
        
            
                
            
        

    





The Doctor's Presentation


Bimbo Aphrodisiac Menage and Medical Exam
Erotica






By Jessica Whitethread

Copyright 2015 Jessica Whitethread






Smashwords Edition

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.









Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations,
bimbofication, the use of potent aphrodisiacs, multiple partners
and rough group sex, medical examination, public exhibition, a
dominant older man and the increasingly submissive, fertile young
subject of his experiments. All characters are 18 or older.









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?






The Doctor's
Presentation is the second installment of the Bimbo
Therapy Series. Each episode can be enjoyed in order or as a
standalone story.









Preview

"She's at her most docile immediately after a
session," he went on. "This was usually when I found it easiest to
take measurements and gauge progress. At other times she can be –
through no ill intent of her own – a little … excitable. That is,
if you'd like to examine her, now would be a good time."

A babble of quiet speculation met his words. Several
of the researchers approached me. They were initially dubious but I
smiled encouragingly at them, happy to show I could be cooperative,
and managed to stand up straight and expectant. Dr. Vellano usually
gave me a little longer to recover after an orgasm, but I was
supposed to be on especially good behavior.

They surrounded me, obviously enthusiastic about the
chance to examine me. Curious fingers felt the smoothness of my
skin, the contour of my side, and ran through my thick, lush hair.
I basked quietly in their attention and let them touch me wherever
they wanted. All the little caresses - ten or twelve hands on me at
once - gave me the hot, sort of dirty feeling that my body was
public property.

A pair of strong hands cupped my breasts and a light
breath of pleasure escaped my parted lips. I looked up to see the
doctor I had been fantasizing about earlier. He smiled at me, his
eyes appreciative.

Other hands, more daring still, felt the fullness of
my ass and even brushed over the wet lips of my pussy. I drew in a
sharp gasp at the touch and obediently held still, silently waiting
for it to return. I couldn't see who it had been. Several of the
researchers seemed impressed by my immediate and intense reaction,
and soon another curious finger ran along my slick, sensitive
folds. My knees weakened and my eyes closed as I focused all my
attention on the touch, willing it to return. It came again and my
hands clenched as I fought to remain still and upright at the
center of the examiners. And it came again, this time the touch
probed at my hole and pushed into me. An abrupt orgasm burst
through me, all the more intense for the way I was trying to fight
it. My legs shook and a few quiet moans escaped my mouth.

"Please don't rile her up," I heard Dr. Vellano's
chiding voice. "She's trying to hold still for you."

The hand withdrew sheepishly, with an encouraging
pat on my ass by way of thanks or apology, I didn't know. My eyes
remained closed as the lingering warmth passed out of me.

I opened my eyes and watched as one of them produced
a tape measure and measured various parts of my body. I couldn't
hold back a giggle as it tickled against my nipple.




 


The Doctor's Presentation






I waited in Dr. Vellano's private office. In the
atrium I could hear voices. A few minutes ago there had been a lot
of them all speaking at once. It was a peaceful, expectant hum that
I could lose myself in. I could imagine a big happy family waiting
out there for me, and I could sneak out and join them and
everything would be alright like I had never been a stranger. They
would be friendly and we would all get along so well and they would
like me as much as I already knew I'd like them.

But when it had changed and when there was only one
voice, I started to get a little nervous. I could recognize it as
his voice even if I couldn't make out the words, but that only made
it a little bit better. All the rest of them must be listening. It
was the thought of all of them looking and listening to just one
person all at once that made my stomach feel light and anxious.
What if they all looked at me at once, and what if they all wanted
different things? How would I know what they all wanted and give it
to them so we could all be friends?

It had been a peaceful, safe little world and now it
was full of strangers. The thought was exhilarating and terrifying
and more than a little overwhelming. Good things would happen
because he, Dr. Vellano, had made it this way and he always made
good things happen, but still, I couldn't help it entirely.

It didn't make me bad to be nervous, did it? I hoped
not. As long as I did everything I could to help, I hoped it was
alright if I was just a little bit nervous on the inside. I didn't
want to be nervous, if this is what he wanted to happen. There were
just so many of them.

I had just decided that it was alright to be nervous
as long as I pretended I wasn't when the lock clicked open and he
was standing in the doorway, gesturing me to come out. A warm rush
of safety ran through me when I saw his face.

"It's alright," he said, as though I hadn't even
tried to hide my apprehensiveness. "Just come out for a bit.
Everything's going to be alright."

I went up to join him in the doorway, nestling
against his chest and breathing in his warm, masculine smell. I
looked out past him at the crowd of men and women in lab coats.
There were a lot of them, at least ten or fifteen, and they were
all looking at us.

Dr. Vellano turned and guided me gently in front of
him as we walked up to the front of the room. Everyone was watching
me. Their eyes focused on my naked breasts and ran in appreciative
sweeps of my form, nude but for a pair of black lace panties. I
flushed, remembering as though from a long time ago that most women
didn't walk around in public without clothes on.

