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	Fresh out of college, Kelly Munson has managed to land an internship at a prestigious behavioral research institute. Resigned to making coffee and working the copier, she's just thrilled to be in the same building as the famous and handsome researcher Dr. James Vellano. Little does she realize just how intimately his next project will involve her.

	When a chance encounter catches his eye, she quickly becomes the center of his newest project. His studies of sexual pleasure have led him to design a program to create the ideal bimbo: voluptuous, horny, and desperate to please. Now he has the perfect test subject, and he's prepared to work intimately and untiringly with her until he has shaped her into his perfect sexual plaything, though of course he'll be willing to share.

	 

	 


Preview

	I lived in a rhythmic haze, at times completely caught up in the changes I was experiencing and at other times regaining enough of a clear head to understand what was happening. Gradually I began to recognize that this wasn't about unleashing some empowering sense of sexuality. It was about making me into the perfect bimbo, a little sex kitten dwelling in the world of sensual pleasure. At first the thought alarmed me, but as the treatments went on, the more the thought excited me. I began to consciously work towards the little things that might please Dr. Vellano and bring me in line with what he wanted me to be. I awaited new measurements with breathless excitement. When my first reaction to any request wasn't immediate and eager obedience, I stumbled over myself to apologize and beg his forgiveness.

	I was starting to have trouble with complicated ideas, and even that I began to appreciate. The complicated ideas were all just distractions anyways. The simple things were the important things. Pleasure. Obedience. Keeping myself sexy and available. When anything that didn't have to do with those things came up, men like Dr. Vellano were happy to worry about them for me in exchange for a little of those things that I did understand.

	But best of all was the effect my changes had on them. That was where I took my greatest satisfaction. When I had first wandered in through their doors they had looked on me like a nice piece of clay, something they could do something with but not terribly interesting in my own right. But now I often saw their admiring glances. I saw the way they responded to my body and the little things I did to please them. 

	It was Dr. Vellano in particular that I focused on. I knew he wanted me, and that he was only managing to restrain himself because he didn't want to interfere with the experiment in its early stages. But I didn't care about the experiment. I cared about him, and I knew I could make him happy if he let me.

	So I became a bit of a bad girl. I watched for the little things I did that most affected him and did them at every opportunity. I came and sat on his lap whenever he was too distracted to immediately shoo me away. Once or twice I managed to brush his groin with a thigh or a hand and could tell I made him hard. He had created his perfect sex toy and now I took it upon myself to be sure he got to play with me before his sense of responsibility left us both unhappy.
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Transforming the Intern

	 

	The hallways of the Cray-Wheeler Institute were always full of people who seemed to be headed towards the most important place in the world. They all had expressions of suppressed excitement or concern or conviction on their faces. I immediately found the whole place overwhelming. It felt like I had spent all my life cooped up in the padded outskirts of nowhere and now, finally, at the well-traveled age of twenty-one I had found the place where real things happened – where real things mattered. My primary instinct was to stay out from underfoot and not give any of these important people reason to question whether I really needed to be there.

	At first I had been in disbelief that the department that housed the most famous behavioral researcher in the field would bring someone like me on, but reality set in quickly. Even though I had not laid eyes on him, I had no doubt from the moment I set foot in the place that a man like James Vellano would work in a building like this. He could go anywhere, of course, and do anything, and if I could go anywhere and do anything I'd want to be here, and I wouldn't think twice about it.

	The woman who hired me was a helpful HR rep with one piece of advice. She told me, "Jump when they say to jump, run when they say to run, and keep your ears open. You might just meet the sort of person who can make or break your chances in this field."

	I did my best to follow her advice. I wasn't perfect, of course, but everyone seemed to know what they were doing and what they wanted, and it seemed about the most natural thing in the world to stay out of their way and do what they asked without thinking. Mostly it was little office tasks, getting coffee, making sure visiting researchers found their way around the building, and that sort of thing, but it was thrilling to be a part of it and it always left me a little breathless at the end of the day to think that somewhere in the distant future I could actually belong in a place like this.

	It was on a morning sometime into my second week when I was asked to make a few hundred copies of a packet of papers that my quiet little role on the periphery fell into exactly the type of spotlight I had dreaded so much. The papers were a handout for a conference starting in less than twenty minutes, and I had managed to jam the copier twice. My heart was in my throat as I dashed into the elevator and hammered the button for the ground floor.

