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 Hannah’s
Choice

“I’m no man’s play toy.” Hannah finished the
last of her latte, standing to go.

The headhunter, Zach, grabbed her wrist and
she frowned at him. “Listen to me—you’ll regret it.”

She shook loose, slinging her purse over her
shoulder and picking up her empty latte cup. “Not interested. I
don’t make coffee, I order it.”

“Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars a
year,” he said in a low voice as she walked by.

She stopped, turning, and put her trembling
cup back on the table. “Don’t fuck with me.”

Zach shrugged. “He has more money than
God.”

“He pays a quarter mil a year?” Hannah sat
back down in her chair. She felt like if she didn’t she was going
to fall over. “What do his employees have to do? Give him daily
blowjobs?”

He didn’t respond from behind his coffee
cup, but his eyes met hers over the rim and she suddenly felt
cold.

“He’s eccentric,” Zach said, glancing toward
the door and then at his watch. “You’ll be one in about two hundred
with a shot at the job.”

She contemplated him for a moment, imagining
the possibilities. For a quarter of a million dollars a year, she
suddenly didn’t care what she might have to do.

“What’s the number?”

* * * *

Zach’s figures had been off. Way off. She
was one in two thousand women interviewing for the job, according
to the man who did her physical exam. She had already been through
a battery of tests, and not just those in office skills. An
intelligence quotient test and five different psychological and
personality tests had been part of the initial process, along with
a strength training and physical endurance test.

If the number $250,000 hadn’t kept flashing
in her mind, she would have given up halfway through the process,
and apparently a lot of women did. They had whittled it down to a
thousand by now, the doctor told her—at least, he said he was a
doctor, his nametag read Ralph Schultz, M.D.—and they would
probably lose several hundred more after the physical.

“Why?” Hannah fidgeted on the examining
table in her little paper dress as he snapped his rubber gloves
on.

He had already checked the basics—heart,
lungs, ears, nose, throat, tummy sounds. Now it was on to the
“female” part of the exam, and she was dreading it.

“Please lie down, Miss McLean,” he
instructed, pulling the stirrups out.

She’d already had an annual pap, just six
months ago, but the company insisted on a complete physical by
their personal physician. Putting her feet up in the stirrups, she
assumed the usual “pap smear” position, scooting down as far as she
could.

“Very good, Miss McLean.” The doctor draped
a sheet over her legs. “To address your question, he has particular
physical specifications. Let your knees fall open, please.”

Hannah did as she was told, looking up at
the ceiling at the “If you can dream it, you can be it” poster up
there. She wondered why there wasn’t a nurse in the room. Didn’t
they have to have a nurse there, just for liabilities’ sake?

“My fingers are going to enter you, now,” he
said and she felt him probing between her lips, sliding two fingers
inside of her. “Your history form said you’ve never been pregnant,
correct, Miss McLean?”

“No.” She felt his fingers sliding further
inside of her, pressing the walls of her vagina open, first to the
sides, then front and back. “I’ve never had children.”

“Excellent vaginal muscle tone and
response,” he murmured. “Clearly a natural redhead.”

She flushed, surprised at the observation.
“Yes.”

This wasn’t going to be a normal physical
exam, she realized, a little too late, as she felt him parting her
lips with both hands.

“Clitoris slightly larger than average,” he
remarked, nudging it with his finger and making her jump. She
stared, wide-eyed, up at the ceiling, holding her breath. “Vulva is
aesthetically pleasing, quite full for such a slender build.”

Hannah bit her lip as she felt his gloved
fingers pulling at the inner lips of her vagina, spreading them
open. “Labia minora are thick, a little distended, and have a
healthy pink color.”

She couldn’t believe what she was hearing,
that this was really happening. What had started as a routine
physical exam was turning into some sort of genital inspection?

“Fine healthy anal opening, good color and
shape,” he noted, brushing the puckered hole with his finger,
making Hannah’s eyes go even wider. She clutched the sheet at her
sides, her hands making fists. “You’ll feel a little pressure
now.”

She gasped as a slippery, gloved finger slid
into her rectum, twisting as it went.