They seemed to like looking at me, the men
especially, and that made me feel better. So this was all about sex
after all. I smiled. This was a good thing. I knew my body made
people happy. It was the most natural thing in the world to be me
and to be sexy. If that's what they wanted then everything was
going to be alright after all. That was all I wanted to be,
anyways. I hadn't been sure, but yes, everything would be
alright.

"This, if you hadn't guessed, is Kelly," Dr. Vellano
introduced me. "Say hello, Kelly."

"Hello," I said a little breathlessly, excitement
already starting to overtake my anxiety.

"She's the wildly successful first subject of our
trials." He looked at me fondly. "When we first started the
planning stages of this project, never in a million years did I
dream of accomplishing everything we set out to accomplish so
completely and so quickly. It will take more study to tell us how
much of that was our meticulous planning and how much was Kelly's
own infectious enthusiasm for the project." He put an encouraging
hand to the small of my back and stroked my bare skin absently with
his thumb. I hummed happily at the contact and felt the little warm
glow inside that I could only feel when he said nice things about
me. "You all have questions, but please hold them until after the
initial demonstrations."

He turned behind us and gestured at a white screen.
Images appeared there. Pictures of me, from back when I first came
to work with Dr. Vellano. I scrunched up my face in recollection.
My life had been so unhappy back then. And I looked so … plain. I
didn't have any of the qualities that would have made people like
me. Now it was so easy to get people to like me, but back then I
had just been so uptight and lost and my body was super boring, or
at least as boring as any person's body can be. Most bodies are
fun, I suppose, but I didn't really know how to have fun so it had
never done me much good.

I remembered how nervous I had been the first time
Dr. Vellano saw me naked. Now the pictures he had taken on that
first day were up on a screen in front of a dozen people and I
hardly even recognized the nervous girl as me. She didn't
understand anything, but I was happy for her, too, because I knew
how much better everything was about to get for her.

"I'm sure you're all noticing some of the rather
dramatic physical changes we've achieved," he said. "Would you give
us a nice slow twirl, Kelly?"

I put my arms above my head turned slowly once
around, closing my eyes for a moment to bask in the gazes feasting
on my bare skin and the nude contours of my body. It was like I
could feel their appreciative desire. It was like I could feel them
touching me, running their hands over every part of me at their
littlest whim, doing whatever they liked with me.

Before I had even finished my turn, there was a hot
wetness in my panties. My nervousness was completely gone now. I
liked this. This was fun.

Dr. Vellano put out a hand and cupped my right
breast, lifting it slightly and massaging with his familiar touch.
A low moan passed from my lips. "You can see how she's filled out,"
he said. "Ripe, full breasts were as easy as a few rounds of
hormone treatments."

His index finger was stroking across my nipple as he
continued to massage my breast. I arched my back in helpless
reflex, pushing my chest forward into his hand and closing my eyes
as the pleasure threatened to envelope me.

"They're not only larger and firmer, but more
sensitive and pleasurable. Isn't that right, Kelly?"

I nodded mutely, biting my lip as the pleasure
continued to build. He had given me an orgasm just by touching my
tits a few times before, but I didn't know if he wanted me to have
one now. I tried to hold it back until he gave me some sign of what
he wanted, but if he didn't want me to have one he'd have to stop
soon. I couldn't hold it off forever.

But he did take his hand away. A hot little lump of
disappointment settled in my abdomen, but it went away quickly. The
presentation seemed to have a lot longer to go, after all. And hard
as it was to wait sometimes, it always made it better when he
didn't let me come right at first.

I opened my eyes slowly as his hand touched my hip.
He guided me to turn a little away from him to show my profile to
the room. He put his hand into the waistband of my panties and
gathered the cloth up in his fingers to better show the curved
fullness of my ass. The panties rubbed slightly over my wet pussy
and I whimpered slightly in need.

"Her ass was equally easy to improve," he went on,
patting and squeezing one butt cheek demonstratively. "Plump and
firm, the perfect shape to complement a naturally slender waist and
full hips."

He pinched me lightly and I jumped just a little in
surprise, looking back to see a smile on his face. His expression
was fond and satisfied with me, the product of his work. He was
saying such nice things about me. I was almost vibrating with
happiness and eagerness to repay his kindness. I rubbed back up
against him and he took me and turned me back to face the audience
again. He held my face still while he talked to the onlookers about
my full lips, long eyelashes, and lustrous hair. "All achieved
naturally," he boasted.

I smiled happily as I lost track of what he was
saying. He started talking about things I didn't really understand,
like treatment regimens and drug cycling. I just liked being next
to him and it was a lot more fun to be the center of attention than
I had thought it would be. They all talked about me like some
really interesting work of art, and they hadn't even fucked me yet.
That was what I was really good at, and I hoped Dr. Vellano would
let me show some of them, or all of them would be best. The women
might not want to, but that was alright. I could tell they liked
looking at me anyways. Maybe I could get one or two interested.

