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Sammy Everson's starting a new job, and that
means a new medical plan. Reluctantly the inexperienced young woman makes an appointment to see Dr. Crispin before
her first day of work, hoping it will be quick and easy. But when a
hot dream the night before leaves her feeling a bit frustrated and
the young, handsome Dr.
Crispin turns out to be far from
what she expected, the exam starts to get very heated very fast
and there's only so long she can
hide her intense responses from the doctor as he begins to explore
her. Before long the doctor is
pushing right to the center of his fertile young patient, and he's going to test her sexual health ... and her fertility
... with some very direct and unprotected methods.






Preview

"Oh," I stammered. "Ah, you mean – alright, I guess."
I closed my eyes and balled my hands, fighting not to throw my arms
over my chest and stop him as he started to undress me. He lifted
the gown up off my thighs and air rushed in over the slick, hot
skin of my stomach. He guided it farther up and bunched it around
my throat. I could feel it resting against the tops of my breasts
and kept my eyes closed shut. It was like I could feel his eyes on
me. I could feel my breasts exposed to the open air and this
handsome, competent man standing next to me, slowly unclothing me.
Excitement and mortification wreathed and fought in a place deep
and wet inside me.

I let out a sharp breath as his hands touched me. His
fingers were strong but gentle, and at first their touch was very
light. It felt so unexpectedly wonderful that I almost cried out.
He felt and massaged at my soft breasts, kneading and exploring. He
cupped them tenderly in his palms. The pressure of his fingers
increased. Every little move and squeeze was intensely welcome and
almost overpowering. Everything he gave me, I wanted more. I wanted
rougher. I wanted him to take me.

I felt like every other part of me ceased to exist,
except where he was touching me and where I wanted him to touch me.
A high, desperate sound escaped my lips. "Oh, fuck," I moaned. "Oh,
God."

His hands paused, still grasping my breasts, and then
the touch was gone.

My eyes opened. "Oh," I said, remembering where I was
and what was happening. "I –" Hot mortification flushed through
me.

He leaned back. "Please, don't be embarrassed. It's a
healthy response from a very healthy young woman." He was looking
down at my body and for a moment it felt like he was still touching
me, like he had never wanted to stop. But again, I was very mixed
up. This was getting very intense very fast. I needed to get a hold
of myself. I needed to calm down.
























Filled by the Doctor






The alarm buzzed at me for what felt like the
hundredth time. I rolled over and glared at it reproachfully. I had
been having such an incredible dream. His hands had been on my
body. I could feel the slight roughness of his fingers as they
brushed my skin. I could feel his weight and the thick strength of
his arms around me. It had all felt so necessary – so absolutely,
vitally necessary. He was going to be inside me. His lips were on
my neck. My body was warm and safe beneath his, my skin slick
against his. I was so wet. And then the alarm again. Each time I
had hit snooze I slipped back into the same dream, but now I
squinted at the clock for a moment too long – long enough to
recognize the red numbering. Shit.

Back in the dream there wasn't a clock on the wall,
only shapes and forms. But I couldn't ignore it now that I had seen
it. Ugh. I stretched, my eyes closed for one last blissful moment,
and then shoved the covers down and raised myself up onto my
elbows.

I checked the clock again, my head clearing. Shit
again. How had I let it get this late? It was already past 7, and I
had a doctor's appointment before starting work today.

The warm, lingering glow of the dream hung like a
haze in my head as I struggled to wake up. The rug was rough under
my bare feet as I swung them down and stood up shakily. I reached
into my closet and grabbed the first blouse and skirt my hands
touched.

As I pulled on the skirt I felt the wetness in my
panties. God, if only I had a few minutes to work out a little
tension, but I was already late as it was. Now I was going to be
horny all day – my first day at my new job. That was exactly what I
needed when I showed up to get some strange doctor poking and
prodding at me.

I hated going to the doctor, and especially going to
a doctor I didn't know. But my new job came with a new medical plan
and my old doctor wasn't covered. I almost never saw her anyways,
so I wasn't that unhappy about it. I was more unhappy about the
physical I had to schedule before I could start my first day at my
new job. I understood that company's have policies, but what's the
point of making a healthy twenty year old girl see a doctor just so
she can earn a few bucks answering calls and scheduling
appointments?

Well, I had already objected as much as I felt I
could get away with. Try as I could, my new boss insisted it was
company policy so now I was on my way to meet Dr. Crispin. All I
could do was hope she didn't feel she had to be too thorough. Maybe
she'd just take my blood pressure, give me a pat on the head, and
mark me off as healthy. I'm sure she saw about a million patients a
day.

