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Short on cash, Megan decides to prove to her
disbelieving friends that volunteering as a model patient for medical school
classes is an easy way to make
some quick money. How hard can it be? But before she knows what's
happening, there she is up on an
exam table with a whole class watching as the demonstration exam
starts to expose parts of her she planned on keeping
covered. At first she might not be
sure whether she's mortified or
turned on, but soon enough it's clear to everyone just exactly how it's all affecting her ...
and what the doctor's going to do
about it.









Preview

But it was hard to keep that attitude as I started to
change. Even having kept my panties and bra on, the medical gown
felt like it was much too thin and much too short. It was like
wearing a sheet of paper, and there was going to be a group of med
students coming in here any minute. I looked down at myself in
consternation. This might end up being more than I bargained for,
but was that the end of the world? It was still thirty bucks. What
did I care if they wanted to put a stethoscope on my chest or ... I
didn't know, hit my knee with one of those little rubber hammers.
The medical gown was probably just a formality. They were training
to be doctors, after all, and doctors were supposed to look at the
human body as just an interesting science object or something.

It was only another minute into my slightly worried
internal monologue when the door to the large room clicked open
again.

I turned to see a group of people filing in. There
were about ten, and they all looked like they were maybe 25 to 30.
I felt myself blush slightly as my eyes passed over a couple of
very cute guys maybe a little bit closer to my age. At least I had
taken the precaution of wearing my cutest panties, if worst came to
worst.

A slightly older man appeared behind them, ushering
them in. He looked like he was in his late thirties, with just a
hint of salt and pepper in his stubble contrasting with his short,
dark hair. His face was strong and he moved through the others with
the easy authority that left no doubt he was the man in charge.

"Alright, everybody, let's form a nice orderly circle
here. I know you're all excited for your first live patient, but
try to keep our recent lessons in mind. " He turned to me, smiling.
"And who might our patient be today, miss?"
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"Nah, let's not," Lindsey was saying. "The Blue Room
is so expensive."

It was a beautiful Saturday morning and the three of
us, Lindsey, Caitlyn, and I, were walking by the student health
center trying to decide on a lunch place.

"If you're short on cash maybe you could do a few
rounds of that," Caitlyn joked, pointing past her to a bulletin
board.

"Do what?" Lindsey asked, uncomprehending.

"Be a medical dummy." Caitlyn pointed to a bright
orange flyer posted on the board. "Look right there, it says it
pays $30 an hour."

"$30 an hour?" I repeated. "Seriously? Why isn't that
something people do?"

Caitlyn laughed. "You can't be serious. You'd take
$30 to let med students strip you down and poke and prod you, with
the rest of the class watching? Raise it to a million and maybe I'd
think about it."

"That's not what they do," I scoffed.

"Oh yeah? My sister's friend's brother went through
med school. He used to tell me stories."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I waved her off. "Like he wasn't
saying just about anything to get in your panties."

"I heard the same things, Megan," Lindsey joined in.
"Who knows what they do to people dumb enough to sign up for
that."

"You two don't have a clue. That's not how those
things work. Those places are respectable medical schools. You just
go in and let them take your blood pressure and things like
that."

"If you're so smart why don't you do it, then?"
Lindsey countered, one eyebrow raised.

"Maybe I will," I retorted. "I wouldn't mind an easy
thirty bucks. And I'm so sure you're wrong, if I have to take even
one single piece of clothing off, I'll buy you both dinner."

"Yeah, right. Like you'll actually go through with
it," they laughed.

"You don't think I will? I'll call that number right
now."

 


That was how I found myself sitting in a waiting room
the following Monday afternoon. The Med School was a big glass
building a few blocks down from the Econ building, so it wasn't
hard to get there after my 2 o'clock class let out.

By then I was starting to have a few doubts about
what I had gotten myself into, but that's just what happens when
you make a hasty decision and then have to spend 3 days waiting to
see what the consequences would be. I was still 95% sure that this
was going to be the easiest thirty bucks I'd ever made. Lindsey and
Caitlyn still believed every silly rumor they'd heard since 6th
grade. I mean, we were college freshmen now, shouldn't we be a
little less gullible by now?

"Megan Lipsky?"

I looked up to see a small blonde woman with a
clipboard looking out into the waiting area from the hallway.