There was a particularly handsome man standing all
the way to the left, and he had his thick arms crossed over a broad
chest in a way that made me feel a bit lightheaded. I could almost
feel those arms around me and how nice it would be and how much fun
we could have together. He looked like a man who would have a big
cock, and I leaned against Dr. Vellano, happily envisioning it
drilling into me as Dr. Vellano went on with his lecture.

I had developed a pretty vivid imagination, at least
for certain things, and I sort of forgot where I was for a little
bit. I could feel the soft hair on the man's thick, taught chest as
we would move against each other. I could feel that slick sensation
of hot flesh sliding against hot flesh. I could feel the way I'd be
almost too tight to accommodate him, but he would just fit. I could
smell the rich scent of his body and feel his raw, enveloping
closeness, claiming and using my body as his own.

I snapped back to my senses when I felt a gentle
hand close on my wrist. I looked around, taking a second to
remember what was going on. Dr. Vellano was still talking about
complicated science things, but now he had my wrist sort of
absently clasped in his hand and my panties were pushed down
slightly. I flushed a little as I realized I had started to finger
myself. He must not have wanted me doing that and distracting the
other researchers while he was trying to talk all his complicated
science stuff. He didn't seem mad, though, so it must be alright,
just so long as I didn't do it again.

He was holding my hand against his hip, so I tickled
at him just a bit. A tiny little smile came to his lips but he
didn't break off his sentence.

"Our demonstration subject seems to be getting a
little restless," he said to the other scientists. Their answering
laughter made it clear they, too, had noticed my wayward hand. "Why
don't we talk a little about the more experimental side of our work
here: behavioral modification. Would you mind answering a few
questions for our guests, Kelly?"

"No, sir," I answered, a little unsure.

"Do you like it here?"

"Yes, sir," I nodded happily.

"You like the changes that our treatments have given
you?"

"Yes, very much, sir."

"How would you describe the changes you've
experienced?"

I tugged on a wayward lock of hair as I chewed the
question over. "I used to be super uptight," I said. "And shy. I
thought I wasn't supposed want to make other people happy or I
would be just a doormat or something. And I thought I wasn't
supposed to enjoy myself. I thought I was supposed to be serious
and work and everything like that."

"And what do you enjoy doing now?" he asked me.

"Making people happy, sir. I like making people
happy. You especially, sir."

He looked surprised and slightly embarrassed by
that. "She's imprinted on me to a certain degree," he explained to
the audience. "It's a natural reaction, but not certainly
reversible."

I could tell I had said something wrong. I frowned,
trying to figure out what it was. Oh, I realized. We're not
supposed to be as good friends as we are. He's supposed to be
doctor and I'm supposed to be patient, only now we're more. I was
supposed to keep that secret; it was supposed to be our little
secret. I glowed a little at the unexpected feeling of intimacy
that idea gave me. We had a secret. I stashed the piece of
information away for the future. I didn't want to embarrass him
again.

"The point stands," he went on. "You like pleasing
people. And how do you like to make people happy, Kelly?"

"Well, sexually is best, I think. I mean, that makes
everybody happy and I think I'm really very good at it. I've been
practicing it a lot. Everyone likes sex. I know I do," I giggled.
"I really like it. It's like I can feel the pleasure
I'm giving to someone." I shuddered a little in recollection. "I
can feel it when I touch them and when they touch me, and now I
don't really think about anything else but that."

"And you're happy with your new body?"

"Oh, yes, sir," I nodded. "I'm much more sexy now,
and feeling sexy is so much fun. It makes it so much more fun being
looked at and touched."

"You can see she really is excited by all this," he
added, gesturing at a visible dark wetness in the crotch of my
panties. "Would anyone like to ask her any questions?"

One man raised his hand. "Hi, Kelly, thank you for
talking to us."

I beamed at him. I could tell he was nice just by
how he smiled at me.

"Obviously there are things you enjoy here, but you
don't really lead what most of us would call a typical existence.
Do you feel there are any holes in your life? I mean, needs left
unmet or unfilled?"

I nodded brightly, opening my legs and rubbing
myself invitingly. He seemed to be asking if anyone was fucking me
right now or if maybe there was room for him. He should know he
didn't have to ask, but that was alright. We didn't know each other
and it was probably good that they all asked the very first time,
rather than just taking me. That could get kind of confusing,
maybe, if everyone just started grabbing.

"She doesn't understand the question," Dr. Vellano
supplied. "She lives to please others and for the simple physical
sensations of company and affection."

I looked at him uncertainly, but he just nodded
encouragingly. "You're doing wonderfully," he told me. "We're going
to show them our little treatments now, alright?"

