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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, 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 highly charged experiments
in creating his ideal bimbo.



In the wake of his success, Dr. Vellano's lab is moving to a
private facility and he's sent Kelly to stay with his friend across
town. But after weeks living in a world of eager obedience and
simple pleasures, she's become
dependent on the man that transformed her - and on the pleasure
treatment regimen that satisfied her overcharged sex
drive. Deprived of them both, the
sheltered, pleasure-loving test subject soon finds herself
helplessly horny and helplessly lost in the big city, trying to
pretend she doesn't have a body specifically designed to make all
the men around her wild with desire.



She wants to be a good girl and find Dr. Vellano's friend, but soon
she'll be unable to resist even the most casual advances,
and it's only a matter of time
before someone comes along to take advantage of the
situation.









Preview

My skimpy clothes were clinging to me as I stepped
in out of the rain. I was shivering, just a little bit, and it felt
good to close the door behind me and feel the warm air of the bar
wash over my chilled body, even if the mingling smells of liquor
and smoke stung my nostrils just a bit. My face scrunched up at
their unexpected intensity. 

I looked around shyly. Immediately I felt out of
place and I could see some of the men near the door turning to
notice me as I stood hesitating on the threshold. Was this a
mistake? Coming in here now? I hadn't been out in public since
early in Dr. Vellano's treatment program – not since the changes
had really started – and now I was at the center of so many
unfamiliar faces with expressions that made it clear how much I
stuck out. Some of them were openly appreciative or even a little
predatory as they took in my appearance.

Even in a nightclub filled with men and women trying
to look their best, my ripe, inviting form stood out effortlessly.
The wet blouse I had been given clung to my breasts and my nipples
were poking through the almost sheer cloth as though an
advertisement.

Passing Around the Doctor's
Pet is the
third installment of the Bimbo Therapy Series. Each episode can be
enjoyed in order or as a standalone story.
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My skimpy clothes were clinging to me as I stepped
in out of the rain. I was shivering, just a little bit, and it felt
good to close the door behind me and feel the warm air of the bar
wash over my chilled body, even if the mingling smells of liquor
and smoke stung my nostrils just a bit. My face scrunched up at
their unexpected intensity.

I looked around shyly. Immediately I felt out of
place and I could see some of the men near the door turning to
notice me as I stood hesitating on the threshold. Was this a
mistake? Coming in here now? I hadn't been out in public since
early in Dr. Vellano's treatment program – not since the changes
had really started – and now I was at the center of so many
unfamiliar faces with expressions that made it clear how much I
stuck out. Some of them were openly appreciative or even a little
predatory as they took in my appearance.

Even in a nightclub filled with men and women trying
to look their best, my ripe, inviting form stood out effortlessly.
The wet blouse I had been given clung to my breasts and my nipples
were poking through the almost sheer cloth as though an
advertisement.

Normally I would feel a nervous but excited little
thrill to see the men looking at me like that, but right now I was
terribly afraid of getting distracted. As curious as I was about
what some of these men were thinking when they looked at me that
way, I couldn't find out. I had something more important I had to
do.

Dr. Vellano had told me to go stay with his friend
while his laboratory was relocated to a private facility. He had
given me a phone number and been very direct. 'Follow the street in
front of the institute for two blocks. Call the number on this
piece of paper from the payphone outside the drug store.' I had
repeated the instructions with each step so I wouldn't forget.

With tears threatening to leak out of my eyes, I
looked down at the piece of paper he had given me, trying to make
out the numbers for the hundredth time since getting caught in the
rain. The ink was smeared and damp and no matter how hard I tried,
I just couldn't read it. The inability to do what Dr. Vellano had
specifically told me to do was pressing down on me and making it
hard to breath. I had always been such a good girl for him. I had
always done what he said. It had always been so easy to obey, and
he had rewarded me so well for being a good girl that I had never
dreamed of being anything else.

With the body his hormone treatments had given me,
every man wanted to play with me. His pleasure therapy, so powerful
and dominating, had taught my body to be more sensual, more
submissive, more willing, and more affectionate. He had made life
simple. He could give me incredible pleasure any time he wanted,
and had used that power to teach me to give others pleasure, too. I
hadn't cared that it came with other changes, like how hard it was
to remember things or hold big ideas in my head. 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 now that simple world was breaking down. I
couldn't obey. I didn't know how. I wanted to be good so
desperately, and I couldn't. I had never felt so lost and helpless.
And now that I was here, finding someone in the bar who could help
me seemed silly. The building had looked so bright and pretty when
I was standing out in the rain with all its colorful signs, but now
it seemed loud and chaotic and more than a little frightening. How
would anybody know how to find Dr. Vellano's friend? I didn't even
know the name that went with the number.