----

But as I sat in the shared waiting room, I resigned
myself to something a little more serious. The office was much
nicer than those of any of my previous doctors. The waiting room
couches were leather and the white walls were effortlessly
spotless, instead of that chemical artificially sterilized feel I
always hated in my childhood doctor's office. Even the nurses were
noticeably more attractive than usual, and all super
business-like.

The redhead at reception had given me a hard look
when I showed up, panting and disheveled, to tell her I had had an
appointment scheduled half an hour ago.

"I know, I know," I said, holding my hands up in
apology. "I'm sorry. Isn't there any chance you can still fit me
in?"

She motioned back at the waiting area with an
impatient gesture. "I'll send you in if there's an opening."

But despite her tone, it really wasn’t long at all.
It was maybe five minutes before a thin girl probably a little
older than me popped her head around the corner. "Samantha
Everson?" she asked.

I waved and jumped to my feet. Disaster averted,
thank God.

She led me into a small exam room and stretched paper
across the examination table before handing me a medical gown.
"This is for you to change into, you can leave your underwear on
but the bra should come off. The doctor will be a couple minutes.
He's running a bit behind."

"He?" I asked as she turned to the door.

"Dr. Crispin," she confirmed, nodding.

"I - I thought Dr. Crispin was a woman. That's what
it said in the listing from my insurance."

The girl frowned and shook her head. "Well, they have
their records a little mixed up then. Why don't you mention it to
Laura at the front desk before you leave. She should give them a
call to get that straightened out."

She smiled again and slipped out the door.

I slumped against the table as she left. I had gone
through half a page of doctors and chosen Dr. Crispin because I
wanted a female physician. I really wasn't comfortable having a
strange man examining me … feeling at me.

A wave of hot self-consciousness flooded through me.
I wasn't wearing my nice underwear. I wasn't even … and what if he
was good looking? I mean, what if he was handsome? I could feel
myself blushing, sitting there alone in the room.

I got a sudden, unwelcome flashback to my dream from
earlier that morning and suddenly I was petrified that I was going
to do something to embarrass myself.

This was why I hated going to the doctor's. In a
minute, a man I had never met before was going to walk in the door
and expect to access any part of me he wanted to. And if I
objected, it was because I was having inappropriate thoughts or was
too shy and self-conscious or something else I shouldn't be. Nice
girls just lie down and let doctors poke and prod them all over, I
guess, and didn't mind it.

It had been a couple minutes after the nurse left
before I remembered the gown. Stripping down in that unfamiliar
setting increased my sudden self-consciousness all the more, and I
did it slowly, hoping at each moment that I would think of some
reason why this couldn't happen now. Trying to feign a medical
emergency would be a pretty silly way to try to get out of a
doctor's office. I could make something up about a family issue. I
could pretend I had forgotten something or had just gotten a phone
call.

But nothing seemed plausible, and I laid my clothes
in a neatly folded pile on the small metal chair by the exam table
and began pulling on the gown. As I started to tie it, I remembered
what the nurse had said about the bra. Grimacing and hoping the
fabric of the gown was thick enough to obscure more than I was
giving it credit for, I reached back and unclasped the garment.

My feeling of exposure doubled as the cool air of the
room played over my bare chest. I shivered slightly and hurried to
pull the gown back up to cover me. The blue cloth was a little
itchy.

With a sharp click, the door swung open. I spun,
startled by the sound, and the top of the gown jerked out of my
hands.

For a moment I stood frozen, my mouth open, staring
in a mixture of amazement and chagrin. The man in the doorway was
every bit as handsome as I could have ever imagined or feared. His
jaw was strong and his hair short and light auburn. A thick,
muscled arm pressed a clipboard to his broad chest. He was easily
the most handsome man I had ever seen in person.

It must have been almost two or three seconds that I
just stood there, gaping at him. My face flushed deep crimson, and
then in a moment I remembered who and where I was, and a second
later I remembered that my tits were hanging out with the door wide
open.

With a yelp, I scrambled to pull the gown back up,
but all I managed to do was pull the knot at the back of my waist
undone. The whole thing pulled away from me, leaving me holding the
small cloth fluttering in front of my body, suddenly fully nude but
for my thin cotton underwear.

I struggled with it, my eyes threatening to tear up
in mortification, and in another moment I had managed to cover
myself and tie the strings in panicked knots that more or less held
the garment around me.

"Uh – Dr. – Dr. Crispin?" I stammered.