I perked up at that and nodded happily. It had been
two days since my last session. He had said he wanted me to be
fresh and eager so the guests would understand how powerful the
machine was. I was happy enough to let him deprive me if he thought
that was what was best, but wanting to please him hadn't stopped
the needy little ache that had been building deep inside me for the
past forty-eight hours.

He led me and the researchers into the side room
where the treatment machine stood. I pulled off my panties and
skipped over to the machine in anticipation. The feel of the cool
metal and glass under my palm was so familiar, and so heavy with
wonderful erotic associations that I felt a burst of heat and
wetness run through my body just at the simple, sterile touch.

"I've included the calibration settings of the
device in your materials," Dr. Vellano said. "Now if you'll all
move back behind this line, we'll begin the session." They shuffled
away from me and I positioned myself in the familiar posture, legs
slightly spread, stomach and breasts pressed to the hard, cool
front plate, palms slick and hot against the metal handholds.

I heard the low whirring as the machine hummed to
life. It took a couple of seconds before the generator got up to
speed. I could feel what was coming as if it was already here. As
if it was already affecting me.

I let out an uncontrolled gasp as the first hot
pulse entered me. It was a driving, overwhelming pleasure that took
my body by storm. I clutched helplessly against the machine as I
curled in on myself and around the sudden, intense gratification
engulfing me. It satisfied every need I had ever felt and turned
desperate need into pleasure ten times as powerful. I had orgasmed
before the echo of my first yells had faded from the room. There
was nothing I could do or wanted to do about it. I was paralyzed by
every intense pleasure all at once and from every side, and it
lasted for the longest, most blissful moments of my life.

Slowly I descended from that plateau into a soft,
warm world. Every inch of my body felt as good as any part of me
had ever felt in my life. I drew in two gasping breaths. I clenched
wet thighs together and rested my forehead down against the cool
metal.

My chest was still heaving when it all began again.
Zero to sixty in a millisecond. Overpowering, irresistible
pleasure. It was even harder and stronger the second time, driving
into my softened, blissful vulnerability and reawakening a fire as
hot as if I hadn't orgasmed in months. My back arched, pressing my
breasts into the machine and bucking my hips outward. Oh God did it
feel good. It felt so good I couldn't hold it in … almost couldn't
stand it … and then release again. Desperate, welcome, blissful
release. My moans became soft and cooing as the fire again cooled
to calming delight.

By the time the third cycle started it was
impossible to remember how long I had been wrapped helplessly in
this world of ecstasy. It drove in and filled me from every
direction. All I could do was try to hold myself against the
machine – try to stay as still as possible as Dr. Vellano had
instructed me, although of course I couldn't keep myself even close
to motionless. I sagged and clenched and gasped and yelled, too
weak and small a vessel for the huge sensations that filled me.

It was so intense that when it finally went away for
good I was too overcome to miss it. I slumped down to the floor and
slowly radiated back out all the feelings that had been forced into
me. I began to remember where I was. I looked up at my audience,
wondering if they had any idea how intense everything I had just
felt really was. I knew Dr. Vellano understood. He was the one who
gave it to me. He was the one who had made the machine, and the one
who had made me. My eyes sought him out, simple gratitude the only
emotion that could intermix with the lingering glow.

"She'll need a moment to collect herself," I heard
Dr. Vellano say. "Obviously it's an intense experience."

Murmurs passed among the researchers. I sat up, a
hand pressed to the light, tingling feeling in my stomach. I pushed
the hair out of my face and looked around.

"The machine uses pleasure pathways to reinforce her
instincts of dependence, submissiveness, and eagerness to please,"
Dr. Vellano was saying. "It both satisfies and reinvigorates an
intense sex drive. She can be moderately happy with nothing but a
daily session on the machine, but it only makes her more eager for
real sexual activity. She could be fucked all day and still be
happy for more."

I started to stand up on shaky legs.

"Did that feel good, Kelly?"

I nodded, smiling a quiet smile instead of trusting
myself to speak.

"She's at her most docile immediately after a
session," he went on. "This was usually when I found it easiest to
take measurements and gauge progress. At other times she can be –
through no ill intent of her own – a little … excitable. That is,
if you'd like to examine her, now would be a good time."

A babble of quiet speculation met his words. Several
of the researchers approached me. They were initially dubious but I
smiled encouragingly at them, happy to show I could be cooperative,
and managed to stand up straight and expectant. Dr. Vellano usually
gave me a little longer to recover after an orgasm, but I was
supposed to be on especially good behavior.

They surrounded me, obviously enthusiastic about the
chance to examine me. Curious fingers felt the smoothness of my
skin, the contour of my side, and ran through my thick, lush hair.
I basked quietly in their attention and let them touch me wherever
they wanted. All the little caresses - ten or twelve hands on me at
once - gave me the hot, sort of dirty feeling that my body was
public property.