	"Hold the door, would you?"

	I groaned inwardly and looked up to see who was going to make me late. I froze. My breath caught in my chest. Recognition flooded my brain in a hot, pounding rush. I was almost too surprised and star-struck to notice how much more handsome he was in person than he was in the newspaper. Almost.

	With a ding, the doors started to close. I let out a startled gasp and lunged to catch them, spilling my papers and almost falling out of the elevator myself. I threw out a hand to catch the smooth metal and found myself staring down at a pair of polished shoes. Slowly, I looked up.

	"Jesus," the shoes exclaimed, stepping forward and putting a hand out to catch me. It was a firm grip but it felt so very light against my arm, like all I could think about was if it was going to go away. "Are you alright?"

	I looked up and mouthed an unintelligible syllable. His expression was a mixture of surprise and skeptical concern. It seemed a very unnatural emotion on his strong, attractive face, as though he wasn't surprised often. 

	"So sorry," I managed breathlessly. "I – you're Dr. Vellano. I meant to catch the door –"

	"Flattering," he said, helping me to straighten up. He smelled very good. "It's rarer and rarer these days for someone to try to kill themselves to save me a ten second wait. Do you think you've got yourself back under control?"

	I wobbled and nodded, backing away as he released my arm. He stepped around me into the elevator as I hurried to pull together the fallen papers in the hallway before the doors began to close again. I managed to squeeze inside just before they shut, and shifted breathlessly to the far corner of the elevator compartment. 

	He looked up at the changing floor number and glanced over at me with a hint of boredom on his face.  His eyes seemed to linger for a moment, tracing their way down my body, and I felt a warm blush come into my cheeks as I stared abashedly forward at the closed doors.

	When his eyes left me, I couldn't help looking down self-consciously and let out a sharp, audible breath. The top two buttons of my blouse had come undone in my little bit of impromptu acrobatics and my top had opened to reveal more than a hint of cleavage. Hot embarrassment flooded through me and I instinctively brought my hands to my chest, hovering in that way hands do when you are desperate to cover yourself but don't want to look like that's what you're doing.

	An amused smile came to his lips as he saw my ill-concealed discovery. "If those are the reference sheets for the Gardner talk you're not going to get them there in time," he said.

	"What?"

	He indicated the stack of papers I had clasped just beneath my chest.

	"Oh, right," I said, my stomach sinking as the reason for my previous urgency returned with accompanying dread, "I know. I know. I can't believe I jammed the copier twice trying to get them printed." I swallowed, trying not to look as upset or afraid as I was. I couldn't help but feel like I had found the single most public way to screw up this job. A hot tear threatened to leak out, but I blinked it away in mortification and tried to pretend something had gotten into my eye.

	I looked up to see Dr. Vellano considering me. "They don't fire you for something like that," he said.

	I swallowed again and nodded. "I hope not. It's just – it's not the first thing I've managed to screw up, you know? I can't believe I let this happen. Dr. Gardner has been so good to me. I just wanted him to feel …" but I trailed off, not really knowing how to put my guilt into words.

	"You're eager to please," he offered. "That's a good quality."

	I nodded gratefully. "That's very nice of you to say, sir."

	"So you work in Dr. Gardner's office?"

	"Yes, sir, I started last week."

	"And your name?"

	"Kelly Munson, sir."

	"You seem too young to be a post-doc."

	"Oh, I'm just an intern."

	"Is that so?"

	"Yes, sir."

	He ran a finger along his slightly stubbled jaw thoughtfully. "You've graduated college, though, haven't you?"

	"Yes, just this past May, sir."

	He nodded. "You know, I've been in the planning stages of a new project that's going to need additional help. How long is your internship?"

	The doors dinged open at the ground floor, but suddenly I was riveted to the spot I was standing on. Almost without thinking, he guided me out of the doors with a firm hand at my waist. "What I mean is, I might have a very special position for a girl like you. Would coming to work in my office be something you might consider?"

	I looked up at him. Hopeful, eager astonishment was plain in my eyes. "I – yes, sir! I would, without a second thought, I mean."

	He laughed approvingly at my eagerness and my spirit soared. "Alright, then drop those papers off and be up on the seventh floor when I get back from lunch. We might have to run some tests to see if you're compatible."