“Excellent, tight sphincter muscle here,” he
remarked, sliding his finger back out.

She heard the snap of his gloves and the
squeak of the garbage can lid as he pushed the foot pedal. He
pulled on another pair of gloves and stood between her legs.

“Please relax, Miss McLean,” he said as
something cold slid between her lips. She thought, at first, that
it must be a speculum, but then it began to hum.

“Wh—what are you doing?” Hannah asked, going
up on her elbows and trying to see past the sheet draped over her
thighs.

“Your questionnaire indicated you have a
normal orgasmic response,” the doctor replied. “I need to verify
your information.”

“You…verify?” Hannah gasped as the vibrator
slid up towards her clit, rubbing there. The doctor’s gaze was on
her face.

“Please relax, Miss McLean.” He took a look
at his watch, moving the vibrator over her clit, back and forth.
“It will help to achieve the desired outcome.”

She couldn’t believe this was happening. Her
face burned and her limbs trembled with her embarrassment, but the
vibrator against her clit hummed furiously, sending delicious waves
of pleasure through her. She couldn’t fight it, and she lay back
with a gasp, feeling that powerful buzzing sensation filling her
pelvis.

“That’s it, Miss McLean, very good,” he
murmured, and she felt his fingers slipping inside of her.

“Wh—what—?”

“When you have an orgasm, I’ll be able to
feel it.” He pressed his fingers downward in her vagina, toward her
bottom. “Right here in your perineum. There’s a characteristic
spasm that happens, and the muscles will rapidly contract. It’s
completely involuntary. You’ll have no control over it.”

Hannah whimpered, already feeling that
familiar tightening and tingling in her lower belly. He was
right—she couldn’t stop it, she couldn’t control it—she was going
to have an orgasm right here on a physician’s examining table!

“Ohhh,” she breathed, her body flushing, her
pussy beginning to flutter around the doctor’s fingers as the
vibrator sent her over the edge. She bit her lip to keep from
crying out, shuddering all over with the delicious heat of her
climax.

“Again, very good, Miss McLean,” he said as
she gasped and caught her breath on the examining table. “Your
orgasmic response seems to fall within acceptable parameters.”

His fingers still pressed inside of her,
massaging, feeling the last of the spasms slowing, fading. He
didn’t, however, move the vibrator away from her clit, and it was
making Hannah squirm with the intensity of it.

“You’ve done very well so far, Miss McLean.”
He moved the head of the vibrator back and forth over her clit. “I
trust you’ll offer your continued cooperation as we proceed to test
for a multiple orgasmic response.”

“Oh god,” Hannah moaned, swallowing hard.
She saw the doctor watching her face as he rubbed the vibrating tip
over and over her sensitive clit. She made a sound like she was in
pain, her toes curling. “Please.”

She felt his fingers turn upward, pressing
the smooth walls of her vagina up towards the ceiling with a fast,
crooking motion.

“What’s—oh!” Hannah gasped.

She closed her eyes against it, but couldn’t
help being carried away by the sensation. The vibrator made fast
circles around her clit, sending her on a dizzying spiral towards
another climax. His fingers still made that motion, rubbing deep
inside of her.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she moaned as another orgasm
swept quickly over her, leaving her legs trembling in the
stirrups.

“Excellent, Miss McLean, you exceed
expectations,” the doctor noted and she saw him looking at her
lying breathless and quivering on the table. “Your secondary
contractions are strong and tight.”

He turned the vibrator off, but his fingers
stayed buried inside of her, still rubbing that spot. “Now, I need
to observe your response to stimulation of your Gräfenberg
spot.”

Hannah had never felt anything like it
before. Her pussy was still swollen and wet from the two orgasms
he’d given her, and now his fingers stimulated her even more,
creating a mounting pressure between her legs.

“What are you doing?” she gasped, her eyes
going wide as she had a sudden urge to pee. Embarrassed, she tried
to close her legs, but the stirrups wouldn’t allow it. “Please,
stop…”

“It’s quite all right,” he replied, rubbing
faster, even harder, using both fingers to sweep against the walls
of her vagina in that one, sensitive spot. “You may feel as if you
have to urinate. That’s quite normal.”