A pair of strong hands cupped my breasts and a light
breath of pleasure escaped my parted lips. I looked up to see the
doctor I had been fantasizing about earlier. He smiled at me, his
eyes appreciative.

Other hands, more daring still, felt the fullness of
my ass and even brushed over the wet lips of my pussy. I drew in a
sharp gasp at the touch and obediently held still, silently waiting
for it to return. I couldn't see who it had been. Several of the
researchers seemed impressed by my immediate and intense reaction,
and soon another curious finger ran along my slick, sensitive
folds. My knees weakened and my eyes closed as I focused all my
attention on the touch, willing it to return. It came again and my
hands clenched as I fought to remain still and upright at the
center of the examiners. And it came again, this time the touch
probed at my hole and pushed into me. An abrupt orgasm burst
through me, all the more intense for the way I was trying to fight
it. My legs shook and a few quiet moans escaped my mouth."Please
don't rile her up," I heard Dr. Vellano's chiding voice. "She's
trying to hold still for you."

The hand withdrew sheepishly, with an encouraging
pat on my ass by way of thanks or apology, I didn't know. My eyes
remained closed as the lingering warmth passed out of me.

I opened my eyes and watched as one of them produced
a tape measure and measured various parts of my body. I couldn't
hold back a giggle as it tickled against my nipple.

When they had finished with me, Dr. Vellano gestured
for me to stay behind as he ushered them back out into the atrium.
He talked with them for a few more minutes and then came back in to
see me when they had gone.

"That wasn't so bad, was it?" he asked.

"No, sir."

He sank into a chair and put his feet up on the
desk. "You thought it would be more hands on. Maybe you were even
hoping for it."

I shrugged shyly.

"Well, we'll be having a lot more of those little
visits from now on. We've about exhausted our current funding, so
we'll need you on good behavior for potential benefactors."

That was the first time I heard that word –
"funding" – but it started to crop up more and more in the ensuing
weeks. More visitors came to the lab, and each time I was brought
out and introduced to them. I didn't entirely understand who they
were or where they came from, but Dr. Vellano seemed to value their
opinion so I knew I'd like them before we ever met. And what was
better – they all seemed to like me, and we got along very
well.

But the word "funding" didn't go away. It was
bothering the men in the lab terribly, and I started to get anxious
that they were unhappy and there wasn't anything I could do to make
it better. I did everything I could, of course, but for the first
time I was discovering there were times I just couldn't cheer them
up.

In the afternoon following one particularly long
demonstration, the voices of Dr. Vellano and the nice man with the
glasses I had met my first day in the lab drifted in to me through
the door of the office.

"It's not immoral. She'd enjoy it even more than
they would," the man was saying.

"We have no way of knowing how she'd handle
herself," Dr. Vellano objected.

"You're too protective of her. You're letting your
personal feelings cloud your judgment."

"And why shouldn't they? She's a human being."

"If we asked her to do this, she'd agree in a
heartbeat."

"That's exactly the point," Dr. Vellano replied
heatedly. "We have to be the ones who are watching out for
her."

"Fine, then let the department terminate the
program. That'll do her a lot of good."

A long silence followed.

"Obviously you have feelings for her, James, and
right now you're confusing possessiveness for morals," the man
pushed on, sensing an opening.

Again Dr. Vellano took a long time to answer. "So
what exactly are you suggesting?"

 

"It wouldn’t take much. These investors have a lot
more money than these research grants we've been chasing. All we
need is to make a good impression on one or two of them."

"Alright."

"You keep a pretty tight grip on these little
lectures. All I'm suggesting is that you step back a little bit and
let whatever happens … well, happen."

"We have no idea if she can handle that kind of
situation."

"You created the perfect slut, now you might as well
benefit from it."

When Dr. Vellano came into the back office, I
pretended I hadn't heard anything. It seemed better that way. I
didn't understand everything they were talking about, but it
sounded like the next presentation would be a little different. The
sound of the anger in Dr. Vellano's voice had scared me, but if he
had decided to let things go ahead then that was what would be for
the best.

 


 


The next day I felt the butterflies from the start,
just like I had that very first time. There were only a few voices
out in the atrium: low, baritone, and confident.

When Dr. Vellano appeared to bring me out, I had
slick palms. I stuck to him more closely than usual, almost hugging
his body, as he led me out to the small cluster of men towards the
front of the room. Immediately I sensed what was different about
today. These weren't doctors, and for some reason that small change
was enough to knock down the little barriers that had separated me
from the people that came to look at me.

I shivered excitedly. The men were wearing suits
instead of lab coats, and several of them were handsome enough to
take my breath away. The way they were looking at me made me feel
very different than when the audience was full of researchers and
doctors. There was a new kind of atmosphere in the room. It was
like the tiniest hint of danger, enough to make everything new and
thrilling. They were men who were used to getting what they wanted,
and right now I could kind of guess what they wanted.

