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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,
medical examination, a dominant older man and the increasingly
submissive, fertile young subject of his experiments. All
characters are 18 or older.



















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.






Willing Patient: The
Complete Bimbo Therapy Series follows Kelly's transformation into a
willing sex toy over the course of the three part
series: Transforming the Intern, The Doctor's
Presentation, and Passing Around the Doctor's
Pet, now combined in a single volume.



















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.




 


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.




 


Passing Around the Doctor's
Pet




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.
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I was more than a little nervous as I sat in the
waiting room of the small fertility clinic. After twelve
frustrating, worrying months, I might be sitting in the place that
could finally give me answers. Were Jake and I doing something
wrong? Was ... was there maybe something wrong with me?

I tried to keep thoughts like that out of my head,
of course, but how could I just completely not think about it? What
if I couldn't have children? Right now I was sitting in the small
medical facility, maybe only a few minutes away from getting the
answers to so many questions I hadn't been able to keep out of my
head. I knew it wasn't always easy and it usually took time, but
...

We were both so young and healthy. He was
twenty-five and I was twenty-three. We were only married a year,
and I could remember all those wonderful, hopeful plans about how
we'd raise our family like some surreal dream. Now here I was.

"Lilly Marone?"

I looked up in surprise at the sound of a male
voice. I had thought the two nurses here were women. The voice had
come from the doorway to the hall beyond the reception desk, and I
looked up to see a tall, strong-shouldered man in a white medical
coat looking up from a clip-board. My eye caught on the hand
holding the pen, for some reason. It looked so strong and easily
competent, and his wrist rose into a thick fore-arm in a way that
made me a little light in the head. Who was this man?

"You're Lilly, aren't you?" he repeated.

"Oh," I jumped. "Yes, sorry. That's me."

I grabbed my bag and hurried over to follow him down
the hallway, trying not to get mad at myself for the way my eyes
were lingering on him as he walked in front of me down the hall.
There's nothing unfaithful about admiring someone a little, I told
myself. We're all human, after all.

The corridor passed a series of doors, each neatly
numbered on the frame and the door itself.

He pushed into the door second from the end and I
followed him into a small white room with an exam table against one
wall and a desk opposite. He set the clipboard down as I nervously
hovered on the threshold.

"Come in and sit down," he said without looking
around at me as he arranged some papers on the desk.

I took two tentative steps and perched lightly
against the side of the exam table, my legs crossed. The rubber
cushion was stiff and unyielding to the touch. I pushed at it with
a finger, trying not to look uncomfortable.

I turned my eyes up to see him looking at me. His
look was evaluatory, as though he were capable of taking in all of
me and everything about who and what I was in the space of a few,
considered moments. I felt a slight blush come into my cheeks.

"I'm sorry about the delay," he said. "You know how
appointments can run long. I'm Dr. Nash."

"It's very nice to meet you, doctor," I replied. My
stomach felt light.

"I understand you're here for a consultation, yes?
Is this the first time you've come to a fertility clinic?"

"Ah, yes," I nodded, my blush increasing. There
wasn't any secret I was trying to have a baby. Why did hearing him
say the word fertility send a little forbidden shudder through my
body?

"And how long have you and your husband been
trying?"

"About a year."

He made a note on one of the papers, taking his eyes
off me for only a moment, not even long enough for me to take a
breath. For some reason I found it very hard to breathe when he was
looking at me.

This was all taking me a little off-guard. I hadn't
expected such intense emotions. But now I couldn't help but feel
that something very intimate and private, maybe the most intimate
and private, was being brought out from deep inside of me to become
center-stage for this handsome stranger to look through and
evaluate.

"I just - I'm worried something's wrong with me,
doctor," I blurted. "What if something's wrong with me?"

His face softened. "It's alright, Lilly. There's
really no reason to be thinking like that. A young woman your age,
as healthy as you seem to be, has just about everything going for
her. Just by looking at you I get a sense that we're going to find
nothing but good news today, but I need you to be positive and
cooperative or I won't be able to do my job. Can you do that for
me?"

I swallowed. "Yes, sorry, doctor. I just never
expected to have to worry about all of this. I just ..." I fell
into apologetic silence, staring down at my feet.

I started when I felt a hand on my arm. Dr. Nash was
beside me. "Lilly, I do this for a living. There are a thousand
reasons why a woman might not be pregnant after a year, and very,
very few of them are something to get truly worried about. Let's
just talk for a bit, okay? It's all going to be alright."

I nodded again, already feeling better. There was
something so calming about him. When he said it was going to be
alright, I couldn't help but believe him.

He asked me a few questions about my medical
history, and a few questions about other things that I couldn't
help but blush to reveal. He was sharp and attentive. He seemed to
fill the room, and I began to feel at home in his space, willing to
be a part of the world he controlled and evaluated. The answers
came easier. It was becoming so easy to talk to him. Seeing him nod
approvingly or smile was almost enough in and of itself to have
come here and gone through all the hassle and worry of the past few
months. Surely everything was going to be alright.

"Well, that's about everything we need to talk about
for the initial evaluation," he said at last. "Why don't you hop up
on that table so I can get a look at you."

It took me a second to realize he meant he was going
to examine me. I guess the exam table should have tipped me off,
but I had assumed we were just using the room out of
convenience.

Trying to hide my confusion, I scooted back onto the
exam table, keeping my legs closed carefully in my thigh-length
skirt. I watched him with fast-beating heart as he came over to
me.

His approach brought the wealth of sensations of his
presence and washed them over me. I could smell his rich masculine
scent, faint at first and then stronger as he leaned over to place
his fingers on my throat.

I jerked in surprise at the unexpected and
unexpectedly erotic feeling of his hand on my throat. Was he
grabbing me? Was he going to choke me? Had I been lured in here for
him to -

"Just taking your pulse," he murmured, noting my
reaction.

A strange mixture of relief and disappointment
washed over me. That had been a very strange moment, and it left me
more confused than ever. Why had I reacted that way? Why had that
terrible moment when I thought I was in danger been so thrilling
and ... hot?

"Try taking a few deep breaths for me," he said,
placing his other hand against my chest just below my sternum. I
could feel his thumb brushing against the underside of my
breasts.

I obeyed, pulling air in as deep as it would go, all
of it tinged with the scent of the man whose hands controlled my
body.

His fingers were gentle but firm as my chest pushed
out into him and then fell back.

"So far so good," he said with a reassuring smile.
"I hate to see a patient so tense."
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