"Well now, is something the matter?"

I looked up, blinking my wet eyes. A man was holding
out a napkin.

I took it from him with a shy smile and dabbed at my
face. "Thanks," I said, sniffing.

"Is there something I can do to make it better?" he
asked.

Helplessly I held out the smeared piece of paper.
"Can you read that?"

He peered at it, and I wiped my eyes again. He was
handsome, with broad shoulders and a good jaw. His hair was short
and auburn, and he ran fingers over his stubble with a slight
scratchy sound as he looked at my little piece of paper. "Just what
is this supposed to be?" he asked after a moment.

"It's a phone number," I told him. "You can't read
it, can you?"

He wasn't looking at the piece of paper any more. He
was looking at me. His eyes traveled down and then back up, and in
spite of myself I found myself blushing just a little. "Honey," he
said, "I could read just about anything if it were you asking me
to. You're not from around here, are you?"

"Well, sort of," I said. "I'm supposed to call that
number. Do you think you could read it to me? I can't tell what it
says anymore."

"What's your name?" he asked.

"Kelly Mundson. What's yours?"

"Brian. Brian Collins. I can't say the last time I
was so pleased to meet somebody, Ms. Mundson."

I giggled. "I'm not Ms. Mundson. Nobody's ever
called me that. I'm just Kelly."

He brushed a strand of damp hair out of my face.
"Kelly, I don't think you've ever been just anything. You look cold
though, how about I buy you something that'll warm you up?"

Still giggling I let him lead me up to the bar and
buy me a drink. I took a sip of it and immediately choked. My face
and throat burned. "What was that?" I demanded a little taken
aback.

He gave me a quizzical look. "You don't like
it?"

"Don't buy me anymore," I asked. "I'd rather be
cold."

He laughed, took his jacket off, and put it around
my shoulders. "Well, how's that for a compromise?"

I nestled into it. It smelled like him, rich and
thick and masculine. I smiled happily, rubbing my cheek on its soft
collar. I looked at him again, involuntarily noticing his thick,
muscled arm propped easily against the bar counter. His eyes were
on me again, with all kinds of ideas in them, and I felt myself
getting just a little hot as I imagined what they might be. I
registered the sensation with juicy guilt. I wasn't supposed to be
doing this. I was already supposed to have called.

"So who's the lucky person on the other end of that
phone number?" he asked me.

"I haven't met them," I said. " I'm supposed to call
them. Do you think you could read the number to me? You said you
could."

"Sure I can," he agreed, but he still wasn't looking
at the piece of paper.

I frowned. He seemed to be having trouble
concentrating on what I was asking him. I guess it was unfair of me
to want him to do me a favor when we didn't even know each other.
We weren't even friends yet, really, although I was sure we would
be. Maybe if I thought more about what he wanted he'd be more
motivated to help me. I knew how hard it was to concentrate when
you only had one thing on your mind. Dr. Vellano had sometimes
deprived me of an orgasm for eight or ten hours at a stretch, and I
remembered vividly how desperate I was by the end of it. I felt a
surge of sympathy for him and for a moment I wanted more than
anything to give him what he wanted. Maybe if we just fooled around
a little bit, he'd be able to concentrate. Maybe it'd help me,
too.

With another guilty pang, I pulled myself back from
that thought. You can't, I pleaded with myself. You can't. You have
to call the phone number. But I didn't want Brian to think I didn't
like him. Already I knew I did like him. Maybe we could
compromise.

"Well," I said, leaning in a little bit, "if you
read it to me, I'll give you a kiss."

He laughed, pleased with the suggestion. "You know
what they say. If you give a mouse a cookie …"

I nodded along, waiting for him to continue.

"It's just a saying," he said when he realized I
didn't understand. He frowned down at the piece of paper with an
expression of exaggerated focus on his face. "The light in here is
a bit dim for me to make it out, but my apartment's not far from
here," he said after a moment. "We can get right to the bottom of
this if we've got more comfortable surroundings, I think. I've got
a phone you could use, if you'd like, and a towel for you to dry
off."