"Yeah, that's me," I said, waving at her and starting
to get up.

"Okay, come along with me. You're going to be working
with Group A. When you're finished, come back here to the main desk
and we'll sign your check."

"Alright, thanks," I said, following her down the
corridor.

She led me down, past a long series of doors, until
stopping and opening one for me. It led into a large,
high-ceilinged room, maybe thirty or forty feet across, with
several medical exam tables spaced out in a row and a desk in the
back.

"You'll be in here," she said. "Hop into one of the
gowns on the table. The group should be coming along soon."

"I need to change into a gown?" I asked, taken
aback.

"Of course. It shouldn't be long, so step right
along, miss. We try to keep things efficient here. These classes
keep a very tight schedule."

She ushered me inside and then closed the door behind
her with a cold click.

I turned back to the room with what probably would
have been a pretty funny-looking expression on my face, if I'd been
in a mood to laugh. The whole thing hadn't even started yet and
already I'd lost my bet?

But was changing from one outfit into another really
the same thing as taking off my clothes? I mean, I'd be just as
dressed with the gown on as I was in my skirt and halter-top,
wouldn't I?

But it was hard to keep that attitude as I started to
change. Even having kept my panties and bra on, the medical gown
felt like it was much too thin and much too short. It was like
wearing a sheet of paper, and there was going to be a group of med
students coming in here any minute. I looked down at myself in
consternation. This might end up being more than I bargained for,
but was that the end of the world? It was still thirty bucks. What
did I care if they wanted to put a stethoscope on my chest or ... I
didn't know, hit my knee with one of those little rubber hammers.
The medical gown was probably just a formality. They were training
to be doctors, after all, and doctors were supposed to look at the
human body as just an interesting science object or something.

It was only another minute into my slightly worried
internal monologue when the door to the large room clicked open
again.

I turned to see a group of people filing in. There
were about ten, and they all looked like they were maybe 25 to 30.
I felt myself blush slightly as my eyes passed over a couple of
very cute guys maybe a little bit closer to my age. At least I had
taken the precaution of wearing my cutest panties, if worst came to
worst.

A slightly older man appeared behind them, ushering
them in. He looked like he was in his late thirties, with just a
hint of salt and pepper in his stubble contrasting with his short,
dark hair. His face was strong and he moved through the others with
the easy authority that left no doubt he was the man in charge.

"Alright, everybody, let's form a nice orderly circle
here. I know you're all excited for your first live patient, but
try to keep our recent lessons in mind. " He turned to me, smiling.
"And who might our patient be today, miss?"

I took a small, involuntary step back against the
nearest exam table as eleven sets of eyes settled on me.

"Ah, I'm Megan Lipsky," I answered in a voice that
felt very light and weak after his strong baritone. "I'm an
undergrad here."

"And your age, Megan?"

"Nineteen."

"Well, thank you for joining us today," he said,
smiling encouragingly. "I'm Dr. Loyola, and we appreciate you
volunteering to be a practice patient for us today." He turned to
the class. "You should all have taken a copy of Miss Lipsky's
medical chart with your packets. Does anyone see anything in the
chart that we should ask her before a standard physical? Any
sources of concern?"

There was the sound of rustling paper as everybody
looked down at the clipboards in their hands.

One hand went up in the back.

"Yes," Dr. Loyola said, nodding in their
direction.

"She said she suffered from frequent anxiety last
visit," a man's voice observed. "We should ask her if she's still
having trouble with that."

"Good. It's important to monitor that sort of thing.
Patients won't always bring chronic health issues up after a first
time. So, Megan, are you still struggling with that problem?"

I blushed a little. I hadn't expected this to be
personal. Those were my real medical records. I thought I was going
to be an actor or something. "Ah, it's gotten a lot better,
actually," I said.

The doctor nodded in satisfaction. "I'm very glad to
hear that. If it starts to become a problem again, please do bring
it up with your regular physician or a school counselor. There are
many ways to get help and it's a common problem in people your
age." He turned back to the class. "Anything else?"

After a long silence, a guy in the front put his hand
up. Dr. Loyala pointed and nodded. "Go ahead, Christian."

He cleared his throat. "By nineteen she should have a
regular gynecologist. It doesn't say anything here about her ever
having been seen by one."