He smiled at me, smooth and calm. His gaze took me
in, the panicky, mortified, and barely clothed girl backed against
his exam table.

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to startle you," he
apologized. "Yes, I'm Dr. Crispin. And you're Samantha Everson, is
that right?"

"Ah, Sammy," I corrected absently.

"Sammy?"

"Everyone calls me Sammy," I explained.

"Then I'll do that, Sammy. Would you like to take a
seat?" He gestured behind me at the exam table.

"Oh, ah, alright," I felt back behind me with a blind
hand, unable to take my eyes off of him. I could hear my heart
pounding in my eardrums.

He leaned back and cocked one leg over the desk
opposite me as he looked over his clipboard.

"You're most recent physician was Dr. Jensen? Over at
the Clairemont Medical Group?"

"Ah, yeah."

"But you haven't been in to see her in almost four
years?"

I nodded, a little guiltily.

He tutted. "You really shouldn't let it go so long,
particularly at your age."

"Sorry," I said quietly.

"We try to be good about reminding our patients when
it's time for their next check-up. I'll make a note for our
assistants to be just a little more persistent with you." He winked
at me. "I'm sure it just slips your mind."

"Yeah, something like that," I agreed a little unsure
of whether he was actually upset or not.

"Well, we all do our best," he said mildly, setting
down the clipboard and pulling his stethoscope from around his
neck. "I'm going to listen to you breathe first. If you could just
lie back, please, and breathe evenly. "

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

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

"Just run a marathon?" he joked lightheartedly.

"I just -" I floundered.

"No, it's quite alright. I'm only teasing." He smiled
good-naturedly at my embarrassment. "Just take a deep breath. Count
to five as you breathe in."

I struggled to do what he was asking. One. Two. But
after two I felt like I would pop and almost no air had gone in
anyways. My limbs were tingling and my stomach felt weightless. He
was standing so incredibly close. I could feel his fingertips at
the base of my breasts. I felt a sudden, unexpected urge to push
myself into his touch. I wanted to wrap myself around his strong,
steady arm and press it against me until it felt like it would
never go away.

I realized with a renewed flush of heat and
embarrassment that I was subconsciously acting out that guilty
impulse, thrusting my chest forward into him. I stopped, my eyes
big and round as I looked up at him.

After another long moment he took away the little
metal disc and looked down to meet my gaze. I had the strange
sensation, terrible and yet terribly, unbearably exciting, that he
knew what was going on in my head.

"It's not unusual for patients to be a little nervous
in a doctor's office," he said reassuringly. "Everything sounds
healthy to me."

He retrieved his clipboard and scribbled a little
note on it as grateful relief flooded my tense body. For a moment,
the first moment in what felt like hours, his back was to me. My
eyes stared at him openly, drinking in the sight as I tried to wrap
my head around the situation. I had gotten frighteningly close to
doing something rash. I thought – or I hoped – he hadn't
noticed.

He set down the clipboard and turned back.
"Everything sounds good," he said again, encouragingly. "You're
exercising regularly?"

"Ah – as much as I can," I nodded.

"Good, good. It's always much nicer to have patients
who care about their health." He set his stethoscope down on the
desk beside the clipboard. "Are you also good about checking
yourself?"

"Checking myself?" I asked, at a loss for what he
meant.

"You should be giving yourself at least a quick
breast exam once a month. If anything seems like it needs
attention, it's much, much better to catch it early."

"Oh, that," I said, blushing anew and looking fixedly
up at the ceiling from where I was lying on my back. "Ah, I guess I
could be better about that."

 

He stepped over beside me and put a hand on the hem
of my gown. "May I?" he asked.

"Oh," I stammered. "Ah, you mean – alright, I guess."
I closed my eyes and balled my hands, fighting not to throw my arms
over my chest and stop him as he started to undress me. He lifted
the gown up off my thighs and air rushed in over the slick, hot
skin of my stomach. He guided it farther up and bunched it around
my throat. I could feel it resting against the tops of my breasts
and kept my eyes closed shut. It was like I could feel his eyes on
me. I could feel my breasts exposed to the open air and this
handsome, competent man standing next to me, slowly unclothing me.
Excitement and mortification wreathed and fought in a place deep
and wet inside me.

I let out a sharp breath as his hands touched me. His
fingers were strong but gentle, and at first their touch was very
light. It felt so unexpectedly wonderful that I almost cried out.
He felt and massaged at my soft breasts, kneading and exploring. He
cupped them tenderly in his palms. The pressure of his fingers
increased. Every little move and squeeze was intensely welcome and
almost overpowering. Everything he gave me, I wanted more. I wanted
rougher. I wanted him to take me.