I perked up brightly. "That sounds really nice, Mr.
Collins. I guess the light here is too dim. That must be the
problem. I couldn't figure out just what it was."

He paid his tab and ushered me out into the night. I
stood in the doorway as he hailed a cab, and then we were off
driving through the wet city, rain streaking sideways across the
windows. He put his hand on my leg and the touch sent a little
tingle up my body that made me forget for a second why we were
going to his apartment. It just sounded like a good idea, like nice
things were waiting for us if we were alone together. I told myself
it was because we'd be able to concentrate on the piece of paper,
but a guilty, wet little feeling somewhere between my legs made it
hard to convince myself that was the only reason I found all of
this exciting.

A good girl doesn't get distracted, I told myself. A
good girl doesn't get distracted.

Chris's apartment was on the third floor of an old
stone building somewhere about five minutes away. I didn't occur to
me to try to keep track of the twists and turns until well after I
had completely lost all sense of direction. That made me a little
worried, but if I had to get back to Dr. Vellano's institute I knew
Chris would help me.

The apartment itself smelled nice, like leather and
vanilla. There was a gas fireplace he turned on with a flick of a
switch and I sat watching it mesmerized as he heated up water for
some tea.

He returned with a mug and a soft cotton towel. He
handed me the tea and I sipped at it curiously, promptly burning my
mouth.

"It's hot," he cautioned me.

He took the towel and started to dry my hair. I sat
back against him, closing my eyes and simply appreciating the
sensation of being cared for. A strong, gentle hand on my side held
me in place as he brought the towel down the back of my neck,
wiping away the drops of moisture from my skin. His fingers moved
like a massage behind the towel, firm but never rough – controlling
my relaxed body effortlessly and shifting it now and then to access
a new part of me.

I pressed back into him, a contented hum in my
chest. I had been out and alone in the night for so, so long. Even
this simple touch of affection was more welcome than I could ever
have expected.

It was the hardest thing in my life to sit forward
and turn around to look at him.

"Maybe we should look at the piece of paper now," I
said, feeling ungrateful. He was being so nice to me, but Dr.
Vellano had told me to call that number right when I got down the
street. That had been a long time ago, maybe three hours. I didn't
have time to become friends with Chris, even as much as I wanted
to.

He cocked his head, his fingers moving onto my thigh
and caressing my leg idly as he looked at me. A involuntary little
breath escaped my mouth as I felt his fingers on my skin.

"You're still trembling," he pointed out.

"That's – not the cold," I said, struggling to get
the words out as his thumb brushed back and forth on my skin. I
handed him the piece of paper as though it were lead and he took it
without looking at it. His eyes never left me.

It was torture, being this pushy. It went against
everything I wanted to be. It went against everything I had been
taught to be. I couldn't stand to see him there with desire in his
eyes and know what he wanted and not give it to him. I couldn't
think about anything else, and now Chris was there looking at me
and wanting me and I was trying to keep us apart.

"I shouldn't -" I started to say, "I'm supp – I'm –"
but I couldn't get the words out. His fingers felt so incredibly
good. I was edging back up against him almost involuntarily. "If we
–" I tried again, but now I couldn't even remember what it was.
Maybe if we fooled around a little he'd be able to focus. Maybe
we'd both be able to focus.

He put his face against my neck. His hot breath was
like a caress on my skin. "Now now," he said. "Is all that really
so important?"

I let out a long, desperate breath and tried to
remember the question. "I – "

"We'll sort it out first thing," he promised me, his
voice low and deep against my ear. "Very first thing."

"I … really can't," I said. I had never sounded less
convincing.

I jerked slightly as I felt his fingers toying at
the waistband of my skirt. His hand slipped inside my panties and
two fingers ran lightly along the slick folds of my pussy. I drew
in a shuddering gasp and I tensed against him, paralyzed and
helpless by how intensely good his touch felt.

His hand paused, brushing the insides of my thighs.
"My God you're wet," he murmured. "And here I thought I was still
trying to convince you."

A moan escaped my lips as his fingers probed inside
me. His thumb wandered up to push against my clit and then circle
it in slow, gentle loops. I moaned again, clinging to him as hot,
intense pleasure took over my body. My eyes were closed against a
red glow as I pressed my cheek against his chest. His fingers
controlled me utterly. "Please," I gasped, though I couldn't
remember what I was asking for. I just needed more.