"Say hello, Kelly," Dr. Vellano encouraged me.

"Hi," I said.

He gave his little speech about me, and I complied
to all his prodding and demonstrations as helpfully as I could.
When he touched me I even exaggerated how good his hands felt on
me, just a little bit. I didn't want things to be awkward. I wanted
the new men to know they could have me the moment they wanted to,
if that was now allowed. The message seemed to get across pretty
easily, actually.

One of the particularly good-looking men seemed to
get the message better than the others. He had a confident, amused
expression, and I kept finding my eyes locking to his as Dr.
Vellano talked, and whenever that happened I couldn't help but
blush just a little bit. He had broad shoulders, a strong jaw and
short, auburn hair. He couldn't have been more than thirty-five and
maybe younger than that.

I felt like I should pay attention to all of them,
but after a little bit the game of pretend sort of fell away. I was
staring openly at him, and he back at me, waiting patiently and
assuredly to take what he had claimed for his own without uttering
a word or lifting a finger. Both of us knew it.

Dr. Vellano wrapped up his overview of the project
and was called away by a phone call. He left, encouraging me to
answer any questions they might have.

My eyes snapped back to the man in front. For a
moment, nothing was said. I suddenly felt very naked and
vulnerable, in a very hot, thrilling way. Everything felt suddenly
real and immediate and the air was suddenly a little bit cold.

"Your doctor seems very happy with you," the man in
the front observed.

"Thank you, sir," I said, blushing a little.

"I bet it takes more than a nice smile to make a man
that happy."

My blush got a lot deeper.

Something in his tone had a way of making everything
that had always seemed natural and normal feel dirty and forbidden
and ten times more exciting. I was quivering just a little bit. I
had forgotten that the rest of the men were there. The eyes of this
man alone were more than enough to root me to the spot. I realized
I was holding my breath.

"Why don't you come here?" he asked, giving me a
little gesture.

I went to him, my heart in my throat. I paused a
foot from him, locked in by the intoxicating power of his
attention. His hand reached out and stroked my cheek. The rough
pads of his fingers sent a thrill through me. I was extremely
wet.

"Was all that he just told us about you true?" His
voice was sort of low, now. It was a teasing murmur, and he knew I
was hanging on his every word. The volume of his voice drew me
closer and closer.

"Yes, sir."

He nodded in thoughtful satisfaction. "So you're
always horny?"

"Well … yes, pretty much, sir."

He smiled. "I like that. That's a very good
quality."

My cheeks felt hot, but other parts of my body felt
much hotter. "Thank you, sir."

The hand that had brushed my cheek was resting
against my neck, his thumb softly resting on my jaw and his fingers
in my hair. I was having trouble remembering where we were.

"What would you do to suck my cock?" he asked.

I tried to consider the question. "You - you don't
want me to?"

He put a finger to my mouth and I enclosed it in my
lips, sucking softly and running my tongue over it.

He tugged the finger away and ran it lightly
downwards, tracing a line of my own saliva down my front, over one
nipple and ending at the waistband of my panties. A slight moan of
tortured need escaped my parted lips. There was just a hint of
cruelty in the way he was toying with me. To my surprise, I found
the cruelty exciting. I wanted him to do something cruel to me.

He took a step forward and his body pressed against
mine. I felt a long, thick erection press against my stomach. He
bent his head slightly and kissed me, rough and slow at the same
time. His tongue pushed into my mouth and his arm encircled the
small of my back and conformed my limp, willing body to the shape
of his own.

When he released me I was gasping. I had never been
treated this way before, and he could tell. A hand wandered down my
front once again, this time dipping into my panties and stroking at
my clit. The breath caught in my chest as the exquisite, intense
sensation completely took me over. I felt an orgasm building from
the very first contact, and in only a few strokes I felt a dam of
pent up energy burst inside me. If it hadn't been for his arm, I
would have fallen. My gasps became moans which became one sharp,
high-pitched yell before I fell quiet.

I opened my eyes. He was looking at me in something
close to astonishment. He had probably never seen anyone orgasm so
easily. I smiled at him, trying to play his own game. It seemed a
silly thing to hold over him, but there was at least one aspect of
this little encounter that he had caught him off guard.

His grip on my waist loosened a little and I sank to
my knees in front of him, my limbs weak and my chest hot. I reached
out and undid the buckle of his belt. His pants slid down easily
and one thrilling movement later I had freed his thick, hard cock
from his underwear.

It was hot in my hand and against my lips as I
placed a soft kiss on the tip. I breathed in the deep, sexual,
masculine smell of his groin and shuddered a little in the
intensity with which I wanted what was in front of me. I ran my
tongue down his length and then started to take him into my mouth.
I worked in and out, savoring the taste and savoring the little
throbs of pleasure I felt run through him.