She bit her lip, feeling that pressure
building. “But…”

“This can take quite a while for some
women.” He looked at his watch. “But your second clitoral orgasm
followed the first quite quickly. I have a feeling your g-spot
orgasm will—oh!”

She didn’t know what was happening, but
whatever it was made her whole body feel alive and on fire. It was
like an orgasm, but it wasn’t—deeper, fuller, radiating in hot
waves through her as she twisted and bucked against his hand. She
was moaning, she knew it, and couldn’t help it as she flooded him
with her juices.

“Well, Miss McLean.” The doctor cleared his
throat as he removed his hand. “You seem to exceed all
expectations. We don’t get many female ejaculations.”

Hannah felt a heat filling her face and knew
she was blushing. She pressed her hands to her cheeks to cool them
and wished she could pull the sheet up over her head.

“Give me a moment...” The doctor moved
around between her thighs and she felt wetness on them as he used
dry paper towels to wipe her off.

“I’m sorry,” she apologized, feeling like
she wanted to sink through the table into the floor.

“No apologies necessary.” He pulled off his
gloves and threw them away, quickly donning another pair. “A rare
response, but not unheard of. You exhibit one of the higher level
job qualifications Mr. Harper is seeking.”

Hannah stared up at the poster on the
ceiling, still not quite believing this was happening. She knew,
now, why Mr. Harper’s “not-exactly-a-secretary” was paid such an
exorbitant amount of money, and she knew, too, she couldn’t
possibly take this job. All of the tests up until now had seemed a
little much, but she just kept remembering Zach’s words—he’s
eccentric. This, though…this was too much.

“You’ve done very well so far.” The doctor
came to stand beside her. “One more procedure and we’ll be
complete.”

She looked up at him, shaking her head.
Whatever it was, it couldn’t be any worse than what she’d already
allowed this afternoon. She just wanted to get it over with, get
out of there, and never look back.

The doctor’s hand slid under the sheet,
palpating in the familiar circles of a breast exam. He pulled the
fabric down as he worked, squeezing each nipple, checking for signs
of fluid.

“Breasts are firm,” he noted. “Pleasingly
shaped, no implants, I would say a B or a C.”

His other hand came up and cupped her
breast, squeezing her nipples between his thumb and forefinger.

“Large nipples, very pink.” He rolled them
gently, around and around, watching Hannah’s face. “They get quite
red upon arousal and the areola darkens.”

She squirmed and felt her pussy responding,
still aching and swollen from his earlier attention, in spite of
herself.

“Close your eyes, please,” he murmured, his
fingers rolling faster now. “Breathe and relax, we’re almost
finished.”

She did, gratefully, and that alone
increased the sensation, as if her nipples were directly connected
to the sensitive bud of her clit. It felt so good she could barely
stand it.

The doctor’s fingers worked magic around her
nipples, tugging and pulling and squeezing. “Many women who are
able to ejaculate like you did today can actually have a climax
from nipple stimulation alone.”

“I’ve never—” she whispered, gasping when
his lips covered one of her breasts, sucking her nipple deep into
his warm, wet mouth.

“I didn’t mean to startle you,” he
apologized, licking at the fat bud of her nipple. “An orgasm can
often be more easily achieved through oral stimulation…”

Hannah moaned as he sucked and licked her
nipple while squeezing and tugging on the other. She knew she
should get up and leave, right now, indignant and outraged, but she
couldn’t. Something was keeping her on the table, her body
trembling, undergoing the most exquisite torture.

“And I need my other hand,” he admitted,
sounding a little sheepish. She felt him slide his fingers down
between her legs and into her open pussy. They pressed downward
again, just resting there, waiting.

“Oh god,” she moaned, arching her back as
his mouth made wet trails around her nipple, his other hand pulling
and tugging until her breasts felt as if they were on fire, her
pussy throbbing for release. “Oh yes, yes, that’s it!”

The doctor made a noise in his throat, his
lips fastened over her breast as he suckled, fast and hard. She
felt the muscles of her pussy contracting around his fingers as she
came, her orgasm a deep pulse that went on and on, rocking her on
the table.