His fingers possessed me and I felt the warm,
building excitement of orgasm. I moaned again in helpless,
high-pitched, desperate delight. The world was becoming tight
around me. I could feel myself on the brink. I needed what he was
doing so incredibly desperately.

And then I orgasmed in a hot, wet rush. I shuddered
against him, my moans in his ear as he held me by my clenching
pussy. I had been fighting it so very hard, and it felt all the
more thrilling for it. I could lose myself forever in this feeling.
It was the feeling of being only a body and having no body at all,
wrapped up by him and owned by his touch. "Oh God," I murmured
weakly. "Oh God."

Slowly his hand withdrew, leaving a cool, wet
residue up the skin of my stomach. I leaned up and kissed his
throat, rubbing my nose against his skin and feeling the scratch of
his stubble against my temple.

Now it was my turn. He had caught me by surprise and
I hadn't stopped him, but it was me who wanted to give him
pleasure. He had already been so good to me.

I slid down and tugged eagerly at his belt. I
couldn't quite get the buckle open, so he helped me, and I pulled
open the zipper and reached into his waistband. The hard, hot shape
of his cock met my fingers and I closed my hand on his shaft. The
heady musk of his groin filled my nostrils as I pushed his pants
and underwear down and planted a kiss on his tip. I could feel the
light pulse as his blood rushed into his cock and swelled it and
stiffened it out into my eager grasp.

Warm excitement flooded my body as I ran my tongue
down his length. A little quiver ran up his body and he stroked my
hair gratefully. I took his head and shaft into my mouth and pushed
in until he was at the back of my throat. My soft lips ran up and
down his length and I sucked softly as I ran my tongue back and
forth.

He groaned in delight as I sucked at him. A warm
glow was in my chest as I felt the throbs of pleasure I was giving
him. It was like his pleasure was my own, only better, much better.
It was a happy, fulfilling feeling, and every sound of his
contentment was like music in my ears, telling me I was a good
girl, a good girl.

Soon I tasted the faint saltiness of pre-come and
heard the quickening of his breath in his chest. His legs clenched
and I knew I was getting close.

But then his hand came down and touched my shoulder
to push me back. With reluctance I relinquished him and looked up
expectantly for what he wanted to happen next. 'Anything you want,
I can give,' my eyes were saying.

He took my blouse and opened it easily, pulling the
small clasps apart in one dismissive motion and tossing the damp
garment aside on the floor. I didn't notice the cold against my
wet, bare chest as he ran his fingers across my stiffened nipples
and hefted my breasts in his palms. A light breath of pleasure
escaped from my open mouth.

He pulled me up off the floor and pushed me back
onto the sofa behind us. I landed on my back on the soft cushions
and he moved up on top of me. His fingers hooked into the waistband
of my skirt and panties and pulled them down my thighs as he bent
over and kissed me. His tongue was wet and strong as it pushed into
my mouth.

His hands were on my thighs and I felt the hot,
saliva-slickened shape that had just been between my lips poised
and resting against my clit as he kissed me. With a hot, almost
lurching sensation the need to have him inside of me intensified
almost unbearably. But I was good for him. I let him kiss me and
tease my breasts, kissing back and showing him my eagerness without
pushing him. He knew what he wanted and when he would take it.

He lowered his mouth to my breasts and licked at a
nipple. I moaned softly and arched myself up into him as his
appreciative touch moved back and forth across my thrumming,
desperate body.

And then his fingers were between my legs, spreading
me open. I gasped a sharp sound of delight as I felt his thick cock
push into me. I spread my hands against his broad, muscled back and
held him against my body as he began to thrust.

The driving penetration didn't end my desperation,
it just changed it. Instead of now, now, now, I heard only more,
more, more, punctuated from the outside world by my own high moans
and his heavy, exultant breath on my chest and throat.

My fingers dug into his taught flesh, but if it hurt
him he didn't care. I wrapped my legs around his thighs and felt
myself driven back, again and back, again and back, into the soft
cushions of the sofa. It was like he was trying to put me through
the floor and I loved every hard, rough moment like I had been
waiting for years to be manhandled like this.

I arched back into the giving cushions as I felt an
orgasm rising … closing in … and then it was there. Everything was
hot and red and driving into the deepest parts of me. My pussy
tightened ecstatically around his thrusting shaft. All I could do
was breathe and feel.