I took him in and out, able to get him almost
entirely between my lips. I exulted silently as my knowing,
familiar movements had an obvious and building effect on him.
Feeling a man throb and tense and groan because of what I was doing
to him was better than anything – better than a kiss, better than
penetration, better than an orgasm.

After only a couple minutes I was rewarded by the
faint, salty taste of his pre-cum. His hand stroked my hair in
wordless admiration.

His breathing was becoming increasingly quick and
shallow. I could tell I was close, but – he wasn't going to let me
finish. His hand came down and he pulled out of my mouth. I gave
him a final, parting lick and then turned to look up at him
questioningly. Didn't he want me to keep going?

But instead he reached down and pulled me up to
sprawl across the front of a desk nearby. My face pressed to the
cool metal of the desktop and I threw out my hands to stabilize
myself as he pressed up against me from behind. His finger hooked
my panties by the crotch and pulled them down my wet thighs as he
moved forward.

I felt the hot, saliva-wet shape I had just been
licking poised between my legs. I let out a shrill gasp of need and
then it was pushing into me. I clenched my teeth as I expected it
to hurt, but my pussy was so wet that even as big as he was he slid
in smoothly. His cock pushed deep, deep into me and my body
clenched around him, never wanting him outside of me.

He pulled back and drove into me again, and then in
a steady, driving pounding. I opened my mouth in quiet, moaning
ecstasy.

And then there was a hand on my head. I opened my
eyes and looked up to see another cock held in front of my mouth.
One of the other men was ready to get in on the action. For an
instant I was worried that I couldn't give him the same level of
attention as I had given the man now drilling into my hole from
behind, but it almost didn't matter. The slow, sensual stage of
things was over. I was here to be used.

I took him into my mouth and let him hold my head as
he pushed all the way into the back of my throat. I fought not to
gag for a moment and then the sensation passed. His hips moved,
thrusting into my mouth, and I simply bounced and jostled as the
two men rammed into me from opposite ends.

I was jostled forward and back, fucked roughly in
two directions. I orgasmed again, my moans muffled by the shaft
between my lips as the men did not slow down. After another minute
or so, the man came in my mouth, shooting thick, hot come down my
throat. I swallowed it with distracted satisfaction, only to look
up and find one of the others was already set to take his
place.

The rotation continued in front and back. I lost
count of the men or if they were having more than one go at me.
They must have been, but I was past the point of differentiating.
Everything was a blur of powerless rapture and rough hands and
thick, hot cocks pushing into my soft, receptive body. At times I
was pinned down or lifted up, or bent around. I let it all happen,
reveling in the fast, overwhelming powerlessness of being the
object of a gangbang.

My sensitivity right at the start faded into
physical tolerance. Soon I was begging them to fuck me harder and
rougher and harder and rougher until all I wanted was to be broken
in half and pulled in pieces and stuffed in too many holes to move
or talk.

After the most intense action had passed, or after I
had become too numb and tired to appreciate it all with the same
intensity, the blur softened, quieted, and then stopped. Gentle,
admiring hands caressed me. I breathed goodbye, a smile on my face
at their parting appreciation. I felt at my limit as an instrument.
I had done everything I was capable of doing, and I fell asleep
naked across the desk without the strength even to wipe away the
stray dribbles of come that had fallen across my slick, hot
skin.

 


 


I woke to the sensation of a washcloth running over
me. I smiled without opening my eyes and felt at the hand that was
washing me. I recognized the feel of the wrist and opened my eyes
to that comforting, familiar face.

Dr. Vellano was humming as he worked. His hands were
gentle but strong on my aching body. I sat up, holding his hand and
the cool, refreshing washcloth to my stomach.

"I'm sore," I observed.

"I'm not surprised. You were really egging them
on."

I brushed hair out of my face and winced. "How long
ago did all of that happen?"

"About six hours."

"And … did I do it right, sir? I mean, did what was
supposed to happen happen?"

He cocked his head at me. "How did you know
something was supposed to happen?"

"I didn't really know what," I said. "I just know I
was supposed to be good today. Extra good, I mean. I heard you
talking."

He suddenly laughed. "You have such a perfect way of
seeing the world, did you know that?" he asked me. "It's …
wonderful. You're wonderful."

"So I was good, then?"

He hugged me and for a moment I felt like the most
important person in the world. Everything was right and everything
was good. It didn't really matter that I didn't understand what I
had done. I understood the emotion I felt in Dr. Vellano's embrace,
and that would keep me warm at night, I knew.

But the moment didn't last long. The nice man in
glasses who always seemed to have bad news came and found us.

"Good, she's up," he said. "We've got to move her
now, then."

"Now?" Dr. Vellano objected. "I thought we had until
midnight."

"You lost track of time. It's already 11:45."

