting not to give in to the growing need inside me. He was
playing with me, I realized - toying with me. He was verifying what
he had said to Dr. Nash was true, that I was turned on.

He put a finger inside me and stroked me, probing up
into my most sensitive crevice. He slid almost comically easily
into my wet hole. I let out an explosive breath, screwing my eyes
shut against the intensity of the feeling, but I couldn't fight it.
A long, desperate moan escaped my lips, and then another.

"Open and shut case," Dr. Largent observed to Dr.
Nash over the sound of my moaning.

"I thought so myself," I heard Dr. Nash reply.

And then, either cruelly or mercifully - I still
didn't know which - the touch was gone again. I felt the
thermometer pulled from my anus and looked up.

"You can sit up, Lilly," Dr. Nash told me.

I turned and sat forward unsteadily. I could feel
the dampness of my juices under my thighs as I sat on the clean
rubber cushion.

Dr. Largent yielded his position to Dr. Nash and
went over to the desk. He pulled some papers out of the folder on
the clipboard and handed them to Dr. Nash.

"Well, Lilly," Dr. Nash began, "everything I've seen
is exactly as I suspected."

I looked at him nervously. "And?"

"And you're perfectly healthy. Exceptionally
healthy, even. In the prime of your good health. My physical
inspection confirms the results we have of your bloodwork." He
waved the papers Dr. Largent had handed him. "Your hormone levels
are all at full, healthy levels. In short, you are a very fertile
young woman."

I should my head, trying to process the good news I
had been so afraid would not come. "But then ..."

"Well, the next step I think would be to have your
husband come in for similar testing. We would evaluate his sperm
count and other factors of his ... virility."

I nodded.

"But can I be candid with you, Lilly?"

"Of course, doctor."

"That will be a lot of expense and hassle. And just
like I was certain you were absolutely healthy when I first saw
you, I can already tell you what the results of your husband's
tests will be."

"You can?"

"He's the problem. He's not getting you pregnant,
and he sent you here because he was too afraid to acknowledge that
he was the problem." He put an encouraging hand on my thigh. "I'm
sorry you went through all of this. If you had any idea ... how
much it bothers me to see a young woman like you, beautiful and at
the peak of her ripe fertility, going to waste like this."

I looked down at his hand. The casual touch seemed
to reaffirm all the things I shouldn't have been thinking about -
my nakedness, his closeness, his ability to make me feel safe and
wanted and important. When I was here, with him, I wasn't the one
who had to make all the decisions, but still I knew he would make
them to help me. "What should I do, doctor?"

Again he put out a finger and brushed a strand of
hair from my face. "Well, like I said, we can bring him in and we
can run the tests. We can bring the problem out in the open so
everybody can acknowledge it. I don't know what would happen
then."

I nodded, swallowing. Still I was looking up at Dr.
Nash, hopeful. He had another option.

The hand that had pushed away the hair stroked down
to my jaw and gripped my head firm and strong so I could not look
away. "Or," he said, "you can take what you need right here, right
now."

A lightness ran through me, a weightless moment of
surreal disbelief. I was trembling as he held my head turned to him
and stroked my thigh. I should have been shocked. I should have
objected. I should have said I would report them, but I was so
obviously turned on at the prospect that there was no point. The
question had already been answered by my quivering, eager body. I
had needed this from the moment I felt his hands on me what felt
like a lifetime ago.

"You concur, don't you doctor?" Dr. Nash asked,
never taking his hungry eyes from me.

"Stop playing with her, Clark. She wants it."

Breathlessly, mutely, I gave a faint little nod. It
was probably barely visible, but it was just a bit of pressure
against the firm hand that held my neck and head in their place,
looking up at him.

A look of dominant satisfaction came into his eyes,
a look of pleased ownership. His fingers twined in my hair and he
leaned forward to push his mouth against mine, increasingly rough
and possessive. With his mouth to mine and a grip in my hair, he
pushed me down to lie on my back.

His hand ran down my throat and again I got that
sudden, frightened thrill of danger. Now, though, it was all very
real. Now all the forbidden dangers and pleasures of that passing
touch were very much in the room, and not just my own head. God I
was wet.

The hand went on past my throat and pressed into my
breast. The rough desire was all there now, and not just hinted at.
I released control of my body, letting him take me over and do with
me what he wanted - what I could tell from his eyes that he
wanted.

Leaving one hand pressing me to the rubber of the
exam table, his other reached down to unzip his pants. He pushed
them down and I felt the hard, hot shape of his cock against my
leg.