	"Yes, sir!" I exclaimed. "Thank you, sir. I'll be waiting."

	He waved me off with a hand and turned toward the front atrium where several men in impeccable suits were waiting for him. I watched him leave with mouth open and a sound buzzing in my ears. 

	I felt like I was walking on the ceiling as I all but ran to the conference center. I kept looking around desperately for someone to tell my news, but of course I didn't really know anyone here that well.

	I got chewed out about the reference sheets, of course, but now it was all I could manage to keep an apologetic expression on my face. Even when the program director threatened to let me go, all I could do was nod and say I wouldn't let it happen again. Inside I was alight with electricity. My head was full of all sorts of grandiose roles Dr. Vellano would assign me. He might mention me in the acknowledgements of his next academic paper.

	I had never suffered through a longer two hours in my life than I spent waiting on the seventh floor. I was too excited to eat my own lunch, so I spent the entire time pacing back and forth in the vicinity of Dr. Vellano's office trying not to look like that was what I was doing. I registered every face going in or out, thinking these might be the people I'll be working with.

	At last Dr. Vellano re-appeared from the elevators. I rushed to meet him, smiling brightly. He gestured me inside and I looked around with wonder at the high-ceilinged room, filled with interview cubicles and medical apparatus. Doors to offices broke off along each wall. Even though it was almost empty at the moment, it had the feeling of a place that was often teeming with activity.

	But now, the only other person in the entire area was an attractive man in a lab coat and glasses, who turned around to look at us from a desk near the door. "This is a candidate for the experimental program, I'm guessing," he said by way of greeting. 

	"On point as always, Bret," Dr. Vellano complimented him mildly.

	The man approached us, his expression curious. "You talked to the Williams Memorial people about body-type, did you?"

	"Not yet, but I'm sure they won't have a problem with it."

	The man put out a hand to my cheek and held my head in place as he looked at me. "Age?" he asked.

	"Ah, twenty-one," I responded uncertainly, my heart fluttering a little as the man continued to examine me, turning me slightly this way and that.

	"Oh, stop that," Dr. Vellano said impatiently. "Ms. Munson, come here."

	Apologetically I extracted myself from the man's examination and went over to Dr. Vellano at a nearby table. 

	He held a clipboard and several packets of paper. His face was matter-of-fact as he addressed me. "I talked to your supervisor about having you transferred, and he expressed a desire to let you go whether we would take you or not."

	I stared at him, frozen in consternation. "I'm fired?"

	"Well, that's to be determined. I'd hate to see that happen, so we're going to do everything we can to accommodate you into our little experiment, alright?"

	"Oh thank you, sir," I said, hot tears once again threatening, though this time of gratitude as much as of dread. I felt overwhelmed. The day had started out so normal, and now I would either finish it jobless or with the most important opportunity of my life.

	"Yes, yes, we're all very altruistic here," he said a little impatiently. "But we need to go over just exactly what this project entails before it can go any further. We need you to sign on wholeheartedly to what we're trying to do here: advanced behavior modification and the study of sexual relationships. That's really what I'm trying to get at, and I think you can help me get there."

	"I – what?" I stammered.

	"You would undergo a series of behavior modification treatments. They'll make you more outgoing, help you to be a more loving partner, and give you a more rewarding sex life. It's hard to argue with that, isn't it?" 

	"So I'm the subject of an experiment? I – I thought you wanted me to work with you …" I trailed off a little abashedly, trying not to sound disappointed.

	He shook his head. "Don't think of yourself that way. You have to help us as much as we help you, or we won't accomplish anything at all."

	I frowned at the tabletop. Behavior modification? The idea seemed so invasive and frightening, and what exactly was I being modified to become? He had mentioned a sexual aspect of things. Inexperienced as I was, there were a lot of things I still wasn't really comfortable with about myself. Could I even do this?

	But looking at him I couldn't help but feel the warm glow of relevance and security. He could do anything, accomplish anything, and here he was trying to make me a part of it. And if I said no, what was left for me? That would be it. I'd never be here again, and more than anything I couldn't stand the thought of being sent away from this place where my future seemed attainable instead of some distant dream.

	"Obviously it'll be an intense and demanding experience for you," he said, reading my unspoken reluctance. "No one will stop you if you try to walk out that door."

