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I was brushing the curls of my long, blonde hair when I heard the doorbell ring. 

It was dad's old friend and colleague Mr. Browns. They have not seen each other for years, actually, since they worked together on one of the projects of the clinical center "St. John". 

Mr. Browns had been happily married for many years and moved upstate with his wife. He and dad have largely lost contact since then. However, now he needed his help and his expert opinion regarding a eugenics experiment that he was doing.

Both he and Mr. Browns were geneticists specializing in medical eugenics. They were one of the most eminent and respected experts in that field. Although I never knew him, I often listened to my dad's stories about Mr. Browns and his intellect and contribution to modern science. Both were respected and highly decorated members of the scientific chamber.

I was getting ready to come down and meet Mr. Browns. 

My breasts were heavy. My nipples were very swollen, itchy, pink and bulging. They hurt me with every touch. The more I scratched, the more itched. That feeling was unbearable. But worst of all was the burning sensation in the groin that did not give me peace. An overwhelming need for my womb to be filled with juicy cum was burning me completely from the inside. I was very swollen, and with every touch, I swelled more and more. These needs were taking over and occupied my thoughts from day to day. All I imagined was an older, dominant man who would fuck my little, eager pussy and fill it with his sperm. I fantasized about a man who would fuck me until I would surrender completely to him, about a man whom I would beg to cum in me and make me his obedient little girl, with a sealed womb filled with his semen.

I fantasized about being his semen dumpster and him fucking me whenever and whatever he wanted.

These fantasies took so much of my attention that I was often swept away, and hardly managed to do even basic tasks. Although I lived in luxury and wealth that my father gave me thanks to his scientific success, I wanted to create my own career and succeed. I was an aspiring fashionista designer and I tried to work from home putting all my efforts into creating a fashion collection that I would soon present to the public.

However, even my work suffered because of my overwhelming, all-pervading desires that have haunted me in recent months.

No matter how much I calmed down the fire in my groin, it grew more and more every day.

I don't know if it was because I was so eager or because he was so perfect, but I felt completely helpless and surrendered to him in my thoughts the moment I saw him.

When I met Mr. Browns for the first time in my life, he was the embodiment of everything I wanted.

After I got ready, I went down to the living room where he and my dad were already discussing some scientific theories.

Mr. Browns had slicked-back black hair streaked with silver strands, his sharp but regular facial features exuded seriousness and austerity. He seemed like a real academic, but at the same time, he had a physique that would many athletes envy him for. Muscular arms and a well-built, broad chest were faintly visible below a well-tailored gray suit. He was tall and slender, and his stern and serious eyes shone with some unique fire.

When our eyes met, I felt as if flames were coming from his eyes right on my whole body. My skin heated up and every inch of my body was on fire, I was filled with unstoppable and insatiable desire to be his.

My cheeks became hot and red, I turned my gaze to the other side in order to ran away from his dark, deep and penetrating eyes.

After just a couple of hours we met he and dad locked themselves away in my dad's private laboratory to which, of course, I did not have access to. 

Mr. Browns was our esteemed guest for the next few days, however, it was driving me crazy that I almost didn't even manage to see him.

He and dad would spend whole days in the lab. I was terribly frustrated. 

I wonder what such an important and difficult scientific experiment is taking so much time. 

I was selfish and immature, but how different I could be when my hot pussy was burning with desire to surrender to Mr. Browns? I imagined how his thin fingers would slide over my hot skin and these fantasies would give me goosebumps every single time.

It was even worse knowing that he was there, close to me, but I still didn't have him. The fulfillment of my wishes was so close that I could touch it, and yet far and beyond my reach. I felt like I was going crazy.

Every night I listened to their mixed voices coming from the laboratory and came over and over again, shamelessly touching my tits, pussy, and entire body, wanting only one thing – to feel Mr. Browns inside me.

Desire made me feel helpless and weak. I no longer had control over myself or over my body. For days I tried to dedicate myself to creating,  drawing, and designing fashion pieces, but it was all without success. My room was filled with crumpled pieces of paper lying next to the overflowing trash can. I spent my days alone lying in bed staring at the ceiling. I was completely exhausted. I couldn't fight with myself anymore.

I drank orange juice and jumped into the cold shower, wanting to freshen up and at least clear my head a little. When I got out of the shower I heard a knock on the door. Still in my bathrobe, I first flinched and then asked in confusion

- Who is that?

-Linda, I received an urgent official call and will be away all night. Mr. Browns is our guest anyway and please take care of him in my absence. I that is not a problem for you.

My father's voice pleased me as much as it surprised me. This news was great.

My face lit up.

- Of course, dad, don't worry about it.

I answered him with satisfaction.

- Okay. I love you Bye.

-I love you too.

I almost hummed as I said goodbye to him.

After he left, I hurriedly got ready and hurried downstairs. However, when I was on the ground floor, the salon was empty. I walked around, but the rest of the house was empty too. I wandered down the hall towards the most secluded room in the house. The one I didn't have approach. Dad's lab.

When I got to the glass door, the system asked me for a password. Of course, I didn't know it. I cursed to myself.

I heard some noise inside and was happy again. I knew it was him.

I knocked at the door.

- Mr. Browns!

- Linda?

His confused voice on the other side of the door was very deep and cutting.

- What do you want?

His question was very cheeky and made me feel insulted and stupid. This is my house, did he forget about it? Where did he get the right to address me like that?

However, I calmed down my passions and tried to be polite.

- I want to go inside. Dad is away, so I'm your host now. I thought you would like some company.

I heard some very strange noises inside and couldn't help but wonder what it was.

- Your father told me that you are forbidden to enter here, and dear, believe me, there is a reason for that, a very good and justified reason.

Excuse me? I couldn't believe what I heard. I wasn't sure if he was just kidding me or if he really meant that. Anyway, I knew I had to get inside now, at any cost.

- Then it could be our secret?

I asked, clenching my fists in the hope that Mr. The Browns wouldn't refuse.

-Linda, do you realize that what you are asking of me is very unprofessional, and maybe even dangerous for you?

- Yes. 

I sighed impatiently.

- But please, Mr. Browns. Trust me, I just want to take a look inside.

- Good. But if I let you in that means you'll have to help me with one experiment.

- Of course! I will do whatever you want me to.

I answered briskly and stepped inside when the digital lock clicked and large, glazed doors opened automatically. After I stepped inside, the door also closed and locked automatically. The fact that only Mr. Browns knows the password was a bit unpleasant and the whole look of the lab made me feel nervous very quickly. This was not what I expected.

Beds with bondages and straps, and especially ones with the chains attracted most attention. There were also cages equipped with shackles and chains. I was sure dad didn't hold experimental animals so I didn't understand the point of this.

The sterile atmosphere filled with vials, test tubes, and various chemicals as well as shelves full of what I would call torture devices were also striking. There were various bindings, handcuffs, and whips.

I was confused, and I must admit quite scared.

I approached one of the shelves and carefully examined a pair of metal handcuffs that were standing neatly next to a leather, black whip.

During this time, Mr. Browns poured liquids from one test tube to another, no paying too much attention to me.

- What is this?

He looked at me and continued with his work, just smiling.

- What is all this for?

No matter how confused and scared I was, I wanted him to answer me.

- I'm
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