Dr. Loyala peered down at his own copy, nodding.
"Good catch," he complimented. "That's likely an omission in the
record, but it's good to double check. Who is your gynecologist,
Megan?"

"Ah," I stammered, very unenthusiastic that this was
suddenly a topic of conversation. "I don't have one."

He looked at me in surprise. "You've never been seen
by one?"

I shook my head, my blush deepening. Did we really
have to talk about this now? I was just uncomfortable with the idea
of getting put in a big stirrup contraption and having a stranger
stick things up inside me. Was that so strange?

Of all the ways for me to get chided for that little
bit of timid negligence, this was much worse than anything I had
ever worried about. They were all looking at me. My face reddened
further.

"Well, that's certainly something that needed
bringing up, then," Dr. Loyola said. "Thank you, Christian. We
should be able to do some remedial work on that score after the
initial physical. Does anyone have anything else?"

He looked around, but no one was putting out any
answers.

"Alright, then. We'll get started. Would anyone like
to take her pulse and blood pressure?"

One of the cute guys I had first noticed when they
all came in raised his hand. My stomach bunched up in an excited
but self-conscious knot.

"Yes, Michael, why don't you show us how it's done,"
Dr. Loyola called on him. "Come on up and introduce yourself to
your patient. The very first job of any physician is to establish
trust with his or her patient. The doctor patient relationship
can't be emphasized enough."

I watched shyly as Michael made his way forward. He
had a good, strong face with short brown hair and light blue eyes.
He was also really well-built, with thick shoulders and chest. I
tried not to ogle too obviously as he came up beside me, but it was
certainly an unwelcome little reminder how long it had really been
since I was last on a date.

"Hi, Megan," he introduced himself. "I'm Michael. I'm
going to take your blood pressure, if that's alright."

I nodded mutely, trying to smile naturally and
subconsciously putting up a hand to toy with a lock of my hair.

"Why don't you scoot on up on that table for me," he
said, indicating the exam table behind me. "This might feel tight,
but that's normal. Let me know if it starts to hurt."

I lifted myself up onto the table obligingly and held
out my arm for him.

Dr. Loyola handed him an armband and pump, and
Michael leaned forward to strap it around my right arm, just above
the elbow. The touch of his fingers sent little thrills up my arm
and set my heart racing. The faint scent of his strong, masculine
body was infusing the air I was breathing in as I tried to appear
calm. His forearm brushed my breast and a hot, eager feeling filled
my chest. Immediately, there was a wet release deep inside in me.
Fuck, I thought, closing my eyes for a moment. This would be bad
enough if it were just me and him, but instead I had another ten
pairs of eyes watching me as I fought not to get turned on by a
cute older guy taking my blood pressure.

He stepped back and filled the armband with the pump
in his hand. It got tighter and tighter until it felt like my arm
was going to pop. He bent forward and examined the number and
scribbled it down.

"Hmm," Dr. Loyola said, peering over his shoulder,
"that seems a bit elevated. That's why we always take the pulse
with the blood pressure. An elevated heartbeat can make it look
like a healthy patient has an unhealthy blood pressure."

Michael released the armband and set it down next to
me. He pulled out a watch and put his hand out to my throat. After
a very confused moment, I realized he was taking my pulse and
lifted my head obligingly to give him better access. His fingers
were rough and firm pressing against my soft, trembling throat.

I struggled to stay as still as possible, obedient to
what he needed me to do even as my body throbbed in disobedient
excitement beneath his touch. I stared openly at his expression of
concentration as he felt the pounding of my heart beneath his
finger. Calm down, I told myself, but my heart only beat faster and
faster. It was like my body was trying to hold his attention,
communicate to him the last thing in the world I wanted him to know
...

After what felt like an hour, he took his hand away.
"I timed it at 135," he said a little uncertainly. "Are you
alright, Megan?"

"Ah, yes," I said in a sort of strained voice.
"Sorry. I guess I'm just a little nervous."

He put a comforting hand on my arm, accomplishing
exactly the opposite of calming me down. "Don't be. Everything's
going to be just fine, okay?"

I nodded.

"Should I be worried, Dr. Loyola?" Michael asked,
turning to his instructor.

Dr. Loyola was looking at me with an expression of
amused recognition, obviously more perceptive than his student.
"I'd say we can move along, Michael. I think you're just having a
bit of an effect on the young lady."