Hannah closed her eyes, pulling the sheet up
to her neck, rolling away as much as she could, still stuck in the
stirrups. The humiliation of what she’d just done spread through
her like a fever—she burned with it.

“You did very well,” the doctor told her,
his voice coming from across the room. “You can go ahead and get
dressed. I’ll send the results on over to Mr. Harper in the
morning, and the lab tests will follow, of course.”

He left the room and Hannah put her clothes
on with trembling hands, taking three tries to do up her own bra.
She looked at herself in the mirror over the sink as she fastened
the last few buttons on her blouse.

I don’t look any different. Yet, she
felt different, changed somehow, as if she had set foot down some
dark path this afternoon that filled her with both excitement and
dread.

“Good luck, and I hope you get called back,”
the doctor said as she walked by him. Hannah didn’t meet the eyes
of the receptionist, wondering what she thought, if she knew what
kind of “examination” went on in those little rooms.

There were two other women in the waiting
room, both professional-looking, wearing women’s suits, and Hannah
hesitated as she looked back at them, her hand on the door. They
don’t know what they’re in for. Shaking her head, she pushed
the outside door open and left, knowing she couldn’t tell them and
knowing, too, she wasn’t going to take the job.

Even if it did pay $250,000 a year.






The End
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ESCAPING FATE

By Selena Kitt

 Sam has an unusual
interest in humans—well, considering she’s a fairy of fate whose
profession it is to determine their futures, it’s no wonder! But it
isn’t just Karma she’s curious about… Sam has what her fairy-pal
Alex thinks is an inordinate and rather wanton interest in certain
biological aspects of human behavior—most notably, s-e-x.

When Sam’s job leads her into the path of a
handsome man who rocks her world, Sam’s interest becomes obsession.
Alex reminds her that fairies get one Christmas wish – will Sam
consider using hers to become human to experience one night of
bliss?

When things become even more complicated—Sam
discovers that Drew, the sexy stranger she’s been fantasizing
about, can actually see her—Sam finds herself immersed in a complex
and tangled web of human experience. She has to make a choice that
will teach her a twisted lesson in fate, ultimately change the
course of human existence and even reveal the origin of Santa
Claus!

Warnings: This title contains erotic
situations, graphic language and sex with fairies - the kind that
fly.

EXCERPT from “Escaping Fate”:

Cats are the worst. It's the wings. They
love to play with the damned wings. I can't count how many times,
out of nowhere, I've become some feline's personal play toy. You'd
think I'd been rolling in catnip, the way they come after me!

One minute, I'm just sitting here minding my
own business--okay, so I'm minding someone else's business--perched
on the footboard and watching the show, and the next minute--wham!
Now I'm rolling around on the bed with Anna and her new Beau,
except they're having a good old time, and I'm trying to save
myself from Fluffy's claws!

"Beau, put him out," Anna begs.

Brilliant idea! The damned cat's got my wing
pinned and he's about to pounce on my head! I'm flopping like a
landed fish and the cat's tail is swishing like mad when Beau grabs
him by the scruff of the neck. Just in time! I stick my tongue out
at the cat and shake off my wings while he hisses and spits and
sails out the door.

"Where were we?" Beau climbs back into bed
and dives under the covers, making Anna giggle wildly at first,
until she begins to moan.

Damned comforter! I give her a little
"push," and she kicks off the covers, revealing the spread of her
hips under his hands and the swell of her breasts with their hard,
dark nipples. His face is buried between her legs, and he's making
those noises, like he's eating something sinfully delicious.

Anna is rolling her hips, her eyes closed,
her fingers gripping his head, guiding his tongue. The cat's mewing
on the other side of the door, but they're both oblivious, of
course. I've got that funny feeling in my belly again, and I'm
thinking about what Alex said the other day. I haven't gotten up
the nerve to go back ... to the man who could see me. Okay, so I
flew by his window and peeked in, but it was dark, and I couldn't
see anything.