	I looked up at him, into his eyes, trying to read him. There was a slight intensity I hadn't seen there before, and for a moment I doubted what he had said. He would try to stop me, I thought. He wants me to be a part of this. He thinks I'd be good for it, or he wouldn't have gone to the trouble he already has. 

	And maybe it was that more than anything that put me over the edge. I only knew him by what I read about him and heard about him from a distance, but I had already almost forgotten already. It felt like he was a presence I had always known and wanted to make happy, a distant figure of natural authority and competence that alters and moves the world without really trying to. After only a few words I already felt a compulsion, a need even, to make him happy with me.

	I should have asked more questions, learned more about what he was asking, but without even meaning too I had already made a decision, so what was the point? All it would do was imply that I was doing it for me and not for him.

	"I want to do it," I said.

	The brief smile of satisfaction on his face was thanks enough for the moment.

	He had me sign some paperwork and then ushered me into a side room for what he said was an initial evaluation. The space was relatively bare of furniture. A camera was mounted to point at a empty stretch of wall with a number of reference markings on it to indicate distances. Something that looked a little like an airport security scanner was positioned in a far corner. He took a seat at a small desk beside the camera and then pointed me towards the wall in front of the camera.

	"Alright," he said, pulling a clipboard towards him. "Let's see what we're working with, shall we? Strip."

	"What?" I said, recoiling slightly in chagrin. It's not that … it was just … this was all happening very fast, wasn't it? Instinctively I drew back against the wall in pre-emptive modesty and could feel my cheeks flaming, but a clench and feeling of wetness told me my body was more in favor of the order.

	"Now, now," he said brusquely. "We're going to get to know each other very well, you and I. This really isn't the time for prudishness. I need to take some initial measurements."

	My insides felt liquid and hot as I stared at the floor, torn between a desire to follow instructions and almost overwhelming self-consciousness. Getting undressed was bad enough, but in front of a man I had heard about and looked up to for so long was incredibly intimidating.

	"Really, there's nothing to be embarrassed about," he said, a note of authority coming into his voice. "Begin with the blouse, please."

	Slowly I raised my shaking hands and began to undo the buttons of my top. As it opened inch by inch, the cool air of the room flowed over my hot, slick skin. I let it slip from my shoulders and placed it on the ground, wishing I had worn my nice set of underwear instead of an embarrassingly girlish pink bra and cotton panties.

	I flinched as a click from the camera sounded through the small room. I looked up to see Dr. Vellano scribbling something down.

	"Skirt next, please," he requested, recognizing that he would have to order me step by step through the process.

	I undid the zipper at my hip and let the black skirt fall beside the blouse. The hot thrill of exposure rushed through me, and I prayed silently that I wasn't wet enough for it to be visible in the soft cotton of my crotch. The warm, slick sensations between my legs seemed to point to the contrary, but I was too paralyzed to look down and check.

	He took several pictures and had me turn left and right.

	"Alright, bra and panties, now."

	I didn't move right away, thrilled and horrified by everything that was happening. I needed to build myself up to it. But instead, I heard him get up and looked over in sudden paralyzed chagrin as he came over to me.  In two familiar, impatient movements he pulled down my panties and unclasped my bra. The panties fell to my ankles and he tossed the bra back onto the desk. I looked up at him, suddenly and helplessly naked.

	"I don't like having to ask twice," he said. "That's something we're going to work on."

	He pushed my hair back over my shoulders to give an unobscured view of my breasts, produced a length of tape, and took my measurements. The little cloth band tugged tantalizingly against my skin as he held it in place, his fingers resting against me. He made a few notes on the clipboard, and then retrieved the bra. "You're wearing a cup size too large for you," he observed.

	"Oh," I stammered.

	"I wouldn't worry about it," he said. "Those sorts of things have a way of changing."

	I wasn't sure what he meant, but I nodded helplessly.

	"Hold this." He handed me the measuring tape, and cupped my breasts in his hands. He massaged them probingly and appreciatively, gentle but firm, and a grateful little moan escaped my lips before I could stop it. His eyes flicked to mine in amused surprise. "Feeling a little frisky today, hmm?"

	I flushed crimson but didn't answer.

	But his hands didn't stop there. With attentive care, he worked down my front, feeling my hot skin, the curve of my side, and even pausing to feel the pounding of my heart beneath his palm. I tried to seem calm, but my body betrayed me with every passing moment.