I felt like every other part of me ceased to exist,
except where he was touching me and where I wanted him to touch me.
A high, desperate sound escaped my lips. "Oh, fuck," I moaned. "Oh,
God."

His hands paused, still grasping my breasts, and then
the touch was gone.

My eyes opened. "Oh," I said, remembering where I was
and what was happening. "I –" Hot mortification flushed through
me.

He leaned back. "Please, don't be embarrassed. It's a
healthy response from a very healthy young woman." He was looking
down at my body and for a moment it felt like he was still touching
me, like he had never wanted to stop. But again, I was very mixed
up. This was getting very intense very fast. I needed to get a hold
of myself. I needed to calm down.

But unfortunately, that was not the direction things
were headed. I let out another gasp as I felt his hand tracing
lightly down my stomach.

"I'd like to do a pelvic exam now, Sammy, if that's
alright," he said, his hand coming to rest at the waistband of my
panties. "You're more than overdue."

I squirmed slightly, rubbing my thighs together in a
useless attempt to squeeze out the wet neediness I felt deep in my
groin. "I – alright, doctor," I breathed.

"Are you sexually active?" he asked, running a finger
along beneath the elastic.

I shook my head, my eyes closing again as the
sensation of him touching me took me over once again. I wanted to
move against him. I wanted to reciprocate. I wanted to feel him
press against me and show how willing I was – how eager I was for
everything that was happening. But … that was not what I should be
doing. This was just an exam. I needed to respond less, not
more.

He took my panties in his hand and began to pull them
down. Again my toes curled and I fought the urge to push my hips up
into him as he guided my underwear down my thighs.

I was naked, now – completely naked but for a bit of
cloth bunched up around my throat and a scrap of wet cotton down at
my ankles. I was spread out nude on his table, and he was standing
next to me in his labcoat, like the most powerful, desirable man in
the world – the only man. I whimpered slightly in need. I needed
him. I needed him inside me.

The whimper became a moan as his finger ran lightly
down my folds. They passed over my opening and I felt my whole body
tense and clench as the need for him to be inside of me rose almost
unbearably.

I heard his breathing change and his fingers pulled
back for a moment. I partially opened my eyes to look up at
him.

"My God you're wet," he murmured.

My almost involuntary response was to nudge his hand
with my groin in silent protest. Touch me again, I was saying.
Don't stop. Don't take your hand away. Can't you tell how much I
need you?

I was fighting it, but I was being less and less
successful. My breathing was ragged.

Again his fingers paused at my opening, feeling at my
soaking hole. I could feel my body shuddering at the touch, drawing
desperately, dangerously close to something.

Slowly, he pushed his finger into me. I clenched
wetly around him in desperate delight, but I needed more. I needed
deeper. He felt at me. His finger probed farther into me.

I arched backwards as the intense, exquisite,
unavoidable pleasure of his touch ran through my body. I was
shaking. I was so close. "Oh … God," I breathed. I had never felt
anything like this. It was like a noise was rising deep inside
me.

He stroked once experimentally, and I climaxed.
Everything inside me felt like it was pouring out of me and into me
at once. It felt better than anything I had ever felt before. I was
just an instrument of his hand. The only thing in the world was his
finger inside of me and how good I felt. My fingernails dug into
the rubber of the exam table beneath me and my hips bucked upwards.
I could hear my own desperate moans bouncing back at me from the
hard, bare walls of the exam room.

Slowly, the hot, rushing ecstasy faded into a soft
glow. I lay back, my eyes closed, savoring the endorphins filling
my body with happiness and gratitude. After a minute of heaving
gasps, I managed to catch my breath.

Tentatively, I opened my eyes and looked up. Happy
shyness had replaced the mortified anxiety of only a few minutes
before. Had what just happened been intentional? Did he know what I
was feeling – what I wanted – and give it to me anyways?

"I'm sorry, doctor," I murmured softly. "I didn't
mean –"

But he shook his head that an apology was necessary.
He was looking down at me, desire and lust in his eyes.

Had it been intentional? Had he taken me over like
that, knowing what he was doing?

"I –" I started again.

"You have a very healthy sexual response," he said,
cutting me off. His voice was slightly husky, and his wet hand
rested on my thigh as he spoke. It was like he had claimed me, and
the physical contact was moment by moment confirming that I was his
now. "Has anyone ever done that to you before?"

I shook my head.

"Reproductively speaking -"

"Reproductive?" I repeated. The word filled me with a
strange excitement that caught me completely off-guard.