He lowered the hand that held me down onto my hip. I
could feel the shaft of his cock pressed against my pussy and
sliding over my groin. I hooked my heels around the small of his
back and pulled impotently at him. God I needed him inside of
me.

He drew back and then pushed himself inside. I let
out a sound, grateful and gasping and loud. I was so, so wet. He
slid in easily, even though his size stretched me and filled me in
a way I had never experienced before. "Oh God," I breathed.

Taking my hips in his hands, he drew back and pushed
into me again, even deeper this time. The rough sensation was
indescribable. I closed my eyes and balled my fists, jostled back
and forth on the table as he thrust into my body. I could feel the
barely restrained aggression in his movements as he maintained a
slow, driving pace that gradually increased as he gave in to his
own urges.

Then I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked around.
Dr. Largent was on the other side of me, across the table. He
gestured to Dr. Nash, and together they picked me up bodily by the
thighs and shoulders and flipped me onto my front. I had a moment
of emptiness as Dr. Nash slipped out of me, but in a moment his
thick presence returned, more eagerly than ever, drilling deep,
deep into me from behind.

The reason for the change became clear when I looked
up to see Dr. Largent pulling his own cock out and moving to stand
in front of me. Past the point of paying attention to the voices
inside me screaming how wrong this was, I opened my mouth
obediently.

He was still swelling as he pushed into my mouth. I
could feel the hot blood rushing into him with each throbbing
pulse. I could smell the sexual musk and taste the slight saltiness
of his skin.

He grabbed my head roughly by the hair and pulled my
mouth down his shaft until he filled the top of my throat and I
could barely breathe. He drew back and thrust in, his fingers
twined in my hair. At no point did he expect me to do anything but
let myself be used by him.

I was almost limp, past the point of trying to
control what was happening. The rough fucking from both ends jolted
me rhythmically against the exam table. I was moaning helplessly
around the cock in my mouth. It was unlike anything I had ever felt
or known I wanted to feel before now. I was so powerless.

I felt an orgasm rising, drawing closer and closer
as Dr. Nash drove into me from behind. It was coming. It was coming
so close now. I screwed my eyes closed, surrendering my body and
focusing only on that hot, rising ecstasy. And then there it was,
breaking over me like a wave and running through me from deep in
me. I should have exploded. It was too much to keep inside.

It lasted so, so much longer than I had ever thought
possible, and then gently cooled into a warm, giddy glow that - if
anything - intensified the physical sensations still ravishing my
body.

I came again before I had collected myself. This one
was different, deeper, slower, and more lingering. Gradually I
became aware of Dr. Nash's increasing pace. His hands were digging
into my sides, holding my weak body in place as he fucked me harder
and harder. I could tell he was getting close.

And then he thrust deep into me and I felt the
throbbing burst of his come. It filled me with long, hard spurts as
my body contracted and shuddered around him in sudden, desperate
gratitude. He pressed down on me, gasping.

I heard the two men say something to each other, but
I was past the point of understanding. Dr. Largent was fucking me
harder now, harder, harder, and then he pulled out of my mouth as
Dr. Nash withdrew from my pussy, trailing a slight dribble of come
across my thigh.

For a brief instant, there was no cock inside of me.
I squirmed slightly on the table, delaying the moment when I would
have to look up and see why it had stopped. But then Dr. Largent
was behind me, and his cock was pushing into my hole. He gave
several fast, rough thrusts and then I felt him, too, depositing
his hot liquid deep in my pussy. That was enough to send me over
the brink again.

"Oh God," I gasped. "Fuck."

Dr. Largent's hands held me down as he lowered
himself after release. His chest was heaving. I could feel the
intensity in his touch, and it seemed to prolong my own sensations
into a lingering bliss.

A hand stroked my hair and then I was empty again. I
lay gasping for breath, looking up at the ceiling. When I could, I
rolled onto my side and looked at the two men who had just fucked
me so roughly and pumped their seed deep into me. Dr. Nash was
dressed and Dr. Largent was zipping up.

"I …" I started, but didn't know how to finish.

"I think this was a good start," Dr. Nash said.
"You'll have to schedule your next appointment at reception. I
suspect there's some ground to be made up. You seemed a little too
grateful to be fucked like that."

"I guess I've just been needing that more than I
realized."

He laughed mildly. "That much was obvious. I do what
I can. I told you how it bothers me to see a young woman like you
going to waste. We'll have to change that."

"Well, yes, doctor," I said, watching him. "If you
think so."

He smiled at me. "I insist."

And he ushered Dr. Largent from the room before
leaving me to dress.
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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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The Doctor Takes Advantage

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









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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