Deep in that tight, grateful place, I felt him give
a final thrust and felt the hot surge of his come pumping into me.
Thick spurts filled me and I lay back, giving him access to the
deepest parts of me.

He lowered himself down onto me, kissing my slick
skin and laying his cheek on my breast as my gasping slowed to a
contented murmur. I put a thin arm around his shoulders and savored
the heavy weight of his body.

I shifted to allow us to lie lengthwise to the couch
and he joined me against the cushions. My pounding heart slowed to
relaxed contentment. My eyelids began to lower sleepily. The fire
was very warm and his body felt so good and welcome against mine.
It was probably very late, and we dozed lightly beside the fire,
satisfied. Nothing else felt very important.

 


 


I woke with the first faint glimmers of pre-dawn
coming in through the windows along the south wall of the
apartment. The fire had shut off in the night, but Chris's body
kept me warm and happy. Memory of the night before came back, first
in a fond haze, and then in a mortified rush. How long had it been
now? Ten hours at least. I looked around for a clock. 5 am.

With a little nudge, I shook Chris awake.

He raised his head, blinking wearily, and then
smiled at me. "Morning," he said.

"I have to get up," I whispered apologetically.

He grunted reproachfully and rolled over to let me
slip out from underneath him. "You're not leaving, are you?"

But I was busy searching for the slip of paper. I
had lost track of it in the heat of the moment. For one surreal,
horrifying second I pictured it catching in an updraft and getting
sucked into the fire. Where was it!? Where could it be!?

The relief that flooded my chest when I found it
behind the couch was like coming back to life. I rushed over to it
and picked it up. I took it over to the window and squinted at it.
I struggled with it for a minute and then turned back to Chris with
a helpless sigh. "We have better light now," I informed him. "I
think maybe the numbers are there now, only I can't see them."

He blinked at me, still waking up.

"Will you come read it for me, Chris?" I asked
him.

 

He joined me at the window, his face looking maybe
just the littlest bit guilty. He took the paper from me and stared
hard at it. He held it up to the glass. He let the light shine
through it. He put it back in the palm of his hand and bent over
it.

"Is it really so important?" he asked me after a
minute.

"Yes," I said, pleadingly.

"Do you have a name for this number? Something we
could look up in the phone book?"

I shook my head.

He frowned down at the slip of paper, tracing his
finger along the smeared lines.

"You can't read it," I stated sadly.

My heart sank further when he didn't correct me. I
didn't blame him, really. There was something pleasurably degrading
in the way he had used me, but I didn't have time to worry about
that. If he couldn't help me find Dr. Vellano's friend, then I
needed to find somebody who could. I dug my panties out of the
corner where they had been thrown the night before.

As I started to put them on, he stepped up against
me. "Let me make it up to you," he said. "What's a couple more
minutes so early in the morning?" He ran a hand over my cheek and
pressed me back against the wall.

After a few seconds, I caught myself. I couldn't. I
couldn't now. But my body was already responding. I wanted to. It
sounded like such a good, simple little thing the way he put it. A
couple minutes, so early in the morning …

I was shaking as I stepped back. His hand was still
on my neck, caressing me, but our bodies were no longer pressed
against each other. I tried to take another step, but a tremble of
sick yearning held me back and with a hot surge of helplessness I
realized why.

Dr. Vellano hadn't given me my treatment yesterday.
That was probably so that I'd be extra friendly with the
businessmen. He had done that before. And today, of course, there
was no treatment machine and no Dr. Vellano. The needy little ache
that the pleasure machine usually satisfied was getting stronger,
and making it perfectly clear that a little light fun like with
Chris last night wouldn't satisfy it for long.

Chris saw my hesitation and saw my resolve falter.
He took a step forward and we were against each other again. He
stood, his body pressed against mine, his face in my hair. If you
can leave, then leave, his touch told me. But I couldn't. That
first, faltering gesture of resistance was all I had the will for.
I was his again and as the moment passed, he understood.

My panties were back at my ankles and he had my
thighs in his hands as he pressed me up against the wall. My back
was flat against the cool, smooth plaster. I kicked the panties
away and my legs gripped around his waist.

I let out a sound that was half gasp and half
delighted laugh as he plunged into me. God, I needed this so badly.
My felt my juices slicking his groin and thighs.

