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        Otto von Madd: The Competitor


        

        Cherie struggled with her report, her cheek pressed against the hermetically sealed glass wall of the laboratory. Hands ran along her flanks, tugging up on her lap coat. She levered her hips slightly to let the fabric slide up, then gasped as she felt strong, sure fingers probing against the delicate lace underwear underneath.

“No word,” she gasped as the fingers worked their way down the crack of her ass. Smooth fingertips, cut within one millimeter of the required amount, find the line of her pussy and traced the swollen lips, “No word of Doctor Otto, Doctor Transl.”

Dark purple lips pressed against her right ear, the words tickling her lobe as she felt the doctor’s breasts grinding up against hers. Her body felt tight as it squeezed up against the glass, presenting her half-naked body to the other lab assistants who watched with various states of interest.

“Good, that crackpot probably got himself blow up by one of his insane plans.”

Cherie didn’t have the heart to argue as she obligingly parted her legs to give the doctor better access between her legs. With brisk efficiency, she felt the smooth tips work their way to her clitoris, rocking back and forth as she struggled slightly against the doctor that pinned her.

“Rumor,” she had to gasp as two fingers drove up inside her, her slick juices coating the good, but slightly insane, doctor’s digits, “has it that he is working on something huge.”

A scornful chuckle, then the fingers slipped way, leaving Cherie feeling slightly empty and just on the edge of pleasure. The breasts and thigh that pinned her to the wall stepped back as the doctor snatched up one of her many measuring devices. Cherie let out a long sigh of frustrating, then brushed the blond hair out of her face to look at the dark-haired doctor. Large circular lenses framed the doctor’s face and gave her the impression of some obscene mixture of librarian and mad scientist. The unbuttoned lab coat showed a generous amount of cleavage and naked thigh. Except for a belt around her naked thigh, anyone who didn’t know the doctor would say she was just posing.

Doctor Transl poked herself in the belly with her measuring device.

“Still none, good.” Grabbing her notebook, she scribbled while whispering, “Day 388, pinning Cherie today… against three centimeter plate glass walls… appears to be effective against cancer. Will continue…”

Cherie felt a blush on her cheeks as she pulled her lab coat back over her body, hiding the white lace bra and thong that was mandatory wear in the laboratory of Doctor Tammy Transl. The doctor looked up and shook her head.

“No, please don’t leave. I have one more experiment.”

She pointed to a large contraption. Cherie looked at it for a moment, her thighs pressing together as she stared down at the two leather cuffs at the bottom. Two cuffs that, seconds after she pressed her ankles into them, would snap shut and gently pry her legs apart. She shivered in anticipation and trepidation at the mysterious plans. She worried her lip but the true scientist inside pushed her forward, forcing her to step into it. She let out a soft moan as her legs were spread apart, her arms plucked from her side and spread just as far apart, exposing her to the attentions of her own mad scientist.

Cherie wondered what was in store, but her answer came in an off-handed comment from the Doctor.

“That Otto, I’ll show him that I know more about psychometric manipulation devices than he could ever dream.”

The large, dildo-shaped measuring device was also a big hint.


    





    
    

    
        
            
            
            
        


        About the Author


        D. Sadie is a non-binary erotic writer who enjoys writing a wide variety of genres and settings. They love loving stories, filled with consensual people enjoying theselves, and with just a little spice with the occasional adventure.

Their writing can be found on their website, dsadie.com. Most of it is free to read and enjoy.


    





    
    

    
        
            
            
            
        


        About the Publisher


        Curious Cabbit Press is a small erotic press located in the heart of the United States. They can be found at curiouscabbit.com or possibly at your favorite retailer.
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