A couple titters went through the group of students
and my cheeks felt like they were going to burn off.

"Now, who can remember the next item on the standard
physical protocol?" he asked the class.

"Examine her posture and make sure her body looks
well-aligned," a voice said from the back.

"Correct," Dr. Loyola agreed. "Michael, since you
seem to have such a good rapport with our young patient, why don't
you continue with her?"

"Alright," Michael agreed, and then turned to me.
"Would you stand up for me, Megan," he said. Maybe it was my
imagination, but his look seemed a little more speculative, even
appreciative, since Dr. Loyola had pointed out the effect he was
having on me.

I lowered myself off the table and stood straight for
him, my arms at my sides.

"Alright, now Michael, you want to run your arms down
the major forms of her body, make sure everything feels straight,
nothing strained or out of place," Dr. Loyola advised.

 

Michael stepped beside me and placed his hands on my
shoulders. His palms and fingers kneaded at my tense muscles,
feeling at me. Slowly he worked his way down my back, pressing at
my spin and sides before moving to my hips and down my thighs and
calves.

"You also want to take this opportunity to observe
the general body condition of your patient," Dr. Loyola was telling
the class. "Anything significantly out of the ordinary is possible
cause for concern. Ms. Lipsky here has a prototypical build for a
young woman of her age. You can see her hips and chest are ample
but continuing to fill out. Her buttocks is taught. All around she
is a very healthy specimen."

I closed my eyes, trying to ignore the strange,
slightly exciting experience of having my body evaluated by a room
full of curious, probing eyes.

"Having completed the initial overview, now would be
a good time to revisit Christian's observation from earlier.
Because she has not visited a gynecologist, there are aspects of
her health that we have to be sure to evaluate before we can
consider her healthy. Michael, would you remove her gown,
please?"

I did a double take at the doctor's words, but no one
else in the room seemed to be surprised. What was going on?

It took all my will-power to stay calm and compliant
as Michael reached down to the hem of my gown and lifted it over my
head. Every instinct in my body was screaming at me to hold onto
the scrap of covering, thin and incomplete as it was. But I closed
my eyes and let him undress me, holding my arms up obligingly as he
slid it away from me.

"First things first," Dr. Loyola went on, "no
sexually developed woman is too young to be screened for breast
cancer. Michael, you'll want to remove the patient's bra
first."

My eyes flew open and again I stared at the doctor in
sudden, silent protest. This was going so much beyond what I
thought I had signed up for.

Michael's hands circled my torso and unclipped my
bra. My breasts breathed outward, the cups falling away to expose
them to the room. Cool air played across the suddenly bared skin
and I felt my nipples stiffen a bit in the chill. I tried to find
somewhere to look that didn't make me painfully aware of the room
full of people currently staring at my naked chest, or the hot guy
next to me who had just undressed me so matter-of-factly.

"You want to begin by gently cupping each breast in
your palm," Dr. Loyola instructed.

Much as I fought it, a light gasp escaped my lips as
Michael's hands came up to hold my naked tits. It - it felt good.
It felt much too good. I screwed my eyes shut, trying not to think
about how wet I was or what was happening.

"Now in slow, methodic circles, you want to massage
each breast, checking to make sure they're uniformly firm. Young,
medium-sized breasts like Ms. Lipsky's should be soft but not
overly so. Do you feel the soft shape as you press against
them?"

His touch felt incredible. Every little movement was
magnified. I could feel my stiff nipples pushing out into his
palms. What was happening? Why did this feel so good?

Before I could stop myself, I was moaning softly.

The hands went away. My eyes flew open. I remembered
where I was.

"Oh," I exclaimed, mortified.

"Don't be surprised if you occasionally have patients
who are aroused by the exam," Dr. Loyola was saying. "Ms. Lipsky's
response is a perfectly common and healthy sexual response for a
young woman her age. Did you feel any lumps or cause for concern,
Michael?"

"No," Michael reported. "Everything felt very
healthy."

"Good. Did everyone see how Michael did that?"

The class nodded.

"This is very important, so if you can't see, be sure
to speak up or move somewhere you can. Now, why don't you have your
patient hop back up on the table and we can all talk about the
basics of a pelvic exam. I realize this won't be something most of
you will be dealing with in your day to day practices, but it's
important to have a grasp of the material. So, Michael, prepare
your patient, please."