"Oh fuck me!" I moaned, grabbing at his shoulders
and giving in to every overpowering desire I wasn't supposed to be
having.

There was a sound from very far away, but neither of
us were paying attention. I put out a hand flat against the wall as
he drove into me. His arm was crooked in the small of my back to
hold me up.

Only when I saw movement out of the corner of my eye
did I turn and look. A second man had entered the apartment. His
expression was one of surprise, but was unmistakably intrigued.

Only then did Chris look around.

"Jackson!" he said, his breathing labored. "I – I
forgot you were getting in this morning."

"I knocked," the newcomer said. "When you didn't
answer, I found the door unlocked. I didn't mean –"

"No, it's alright." Chris looked at me
speculatively. "I couldn't be in a better mood." He put a finger to
my mouth and I let him push it between my lips. I sucked softly on
it, watching him with inquiring eyes. "You want your cock sucked,
Jackson?" he asked his friend, his eyes never leaving mine.

"What?" Jackson's voice was low and sharp.

"She wants to suck your cock," Chris said. "She's a
very bad girl –"

"Good girl," I protested.

He grinned. "Alright, she's a very good girl, then.
And she wants your cock in her mouth more than anything."

I realized I was sucking reflexively at his finger
as I listened, my imagination suddenly on fire. The new one,
Jackson, was every bit as good looking as Chris, with a broad,
masculine face and a good smile.

And he was definitely smiling now. Chris backed away
from the wall and lowered me onto weak legs as I looked up at first
one and then the other. Jackson approached and I put out a
tentative hand and felt at the growing bulge in his pants. He let
out a low breath of desire and put a hand on my breast, caressing
it lightly with his thumb and moving just a little bit closer.

I sank down to my knees and opened his belt first,
then his pants. His cock pushed out towards me, thickening and
lengthening. I kissed the bottom of the shaft and then opened my
mouth. I let out a slightly surprised sound as he pushed in, almost
too big for me. I struggled a bit to accommodate him and then
started to suck and lick at him. My tongue and wet lips ran over
his thick, hot shaft.

A hand reached between my legs and a muffled moan
burst from my throat. Guiding me by my slick groin, Chris pulled me
back up off my ankles into a bent forward position as he moved to
take me from behind. My breath was fast and high in my chest as I
felt him enter me again.

With hands on my waist and shoulders, the two men
fucked me from each end. All I could do was try to stay still and
let them drive into me. When the pleasure from Chris's cock in my
pussy ebbed, I focused on the rich sensations of pleasuring
Jackson, and when Jackson's thrusting was almost too rough to take,
I focused on the exquisite ecstasy from Chris's attentions behind
me.

Desperate as I had been, it didn't take long to
reach my first orgasm. For a moment I was limp and helplessly lost
in the all-consuming bliss of release. My body rag-dolled between
the two men, but they held me in place, and when I regained my
control it was to know that nothing had changed and it was all
about to happen again.

I orgasmed again before either of the men finished.
I felt a surge of pride and acceptance as Jackson tensed up, a
grateful hand holding my head, and come down my throat. I licked up
what little spilled and then sank onto my elbows, pressing my groin
back and upwards to let Chris drive deeper into me.

By the time he came, Jackson was ready to switch
positions. I tasted my juices as I licked Chris back to hardness,
and everything started again.

By the time they were finished with me, I was
gasping on the floor, blissfully sore and exhausted. I watched them
sit back, content with their work on me. Drops of their come leaked
from my pussy and dotted my chin, and I smiled at their satisfied
expressions.

I lay between them, quietly patient to see what was
next. But they slipped into a doze in the faint light, and I was
left sleepily admiring their nude bodies, gleaming with
perspiration. But before I could join them in resting after our
intense session, the sharp memory of Dr. Vellano's paper came back
to me.

Resolve washed over me. I had to leave. I had to
leave now, while they were asleep, or I'd never be able to. Already
the little pulse of need was starting to reawaken. Already I was
watching their glistening, naked bodies with more thought of what
might be to come than what had just happened. It was dangerous
here. I would never be able to say no, and I had to.

Quietly, I picked my way through discarded clothing
until I found the scrap of paper again, pulling my panties back on
in the process. I tucked it into the pocket of my coat and made
ready to leave. I cast one last, regretful look at the two men.