"We're here to assess your health, aren't we? And
getting acquainted with your sexual health means assessing your
fertility."

My mind seemed to skip over most of the words in his
sentence. It didn't register any more that what was happening
wasn't supposed to happen. Or maybe it did, and it made me want it
even more intensely.

I had spent all my life with the word pregnancy
little better than a cuss-word, something to scare girls into
staying chaste. And now it had popped into conversation from
I-didn't-know-where and suddenly the idea felt incredibly,
overpoweringly exciting and right. Everything that was happening
seemed to make sense if it meant this man entering me and changing
me and using me to make his children.

"Assess my fertility?" I asked softly.

But it wasn't really a question, and the gleam of
intent in his eyes only intensified. His hand traced back up my
bare thigh, over my groin and across my quivering stomach. He
trailed his fingers over my skin like he was marking territory
again, and I saw his other hand move to his belt. I could see a
long, hard shape through the cloth over his crotch.

With a soft zip, he opened his pants and the shape
pushed out, thick, hard and erect. He shifted forward over the exam
table, lowering his body near to mine and kissed me with deliberate
control that seemed to extend from his contact and spread across my
body, paralyzing me with submissive need. His cock brushed against
the soft skin of my thigh and I felt his hot blood pounding. The
thick, manly scent of his body filled every breath I took.

He ran his fingers over me once again, spreading my
wetness across my lower stomach, and then guided his cock to my
opening. I closed my eyes as I felt him begin to enter. He was slow
and deliberate, pushing into my nervous, tight hole and stretching
me until I accommodated him. I couldn't believe how good it felt to
have him inside of me.

And then he began to move, thrusting deep into me,
and the feeling became a thousand times stronger. "Oh fuck," I
moaned softly.

He eased into a slow rhythm. His breath was hot
against my throat as he pushed into me, out and in. Each retreat
was only far enough for me to start to miss the feeling of him in
the deepest part of me, and each thrust came soon enough that the
desire was filled again as soon as I felt it. God, it felt
incredible.

I let out a gasping laugh of delight as I felt that
same hot, building pressure. I scraped my fingers against his
thick, muscled back and clenched my teeth against my gasping breath
as the orgasm approached. In another moment it exploded inside of
me, hot and powerful and ecstatic. I had never felt this good in my
life.

He lifted himself slightly off of me and kissed me
again in silent acknowledgement of my response, joining in my
pleasure even as I was held helpless against him by the intensity
of the sensation.

His thrusting became faster and then faster. He
sensed what he wanted and was driving towards it now, his
aggression and desire unchecked and given free reign. He held me
tight by my waist and drove into me, jolting and bouncing my body
as he fucked me harder and faster. The tension of imminent release
was obvious in every muscle of his body where it pressed against
me. His breathing was ragged.

The faster thrusting took me over. It was so much
more than I would have ever thought I could take, and yet I wanted
every bit of it and wanted more, even. Oh fuck it felt good to be
used like this. I bounced across the slick exam table, less and
less in control of my own body as he took over.

And then his grip on my waist became so tight it
should have been painful. Maybe it was, but it was the sweetest,
most welcome pain I had ever felt. I was his vessel and he wasn't
letting me go.

He thrust himself deep, deep into me, and then I felt
the spasm of him coming. My body responded. An orgasm of sheer
delight ripped through me as I felt the thick, hot spurting
sensation of his come inside me. He pumped his liquid into my
receptive body in several long eruptions as my body clenched and
writhed in gratitude and ecstasy around him.

"Oh my God," I breathed, my chest beating fast in
recognition of what had just happened. He had just fucked me
without protection. He had deliberately come inside me. He really
was trying to get me pregnant … and I wanted him to.

His body was hot and slick with perspiration where it
pressed against mine. I bent up slightly and kissed his shoulder.
The taste was slightly salty but the scent of his body was rich and
welcome.

Slowly, he lifted himself off of me and looked down.
His hand stroked my cheek. "A good session," he said softly. "A
healthy young body like yours knows what to do." He kissed me
softly. "I have a good feeling about this. I'll have my
receptionist schedule a follow-up appointment for next week. Talk
to her before you leave."

I lay back on the table and watched him with a sort
of surreal detachment as he refastened his pants, drew one last
appreciative hand across my limp body, and moved out the door. He
didn't bother to try to obscure me as a passing nurse glimpsed me
lying across the table.

My eyes fell closed as I savored my pleasant soreness
and the promise of the next appointment.
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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…
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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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