	And he went lower still, ghosting lightly across my thighs and probing between my legs. I felt my body clench as his fingertips made their first brushing contact with my folds. He let out a breath of surprise and raised his hand, two fingers glistening in the bright, clinical light of the room. 

	"My God are you wet," he murmured.

	"I'm –" I began, squirming slightly against the wall. It had felt so good when he touched me. I just wanted to feel it again.

	"That's good," he said. "We want a receptive canvas." His fingers returned for only a moment in tantalizing, encouraging swirls that pressed me back against the wall and caught my breath high in my chest. But then he turned away and was back to making notes on his clipboard with no further acknowledgement of how powerfully he had affected me.

	"Let's see," he said, looking down at his notes. "Everything looks very positive. Then we have your sexual history to go over: likes and dislikes, number of partners."

	"Ah," I stammered, a deep blush rising into my cheeks and shifting from one bare foot to the other, "it's – limited, I guess."

	He turned and gave me an evaluating look, to which my hue was all the answer necessary. "Well, that's perfectly alright. We just might have to incorporate some additional education into the program." He looked back out into the department atrium and called out to the man in the lab coat, who appeared in the doorway a moment later. 

	He gave my nude, quivering body a sweeping glance. "You think she's going to work for us?"

	"Very much so," Dr. Vellano confirmed. "We're starting with a high baseline, but it should yield extremely positive results. I don't think we should drag our feet on this. I'm ready to give her the first treatment this afternoon."

	The man in the lab coat nodded. "No reason not to."

	"Good." Dr. Vellano gestured to me. "Come over here."

	I stepped forward uncertainly, and he led me over to the strange machine in the corner.

	"This machine emits a very specific frequency of radiation. It can target certain organs or brain regions very specifically, and it's going to be a large part of what we do here. It shouldn't be painful. In fact, you might very well enjoy it. But however intense it gets, I need you to stay as still as possible for me, alright?"

	I nodded a little apprehensively.

	He took me by the shoulders and positioned me against a large metal plate at the front of the machine. When he released me I stood as still as possible, trying to control my sharp breaths. 

	A whir and then a high buzzing sounded. Another moment passed and then out of nowhere an almost overpowering sensation of hard, driving pleasure took my body by storm. I clenched in on myself, my eyes closing and a low, helpless moan escaping my lips. It felt so incredibly, impossibly good, and it was only building. Something indescribably large and powerful was penetrating into me. Even the red darkness of my eyelids seemed to be swimming. I felt impossibly full and yet in desperate need of something – desperate need of release. I couldn't contain it. I gulped in one desperate, shuddering gasp.

	And then climax arrived. It could only have been a few seconds since the treatment started, but it felt like I had been fighting to hold it in for months. I had been waiting all my life to let this ecstasy flood through and out of my body. 

	I knew I had to stay still but it was impossible. My limbs quivered and clenched. I heard shrill, desperate moans bouncing back off the walls and realized they were my own. Gradually, after the longest, most intense moments of my life, the feelings began to subside into a hot glow deep inside me.

	I clung to the metal plate, my palms sweaty. I squeezed against it as though it were the only solid thing on earth.

	And then it all started again. The hot, desperate pleasure. The intense, rising, penetrating feeling. The growing urgency and then orgasm. The second was every bit as powerful as the first, but it lasted even longer. I couldn't get my breath. I couldn't remember where I was.

	The cycle repeated several more times, each following the last in quick succession. And then, just as it threatened to become too much, it stopped as quickly as it started. Rushing, overpowering noise gave way to near silence. The only sound was my own desperate, gasping breaths. 

	My eyes opened slowly, blinking against the bright light. My limbs felt light. I ran a hand along the top of the metal plate and slowly shifted my weight back onto my legs. I put a hand to abdomen and looked around.

	"How did that feel?" Dr. Vellano asked.

	My eyes turned and focused on him with a bit of difficulty. A shy smile rose to my face. This was the man who had given me everything I had just experienced. This was a man who could do anything he wanted, make me feel anything he wanted me to feel, and he gave me pleasure. I wanted to do the same for him.

	"It felt incredible," I breathed, trying to put every bit of my gratitude into my words.

	"You seemed to have trouble controlling yourself."

	I ran my fingers through my hair. "I'm sorry, sir. I'll try to be better. Can I – could I make it up to you?"

	"What did you have in mind?"