Dr. Vellano grunted in annoyance and then turned to
me. "We've got something else we need to do, I'm afraid,
Kelly."

"What's that?"

"We're taking on private funding from a couple of
the gentlemen you were so nice to earlier today. It's enough to
keep the program running, but because it's private funding instead
of an academic grant, we can't stay here at the institute." He went
into the back office and returned with a set of clothes and a long
raincoat. He held them out to me. "Get dressed."

"Get dressed?"

"We have to release you from our custody during the
transfer, or else we'd have to register you as 'medically
dependent.'"

"Release me?"

"Just for a few minutes. Get dressed and we'll talk
as we walk down to the front hall. You have to be out the doors by
midnight."

I recognized the urgency in his tone and started
pulling the garments on. They felt loose and strange after so long
without them. After a brief struggle, I was dressed and being
shepherded by Dr. Vellano out into the hallway. It was late at
night, and no one was out and about except for us. We took the
elevator down and then paused before the large rotating doors at
the front of the lobby.

Dr. Vellano produced a small slip of paper and
handed it to me. A number was scribbled on it. "Listen carefully,"
he told me. "This is the phone number of someone who will help you.
It's a collect number. What I need you to do is very simple. I need
you to go down this street to the payphone outside the drug store.
You don't need to take any turns; just go straight. Call this
number and someone will come by to take care of you, alright? And
we'll see each other as soon as this thing is sorted out. It won't
be more than a day or two."

I nodded.

"Repeat that back to me."

I repeated the instructions.

Satisfied, he wrapped me in the rain coat and
ushered me out the front doors.

The transition to the wet cold air of the outdoors
was an abrupt wake-up. Wind rustled through the wet leaves of the
trees. A light rain was falling. I shivered reflexively and wrapped
myself in the heavy coat. It smelled like Dr. Vellano, and I tried
to take comfort in that as I looked down the night-lit street.

It had been a long time since I had been out and
about alone, and even all the presentations hadn't made me
completely comfortable around people I didn't know. I started to
walk, looking around a bit timidly. I dropped the piece of paper a
couple times before I thought to put it in one of the pockets.

It was only two blocks before I found the drug store
with the old pay phone outside, right where he had said it would
be. It had been silly to have gotten nervous about a little thing
like this. I hunched in against it and held up the scrap of
paper.

But now the paper didn't look right. I squinted at
it. It felt damp in my fingers, and dark streaks ran across the
blotchy surface. I turned it over, but there weren't any numbers on
that side, either. Where had the numbers gone? There had been
numbers there just a few minutes ago. I frowned at it in sudden
consternation. Something had happened to the numbers.

I put the phone down and looked around for a
friendly face who might have an idea what could have happened to my
phone number. There were still a couple businesses open, but I
didn't see anyone out and about.

My eyes fell on a bright neon sign blinking above
the building on the far side of the drug store. The letters read
"Lanky D's Bar and Saloon."

Curiously, I approached the building, the
frustrating little piece of paper still clutched loosely in my
hand. The building had loud music and it seemed to be full of
friendly people. They were coming and going in pairs and groups now
as I watched, and some of them seemed especially relaxed and
friendly. I could smell cigarette smoke and beer. Jeers and raucous
laughter occasionally broke through the music.

Out here it was dark and cold, but maybe someone in
there would be able to figure out what happened to the numbers on
the scrap of paper. It didn't really make any sense to me.

Feeling a little shy, I approached the doors and
pushed one open just enough to slip inside.









This concludes The Doctor's
Presentation, the second installment of the Bimbo
Therapy series. Thank you for supporting an indie author! If
you've enjoyed yourself, read on for a preview of the first story
in Jessica Whitethread's recent BDSM and Forced Exhibition series
His to Expose.






But first, if you haven't already done so, be
sure to check out the rest of the Bimbo Therapy series,
beginning with book one:
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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.











Excerpt

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.














You may also be interested in these other
Bimbo, BDSM, Medical, and Exhibitionist-themed stories from Jessica
Whitethread:
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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 for the Biker Gang

Veronica Tulane is all
business, all the time. That's how she's built her law
practice into one of the most successful criminal defense firms in
the state. But maybe she's working just a little bit too hard,
because now even the outlaw MC
president she's defending against a racketeering charge is starting to
notice she looks tired and stressed. When she tells him she doesn't
think she can win his case, he seems to want to help and offers her
a pill that will help her catch up on casework. But soon, she finds
out that helping her get ahead wasn't exactly what he had in mind,
and the drug he's given her is going to do just about everything
but help her focus on paperwork. 



Parts of her body might get bigger, but her
brain certainly won't be one of them. 



Before she knows what's
happening, new feelings have drowned out the little voice that says no
and her urges have pushed her into the arms and at the mercy of the
gang leader and his biker buddies, who are more than happy to help
her fill her sudden cravings ... 









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.






Have a wonderful day.
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