"Beau, yes, oh God!" She gasps and squirms,
spreading her thighs wider and pressing up against his mouth in
fast, rhythmic thrusts. Her head goes back and forth, side to side,
and she's making this noise in her throat, not unlike the cat
outside of the door. When her body stiffens and threatens to buck
right out of his hands, he grips her ass, his mouth fastened tight
between her legs, his eyes dark and full of lust as she shudders
and quakes.

"Oh God, oh God, oh God," she breathes as he
kisses his way up her belly. She clutches him tight, reaching
between them to find his cock. I can't see well enough, now, and I
float down toward the mattress, moving off to the side so I can
watch them join together. She strokes him, squeezing, and I watch
his face--that look of bliss as she slides him between her pussy
lips, guiding him inside.












SELENA KITT’S
OTHER WORKS




NOVELS

A Baumgartner Reunion

Babysitting the Baumgartners

Baumgartner Generations: Henry

Baumgartner Generations: Janie

Bluebeard’s Wife

Falling Down

Foreign Exchange

Heidi and the Kaiser

Letters to the Baumgartners

Naughty Bits (Revised)

Plaid Skirt Confessions

The Baumgartners Plus One

The Real Mother Goose

The Song of Orpheus

The Surrender of Persephone

The Sybian Club

Under Mr. Nolan’s Bed (Revised)

Unfolding

 


NOVELLAS

Blind Date

Escaping Fate

Taken

 


ANTHOLOGIES

Back to the Garden (Revised)

Confessions

EcoErotica

Modern Wicked Fairy Tales: The Complete
Collection

Quickies

Shivers

Tickled Pink

 


SHORT STORIES

A Baumgartner Christmas

A Different Angle

A Modern Wicked Fairy Tale: Alice

A Modern Wicked Fairy Tale: Beauty

A Modern Wicked Fairy Tale: Briar Rose

A Modern Wicked Fairy Tale: Goldilocks

A Modern Wicked Fairy Tale: Gretel

A Modern Wicked Fairy Tale: Rapunzel

A Modern Wicked Fairy Tale: Red

A Twisted Bard’s Tale

Advent Calendar

Christmas Stalking

Core Deep

Daddy’s Favorites: Darla

French Lessons

Garden of Eden

Girls Only: New Year’s Resolution

Happy Accident

I’ll Be Your Superman

Lassoing the Moon

Lost Souls

Man of the House

On Cherry Hill

Paperback Romance

Pumpkin Eater

Sacred Spots

Second Chance

Shorn

Sibling Lust: In the Barn

Sibling Lust: On the Bus

Sibling Lust: In the Fold

Starving Artist

Stay

The Flintstone Experiment

The Gingerbread Man

The Laundry Chute

The Ride

The Velvet Choker

 


AUDIO

Babysitting the Baumgartners

Bluebeard’s Wife

Confessions

 


COMING SOON FROM SELENA KITT

Wolfmen (with J.A. Konrath, Blake Crouch and
Stephen Leather)

 


 



 


 


YOU’VE REACHED

[image: tmp_1646e2e7f5669f89055a357eb156914f_rqScmq_html_3fa70f80.jpg]“THE END!”

 


 BUY THIS AND MORE
TITLES AT

www.eXcessica.com

 


eXcessica’s YAHOO
GROUP

groups.yahoo.com/group/eXcessica/

 


Check us out for updates about
eXcessica books!

 


WRITE A REVIEW!

Readers, in the age of ebooks, remember that
you are in control of separating the good from the bad, the wheat
from the chaff.

 


Please take a moment to go back to the site
where you purchased this book and leave your opinion, however
lengthy or brief, about it.

 


You can also go to larger sites (Amazon,
Barnes and Noble, GoodReads) and leave your reviews there as well,
whether you made your purchase on their site or not.

 


Make your vote count! Your opinion will help
other readers make their future purchasing decisions in regards to
ebooks.

 


 


 


 


 



 




tmp_1646e2e7f5669f89055a357eb156914f_rqScmq_html_45ca6a86.jpg





tmp_1646e2e7f5669f89055a357eb156914f_rqScmq_html_3fa70f80.jpg





cover.jpg
o———

selena Kitt