	"Well," I said, tracing a circle the floor with a bare toe. "I just thought, me being here for you - anything you could think of, I mean."

	He laughed delightedly and my heart soared. 

	"Not now," he told me. "As tempting an offer as that is, I think the treatment was enough for your first day. We need to bring you along slowly or you won't respond as positively to the regimen."

	I felt a small drop of disappointment but I ignored it. He didn't say no forever, just no right now, and he probably knew a lot better than I did. I was happy to trust him, just as long as it was only no for now.

	He went back to the desk and produced a bottle of pills from a locked cabinet on one side. They rattled in his hand as he brought them over to me. "These are going to help you respond to the treatments," he explained to me. "I want you to take one after each of our sessions, and one before bed each night. Do you think you can do that?"

	I nodded, taking the label-less bottle from him curiously.

	"Don't give those to anyone else, even if they ask for them, alright? They contain some very powerful hormones that could hurt someone whom we're not looking after."

	I nodded again, proud to be entrusted with something so important. We were like a team, him and me, and I wasn't going to let him down.

	I didn't like getting back into my clothes. They seemed so constraining and stuffy, like nothing good was going to happen while I was wearing them and like I might as well leave them off, but he insisted and I certainly didn't want to do anything to make him upset with me.

	I took the first pill dutifully before I left and the second right before sleep that night. The linen sheets of my bed felt crisp, soft, and welcoming against my skin as I sank into them. Despite my excitement at the next treatment tomorrow, I found it very easy to relax. The little worries and stresses of my typical day hadn't seemed to return after those ecstatic moments against the treatment machine, leaving me now with only a calm, contented comfort. Soon I drifted off into a deep sleep.

	I slept soundly through the night and late into the morning. Somewhere along the way I began to dream, and the dreams were wonderful, vivid, and tremendously sensual. I dreamt I inhabited a world where every man I met was handsome and sexy and eager to fulfill my every pleasure and fantasy. Even other women looked at me admiringly, even lustfully, and introduced me to their brothers or male friends for vicarious pleasure. Sometimes I just fell into a pair of strong arms, felt the comfort of his attentive security or the hot thrill of being desired, and then shifted into a new place. But as the night wore on, the sequences became more and more explicit.

	When I woke to mid-morning light shining in through my bedroom window, I was more than a little wet. I stretched luxuriantly against the smooth fabric of the sheets, enjoying the feeling of relaxed sexual arousal and wondering idly what I wanted to do about it. Every part of me felt wonderful to touch, and for a few minutes I just lay there, running my hands over my body and enjoying every sensation. 

	But before long I began to appreciate how much nicer it would be to have other hands running over me instead of just my own. Dr. Vellano's promise of the previous day got me out of bed and hunting through my closet for an outfit I could get excited about. I settled on an extremely short mini-skirt and a plunging halter top. Dr. Vellano had told me I was wearing the wrong bras, so I decided not to bother with one.

	I kept looking at myself in the mirror as I dressed. I got the strange sensation that I had changed a little overnight, like my bust was bigger or my ass a little rounder and firmer. These were very good things, I decided, and maybe they had something to do with the treatment. If so, then they were probably something Dr. Vellano wanted to happen, and if they made him happy then they made me very happy, too.

	And sure enough, when I reported to the seventh floor that morning, he did seem pleased. He measured me as he had the day before, only now I was only too eager to share my naked body with him. I hummed happily as he touched me, and he gave my clit a little encouraging rub when he had finished his inspection. It brought me right to the edge of climax, and that too seemed like a good thing. He wrote it all down on his clipboard and brought in the nice looking man in the lab coat who wore the glasses so he could demonstrate it again. The second time I was already so excited that I really did orgasm, on my feet and pressing back against the wall in helpless delight.

	Another treatment session followed, this one longer and maybe even a little more intense than the one the day before, although it was all too overwhelming to really tell one way or the other. I swallowed the pill in a happy bliss and once they were done with me they let me sit with them and watch them work as they attended to other projects. They made me put my panties back on because they had colleagues occasionally coming in for consultations, but that was alright as long as they didn't make me leave. That night the dreams returned, only now Dr. Vellano's face seemed to pop up from time to time.

	The next day the changes seemed a little more pronounced, and again I spent the day on the seventh floor. It became a routine. They never gave me a specific schedule. They just knew I'd always want to be there with them and administered the treatments on a schedule they never bothered to explain.

