
PROLOGUE 
“I’ve got a way to save you money on shopping,” I 

said.  
“Okay, how?”  
“I can show you what looks best on you - and it’s no 

charge.”  
“Umm..that sounds okay, I guess. What is it?”  
“Me,” I said, stripping off my robe.  
Thirty minutes later, Christina Jensen was laughing 

and glowing, having just experienced the ride of her 
life. 

I’m Dr. Dazzle, and I make women have orgasms. 
Every day. I love doing it. It’s not just a job for me. It’s 
a mission.  

For the last five years, I’ve learned just what makes 
a woman tick. And it’s not always what you’d think.  

Take last week. I was saving Amber (I say that I’m 
“saving” these women because, honestly, they’d go their 
whole lives without orgasms without me. Have you ever 
had an orgasm? If so, think about this: How much 
would it suck to never have them?  

(And if not, call me. I can help.)  
But anyway, like I was saying: last week, I was 

called to save Amber from her non-pleasurable life. 
Amber didn’t quite know what her problem was (they 
rarely do). She thought it was most likely that the guys 
she was seeing had been really bad at sex.  

While I’ll admit that I and the fellow members of my 
gender don’t always handle sex as well as we handle 
tools and TV remotes, often times, that’s only half the 
problem. There’s usually more to a woman than meets 
the eye. This was certainly true with Amber.  
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Amber had intimacy issues, big-time. Some high 
school jerk-off two-timed her. If I could go back to high 
school, I’d find all the two-timing jerk-offs personally 
and put lizards in their underwear. They are the cause of 
so many mind-based sexual problems later in life, and 
their receding hairlines aren’t enough punishment for 
the damage they’ve caused, if you ask me.  

Because of this, though, she believed she was “never 
enough” in sex. These thoughts caused her to stop being 
in the moment, and because she wasn’t in that moment, 
she could never experience it.  

So my strategy was simple: Keep her, one hundred 
percent, in the moment.  

 I arrived at Amber’s around nine o clock Saturday 
night. My nurse, Mona, accompanied me. Amber had no 
idea we were coming. The unexpectedness figured into 
my strategy in a pretty interesting way. 

“Alright, Mona,” I said, “if you don’t cover my ass 
on this, we’re screwed.”  

“Gotcha boss,” she shot back. Mona’s the coolest 
woman I’ve ever met. She’s the epitome of “partner in 
crime” - adventurous, bad-ass, and great at thinking on 
her feet.  

Oh yeah, and she’s hot. That never hurts.  
Mona flicked the lights off on the small little 

inconspicuous black Toyota we drove over there as we 
pulled up in front of the curb on the opposite side of the 
street from Amber’s house. 

I slipped a ski mask on to match my pitch-black 
skin-tight UnderArmour. Honestly, I hated covering my 
face with that thing, but the payoff I had planned would 
more than make up for it.  
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“I’m going in,” I said, before creeping out of the car 
and across the street. I hoped no nosy neighbors saw me 
- they’d screw this whole thing up. 

“Good luck, handsome,” Mona called after me.  
I walked around the side of the house, listening for 

any dogs. Thankfully, Amber was a cat person.  
I took a deep breath and got into character. It was 

time to rock Amber’s world. I just seriously hoped my 
plan was brilliant - not just plain ole freakin’ crazy.  

“Yo, BITCH, I’m gonna steal some shit!” I screamed 
in a guttural voice, before swinging a baseball bat and 
breaking a downstairs window.  

“AHHH!” I heard Amber scream from upstairs. “Oh 
my God, oh my God!”  

I heard her flying down the stairs. I sprinted around 
to the back door. I’d pay for the window later. A small 
price for the fun we were about to have… 

I picked the lock quick as lightning and opened the 
door, sure to be as quiet as possible. Once I was inside 
the moldy-smelling kitchen, I crouched onto my knees.  

“Here you go, pretty-boy,” an alto voice whispered 
beside me, handing me a little trash bag that smelled 
heavenly.  

“How’d you get in that fast?” I asked Mona. She 
somehow had sprinted from the car, hurled through the 
window, and gotten into the house before I’d made it 
around the back door.  

“I’m magic,” she replied. She always said that.  
“Go entertain her while I get things ready,” I 

whispered, but Mona had already entered the other 
room, as stealth as a sniper. She was one step ahead of 
me.  
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I pulled out a series of candles and and a long BIC 
lighter and began setting them up on the kitchen table. 
Mona slammed the door behind her to shield me. I 
heard Amber scream. I could tell she was trembling. 

I listened as I began lighting my assortment from 
Yankee Candle, one by one. Midnight Jasmine, 
MidSummer’s Night, and White Gardenia were the 
scents tonight.  

“You have to go, or I’ll call the police,” Amber was 
saying.  

“Do you think that’s wise?” Mona asked, speaking in 
a put-on British accent that sounded authoritative.  

“You just - you have to get out!” Amber yelled.  
“But what if I don’t want to, Amber?” Mona asked. I 

could hear her move closer as I waited for the scents 
from the candle to kick in.  

“How - do you know my name?” Amber sounded as 
scared as a child.  

“I know lots of things about you, Amber,” Mona 
said.”  

“What’s that smell?” Amber asked. I smiled upon 
hearing her. That was my cue. I started getting the 
surprise ready.  

“As I was saying, Amber, I know everything about 
you.” 

“I’m seriously calling the police if you don’t leave 
this minute-” 

“…And you, Miss Amber, are hot.” 
“Excuse me?”  
“You heard me,” Mona said. “You’re hot. 

Deliciously hot.”  
For a moment, there was only silence.  
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“I’m calling the police,” Amber said for the 
hundredth time. 

“But the police won’t help you, dear,” Mona said, 
pulling the door to the kitchen open.  

I walked through the door.  
“Only this will,” I said, staring down Amber naked.  
Amber screamed and ran to me, straddling me 

instantly. Ten minutes later, Amber had her first-ever 
orgasm.  

“DR. DAZZLE!” she yelled. “You - are - the -
greatest - man - alive!” 

(They always say that). 

Keep enjoying Dr. Dazzle by getting the eBook:  
Get Dr. Dazzle to be read via iBOOKS 

Get Dr. Dazzle to be read via PDF 
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http://michaeljwoodbooks.com/products/dr-dazzle-sexual-healer-for-ibooks
http://michaeljwoodbooks.com/products/dr-dazzle-sexual-hero-for-pdf


Dr. Dazzle - #1                   © 2015, Michael J. Wood

  

  

!6