Again I felt the pain of going against everything I
had been taught. For months I had based my life around the simple
thrill of giving men what they wanted and luxuriating in their
affection, and here I was slipping out of the door of two new
friends just so I could be cold and alone and lost in a big city. I
had no idea where I was going, but I knew that if I stayed here,
it'd only be minutes before I did give in to more of what my body
wanted so incessantly.

The air out on the sidewalk stung my face and I
wrapped the coat more tightly around myself. The sun was still not
quite up, but at least the rain had stopped.

I picked a direction and set off. I didn't know
where I was going. My only logic was that I was supposed to do what
Dr. Vellano told me to, when he told me to, even if it didn't make
sense. Thinking about it wasn't the part that made him happy with
me. If I was good and obedient, the rest didn't matter as much.

But even that simple resolution was difficult. I
could feel the familiar pressure – that constant horniness that Dr.
Vellano had so carefully nurtured in me – building. How had I ever
managed to leave Chris's apartment? Even the long shapes of light
poles were starting to distract me. Every once in a while the wind
would snap the loose coat up between my legs and the fabric would
flap against the wet outline of my pussy and rub across my swollen
clit. I gasped, my legs almost buckling at the intensity of the
sudden stimulation. I fought the coat back down and put out hand to
the brick wall beside me, gasping for breath.

It happened again a few steps later, and tears of
frustration came to my eyes. My hand was pressed against my groin,
rubbing placatingly at myself, as though I could soothe my body
into calmness.

But instead, as it obviously would, the motion only
intensified it. Suddenly I was locked in the helpless, involuntary
pawing motion. Every part of me was screaming for me to keep going.
In only a moment, the warm, hot flood of climax burst through me. I
sagged back against the wall of the building behind me, moaning
softly.

A short burst of siren made me look up. I had been
so distracted that I hadn't noticed a squad car pulling up to the
sidewalk in front of me.

"Hey," a man's voice called through the open window.
"Is everything alright here?"

Seized with the sudden hope that he could help, I
hurried toward the car. Another gust of wind brushed at me from the
side and the coat flapped open to send an icy dagger of cold air
across my body. I looked down, and it was only then that I realized
I had left my blouse and skirt in Chris's apartment. I had gotten
so used to wearing only panties that the other garments had
completely slipped my mind.

I looked back up nervously at the officer, his face
now visible within the squad car, staring at me.

"What are you doing out dressed like that?" he asked
when he had recovered from a long moment of astounded appreciation.
"And at this hour?"

I took the final step up to the window and huddled
against the car door. "Please, Officer, I'm lost. I'm looking for
Dr. Vellano's friend, but I can't read the telephone number." I
pulled the piece of paper out of my pocket and waved it
demonstrably. But it was like the world was waiting for one last
sick joke to pull on me, and as soon as I had the little piece of
paper in my fingers, it was gone again.

I turned in horror to see the wind whisking it up
and up between the buildings. In only a second, it was out of
sight. I let out a whimper of frustration and blinked back
tears.

"Lost, huh?" the officer said, noting my dismay.
"And you're looking for a friend of yours?"

"His number was on that piece of paper. I don't even
know his name."

"You know anyone else in town?"

Numbly, I shook my head.

I heard a sharp click under where I was leaning
against the car door.

"Hop in," the officer said. "Maybe we can track him
down from the station. What was that name of the other guy?"

I sniffed gratefully in the cold. "Dr. Vellano." I
opened the door shyly and scooted inside. "He works at the
Cray-Wheeler Institute."

"Well maybe we can get in touch with him. You
shouldn't be out alone at this hour. Don't you know this is a
dangerous neighborhood?"

I shook my head.

He glanced over at me again. This time letting his
eyes linger a little. "You're quite something, you know that? What
the hell are you doing dressed like that, anyways?"

Catching his expression of interest, I opened my
coat and looked down at myself. "Like this?" I asked, showing
him.

My eyes involuntarily shot to the bulge in his
pants, growing visibly. I was alone with a man who wanted me.
Knowing that, it was impossible to think about anything else. Where
were we going again? What had I asked him? To fuck with me, wasn't
it? Well, I'd better ask him again.

"It must get lonely on patrol," I said.

We were back at the precinct station in only a
minute. It was a conference room, I think, or maybe and an
interrogation room. I think there were cameras in the corners or a
two-way mirror taking up one wall, but I didn't care. I liked the
idea of being on display. The officer who had found me had to keep
a hand on my collar to keep me from taking off my coat out in the
lobby.