	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.

	And then finally, after several weeks, something happened. He was listening to the recording of a lecture from a conference in Prague and was making notes on a grant request for the institute. I crept up slowly, watching to see he was engrossed in his work, and then skipped forward with light steps and hopped into his lap. He let out a startled exclamation and turned towards me just as I leaned forward to plant a kiss on his cheek. Our lips brushed. I could feel his hot breath on my face. 

	We stared at each other in shock, my eyes big and round as I looked into the soft grey of his own. That had never happened before. And now he was too surprised to push me away. Our bodies were pressed against each other. I could feel the heat of his body, smell him intimately. We had never been this close for longer than a second.

	His hand came to rest on me. A hot rush poured through me as I realized he wasn't pushing me away. I saw the incredible desire in his eyes and I knew before he moved that everything had changed at last.

	He grabbed me by the ass and the back of my head and pulled me fully against him, his lips returning to mine and his tongue pushing in wet and hot to claim my mouth. Every tiniest contact was so completely, desperately welcome. I melted against him, kissing back eagerly and passionately to show him how right and necessary this was.

	Again I felt that tantalizing, hard shape in his pants and a hot thrill ran through me. Today was the day he'd let me feel it inside of me.

	He lifted me by the thighs and pushed me back onto the desk behind me. I clutched his shoulders, never letting our bodies separate by more than a few inches. I couldn't risk letting him go. His mouth was on my neck as his hands went down and ripped the panties from me that I was always so opposed to putting on. His fingers ran over my wet folds, smearing my juices across my groin and thighs. A sharp gasp escaped from my mouth. 

	With my legs around his waist, I felt his hands at his own belt. It came undone with a clink  and then that hard shape was freed and real against my thigh. I could feel his hot blood pounding inside of him as he positioned himself at my entrance and pushed in slowly. I stretched to accommodate him, so wet that I slid around him with only the tiniest momentary discomfort that immediately gave way to the hot fulfillment of penetration.

	"Oh God, yes," I moaned, "fuck me. Please. Please."

	His thrusting was rough and aggressive, forgoing any initial tentativeness. He knew me so intimately that he knew he could take what he wanted, as hard as he wanted, and I would still want it harder. His hands grabbed my tits as he bounced me on top of the desk. My breaths came out in shallow, sharp gasps. 

	I felt climax approaching and then it overtook me with a hot, howling ferocity. My thighs clamped against him as my body folded in on itself and against him in helpless ecstasy. My pussy clenched around his shaft. It was so much more real and so much more personal than a thousand orgasms from the treatment machine that I clung to every last sensation with something like jealousy. A hot gratifying glow lingered in my limbs as returned to the feeling of penetration. A second orgasm followed close behind the first, and again I was lost for a long moment. They came so fast and easily these days, and he knew my every need before I did.

	And then he stiffened and thrust deep, deep inside me. I felt the throb of his cock tight in my hole and his come entered me in long, powerful spurts. My body clenched hungrily around him, pulling it deeper into me. I put my arms around his shoulders and held him as close as I could, trying to force him to occupy the very same space as I did with no separation ever again.

	But at last, he disentangled himself and helped me up. His face was affectionate and appreciative, and I basked the in the glow of his approval. He knew I had been tempting him deliberately, but there was no hint of the reproach or anger I had, for a terrible moment, feared I would see there. He was happy. I had made him happy.

	"That more or less ends stage one," he told me as he helped me back into my panties.

	"Stage one?"

	"Your initial conditioning: just the treatments. We've been keeping you a secret, but now we share you with other men."

	I looked at him, instantly mesmerized. "More? New men?"

	"That's right. We'll bring them in and have them pass you around. We want to see just what we've accomplished, after all."

	I mulled it over. "But … but you'll still be … I mean, I'm not going anywhere else, am I?"

	"No, you'll be right here with me."

	I nestled against his chest happily, all but for a little burrowing nervousness at what was in store. It would be alright, though. Even with a bit of very natural apprehension, I knew it would be better than alright.

	 


This concludes Transforming the Intern, the first 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 next installment in the Bimbo Therapy series:

	[image: Image]

	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?

	 

	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.

	 

	Continued …

	To read this story in its entirety, find it available now at the online bookstore of your choice.


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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