I looked back from Dr. Loyola to Michael, overwhelmed
by what was happening. Did he mean ... was I going to be ...

Michael's hands went to the waistband of my panties.
By now I was too shocked to even feel the instinct to stop him. I
offered no resistance as he slid my last piece of damp, skimpy
covering down my thighs and let them fall to my ankles. He helped
me sit back up on the exam table that was now cool and stiff
beneath my exposed flesh.

He guided me to lie back and then spread my legs and
raised my knees, so that I was lying naked with my bare and
extremely wet pussy and ass facing the room full of strangers. God,
it felt violating and horrifying and yet somehow thrilling. I felt
the thrill of being displayed - against my will and yet somehow all
the more arousing because of that. Here I was, being presented to
them, naked and horny.

"The class will note the wetness of the patient.
Arousal results in engorged sexual organs, particularly the lips
and clitoris. It's important to differentiate between temporary
arousal and permanent physical changes that could indicate hormonal
warning signs. In this case, we just happen to have one healthy but
very horny and turned on young woman, so keep that in mind as you
assess her."

By this point, I was past the point of mortification,
and began, in spite of myself, to embrace the humiliating spectacle
I had been turned into. There was something so wrong and dirty and
shameful about what was happening that it was almost impossible not
to give in to it.

I closed my eyes, imagining myself displayed before
them as they must be seeing me, nothing but spread thighs and wet
pussy with a pair of breasts emerging over the top – nothing but a
body for them to feast on. I listened as Dr. Loyola instructed his
student on the proper way of feeling inside my pussy, describing
the most private, intimate parts of me for the class.

I didn't even fight to control the moan that burst
from my lips as Michael's finger first penetrated me. It felt good;
there was no way to fight it. It felt deliciously, terribly,
unbelievably good. I pushed my hips out into his wrist, forcing his
finger deeper inside me.

A warmth was spreading through me. Something hot and
exciting was building. It started faint and distant, but my body
clenched at it. It grew and grew, until its potential was
undeniable. It was right there, and Michael's finger was inside me
and everyone was watching and it would be so, so wrong ... and it
happened. The orgasm ripped through me, as powerful as any I had
ever had. I contorted on the exam table, arching my back up and
clenching my fists against the cold rubber. God it felt incredible.
"Oh fuck!" I yelled. "Fuck!"

The physical ecstasy was like a flood pouring through
me. It filled every tiny little piece of me until I felt like I
would burst, and stayed like that for a breathless eternity.
Slowly, blissfully slowly, the intensity lessened. Someone was
talking but I didn't care to listen. Everything felt warm and good
and light. I opened my eyes and looked up at the ceiling. That had
felt better than I had ever imagined anything could feel.

I began to notice the room was very quiet - much
quieter than it had been. Still drifting in a warm haze, I propped
my head up and looked at the room. To my puzzlement, I had looked
up just in time to see the door closing.

But the room wasn't empty. Three people were still
here. Michael was one of them, and Dr. Loyola, too. I looked at him
in confusion. The third was one of the other cute guys from the
class. But where was everyone else going?

"I've asked the rest of the class to take a break,
Megan," Dr. Loyola explained as my eyes fell on him.

"I'm sorry, doctor," I said, "I-"

"Hush," he said. "I imagine it's hard to be a good
patient when you're so distracted."

I nodded, torn between gratitude, confusion, and
embarrassment.

Dr. Loyola walked up beside me. "Well, we have two
options. We could send you back out front and tell them that,
through no fault of your own, you proved unsuitable for our
requirements. We'd have to find a replacement, and continue our
lesson with a girl with a bit more self-control."

I swallowed the lump in my throat, quite aware that I
had just been called a slut and even more aware of how well I
seemed to fit that label just now. "Or?" I prompted.

"Or," he said, putting a hand against my shoulder and
pressing me back slightly against the exam table, "we take a moment
to quiet that distracting little need in you and get you back in
the right mindset to be a nice, docile patient for the rest of our
lesson."

I nodded, looking from one to the other, unsure I was
understanding him right.

"You want to be a good girl for us, don't you?" he
asked.

I nodded, the warm afterglow of orgasm keeping me in
an agreeable mood. And there was a chance, just a chance, that he
meant ...