Two of them went in with me. The one who had found
me said he had first right. He threw me across the table and stood
over me as I made impatient sounds of need. God, what was taking
him so long to be inside me? Hadn't we met more than ten minutes
ago?

But he had only been fucking me for a few seconds
before the other decided he didn't want to wait his turn. He
shifted me slightly to let him get around behind me and then his
cock was pushing at my ass. I let out a sharp breath. It took all
my focus to relax and let him inside me as all the while I was
getting fucked hard in the pussy and calling to get fucked
harder.

The first desperate orgasm was more relief than
pleasure. God, I needed to be fucked, and no matter many times I
yelled that aloud, there were only two men fucking me. I orgasmed
again, and the second was better. I felt the hot ecstasy rip
through me and yelled out. God, I needed this.

And then, delightfully, there were more. I was being
rewarded with rough hands and thick cocks for those terrible hours
of deprivation. I lost track of who was inside me. I simply let
myself go, a fucktoy for anyone and everyone passing by. "Use me,"
I pleaded with them. "For fuck's sake, use me."

It could have gone on for hours, I don't know. The
overwhelming, distracting need was drowned out, but the memory of
it lingered. I never wanted to feel that way again. I wanted every
cock in this world to have free access to me.

Soon there wasn't just a line of willing
participants, there was an audience, too. When I gasped for more,
they laughed delightedly. They couldn't believe that I would let
this happen. "How humiliating," I occasionally heard them say with
delight, "how degrading," but that feeling of degradation only made
it more ecstatic.

I gasped and moaned and sucked and licked. Every
spurt of come inside me or across my hot, slick skin was a moment
of profound gratification. I could never get enough. I had been
given this bottomless drive, this willing and beautiful body, and I
had always been restrained by something. Now I was letting go
because I couldn't bear not to, and every second felt as good as I
could ever have hoped for.

But gradually, things did start to slow down. There
were longer gaps where parts of me were going unused, and then
finally I heard the door open and close and I was alone.

I moaned in contented exhaustion. Every part of me
was deliciously sore. I sat up gingerly, looking around. Everything
that had just happened was a blur. I ran my fingers through a bead
of white liquid that had run out of my pussy and down the inside of
my thigh.

The door opened again. I looked up expectantly,
tired but willing. And then I stopped.

"Dr. Vellano," I said.

"Are you alright?" he asked.

I nodded. Would he be angry? Had I misused the gift
he had given me?

He walked forward and gave me a hug. "Come on," he
said. "Let's go home."

He led me out through the front doors, not bothering
to clothe me or wipe away the come that was speckled across my
stomach, breasts, and chin. The town car was waiting outside. We
sat in the backseat, and I rested my cheek against his
shoulder.

"Well, I guess now what we know what happens when I
leave you alone," he said. But he didn't seem angry. He seemed
happy to see me, and I nestled in closer to him, radiating
contentment.









This concludes Passing
Around the Doctor's Pet, the third installment of the
Bimbo Therapy series. Thank you for supporting an indie
author! If you've enjoyed yourself, read on for a preview of some
of the newest Bimbo, BDSM, Medical, and Exhibitionist-themed
stories from Jessica Whitethread.






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.
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The Doctor's Presentation

Hopelessly struck by Dr. James Vellano's good
looks, celebrity renown, and of course his erotic pleasure therapy
techniques, Kelly Mundson has surrendered herself to the famous
researcher's experimental project to create the perfect sex kitten:
voluptuous, horny, and eager to please. A month ago she was
just a shy intern drifting without direction, but through
intense and extensive pleasure therapy - along with the
physical modifications that have given her the body to make any
man go wild - she has proven a flawless test subject for the
doctor's experiments in creating the ideal bimbo.

But now he's decided it's time to bring this
breakthrough the attention it deserves, and he's going to put Kelly
center stage for a demonstration of his new techniques to a group
of colleagues flying in from across the country. But maybe even
he has underestimated the power of the changes he has inspired in
his little project, because once the doors are closed and the
presentations have begun, things seem ready to get hot and out of
control, very fast.






Can the doctor's submissive, pleasure-loving
creation handle all the appetites of a world driven wild by her
sexual allure? Or will she prove powerless to resist even her own
scientifically enhanced urges to take it hard and fast from any man
who will give it to her?



















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. 









[image: ]

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 ... 









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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