"Ask to suck Michael's cock, then," Dr. Loyola said.
"Maybe he'll let you."

I looked from one to the other, convinced I had heard
him wrong. This was all so ... wrong. So terribly, irresistibly
wrong. Every rational part of me was screaming to say no, that this
was bad, that this was just supposed to be a medical exam and I
didn't know these men. But ... if I said yes, just one, quiet
little yes, it would all happen. There were three extremely hot men
standing around my naked body. I put a hand down and rubbed at my
dripping pussy. After an instant, the decision was easy.

"Can I ... can I suck your cock, Michael?" I asked.
"Please?"

He cast a slow, deliberate gaze over my nude body
stretched out in front of him and glistening with juices his touch
had aroused in me. Then, with a gesture, he invited me down and on
the ground in front of him.

I slid off the table and sank to my knees in front of
him. My timid movements became more sure as he let me unbuckle his
belt and slide my hand into his underwear. My fingers felt a thick,
hot shape that was already stiffening.

I pulled his cock out, sliding his underwear down his
thighs, and kissed the tip. The smell of his groin overwhelmed me.
God, this was intoxicating. How could this be happening?

Slowly at first, I took him into my mouth. With a
couple exploratory licks I brought him to full erectness, feeling
the rush of hot blood as he swelled between my lips.

I began to slide up and down, sucking and tonguing at
him gently, and he let me work for a few moments. As I began to
effect him, his hand came down and gripped my hair. Soon he was
holding my head in place as he thrust into my mouth, his thick cock
pushing deep into me until could barely breathe around him.

He moved rhythmically faster. I could taste the
slight saltiness of pre-come. I gripped his thighs in my hands and
felt his tense muscles.

"Save yourself for her pussy," I heard Dr. Loyola
say, and then Michael's grip was pulling me off his cock and
pushing me back to sit on the ground. I looked up at him,
expectant.

I sucked the other two as well, each time being
stopped before I could make them come. By now I was whimpering
slightly, desperate to have one of them inside me. I had never been
this wet in my life. It was torture, to have those cocks in my
mouth, know that they would be inside me, and yet be held back.

Finally, Michael and the other student lifted me back
onto the table and turned me onto my stomach. I moaned quietly,
knowing by now that they wouldn't be rushed - that they enjoyed
seeing me squirm and beg for their cocks.

I didn't see who entered me first. Each of the three
were big, and the cock that pushed into me certainly was. I closed
my eyes with a long, desperate gasp. "Fuck," I moaned. "Thank you.
Fuck me, thank you."

The man behind me obliged, reaching out and grabbing
a tit as he started to drive into me. God it felt good. I had
needed this for so, so long.

In almost no time I had orgasmed again. This one was
a much deeper, all-encompassing flood of ecstasy that left me
floating in bliss, only half paying attention to the wonderful
sensations as I continued to get pounded. I felt him tense and then
shoot his come deep into me, almost orgasming again as my body
clutched and clenched gratefully around his spasming cock. God, why
did it feel so, so good to be used like this?

The next one followed and this time I did orgasm as
he came inside me, yelling in helpless gratitude as he pumped me
full of his hot seed. The third lasted the longest and by the time
he came I was little more than an exhausted puddle, relishing the
lingering glow of sexual ecstasy and savoring the soreness of my
rough treatment.

I was barely aware of what was happening as they
cleaned me up and rolled me over. I heard the door open and the
class return, but I was now completely ambivalent to their
presence. I was in my own little grateful world.

I only jolted to alertness once, as Dr. Loyola
demonstrated how to take a rectal temperature. He held my legs up
in the air and had started to insert the lubricated probe before I
even realized what was happening, but the strange and unexpected
sensation was oddly enjoyable, and Dr. Loyola had to pinch me to
keep me from moaning softly to myself.

After what must have been another half hour or so,
the lesson ended. The class departed. In a daze, I dressed myself
and went back out to get my signed check.

"How often can a person volunteer here?" I asked the
nurse.

"We do hands-on lessons four times a semester," she
told me. "Here's how to get on our mailing list."

In the end, I did buy my friend's dinner, but as to
the details of how I had lost the bet, I decided they didn't really
need to know.
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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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Double Session at the Fertility Clinic

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.
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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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